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THE CLIFF HOUSE PARTY!

By FRANK RICHARDS.

A Magnificent Long Complete Tale, dealing with the Early Adz-:entures of
Harry Wharton & Co. at Greyfriars School.
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.

Bilty Bunter Catches H.
ARJORIE HAZELDENE came
M out of the Head’s house at
Greyfriars with a serious ex-
pression upon her charming
face. Uer friend Clard was waiting for

Lier under the big elms.

For more than a week the girls had
boen at Greyiriars. Clif House, the girls’
scheol, presided over by Miss Penelope
Primrose, was deserted, and Miss Prim-
rose's fair pupils were ‘being *“put up ?
at Greyfriars. It was a curious change
{or thern, aund for the Gireyfriars fcllows.

*“Any news?” asked Miss Clara, link-
ing her arm in her friend’s.

“Yos; we're going back to-night.”

“On

“Miss Loeke has just told me so,” said
Marjorie.  **You know they discovered
that there was something wrong with the
[oundations at Cliff House—"

“ Someothing rocky,” said Miss Clara,
vlo was somewhat addicted to slang,
doubtless from hearing 30 much boyish
eonversation of late. * Yes, 1 know.”

“Well, it turns out to he a false alarm.
They've made a thorough examination,
z0d the place ia safe cnough.”

Miss Clara sniffed a little.

* That’s througl leaving matters of this
sort to men,” she remarked. * Men are
aiways linding out that something 1e
wrong somewhere, when it isn’t. I knew
ail the time that CLff House was safe
cnough, but that old gentleman talked
fo Miss Primrose in sach dreadfully long
words that she believed the place was
nearly tottering, If she had asked my
upinion-—-" - -

Marjorie laughed.

* Bat she diduo’t, dear. Of course, it
wae thonglitless of her.  But there is
good news; we're going back this even-
sug, and Miss Primrose is going to give a
garden-party to-morrow afternoon, and
mvite all the Greyfriars juniors, as a
mars of onr—-of eur appreciation, I think
Afiss Tocke said, of their kindness to us
during our efay here.”

Miss Clara clapped her hands enthu-
siastically.

* Ripping !’ she exclaimed.

“0Oh, Claral!”

*Oh. don’t say ‘ Ob, Clura !® or I shall
e1v spiffing next !” said Miss Clara, with
@ toss of her golden lhiead. *Itis ripping,
s0 there! And Miss Primrose is a duck
--a real duck! A garden-party is just
the thing! Do you remember the night
of the dance?”

*Yes, indeed ; it was lovely 1?

.“1 I say, you fellows—I mean, you
girlg——7 .

Marjorioc Hazcldene looked round to
find Billy Bunter, the fat junior of the
Remiove, standing at her side, .

I say, would either of you like a gold
watchchain-—thirty-six . carat gold case,”
gaid Bunter, who was rather hazy as to
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the possible number of carats, but did
not mean to err on the side of heing too
moderate, “or a splendid dogwhip? I've
got ten articles to sell at ruinous prices,
and I should like you to meke szome
bargains.”

“I don't want any, thank you!
are leaving Greyfriars to-day.”

*“Oh, really! I'm sincerely sorry.
Perhaps you would like to buy some of
these things which I am selling for the
Imperialist Fair Trading Company,’ said
Bunter, fishing out handfuls of the goods
—rgold watchchaius, chain bracelets, lace-
cdged handkerchiefz, ete.

‘“No, thank you!”’ said (Mlara, with a
scornful glance at the array of rubbish
Bunter held out enticingly. *“But vou
can return Marjoric the half-<crown she
lent you last week, us we are leaving the
school to-day.”

Bunter blinked at her.

“The—the half-crown?”

“Yes,” said Marjorie. “You promised
it for last Saturday.”

“Ah, yes, I remember !
to settle it out of the clieque I was cx-
pecting for some work .done for the
Patriotic 1Iome Work Association,” said
Bunter. “Unfortunately, that turned
out to be a swindle. They did me out
of six €hillings for a colour-hox, and then
steadily refused to take any picture-post-
cards I coloured for them. I’ve spent a
small fortune in postage to the cads.
Rotten, isn’t it? Of course, I shall repay
the half-crown shortly. 1'm expecting a
postal-order to-morrow morning, and you
can have it out of that.”

“You promized it for Saturdey, and I
needed it.”

“Yes; but I didu’t get the cheque,”
eaid Bunter, in a tone of patient explana-
tion. I supposc it's impossible for the
feminine mind to undrrstand business.
However, I will setile it shortly. When
T have sold ail these articles T shall get
a free camera, and I am going to do
photographic work for ihe Press. X
expect to make pounds and poinds.
Would you care to have this splendid
forty-six carat silver-mounted dogwhip as
a parting gift for Wharton? He’s tlunk-
ing of buying a dog., and 1 believe he's
rather expéeting a present from you, us
you’re going away.’

“You untruthful liitle wretch !’ said
Mies Clara. ‘‘How dare you say such
things? Harry does not even know we
are going away yet'!”

“N-n-n-n-n-ne; 1 suppose not! I—I
mean,.I think he would naturally expect
a present if he knew, and you can have
ting dogwhip cheap.” .

“Can I try it " asked Miss Clara, with
a glimmer 0 herjcyes that.the short-
sighted Owl of the Remove failed to see.

“QOh; certainly! It's  a  splendid
article, and-—- Ow! -What are you
doing 7% ’

Miss Clara had taken the dogwhip, and

!

We

I was going |-

wag making free play with.it round
Bunter’s fat calves,

“Ow, ow! O-0-0-h! CGerrooh!”

Bunter hopped to escape the stinging
slashes, but Miss Clara was in earnest. As
fast as he hopped she eaught him with
the lash, and Bunter howled and danced
like a lunatic.

“Ow, ow! Stop it! Wow!”?

