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A Splendid, Long, Compiete School Tale of Harry Wharion & Co. at Greyfriars.

HEy ERANED

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Something Like a Slacker.

o AW.awaw "
It was a portentons yawn [rom & bed
Remove dormitory ot Greviviars.

“Yaw-aw!"
The rising-boll had ccased to ring, and the Remove had
turned out of Led,  Kven Billy Bunter was u artly,
perhaps, beeause Bob Cherry had kindly jerked off his bed-
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clothes, and rolled lum out upon the floor. Harey Wharion
and Mark Linley, always coarly riscrs, had aleeady gone
down, and the rest of the Remove were dressing, with one
excoption.  That one exception hay on hizs back i bed,
staring ot the ectling, aond vawning, debating in lis mind
whethor e could possibly liave another sceond or two iu
bod before if was guite imperative o rise.

“ You'll be late, Carlton,” callsd out Frank Nugent.

“Yaw.aw!"

“You know Quelehy was vatte vesterday because vou came
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down late,” went on Frank.
ass Y

Arthur Cariton yowned again, a more tremendous yawn
than ever. He was the laziest fellow in the Remove, or in
all Groyfriara, There were other slackers in the school, but
Arthur Curlton was the only fellow who had reduoced
stacking 1o an art. He was full of the best intentiona in the
world, and be would sit for s “whole afterncon under a
shady tree, planning great schemes of industry for another
ocenzion, amd he would lie in bed till the last possiblo
moment, thinking out dodges for early vizing on the follow-
mg morring. When nobody in the Remove took the trouble
to roll bim out of bed, he generally pot into trouble for
being down late; but it must be said, in justico to the
q—wﬂrlms Remove, that there were plenty of fellows in the
Form who were perfoctly willing to lend o hand—or a foot—
in bl ing anather fellow out of bed.

* What's the time?” vawned Carlron.

" Twenty past seven,”

“Well, I think I can have another minute,'

* Fathead! Roll out !t

* Apother thirty scconds, anvwary.™

“faet upl”

“Yaw-aw-aw

* Ot all the blessed slackers!™ grunicd Bob Cherey. ' And
iml'm entered for the Raven Scholarship, too, and wven
aven't worked worth a cont. You'll be last on the list, and
serve you jolly well vight.™

“1 guess 30, said Fish, the American junior
I'm taking that scholarship, my son—some.™

Oy, you won't goet it! satd Bob Cherry cheerfully,
* Skinner's more h'luel{ than vou are, and Carlton’s more
Likely than either, if he worked instead of slacking. Not
that he's likely to do that.”

2 Oh, I'm going to wire in this afternoon ! said Carlton.
“1I'm going to cut the ericket, and mug in 2 whole afternoon
af the papers.”

Dioh Cherry snarted.

“You'll cut the cricket: I've no doubt aboui that,” he
saul. " But you jolly well won't mug in an afternoon at
woerk, unless you call ﬁying under the trees work. 1 suppose
yeu're goang to slave at reading a novel beside the river?”

Don't jaw ! murmuared Carlton. ** Let me have my last
minte,

Al he elosed his eyes.

Bob Cherry atared at him.

"My hat!” he exclaimed.
Carlton !

* Ha, ha, ha!t

* Carlton, you ass!™

There was no roply from the Slacker of the Remove, s

was asleep.
Lot old Quelch

“Goet up, and don’t be an

j11

*“1 gucss

“Io's gone to  sleepl

*(Oh, leave him alone!” .said Skinner.
come: up and find him. That's what he wants”

" Rats ! said Bob Cherry. “I'in going to walie him up.”
_ Boh Cherry took his water-jug, and filled it from another
jug till it was quite full. Then he came up to Carlton’s bed.

The Blacker was certainly fast asleep, or he would have
stitred when Bob Cherry came near him with the jug of
water, Ho did not stir., His cves were closed, and his
breathing was st.em:ltfu

Bob Cherry raised the jug of water, and earcfully peisad
it over Carlton’s upturned face. The other fellows ceased
their various ococupations, and stood round watching him,
grinning.

Bob Cherry tilted over the jug -till & tin
Aowed from it, falling dircctly upon the

Hplash !

Carlton staried and awolie,

“Oh! Ow! Yo-oopl™

Eplazh! Sloosh] Swash!

The waler descended in a cataract.

Clarlton had opened his eyes and his mouth, and both of
them were full of waber in a moment, The water splashed
on his face, and ran over his neck and his chest, over the
pillow and the bed. He started up, gasping and sputtering,
and knocked hiz head against the jug, bringing down the
last of the water in a heavy floed.

The juniors roared.
Carlton roared, too, in o differcnt way.

stream of water
acker's nose.

“COw! Yow! Yoop! Yarcoh! (Crop! Oh!*
“Ha, ha, ha'!
- ¥arooh! Stop it! Yow!”

. Carlton hit eut blindly, and barked hia kouckles on the
jugr, and roared again b Cherry retreatod, prinnming.
“You ass! yelled Carlton, “ I'll punch sour silly Eeadi
Ow! You ass!”
“* Ha, ha. hat"
The Slacker of the Remave was flooded. ITe was drenched,
and his bed was drenched. He rubbed his eyes and glared
TeEr Maower Lizrany.—No. 155,
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at Dob Cherry. Baob, chuckling, returnced to his washstand,
znd went on sponging his sturdy limbs,

“You'll get up now, I think,” he remarked.

“ Ha, ha, ha!"’

Bob plunged his face into eold water, and sploshed right
and lett. Bob was alwaxs very thoreugh-going in lis
altutions. When lic began to towel himself be looked round
for 1he Slacker.

" Betrer buck up, Carlton,” he remarked. “ You'll be
late, anyway, Wiy, what—how—— Hallo, hallo, hallo!™

Bob stared at the Slacker in amazemont., Carlton was not
up. The rest of the Hemove yelled at the expression upen

sl face.  Cariton, dreenched as he was, had pulled cthe
clothes over m, and was breathing calmiy, with elosed
oyes.

My only hat!” gasped Bob.
thmf{ like that?"

“ Ha, ha, ha!”

Bob Cherey rushed towards Carlton’s hed.
Blacker's eyes opened as he came out,

“You keep off 77 he exclaimed.

“¥You lazy bounder! You've got lo get up

* Loeok here——""

* Heve poges !

Dob Cherry seized the bed by the side, and cxerted all
his strength,  The bed came swinging up. and bedelothes and
Carlton together rolled out on the other side.  There was
a bump on tne foor, and o roar from Corlten.

“Ow! Yow!"”

But Bob was not Anished yet. He turned the light bed-
stend cight over, and plumped it down upon the strugeling,

“Ind you ever zee any-

This vimue the

(311
*

wrigrling Blacker. There was a szuffocatesd roar frow
Carleon,
“thy! Groo! You ass! Chuck 18! Yah!™

“There ! gazped Bob Cherry,
inta bed again, vou bounder,™

And the juniors roared,

*Ia, ha, ha, ha!"

Bob Cherry was right.  Cariton erawled out breathlessly
from under the bedclothes and the bedstead, casping, hut
he didd not make any attempt to get into bed again, Ile
turned to hid Wasiioe, and was lost dewn of the Llemove,
and e came down vawning.

"1 don't think you'll got

——

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
The Slacker Decides to Buck Up,

h ETTER for yon, Carlfon.”

The Hemove hod come out of the Form-room aftor

segond lessons, and Bob Cherry, who had faint hopes

of & remittance that morning, looked for a letter.

He did net find one for himself, but there was one addresecd
to Arthar Carlton.

Carlton had walked as far as the doorway, and was stand-
ing there, with his hands in hiz pockets, leaning agoinst
the wall and locking out into ihe sunny guad.

He glanced round lazily.

* Did you speak to me, Cherry?”

" Wos, There's 2 letter for you.”

* Bring it to me, will you? There's a pood fellow.'”

Baob Cherry took down the leitor, with a snort. Bob was
the most vigorous of fellows himself, and he never could
understand slackers. He tossed the letter over to Carlton.

“ Catch!"? he exclaimed.

Carlton did not remove his hands from his pockets. The
letter passed him, and fell outside upon the stepes of the
wechool House. Carlton looked at it lazily, and didn't move.

“ ¥eou ass!” said Boeb, " Why didn't ven catch 1837

“How could I eateh it when I had my hands in my
pockets ™ demended Carlton,

Bob snorted.

* Well, pick it up, then,” he said.

*Oh, presentlr will del!™

And the letter remained Iving on the steps.  Billy Bunter
sidled down the passage, and picked up the letter. Ho
blinked at it, and then blinked at Arthar Cariton through
hia hig spectacles, .

** I say, Carlton. this lotier is for vou™

* I know that."

“Don't you wani o open it

“ Yea ™

“Why don’t you, then®’

“0Oh, I'm too tired ! HBtick it in my pocket for me.™

* (h, really, Carlion! It mught contain a remittance, son
Euew,” =aid Bunter, turning the letrer over in his fat
hands.

“Yory likelw,”" assented Cariton,

“Look here, Carlten! I was ﬂ}'nﬂcling‘ a postal-order by
this post, and it hasa't eome,” sakd Dunter. * There's bheen
zome delay in the post. There are o lot of rotten delays in
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“ Arthur,” said the Slacher's mother, crying softly, * (hings are very bad with your father; Ite has had heavy
He would nof have you told till the last possible moment, but you must know it now, All the world,

Yon understand now why we have both been so anxious for you to win
the Raven Scholarship? With that scholarship yours, you will be able to remain at Greyfriars.

losses.
that cares to know, will know it s00n.
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(Sea page 6.) '

the post when I expeeting lotters. 'voe boen thivking of
complaining to the Posimaster-General about 1t something
ouglt to be done. Look heee! L you're vot really in need
af your remittange——"

“1 don’t bnow that 162 a remitiones,’™

EWaoll, sappose it 13,77 said DBunter—""suppose it is, rou
might make me a small loan, you know, and T will give
you my Emtulaur{!eri when it comes, fo seftle op. What do
you think of the 1dea?”

Carlton grinned.

“* Hotten ! he said,

“Oh, really, you know, Look here, vou'd betier open the
letter. Chap oughtn’t to leave his letter unopened.”

“Weall, open it for me,' sawd Ularlton.

“Shall T7 All serenc !

Billy Bunter was always glad to open a_ Jetter, his
own or anvbody else's fevervbody  sand that a  post-
pard never came to the school withont Bunter '|:.|1{:rwi|::|_-;'
what was on it: but o sealed [ettes buffledd the Peeping Tom
of Greviriars, o did not zive Carlton time to change his
mind.  His fat thumb was inserted in the cavelope, and he
drow the letter oot

“Shall T read it to youl?" he ashed.

Carlton vawned.

“Wos: if vou hlke™

There was a chuackle from the junicrs near at hamd.
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Clarlton leaned back against the wall, his eres half-clused.
the picture of lazy comforr.

“Well, yon wss.” exeipimed Flarey Wharion,
gt}_h}p: to let Paul Pry read vour letter?”

0h, really Wharton ¢ .

* Nothing private in it,” said Carlton, with a yawn. It'a
only phont arcaugements for the holidays, or wearing sone-
thing or other next the skin, or elge o tip from ay governor,
G ahoad, Bunter I

“Certamnly ! said Bunter.

And he began to read ont the letter:

Pgee vou

“f My dear Arbhur,—You did nob mention 1+ rour ot
Ietter what Progress you wore ma kg s v sin Lies for 1
litaven Hc]mmr:!'up——’ <

Carlton gronfed. . 1 .

“That’s just like the maler.” he said.  * That's [rem tne
mater, T forgot about the blessed scholarship when I wrote.
Blessed if T kuow what they made me conter for! 'm not
the sort of chop to compete for o scholarship 1™

“ By Jove! You're not!” sakd Huarry Wharlon,

Bunter went on reading.,  1lis eve had glanced furthee
zhead, and the Owl of the Remove was intercsted in the
letter from Carlton’s motloer

H“BEYOND THE ETERNAL ICE.”
An Extra-long Instalment, by SIDKEY DREW,
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“ 1 shall come down to the school and see you about it,
Arthur. It is more tmportant than you understand for you
to succeed in this mattep-———?"

Y Blessed if T eee 1£!” yawned Carlton,

" And if you do not succeed it will be a very heavy blow
to me.  But I will explain further when I see you,'”

“ Is that all 7'" asked Carlton.
" That's all 1V
“ Very short for tha mater,” zaid Carlton.

& chap to be bucked up like this,
alone,™

" Here's your letter,” said Bunter, “No blessed pastal-
order in it. Groo !

Carlton took the letter, e stretched his limbs and
yawned and blinked at the juniors. 3

i | Eﬂlﬁgﬂﬁﬁ the mater's right,”" he said., “I'm jolly well
going to puck up. This afterncon—" :

“* You'll have a nice long nap, as it’s o helf-holiday,” said
Bob Cherry.

" Tla, ha, ha 1™
o T'm § [i!y well going to buck up!” repeated Carlton.

You will see. I can work when I like.”

The juniors chuckled. They had heard Carlfon =ay that

before.

“Tt's raugh on
The pater lets a fellow

THE THIRD CHAPTER,
- Bob Cherry’s Foe.
F!

** There, you bounder, take that!™
il ! Crash!
%ot you that time "

Biff, "biff !

" Right on the mark! Take that ™

Bl T Crash!

“My hat!" exclaimed Harry Wharton.
getting it strong. Bob! Bob! Let him off I

““Open the door, Bob !

““Btop it, you asal”

A crowd of juniors had gathered outside the door of Bob
Cherry's atﬁgy in the Remove puossage. From within cama
terrific sounds of strife. It was time to go down to the
ericket, and Harry Wharton & Co. werc already in their
flannels, and Hs-.rr:i; had a bat under his arm, Nugent & set
of stumps. They had knocked at Bob Cherry’s door, and
kicked at it, and banged on it with the bat, but it was useless
—they could get no amdwer, and ‘the door was Jocked.

Biff, biff, biff !

“Got you thera 1™

It was Bob Cherry's voice, alternating with loud blows and
erashes. The juniors in the pnaﬂafe were getting seriously

¥

Got you!

" Bomebody's

alarmed. Bob Cherry was generally one of the kindest and
best-natured of fellows; but sometimes he lost his temper,
and at such times he was like a hurricane. Any fellow wha
really provoked Bob, and had the misfortune to get to close
quarters with him, was certain of a very rough time. And
whoever was in the study now with Bob was ﬂi’m?ir}g & Very
rough time indeed, to judge by the incessant blows and by
Bob's exclamations.

“*Bob! Bob!®

“Open the door '

“Buob, old man! He's had cnough !

“* Chuck it 1" *

But the only answer from within was the sound of incessant
blows. The crowd thickened in the nassage. Bolsover, the
bally of the Remove, strgde up, and kicked at the door.

“Open _this deor, erry ' he shouted, in his most
domineering tone.,

“Got_youl”

Biff, biff !

“He's half-killing somebody ! exclaimed John Bull.
“Who can it be? Tt can’t be Linley; he never quarrels
with Linley !*

“* Where_is Linley

“Here I am,” said & quiet voiee. Mark Linley, Bob
Ehm;:;y's study-mate, came along the passege. * What's the
oy 2T

“Bob's massa.cring\’ somebody in the study " exelaimed
Harry Wharton. “Call out to him to open the door; he
may open it for you "

Mark tapped on the door,

* Let us in, Bob; there's o good fellow 1"

Biff, biff, biff !

"“There you are!” came Bob Cherry's voice, in Easping
tonies. * “ That's one for your mether!” And that's one for
your unecle I

Crash ' Crash !

Tee Maaner Lisrary.—No. 185,

“My bat! Iie’ll kill the chap!” cxclaimed Nugent.
*:ﬂfiuh, old man, stop it! Yoo'll get into trouble over
thig **

I gruess it's time to let up, Bob!"" yelled Fisher T. Fish.
“You'll make it & last funeral for him ! Let gp, old man 1

Biff, nff, biff ! :

“Open this door, Cherry, or I'll lick you!" shouted

lsover.

“Oh i,'-nu ghut up 1" said John Bull. )

“TU Yick you i vou give me any of your rot!"” said
Bolsover, kicking at the door. ‘* Cherry, I order vou to let
ug in !I"*

. There was no reply from within the study, but the erash-
ing blows and the breathless exclamations continued,
“Who can it be?” exclaimed Tom Brown. * Tt can't be
Bunter? I know he was trying to sneal a pie in here this
morning, but Bob wouldn’t hammer even Bunter like that.*
" Perhaps it's Carlton?” suggested Nugent. “ Bob was
promising to wake him up and make him look lively,”
‘“Ha, ha, ha!"
* It's not Carlton,”” said the voice of the Slacker, as Arthur

Carlton came lounging along with his hands in his pockets.

“I'm here! Extraordinary fellow, Cherry, to be going
through that sort of thing on a warm afterncon !

“Bob! Bob! Open the door !

“Let as in, EOE!“

" That chap’s had enough, whatever he's done !

“ Opan the door, Bob; there's a good chap !

Biff, biff, biff |

“Oh, he's off his rocker "' said Bolsover.
the door !

And for onee the chuma of the Remove were in agreement
with the bully of the Form. It really did seem as if Bob
Cherry ought to be stopped, :

“*Try your bat on the lock, Wharton I'* said Ogilvy.

"“Right-hao!'

Crash! Crash'!

The end of the bat was jammed violently on the lock,
That lock had sulfered before, in sume of the many alarums
and excursions of the Remove, and it was not in very pood
condition.

At the second crash it gave way, and the door flew
open.

5 E;N:I:T:*-' then I exclaimed Bolsover, rushing into the study.
W o,

Biff !

A punching-ball, fastened up by a cord from ceiling to
Hoor just inside the study, waa just fiving before a redoubt-
able blow from Bob Cherry, and Ecﬁﬂmrﬂr caught the
punching-ball with his nose |

“"Ow! Yarooh !

Bolsover went over backwards as if he had been shot, and
fell with a terrific bump in.the doorwsy.

“Let's bust In

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Catching It

4 A, ha, ha!"
The Removites simply roared.

Bob Cherry’s unhappy victim in the study wes

the punching-bail. The terrific biffs had taken effect

m&H on the leather sphere, though Bob Cherry’s exclamations

5 made it all seand very realistic to the juniors cutside the
aor,

Bolsover had been in too great a hurry,

He lay dazed in the doorway, the juniors velling with
laughter outside, and Bob Cherry stared at them past the
swinging punch-ball,

“You chumps!” he shouted.

" What have you bust my
door onen for?'

SANDOW'S BOOK
FREE!

Just published, a new hook shuwing how Sandow won
Iealth and Fame, beautifully illustrated, and explainin
how every man and woman dan obtain robust health an
perfect development by exercize,

SPECIAL OFFER.

To every reader who writes at once a copy of this book
will be sent free.

Address: No. 18, SANDOW HALL, BURY STREET
LONDON, W%.C. .
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" §ia, ha, ha!’ roared Harry Wharton, “We thoughs

you were killing somebody, from the row you wore
making "'

':?ﬂu E..‘IS"_'_:”

“ 0y 1" pasped Bolsover. My nose! Yow!”

“Ha, ha, ha !’

“YWhat did vou want to come rushing in for, then " de.
manded Bob Cherrs. “ I should have thought you'd have too
much sense to rush at 8 punch-ball, I'm practisiug hard
hitting, all roady for our little mill this week, Bolsover.™

#Ha, ha, ha'" ,

“You see." Bob Cherry explained, I make 1t a point
to imagine that tiw puneh-hnlll is Bolzover's chivyy=—they're
really not unlike —and then I put my beef into every whack |

hope vou're not hurt. Bolsover?™

The juniors velled. Dol Cherey must have been of a very
sanweine temperament if he hoped that. DBolsover certainly
lanked huet.  He was aagrey, too. e scrambied to his feet,
black with rags,

Il joily soon show yon whether I'm hurt or pot!™” he
waled, tearimz off his jacket. © You did that on purpose .

K 1T HT L o R

“ Haold on, Polsgver——"

PRhat e Wharton ! Mind vour own basiness!”

Y“Haold on ! repeated [larey Wharten quictly. " You're
reoine to fizht  Bob  with the zloves on in the gym. on
maturday afternoon. You can keep it all till then " )

P going to Rebt him onow [T oroared the bully of the
Remare. “I'm going to lick Lim, aud if you interiere I'll
lick vou. too !’

Eimryy Wiarton's oves gleaned.

“Nap ocan wait il Saturdse he =aid.
going to pile on Cheorry just before a ericket mateh !
back !

Y wan't !

0, let hin comre 2n ' gaidl Bob Cherey, © I'li Bght him
now, if he wants to, and I'll fight him on Seturday as well 17

“You jotly well won't!" said Frank Nugent. “'Nuff's
av good as oo ford, and vou're going te play cricket now !
Hand+ down, Bolsover ™

“Got out of the way ! roarad Bolsover.

“ Lend a hand hers, vou chaps ! satd Wharken quietly.

Five or six [ellows closod round Bolsover. The bLully of
t:ie Remove glared st them.

sinee he had lately come to Greyviriars, Jolsover had licked
every fellow in the Remove who had tried to stand up to
hiny. including Wharton and Boly Cherry, wha had alwayvs
been considered redonbtoble fighting men in the Form.
Bolsover had beon cocl of the walk, and even the burly
Bulstrode had fallen before hun. And sinee his trinmmph.
Bolsover had been intolerable. for which reason Dab Checry
was grng into SLH".':::Li training for the purpose of tackling
himn arain and giving him & lesson.

Bob spoot most of his spare time now with the gloves an,
with one or ancther of his chums, and the puncli-ball in
the study was his latest device. It had turned out rather
unfortunatelr for Bolzover.

S Now, Dolover, ” szaid Harry Wharton quietly, * yvou'li
either keep the peace, or vou'll go along the passage on
vour neck! You may be able to lick anvy fellow in the
Remove—you've told u: o0 often enough--but vou're not
going to play cock-of-the-walk here, all the zame. Got
euk!”

“1'm poing——:"

"'Emufh' z'uu are.

“I'in peing to hek Cherey——

T roun pet aut of the study, and shut up ™

HNo I won'e '

“Colar him ! said Whaorton tersely.

Balsover hit out savagely as the juninrs eollared him.
Ogilvy fell with a shout, and <at clasping hiz jnw, and Tom
Brown dropped across his leges, But the other fellows
foxtened upon the burly Removite, and Bolsover was swung
olf his feet, and hurled headlons info the pas:sage.

He crashed down upon the hnoleum with a loud bump.

“Oh, pocd " exclaimed Mauleverer, of the Remove.
U Jolly pood! Hurrah!!

Bolsover staggered to lus [eet, and rushed at Mauleverer
a3 the nearest victim., Mauleverer promptly dodecd out of
the way, and Carlion, the zslacker, stopped the bully's rush.
Carlton was etanding leaning agninst the wall of the pas-
sage, his hands in his poeckets, ard he did not get them out
in time to defend himself.

TifF, it :

“Ow ! roared Cardton, as the bully's fists erashed upon
him. “Ow! What are vou up to? Varooh ™

The juniors shricked.

“Ha, ha, ha!”’

It waz very seldom that the Slacker was aroused fram his
sacid dleness. but he was roused naw.  He jerked his
wpds ont of his poclkets, and backed away up the pa-sape,
defentdin:: ]lim:i'f‘_]f fram the barly jumior's onslanght.

Bolsover, having found a victime——and, pevhaps, willing
also to find an cxcuse for rot renewing the siruggle with
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Harry Wharton & Co.—Iollowed the Slacker up, hitting out
ficrcely. Carlton received biff after biff upon the face or
the chest, and he stagpered away, velling for help.

“Ow! Help! Rescue! Yow! Yarcoh!”

‘““Ha, ha, ha!"

* Don't stop him,” grinned Bob Cherry. “ This will wake
Carlton up This is what he needs. Let him rip!"

“Faith. and ye're right !"

“*Ha, ka, ha !

Bol:over was quite willing to be allowed to rip. He drove
Carlren along the Remove passage, the Removites following,
laughing. ey were ready to stop Bolsover as econ as they
had had their laugh out. Carlton reached the head of the
witairs, and there he made a etand. 1lis temmper was arouaed
by this Lime, and he weat for the bully in return, and caught
hoid of him.

They grappled together the lighter and less muscular
alacker being whirled to and [ro Ly the powerful junior,

“Break away " thouted Bol Cherry. “ That’s enough !

 Btop it, Daleover !

here was a sudden exclametion from the stairs. A lady
in u black wveil, dressed very plainly though very well, had
sacended the stairs, and was nlw:nut to step upon the landing,
wheit she coughbt siolic of the two strugghng juniors.

* Arthur !"

“ Iallo, halla, hallo ! exelnimed Dob Cherry.  * That's
Carlton’s mother ! Separale them !

The juniors rushed to stop the fight. DBolsover leard
what Bob f?:err:.f had :aid, and any decent fellow would
Lave stepped, but no cne had cver regarded Bolsover as a
decent fellow. He exerted his strength, and hurled the
Blacker te the fleor. and Arthur Carlton sprawled on the
linoleum at hiz mothee's feet,

“You ead!" muttered Harry Wharton.

Fiva or six pairs of hands grasped the bully of the
Remnove, and he was dragged away up the passage.

“Let go!" he roared, “Hands off I TI'll—

Tut Bolsover's threats were unregarded. Ife was dragged
roughly up the passage, and rolled down the back stairs,
alighting at the bottom of the flight with a bump and a wild
T,

B “IYnu stav there,”” eaid John DBull. *If vou make any
more row this afternoon, we'll lock you up n a box-ruom,
vour bulls.”

“1 puess we witl—some™

Dt 'ain:-lﬁm'u;-r was feeling too used up to make any further
row. He limped away, muttering fthreais of vengeance.
Llrs, Carlton was bending over the Blacker In the passage,

while the junior gasped for breath, . r

“ Don't ‘]lm alarmed, ma'am,” eaid Harry Wharton, *It's
all rizht. Oxlv a bit of rough play, you know. Carlton's
nat huri.”

“T'moall right,” gasped the Slacker. ] ‘

e stagmered up, with the assistance of Wharton's arm.
Fliz nose was very rod, amd there was a thin stream cozing
Fraas it to the corner of his mouth. He mopped it with his
handkersehief, which came away with ¢rimeon staina, .

STt git’s all rizht, mater,” he gosped. Y We—were
aiw?J':::’liL:e this in the Remove, vou know. Come inlte my
eturly. R

Tlft_' quict-looking lady nedded, ard followed the jumor
mto his study. The other fellows exchanged pglances.

“Ti was utterly rotten of Belsover!” muttered Harry
Wharton., I hope you will lick him on Saturday, Bob.

“I'm going to <lo my beat.” : s

“ W shall have to leave Carlton out of the erickst” said
Hocry. * His mater will keep him some time, 1 expect, I
Lefieve he wns going to dedge it, anyway. DMicky Destnond
earn have his bat—eh, Bulstrode ¥

“ Right-ho ! said DBuletrode. . . .

¢ [Faith, and I will, with pleasure ! said Micky joyously.

And the Removites went down fo the r-nrjmt-gr-t:u._!.nd.
leaving the Slacker with his pother, litile decaming of what
wag the tmport of that inkterview.

THE TIFTH CHAPTER.
The Last Appeal.

ARLTON showed his mother into his study, gently
C mopping his nese the while.  The 8lacker of tha
emove was feeling extremely awhward and uncon
forfable. Tle had not uvnderstood that his mother's
visii was to follow her letter e0 quickly, or he would have

bean prepared for her. :

His study was far from tidy. DBooks and papers were
strewn evervwhere; hardly a thing was in its proper place.
The prate had been used as a receptacle for all sorts of
rubbish, and the marntelpiece was piled high with all eorts

>
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and conditions of things. Mrs. Carlton hardly scemed to
notice it, much to ithe relief of the Slacker, who had been
accustomed to lectures upon the subject. Indeed, always after
e visit from his parents, Carlton had resolved to be decidedly
tidy in the future, and his resolve had generally laeted a
muEpr of hours or so—not quite long enough to zet into
order.

r" A fellow's study does %ct untidy, mater,” he said.
You—you see, at present I haven't anybody elea in tho
study with me, and —and that makes o difference. I'm going
to have all this cleared up to-morrow,”

“¥es, Arthur.”

“T'm eorry you should have found me in o row when you
got here, mater,” said the junior. * That was an accident,
too. Polsover was really going for Mauleverer, and he
dropped on me by mistake.”

" Nes

St down, mother”

“Thank you, Arthur.'”

* About the echolarship,” Arihur rociled en swiftly, 1
—-1 haven't <done much vet. I'm sort of prepaving. D've
read the subjects throurh, vou know, awmd T'wm allowing ihe
--the general wden of the fhing to =ink inlo my mind, I
think that's a vather good dea, before acrually plunging
into the thing."

Mre. Carlton was eilont.

" E think that's o pretty gomd plan, mater,"” said the
jurior hepefully: “don’t you? If-if vou don’t, fell e,
and I—F"0 try some other plan. [ was beginping work in
carnest to-dday.”

“You have been working hard, then, Arthur?”

Carlton colourecd.

" Well, not exactly warking hart so far,” he said; * but
—but, you eee, I was just scttling <Jdown to 1t, as it were. I
had imenttoned to Wharton,” he added eagerly, “that I
shouldn’t he able to play cricket this afterncon, because I
was goine to swoab.'’

Mra. Carlton smiled faintly.

" Was that for the sake of swotting, Arthur, as you call it,
or because you wore too idle to play cricket #

The junior eoloured again.

*Well, you see, mater, it's jolly warm for cricket, and-—-
and I've really got 1o swol, you know. The time's gettine
near, and it'e high time [ seftled down for a real, hard,
heavy grind, in a business-like way.”

Carlton repesied thote words with considerable eatisfac-
tron.  Expressions of that sort made him feel, comehow, that
he was really prinding away.

" Arthur, my dear boy "

The veil was pushed back now. Avthur looked at his
:ﬁ{:ﬁher‘s face, and started. He came quickly 2 step nearer
o her.

“Mater ! Mother dear, you've been crying !

“Flave I, Arthur?”

“Yes, yes! What's wrang?  The boy's handeome face
wis gorious enourh now, and very anxious. ** Any bad news
at home ¥

Mrs. Carlion wae silent.

“ The pater™ There was a break in the boy's veice.
* Mother, he's all right, fen't he ¥

“Your father is well, Arthur.™

i Thanlz: goodness! [T thought—"

““1 believe that you eare for your father and for ma,
Arthur, though you have ecoused us both very much anxiaty.”

“I—I never meant to,” eaid the Doy remorsefully.
' Mater, I—I'm sorry I've slacked, but I had really resolved,
only this very day, to mug it up like anything.”

“I hepe it is not too late, my dear boy.”

Carlton started.

" Too late for the scholarchip <o you mean, mother ¥

“Too late for everything!”

Carlton laid his arm on his mother’s shoulder,

" What is the matter, mother? Something’s happened —I
cen &ee that. What is it? What'e the matter at home "

Mrs. Carlton's eyes filled with tears. The boy's face was
dark with anxiety now.

“What ia it, mother? 1 remeimber last vac. hearing
something—the pater was anxious abeut the way thinge

wcﬁrqﬂ;zwg in the City. Has anything gone wrong ¥

“Very bad 1

“ Oh, mother "

The boy's arm was round his mother's neelr now, and he
kissed her on the cheek. The poor lady was crying softly,
as she pushed back his curly hair and looked at his face.

il ry’ she said, “things are very bad with your
father: he has had heavy losscs. He would not have you
told til! the last ]pmmih!e moement, buf you must know it
now. All the world, that cares to know, will know it scon,
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Yaou understand now why we have both been so anxious for
you (o win the Raven Scholarship? With that scholarship
vours, you will be able to remain at Greyfriars.”

“ Andd otherwige 7'

*You must leave."”

“ Oh, mother! So bad as that?” .

“We are almost ruined, Arthur,” said Mrs. Carlten
quietly. ** You must know how much depends on your
eiforts now, my dear boy. Your father cannot afford to pay
yvour fces heve any longer. If you lose this chance, this is
vour last terin af Greyiriars.’"

“ My last torm at Greyfriars ' Cariton repeated dazedly.

He was hardly able to understand it. i3 people had
alwavs been, not rich, but well-off. That the horn of plenty
should 30 suddenly cease to flow was ztrange and inexplicable
ta o bov of Aftecn.

Gut the way he teok it showed that, slacker as he was,
idle as he had always been, his nature was noble enough.

** This avill he rotten rough on the Huv'nur,” bir sand.

“ It is hord on him, Arthar; but if you sheuld win the
seholarzhip, and be able to remain at Greyiriars, it will be
n wetght from his mind, We have been over the terms of
the scholarship many times: you get free board and tuition
here for threo vears, and a sum of ffty pounds a year for
vour exponses, That wmeans that you can remain at the
scnood, and your father will be put to no furilier expense
on your account for three years to come. That weans very
much to va, Arthur'

“ I know 1t mast, mothear.'

“Is there not o boy here, who won a scholarship, while
working every day in a factory, Avthor ¥’

Carlion nodedad,

“¥es; Mark Linley, of my Form, he replied.
fire chap; vory different from me, I'm afraid.
decent, and works like a nigger.”

“I den't suppose he likes work, Arthur; it may be a
sense of duty, and a desire to help Lis parents,”

“ I ghouldn't wonder; he's an awlully dutiful beast,” said
Avthur ruefully,

“*Take him as an example, Arthur”

“I—T will ™

Carlton gave an inward shudder as he replied. Mark
Linley, of the Remove, certainly made an excellent model
ior anyone to follow. But the guiet, steady, hardworking
Iancashire lad was wvery unlike the happy and coreless
Slacker. Arthur Carlton had to change very much before
he could hope to become like Mark Linley.

#I=—1'll talk to the chap, and ask him how he docs it,
mater,’” exclaimed the Blacker bravely. * He's o jolly good-
natured chap, and he'il help anybody, though he does twice
ng much work as anybody else in the Remove. I'll make
himi help me.”

“Learn to help yourself, Arthur,” szid Mrs. Carlion
quictly. * My dear boy, you have caused us much anxiety,
but you will more than repay us if yon succecd in this, ff
you have to leave Greyfriars, you must know what a differ-
ence it will make to your future. Arthur, think of us, and
when you are tempted to be idle, put the temptation aside™

1 will, mater. I awear I will.”

His mother sighed.

Of old she knew how full of good intentions the boy waa,
Hﬁd how woefully lacking he was in carrying them into
eIleet,

* Maiter, I swear I will,” repeated Carlton fervently. I
know I've been an ass—a aill]:,r nss! I don't need telling
that, DBut I'm going to make o change—a big change! I'm
going ta work like—like anything.”

Mrs, Carlton rose,

She stood before the boy, her hand resting upon his
shoulders, the tears still en her pale checks.

:l:lI"E-;nmv you mean it, Arthur. But will you corry it
ot :

1 will, mother—I promise T will "

“1 trust you, my boy. And, remmember—remember how
mueh it means to us!"

1 sha'n't forget "

And Arthur Carlton meant it. He meant it, every word s
but although the spirit may be willing, 23 was said of old,
still the Aesh is weak. The Slacker of the Ramove was the
Slacker still,

i He's a
He's very

— e

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
The Slacker Sets To.
H.-"L.IEHY WHARTON came into the Remove

assage with
iz bat under his arm and a healthy ruddy colour in
his cheeks. The cricket mateh was over, and the
Remove had beaten the Upper Fourth by two wickets
and the Remove were in o very satisfied frame of min

secordingly. - Wharton tossed his bat into his study. Billy
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Trevor and Skinner and Carlton were still working.

But the Slacker of the Remove was still the slacker. Alter

a time he was seen to be leaning over his desk in a very thoughtful attitude, with his head resting on his hand,
But the Juniors knew what that meant, He was dozing. Bob Cherry chuckled softly from the window,

Bunter wos laanin? up against the wall of the passage,
opposite the door of Study Na. 1. end he blinked at Marry
Wharton through his big spectocles, )

“1 say, Wherton," he remarked, * I suppose you're gomng
to have tea in the study——"

“ Your mistake!"” said Harry cheerfully. * Funds are
low, and we're gﬂing to feed in hall this evening.”

Bunier sported. .

“ (Oh, beastly ™" he exclaimed. “And I've been waiting
here for ten minutes for vou to come in. That's what T culi
a dirty trick.”

Harry Wharton laughed.

“(io and cadge something frem Mauleverer,” he sug-

osted. “ He's a giddy lord, and rolling in money, He may

ave something to give away.” . o :

Bunter gave ancther snort, expressive of indignation.

“1 hepe vou don't think I would cadge of any fellow,”
he said, “*I certainly shoualdn't take anything from Lord
Mauleverer as a gift. Besides, I went to his study, and ho
was simply rude to me—he pushed me out so rudely that I fell
down, I was hurt, but the beast didn't even trouble to
open his door apain to see what was the matter with me”

“*Ha, ha, ha !” : .

“ Nlessed if I can see anything to caeckle at,” said Billy
Bunter pecvishly. “ You're a beast!  DMauleverer's a
beaszt, and Carlton's ancther beast,”

* What has Carlton been doing 1" asked Harry, laughing.

tHe's tidying his study n;{‘n,' said DBunter. *° 1 went in
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and offered to help him, thinking, of course, that he couldn't
do Iesa than ask ine to tea afterwards, But no s¢oner had
I sat down in the armchair—""

“The what®"

“The armchair—Carlton’s armchair—'

*:j W?u:.; that how you were going to help him tidy up the
astudy ¥

“YWell, I was going to exercise a general superintendence,
vou kuow,” Iilly Bunter explained. 1 was giving diree
tions, and advising him. But no zooner had I sat gﬂ-wn n
the arpchair—"

““Ha, ha, ha "

“ Than the beast tipped me over, and I foll among o lot
of dust and rubbish,” said Bunler. * Then ke pitched me
out of the study in a brutal way. I—"

*“Ha, ha, hat"

“ Oh, really, Wharton——"

“ But what's the matter with Carlton *” Harry Wharton
exelaimed, I never heard of his elearing up his stady
before—and the maids gave 1t up as a bad job long ago.
is he off his rocker? Has the heat affected him ?™°

“ I*orhaps it was his mother,” smid Bunter, with a snort,
“I know the silly chump is clearing up his study, and he
von't let a fellow help hin—""

“ Py sitting in the armchair? Ha, ha, ha!”

And leaving Bunter grumbling, Horry Wharton walked
alonz the Hemove passage, to see the unexpected and un-
usual sight of Arthur Carlton clearing up his study.

* OND THE ETER e
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There was certainly an appearvance of activity outside the
Slacker's study. Two chairs stood outsids in the passage,
and a table lay there upon its side. There were a coal-
scuttle, o fender, acd o heap of books as well. The Blacker
had certainly started well; but Wharton could hear no
sound ‘o indicate that the good work was still geing on.

He looked in at the apen doorway.

Arthur Carlion sat in the armechair, hiz fect on the
windaw-sill, hiz arms stretched out, and his handsome blus
eyes staring at the biue sky through the window.

He did not turn his head at the sound of Wharton's {oot.
steps. e seemed too fatigued to move, nhmost too much
en to breathe. Yet there was very little alteration in the
study to account for that tired feeling.

“Carlton! Wake up!™

Carlton did not move his head.

“I'm not aslecp, Wharton.”

“ Bunter said you were clearing up your study "

“8o I was”

* How far have you got with it%" asked Harry, lnughing.

“Well, I've gol some of the things out in the passage,”
snid Carlton eautiously.

“Ha, he! Ta that all?

“Well, I had to turn Bunter out, too.

* Anything else?™”

“I was going to dust the mantelpiece—"

“Have you dona it¥™
" Well, no! I've found the duster, though, and I've got
it all ready.”

""Ha, ha, ha!"

Bob Cherry looked into the study, with Frank Nugent and
John Bull. ay were red and j;:-ily from the ericket-field.

**I hear Carlton's bucking up,”” said Bob Cherry. s
that the way he's doing it, in the armchair i

“ He's found s duster, and it's exhausted him,” Wharton
explained. *“In another hour or two he will get up steam
to dust the mantelpiece. Then he will have ts ?n:,r up in the
school sanatorium for a week or two to recuperate.’”

*He, ha, ha "

“Don't make a row, you fcllows,” murmured Carlton.
“¥You don’t know how a row disturbs my nervous systom.”’

“But what’s the cause of this sudden and extraordinary
bucking up '’ asked John Bull.

'"“Have you turned over & new leaf, Clarlton, ar what?”’

“(h, it's my mater!" groaned Carlton,

“0Oh, yes, 1 remember; she came this afterncon!
J‘ﬂuljﬂlly vell right if she ragged q'nu,“ said Bull.

“1 wouldn't have minded that,” said the Slacker, biinking
sleepily at the chums of the Remove, * but she didn’t. She
brought jolly bad news—my pater’s had losses, like old Dog-
berry, you know, and if I don't win the Raven Schelarship
I shall have to leave Greyirairs next term. I don't imind
telling you fellows.™

Bob Cherry whistled.

“That's sericus for you, old man.”

“Yes, isn't it?"

. "E'.;;- I zuppose vour mater wants yon to buck up extra
ard "

*That's it."

“ And you're going to do it 1"

“I am doing it,” seid Arthur.

“Oh, you nre du-in%' it, are you " said Wharton. ‘' In the
armehair, with your feet on tha window-sill 1"

““Well, you see, it’s—it's no good doing these things in
oo great a hurry,” Carlton explained, “ I like to thoroughly
consider & thing first, ‘and then fairly go for it. Don’t you
think that's a good plan?”

“ Yes, if you carry it out.'

““I'm going to carry it out this timie. The first thing ia to
get my study thoroughly in order, and all my books just
where I ¢an lay my hand on them when T want them. That’s
very imporfant for studying. Then I'm geing to scttle down
to a regular grind.”

“¥Yes, I can see vou doing it—I don’t think !™ remarked
Bob Chearry. “ How long will it take te get your study
thoroughly in order, at :f!is rate 7"

“Well, slow and sure wins the race, you know. ¥You re-
member the fable about the tortoise and the hare " snid
Carlton argumentatively., * It wasn't the hare that bagged
the prize, you know, Blow and steady does it.”

“ et up !

“1 was just going to f&t up and start [resh
fellows came in. If you'l

“You mexn you'll go to sleep,”

“Well, & little nap bucks you up for hard work—especially
when you've g{-t to grind away in deadly carnest, you know.”

‘““‘Ha, ha, ha!"

“You chaps mizht help me, too,” yawned Carlton. * It's
& jolly sertous matier for me, and you fellows might back
me up, you know."
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Ile's heavy."

Serve

] when you
run along, I think I'll get on”

' Bxactly what T wns thinking," said Bob Cherry blandly.
*I think the whole Form ought to rally round and back
ou up—and buck you up, too—at a time like this And
'm going to set the example ! ;

“TPhanks! Come in in about half an hour, and—-"'

“"Thanks! I'm here now, and I'll begin "

“ Not for a bit——"

“ My dear chap, there’s no time like the preseni. Never
ut ﬂl'%{ till to-morrow anybody you can do ito-day !" said Bob
Jherry., " You chaps going to help IV

“Yes, rather !

“Then let's set to 1Y

And they did.

———la

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
And So Does Eob Cherry.

OB CHERRY started, He canght hold of the back of
the armchair, tilted it up, and shot Carlton out in &
heap on the Acor. There was a roar from the Slacker.
He rolled on the carpet, and bumped his head against

a chair-leg, and sat up, rubbing his head and shouting,

“Ow! You nss! You fathead !”

4 Hﬂilﬂi hallo, hallo ! 5till sitting down I'' exclaimed Bob
Cherry. " Jump upl”

i ﬂ"l’\’ ; I 'ﬂ]!‘.l. 17

“You're in the way,” explained Bob, taking a broom
from the wall. Carlton had borrowed a broom from down-
stairs, though he had not used it yet. “* You're liable te be

i

swept over IV
in W 1”
Biff, biff ! Bash!
IBob Cherry swept away energetically with the broom.

Whetiever Bob did anything he did it with all his encrgy,
and he had heapa of energy. A cloud of dust swept over
Carltorr, and the broom smote him in the ribs, and then in
tho back, and then in the neck,

He rolled hastily out of the way, only te fall in Nugent's
way, and Nugent had armed himself with a hand-broom.
The hand-broom smota the Slacker on the chest, and then was
rubbed over his head. He squirmed out of Nugent's way,
findt jumped up, gasping for breath, and smothercd with

uzt,

““Ha, ha, ha!" roared the juniors.

"Ow! Yon aseeg—-="

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“zet out of my study ! roared Carlton.

“We're helping youl”

“ (ot ont, I say 17

“Rats!” said Harry Wharton.
ten to help you in this noble and
vour giddy gratitude?’’

“1 don't want to be helped I'” shricked Carlton.
messing up the whole place! Let it alone!”

“(h, rot "

“Buzz off, you fatheads!"’

“ We're going to help you, and rou're poing to help us !
saicd Bob Cherry. * Now, buckle to, like & good boy! You
missed the cricket, you krow, because you had to swot, and
we're going to help you swot 1

Carlton gouged the dust ont of his eyes and mouth. The
chums of the Rervove were busily at work, DBob Cherry was
sweeping away energetically, and raising storms of dust,
while Bull was dusting the mantelpiece—~rather o useless
task, considering how Bob was engaged at the same moment,
But Bull had never studied housemaid’s work, so how was
he to know? He was doing hie best, and a Jfellow couldn't
do more than that.

Wharton bundled the furniture into the passage to get
it out of the way. It was amazing to sece how mueﬁ? rubbish
had accumulated in the study, owing to the peculiar manners
and customs of the Slacker.

““ What are these cardhoard boxes for ?” asked Nugent.

““Blessed if I know !" said Carlton, still gouging at his
Cyes.

ft Are they any g’md 4

‘1 suppose not”

“ What do you keep them here for?'

“1 suppose it's because they haven't been chucked away,
Iﬂ_tdurﬁ say they had something mm them at some time or
other.

“*I'll chuek them, then. What's this white mice cage
for? You don't keep white mice 7™

1 used to™

“ Well, the cage can be shoved in the bex-room till you
lcg{,-L) em again,”” soid Nugent. “ Have you got 2 candle-
stick 7"

“1 believe I have, somewhere.”
““Then what do you mean by keeping & candle stuck on

vour Horace, with o lump of sealing-wax}"’ demanded
Fl‘.l].'[l!i,

“We're potling off our
gencrous way. Where's

i Yﬂulrﬁ
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“I supposc the cendlestick was [ost. So that's where
Horace got to,"” said Arthur. “I've been wondering
where that book was for weeks!™

“You blessed ass!™

* I.ots of mmy books are lost,”” said the Slacker. " A fellow
c¢an't be expected to buck up when his books are lost. I was
going to grind st Virgil only yesterday, and Ogilvy said he
wanted s Virgil, had borrowed 1t to have a really
good grind. What was a fellow to do?" :

“Vou could have come along and borrowed mine,'’ soid
Haorry.

“Well, I did think of at."” .

“ And that's as far as vou got, of course? WNever mind,
wo're poing to back vou up now !” said Bob Cherry. “ You
can rely on us; we'll make vou work !”

-Carlton looked rather dubious about it., Perhaps the
prospeet of being backed up in that way was not wholly
delightful to him. =

“(f course, I'ma going to work "' he said. )

“0f course you ars!’ agrced Dob cheerfully. “ You're
not going to bring down your family's grey hairs m sorrow
to the cometery, if I can help it. I'm going to back you up.
And it's no good your standing there jnwmg while other
fellows are working. Take the broom I

“ Certoinly, but—" ) i

“ And don’t stand there leaning on it " roared Bob Cherry,
exas erated. " Sweep the carpet !

[ ] 'I.l‘t‘-'--”

“* (o abead I

Arthur began to aweep the carpet.  When that was
finished, Nob took the duster from Bull and kanded it to the
Slacker. There was still ns much dusting really to be done
as when John DBull had started. , . 3

¢ New, dust down the study, Carlton! We'll look on!

&t Hut-"—'-’",.

“Pile in, you lazy slacker!”

Carlton grunted, and dusted the study. The chumws of the
Bemove stood watching bim. He stcrplf:ef.l after o few
minutes, and sat down upon the window.-sill. . :

Four pairs of eyes were fixed upon him immediately, like
four pairs of gimlets ready to bore holes in him,

“*What are you doing ' demanded Dol Cherry

Clarlton gasped,

“Only taking a bit of a rest.”

:: %{'rt. up ! ;

on se0—

“ Are you going to work 7 demanded Beb.

“TIn a minute or two—->">

“ Bump him!" , -

“ [lore! Hold on—that is to say, let po! Yarooh '’

Four pairs of hands seized the Slecker. e was whirled
off the window-gill, and bumped on the carpet with a hard
and heavy bump.

r

“Yowpl!” -
Ars vou going to worlt?"” roared Dob.
“YVow! Yes! arcoh !"