“You_ untruthful little wretch®”
gasped Miss Clara, breathless with her
cxertions. ‘‘ You ought to be thrashed !

“Ow, ow! Wow! Yow!"”

_ “Oh, dear—oh, dear!" exclaimed Mar-
jorie, with the tears of inerrimens
running -down her cheeks—' oh, desr!
That will do, Clara}”

“The little wretech was telling stories !
Take that, and that!”

“Ow, ow, ow!”
. Miss Clara finally threw the dogwhip
at Bunter. The fat junior ccased his
impromptu dance, and jammed his spec-
tacles straight on his nose. Half a dozen
juniors had gathered round, attracted by
the noise, and they were shouting with
laughter.  Bunter blinked at them
furtously.

“Ow, ow! Oh, dear, T am hwmt! I
don’t like that girl Clara wt alll  Oh,
dear 1”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

The - two girls were walking away,
leaving Bunter wailing miserably,

THE SECOND CHAPTER.

‘The Qreyfriars Merchant Does Not

Prosper.

i BAY, Ionides—cxcuss me, you
know—-"

Billy Bunter looked cautiousiy

into the study of lonides of the

Sixth. The Greek was sitting belore his

window, leaning back in a luxurious

chair, with his fect wpon a velvet foot-
stool.

Everything in Ionides’ study spoke of
luxury and wealth. The Sixth-Former
was the son of a wecalthy Greek mer-
chant, and lhis allowance of pocket-
moncy was of a size that made even rich
fellows at Greyfriars open their eyes.

He was ostentatious with it, too, &
dandy in dress, and thoroughly effeni-
nate in his tastes; so that there was =
great deal more eontempt than liking for
him in the Sixth Form at Greyfriars,

Yet Ionides had his good points in hLis
way ; he could be generous, at all events,
to those who flattered him sufficiently ;
and at Greyiriars, as everywhere else,
there were sycophants.

To Billy Bunter’s mind, lonides was
just the fellow to purchase some of the
wonderful Dlargains supplied by the
Imperialist Fair Trading Co. Bunter’s
tast? in jowellery was not exactly thai
of an artist, and to his eyes the big shaw-
gold watchchain was a work of art.

After his encounter with the Cliff
ITouse girls, he had watched for Tonides
to come, and he had egcen the CGreek
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sculor enter with Carberry, and followed
him to his study. :

Tonides turned his head a little and
glanced at the fat junior. -
© *What do you want?"”

“I—I want to epcak to you, my lord,”
said Bunter. ‘“Excuse me calling you
.my lord, but I’ve heard from the fellows
that you are a lord in your native land,
and L can’t help thinking it's true.”

The senior’'s face softened somewhat.
His vanity was excessive; he could take
in flattery as & gudgeon tekes in bait,
and cven such crude chunks of flattery
as Billy Bunter administered were accept-
able to him.

“You are right!” he exclaimed. “I
am onc of the oldest familics in Greece;
my ancestors fought with Leonidas at
Thermopylae.”

“ Did they really 2" asked Billy Bunter,
who had very hazy notions of that
brilliant period of Greek history. * What
was the row about? J suppose Leonidas
was an awful rotter, and I hope they
licked him.” : '

Ionides sniffed.

“Fool! I mean they were in the
army of Leonidas, against the Persians,”
lie said. “But how should you under-
stand, with your dull English brain?”

“Of course not,” said Bunter readily.
Bunter would have sold his patriotism
for o iness of pottage any day. ““You're
quite right, you know. I don't bcheve
10 all this talk about you aliens. Not all
of you. at all cvents. I don't see why
vou should stay. at home if your countries
aren’t fit to live in.”

Somehow, this tactful remark did not
seem to please Jonides, He sniffed
again. Bunter went on in. the same
strain of gentle flattery.

"We're all awfully glad to have some
of vou aliens liere, Tonides. Some of the
fellows say you're a bully and a beast,
and a silly ass, and so on. They’re
always making jokes about your using
face-wash and darkening your eycbrows,
and putting your hair in curling-pins of
a night. But I don’t see why you
shouldn’t if you want to—-= Ow-wow!”

Billy ‘Bunter broke off suddenly as o
heavy volume, hurled by Ionides, caught
Lim on the chest.

He was' fairly bowled over, and he sat
down upoh the carpet with a bump that
shook the study. It was a thick Turkish
carpet, but Bunter was hurt all the same.
e sat there gasping, and blinking at the
angry Greek through his big spectacles.

“Ow-wow! Yow! What did you do
that for, 'you beast?™

“Get out of my study!”

“But—but I—— Ow!” Bunter
staggered to his feet, *“I—I came to
speak to you ou an important matter,
Tonides.” ’

“Tf you have a mcssage, deliver it.
and go!” cxclaimed the Greek, with a
wave of his hand, which made three or
four valuable rings flash in the light.

“Tt isn’t exactly a message,” stam-
mered Bunter, fceling that he had
started very badly, though he had in-
tended to be very tactful and flattering.
“It's—it’s about some things I want to
show you, my lord. If your lordship
would condescend to look at thern——”

“Whet are you chattering about?”

N “I thought you might like to buy this
ripping gold watchchain,” said Bunter,
vroducing it. “It's splendid workman-
ship, sixty-eight carat gold "

“¥You young fool I

“I—I mean fifty-two carat gold,”
starminered Bunter. ¢ Wonderful value
for the money. How much did you give
for that watchchain, Yonides?” .

S Twelve guincas,” said the Greek
boastfully.

“My hat! What a feed you could
have stood for a lot of money like that !”
axclaimed Bunter, aghast. ~ “ITowever,

you can have this watchchain at a big
bargain, for two guineas. That isn’t
much to you, and you can keep that one
you have mnow for second-best, you
know.”

The Greek rose to his feet, and looked
at the chain and then at Bunter. His
own ‘chain was a very handsome and
tasteful one, and the chain Bunter was
holding up for him to view was hideous
and vulgar in design, and of a colour that

proclaimed its sham nature at a dozen

yards distance.