“Give him a chance !’ . .

Carlion staggered up. He started dusting again, and did
not sit down on the window-sill again. The study was
dusted.

“ Now, get the furniture back !"* said Dob Cherry.

Carlton snorted.

“ Couldn't you fellows lend a hand 2" he demanded.

“We could, but we'ra not gﬁingﬂtﬂ ™ Bob Cherry ex-
plained.  ** We're bucking you up! No good doing the work
ourselves !

“ Look hore—"

“ We're looking, and if vou don't get the traps back into
the study ot once, we'll bump you, hard 1"

“You cheeky ass—"

“ Are vou going to begin?” roarcd Bob.

“Yes; confound youl™ ;

And Carlton, with many a aSF. tugged his property back
inte the siudy, and dmmsimg all the things in the middle
of the room. Thon he glared ot the chums of the Remove,

“ Now vou can buzz off, I think,” he exclaimed breath-
lossly, ¢ and give a chap a bit of & rest "

Bob Cherry shook his head.

“Yoan haven't arranged the furnitare in the proper places
vet,” e replied.

“0h, bLlow the furniture!™

“ You ean’t live in a room pHed up like a blessed second.
hand shop ' said BBob. ¥ Bhwove the things back in their
places 1

“Lewd o hand, then, some of you”

“Can't be did! That wonld spoil the whale thing V" said
Dot Cherry serenely. “ You ought to be pleased to be
backed up in this way, Carlton. It isn't everrbody who'd
talze =0 much trouble about you!™

“1 jolly well wish you wouldn't, either!” growled the
oxasperated Slacker.

“(Oh, we're ﬂinp_.; to see you through the RBaven 8cholar-
ship,”" aaid Bui. “¥Fou haven't put the furniture stroight

cb.”

: The Slacker groaned, and arranged the furniture in order.
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The study certainly locked all the better for what it had
gone through ; but its owner was decidedly dusty and untidy
and bad-tempered.

“It's dene now!" growled Carlton,

[#e

“You can buer
[N}

“ You're not thinking of remaining in that state, are you 7"
exclaimed Bob Cherry, as the Blacker threw himealf inte
the armechair, gasping. “ You're dusty from head to foot.
WlmRt- you want iz a bath and a change.”

iq ﬂrta- Ell

“The bath first," zaid Bob. “I'll foetch sou & change from
the dorm. while you'ra cleaning. Yoo know your way to
the bath-room !

““I'm too tired 1"

“Dicty boy ! said Bob Cherry chidingly, wagging his
forefinger at the Slacker. *“ You must never allow laziness
to lead you into unclean habits. If vou're too tired to walk
to the bath-room, we'll carry you. Will you go and turn
the taps on in & bath, Franky 1™

“Certainly I grinned Nugent.

And he left the study.

“ Mow then, Carlton, don't you think you'd better go and
got that bath ! Bob Cherry suggested.

“Nao, I don't!”

“It will buck you up for swolting over the Latin, you
know. ™

“Hang the Latin!"

* But thinl: of the Baven Scholarship—""

“ Blow the Raven Scholarship 1" howled the unfortunate
Slacker. ** Get out of my study, and leave a fellow in
peace !

* But what about your bath 7"

“I'm not going to bath ! shricked the Slacker.

“ That's where you make a mistake!” said Bob Cherry
blandly. “ You are! I can see he won't walk, you chaps,
so0 we shall have to collar him! Coemo on!” 3

The Slacker jumped up, but three juniors had hold of him
in & twinkling, and he was whisked off his feet. They
carried him, struggling, out of the study and along the
passage. They reached the bath-room, end Frank Nui;:ent
met them in the doorway. There was a2 cloud of steam Irom
the hath within,

“Tt's nearly full," he said. *‘ Both taps full on.”

L4 Gﬂﬂd !u

The struggling Slacker was rushed into the bath-reom.
Bob Cherry tried the water with his hand. It was luke-warm.
The Slacker was swung up over the bath.

* Going to undress? asked Bob. _

“No!"™ velled Carlton. *“*T'm not! Oh, you ass! 1 won't
~T wonr't take a thing off, so there! Now let me get down!™

“ Certainly,” said Bob cheerfully. "It doesn't make any
difference to us.  In with him!""

“(th, you ass! I—I—oh! VYareoch—groe!”

Splash | )

Carlton disappeared in the bath, clothes and all, and the
chums of the Remove loft the bath-room, rosring with
laughter. Wild sounds of gasping and snortang followed them
from thoe unfortunate Blacker.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Help Wanfed!

HE Slacker came in to tea in hall, and he was very
late, DBub it really was not his fault this time; he had
had plenty to do. After tea he went out with the
rest, and was seen in the hall, standing with his hands

in his pockets, looking very thoughtful. Bob Cherry looked
at him with a grin.

“The Slacker's got his considering-cap on,' he remarked.
““ Fle's just thinking how he can do o tremendous amount of
work, if he starts to-morrow or the next day, and his a
thorourh rest first,'

Harry Wharton laughed. Ho had stopped at the letter-
rack, and tuken z lotter down. It was addressed to him
a foeminine hand that waas unfamiliar to him. Thers wos no
stamnp on the letter, and it had evidently not come through
the post.

““ Hallo, halle, hallo M exclaimed Beb Cherry. * Don't let
me interrupt you while you're rveading your allet-doux."

“ Don't EE an ass, Bob. I haven't the faintest idea whom
this is from," said Harry, with a puezled look. “It's-a
woman's writing, but it's not from my sunt. It must have
boen left for me by somchody who's called, ss it hasn't
beoen posted. Trotter!”

The school page was passing with s tray towards the Head's
study. He stopped.

Y Yes, Master Wharton”

“ Do vou know how this letier came here®™ -
ICH."

“BEYOND THE mE}IﬁE%FHEW

An Extra-long Instaiment, by
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“"Yes, DMastor Wharton, I put

it there for you,™ =zaid

Trotter. ** You was at the ericket when the lady pave it
to me."”

Bob Cherry chuckled.

“Oh, Harry, you pikdy Lothario — yeu  hovrid

D'Artagpan !

“Bhut up, Bob! Whe was the lady, Trofttec?

“1 don’t know, Muster Wharton: but zhe come oub of
Master Carlton’s study, and wrote that letter in the prefoct’s
room, zir.’

" Mra, Carltan ! ejaculated RBab. _

Wharton looked astonished.  He had seen Mrs, Carlton
geveral times when she came down to the school to vieit her
son, snd the good lody had always been kind to him, when
ho happened to be with Carlton. Dot he had not the faintest
idea what she would have to write fo him about.

" Thanks, Trotter: that will do!”

Trotter walked on with his tray, and Harry turned the
lottor over n his hands. He was seepriscd and wondeving.
Billy Bunter rolled up, blinking through his big cpectacles
with an cagor exXpression.

*“1 say, Wharton, old man, you'd better open . Tt's guite
possible there may be a tip i it—you were alwaysz fmondly
with Carlton, you know, and I know his mater thought o lot
of vou. I remember hearing her say to Carlton onee that he
;h-uu!d dultivate your fricnd:zhip, and it would he good for

m—""

* How did vou happen to hear her say thut, you fat cad?®”
asked Bob Cherry, taking Billy Bunter’s car between his
finger and thumb.

“Ow! Leggo! I happencd to be passing the deor! Yow!
Lﬂ%?!"

“ Kiek him, Bob.™

Billy Bunter did not wait to be kicked. He melied away,
and Harry Wharton vetived to the window recess. and opencd
ithe letter. Bob was going away, but Harry called to him.

“Come and read this, Bob.”

*h, all serene.™

They read the letter together, and both whistled soitly.
It was a brief letter, but eouched in terms whisli moved the
juniors very much,

“My dear Wharten,—I belicve you are a friend of my
san's, and he never necded the help of a good Friend more
than he does now. It i3 necessary for him, unless his future
1= to be spoiled, that he should win the Raven Scholarship.
Will you oo ell you can to help him?  ¥You know his wenlk-
nesses, and perhaps you could huthim to make the cfforis
necegsary for euceess. If you eould, and would, you would
confer a great faveour upon me, and I should thank you from
imy heart.—Yours sincercly, “ Apcriva Canvrox.”

“Poor old soul!” murmured DBob Cherry. “1 gquite
understand how the land lies, after what Carlton said. He's
done in here. if he doesn’t pet the scholarship.”

“He ought to get it,” said Heory. " He's clever enough.

He's pot Skinner and Fish -and Trever against him, but he

ought to carry it off. It 1sn't as f he had o fellow like
Mark Linley to compete with.™

Y0r your noble sclf,”’ suggested Bob,

“{Oh, rats!”

“ He ought to be able to.beat the little fishes.” =aid Bob -

Cherry. * Skinner’s got no chunce. He's mﬂfr entered for

swank, and as for Fish, he will be beaten hollow, whatever

happens. He won't be sble to get the minimum. Trovor

has a good chance. He's a steady worker. Buot the Blacker

has brains enough to wipe them out, if he only bucked up."
" Ho ought to do it."

“ He ought—only—ahem !—he's & luzy bounder,” stid Bab.
"' He's such a decent chap that one doesn't like to be down
on him: but he's too lazy to live. He won't have much
chanee unlesa the other fellows draw out, and even then he
won't get the scholarship, Dbecause there’s a  necessary
nimumum number of marks to be got, or it won't be piven
to anvbody at all—and the Slacker won't rise to the minimum.
He could if he cxerted himself, but what’s the good of talking
nbout that? He won't do it

Harry Wharton frowned.

“1 should think he would try, when his mother iz so
nnxious about it,”” he said.

“ He will try, and slack, and fail.”

“We've started bucking him up, Bob.”

Bob Cherry chuckled.

“Wea have,” he agreed. “ Wo has.” .

“Let's keop it uw eripugly—and drive him hard,” said
Harry Wharton. ' I'm going to reply to this lettor that I'll
do my very best™

“Tgﬂ.l,'a right.”’

"It would be a ripping thing if we could make the Slacker
win, and perhaps suceess would have some effect on hion,
and make him a bit more industrious.™

“ It might—ahem "’

Thr MaoweEr LinrAryY.—No. 185,

“ Anyway, it would be a jolly ripping thing for hi=z mater
to hear that he had carvied off the Raven Scholarship, and
it*s worth eur taking a bit of trouble, Bob."”

“IT'm willing to take mny amount of trouble. The other
follows will help us, too—DBall and Tommy Drown and Marky.
We'll all set to work " .gvinned Bob Cherry,  * Awong us,
wo oneht to be able to male the Blacker coase from 5Iu{r§ing,
andd keep the weary from his rest.”

“TN zo up to the study, and answer this leiter at once,”
suid Harry, “ Il tell Mrs, Carlton that we've all going to
buck Carlton up, and make himm win that giddy scholarship by
hook or by erock.”

*That's rieht.” )

Wharton went upstairs, and Bob Cherry strolled to the
door. He was _',;ﬂing down to the svme, for s vsuel practice
with the gloves. DBob was sticking to his traiming hord. He
meant 1o lick the bully of the Remove in the fight on Satur-
day, if it was humanly possible.

Uarltan stopped him in the doorway.

* Cherey, old man——"

Bob {hevey looked at him with o chuckle, Carlton was tho
Logt-tempered follow in Geeyfriars, and hie had evidently got
ovor the affair in his study, and the Toreible bath.

“Hzlla, hallo, halle®*" exolaimed Bob. " Feel all nght
negw 1

“Yes," zaid Carlton, grinning o liti]e.

* Better for your hathy" ! o

Y 0Oh, hang the bath ! Will yoo lend me your Virgil? I've
lost mine ™

Dob Cherey stared.

* Lend you my Wirgil ™ he exclaimed.

i ?L’"-ﬂ:-”

“'What fort"”

"“To work."

“Work !" rvepeated Bol, in great asiomshmoent.

“¥es, said Carlten seriously., “I've got to work, you
know. Instead of lounging along the viver, I'm going Lo take
Vireil out for a walk, and rveally prind."

“ My hat !

“Oh, T mean bizney,” said Clarlion. " Will you lend mea tha
baok? Mine's disappeaved zomewhere. I remember laying
1l somewhors, but [F ean't remember cxactly where, I.dare
say it will turp up.”’

My dear chap,'’ said Dok Cherey, i you're moing to
wark, I'H lend vou anything, from my Viegil io iy Sundday
topper. Il feteh it for you” '

** Tharks swiully !V

Curlion leaned apgamst the porch till Tob eame down
with the Virgil, Bob was only & couple of minutes, but he
found the Slacker in guite an absent framoe of mind when
he returned witl the dog-eared volume in his hand. Carlton
liad his eves dreamvly fixed on the big trees cutlined agaimnst
the blue of the summer shy.

".Ih-]falh:r, halle, halle!” Bob bawled in hizs ezr.  Woko
up!
plf',‘.ar]i::nn started.

“Certainly! Thanks! I szay, what lovely coleuwrs theoy
are, aren't them?®® he murmured.

* What are?"” demanded DBob. .

“Look at those shades of green,” saud Carlton. " Thero's
every blessed tone of green in those branches now, with the
ight on them as it 18’ ‘ _

“ My only hat I'" said Bob Cherry, staring at him,
what's the matter with woun now;
That's what 1l 18"

Carlton laughed.

* What I:L:L'n.'adyc-u got there? he asked.

“ Wirgil,” said Bob. °* You wanted to borrew the beast.”

“Oh, ves: T remomber! Thanks!™

Carlton shpped the Virgil into his pocket. Dob Cherry,
who was starting for the pym., stopped, and turned buek.
Carlton was still leaning against the porch, vegarding the
skv and tho trecs with the ove of an ariist,

“Ia that the way you're going to grind?’ asked DBob.

“(Oh, I'm just going to begin®”’

“You are!”’ agreed Bob, seizing him by the shonlder, and
jerking him down the steps.

" Berin now! Go it!”

“0Oh, you ass!"

“ Pegin, you fathead—berin, you chump!
the sky to look after itseli™

Carlton laughed ruefully.

* I suppoae you're right,”” hoe said. " I'll work™

And he took Virgil out of his pocket, and opened the
volume, and walked away across the (lose reading it, and
muttering to himself. Bob Cherry leoked after him very
doubtfully, but he had an appointment in the gym., and he
had io po. A few minules later Bob had the gloves on with
John Bull, and they were sparring away; but it was very
improbable that Blacker of the Eemove was as busily en-
paged.

“1 know
you're a bicescd poet!

You can leave

READ rorisuiBlee'd, t=is.5% 0 “THE BLAGK HOUSE ON THE MOOR," '™ s woskig, g n wibrars.
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A figure moved in the doorway—Flggins, clinging to the leads, knew that spare. somewhat drooping figure of the ]
scientist, The man came ont upon the leads with stealthy, noiseless footfalls. (Fhis pieture illustrates an exciting
incident in the splendid, mn?, complete tale of Tom Merry & Co., entitled ** The Biack Housz on the Moar,” contained

a

in this week

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
A Bumping for Bolsover.
‘BGE CHERRY was certainly coming out very strong

in the boxing line. He had always been a good boxer,
and he was strong and sturdy, and had heaps of pluck,
and an wwen determination when he had ence made up
his mind. But the steady training he had been going throug
had improved his form wonderfully. It was not like Bob to
bear malice against anybody, and he was never known to
cherish a grudge ; buk the case of Bolsover was a peculiar one.
Bolsover was old enough and big enough 1o be in the
Fifth, and so the best fighting-men in the Romove had very
little chanee against him. And Bolsover took 2 moreiless ad-
vantaze of his size and strength. e had been licked only
once, und that was by a fellow from Courilield School, whom
the Removites ad invited to Greyiriars for the purpose.
Bolsover took o greal peide in being cock of the wall, and
he had made himsell simply wnendurable during the shore
time he had been at Grovirars. It was imperative that he
should be taken down in some way, if life wae to be worth
living in the Remove, and Bob Cherry had undortaken the
task. It was just like Bob to take on 2 task of that sort,
which even o plucky fellow might have shrunk from withous
disgrace.  For if he sococeded, it wns certain to be only
after o tremendous battle and sovere punishment @ while i
he Failed, the bully of the Remove wus eertzin to hammor
him tervibly, and to make o specind point afeerwards of being
down on him as much us possible.  But Dol faced the
Iue Macwer Lisnany —No, 185,
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prospect feaclessly ; and his traintog was impreoving his form
s0 much that he entertained high nopes of the result,

Une after another the best boxers in the Remove had had
the gloves on with Bob, and Bol had beaton them. Even
Harry Wharton and Balstrode pclinowledged now that Dol
Cherry was above their weight., DBob was not in the least
inchined to grow swelled-headed, and it waas guite safe to
acknowledge that with him. His present tussle with John
Bull ended in the same way., It was a friendly spar, but
John Bull, strongr and muscular as he was, threw down the
gloves at last, panting. He was quite good-humoured about
fiig defeat. He, too, had felt thnciwm'? hand of the bully of
the Hemove, and he was only too glad to see Bob Cherry
coinming out 50 strong.,

"1y ripping!” he exelaimed. " I'm done, thanks, and
I'm %{}ll_r glad to see you shaping like this, Dobby, My
beliet is that sou will o ahead on Saturday.”

“1 hope s, said Dob, towelling his face, which was
decidediy red.  “ Not that I'm particularly keen on the row
myzelf, Lol it's nocossary. Something will have to be doye,
it .‘:ulriuJJmi_'r' will have to dg e

“Yes, 1t's a ease of having somebody to bell the cat, liko
the old story,” suid Harry Wharton,  * You're shaping
aplondidly, Bob ™

Bolsover burst into a seofling langh. He was siandiog
anmiongr the crowd of juniors who were looking on.

Bolsover was not looking pleased.  He did ot beliove for
a moment that DBob Cherry would be able o stand up to
him, snd be was not at all nervous, so [ar as ithat went.
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But it was not pleasant to him to =ce how eageriy all the
Yorm looked forward to his duieatﬁoas they might have
looked forward to a whole holiday. lsover ‘Iyilmd to swank
and bully, and cuff smaller boys, ¥et he did not like being
unpopular.

No one took any notice of hiz laugh. No one wanted to

ave a row with Bolsover., His fist was always ready to back
up his tongue, and his fist was hard and heavy.

“¥You're above the weight of any of us, now, Bob,” said
Frank MNugent.. ** Yonu }mﬁ better get Temple, of tha Fourth,
to put on the gloves with you next, and sce how you shape
ngainst him. If you liek him, you con try Coker.”

Bob Cherry grinned.

It seems to me shat I'm in for it,” he remarked, * Pile
it on; I don't mind, 1 shall got it pretty thick on Saturday
WW{IF'”

“*That you jI-::II_gr well will,” said Bolsover angrily. “T'lI
hammer you till your mother won't know you, Bob Cherry !™

“Thanks awfullyt”

“And of I hE"ﬂ"ﬂ any of vour li L | T T 1
Bob Cherry shook I:is hgﬂd_ B Fou now

“No you won't, my son,” he replied coolly.  * I've agreed
el !ight you on Saturday. I'm going iuto training, because
you're a year older and six inches taller than I am. With
all t:ha training T can put in you'll have the advantage, and
Eu v¢ got nothing to prumble about. But the fight's on

turday, snd it won't come off till then; so you can put
that in your pipe and smoke it.”

“T guess s0,” remarked Fisher T. Fish. * You buzz off,
Bolsover! You're altogether too numerous in these parfs.”

“1 don't know L!-hn.t. I eere to wait till Saturday,” said
Bolsovor. “ But if Cherry's afraid to tackle me now, of
course—-—"*

“I'im not afraid, my ' said Bob Cherry. ''"But a
!mrgam's a bargain, and I'll fight sou on Saturday; and
unti] then you ean go and cat coke !

Bolsover made a sudden motion towards Bob Cherry, and
before ho could be prevented  his open palm rang across

Bob's check with a crack like & whip.

Bob Cherry staggered back.
 Now, then!” snecred Balsover.
after thatt™

Bob Cherry’s eyes were blazing. He made a rush forward
at the bully of the Form.

“¥es, I will!"” he said, between his teeth. ""Come on,
you hound! I—— Let go, vou fellows! Let me go, I say!™

Nugent and Ogilvy and John DBull had canght hold cf
Bob, and were dragging him back. He could not get at his
adversary.

“Hold on, Bob!" exelaimed Harry Wharton.
sonny !

“Let me go!” shricked Bob.
I'm ﬁmng to pulverise the cad!

“Hold him !

M We've got him,” said Frank. * Collar that cad, and give
him ‘the frog-march! You're not going to fight the brote
till you're ready, Bob. It's & promisc; you've given us your
word on it, you know. "

'B:b_ul Do you think I'm going to stand that®™ yvelled

" We'll see that you don't have any more of it to stand,”
said [Harry Wharton, between his teeth, ** Collar that cad,
you fellows!™

Bolsover put up his fists,

"I pity the chap who tries to eollar me ™ he said.

44 “E"I :‘iﬂ.{",”

Wharton rushed right at the bully of the Remove. Morgan
and Micky Desmond and Tom Brown and Bulstrode lent a
hand. Bolsover's fists were knocked up, and he was collarcd
and rofled over. He struggled furiously, but a crowd of
fellows seized upon him. He lay on the Hoor under a pile of
them, gasping.

*The feog-march!™ said Harry Wharton,

“Let mo alone!” roared the bully of the Remove.
me gerrup! 1'll make some of you =mart for this!
alane !

* Bump him along!"

Bolsover, struggling and yelling, was dragged along b
many hands ¢ Wwas fmg-mamhﬁd right m'{ug:d the ggmi
and then round again, aud by that time his yells had died
away, and he was only gasping. Then the juniors Aung him
out of the gym., and he lay for full five minutes, panting
hl_"qa.l;hlnsslye ba:fl:ﬂ:— h-a_wa! evon able to rise to his feet.
When he did rise, he limped away, For the time being the
bully of the Remove was daunted; and when a fag of the
Seeond Form yelled after him in the Close, Dolsover the
terrible did not even turn his head.

Toe Maierrr Livrany.—No. 185,

the splendid tale of

" Will you fight me now,

“Hold on,

“"I'm going to smash him!
Let go!”

“Let
Lemme

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Active and Passive.

“ ¥ EEN Carlton?"' asked DBob Cherry, as the chums ¢f the
Remove came out of the grm.
MNobody had.
~"“He borrowed my Virgil,” Bob explained.
was going to grind at Latin, 1 should like to zee
grinding.’’ ,

There was a general chuckle.
to grind, and
o tho juniors

= Anybody seen Carllon®” Bob Cherry colled ont, as they
passed a geoup of [ellows in the Close. _

“Yes; he's under the elms by the Cloisters,” :aid Treluce.

“What 15 he doing—grinding ¥’

“(3h, yes!" peplicd the Cornizh junior.
as nsupak' ]

The juniors turned their steps in the divection of the
Cloisters. In that sceluded part of the rambling grounds of
Greyfriars all was guict and screne.  The sun ghinted on the
lecaves of the old trees, and wunder the wide-spreading
branches the grass was thick and sofr. In the grazs, under
the shadz of a tree, the Slacker lay extended on his back, his
hands clasped under the back of his head, his cyes half-
elosed, leoking dreamily up through the foliage at the blue
patehes of sky, Viegil lay in the grass beside him,
unopened.

‘** Hallo, hallo, hallo!" exclaimed Bob, in hizs powerfel
voloe.

The Slacker started up to a sifting position,

“* Halle 1" he replied lazily.

“ Been grinding ¥ )

“Well, not exactly grinding,”” =zaid Carlten. "1 came
heye to ot quiet m\clf soelusion, to—to pog awsy ln earnest,
vou lknaw. ?was just going to begin.™

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“1 don't sce enything to snigger ot in a [ellow seitiing
down to hard, steady worl,” said Curlton. [ was thinking
about deponent verbs, and my mind went off on something
else. DBut I was just going to start.”

“Good! We'll see that you do," ™ said Bob Cherry, taking
an exercise-paper from his pocket. ' Deponent wverbs, dig
Fou say X

“VYe-e5," said Cerlton. *“0ld Queleh was going for mo
about them to-day. Blessed if I sec any semse in mugging
it up; but there you are!" ‘

“*¥es: there you are, and here I am,” =nid Bob Cherry
cheerfully. “I've got ’em down here. Which conjugation
are vou rottenest in?”’

“ Well, the first mnjuilat-inn is beastly,” Carlten remarked.

“Then we'll start with the first conjugation.™

“ But the second 13 just as beastle”

“Then we'll start with the second.™

“ And the third is rotten, and the fourth is roftencr,” ssid
Cariton. * I think all the conjugations are as roticn as one
another,” :

“Wea'll take the third, then, as wo had it in class this
morning,” said Bob Cherry. * Loquor, I speak.”

all HE

Lim

. The Slacker's determination
ow 1t usaally worked out, were well known

" Urinding—same

““Yes, I ean hear you,” said Arthur,

4 {ss! Loguar, locutus sum, logui,” howled DBob, o
sprak.”

“(Oh, good!

“ Now, then, give me the present imperfect.™
“ Loquor,” drawled Carlton.
‘" Now the East- imperfect.”

Loguebar. "

“"Good! Now the future imperfect,™

0 Lﬂf]*l.ﬂl’.]-l.'l}l.'l“'-'—”

“ Log-log-loq " mimicked Bob., * Becemz to me yon wans
8 far in the Becond Form to teach you. Loguar, vou oss!™

" Loguor. you ass,”™

“ Ha, ha, ha1”

Bob Cherry turned red.

“What are you silly asses cackling at ¥’ he demanded.

Y 0Oh, o ahead, Bob!"' suid Harry Wharton, leaning his
shouldors againat the tree. "I like this! Fire away!™

“Tt's a3 pood as a circus.” declared Nugent.

“ Dh, shut up! I'm going to take Carvlton through his
blessed deponent wverbs. By the way, Carlton, whet 15 o
deponent verb?

" Lemme see——"

* Answer up!"

“A deponent verb iz—is ong blcszed thing in form and
another blessed thing in meaning,” =zaid the Blacker
hrilliantly. And that ﬁﬂﬁl]itiﬂﬂ brought & how!l of laughter
from the juniors

*¥ou champion ass! A deponent verb has 2 passive
form and an astive meaning.”

“ Jolly like Carlton,” remarked Frank Nugent. ““ He hos
;m active meaning, but he always scems to have p powsive
orm. "’

READ ront"Ros "G *tnckiea “THE BLACK HOUSE ON THE MOOR,” i thi= weqkis oM Library.



“Ha, ha, ha!*

. “Take logui again," said Dob Chersy.
infinitive.”

"I haven't got it."

““Ass! What's the infinitive form?"

“ Blessed if I know."

“Dh, you ass!” shricked Bob. “ Haven't I just jawed it
at you? Logui, that's the infinitive form. I shouldn’t like
to> be Quelchy.”

“ Logui,” satd the Slacker.

“"Good.” Now the present perfect.”

* Locutus something,” anid Carlton.

"Too much!” grinned Harry Wharton.
you ass, not locutus comething.™

“Ha, ha, ha !

“ Now the past perlect,” said Bob Clierry, in quite a
magizterial tone. I'}ﬂ was beginning te warm to the worlk,
and the juniors were enjoying it.
a now one for Bob Cherry.

* Blessed if T know."

“He can give you the imparfect, but not the perfest, I
think,"” grinned Nug&nt. “I've always observed that his
Latin was imperfect.™

* Ha, ha, ha "

“ Locutus eram,"” yellad Bob.
hzad.”

* Locutus eram, you fathcad.”
“Asa! Chump!” said Bob, as the juniors roared again
Now, what mood arve they in? Give me the mood 7"

“ Bob's in the imperative mood,” Mugent remarked.

Y Bhut up, Franky., Gimme the mood, Carlton.”

“0Oh, any old mood will do!™ said the Slacker.

“ Ha, ha, ha!"

“ Indicative,”” yelled Bob.

“All right; indicarive, if you like."

And the Slacker lay back in the grass, and closed hiz
eves. Bob shoved a boot inte his ribs, and ho opened them
again.

(1] Dw !f]

“Now, than,
mq::il;; slmidl BuTIE-;

0 Hﬂf I'I.::l, ﬁ?‘. [

“ Blessed if he hasn't forgotten already,' said Bob, in dis-

ust, * and that's the chap who's going in for the Raven
swcholarship.”™

“I'm going to grind this evening,” said Carlton. “ You
we, my boys, I'mlﬁﬂmﬁ to tie a wet towel round my head
and grind away like—like anything.'

“¥ou are!"” said Bob Cherry. “ You don’t mean it—but
you are! And vou're going to begin now.”

“Well, I'm going to have a bit of & rest first—"*

“You've had it—all you're going to have. You're going
to stop being a deponent—you're going to become an active
verh, and have an active form as well as an active mean-
ing," said Dob Cherry. * Lift him up.”

**Here, I say, hold on!™

“We're going to. Jerk him up ™

Arthur Carlton was jerked up. He resisted a little, but not
much—resistance was too much trouble. The juniors, hold.
ing hiz arms, marched him off to the School House, and up
the stairs, and into his study.

Bob Cherry planted bim in a chair, pushed the chair up to
the table, and laid pen and ink, Virgil, and Latin grammar
before him. Carlton surveyed them in dismay,

* MNow, begin,” said Boh.

“I was just going to——'"

" Begin 1"

**1 think I'd like a bit of a rest first—""
“ Pegin 1"’

“1I'm fecling the heat, you know, and—"
* Begin !"

“ Now, look here, old fellow—"

“ Begin!” roared RBob.

Ard Carlton groaned and began.

“Gimme the

“ Locutus sum,

The rolo of instructor wos

* Locutus eram, you fat-

the present imperfect of the indicative

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Enough Books,

HE juniors quitted Carlton’s studw, leaving him begin-

Il l ning. But Beb Cherry left his study :Iugr opet, ﬁnd
did his own work on his knees, sitting in the deorway.

He meant to keep an eye on the Slackor, As he antici-
pated, ten minutes had not elapsed when the door of
Carlton’s study opencd. The Slacker put his head out,
very cautiously —a great deal like 2 torloise stretching out
his head to sce if the coast was clear. e was about to sten
out quietly into the passage,” when he caught sight of H{:lla

E‘hglr::r watching him, and stopped short, and smiled a sickly
smile.
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“ Hallo, hallo, hallo ! exclaimed Bob.

“ Hallo!" said Carlton feebly.

* Finished already "

* Well, not exactly finished,” said Carlton, "I was just
fnmg for a little etroll down the passage, just to—bo get a
sreather. I—I can't keep on just now, because I've lost
my books™

“ What books?"

“Well, you see, I'm going to have a regular grind this
cvening,” a:iylnin&d Caglr'EtnE, “and 1 want all by books
about me. shall want Cssar, for one thing, and I'm
Dlessed if 1 can remember what I did with the beast."”

“I'll lond you a Cesar.”

“ Then there's the maths.—I've got to dig right into
maths. for the rotten exam.—for the beastly scholarship.”

“Wharton will lend vou the books.*

“Then there's the French—I want Fontaine and BSt.
FPierre—"

i Hufent‘s got them."

“ I—1 want some more bocks, too, and—and—""

Bob Cherry rose from his seat, and came along the
passage. Carlton eyed him very dubiously. It was certainly
true that he had lost or mislaid most of his books. He
generally did; but it was equally true that he was not at all
anxious to find them. A slight taste of work had made him
feel vory much in want of o rest,

“ ¥ou buzz back into your study,” said Boly Cherry.
call up ali the fellows to lend you books, if vou like.”

“* Look herg—"

“Get in 1"

*“Oh, hang!" said Carlton irritably. “Lock hers, I'm
not going to be ordered about like this. I'm going to work
when I hike.” -

Bob Cherry chuckled.

_“When you like!" he repeated.
like to work so far.
now.'’

“It's venlly no bizney of yours, Cherry. It's very kind of
yf:-uu to take an interest in the matter, of course; but
really :

“But it i3 my business, and Wharton's, too," said Bob
serencly. “ We're going to help a female in distress.”

“ What on earth do you mean?”

“Your mater has set her heart on your paesing that
exam., and you're going to do it, or bust eomething,” said
Bob éhE!‘r]r. “We're all going fo help you. Go back into
your study and sit down, and—"

“I've broken my pen rib."”

* Here's another.'

“H'm! I—I want some fresh paper, too."

“Ill get you some.”

*“It's getting dark in the study o

““Light the gas, then.'

“Look here, Bob Cherry——"'

*That's right, go in,” said Bob Cherry, pushing the
Slacker into the study, “ Come on, you fellows; Carlton
wants to be helped.”

**Neo, I don” 7

* ¥es, you do; ghut up 1"

The Removites willingly crowded to help. The bucking
up of Arthur Carlton was being taken as a huge joke by
the Remove. When they heard that books were wanted,
the fellows entered into t{m spirit of the thing, and begzan
to bring books. It was really surprising that so many beoks
could be found in the junior passage.

Arthur sat at the table, and the loaned books grew round
him in piles. Certainly they were not all echool bools—
and the schoei books were not all of the kind he required.
Butkthe;\r were books—and he was not likely to run short of

5 again,

Books were piled on the table—they were stacked on the
Hoor—they were placed on the chairs and the mantelpiece.
Carlton might have been a dealer in second-hand books by
the number he had stucked round him,

“ There !'" exclaimed Bob Cherry. *“Is that enough "
Carlton langhed. He could not help it.

“*Yes, I think that will do,” he exclaimed. * For gocdness'
sake don't bring any more !"

“You think you've got all you want?" grinned Frank
MNugent,

* You ass—yes."

“ We could find some more,” said Bulstrode.

“0h, chuck it, for goodness' sake !

* Are you going to work now 1" asled Harry Wharton,

i I’mdjust going to begin—""

# Bit down IV

* Look here, Wharton—-"

“If you don’t grind away in earnest, we'll come back, and

“1'l1l

“ I've never noticed vou
My dear chap, you've got to work

“BEYOND THE ETERNAL ICH."
An Extra-loog lastalmept, by SIDNEY DREW,
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bury you under tie blessed books,” said Bob Cherry warn-
ingly. " And veu're not going to leave vour study for a
W l-f..l}ﬂ neur, If gL t;:rr ﬂ;’_ wa'll Tag }'GILH

* Look here——"

“Get to work, !

“ Bat really—"

UMNafi said.

The Removites crowded out of the study, laughing, Arthur
Carllon sat down disconsolately at hiz table. He cnew the
necessity of working, and his intentions were spleadid; but
never had work seewmed so distasteful as at the momrent when
it wag most necessary to be done. The Blacker surveyed the
pales of books, and looked at the blank sheets on his takle,
und dipped hiz pen in the ink with a RO,

He sat for some minutes with the pen poised in the air,
and the ink dried on the mb.  Carlton grunted dizcon-
tentedly, He wanted to win the Raven Scholarship very
mueh; ced it seemed] rotten, az he expressed it, that he
could not win it without working. He would have preferred,
a5 John Bull had remarked, to find scholarships growing on
bushes like blackberrios,

There was_a tap at his door, and it opensd. Carlton
iooked round, expecting to s2e Dob Cherry, and na he
turned he opened a Latin gramumar in hasta,

But it was not Bob Cherry ; it was Mr. Gueleh, the mastar
of the Reomove, The Form-mastor eame into the study., Ha
stared blankly ot the array of hooks.

* Bless my scul I he exclaimed. * What does this meun,
(arlton? What have you aceumulnted all these books for?
What Joes it mean ¥

“I=I'm going to grind, sir."” suid Carlton. ** I've borrowed
e books. You know, sir, 'm in for the Ravea cxam.
i I've got to gFind hard.” '

Mr. Quelch could not help smiling.

" Well, if. you absorlr a hundredth part of the knowladezo

you have accumulated here, you will certainly pass the
examtnation,” he said,

* 1=I hopeso, air,*

"1 do not sce what you nced with so many bools,’ said
Mr. Quelch; “but I suppese it is a sign-that you are in
earnest, - Carltén.'

;Oh, yes, sit! I'm very much in carnest! T've deter-
mingd to buck up, and have a really good and thorough
grind to prepare mysclf for the scholarship exam.”

"I am glad to hear it,” said Mr. Quelch suspicious!y.
“ Your mother spoke to me on tha subject bofore she |oft
tire school to-day, Carlton.”

“Oh! Did she, gir ™

“Yes; and I have pramised to do the best I ean o keep
you at work, Carlton, so that you can have a chance for the
sclolarship. I am going to !{EF:ll‘J an eye on you. 1 have
arvanged that all the boys whoe have entered may come to
~wvy study for extra coaching for an hour, twice this week
and next. Would you care to have thet nssistance

“Oh, ves, sir, I should bz very glad! It's very kind
indeed of you, sir.”

“ Very well; come to my study at five o'clock to-morrow,"”
ex1<l the Remove-master,

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
An Alarm In the Kight.

‘M going to get spacially early in the morning"
Eﬂgi'?tun con uledﬂpm Harry Wharton & Co., a3 the
Remove went up to bed that evening " 1'm think-
ing of making a speeial point of p,;:ttmg up at fiv

and have a two hours’ prind hﬂ}me you fellows arc out

bed. I'm bound to get ahead that way.”

Bob Cherry chuckled.

I think 1 can see you doing it,” he remarked. '

Y I'm determined on it! A chap can always wake up if
he has an alarm clock going,” Carlton explained.

“ ¥ou will let it run on.”

“Well, T might,” the Slacker admitted cautiously. “1've
done so before. DBut I've got a new dodige. I've bought
half n dezen cheap alarm clocks, and Y've borrowed four.”

Iob Cherry whistled.

“ Lo you mean to say that you're going to have ten alarm
clocks going ¥ he exelnimed,

“ That's 1t !”

“You'll have the roof off the dori. !

“Oh, not all at once!”’ the 3lacker explained. " Oh. nol

I down.

ind _that the alarm takes o full minute to run
Well, I'm going to set the first one at exactly five o'clock,
and the sccond at a minute past five, and the thitd st twe
minutes pest, and se on for the Iot of them—so that one
will take it'up where another lonves it off——"

“A sort of giddy enthem in alarm elocks,” grinned
Nugent.

“Exactly! By lhaving ten .clocks, I get ten minutes of
alarin, and surcly that oughi to be enough to make any
fellow get up !" .

" But what about the rest of the derm. ¥ demanded John
Bull. **We shall all hear tha blossed alarm clocks, 1oo !

“ 1 guess that's so," snid Fisher T. Tish. “ And I gucss

‘m up against 6. I don't wapt to walke up ot five”

“ Well., you chapy said vou were willing to help me,” said
the Blacker. “ Yow've been helping me, or WOETYIng ma,
whichever way you like to put it. I think you ought to
sticls- this out, tog!™

T ,.-,ﬁ.hurn 172

“If T onice get inta the hahbit of getling up at five
o'clock, and going for the blessed work, I shall simply romgy
horve at the exam.,” said Carlton confidently ; “ and I don’t
sappose I shall want the alarm elocks every morning.”

“I know you jolly well won’t have them, if you de!"
growled Bob Cherry. “Well, I suppose we can let you try
the experiment, anyway.”

There were loud objections from many of the Removiten
when Arthur Carlton brought a bag into the dormitory and
opened 1, and produced an array of ten alarm clocks. He
procecded to wind them up, and fasten them round his bed--
on the bedhead and ut the foot of the bed and under the
bed—anywhere and everywhere. The ticking of.ten cheap
clocks mado a considerable noise, and Bolsover's voice was
heard ‘among the others in complaint, He happened to have
the next bed to the Slacker, and he did not like it.

“Do you mean to say that you’re geing to keep up that
fearful row all night, Carlton 7' he demanded,

e ) Carlton nodded chesrfuliy.

“Thank you, sirl!” i e
“And, meanwhile, work
hard, Carlton. You owe this

to your mother; it is your
daty to work your very
hardest on this occasion.”

*1 know it is, sir,” said
the Slacker earnestly. “I'm
going to work jolly hard, sir,
and pull it off :f I can.™ I

" That is right, my boy.”

Mr. Quelch quitted the
studv. His words had fired the
Blacker with new energy, and
he pored over the books, and
acribbled on the impot, paper
for & guarter of an hour with-
out intermission. Then his
pen slackened, and his eyes
wandered.

Half an hour later Rob
Cherry looked into the study
1o sea how he was getting on.
The Blacker’s head was rest.
ng on a pile of bﬂnk&nmi his
breathing was very deep and
regular, and there was o
peaceful smile upon his face.

He was fast saleep, -
Tup Micrer Lismamy.—No. 183,
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" ¥es. These clocks mre Eo-
|: ing off at five in the morning,
fo get me up, If T get up at
the first one I'll stop all the
others. I hope the ticking
} doesn’t worey you
“Doesn't 147" roared Bols-
aver, " I sha'n't be able to go
to sleep with that horrid row
gomgz onm a couple of vards
from my ears!™

1
i “T'm sorry 1"

“PlHl make vou sorrier if
you don't stop it! Chuck tha
rotlen things out of the
dorm, " said Boleaver.

“ Liook here—"

MIf you won't do it Tl
sling you out of the dorm.,
and sling vour blessed clocks

after vou!" gaid BOVOr
threateningly.

(‘arlton  was  nonplussed.
The belly of the Remove

could do as he threatened, if
he liked ; the Slacker had no
chance of stopping him. DBut
Horry Wharton & Co. were
rendy to take up the cudgels
for him.
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The Junlors turned ouf to the task. They dragged on the ropes, and the Slacker cluiched and clung desperately
to his bed. But it was useless. He was jerked out of the bed, and rolled on the floor in his bedclothes.
“0Ow! You asses—you [atheads|” he roared. < Oh, stop itl” |

“ You ean cheese that, Bolsover!” said Bob Cherry. ' Let
Carlton and his alarm elocks alone. If you don't lilke being
next to then:, change into another bed !

T ¢ W s

“Btop it Btop i, Carlton, vou ass !

It wos one of the alarm clocks going off. Carlton had

“ Funith, ['ve got the end bed, and I'll change wid ve,
Bolsover,” said Micky Desmond, making the sserifico in the
intercsts of peace and guietness.

Bolsover gave in, and -:h_.an?ed to the end bed.
perience in the gym. was still r
no desire to.have it reneatod.

Wingate looked into the dormitory, and he glanced at tho
array of clocks about the Slacker’s bed in great astonish-

ment.
“"What's the

Hiz ox-
esh in his mind, and he had

“What on carth is that for 7" he exclaimed.
litHe game now 7'*

*(h, that's to wake me in the morning !’ said Carlton.

" My hat! VYou must be a sound slecper I

Wingate turned the lights out, and retired. The Remove
settled down to sleep. '

They were dropping off to slumber one by one, when there
was o sudden buzzing and clanging.

Buz-z-z-z-7-2-2-2-3 | .

“ Hallo, hallo, hallo '"* exelaimied Bob Cherry, starting out
of o dream in which he had been knocking Bolsever to little
pieces in the ring. “What's that "

“ What the—"

““Who tho—""

Tur Maaxer Lisrary.—No. 188,

evidently timed it carelessly.

The Siacker sat up in )hecl, clutehing at the offendin
clock in the darkness. The ringing and buzzing continue
without intermission, and there wore vells of indigration
from the juniors who wanted to go to gleop.

“ Btap !

“ Ring off I'*

“Yow! Will you stop it

“I=I'm trying to ! gasped Carlton.
beastly clock it 1! Qh!?

Biff !

A pillow swept through the air, and bowled the Slacker.

over. He rolled out of the bed, and bumped on the Acor.
“Ow! Yarooh!"

Buz-z-z-z-z-z-2-2-2 |

‘¢ Btop that blessed alarm !™

"“Ring off, vou chump ™

Carlton staggercd up. and found the clack at last, and
jammed the alarm. '?‘ha buzzing and clinking died away,
and there was blessed silence. The Slacker crawled into bed
BEAIL.

“"You silly ass!" satd Tom Brown.
make sure you had timmed it night?

“I1 can't find which

“Why couldn’t you
Arc the other clocks

fixed anyhow, too i
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“Oh, no; they’re all right 1"

The Removo settled down again. Half-past ten rang out
from the clock tower, and found them oll asleep. Then there
was another sound following the strokes of the glock; it was
the buzz of another alarm.

uz-z-z-22-2-2-% ! Tigg-ting!

Half the Remove started uwp in bed, awakened and
alarmed. The loud and raucous sounds of the alarm can
through the dormitory froin end to end, especially loud an
raucous in the dead silence of the night. There wore vells
of angry indignation from all sides.

“Carlton! Walke up, you ass!™

*Carlton! You chump "

“ Stop that beastly thing !

“You silly asa! Btop it ™

Carlton did not move.

“Carlton!” xelled Harey Wharton., * Stop it!”

It wil run out soon!" came the sleepy voice of the
Slacker. “I'm tfoo tired to keep on getting up! It's all
right; it can't last long !

here was a gencral well,

“* Btop that blessed thing, you lazy bounder !"*

“Wao'll come and buwmp you !’

“Ring off [ :

UZ-T-2-2-2-2-2% | Tin%-tm" !

The lively tones of the cheap alarm clock continued un-
checked. Carlton stopped his ears. It scemed an easier
plan than getting up and fnding the clock in the dark and
stopping it. )

uz-z-z-z! The cleek was slackening down, but at the
same time another started. The Slacker had evidently been
hopelessly careless in timing the alarms. The Remove were
all awale by this time, with the exception of Rilly Bunter,
who oould have slept seroncly thmugh an carthgunke. Tho
fellows were turning out of bed on all sides.

Carlton had stopped his cars, instead of stopping the elock,
and it deadened the rancous sound of the alarin, and at the
same time it prevented him from hearing the approaching
:I'm}tstc-ﬂa of the avengers. Thex burst upon him by aurprise,
Even the juniors who were Leenest to back him up in his new
E‘fuﬂﬂfm were wild now, The 8lacker was going altopether

ar.

Wharton and Bob Cherry and Dolsover and Duistrode and
a crowd of other fellows hutled themselves upon the Slaeker,
He was rolled out of bed and bumped upon the floor, velling,

Frank Nugent lighted 2 candle-end, and the BTV
Removites clutched at the alurin clocks, hurling them to the
floor, and Bolsover found a ericket-stump and smashed cach
of them as it was dropped.

rash, crash, crash |

The Stump broke in halves at last, but Bolsover had

secouitted for the alarm elocks. Carlton staggered up, very

red and dusty and an;i‘ry.
“ You silly asses!” he gasped. “I sha'n't be able to pet
ou've spoiled my chanee for the

up it the morning now.
Raven Scholarghip 1!
“ We'll spoil vour features, too, if you disturb us any more
to-night I'" growled Dob Cherry wrathfully.
“Yos, rather I
Kecp quiet, you ass, or we'll bump you apain !
And the Removites, leaving Carlton gasping, turned in;

and there were no more alarms in the dormitery that
night.

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER,
Bob Cherry keeps the Slacker * at it "

HE clang of the rising-bell the next morning awakened
the Remove, and Carlton with the rest. Boh Cherry
grinned at the Slacker as he turned out,

“Did you get up at five?” he asked,
“ Groo I

“*Carlton !

“Yuw-u:.u-ﬂ,w i _

“ You didn’t get up at five,” zaid Bob Cherry, “ but you'ro
roing to get up et seven! Turn out, or shall I come and

11&{]1{3 youl"
ne Slacker peered at him over the coverlot,

“I-—1 say, Cherry, T was disturbed in tho night, you sec,
over these blessed alaem clocks, and 1 really haven' had o
proper night's rest. I thiok I'd better have another ten
minttes.”

Bob Cherry did not reply. He came towards Carlton's
bed with a businesslike air, and the Slacker turned out In
a hurry, ‘ti;rm-.-iiug.

“ Look here, Chorpy—-""

“It"s all right; IT'm looking after you ! said Bob Cherry
cheerfully. ™ You sha'n’t oversleep vourself while. I'm
nround. Don't be afraid. You're going to get in half an
hour's mugging before breklker !

11 I o4 ”:t-! LR
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“You ean! T'm going to help vou.”

“I'm poing to Mr. Queleh tﬂriuy at_half-past five for an
hour's extra toot,” said Carlton, “ You'll admit yourself
that that's enough for one day.”

* Rats 1"
“It's jolly
said Harry W
the best of it.” ) )
“I'm poing to. After I've left Quelech I'm going to grind
—a really steady grind,” said the Blacker. *'I sha'n’t be
able to do any practice at the nots. I'm going to stick to
work, and have a really grind.' o
; ‘;Jﬁnd you're going to begin it now, before hreller,” =zaid

lob.

“{ can't work on an empiy stomach, old fellow. You seo

ood of Quelchy to give you extra tuition,”
arton. *You ought o buck uwp and make

" Then you'll work on a thick ear, We're backing up your
mater, you know, and you're going to too the line.” 1

And when Carlton was dressed Dob Cherry affectionately
linked arms with him and marched him out of the dormitory.
John Bull and Harry Wharton and Frank Nugent followed,
ETIMnIng.
Thengtw:kur was marched down to his study and placnd
in his chair at the table. The boys’ maid was busy i tha
Remove passage, but Wharton cautioned her fo leavs
Carlion's study till lost, As a matter of fact, the maids very
sehlom touched Carlton's study; it was too much for thum,
Irom tho state the Slacker nsually kept it in.
G«I;Huw} which subject are you Lkeenest on?' asked Dob

rry.