“Jolly good, isn’t it?™ said Bunter,
putting the chain into the Greek’s out-
stretched hand. “Of course, it isn’t
solid. But it’s thirty-six carat gold case,
you know, and looks better than the solid
a}rlticle, owing to the superior workman-
ship.”

Yonides took the chain, and looked at
it, and then looked towards his fire. The
Greek always had the luxury of a fire in
the evening, and his grate looked very
handsome and bright with a brass curb
and fireirons, which lavish tips induced
the maids to keep as clean as new
pennies. ’ .

“Haven't you anything more to show
me 7" asked Ionides, in a tone that would
have warned anybody but Bunter that
he meant mischief.

But Billy Bunter was: too occupied
with his own thoughts to notice anything.
He thought he had found a customer,
and he was bedming with satisfaction.

“Yes, rather, my lord!” said Bunter.
“What do you think of this handsome,

“solid silver-mounted cigarette-case, in real

Morocco leather, from our own factories
at Tangier—I mean the Imperfalist Fair
Trading Co.’s own factories at Tangier ?
Fastens with a catch, first quality, and
holds ten cigarettes, and slips into the
pocket like—like anything. How do vou
Like it? Take it and look at it. Our
goods will ‘bear the closest inspection.”

Anything more.

“Yes; here’s a silver pocket pencil,
solid silver lead—I—I mean solid silver
case, first-Class Dlack lead, made in
England—none of your beastly forcign
stuff about it—writes like—like anything.
Look at it.” ’

“ Anything more ?”

“Certainly. Iere's a handsome dog-
whip, rcal whistle, and lash on it, silver-
mounted in first-class style. You can
have it for ten-and-six.”

“Good !’

Tonides stepped over to the fire, and
thrusf the four articles he held deep into
the red cinders, and proceeded to gtir the
fire over them with the poker.

Billy Bunter gazed at him for a
moment spellbound.

He could hardly realise what was hap-
pening. :

But as the valuable dog-whip and the
priccless cigarctte-case flared up and
crackled in the fire, he made a wild rush
forward to save them.

“Oh, really, Tonides! I say, you
beast, I—--"
The Greek grasped him by the

shoulder, and held him back with a hand
of iron.

“So much for your impertinence !” he
said. ‘I suppose it is a great joke to
bring this rubbish here and try to sell it
{o me. 8o much for it! Now get out
of my study, before I throw you out!”

Bunteft blinked dazedly at the fire that
had consumed his treasures.

“You—jyou're going to pay for them "
he gasped. . ’

Tonides langhed mockingly.

“(et out, you young fool !

“Look here, ybu can have the four
for fifteen bob——""

“Get out !

f“8ix bob, then,” wailed Billy Bunter.
“T shall have to send six bob for them
myself to the Imperialist Fair Trading

!
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Co., or they'll summons me. Six Lob!”

Ionides lifted him towards the door.
and dropped him in the passage. Then
he laughed. and shut the door.

The next moment it was opened again.
and Billy Bunter looked in cauntiously,

“I say, Ionides, I shall really have to
send five bob to the Imperialist Fair
Trading Co. for those things. You might
make it five——" -

The Greek rushed towards him
threateningly, and Billy Bunter fled.
Ionides ran into the passage after him
and delivered a flying kick, and Bunter
gave a yell as he rolled over on the
hinoleum. He did not follow Touides inta
his study again. Somewhat sore, and
utterly ‘dismayed, he went off in searcl
of sympathy from Harry Wharton & Co,
But_he received very little.

“Ionides acted like a mean cad, but it
serves you right,” said Harry. “ You
shouldn’t try to sell that rubbish to
people. Besides, I've no doubt you wera
ztlsk_lyng him more than you were entitled
o. .
_“The morcfulness was probably ter-
rific,” said the Nabob of Bhanipur,

“But—but I've got to send five boh
for the things to the Fair Trading ('o..”
said Bunter tearfully.

“8end back the rest of the articles.
and explain tlhiat you've had an accident
with .these,” said Harry. *“They had no
‘business to send them to you, and the
risk was theirs. Have done with the
matter at once.” ' ;

“Good! I can write and say I've had
an accident with the lot, then. ard keep
the-other six,” said Bunter meditatively,
“Ow! Leggo my ear!” )

" “You young rascal!” said Wharten
savagely. “Do you know that what you
are proposing would be stealing—the
sanme as if you took a watch oyt of some-
body’s pocket:” )

"HOw! Leggo! Why. you advised me
to do it, vourself; Inkv heard vou.”

“Oh, it's not safe to speak to you at
all!” said Harry disgustedly. “1 said ~
you should explain that four of the
articles had been destroyed through no
fault of yours. .They ought to stand the
less.  But to keep the rest——”

“T say, Wharton—"

“Shut up! To keep the rest would be
stealing ; and to sell them to fellows for
more than they are worth would be
little better than stealing, too.”

“I say, Wharton, it's not very nice of
you to advise me to do dishonest
things—" ) -

“What!” roared Wharton.

“Of course, I sha’n’t mention it, but
between ourselves, I think you might be
a bit more careful about the advice vou
give to a chap younger than yourself,
If T wasn't 50 jolly strict in my notions,
I shouldn’t wonder if, you induced e
to do things I miglit be sorry for aftev-
wards.” '

And Billy Bunter walked away, leav-
ing Wharton absolutely speechless.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
The Parting Guesta.
o HE girls are going!™ )
I hat news brought the whole
Remove out into the Close.
Three large brakes wero
drawn up before the house, one of them
piled with luggage, and. the other two
ready to receive the Cliff House girls.

Theré was real regret on both sides at
the parting.

The stay of the Clff House party at
Greyfriars had been short, but it had
been exciting in some respects, and liad
been pleasant enough. The Famous Four
bade farewell to Marjoric. & Co. Wwith
great regret. But the prospect of the
garden-party at Cliff House on the fol-
lowing day was a consolation.

Tue Pexxy PopULar.--No. 248,
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The gihvls were in the brakes, -and Miss
Locke had come out to take her place.
Harry Wharton was:-on the step of the
brake, still speaking to Marjoric and
(‘lara, when Bulstrode came forward.
There was an half-sulky expression upon
Bulstrode’s face, an expression
Wharton could not quite understand.

“1 want to speak to Miss Hazeldene,”
said Bulstrode brusquely.

**What is it?” said Marjorie quietly.

“If Wharton will give me a chanee
to spoak "

5 Harry stepped aside, compressing his
lps.

“I’s about that night you broke
hounds,” said Bulstrode, in a low voice,
which was only audible to Marjorie,
Clava, and Harry Wharton. *‘ You know
ibe \’vimlow was fastened while you were
out.’

“Yes,” sald Marjoric wonderingly.

“Well, it was I who fastened it.”

An exclunation broke from Wharton.
Marjorie looked at the burly Rermovite
in wonder. Miss Clara uttered a single
word

“Cad ¥? :

Bulstrode ffushed crimson,

It was caddish,” he said. “‘T know it
was, T was wild about the trick you had
seryvedd me in the Dbox-room, and
thought ¥'d get my own back. I kunow
it was caddish, and—and I'm sorry.”

1t is all right,” said Marjoric gently.
“ Don’t trouble about it. It was a cruel
ibing to do, but if you are sorry---—7"

“T am sorry.”

*“Then it is all yight.”

Marjoric held out her hand frankly,
and Bulstrode flushed again as he took
it. He stood cap in hand as the brak
deave off. :

Most of the Remove followed the brakes
to the gates, and sent a final cheer down
the dusky road after theiv departing visi-
tors. As Harry Whatton turned in
agaia, alter the vehicles had disappeared,
he alinost ran into Bulstrode. The Re-
niove bully gave him a very unpleasant
look, and stopped.

“You heard what I said to Marjorie
Hazeldene?” lLe said, in a challenging
tone,

that ).
. to say bullying.

4 Yey,” said Harry quietly.

**Yon know it was I who shut you and
Marjoric out the other night?”

T know now. I.guesséd then.™

“'Well, and what are you going 1o do
about 1t%" :

Bulstrode’s tone was aggiessive, not
i He scemed to have
owned up to Marjorie and apologised by
some great mental effort, and now to
want to indemnify himself for it by quar-
relling with Wharton. But the captain
of the Remove did not want trouble with
Bulstrode then.

“I am going to do nothing,”
he said. “I am glad you were decent
enough to own. up, that's all.”

“Thank you for nothing. I was not
looking for your praises, and 1 don't
valne them,” said Bulstrode. -

*Then I liave noihing more to say.”

“You don’t want the gloves on n the
gym—eh i’

Harry
patiently.

“Wlhat do you mean? I have licked
you once, Bulstrode, and I could do it
again. 1f you want a {ight, you've only
got to say so.”

“Qh, I don’t, particulurly!” said Bul-
strode, with a sncer. **As you so
modestly put it, you have licked me be-
fore and could do it-again, aid Iimagined
you would want to, after what 1 said
Just now i?

“Well, T don't wani to. As a matter
of fact, I find veu’re not such a cad
as I thouclit you, and I'm glad of it.”

And Wharton moved aside and walked
on, leaving Bulstrede with a clouded
face. It was som¢ mimites before the
burly Removite walked towards the
house. As he came into the light fron
the windows, a fat fgure with glinmer-
ing spectacles- loonied up.

“T say, Ogilvy—--"

“What do you want?” snapped Bul-
strode savagely.

“Oh, is it you, Bulstrode? Look here,
would you care to have this splendid
nickel-plated peiknile, two blades, at a
bargain? ¥ cau let you have it for ten-
and-six b

*Oh, shut upt®

shyugzed his  shoulders  im-

“It's a big bargain--a really ripping
penknife, " will cub anyrthing—and you
can have it for eight shillings.”

“Get out of my way!”

“ Suppose we say six snillings, thev?
Look here, I want you to have this pon-
knife, because you just need it. You
ought to have a penknife like thix. You
can have it for fonr-and-six.”

Bulstrode stretehed out, lis hand, and
jerked the penknife away from Bunter.

“Yes, you’can have it to look af,
rather! Oh! What on earth——7"

Bulstrode, with a twist of ‘his arn:,
sent the penkife flying into the darkness
of the Close. Bunter gave a gasp.

“Now, you can go and look for it,
confound you!” said Bulstrode savagely.

And he walked into the House, leaving
Billy Bunter blinking with dismay.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
A Qood Time Coming.

Hi next morning Herry Wharty,
when he came out of the Remove
Form-room after lessons, found a
letter for him in the rack, ad-

dressed in Marjorie Hazellcie's weli-
known handwriting.

His chums gathered round hum as he
opened it. They knew that hand-writing.
too, and ihey wondered whai Miss
Hazeldene could have written about so
soon after leaving Greyfriaiz. No doubt
the letter referred to the garden-party
of the coming afternoon.

Wharton smiled as he vead ir.

“Well?”? exelaimed  Bob
“Well, whal’s the news?”

“TIt’s ubout the party at Clff 1Iouse,”
said Harry, *Listen, and I'll read it
out. Do you remember a chap named
D’'Arcy whom we met when swe went -
to St. Jim's for the cricket maich??

The Removites grinned.

“Yaas, wathah!” eaid Nugent, imitai-
ing with great fidelity the accent of
Arthur Augustus D’Arcy, the swell of
the Tourth Form at S. Jim’s,

Harry Wharon laughed.

“Yes, he isn’t a chap one could lorget
in a hurry,” he said.  “Decent chap,

Clerre.