The Slacker groaned.

“Oh, any old thing!" he seid. *I can’t say I'm ksen on
any. Don’t you fellows think it would be a pood idea to

g_i‘lg:.i after lessons, and stert the day by a stroll in the onen
aird

Bob Cherry nodded.

“That’s & jolly gpood idea as a rule,” he admitted.
circumstances alter cases.
in season and out of season.
for Latin before breakfast ™

"N-]'.I*!'Iﬂ-,”

* Mathematics "

Carlton shuddered.

“Ught No!"

“ French ¥

“I don't care for it.”

“Perhaps you'd like to begin by sitting in the armchaic
and thinking it out? Frank Nugent suggested sareastically.

Carlton brightened up.

“That's a ]il::l"j' good idea of yours, Nugent!" he exclaimed.
“I don't believe in doing anything in a hurry. Everything
ought to be thought out before you do it, you know. I'li
just have a pood, long think—"

“ That you jolly well won't!” said Bob Cherry, with a
chuckle. " You'll just have a good, long grind, and we'll
watch youw."

“It's—it's awlully good of wou fellows!” said Carlion
feebly. ‘‘But—but T feel that I'm imposing on you, you
know, ¥ou ought to be sut in the Closs on a fresh, sunny
morning like this.  Youw'll miss your usual run before
brakker."

* Oh, we don't myind '’

“It's jolly of you,” said Carlton.
you sacrificing yourselves for me in this way. You run out,
new, while I have a good, steady grind at—at French.”

*“¥ou shall have the grind af f:mnch, my son, bub we'il

i B:ti
You have got to buck up now,
Have vou any apecial prefercnca

“ But—but I can®t hava

lock on,™ said Dob Ehﬁ-rr"f. “Here's your i:o{:k."
L”H‘:’n! Upon the whole, perheps I'd better begin with
atin.'
“WVery well! Hare's Virgil.”

“1 den’t want Virgil just now. I'd botter take the
ammar, I think, ang have a good dig at those blesspd
cponent verbs.'

“Here's the Latin grammar,” ssid Bob, fishing it out
from a heap of books.

Carlton groaned. He had hoped that the Latin gramma:
was lost, and that some time would be spent in finding it.
The Removites grinned as they watched the vain strugples
of the Slacker.

“On the whole,” Carlton remavked, in & thoughtfu!l way—
““on the whole, perhaps the deponent verbs can stand ovor,

[ really ought to grind at Livy—he's a hard beast, and I
want hiim {or the exam.”

“ Here's Livy !’ said John Dull.

“Th-thank you!” said Carlton, without looking very
thankful, however. * You're very obliging, I'm sure.”

“(0h, don't mench

“Ah, this is the first book!" said Carlton, shaking his
head. “T'm through with” Romulus and Remus. What I
wang 18 the book about Hannibal. I forget the number.”
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“ Twenty-first book, y6u' ass!” said Wharton.

“Yes, I dare say that's it," said Carlton.

“Well, here it 15!

Cariton snortod. There was the 2lst. of Livy, gnd there
was no further excuse for shivking. He took hold of the book
and opened .

“ Porhaps, upon the whole——" he began, in a thoughtiul
way.
“No more porhapzes™ said Dob  Cherry  decidedly.
“Weve wasted nearly ten minutes already with your blessed
‘ perhapses,’ and ‘on the wholes You're going to begin on

annibal now. There yeu are: ‘In parte operis mei—-'
Btart ™

“Hut, you see—'

“&tart " roarved Beb Cherry.

And Carlton groaned and started. ) ]

The chums of the Remove, nobly resisting the desive to
Egrt out into the air before breakfast, stood vound and watched

im.

Clarlton cast many a longing glance towards the doer;
but there was no escape for him. IBob Chevry filled in the
time by boxing with Wharton, mindful of his comng miill
with Bolsover on the morrow.

Fisher T Fish looked in at the door.
chums of the Remove, i

“ 7 guess I've bocu looking for you fellows!” he exelaimed.
“What the dickens ave you sticking indoors for?”

“Watching over the kid" said DBob Chervy cheerfully,
“¥aking him buck up! He likes it! Don’t you, Carlton?”
E“T‘v-n-a,” said Carltor.  “T'm sure it's very pood of you.

Y T

“ [ut me no buts, as they say in the novels” said Bob
Cheryy, “Go for Livy-he's a difficult beast, 2nd you have
to o for him haad”

" T think perhapz a littie vest now—

“Timwe's not up yet! Go ! ) )

And Cavlton groaned and went it.  He was looking quite
fatigucd by the time the chums of tho Hemove let him off
ard allowed him to leove the study.

Boly patted him affectionately on the shoulder as they went
doven the passage. . &

“T'm going to keep an eye on you like this right wp fo
the date of the oxam.,” he said” ** We'll see you through,
you know.™

“ Oh, really—" :

HWe're geing to stick to it, regardless of expense,” said
Nuzent. “* You can vely on uz to back you up in this way
all the tune.”

Carlton prunted.

“It's awfully kind of you,” he said. *‘DBut—but I can't
impose on you in this way. It’'s making you waste too much
of yvour time."

Harry Wharton laughed.

“Thar doesn’t matter, so long as you don't waste your
time,” he saiwl.

And Carlton grunted disconsolately. He intended to buck
up—he coertainly intended fully to do so. But he preferred
ko have tho exact time of the bucking-up a little ahead—
always u little ahend. To buek up in the real present moment
was hard. But, with the chums of the Remove bucking him
up, he had littla choice in the mattor.

He stared at the

THE FOQURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Extra Tultlon !

OB CHERRY peeled off the gloves as the quarter rang
out from the clock-tower, ft was a guartec-past five,
and Bob had beon boxing for nearly half an hour with
a successian of fellows. The last one was the rroat

Coker—Cloker of the Fifth. Coker had benignantly consented
to have the gloves on with the Removite, intending to knock
him into a cocked hat for his cheek tn asking such a thing.
But Coker did not find the cocked hat within the range of
wactical polities.  Bob Cherry ecrtainly did oot get the
Lett-:-f of the Fifth-Former; but he held his own, and Coker
hed to admit, with considerable diszust, that the juniovr
knew something about the noble art of self-defence. And
when the bout was over Ceker certainly showed more signs
of fatigue than Bob Cherry did.

As Bob peeled off the gloves his ¢hums slapped him on
the back, and Coker gave him a very queer look. The Fifth-
Former did not guite approve of & junior being so extremely
handy with his hands., It was hikely to lead to disvespect
towards the Upper Forms, and the Fifth had had enough of
that {rom Bolsover. DBut the Hemovites were dehghted. A
follow who could stand up to Coker for ten minutes cortainly
haid an excellent chance of stunding up to Bolsover with
SINCOC 54, Beb’ Cherry himself wos very pleased; and in
Holsover's face, for the first time, there came an ox T EEIOT
of donbi. HHe had locked on, and o doubt came mmto his
mind as to whother he would have faced Coker with so much
snecess—ai doubt which led, naturally, to seme pward mis-
pivings about the combat of the morrow,
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“THE ONLY WAYI!"
A Long Complete Schosi Tale, by FRANK RICHARDS.

NEXT TUESDAY I

LSusn,, Che <iMagner” o |

Y 0h, it's ripping, Bob? said Harry Wharten.
simply ripping! It will be & pood show to-morrow, anyway.
Are you chucking it now? I suppose you're a kit winded.”

“No fear!” said Dob Cherry cheeriully. “1 could go for
the punching-ball all right; but I'm going to after
Carlton."

“}:‘ri_'.' Jove, I'd forgoticn him 1" . \

" He's got to go to Mr. Quelch for extra toot at five-thirky,’
said Bob, a5 ho put his blazer on. * And I'd bet my weight
in Latin primers that he's forgotten all about it—or that
he'll make it a point to ft:-rg;lgf:t, anyway.'”

“Ha, ha, ha! I shouldn't woender.”

" Let's go and look him up,” said MNugent.
~And the chums of the Remove proceeded to lock for
Carlton. He had declaved his intention of grinding from the
moment classes wore dismizsed to the time he had to zo to
M. ¢%1:{~]{:h, But he was not in his study, and the juniors
looked in the Form-room and the Commen-room for him in
vaiu. The sehool library was drawn blank. It wos pretty
cleny that the Slacker of the Hemove was out of doors.

“Te's taken his books out, to study under the trees,” said
Bob, with a grin, “and he's studying on his back as uvsum
~looking at the sky. We'll see that he doesn’t miss his
appointment with Queleh though. Tt would be rotten un-
ﬁratefuf to miss it, when Queleh is decent encugh to pive

im extra toot for nothing. Dut Carlton wouldn't think of
that till half-past six.’

“Yeory likely™

Carlion was not under the trees in the Close, and he was
not in the Cloisters. Tt was twenty-five minutes pust five
now, and the chums of the Hemove were growing exas-
perated. It looked as if Carlton had left the scheool, te
escape his friends’ kindly attentions. )

Harry Wharton & Co. walked dewn to Gosling's ledge to
uire if the school porter had seen the Blacker

osling had! ]
“He's gone hout,” he said. “He 'ad a book under his
arm, Master Wharton. He went down towards the river.”

Towards the river the exasperated juniors accordingly
woenk.

The Slacker was reclining upon a green grassy bank,
focing the river, and his book lay at his feet. He was
leaning back in the grase, snd his eyes wore closed.

Bob Cherry looked st him wrathiully. The Slacker was
asleep, and his mouth had fallen open, and he was bresthing
steadily. He had evidently gone there to study, but vory
little studying had been done.

*The bounder " muttered Bob Cherry.

Nugent chuckled.

“There’s no curing him !’ he said. " He hasn't an earthly
for the Raven exam. Let the silly ass go on snoczing !

“Can't be didl We've promised his mater to back him
up."’

Bob Cherry stooped and picked up a nice, muddy turf from
the edge of the river and crammed it into the open mouth
ﬂfcfhe HIEE_[!EL. S

larlton woke up quite suddenly.

“0Oh! Oh! Groo! Grouooocﬂ.

He jumped up, spitting and spluttering.

“Ha, ha, ha™

“Groo! What's that? Something's got inte my mouth ™
ga;t[:ed Carlton. “Ow! Oh! Gr-rooococh!”

¢ spat and spat.

“Tt's all right!” =aid Bob Cherry.
you up, that's all—"

++ G.Iu':. !:’

Corlion splottered wildiy. His mouth was fell of soft
mud, and it was not nice. IHe turred a red and wrathful
fuce upon the juniors.

“ Y oy-—you—you rotters!

“Ha, ha, ha!” ;

“1t's time for the extra toot,” Bob Cherry explained.
“ It wants two minutes to half-past, and Quelchy 1s expect-
ing you in his study.”

# [—] c.can’t go now; I've got to wash my mouth out!™
spluttered Carlton.

“ ¥ou can do that afterwards.”

“71 ecan't—besides, T shall be late anyway, and Mr. Quelch
would be offended if I went in late,” the Slacker argued.
“ Bine of you fellows had better cut off and tell him that I'm
very sorry 1 ean't come.™

“No fear!”

“ Well, he'll soon give me up,” said Carlton, sitting down
on the bank ogain, and wiping his mouth with his pocleet-
handkerchief. * I think vou're a beast, ob Cherry! I was
jutt dreaming that I'd won the Raven Scholarship.”

“TIt's likely to remain a dream, too, if this ia the way
vou study for it,” Harry Wharton remarked. i

“REYOND THE ETERNAL ICE”
An Extra-long Instalment, by SIDNEY DREW,

it
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“1 wag just waking

Ow—grooooch I
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“1 came out here epecially to study,” zaid Carlton. “I
can work ever so much bebter in a quiet, secluded spot
without a lot of fatheads interrupting me.”

“I suppose you work in your sleep ¥ Nugent suggasted.

“Well, yon see——="'

“ How much work have you done®”

Cariton lesitated.

“I haven't exactly done any,’ he confossed. T was jast
going to begin,  If you fellows will buzz off, 1'1] begin vow."

“You won't,” swid Tob Cherry.  You've geiug to Mr
Quelch for cxtra toot.”

“But T should be late, and-—"

* Betrer late than never."

 Naw, ook here, Cherry

“Are you coming ¥’

::‘.‘i lirkle ]il';{'.'!"h when ['ve done some work™

Arc you coming wow *'
U No. I'm not!™ Carlton declarad fatly.  “I feel too
tired, and Queleh's study is stuffy, too. And I don't boligve
n extia toot, really. I:'— witt

cdo be reazonalbio——"

"Come on!"™ said Bob Chorry, seizing Lim by the
ﬂh?u!di-r:i. “Lond a hand, vou chaps!'
“T-1 zay! Hold on!”

“Talke his feet, Pull!™

“Cerfainiy "

“ You take ane arm, and I'll take the other, Wharton.”

“*Right-bo 1™

“ Now buzz him along !

“Hold on "\ velled Carlion. “I—=I'll wallz!"’

“Too lare!. Besides, you wouldn't walk. We're going to
take you in to extrs toot. Bring the lazy bounder sleng.

you chapsg !"

Carlton strugeled violantly, but he had no chance. With
une of the juniors holding each arm, ond one holding cach
leg, he was swung into the air and rushed up the bank.
‘{'Im four Removites bore him along to the school gates.
Carlton wriggled spasmodically in their grasp as ho was
rushed throuzh the gateway.

“Tet me go! T'H walk! You fatheads! Ow !

They rushed him on.  Gosling stond outside his lodge, and
str:‘rev:!_ zlllt tlmmE E.:In.nl’fi::.

‘ell, my neye!” pja sling.,  **YWas i
e _ere:_g 1 jaculated Gosling Wot I says is

But the juniors did net wait to hear what Gosling said.
It was already three minutes past the time for Carlton's
appomtment with his Form-master, and they did not mean
him to be later than was unavoidable. They rushed the
Slacker at top speed across the Clase, and vells of laughter
fr?{m L:_iu-. follows grested thom ae they passed.

3 Rn;;;—:‘; down ' velled the Slacker, struggling.

T wall—r

“No, you wan't!"

‘I'{_Hp,. ha, 11:;3’1E

ight up to the School Heuse the juniora rushed the
Slacker, wriggling and kicking., The }-{:-lla of laughter in
the Close hrau;,rhl: some of the masters to their windows,
ametg them Mr. Queleh. The Remove-master looked out
n amazemcnt at the seene, and then a smila broke over his
face. He understood how the matter lay.

The Slacker was rushed fnte the [Hotse, and in the hall
i’iﬂﬂ' mr&di awﬁn:ll stinll_;;gla:-. dH& was dotermined not to be
carried to vir. Yueleh's study in that war i
i® Bat he allen k) t way i he could help

“Hold him ! gasped Wharton.

“[:_@mn;u gor! Btop i, yoo fatheads! Chuek jb—-vow 1™

“Keep him tight " i T

" We've got him !

" This way " panted Bab Cherry.

They rushed him along the passage to ile door of the
Form-master’s study. There they intended to set him Qs
his feot after knocking, #o that he could walk in when it
was too Iate to retreat. Butb just s they reached the study
doar it was opened, and Mr. Quelch locled out at thoem.

‘Dear me " said Mye. Quelch,

ORI

The juniors uttered that ejatulation together, and, in
their surprise, they let go of Cariton. There was a terrifie
bump as the Slacker foll to the Aoor, and he velled :

“ Yarcop ! )

Mr. Queleh smiled grimly.

“AkT You have come for vour extra tuition, Carlton, 1
presume ! he saidl,

“Ow! Yes! Youw ! gasped the Slacker.

“ Very good ! Dut you are Jate”

“I'm—ow —sorry =-vow-—"

“We=we wore heluing nim to hueey, 2ie,” Hoarevy Wloarton
cxplained, with a criveson faes. ©We we thousht we'd
hf—*ijl him, si0™

“Yory pood " zaid the Foracmastiers
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with & grrnve

countenartce. “It was very kind of you, and I hope you
will continue to help him ti1ll after the Rawen examination.
You may eome in, Carlton.”

Carlton staggered, gasping, into the study. There was
ne escaping the extra tuition now.  The juniors melted
away, and the Form-master closed his door.

“Phew ! pasped Bob Cherry. “f ecourse I nover
pucssed that Quelehy would open his door at that precise
nenute. It was just our luck.”

1 think he's jdlly good-tempered about it," said Harry
Wharton, Iaughing, “and poor old Carlton is in for it now—
for an hour.”

The juniors glanced at Mr. Queleh’s window when they
wont into the Close again. The window was wide open, and
they could see into the study. Carlton was sitting at the
table, with the Form-master opposite him—working! Ile
was coertainly working now; there could be no doubt of
that—under the gimlet eves of Mr. Queleh he had no chance
to alack, ITe did not leck happy.

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
A Pull AH Together!

ARLTON loaked quite fagzed oul when he emerged

C from Wr. Queleh’s study. Harry Wharten & Co.

wore walting for him in the passage, and the Slacker

Iooked quite apprehensive as he caught sight of them.

He evidently feared that he was going through it again.
But the juniors were merciful.

“ Had o good time ?" asized Bob Cherry, as he linlod zarms
with the Siacler, and walked him down the passage.

Carlton groaned.

HNao; hornd.™

“What! Flaven't you been coached

“Oh, yes, I've bheen coached I

 Accumulated kunowledge, I suppose ™ zaid Wharton,

“1 believe so. My blessed head’s bursting with it.””

“Hs, ha, ha!"

B“ji]‘hcm what are you grumbling about?" questioned John
ull.

“I'm not grumbling .’

“ Well, you don't look very exhilarated, thot’s all"”

“1'm not feeling exhilarated."”

“He's tired of life, poor chap!” sid Frank Nugent.
% Let's talie him for a two-mile sorint and shake him up.”

Carlton shuddered.

“T haven't a run feft in me,” he said. “71 haven't any-
thing except a fat head at the present moment. Don't you
fellows beein again! If vou so much as show me & Latin
book, I'll sling it at you.”

“We don't mean to,” snid Bob Cherry, lnughing., “ We'ro
taking you away to have o feed at the tuckshop. You
desarve 1t."

Carlton brightencd 11|]}.

“%Well, that's all right,” he said. YT hope you haven'
books in your poclkets to spring on me.”

gobt any rotben
You sha'nt loak at s Lool: for

“ Mo, honour bright.
another hour.”

“ I think I've done enough for to-day——

“Ratz! » You can do enother hour before prop..” said
Bob. * You shall have a feed and an hour's rest, and then
vou begin again.”

“ MNow, look here—"'

“No good talking; the fiat has gone forth," said DBob
Cherry. * The great chief has spoken. Bhut ap 1"

rlton seemed gquite happy in the tockshop. The
prospect of a whaole hour without any work seemed to cheer
him up. But as the hour drew 1o o clese the clonda
descended upon his visage again,

S Time's up " said Bob Cherry presently.

“ Tt*s awfully ripping on the river 1n the susset,” Carlion
suggested. “What do you fellows say to a pull up to the
island ¥ What do you say, Bob?"

“Rats !

“1 think I ought to heve a little excrcise nftor being
stuffed up 10 a study eo long” the Slacker remarked.

“%Won ecan get up carly m fhe morng and have some
exercize,”’

“1 say, vou fellows are awfully hard on a chap,” said the
unhappy Blacker. “ (O course I'm geing to grind m.{‘-’ any-
tiing to win the scholarship. 1 wounldu't disappoint the
mnter,  Bub there's such a thing as over-doing if, you
Lnow. ™

Y MNob much danger af your ever-doing iL"" said Boly, with
a chuckle, My heliel is that you'll go lo slecp in the
cxam.-room next week "

And Carlton waz {akon fo his study, and there the olunms
of the' lenoeve tool turms o aitling won him to sor {hat
lere wobzeed.  aelton worked @ dheres wos no h:‘*]]} foar ik,

L
i
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When he chose to cxert himself, Carlton was claver cnough,
and ho had a good memory, when he took the trouble to
have anything to remember.  He was making good progress
now, in spite of himseli.

He seemed too tired to live by bediime, e turned in
first of the Remove, and was asicep before Wingate came

to turn the lights out. _ ) )
He sat up in bed and kicked

He was awakened suddenly.
ouf.

“"Halle! Whe's got hold of my feot ¥ he exclaimed.

“I have,"” said Bob Cherry.

* What on earth——"'

H'LI'ru only tying a rope round your ankle,” explained

i &8

“VWhat for? I—"

“Tao wake you m the morning.”

“ Look herg—-—" : :

“Ieep still,” said Bob Cherey.  “ We're going to tic the
ropes to your ankles and wrists, They won't hurt you”

*“ But—but [—-"

“ MNow, it’s no good talking,” sanl Iob.
one, and we mean business."”

Carlton greaned, and gave it uap. The ropos were
adjusted, and the captain of Greyviriars cymo in as the
juniors were finishing:

“What are you young sweeps up 1o? demanded YWWan-
gate, in satonishment. - : i

“It's a dodwe for waking Carlton up in the morning,” Bob
Cherry exelaimed, “ He wants to get up at five!”

“No, T don’t " groaned Carlton. i

“ That's a little mistake of his; he does,” said Bob serencly,
“ One of us is bound to wale up at five, or thercabouts, and
the chap who wakes up is going to wake Carlton—sect”

Wingate lavghec. )

“ (lood idea!™ he said. ' You're joliy lucky to have fellows
to look E..'E‘l;{:r vou lke this, Cartton, when you're preparing fox
an cxant, ik

Carlton grunted. Hoewever, he raised no further objecticns.
Indacd, he waz aslzenr a coaple of
minutes alter ithe Greyfriars captain had
turned the lights out,

Carlton had had some idea of untying
the ropes duaring the night, but he did
not wake up once.” When tho early rays
of the sun stole in at the windows, John
Bull woke and yvawned. He was about
to turn over and go to sleep agaln, when
he felt the eord on hiz wrist and re-
moembered Carlton.

He sat up in bed, and called out to the
Blacker of the Removo. \

" Carleon !

There was no rveply.
was eleeping steadily.

“ Carlton, wake up !

Still no answer. Harry Wharton weke
and sat up in bed. He reached out for
his watch, and saw that it was a
quarter-past five. .

“Time for Carlton to et up!" he exclaimed.

“* ¥os, rather!” chuckled Jobn IEull.

He jerked at his rope. Carlton awoke suddenly, and gave
& Imw']-

L4 D“'r [Hl

* Carlton I

“Why, what—oh—leggo! Chuck it!™

“Time to get up!™ ;

“I'm not going to gerrup "' roared Carlton.
three o'clock yet™ e :

*It's & quarter-past five,”” snid Harry Wharton,

“(h, your ticker's fast—hours fast!”

“It's o quarter-past five by mine, too,”” said John Buall.

'* [ expeet it's wrong—anyway, a quarter-pest five is much
mﬂaarly for & fellow to pget up. I'm zoing to get up at
BiX.

“You're geing to get up at a guarter-past five I chuckled
Bob Cherry, who was now awake. *'Up with you! (Guve
him a pull!”

[T {}w !Il M 2 ;

MNugent woke up, too, and the four juniors sat up in bed,
jerking at the ropes that were attached to the Slacker’s limbs.
bar'l’mn velled. .

“Leopgo! Chuek ! Ow!

% au are, YOu arg¢, you arc

“Stop it! Yah! Oh!"”

Jeek, jerk jerk!

“ ¥Yarooh! aw 1"

**Ha, ha, he"

et up!” ;

“J—I wen't! Yewp! Oh, stop it!”

“We'll jolly well sce whether you won't!™ exclaimed Bob
Cherry, jumping cut of bed. ™ Now, then, all together !

The juniors turncd out to the task. They dragped on the
ropes, and the Blackey clutched and clung desperately to his
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“We're four to

The =Elacker

YTt ean’t be

I'm not poing to get up!™
" Bob Cherry sang cheorfully.
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bed. But it was useless. Ha was jorked out of the bed,
and rolled on the floor in his bedelothes.
_t::_ﬂu‘! You asecs—youn fatheads!™ ho roored. *“Ob, stop
it !

“ Yes, we'll stop it, when vou promise honour bright not
to get into bed again,” said Bab Cherry.

“I=I won't!"

“Yank him round the dorm.,” sazid John Bull,

“Good egp!"”