A DATE TO REMEMBER—
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too. [ like hin. Well, Marjorie mef his
cousin, Kthel Cleveland, at St. Jim’s,
and struck up a friendship with her, and
Cousin Ethel's coming to the garden-
party this - afternoon, and D’Arcy 1s
bringing bes”

“Good!"

Harry read out the letter. Tt was a
hrief one, informing him that Miss Pene-
lope Primrose had made arrangements

with the Head of Greyfriars for the|.

whole Reinove to come to the garden-
party that afternoon, and that Arthur
Augustus D'Arcy and his cousin would
be therc. The Removites werc always
plcased to meet a fellow from St. Jim's,
and they were glad to hear it.

“T say, you fellows ”

“(Oh, get off the earth, Buntcr! Don’t
bother

“Look ltere, you fellows, did I hear
vou say thal that chap D’Arcy was to
be at the garden-party ?"

“Yes, porpoise.”

“Good " said Bunter. “I only wauted
to know.”

And he was walking away, with a
satisfied grin on his fat face, when Bob
Cherry caught him by the shoulder and
swung him back.

“* What did you want to know for, -por-
p(liE(‘?“ A

“Oh, really, Cherry. I wish you
wouldn't shake me like that! You really
inake my glasses fall off, and then—"

“T’ll knock yvour head off for two pins!
Do you think T can’t see through you,
von fat rascal?” If you try to sell D'Arcy
any of those swindling articles you've
got, I'll knock - you into tiny little
pieces '™

Bunter grunted indignantly.

“Why shouldn’t I sell him some if I
want to? He may be looking for a
pearl-handled, silver-mounted, first-class
penknife, for all you know; or he may at
this very moment be thinking of getting
half a dozen lace-edzed handkerchiefs to
give. to his cousin as a present. I don’t
seo why I shouldn't give him a chance.”

“You young rotter

“T wish you wouldn't call me¢ names,
Bob Cherry! I suppose- you're jealous,
as usual, because I'm geing to get a
canera from the Imperialistic Fair
Trading Co.—="

“Fathcad!”

“The fatfulness of the lonourable
Bunter's esteemed head is terrifie!” mur-
mured Hurree Singh. .

“{'m going to take u camera with
me this afternoon,” said Bunter, twisting
out of Bob Cherry’s clutches. “I want
to et somoe practico ready for when I
«et that first-class, splendid-value camera
from the Fair Trading Co. It stands Lo
rcason that the gicls would like their
pliotos taken, and I can get Ogilvy to
develop them for me, as I haven’t studicd
that part of the busincss yet. Of course,
T can take photographs. You only have
to press something, you know, and some-
thing happens inside tho camera, and
then it's done.”

“ Awfully simple!” said Harry, laugh-
ing. -

“Yes, isn't it! I don’t see why chaps
plume themselves so much wpon being
ablo to take photos. I shall get a good
set this afternoon. I haven't handled a
camera myself, but I've secn Ogilvy use
it. It's only a small one, not very ex-
pensive—nothing like the one I shall bo
petting shortly from the Imperialist Fair
Trading Co. Still, it holds twelve plates,
and it's very easy to work.”

“Is Ogilvy going to lend you his
camera?’’ .

‘Bunter did- not appear to hear the
question. He went on very hurriedly:

“Xt will be a ripping wheezo to take
il:e photos this afternoou! I can take
em singly or in -groups—Miss Primrose
with her parrot, and D'Arcy standing

with his cousin, and so on. You know
what an awful bore a gardcu-party is, as
a rule. T'he camera wiﬁ fill up the time.”

“You can tako a camera, if you liko,"
said Bob Cherry, “but if you take any
articles for sale, I'll squash you!"

“Oh, really, Cherry—"

“Oh, buzz off IV .
Biily Bunter buzzed off, looking very
injured.

“I'm blessed if I shall bo able to stand

that chap much longer!” said Bob
Cherry. “He's always getting. up to

some cheap trick and making us look
ameall. I know he's thinking of trying to
plant somo of that beastly sham jcwcﬁery
and stuff on Gussy, from St. Jim's, He
makes mo sick!™

*“The sickfulnes is terrific!”

Bunter was grunting to himeelf as he
walked away. Hec was dissatisfied, too.

“I'm blessed if I c¢an stand those
chaps!” he murmured. *They grwnble
at having to let me have a small loan
every now and then, though I always
put it-down carefully on the account; and
vet they mako a fuss if I try to raise a
ittle money by selling big bargains at a
reduced price, and really doing favours
to all my friends. I say, Russell, do you
want a penknife—-—"

He broke off, as he nearly ran into a
junior in the doorway. .

“I'm not Russell, and I don't want a
penknife ! said Ogilvy. ’

“QOh, really, Ogilvy, is it you? You're
coming with mo to tho garden-party thie
afternoon, I suppose?”

Tho Scotfish junior locked at him with
considerable disfavour, :

- “I'm coming to the garden-party, cer-
tainly,” hé said. *I'm not cowning with
you specially ; we'ro all going !

“Well, it was really througl me that
the Form got the invitation. I'm very
popular with the girls, and—— What
are you kicking me for, you beast?”

“Sort of lesson,” ‘eaid Ogilvy cheor-
fully. “Have another?”

“N-n-no! Don't be a besst! As I
was saying, will yout lend me your camera
this afternocon? I'm going to take some
photographs at the¢ garden-party.”

“No, I wen't!” eaid Ogilvy, with
charming directness.

¢ Qh, really, Ogilvy——"

“You don’t know how
camera.”

“Well, T can learn, you know. As a
matter of fact, I shall ke getting a
camera shortly, and I'd ratlier practize
a bit before I got it. I've heard that
you might ruin a new camcra before you
know whero you are, if you haven't any
previous knowledgo of it.” .

“Well, you cool young beggar,” said
Ogilvy, in astonishment, ‘ you're not
going to ruin my camera for practice!
Get off !