“Yarooh!” yelled the unhappy Slaclker.
won't got into bed apain. I—l)-
Honour bright !**

“Ha, ha, hat"

And the Slacker was released fremm the ropes. Carlton was
& slacker, butl he was a fellow of his word, and the juniors
knew that they could trust him. Ho went dewn, and Harrv
Wharton & Co. turned in again, to cnjoy o vell-carned
repese,

oNE
PEMNUY,

The “IMagnet”

LIERMARY.

1 — e =

Y &top k! I
I'll go down and work!

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
tlob Cherry v. Rolsover.

ABRLTON was working when the chums of the Remova
came down. They stopped at hiz study to look in, and
found him very busy. He looked up at thom with quite
o pathetic smile.

* Been sticking at it?"" asked Doby Cherry.

" Yes, rather—two hours on end. Is hife worth living®"

“Ha, ha, ha! Come for a run in the Close.”

“T'1 come for 2 walk,” said the Slacker.

And he went for a walk. But as Bob Cherry and John
Bull took hold of his arms, and ran with him, the walk took
the form of 2 run, and he arrived at the howvse agzain, aiter
going round the Close, in quite u breathless condition.

There was & great deal of excitement in the Remove that
morning. It was a half-holiday in the
afternoon, but the juniors were not lock-
mg forward to a ericket maich, or to
rowing, or swinming, or teunis, or any

N\ of their usual amuseiments. They weore

\ thinking wholly and solely of the coming
confest between Dob Eﬁ

bully of the Romove.

Bob was in splendid form. There was
no over-confidonce about him, but thore
was a quiol determination in his manner
that baded success. He certainly meant
to stand up to the bully of ihe Remove
20 leng as ha could stand at all, and even
if Dolsover was victorious hi2 vielory
wos corbain to cost him dear. And that
Nol:over was berinning to feel shghtly
doubtful on the subject was soon evident.
He stopped to speak fo Dob Cherry ns
the juniors were going to the Form.room
in the umrning. and for once hiis mannar
was quite civil.

T suppose vou're not looking forward to the row this after
noon, Cherry " he remarked. : :

“That's just what I am doing,” replicd Dol cheerily.
“ MNever looked forward to anything so much in my life."l

“Y shall lick you, you know."”

* T don't know anything of the sort."

“Oh, you haven't an carthly.” said Bolsover. Dot Tl

Tha weather's i'cm hot for a slorring match,
and if you like T'Il let you off.”

“Thank you for nothing.' ;

“You'll be sensible to take the chanee while you've gob
it,” said Bolzover, frowning. *'I don’t zec the fun of fghting
inn the hot weather, just to amuse a parcel of kids who won’t be
aotting any of the hard knocks; that’s how it is."”

B‘L{}h, I don't mind letting it shide, on conditions,” said

(1R

“Conditions! What do you mean?’ Rolsover demanded.

“Well, vou'll have to agree not to be a beastly bully any
more"?

dd Eh I!J:l

“ And to stop swanking, and bragging, and strutting about
:lzamh making vourself o ndiculows uza generadly,” explaine

01,

* Look here

“ I vou promise that, and keep to it, it will be all right,”
sald Bob, with a grin, *' Otherwise, [ ehall expect you mn the
oy, this afternoon at three”

Bolsover gritted his tocth,

“1I shall be there,” he said, "and T'll give you euch &
hiding that you'll be sorry you didn't take your chance of
getting out of it

“T'N risk that."” said Dob.

“¥Yeou viter ass!™ =aud Bolsover.
got anyvthing like & chanee?™

**1 know you tlink I have, or you wouldn't offcr to let IiEﬂ
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off I grinned Bob Cherry. * That's good enough for me.”
And he went intg the Form-room. Bolsover followed him
in, scowling. The bully of the Remove looked very thought-
fel during morning lessons. In his pride and self-confidence,
he had not taken the troubls to train during the past woeek,

srding the task before -him as a mere bagatelle, It was
rather too late to think of i now, and he was & little anxious.
His position as cock of the walk in the Hemove was in
danger. and the knowledge that hiz defeat would cause
general satisfaction was vory bitter te him.

After lessons, when the Remove turned out, Bolsover asked
& fellow to have the gloves on with him for o few minutes
before dinner. Those who heard him grinned. It was o
fresh proof of inward misgiving.

But Bolsover could get ne one to put on the gloves,
Bolsover had always taken an unsorupulons advantage of bis
great strength, and even in a friendly contest he would hit
out hard, and the follows had learned not to trust him. He
never could be relicd upon to play the game. He was re-
duced to punching the ball for practice but he found himself
in pretty good condition. He was o bir, and zo strong, that
he wonld have been a dangerous opponent even it he had
been very much out of condition.

The juniors wers talking over the mabter in whispors all
through dinner. Mr. Quelch, at the hoad of the Remove
table, could see very well that something was *on,™ but he
showed no curiosity upon the subject. The Remove-master

the great gift of tact, and he did not inquire into matbers
nnless he was sure they concerned him. After dinner the
Remove strolled out, and in the Close they discussed the
coming fight freely. And it was not only the Remove that

an_intercst in the proceedings. Tomple, Dabney & Co.
of the Upper Fourth were keenly intorested, Temple had
fallen before the mighty Dolsover, and he had not cared to
try his luck a sccond time. He would have given a term’s
puu:‘ket-lqﬂnﬂ to see the Lower School bully well licked.

Early in ¢ ¢ afternoon the juniors began to crowd into the
ﬁym. Tha Bixth Form were playing o match with the
Sixth Form of Higheliffe, and the seniors who were not play-
ing were mostly on the evieket-ground, so the juniors had tha
grmnastum fo themselves. Bob Cherry walked in with &
crowd of friends round him, all keenly cager for his suecess,
Bolsover came in alone, scowling, There was ne one even to
offer to be his second. Skinner or Snoop would have backed
him up willingly if they had been sure of his sunceess, But
everybody was doubtful now about thst, and if his relgn was
coming to an end, the cads of the Remove did not want to ba
on the losing side.

“Who's going to be my sccond i Bolsover asked,’ lnoking
round at the crowd of unfriendly faces.

There was no reply.

A bitter sneer crossed the bully’s face, A weekaroa doron

would have offered, but only because thev considered it best
1o stand well with the Form bully.

:: Ijﬁ you want to second me, Skinner? Bolsover asked.
: I'm afraid I've got an engagement,” siid Skinner warily.
‘I sha’n’t be able to stay here all the time. I'm sorry, of
COurse.

“*What about you, Snoop?”

H'Well, you sec, said Snoop. * [—J—"
1 want you to second me,"” said Bolsaver threateningly.
Oh, all=all right,” said Snoop. “I—I will, with

leagure. In—in fact, I was just going to offer, only—only
%ﬁwe Skinner a chanee.”
bob Cherry had no lack of scconda. Harry Wharton was
acting for him; but any other fellow in the Form would have
been glad to do it. Bulstrode. the captain of tha Remave,
appointed himself referce and timekeepor. The juniors
formed tho ring, standing round in an eager vircle to lock on.
Frank Nugent brought out the gloves and handed them to
the combatants,

1 say, Snoo ' bogan DBolsover.

He gtuaed, and looked reund.

" Where's that rat, Bueop?®” he exclaimed,

There was a laugh. Snoop had dizsappeared.  Ho evi-
dently did not intend to act as Bolsover's seeond, after all.
The bully of the Remaove scowled savagely.

“Isn’t there & chap here decent enouzh to sccond me?’ he
demanded. o

Carlton stepped forward with his hands in his pockets.

“I'N de it," he said.

“Here ! exclaimed Bob Cherry. * You ought to be at
work! What about your grind this afterncen, you blessed
slackey "’

“Well, I couldn’t miss this fight, could T

“No."” said Harrv Wharton, laughine,  * You couldn't ox-
pect that, Dob. We'll make him prind afterwards.”

* Drsides, I'm going to second Dolsover,” said Carlton.
“He'll have to have a second. Are you satisfied with e,
B&lsﬁmr?” - I

“ Yes,"” growle sover ungraciously.
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“*Put on the gloves,” said Bulstrode.

The gloves were donned, and the adversaries faced one
ancther. Buolstrode looked st his watceh.

“Time " ho said.

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER.

The Deleat of the Bully.

2 O it, Bob!”

" Pile in, old fellow I'7

““Give him beans!'* . .

No one bade Bolsover “Go it!” or “ Give him
beans!” All the sympathy was on Bob Cherry's side, and
everybody there was Lkoen to see him win. There was n
dark, sullen look on Bolsover’s face, and his eyes were
burning with anger. He was angrily determined to. give
Bob the licking of his life. and after he had done that he
intended to bestow further favours upon some of the jusios
who were standing round, and who were loudest in theire
enthusiasm for Bob Cherry. [t was not possible for Bolsover
to make himself liked. but ho could make himself foared—if
ho was victorious in this contest.

He came at Bob Cherry like a bull in the first round, and,
in spite of Bob's guard, he swept him away by his rush,
ﬁmm him round the ring, and finished by knocking him

OWIL.

Bob dropped just at the call of ©Time!" and Harey
Whartor picked him up. and tool him upon his koee,

Bolsover stood grinning.

The Removites looked dismayed. Bob had made a very
bad beginning. But there was one thing to be noted in his
favour—hoe was still breathing guietly and steadily, while

lsover was pufing and Dlowing after his exertions.
Bolsover turned to his second to get a knee.

“Carlton !’ he exelaimed.

Carlton was leaning against the wall of the gym.. and his
eyes were half-closed. 1o started as his name was ecalled,
and blinked at Dolsover,

Y Yes?'" he said.

" Wou silly ass ! roared Bolsover. *“Is that the way you
second & chap? You wero going to slesp ™

Carlton came forward.

““By Jove, I—I forgzot!" he said,
first roumd over®™

““¥la, ha, ha!”

“¥ou fathead ! Yes: it is!

“0Oh, certainly !

*“Got a sponge there? Dab it on my chiver 17

“0h, all right '

“Time " said Bulstrode.

Bolsover lounged forward with an air of oxapperated
earelessness.  Hob Cherry stopped up quite briskly to mect
him, He had received cautions from Harry Wharton.

“"Don’t let the brate get too close, Bob, and aveid iu-
fighting,” Harry had whisperod.

And Bob nodded aszent.

Bolzover tried a rush again. This time Bob waz mose
on the alert, and ho retreated round the ring fast, allowing
the bully to expend his wind in pursuing him and hammering
at the empty air.

It was towards the close of the round that Deb pul in o
little attacking himself, and he got home his frest drive
on Bolsover's chin, with a crack that jarred the bully's jaw
very badly. Bolsover gave a velp. and started back: and
then Bob Cherry saw his chance. and came in with right and
left, and left and right—rap, rap! rap, rap!

Belsover ata gﬂmﬁ fairly out of the ring. and Dulstrode
called ““ Time " only in time to save him [rom being kneeled
fairly out.

 Ifirst round to Bolsover, srcond round to Bob Cheerv.”
said John DLell, “and Bobby is coming out stronger evefy
rrinute ! )

“Yes, rather I said Frank Nugeat. * Bolsover's wind
won't last him if he |‘rHr'nl]\5 himselfl out in that way. Dut
he's a strong beast; it will be a stiff fight ™

Bolsover sat on Carlton's knee. He was plad to real now,
The Blacker of the Hemove sponged hiz heated and crimson
f]ace. and Dolsover growled discontentediv while he wan

oing it.

“ Wow're all right, Bolsover,” Carlton said comfortingly.
“¥You're not licked vet, you know !

“What ' roarcd Bolsover.

 You—vou're not licked yet!”

Do you think I'm going to be licked, vou [athead 17

“ Well, you see—"

" Lemme see, Is the

Gimme a knee 1™

“0h, shut up!™ i
“ Certainly I said Carlton obligingly,
T Time

The third round was full of incident. Ioth the champions
received plenty of punishment, and but for the gloves thes
would have been considerably hurt. Even with the gloves
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on, they were beginning to show very plain signs of wear and
tear.

Bolsover's nose was beginning to lock like a erushed
strawherry, and Bob Cherry’s left eye had a dark eircle,
and there were spots of red upon both of them.

"' This is ripping "’ said Frank Nugent, robbing his hands.
“ Nobody has up to Bolsover so long as thiz belore,
excepting Solly Lazarus, of Courtfield. If Bob can last
?!m E:.lt till his wind's gone, he will be able ta make hay of

im !

“* Foith, and ye're right! grinned Micky Desmond,
“ Bolsover's wind is poin’. and if Tob lasts to thoe sixth round,
Bob's got him fair and square 1™

1 puess you're right!”

Bob knew it, too, and he was trving to save himsell and
wear his opponent down.  But Bolsover was also aware of
how the matter stood, and his game was to force the fightin
as hard as he conld.  Alreedy he had bellows to mend, anc
he knew that his wind was not so sound as Bob Cherry's.
Size and strenpth were his grent advantages, but when he
was once winded they would not serve him.

He foreed the fighting in the fourth vound as hard as he
could, and Bob, cautious as he was, reeeived o preat deal of
punishtenat.  His nose scemed to be o surprising siee in noses
whendha sat on Harry Wharton’s knce again at the end of the
round.

" How do you fecl, Bob?" azked Frank.

Bob grinned a little sideways. o had a corious twist
on his mouth, where Bolsover’s fist had smitten hard,

“ Like a punching-ball I"* he replied.

““ Ha, ha, ha 1"

“* But Bolsover’s worse off," said John Bull. “ He's got a
pain in his gear-box, 1 believe. His breath is going.”

“SBtick it out a bit longer, Bob, and you've pot him!™

“T'm going to !

BT ime 1™

The fifth reund was worse for Bob Cherry.  He was
knocked down fwice. though each time he came up to the
serateh again before the ra?eree began to count. Then came
the sixth ronnd. and mativrs seemed about even. It was the
turning point of the fight.

Bob had stood a deadly hammering, and was still in
fighting trim; and now, as the experts of the Eemove had
anticipated, Bolsover's wind was hopelessly graoing.

Round Ne. T was watched with keen cagerness.

Polsover, by this time, was content to act more on the
defensive, But that was not & style that suited him, and he
was hopelessly worsted in the rbund. Bob attacked fast and
fiervely, and drove him to and fro, and fnished the round
with an upper-cut that laid Belsover upon his back on the
Aoor of the gvm.

A vell preeted the fall of the bully,

w fan

“* Hurray !

‘' Brave, Bob!"™

* Bolsover's down !™

** Hurray

Bolsover was indeed down, snd he needed help from
Carlton to get up. The 3lacker made a knes for him, and
E_:rlmrer plumped dowa wupon it, and thoe Slacker fanned

[m.

“Buck up!” he murmured, az sympathetically az hao
conld.

Bolsover snarled.

“ What do you mean?"” he exclaimed.

“*1 mearn, you're not lked yet, you know !

**You eilly ass!” roared Bolsover, petting off his knee
Do im?[ want me {0 give you a prize thick car ¥

13 2 MF_‘.

“ Shut up, you fathead, or you'll jolly well be licked I

“Oh, all right! I was only——"

““ Bah "

Bolsover gave the Slacker a rough push, and Carlton rolled
over on the floor of the gym. among the legs of the
spectotore.  There was a laugh as the Slacker sat up, blink-
ing round him dazedly.

“Time!" said Bulstrode, grinning.

" Roand Number Eiﬁht I greinned NMNugent
where Bob goes ahead !

And Frank was right.

Bob Cherry gained the up

“This is

r hand in the round. and kept
it. and Bolsover was hard hit. He was gesping when
“*Time ! was called, and he came up very slowly for the
ninth round. The Removites were buzzing with excitement
now. It was very scldom that o junior fight lasted inta nine
rounds; this was a combat to be remembered and talked
of in the Remove., And Bob Cherry was winning—l:hewa WaS
no doubt about that now. Bteadily, surely, he was gaining
the vietory.

The tenth round ! Dolsover was so winded now that he was
almost powerless to defend, let alone attack: but with
dogred persistence he stood up to his adversary. He would
not admit €l ho was forced to. Bob Cherry knocked him
round the ring, and finished-with a right-hander that sent
bim with & crash to the floor.

Thera was a shaut.
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#It's all over I'

“ Bolsover's licked "

“ Bravo, Bob !’

The bully of the Remove staggered to his feet,

, "I'm not licked yet !’ he exclaimed hoarsely. * Don't be

in a hurry! I'm going to lick that hound, I tell you !”

_There was a derisive yell. Bolsover did not look like

licking nn_ybn-:l:r just then. And the joniors hod had too

:;Lt}ul:fnf his bullying to be generouns to him in the hour of his
ent. .

" Oh, let’s see the licking I exclaimed Trevor. “Go on
with it, Balsover 1V

**Ha, ha, ha!"

“*Time!" grinned Buistrode.

Belzsover toed the line, thowgh he wes now considerably
unsteady upon his “ pins.”” Bob Cherry was master of
situation noy. He did as he liked with his adversary, and
Hob was too gonerons to hit as hard as he could have hit.
He spared Bolsover, kpoowing that the bully -was done.
Bolsover saw it, and it added the finishi.g touch to his rage
and chagrin.
h_He rushed fiercely at Bob Cherry, and grappled with

imr.

“ Here, held on ! shouted Bulstrode. * Break away 1™

“ Look out, Cherry " yelled Nugent suddenly,

It was too late. The bully of the Remove, hardly knowing
what he was doing in hiz rage, had cras his boot ageinst
Bob Cherry’s shin, FHob staﬁgered back with o ery of
agony, and Bolsover's fists dashed into his face, and he feil.

There wes a roar of indignation from the juniors, and they
swarmed into the ring. Hands scized upon the young
ruffian from all sides.

Bob Cherry sprang up, limping with the pain of his

bruised shin. .
" Hold on 1" he shouted. ™ Let him alone '
“Why, we'll amash

fLet him alone ! growled Nugent.
him—we'll squash him! The rotten cad ought to be
drowned ! Tﬂe—”

“ Leave him 1o me ! said Bob,

“ Oli, that's all right!”

Tho juniors relcased Bolsover. The Remove bully realised
that he had gone too far, and he was very much alarmed and
greatly relieved when the Hemovites let him go. Bob Cherry
faced him again, with a deadly gleam in his eyes.

“You're » cownrdly hound, Bolsover " Bob said, between
his teeth, " and I'm going to smash you, so¢ look out!”

And Bob Cherry sailed in. There wos no more merey for
Bolsover. Bob's fists crashed upon him sgain and egaic—
on his face and chest and shoulders. Bob wes limping, and
his teeth were tight set with pain; but pain only made
lim hit the harder. Bolsover, dazed, blinded, hali-stanned,
fell at last, and refused to move,

" Done ™ oxclaimed Bulstrode,

Tha bully groaned.

[ 1] Y'E'S-.j

Then there was & shout :

i Jiﬂkpd I!‘J‘

“ Bob Chorry wins!™

“ Hurrah I

The juniors made a rush at Bob. The victorious junioz
wag tired out, and his shin was hurting him considerably,
but the enthusiastic juniors were not to be denied. 'They
scized him, end raised him choulder-high, and bore him
round the gym. in triumph. Bob Cherry was victorious;
the bully had beén licked, and it wes a great day for the
Eemaove.

E—— v o

THE EIGHTEENTH CHAPTER,
Good Shot !

OB CHERRY bore his blushing honours thick upon
him, and he also bore the signe of the fight for a good
many davs, He took a swcﬁlﬂn nose and a black eye
and a crocked mouth to church with him the next

ii“'%’. and ho felt an inward guilgy Hu.ﬁka whean th, Head
-ﬁn h::z‘a sermon fouched upon the subject of quarrelling and
ing.

EBnt %olmwr was looking much worse and fceling much
worse. ‘The result of the fight in the gym. had made a
groeat deal of differonca to Dolspver. The cock of tho walk
was the cock of the walk no longer. When he showed signs
of swanking and overbearing, a threat to "tell Bob
Cherry " was sufficient to guicten him. He did not want
another encounter with the redoubtable Bob, and Bob had
Ln:ﬁ:la. it clearly understcod that there was to be no more

ullying.

" Bob had not the slightest desire to assumeo the airs of a
bully himself, or to triumph over Bolsover in any way, but
he laid it down that the cock-of-the-wallk business was to

Z1
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come to an end for good and all. There should not be a
bully in the Romove Form while Bob was in fighting trim;
and in that view of the case the whole Form backed up
Bob Cherry. And Belsover, like Othello, found his occupa-
tion gone, and for some time after that he was very guiet
agnd subdued,

But while Bob was suffering from the effects of that tre-
mendous encounter he did not forget his duties' to the
Blacker of the Remove. Carlton came in for his caroful
attentions all the time, and Harry Wharton and Nugent and
John Bull and a good many more of the fellows were just
as keen about it.

" They urged Carlton, and they preached to him, and they
acked him up, and they made him rise at five in the
morming, and they watched him in his study while he was
?f. work, and they generally made his life a burden to him;
i:lt' the Slacker had to cease from slacking, and that was
t I:I!u‘ object. In that they succeeded, and Carlton himself,
when once he had “buckled to” seriously, found that it
i:_ama casier and easior, and gradually he worked up a
ittle enthusinsm on the subject, It is far easier to work in
:‘ﬁmpﬂﬂ}' than alone, and the general air of stremuvousncss
hat Bob Cherry infused inte the matter helped Carlton
Enn.'sll.dﬂra bi}f‘. :

“It's awhully kind of vou fellows,” Carlton said grate-
f_u“:-" tlhe day before the examination: “ gpeciall kiﬁd of
vou, Cherry, as you're so lnoclked up. If I pull off that

lessed exam. T sha’n't forget this.”

!:Iar,ry Wharton laughoed.

It’s been a bit rough at times, but I think, upon the
wTIh:rIe, wo've done you pood,” he said.
I know you have,” said Carlton. "*I'vo written to My
::;Ig!hgr ai:}nut it, and shlc.-’s. very gratefull T'm jolly glad
re s only one more day! Wan't T have a jolly
rest {F}IE day after tn-murrm{, that's all 1* A
ou can manage to survive by anticipati &
El&” remarked nj;'mgpatlmlien]ly, i SN S Ik

A Ha, ha, ha '

s 'E"I]I}" be carcful at the exam.,” said Wharton anwiously.

Don't go to sleep over it." ’

“I feel as if T hadn’t been to sleep for months and
ﬁlﬂlgthﬂ ﬂpd_lﬂﬂﬂth-ﬁ, said the Slacker, with a deep sigh.

Wouldn't it be lovely to go to bed and sleep for, say, a
werk without waking up #” )

¢ Oh, ripping ! Leave it till after the exam., though.”

Carlton grinned ruefully.
1 ‘M.yxd, vou'll have to be eareful,” said Harry Wharton.

You've been to s!eeli: lots of times in the Form-room, and
F_ﬁt lines for it. On the eccasion of an cxam. vou won't get
mes; you'll simply fail.™

Carlton nodded.

“It's not likely to happen,” he said; “only a blessod
g;am--i-n-i-m does mnkq ¢ chap ailerep:,- in thizs hot weather.

m a bBellever in the siesta, you know—chap ought
sleep in the middle of the :]a;-r.” Beciginicto-goste

“ Weil, 1 hope you won't be taking a blessed siesta when
the exam.'s on,” said Bob Cherry, in alarm. * That would
bﬂna'll our trouble wasted for nothing,™

'L guess he can’t have a set of alarm clocks tied round
hia neck, either,” remarked Fisher T. Fish.

*“Ha, ha, ha!”
. “Not that it matters much,” won! oan the American
Junior cheerfully.  “1 puess I'm waltzing off with that
scholarship—some.'”

“Hata!'
“You haven’t an earthly, Fishy. You're all tallk,” snid
Bob Cherry, “If Carlton goes to sleep, Trevor will got

thﬁ fcimlurshin. You won't even gat {he miningm.”
guegs————""

Y FPoof! Now, ]qnl: here,” said Bob Cherty; “I've pot an
idea. The exam. is held in the usual room on the ground
floor, with the windows on the lawn. They're bound -to
have the windows wide open in this weather, and if theyv're
not, Carlton can open one of them. My idea is that a
couple of us should be there—™ "

“In the room#"

Y No, ass; that wouldn't be allowed—bui outside the
windows. If Carlton shows any signs of elacking or going
i::ff ||1tt:r”n. dream in that poetical way he's got, we .shoot
11y ——

** Shoot him ' yelled the juniors.

“Yes, with peas—peashooters, you Lknow."

. I see 1"

“1 think that's a jolly good idea,” said Bob Cherry, with
considerable satisfaction. “*I don't suppose the ase will
actually go to sleep, but he's almost cortain to go mooning
off day-dreaming. You know his way.”