He walked away, leaving Bunter look-
ing sulky. Tho fat junior's cyes glim-
meted behind his big spectacles. €

“Beast!” ho murmured. “I'm jolly
well going to borrow the camera, all the
same! I know where he keeps it, and he
won’t liko to kick up a row before Miss
Primrose and the girls at Cliff Houso.
Beast !”

Tho hour was drawing near for the
juniors to be off, and there were many

reparations mado by the heroes of the

ermove.

"Tho aftcrnoon was very fine and warm
and sunny—a perfect afternoon, and the
progpect was a most enjoyable one.

The Famous Four looked very nobby
indeed when they came downstairs, and
even Billy Bunter,had a nice clean collar
on. e attachell Limself to the four
chums, as usual, and Bob Cherry only
gave s grunt. . .
- Bunter carricd a little packet in his
hand, and as they went out into the

to wse a

Close to join the rest of tha Remaove, Bob
Cherry noticed it. Ile took the juniotr’s
fat car between a tight finger and thumb.

“What have you got.there, porpoige 2™

“Ow!” squealed Bunter,

“What have you got in your hand?
Is it those rotten articles ?” shouted Bob.
. ““Oh, really, Cherry— Of course it
isn’t; it’s a camera |”

“Oh, that's all right, then!”

Bob Cherry released Bunter's car, and
Billy rubbed it ruefully. As a matter of
fact, he had what were left of his precious
“articles " in his pockets, and he nieant
to find a sale for them at Cliff House if
possible, in spite of Bob Cherry.

“We're all ready,” said Skinner, ¢ 1Is
that fat. young rotter coming ¢

“*Oh, really, Skinner—-"

“Let’'s be offI” said Wharton.

And the Remove, followed by a gond
many envious glances, walked out of the
gates, and down the road to where CLiff
House stood fronting the North Sca.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
At Cliff House.

o OW do I look, Marjorie?™
“Beautiful, my dear !"”

“Do you think thess red
o roses m my hat really sait
me "

“Yes, I do, really, dear!”

“Well, so do I,"" said Miss Clara, with
another. glance in tho glass.. “Really, 1
do think T look rather nice!™

“Yes, you do, indeed!” N

“It's perfect weather,” said Milly
Brown, looking out of the window., 1
think it is going to be such-a lovely
afternoon,”

“Rippiog !" said Miss Clara.

“Oh, Clara!”

“Oh, Clara!” mimicked tuat voiatile
voung lady. * Really, Marjori¢, you swil
make Tthel think T ani slangy’”

Ethel Cleveland laughed.

“One picks up these dreadlul expres-
sions from boys,’ cxplained Clara. D
vou know, I nearly told Bunter I woun'id
give him a thick ear! I did, really—
nearly, you know!”

And Ethel laughed again. She wns
somewhat grayer herself, buk she liked
the lively Clara. Cousin Ethei had found
many friends at Cliff House, and she was
glad of the opportunity of paving thexn
a visit. :

Her cousin I’ Arey Lud, of course, bean
only too delighteds to bribg her. It
Cousin Ethel had asked him to take hes
to the North Pole on an aeroplane,
Arthur Augustus I)’Arcy would have
telegraphed to town for oue immediately.
. Arthur Augustus wag sunning himseld
in the garden. Ife had arrived with his
cousin some time before the Cireyfriars
party were expected.

The swoll of St. Jim's had lLalted be-
side a fountain, and was viewing his ve-
fleetion in the clear water, and did nort
notice, in his preoccupation, that the girls
were coming out of the house.  Mics
Clara made a sign of 'silence, and they
looked on.

D'Arcy’s refleckion was really worth
looking at. Dressing Lad bLeen reduced
to a fine art by the swell of St. Jim's,
and his slim and elegant figure showed
off his ripping attire to the best
advautage,

He was clad in the handsomest of
summer, clothes, of u light grey in tint,
with a touch of green. He wore a white
waistcoat, and a Panamn hat—a real
Panama, as the juniors of St Jim's had
told one another in rathcv awed tones,
which had cost his noble governor sixteer.
guineas. ‘But, as Gussy said, it was neces
sary for a fellow to be decently drossed.

“Bai Jove, I was afwaid it would b
s0!” murmured D’Arcr, a3 ho scanued
Tre Pexxy Portraa.--No. 248,
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his reflection. “This is whai comes of
dwessin® I huwwy, and putiin’ on the
wang tie. I knew this tic would neval
set  accuwately,  Iv s @ liitle  Dit
cwooked.”

He jammed his eyeglass into his eye
and looked anxiously at his reflection.
The tie was, perbaps. a trifle crooked,
though so slightly ihat ounly Arthur
Augustus would ever have noticed it.

“Bai Jove! I can’t let them see me
like this,” said D’Arcy, aloud. *‘T’ll slip
up to my woem again and put 1t
stwaight. I shall have to uutie it.”

Then he paused.

“Pewwaps I shall meet some of the
wels. No, I'll do it here—there’s nobody
in the garden.”

A low ripple of irrepressible laughter
{ell upon Lis cars.

IY’Arcy jumped, and looked round.

IIe whipped off the necktie, and was
sbout to tie it again.

Half a dozen merry faces were looking
ai him; and the swell of St. Jim's stood
transfixed, with the necktie in his hand.

“Bai Jove 1”

"My goodness!”  murmured Clara.
"Pray, excuse me. I—I couldn’t help
i—-—

“It was I,” said Lthel.
first.”

‘Arthur Augustus, very pink in the face,
raised his hat with one hand, holding the
lsose necktio in the other.

“Pway don’t mind me, deah boys—I
niean deah gals!” he said. *“I see no
weason for mewwiment, but pway don’t

3 .

“1 lauﬁhed

mind me.’

“ Certainly not!” said Clara.
l:a, ha!”’

“1 gweatly wegwet that you ehould
eliscovah me 1 such a widiculous posish,”
raid Arthur Augustus; “as a mattah of
fact, I am not weally finishin’ my toilet
iu the garden, as you might suppose, but

* Ha,

. &1 just awwangin’ my necktic, which

was a little ewooked. 1t is wathah diffi-
€t to get it stwaight without a glass.”
“Let me tie it for you,” said Miss

Clara. )

“Bai Jove, Miss Twevlyn, that’s
awfully kind of you!”

Miss Clara took the necktie, and

arranged it nicely. Then shie procceded
to tie it in a sort of sailor’'s-knot.

D’Arcy looked at it in the fountain,
2nd started.

“*Bai Jove, that 1sn't the way to tie
a necktie!”

“No? Shall I try again?®”

“Yaas, wathal, if you don’t mind.”
 Miss Clara tried again. This time she
g\ed the necktie in a slip-knot and pulled

very tight. D’ Arcy looked in the water
&gain,

“Bai Jovei”

*“Very nice now, lsu't it?” said Miss
Clare.  “Don’t you think it's niee,
Merjorie 77

“Qh, Clara!”
. “Weally, Miss Clawah, if you think
it's nice I'll leave it Like that,” said
Arthur Augnstus unhappiiy.

“I think it’s ripping—and so unique.”

“Yaas, it's wathah unique,” ‘mur-
nured D' Arey, blinking at the rcAection.
“Bai Jove, you've tied it in a wotten
knot, and it looks as if I were goin’ to
be hanged—bai Jove "

“Did you speak i

“0Oh, nothin’ !*

“My goodnoss; here’s
and the boys!¥’

The girls had caught a glimpse of them
through the shrubberics. It was too late
for Arthur Augustus D’Arcy to think of
tiipping away quietly and changing the
necktie, Miss Clara ﬁad made it look, as
he had remarked, like & hangman’s knot,
hut there was no help for it now. And
the glimmer of fun in the girl’s eyes gave
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Miss Primrose

1¥Arey an uneasy suspicion that - she
Lkuew she had not tied it correctly.

Miss Primrose, in a wonderful bomet,
received her guests in her old-fashioned
stately way. Her kind old face was
beaming; her heart was still young, and
she liked to see young and happy faces
rommd her.

Her expression grew unconsciously,
perhaps, o little less cordial at the sight
of Biinler. She was beginning to know
something of the fat junior from Grey-
friars. But courtesy came Dbefore every-
thing ; she had invited the whole of the
Remove, and Bunter had to come with
the rest.

Bulstrode, too, was perhaps not a
welcome guest. But Bulstrode seemed
to be on his best behaviour this after-
noon. He was very quict and subdued
in_his manner, and had no unpleasant
things to say to anybody, which was
quite a change for Bulstrode.

Billy Bunter was blinking round in
search of Arthur Augustus D’Arcy, and
he “froze ” to the swell of St. Jiny's as
soon as he saw him. D’Arcy was always

olite, and though he did not particularly
ancy Dunter’s company, he did not seek
to avoid him.

“1 suppose you rcmember me,” said
Bunter agrceably. “It's an awfully
great pleasure to meet you again,
D’Arcy. I remember you made a jolly
big score in that cricket match against
us at St. Jim’s.”

D’Arcy turned his eycglass upon the
fat face.

“Youwve wathah a Dbad mewmory,
Buntah. I had a duck’s egg in the first
innings., and only scored four in the
second.”

“Yes—er—that’s what I meant to say,”
said ‘Bunter. “Isay, D’Arcy, would you
like a ripping. pearl-handled, silver-
mounted penknife; finest Shefficld steel
blade, cuts like anything, folds up when
you close it, and-can be carried in any
pocket 77 .

“ Weally, deah boy-

“Just look at it,” said Bunter hur-
riedly, fishing the penknife out of his
waistcoat pocket, ‘“It's the chance of a
lifetime.” :

They wero eomewhat apart from the
othere, in the shrubbery.

Arthur Augustus gingerly took the
penknife in his hands. He didn't want
to accept-a present from Bunter, yet lLe
wae chary ahout hurting anyhody’s feel:
ings by a refusal. As for buying the
peunknife, it never even occurred to his
nmind that Bunter was trying to sell it.

“ Ripping knife, ain’t 1t?”" said Bunter,

D Arey looked at it. TIi had an, imita-
tion pearl handle, and the blade might
have been of a sort of steel, but it cer-
tainly wasn’t made in Shefficld. No
Sheftielder could have turned out so
absolutely rotten a blade. The penknifc
was worth, perhaps, sixpence, if it _was
worth anything.

Avthur Augustus turned it over in his
fingevs.

“Lovely, ain’t it?’ said Bunter on-
thusiastically. “I wish you'd have it.
It’s’just the penknife you're looking

L

”

or.

“Weally, Buntah——"

“You'd better have it, D’Arcy—it's
just_the thing you want!”

“Vewy well,” said Arthur Augustus,
“as you're so pwessin’, I'll take it,
Thank you very much, dealh boy!” And
he slipped the penknife into his pocket.

Bunter's - eyes glimmered with satie-
faction. Here was a customer at last—
and one who had not even inquired tho

rice ! ’

“Wait a.mimite, D’Arcy—"'

‘Pway cxcusc me, dealh boy. ‘I want
to join the ladics.” )
“Yes, but wait a’moment. I don’t

see you very often, you know, and I
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ghould like to show you some things.
Would you care for half a dozeu lace-
cdged handlkerchiefs—twenty-two carat
lacec—I—I mean real Valongsceong lace
—ripping things, I tell you? Juet look at
them !’ )

“ Weally, Buntah-—**

“Better have them while you've got
the chance. They’ll do for a birthday
present to some lady,” urged Bunter.

“Vewy well, if you insist,” said
D’Arcy, putting the handkerchiefs into
tho inside pocket of his lounge jacket.
“And now *

“Another minute! Just look at this
fountain-pen—the  latest  thing in
fouptain-pens, you know, Ilow do you
like it?”