“Oh, really—"" began Carlton.

“You know wveu will, and we'll keep you awake,” said
Nob {‘-hn:rrr;.r. “You're going to pull this exam. off, I tell
you, or we'll pull your blessed head off. I'm not going to
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wasp—— Ow !

havo ths trouble of ragring a silly chump for nearly s
fortnight for nothing.™

“Rather not,"” said Harry Wharton. **You and I can
Lo there, Bob, and we can pepper him every time he nods.”

“ Ha, ha, ha!"

“We ought to get o little practice,” said Bolx Cherry,
taking a peashooter from his pocket and geoing to the
gaﬂag‘ﬂ window. “I don't know whether I'm in form.
[ere comes Loder; it's alwavs better practice to fire at &
moving target.!

‘Ha, ha, ha !

“IHold on, Bob. He's a prefect, you know, and—"

“(h, that’s all right! He won't see us here,” said Dob
Cherey, eramming peas into his mouth. * Watch me !

The Bixth-Former was passing below the window. Bob
tovk careful aim, and blew. Loder was scen to give a sudden
start, and stop. He clapped his hand te his somewhat pro-
vunent nose with a eharp exclamation, and looked very
perplexed. ]
~ Y\What's the matter, Loder ¥ asked Carne, of the Sixth,
joining the prefect.

“Bomething stung me," said Loder, looking round in
great astonishment, ™ Have vou seen o bec or a wasp any-
where about?”

““No," said Carne. “I— QOw!™

¥ What's the matter ¥

“ 0w ! Bomething stung me on the nose !
rubbed his nose.  “ Why, what—="

“Y¥arooh "

“What's the matier?"

“I'vo gob ik in the ear!" howled Loder. 4
There it 12 on iy noze again !
Take that, vou beast !"

He slapped his nose, honring to squash the troublessinc
insect. He nearly squashed the nose. But the insect was
evidently not squashed. for the sting came upon Loder's
neek the next moment. Then Carne gove s roar, and
¢lapped his hand to his ear.

“Fow! I know what it is! It's some voung rotter shoot-
ing peas!" he yelled., “ TN skin him! Where 15 he "

And the twe seniors glored round wrathiully.

But the juniors had disappeared from the window, and
were retreating, chuckling, along the passage. Beb Cherrv
was sabisficd that he had not lost his skl

Ch!' Carne

U1t can’t Le a
Yow!

THE NINETEENTH CHAPTER.
The Slacker Does Not Go to Sleep.

ARLTON was looking very nervous ithe next day. IHe
had been up carly. and he had had o last grind.
Owing to the trouble his kind friends had talen over
him he rcally was guite it to have a good chance for

the exam. Ti, az Bob Cherry suzgested, he did not go to
sleep over the paper worly, he had & good chance of winning
the Raven Scholarship.

Before he went into the examination-room he had a last
talk with Mark Lanley on the subjecis he had to tackle
and Mark did his best to bueck him up. He had receive
a letter from his mother that morning, and he meant to do
his best. Mrs. Cariton was coming Jdown to the school that
day after the exam. to learn as far as possible how it had
gona. Of course the result would not be known at once.

Carlton, Skinner, Trevor, and Fish went into the room
together, and Mr. Quelch and My, Prout wore to be presont
while the work was done. Carlton gave hiz chume a last
pathetic ook as he went in, locking as if he were going to
exceution,

Bob Cherry and Harty Wharton put their peashooters
in their pockets, and a plentful supply of peas, and strolled
round to the window of the examuination-room. It was
wide open, and it gave upon a lawn with two or three big
trees growing close to the house.  The spob was very
favourable for the sharpshooters.

Bob Cherry peered in at the windeow,

¥ They're 2t it,"" he anvounced.

HGood! Keep an eve on him.”

Carlton was working away at his papers steadily.  All
the four juniors werc hard at it, and Fish was the first one
to show signs of fatigue. As a matter of fact, the American
junior had entered ocat of sheer swank, and he never had
any real expectation of carrying off the prnize. As he was
pretiy certain not to get even the minimam npumber of
martks, he did not see the use of working hard, and, having
done enough to his paper to ksep up appearances, ho
dawelled the rest of the time away.

YBuppose we give him a
suggested.

Wharton laughed.

“Ne, IMish isn't our game.

touch-up,” Bob Cherry

ILeep an eve on Carlton, and
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lay low, If Quelchy gets his gimlet eves on us we shall have
to buzz off."

Trevor and Skinner and Carlton were still working.

But the Blacker of the Roemove was still the slacker.
After 2 tima he was scen to be leaning over hiz desk in
g very thoughtiul attitude, with his head resting on his
:imnld. But the juniors knew what that meant. He was
gzing.

Bob Cherry chuckled softly.

“ Firgt shot to me,” he murmured,

“* All rigght! Go it!”

Boly took » cureful sorvey to male cortain that the
nuifltm;a" backs wore turned, and let fly.

ip !

Thfu well-aimod pea caught Carlton bebisd the car, and
he gave a sudden jump out of his doze.

“¥ow " ha ejaculated.

Mr. Quelch looked round shaeply at him
sitting rubbing his ear.

UL made that ridicalots noie ' the Remove-niaster
exclaimed sternly.

v T—I--X did, sir,” gasped Carlton.

“ And why ¥’

1= felt a pain, sie." _

“ Mo ! Kindly go on with your worl, and do nei disturb
the others with your absurd sntics, Carlton.’”’

" Yo.g-en, sir” )

Carlton glanced round eautiously to the window, but the
sharpshootors had disappearcd from view. ) )

The Slacker, thes reminded of duty, worked agzin at his
aper, and kept it up for quite u long time.  Fresently ho
E{*;‘{au to draw figures on his blotting-paper.  Caviton had an
artistic turn of mind, and the figures he drew weore very
pood; but it was not work. : .

Hob Cherry peercd in at the window azain. )

“What 15 he doing?” asked Wharton, in a whisaer.

“ Sketching & knight in semour on his giddy blorter”

“The silly ass!”

“Year turn now, Harey”

Wharton teok carciul aim.

Pip!

“¥Yarooh ! gasped Carlton.

“ariton ! thundered Mo Quelih.

“Ye.g-ps, air.”

“How dar. you?"?

“ N-n-no, sic=I mean, ye-c-cs, &ir. "

“ What 15 the maticr with you #** enclatmed Mr. Quelch.

“ Bomething stung me, sir,” stammered Carlton,

“Oh! In that case, I excuse you. But you are awarg
that vou are interrupting the work of your competitors,”™
said i‘h‘. Quelch severely. " If rou cannot keep quict,
Carlton, I shall put you into a separate reom to work by
yourself.”

“ I—I—I won't make another zound, sir.”

“See that you do not™

Carlton cast a vengelul look round ot the window, but the
foces there weore gone. The Blacker groaned inwardly, and
resumed his work.

Ten minutes later Harry Wharton locked in. He intended
t4 lank at Carlton. {o sce how he was progressing; but, as
luck would have it, he.met full the eyes of Mr, Quelch, who
happened to be looking out of window at the moment.
W{:ur’mn popped down again, but the Remove-master had
seoh him.

* Wharton!"" ha exclaimed.

Harry rose into view again, locking erimson.

*Yos, gie.”

* What are you deing here?”’

“I—1I was looking in, sir.”

“¥ou should know better than to hang about an examina-
ticn-room,” said the Remove.master sternly.  Take fifty
lines, Wharton, and po away st oncel Don't come necar
that window again!”

“Oh, very well, sie!”

Wharton gave hiz companion & rueful look.

“I'm off I he murmured. “Keep it up, Bob, but keep
_gruurﬂpnrﬂpnlrs l]}c'elcd for Quelchy, He's as sharp as & needle.™

* Right-ho !

Harg_l.r Whartan walked away, and went to do his fifiy
linca. DBob Cherry lay low for a time, and then peered in
cautiously at a corner of the window, Carlton was drawing
trees on his blotting -paper, his thoughts evidently miles away
from the examination and the Raven Scholarship.

“The ass!’ muttered Bob Cherry. " Only o guarter of
an hour loft, and he’s slacking! The silly ass! I'll wake
himm up!™

He put the peashooter to his mouth, and took careful
aim. The pea caught Carlton full in the car, and he started,
aud dropped s pen. Mr. ‘«%:lclch swung reund, and caught
full view of Bob Cherry in the window, with the peashooter
to his moutl.

Heo strode to the window.

* {theery, what are you doing?”’

Bob Cherry stared st him in dismay.
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aback that he stood with the peashoofer etill in his mouth,
pointed at the Form-master, es if ke mcant to take a pot-
shot at Mr. Quelch. ;

“ Cherry, how dare you play such tricks here®”

“Oh, sir!"

“1 shglt cane voa severciy !

* Please, sir,” said Carlton, turving very red, " don't go
for Cherry, sir. It was all my feele”

" Your fault! What do vou mean, Carlion?”

“ He—he was only Dbucking me up, sir,”
Caclton. .

EE “Thn.t-?”

“It was to prevent the silly zss—ahem!—I mecan, 1o
prevent Carlton from going to sleop over the exam., sir,”
stommered Bob Cherry. .

Mr, Queleh tried to frown, but ke could not quite do it
He smiled, and then he laughed.

“¥ou ahsurd bav!” he exclaimed, — Go H“IEﬂ at once!
If Carlton cannot keep awake ou an peeation like thie, he
desorves to farl.™

Y Yeoos, sir.”’

And DBob Cherry departed.  But the time wes nearly
evnded now, and Culton had nearly finisked hix paper He
finizhed in pood time, and left the examination-roon. and
found the chums of the Remove waiting fer him outside.

“Well ™ they demanded in chorus

Carlton grinned,

1tz all right V" he said.
I've got the rotten thing through all right
cha-z, for bucking me up !”

“Your meter's come,' said Harry Wharton
imvited hor to tea in the study. Come along!
tell her you wene to sleep over the cxam.”

“ T didow't cxactly go to sleep, vou knew, [ was just
resting for a minute, and then 1 was going to have a really
good grind.

* (h, come aleng!”

Mra. Carlton was scated in No. 1 Brudy,  She looked very
anxians, but Carlton's confident manner reassurcd her.

* Arthur, my dear bhoy——" )

1 think it's all right, mater,” said Carlton cheerfully.
*I've been bucking up like anything, snd I stuck to the
paper like a leech. Didn't I, you chaps?”

“h, yes, rather!™

“TIt's hound to be all right, mater” s

“1 really think it will all sorene, Mre Cuarlten,” said
Harry Wharton. ** Now have szome tea. Carlton deserves
it, too, after the way he's exerted himself.”?

And they had a very cheerful tea in No. 1 Study. The
chums of tfm Remove were very confident that Carlton would
be the successful candidate, and they sent Mrs. Carlton away
very happy and hopeful. And they proved to be right, too:
for when the resalt was announced Carlton’'s name was al
the top. And it was s day of triumph for the Blacker of
the Remove, and ho celebrated the cecasion by having a
long, long sleep in a hammock suspended from the wall 1o
the door of Lis study.

sluimme rod

“'ve finished, and I oelieve
Thanks, you

“We've
And don't

THE ENIM

{ ¥ exd treak's spteulid, long, eomnplele sohasl-tale of Hr:lﬁf Whaeoton & Oo.,
By Frank Richards, iz enfilled “THE OXLY WAY D Please order
yous copy of “THE MAGYET " LIBRARY in advanee. Price 1d)

ATTRACTIVE TALES,

(Told By " THE MAGNET.")}

AS PER AGREEMENT.

“I havon™ the wstiﬁe of a case,” said the crafiy oient
to the craftier lawyer, “but I have £ s A"

“ How much?" casually inquired the legal one.

“ Five thousand pounds,” proclaimed the client.

The lawyer put oubk his hand.

“Shake hands,” he said, ** Yeu have the beost case T
have ever heard of. I'!l see that you never go to gaol with
that sum.”

Anld he did. The client went there ' stony.”

THE INCOMPLEAT ANGLER.

For two hours the novices had sat, one on vach side of
the river-bank, waiting for the bite that weouidn't come.
The hotel at which they were slaying bad advertised * good
fishing,” which was poessibly true, but there appeared to be
no gaod hish.

At last one of them rose.

“What's up?”’ called his companion.

“Off to the village to get & new foat,” replied the cther.

“A new float? What do vou want n.new float for?”
mguired his companion.

“ Why,"” answered the fisherinan, " because minc's sunk.”
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THE OPENING CHAPTERS.

Forrers Lord, the famous maltiemillionaie and mmventor,
startles the world by entecing the lists against DProfessor
Hugley, the celebrated American serentist, who s about to
start in scarch of the Noth Pole in Ins wondercful ilil."‘.-'-ll'lrl'l
the Clewd King., Lovd announces his intention of sturting
for the Pole at the same time in his mysterious submarine
the Lord of the Deepy, and mukes a match of it with the
professor for the gigantie sum of & million pounds! The
preliminaries are scttled, and twe judges arve appointed=—one
to travel on board each of the twe strange competing craft.
Ferrers Lord i3 accompanicd by all his old friends on the
Lord of the Dceep, including - Ching-Tung and BRupert
Thurston; while Professor Hugley has a Cuban  named
Paraira with bim, amd Ilstelnan Gaechio, a negra. The two
scoundrels murder Professor Hugley on the vovage, assuming
command of the Cloud King themselves.

Thev also plot against the life of Ferrers Lord, which they
have often secretly attempted. 1 he oven gets to the Pole,
he may be killed by a Lear,” snarls Paraira. © Bears are
dungerous animals, especially those with elaws of lead !

(Now go on with the story.)

T e

A Second Message—An Armed Vessel,

“* But do you tiink Lord guesses our real aim ?' asked the
nes ro.

“ Bah'"” said the Cuban. “*“What does he not gness? I
would stake my soul that he knows. The way he watched
me was cnough. He knows well enough that this wager is
n blind, and that we intend te acize the vessel and become
picates of the air” _

¢ Pirates® iz an ugly word, senor. Call us patriots
When we have sunk the Amervican navy, and freed Cuba, eall
us what you like. One thing frightons e, Is it possible thasg
Hugley has left the plans of hia myention behind? That would
ruin us, for more vessels would be built. And though we
could sink all the battleships of the world, two awships
would be enough to beat us."”

Paraira’s lips curled contemptuonsly. :

e Benar stebian Gacchio,' Le: drawled, “ that 13 almestan
wmselt. Caramba! A child would have thought of that, and
takon procautions. Yon will remember, no dounbt, that the
Innented professor dabblad not only in aivships, but ox-
sosives, As he was a man of peace, that may seem strange.

ut he had theorics. His idea was that the discovery of an
explosive of terrible death-dealing power would make war
so costly in life that it would be imposstble. And he did
invent such an explosive, though he failed to perfeet it. The
fault was that it " went-off,” as they szay, at & very low
temperature. He kept it in a silver bottle, survounded by
ice.  Thio bottle held less than half a pint of these crystals,
and our defunct friend assured me that it would blow up a
small cipy.”

“ 81 st eried the negro ecagerly.

Paraira clancod at his wateh,
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““It is ten minutes to one, camarade. At this very
moment, allowing the difference of vime, the professoc’s house
is burning. The heat will melt the ice, the bottie will exnlode,
aned then, if he kept any plans of the Clowd King, szl tha
four winds of heaven where they are [

“ Marvellous—marvellous ! cried Estelnan Czochie, in ad-
maration,  “ Yeou forget nothing !

Parsirva laughed and blinked through the cigavette smoke.
He could tmagine the awful thing that was happening, or
just about to happen, some seven thousand miles away. The

lazing house, the wild, deafening rosr, and glowing wood
hurled far and wide by the cxplosion. There would be the
charred, unvecognizable corpses, too, in the holocanst of
death und destruction. Dut he did not give that a thoughs.
Woa to all who stood in the way of his ambition!

It was time (o raise the alavin, Taraira rolled ancther
cigarette, and went fo_the professor’s cabin, SBir Clement
heard a lond knocking at his door.

“Who's there " he called.

"1 want My. Hugley., Have you seen him?
with yon !

i ND.”

“ Then where on carth is hp?™ _

The well-acted tone of alarm frishtewed the barouet. He
sprang out of bed and Jdrew the Lolt.

“Have vou been on deck?" he asked.

Y Claramba, senor!® said Paraira, shrugging his shoulders,
“I have not! I do not care to be tarned o an icicle, And
the cold up there is atrocions. No doubt he 15 on decl; buk
I fancied he might have been having a late chat with vou.
A thousand apologics for disturbing you. I will speak te
the steersman, and ask.”

He bowed, but Sir Clement saw the saeer on his handzome
face. Luraira entercd the enginec-room. The noize of wheels
and pistons was deafening. Three or four men, blnck with
swarth and oil, were watching their charges silently. Paraira
pauscd before the telephone.

“Bteersman!’ he called.

There was no answer, and he called agam.

“Death of my life!” he ecried fercely. “Is this thine
broken? Come here, you, and sce if you ean make the fool
understand 1"

The ehief engineer rang the bell.
and he turned pale, ) i

“There is something wronz, siv' he erizd, snatching an
overcoat from the wall. “1'Hl go up™

“1'M1 go with vou. Lond me a coat.” .

The engincer went first.  As he saw the eevie figure sway-
ing aver the wheel his cvy of terror startled the whole siip.

“ Dead ! he panted, horrified.

“ Frozen to death ! said the Cuban.
{resar o

Others came running up, to pause and stare, trembling at
the ghastly sight.

Dut where waz Hugley? : . "

They searched every inch of the vessel in vain.  Paraira had

Has he been

There was no reply,

Y Where 15 the pro-
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just covered the dezd mon with a blanket, when Gacchio
touched him on the arm.

" Look!" he hissed. " Read ! i

A beam of light Aashed across the sky, unti! it found the
seronef, rested there, and began to wink and dance.

" What does it say !’
thm]im clenched his hands, amd whispered the message

onrsely.

“ The Lord of the Deep sends compliments. Thanks for tha
foile. All's well”

Uttering an oath, the negro dashed forward, and dragged
the tarpeulin over from o gun.

“ Madman, what are you going to do?”

“Fire on her ' panted Gacchio. ' Let me alope ™

“You fool " enatled the Cuban. * Do vou want to gpoil
all? Wait, 1 tell you! Beeausc we have lost the firet game
it does not mean that we'ehall iose the rubber. ¥ou——  Ah,
senor, thiz 18 sad—most sad 1’7

His voiee had changed 1n an instent. The baronet was
standing beéside them, staring at the negro in surprize,

" Then the vessel is armed " he soid. y

" Mevely for cxperiment, senor. Naturally we wish to
know the effect of artillery fire from an airship. Wo intended
to shoot at floating targets. My friend Estebian is an_ en-
thusinstic scldier, and such toys amuse him immensely, Like
yourself, he has only just discovered this gun. It is 8 new
pattern, and it interests him.”

Sir Clement’s heart sank. With the shadow of death and
mystery hanging over the ship, it was strange that a man
chould choose such a moment to satisfy his_curicsity, Why
wasg the ship armed? A great misgiving and gnawing dread
oppressad him.

“Then they have not found the professor?”’

“No, senor!" drawled Paraira., *“Poor Hugley! I am
afraid he has walked in his sleep, and fallen overboard!™

The baronet turned upon his heel, That night he found ne
sleer.  Dut he had a loaded revolver nnder his pillow.

The Milllonaire's Sirange Sleep, and the Awakenlng—More
Mystery—What Ferrers Lord Found—"'Till the Sca
Gives Up Its Dead.”

Thurston recoiled in dread as he dashed into the state-room.
Verrers Lord was 1 ing, still and white, on the Roor, Chinz-
Lung kneeling beside him. The white lips moved, and Ching-
Lung searched frantically for the phial. The millionaire’s
teeth were locked before ne found it

“Give me & knife, Bupert!” he said hoarsely, *“He's
frinted '™

He forced apart the clenched teeth with the blade of a
knife. The effeets of a few draps of the thick yellow liguid
was magical. The colour leapt into the millionaire’s check,
and his breathing became regular. 8till, he did not open
his eyes. He seomed in a heavy sleep.

*Did he faint 1" asked Thurston,

“"Yee, I can’t understand it. Wo were fencing, and I just
grazed him with the foil. Look, it's tho merest geratch. He
waf:lt.-; all at once.™ He looked at Rupert scaredly. * It isn't
a tl-:l:r

Thurston shook his head. They had no doctor aboard, but
ha was sure it was nothing but & swoon. And yet Ferrers
Lord showed no sign of awakening. His hards were quite
wartn.

“He's asleep—sound asleen,” said Rupert. ** What was

hat stuff you gave hum?

“IE don’'t know., He told me there was a bottle in his
pocket,” '

Tt was some pungent drog, for the odour of it filled the
room, They waited for & time, and then Ching-Lung shook
the milhonaire—gently at first, and then more roughly, But
thev could not rouse him. They lifted him on the oo and
rlaced pillows under his head.

" Could I have given hira too much of the stulf?" muttored
Ching-Lung. '

Unlezs the drug was tremendously powerful, that seemed
hardly possible, for the phial was almost full. They watched
nim anxiowsly. The minute hand of the clock had made a

complete cirenit of the dial before Ferrers Lord opencd his
eyes. He sat up, yawni

ng.

" Hallot™ he saud. Hg;u.'a I been dozing i

He nansed as his gaze fell on the foils, and sprang up. A
fre of smokeless logs burned in the grate. He thrust the

Tf:ﬂg? deeper into the glowing embers, and turned, with
smile,

“Then 1 fainted,” he sand,
s fool of myself.”

“ Well, it looks rather foolish to turn a pair of excellent
foils into pokers,” sawd Thurston, 1n astonishment,

A TE mu% seem oddd to g’cu, Bupert,” szaid the millionairo
lazily. "“But I seidom do even foolish things without =
reason. Pﬂrha[;ls they were rather too highly-tempered. The
tivee will alter that. ive me a glass of water, prince.”

Both Thurston and Ching-Lung were puzzled and unecasy.
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It was not their place to guestion Ferrers Lord's actions,
however Etrﬂﬂiﬂ they might be. He had given them no ex-
planation for his conduct in the billiard-reom.  Something
was amiss. And, putting two and two together, Ching-Lung,
with & thrill of horror, began to get near the truth. The
millionaire had dashed the wine from Thurston: had fainted
at & scratch that would hacdly have brought teavs to the eyes
of a child, and now he was making the foils red hot

The foils, like the wine, were poisoned. Ferrers Lord
gulped down the water eagerly, and wrapped a handkerchief
round his wrist, which was beginning to swell and blacken.

“ Have patience,” he said, smiling. * You will learn the
mﬁter:._r by-and-by. Come for a stroll on deck.”

e signalled to the wheel-house, and the pumps expelled

the water from the tanks and swimming-bath, bringing the

vossol to the surface.
“Listen ! said Ching-Lung., “ That's Gan-Wagza!
Gan-Waga, shedding

he cones "

They were at the end of the corvidor.
water right and left, cime bounding ih theiv direction. Ho
had been sound asleep in the bath, and had reached the
bottom with a bump, as the wsater hissed out of the bath.
That made Gan- a angry. It was like drogeing a
mattress from under him. Ferrers Lord passed up the l&tﬁi&r.
but Ching-Lung waited.

“Whatee the matiel”" ho inquired.

“*Bad ‘nough!” .reared Gon-Waga., *“* Woke me up, and
bash my hend nosty bang, Water gonee. No pgeot sleep.”

** Bhockingee ! said Ching-Lung. **Dlat Thomas FPlout do
it. He takee out the plugee.™

In a way that was the truth, for T'rout had transmitted tho
millionarmre’s signal to the engine-room.

* Bad 'nough 1" purpled Gan-Wags sadly.

“Why not you punchee his headea®™

Here

“Got pistol and shoot bang sakd. the Eskimo.  * Not
much! Let him be, t'ank vou!"

The revolver had inspired Gan-Waga with a deep respect
for the steersman. He had ecome te vent his wrath on the

ﬁ?nt!eman who had so0 rudely broken his reet, bot when he
discoversd the culprit was Prout he was rendy te fargive.
He followed Ching-Lung on deck. Ferrers Lord, night glasses
in hand, was watching the sky.

“There's been o bit of o blow, sir,” suid Prout, saluting.

The sea was tumbling ronghly merors the low deck, dashing
clouds of spray against the glass.

“I sce it," drawled Ferrers Lord. * And it will blow
harder before dawn. Can you make her out, Rupert?’
i “No,” said Thurston, straining his oyes, “not a sign of

2T,

*Bha cannot be far away, and she generally shows a
gool Light, ™

He examined the chart. In five hours the Lord of the
DwF had made one hundred and six knots.

“ There she 15! eried Ching-Lung.

He pointed towards the sky., A faint shadow was ercoping
tewards them, far overhead. Gan-Waga caught o glimpse of
the flying shape, and stored, with his huge mouth open. Ho
had not scen the Clond King before.  Ferrors Lord ex-
tineuished the lights

* Keep pace with her, Prowt?” he snid. 1 <o not think
she has scen us. It will be a good test as to the rute she
can travel. No doubt we shall show her a clean pare of
heols when the time comwmes. Hove you a match, Ching ™’

He shaded the flame with his hands, and lighted o cigar.
The asronef moved eloser, and drifted over them. The Lord
of the Deep's serews moved slowly.

“*Bhe's only doing four knots, sir.”” said DProut. " It'N

take ‘em a day or twe to reach the Pole at that rate *
. The millionaire watehed the flving vessel through his
trlasses. Ho guessed her altitude at about eight inuml]-r-;u;l or
a thovsand feet. The glare from her deckhonse was dimly
visible, and they could hear the droming of her fans,

What was that?

Something black came hissing down. and splashed into
the waters.

*Great Scott!” said Thurston. “T did not know they
carricd ballast like a balloon—threw it out when she wanted
to asecend. I recken we had better sfand from undere. It
wouldn's be pleasant to be broained by a bag of bricks or
serap-iron '

Ferrers Lord turned the glozs uwpon the tumbling sea. Tt
was human bhallast, and he knew 1t.  Somecone had fallen
from the Cloud Kinl,'f_{. To strike tihw water from such n
height would mcan instant death. There was no shouting

NEXT TUESDAY!
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from azbove, no alarm. If it wore an accident, the tragpedy
had not been discovernd.

But was it an aceident?

Ferrors Lord doubted it. Buat it was useless to speal.
The man was dead and past all aid.

*All below!™ he said.

They obeved the order, imagiving that the Lord of the
Deop was going to continue her journey under water.
Ferrers Lord drew the bolts, and the hermetically sealed door
of the wheelhouse swung opon. e made o signal ta Proat,
and tihen walked across the deck.

*1 wonder what he's up to?” Prout murmured. ** What
dong he want tho launch for?*
The waves washed over Ferrers Lord's knees.  Prout

pulled a lever, the deck opencd with o gushing sound of
inenshing water, and the little launch, raised by a lifr, came
slowly up. Its covering of indiarubber sheeting kopt out the
water. A zingle touch set some labour-saving mechanism to
work, rolling aszide the eovering. Fervers Lord sprang into
the launch, the prooved lift slauted, and the launch stid
down and was afloat.

Tossing and rockifig. it moved into the darkness, the
millonaire’s dark figure at the helm. He koew exactly
where the figure had fallen, and his keen evos searchod the
water.  Only chance, however, could reveal the object of his
ecareh. He cruised round and reund in a narrowing circle,
wiping the spray from his face. The hittle boat shipped sea
after sea, and the water surped round his ankles.

It zeermed hopeless to look any lowger. He brought the
boat's nose up, and headed for the Lord of the Deep at casy
spead. There was a sudden thudding sheek., The boat rose
oil the erest of o billow, and, like a flash, the millionaire's
hand shot out and gripped at something dark and shapeless.

Exerting all his strength, he dragped the dripping abject
over the rai. It was a human body. A little clectrie lamp
glowed, and the light shone on tangled white hair and a
white facc.

“ Hugley " muttered the millionaire.
warncd bim, too, as much as I dared.”™

He could do nothing now but commit the body to the
deep. It was useless to tell Thurston and Ching-Lung, He
Inoked round for somethung that would sink the %i feless man.
In the locke: was a gun-case, containing the stock and barrels
of a heavy wild-fowling gun, The barrels would answer the
PUurpose,

He looked again at the dead face. The throat was black
and swollen telling of foul play and choking fingers. Twist-
ing a handkerchief through the trigger-guard of the gun, he
made the barrels fast to Hugley's feet,

“ The world will miss you, poor fellow ! he murmured.

He stood with his head  reverently bent and his lips
moving, The body disuppeared noiselesslv.  Prout ran
forward to the davit chains at the millionaire's eall. Ferrers
Lord passed him without a word. bur the grim leok on his
face frightened the sieccersman.

* Proat !

" Yes, sir?” answered the startled sailor,

UF am leaving you a message here. Keep that accursed
stp i osigrht aotil [ ring, and then firsh the message to her.
I will give you full ordees then, (et the launch 'in and
stowed, and take the temperature of the water every hour.
‘We should b mesting with zome iccbergs now.”

Prout saluted. He wondered what had made his chief's
voico so stroined and hoarse. He seratehed his head as he
read the penecilled message.

“Well,” he growled, T reekon the coves up there ought
ter be nice chaps to know. They allus seem to be chucking
presents about, 've half & mind to ax "om to eback a keg
o rum down, or lower o bottle an® a Lox o ¢l urs v the
end o a string ™’ '

“Poor fellow! 1

— e

How, Among Other Strange Iucidents, Gan-Waga Discovered
4 Man in His Bed.

Ching-Lung fell the time hang heavily on his hands.  He
did not eare much for billiards. and the amazing tricks the

alls performed when he went to the table made both Van
Witter and Thurston decline to play with him,

They said it was nor hilliards at all to see the three balls
chase one another across the table, run up the cue, make a
eiveular tour vound Ching-Lung's neck, and then hop into a
pocket like mice inte a lwle.

To make matters worse, in the middle of a game six or
seven balls would appear very often, and Ching-Lung would
remark, in amazement, that he thoughr they were plaving
bitliards, with two white and a red, and noc pvramids, with
filteen red ballz and ane white, Then the marking-board
would bo found upzide down, and weird legends, sueh as
“Weoll plaved, air!™ or " What a shocking stroke ! would
suddenly he written io chalk right under the plaver’s nose.

Tur Maoxer Lizpany,—No, 155, :

It got so. bad that Ching-Lung was frmly ejected from the
billiard-room. And then all was peace.

Maddock was netting & hammock one morning, when
Ching-LEung thrust his face round the bulkhead. Maddock
had acguired an unpleasant habit of singing, and the hoarse
straing of “ Mike Marlinspike’s Wedding " attracted Ching-
Lung to the spot,

* Cheer-ho, Ben!” he ericd.

* Mornin', ver 'Ighness!"” said the boatswain, “ Pleased
to see yer!”  And then, as he plied the netting-needle, ho
continuéd -to chant down his mose: **‘Then shiver me
timbers," says Mike, ' I was forced moe colours to strike, when
that purty, resy-checked pivate turned her sweet eyves on
me! 5o 1've dropped me ancher in bonnie DPortsmnouth
town, ter wed me purty pirate lasg——""

“0Oh, chuck it, Ben!” said Ching-Lung.
Just come with me, and don't say & word.”

Maddock was a typical handy men in evers respect. Hao
followed the prince to his snug cabin.

“ Now, look here, Benjamin!” said the prinee, holding
out his cigar-case. I want vou to help me, I've got an
old suit and some boots and gloves. I'm going to nake a
dummy that will fload. Can you rig up a few sticks to gn
it 1ts arms and legs in such a way that we can make lm
kick but when we pull the string?”

Maddeck laid one finger knowingly on his nose.

“fxan-Waga, sir"”

“ ¥ou bet!" said Ching-Lung, with o grin,
to fnd somebody in his bed.”

The bo'sun hind nothing particular to do, and he was fond
of & joke "He grinned hugely.

I‘::Pdl right " he said. * It's as casy as casy.
1.

Ching-Lung was busy for an hour after that. e visited
the electrigian. Ching-Lung kuaew nothing about clectricity,
but he showed a preat interest in the subjeet, and asked
numberless questions  SBeveral acticles were missing when
he went away, incloding a couple of small bulbs ang a roll
of insulated wire.

Gan-Waga was on deck giving the sledge degs their
swim, and the coast was clear. Ching-Lung crept into the
swimming-bath. As the vessel was not submerged, the bath
was dry. His Highness fastened a2 cord to a ring in the
bottom of the bath; and then, with a screwdriver, he began
to tamper with the connection of the eleetrie light.  ~

After that he went back to his cabin, locking himself in.
He was very busy indeed. He inflated a bladder, picked a
rope to pleces, and ornamented the bladder with a Auffy
wig. It began to look very much like a human head, and
he deftly painted a nose and grinning mouth upon it.  Its
cyes, fastencd to the bladder with guick-deving gluﬂ-—-
matine gloe that will resist water—ennsisted of the two
cleetrie globes he had borrowed. He coverad them all but
onc central spot, the size of a shilling, with biack varnish.
Then he attached a length of wire to cach, and left the whole
hideous-looking thing to dry.

“Is that you, Ben?™ he asked, as somecone’s knuckles
tapped at the door.

* Yes, yer 'Ighness,” answered a grafl voice.

Maddook's invention consisted of four belaving-pins
hinged together at the centre and stringed across. A puil
at the central string made the belaying-pins kick out quite
naturally, and four picces of lead brought them back into
position when relaxed. They  dressed the skeloton,
buttoning the coat over two other bladders ta keep it afloat,
and attached the head, gloves, and boots.

They bundled the dummy into a sack, and Maddock,
swinging the sack over his shoulder, conveyed it to the
swimming-vath, and hid it there. Chine-Lung took a strall
on deck. Gan-Waga, followed by Lis dogs, was almost a mile
away from the ship, hiz round, black head just shawing,
and his powerful arms rising and falling as he forced himself
along. Van Witter watched him admiringly through =
pair of ficld-glasses

* I reckon that's a human fsh,” he drawled.
the Niagara without a wink.”

They had a smoke and a chat together. There had been
a tortherly gale in the night: but even Ferrers Lord, the
weatherwise, had misjudged its strength, [or the sea was
alimost calm.

* Look out, sic!™ eried a sailor,

A steel pillar, holding a pulley, bad bren stepped aft.
Ching-Lung and Van Witter stood aside as half & dozen of
the crew EL.I]E’I_.:’[_.‘I!‘-I:H] past under the wl:ig]il. of o Iar_'-urj trawl
ret.

“We're going to fish,” said Ching-Lung.
blubberbiter a call.”™ )

He gave an car-piercing whistle, so shrill that it made the
Yankee jumyp. The net went down as the windlass revolved,
and Gan-Waga swam aboard teo kennel his dogs.  The
vessel began to move very slowly, dragging the great net

"1 want you,

“T want him

I'li fix at,

“He'd swim

“I'H mive the

READ rom'Mers s ol entitioa - THE BLACK HOUSE ON THE MOOR,” '= ™' ™o .S it Library.



11 -y + M ) I
TUESDAY, The Hnlmgr"ﬂ PERRY, 2y _ii

. :
i I'a"

e

— = =
= .

i,

1
hi

W e
A .
SN
e 1T

.

! Man and beast rose not a fathom apart. PBrushing aslde the dogs, the walrus rushed upon its human fee. CGan-
Waga tried {o dive, but he was helpless, and entangled in the line. Deaih and he were close together, (A4 thrilling
incidend in nexd week’s extra-long instalment.)

along. Then the gong sounded, and, carrsing their rifles,
the erew lined up on deck. Ferrers Lowrd came lust of all

*Fine chaps, I reckon,” drawled Van Witter. = Duill, I
reokon ¥’

** No: vifle practice,” satd the millionaire. *°1 think we
shall rather astonish vou. Heoady, Prout?”

* Yes, sie”

Twenty bladders, painted white, were flung overboard,
and drifted rvapidly away. Ferrers Lord measured the dis-
tance with his eve, and glanced at hiz watch.

* Five hundred yards!” he eried. * Firel™

There was a crack of rifles.  Three white marks only
specked the sky.

“ Bight hundred vards, sir,” said Prout.

The white specks were hevdly visible to the naked cye. Van

Mter rased his glass, and a nfle went to Ferrors Lord's
shoulder. Three reports rang out in quick suecession, and the
Yankee gasped. The white specks had vanished.  Van
Witter had never dreamed of such marksmanship as this. He
looked at the rifie keenly. ‘The barrels were slender and long,
and 2 tiny dimmond replaced the vsual metal sight. They
were not Lee-Metfords, Mausers, or Winchesters, but some
pattern he had never seen. Fvidently they were vary light,
and carried a small-calibre Lullet, There was no smoke, no
small of powder, and the report had not been loud.

“Might I ask what kind of gun you call that 7" he said.

“I'm afraid I have not christened it,” drawled Ferrers
Lovd. "It is a gun of my own devising, and the charge
consists of a charze of oxvoen and hydrogen pases, com-
pressed inbo & liguid state, and exploded by an eleeirie spark.
It fives a bullet only weighing five to seven pennywoeights.
Ehe E.’!,.Ir'rc] has one great advantage—it docs not et over-

rated.

He thrust one of the rifles into the American's hands, and
lighted a cigar. Chinz-Lung’s oves were fixed on the northern
horizon. A strange silvery glare had attracted his attention.

“Teo ! he eried.  * Due north 17

“ And nor'-cast I shouted Maddocle excitediy.

Tue Masxner Limzary.—No. 1853,
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There was a rush for glasses. The first plimpse of the
etornal fea theilled them all. Tt was a faseinating land of
mysterics=—a land fatal to human life, whose wouders they
were soon to explore. The lonses showed two great berps of
wondrous hues, and far bevond them the white glare of the
everlasting 1ce-paek—that remorseloss buarrier that hides the
North Pale.

The crew uwitered a cheer,
passive as he guzed ahoead.

“ Bring in the net '

The doukey-engine clattercd merrily as the wire hawser ran
rouand the drom.  All was cager expectation and excitoment.
The erew clustered round, wondering what hayrvest the sea
would vield.

El-:rw'iy the great dripping beam, thick with weed, rose above
the water. The pulleys ercuked and the hawser proaned.

“A pood haul,” said Thurston, as he saw the rleam of
fish theough the netting., “Heave-ho! Brng her round 17

The beam wioved over the rad and the net lay on deck.
It \‘r;f:‘- full of gesping fish. DBut the men fell back silent and
awed.

Someihing else was there, a chain-shot dangling ab ifs
feet. It was the body of Bennet. Printed acress his white
llerﬁev they read **Clouwd King." The sea bud revealed its
double secret,

TFerrors Lord's face was im-

For hours there was a zloom over tho ship. Chins-Lung
foreot all about the dummy i the :5.1\'iﬂ]11]i_!1g.}:|nfh_ Ho went
to bed carly o passed a vestless pight. In crowded waters
it 15 not an uncommon thine for a trawler to bring up @
corpse 3 but the fishermen look apon it as an emen of disaster,
Even this cheery Van Wiiter [ost his spirits and Lis appetite,
Ferrers Lord was at the wheel himself, and he kept los post
until a faint green heht, shining through (he slass, showed
hivn that the sun hisd risen upon the sea. Then he vang for
Maddock.

Al day he was wnot seen, and the vessel did not rize.
Towards nine o'clock Gan-Waga was sitting on the edge of

“"BEYOND TAE ETERNAL ICE.”
An Extra-long Instalment, by SIDNEY DREW,



6 THE BEST 3 LIBRARY ®@ THE “BOYS' FRIEND” 3™ LIBRARY. Mg

the bLath, regaling himself with sea-bisewits and lard, when
Maddock, in a very perspiring and exeited state, rushed in.
He was clutching himself behind as if he had been sitting on
& nest of spiteful ants

“ Murder ! he eried.
fastened up ™

“ Hunk " gurgled the Eskimo.
you-—get oub an' bite vou.
got polson [

A shrill barking sounded cutside the door, and Gan-Waga
wi;]izsl'h*d. The dor continued to bark, but did not answer the
call.

*“Have a bir?" gurgled Gan-Waga soothingly, pointing to
the biscuwitx and lard.

There was thunder on Maddock's brow.
ing offer did not soothe him,

*“Go an’ chain up yer dog" he howled, “afore he kills
somebody 1"

“ Bupper first,” murmured the Eskimo sweetly.,  * Bad
"nough tear vour trousera. Ohw I*

Maddork brandished a revolver in his face—a revolver with
a nine-ineh barrel, Gan-Waga rolled into the bath, rose on
the other side, scrambled out, and dived through the door-
wr}l":' like an arrow from a bow.

he barking sounded o long war off now, but the Eskimo
followed the sound.

Then Ching-Lung bonnded in, tossed down the macintosh
which covered him, and stood revoaled in a blue swimming-
costume.  He dived headlong into the bath, and the dummy
hurled by Maddock went flying after him. Ching-Lung cameo
to the surface with a cord in his hand.

" Yap-vap—yap, yap, ¥ap!"” came the far-away barking.

Ching-Lung wus one of Nature's ventriloquists—not made,
but born.  All the dogs were safely kennpelled, and fhe
mystified Eskime, hearing the barks and snarls in front,
behind, over lis head, and under his feet, was whistling and
searching in vain.

Swiltly the wires were jomned to the bulbse.

et out of sight, DBen,” said Ching-Lung.

The bath was used as an armoury, and they crouched down
behind a case contaning rifles. Gan-Waga kept them waiting
a long time. The lights wore out, and they f‘:eard him come
ErOwW m% and disgnsied. He had connted the does as woll as
he could, and found the door fazt. The sicht of the revalyver
had taken awav his appetite. e thovght the best thing to
o was to go to bed.  BHo, taking a eouple of handsprings
across the marble floor, he sought lus cot [eet foremost,

He et with a shock. His feet deseended on the dummy’s
chest, and the dummy uttered a weird groan,

For a lune the Bskuno was so thuonderstiuck. that he found
himseli swallowier ssa-water at an alarming rate. Again the

“Why don't you keep vour dogs

“Bad 'nough, He bite
Sorry 'nough. He die now and

Fvoen that tempt-

dwmmy groased hollowly, and it began to dawn upon Gan-
Waga that someotic had taken pessession of his bed.
“Hunk ! he morgled, swimming round the figure. *f What

vou want¥  Dis oy plaee !V

“Go away, vou <liety bLlub-
ber-gater 1" remarked  the
stranger. " You smell of oil.
Get onk with you !”

“Bhall not go "way! It
my bed.  Dad 'nough come
here at all.”

“I'm looking at yver putty

| Ne!
.I N EDe,ek

“ Beroosh 1" velled the ficure.
Gan-Waga's blow sounded
bladder a5 he struck out.

fashion—all four at onee.

His boots hammered against the Eskimo's ribs, and hia
arms lashed wildly, beating the water into foam. Thea his
eves coased bo glare, and he was lost to view.

“Bad 'nough!” roared Gan-Waga., *“I not done vet.
Yﬂitl:l ot British man’s fght, for you kick! I kick mooch as
well.

M No you won't, putty face!" said the voice. “ You can't
kick! T'm going to sleep up here,”

The words came from overhead. Slowly a dark, dripping
shape emerged from the water, and floated upwards. Two
horrid eyes glared, and a hollow voice chanted :-

"‘[.[I: came MeGinty froam the bottom of the sea,

Jressed in his best Sunday clothes.

.Li.ﬂ'd h-E‘"ﬂ not S0 "-E‘r}' W'E't'_ .EU'T' I:IE"H- "E"I'fin: .dr e ‘hEt
And he's got his eye on dirty Eﬁcimuf" Tl :

like a drum on the hidden
The gentleman retaliated in French

Trembling in every limb, Gan-Waga backed up the steps,
amd, ecrouching down on allfours, gazed at the aw}ul
apparition. It was kin:*!-:inf, and wrigelin
Lu::i; imlled the string. Maddock was ¢

“1 loves yer,” said the phantom.

horribly, as Ching-
oking by dogrees.
“"I'm coming to kis
yer ! B 13%
I :'i'inkm: hﬂthrﬂyga in rapid $ucli:inmn:rn+
5 cat  Wer. it went on, 1kt -1, i :
Aln’t yer fati" icking violently, Myl

Ching-Lung pulled the cord that suspended it from the ceil-

ing. The figure, jorking its BFMS, SWUNE neare
the frightened Eskimo. The damp I:-crn’gs. nlmnsrt ﬂﬂ:itrdmrhg
cheeks, breaking the spell. He yelled and boun away.

he door opened. upert Thurston was th in his tii
dress-auit.  With a howl of joy, Gan-‘ﬁ’uga&rglt:ruh}:g *I:::!:E

.':‘-!'}UIH.! the nE‘ﬂ]{. while the spectre lavrhed hvatar :
s laughter sounded grnuti:,; lika Chiaiﬁ-Lung:‘e”H"&' And

=

*

b &

“"Wake iijr, I:I?.\'!_mnr_lu;! 1 . 1
eight o'cloek, aml I want to snowball 3o I”E ugeard ! [t's

Rupert Thurs . %
Ehgerp! call wrston  sprang out of bed at Ching-Lun<'s

“All right,” he zaid:

ahﬁw'lir}g watu;l?”n
t's  outsidle,” answer ing-

you'll fined it rother cﬂkt,”ﬂd Ehiaz Luse.
Ching-Luang beat a retreat to the erd of
anﬂ pue:e-:i ra:]uuii the l:rulﬁ{l:ﬂ%d with mirth

upert puzhed open the door, Down ¢ 5
snow upon his head, filling his cars gud n;lﬂ:g-:- n?:dmfi-ﬁi;::f
cold Ithmughl his thin silk pyjamas. A Ia;c:u' P.-Er-\"u]tg
carrying a dish of bacon and eggs, was i e
room. Thurston gave vent to such a yoll that fhe'.rink,]'w

servant, ferrified out of his

wits, shot the contents of tha
tray inte the face of Mol
dock, who was waifing o ro-
ﬂrt]. the night's run to Ferrors

T™I.

The bacon fat was very
warm, the egos were coolied
fo a turn for eafing-- that is,

WEI{-& U}, TOou

“you neecdn't yell !t Soen

8 A

mv
afraid

the eorvider,
ful eyes,

face,”” snid  the unknown just soft encugh

3 i gh for the yolks
go::t’l}lm:m. to  burst on the slighrtest
| E}‘.]hmfz-lium-‘: !urm:id D;‘t the “THE llfﬂ'ﬂ;gtiﬂn. )
ight, and a horrible, glaring 2 Maddock was  partial to
eve  Mashed wtonmily.  Gam ONLY WAY !" eges, but this was the first

Waza [elt ereopr. It was o
hideous evae, and it winked
atroriously. IE he had met it
on land in the <larkness he
would have fled, but he was
afrnisl of notlung in  the
water-—whale, shark, walzus,
or i,

“ Hunk!

: You go ‘way!™
said Gan-Waea.

N0 want

cecazion he had tried thein as
hair-cil, or a wash for ithe
complexion.  He had never
usedd hair-oil, and he was
quite satiafied with his «kin.
For fully a minute, his face
streaming  with  vellow, he
glared not only dapgpgere at
the petrified lascar, but also
swords, cutlnsses, dirks, bill-

Maxt Tue:dai."s JOTLE,
complete school tale of
Harry Whartan & Co.
will be crammed with ex-
citing incidents, as Frank
Richards deals with the
poaching adventures of a
Greyfriars boy. How this
unfortunate and misled
schoplboy  is bmught to
book, but “funks" the

you. It my bed.™” ‘ g conssquences, makes one looks, rattraps, mowing-
“Tt nint! Tt's mine. vor N o of the finest stories ever machines, bayonets, and every
flabliy pildrinker ™ snid the ; published in “The Mag- ofher imaginable stabbing

gentlpman in possession.
Heo apencd the other eve

net.”” Please order sarly,

and cutting machine ever ine
and at the same timse &

vented, from a harpoon to a

b é 5 an s
anid stareg] fixedly of the ceil- —— buy - Ths A hand-saw. Then he found his
ing, throwing twao  while = tongue, and it was in Ene
eireles af light there, (i) et MR T - working order.
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NEW
BOOKS TO
READ IN
THE
HOLIDAYS

luaw NUMBERS i

NOW ON SALE.

No, 163, THE REBEL CHIEFTAIN.
A Splendid, New, Long, Complete Tale, dealing
with the Thrilling Adventures of Jack, Sam,
and Pete,. By 5. CLARKE HOOEK,

No, 164, SMYTHE THE CORTONIAN,
A Grand Tale of School Life. By DAVID
GOODWIN.

No.165. SEXTON BLAKE'S QUEST.
A Wonderful, Complete Tale of & Great and
Terrible Wrong and a NMerciless Vengeauca,

Ask always for

“THE BOYS FRIEND”
3% LIBRARY.

G THE
BOYS’ FRIEND ”
LIBRARY BOOKS

3 -
Price eaoh.
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