‘ Wippin’, deah boy; but—"*
‘It’s yours.”

“But weally you are vewy genewous

“The fact is I mean to be generons,”
said Bunter. * Put it in your pocket,”

“ Oh,_vewy well! Thank yoti, veww
well! You are vewy good, and I shall
attach gweat value to these litile
pwesents,” said D’Arcy. “And now L
must weally wejoin the ladies.”

And he walked away. :

He left Billy Bunter rooted to the
spot, etaring afier him with blinking
eyes, and gasping like a fish out of
water.

“Presente!’ muitered Bunter. *Pre-
scnts! Is he off his rocker? The ase!
Presents! Hoe owes me fifteen shillings
for that little lot, and he’s jolly well got
to pay it! DPresents! TIll give him

presents!”

T a success.  Except for Bunter,
the Removites from Greyfriars

were models in their conduct; and even

Billﬂ was not €0 bad as vsual

The Famous Fonr had impressed upon.
him with such blood-cfirdling threats
what they would do if he worked off any
ventriloquism, that the fat junior did
not venture to play any tricks of tha:
sort. As for the camera, Miss Prinirose
had welcomed cordially the suggestion
that photographs should be taken before
tea.

There was to be tea on the lawn. Bus
before the meal, while the light was
still quite good, the photographs were to
be taken.

Bunter arranged it with Miss Primrosa
without consulting Wharton, and inern-
tioned it to the chums of Study No. 1
afterwards. Bob Cherry only grunted.

“Youwll make a muck of it,” lte said.

“ I'm sincerely sorry to see you jealoua
again, Cherry, of my wonderful abilities
as a photographer, You run down
everything I do.” ;

* Because everything you do is a rotten
failure!” said Bob. **You don’t even
know how to handle a camera.” i

“It’s easy enough. DIve watched
Ogilvy doing it. You focus it, and then
you press this little handle here. Thax
makes the plafe flop down, and leaves
another plate in its place.”

“H’m! Surc the plates are in there®'
asked Bob Cherry, with a grin.

“Phew! I never thought of that. I
believe Ogilvy always keéps it loaded, in
caso he wants it suddenly, But I'll soon
sce.
* Wharton, deah boy.” called
Arthur  Augusius ID’Arcy, “if
disengaged at the pwesent
you're wanted for ewoyuet!”

*“Certainly,” said Harry. :

The chums of the Remove turned
away. Bunter was cxamining thé
camera. He was rather ir. doubt about
how to open it. He- discovered at last

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.

A Good Time.
HERE was no doubt that ike
garden-party at CLff Iloueo was

out
vouw're
moment;

d
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that it opened at (he back, and he suc-
ceeded in getting it open, and then he
counted up the plates with which it was
loaded.

There werg twelve plates in the slides,
all ready for use, The fav junior closed
tho camera again with a satisfied look.

“That’s all right,” he said. “Therc’s
tswelve, and I can take twelve ripping
photos.  Ogilvy won't mind my borrow-
ing his camera when he sces the ripping
positives I shall get!”

Bunter meant negatives, but he was
still rather hazy about photography. He
was ready to begin operations with the
camera. but the others were not ready.
While the boys and the girls were cnjoy-
ing themsclves in their various ways,
Bunter filled in the time by looking out
for fresh customers for the remaining
articles belonging to the Imperialist Fair
Trading Co, He hacd not yet had an
apportunity  of mnailing 1)'Arcy again,
but Le was waiting for it, R

C'roquet and tennis had no attractions
for Billy Bunter., He had an cye to
business, He discovered Miss Clara at
leisure, with a racket in. her hand, and
e came up to her with his most ingra-
tating smile.

“I say, Miss Clara, would you care to
se0 g ripping little purse?”

#No, thank you!”

“It's made of real Persia
from our own factories—] mean, the
Tinperialist  IFair  Trading Cos own
factories, at Ispahan. It will hold any-
thing—pounds, shillings, or pence—any-
thing vou like; fastens with a catcfl.
J.ook at it, and if you like it—"

**No, thank you!”

“Oh, really, Miss Clara—-"

“Clara!  Clara!™

“They’re calling me!”

And Miss Clara hurried away,
gave a snifl of disgust.

leather,

Bunter

“They say women are fond of making

hargains,” he muttered. “The girl
must be a silly ass to turn up her nose
at a bargain like that! 1 say, Miss
Cleveland, would you care to scc a little

purse~raal Russian leather, made in
Moscow?  Ow!”

A strong grip fell upon Bunter’s
collar,

He was whirled round, to -find Bob
Cherry glaring at him. ISthel Cleveland
walked on with Nugent, chatting, with-
nut noticing Bunter, who was whirled
mto the rover of a shrubbery by the
indigrant Bob.

“You young pig!" said Bob savagely.
“1 warned you!”

“(Qh, really, Cherry *

“How many of thosa rotten
liave you got about you?”
+“Phree. I you like to take the lot
at a reduction——"" .
~ “Bhow them to me!”
* Billv Bunter [ished *out the articles.
T2ob Cherry changed his grasp from the
fat junior's collar to. his arm, and, hold-
ing him tight, marched him off. He
stopped at last on the edge of a pond in
4 sccluded portion of lﬁc grounds of
CLff House.

“Now chuck that
watev!” he said sternly.

#0h, really, Cherry .

¢ Quick, or I'll chuck vou in!™

“But—but I—"

Dob rushed him down towards the
water.  Bunter turned quite pale, and
in great alarm he threw the three
precious articles into the water. . They
sank, and Bob Cherry, with a twist of
'his ]arm, sat Bunter down on the grassy
AT,

C“Just in time,” he said grimly.
“You'd have been in in another minute,
u—you toad! That’s an end of your

o 17
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“You—yon'll have to pay for them!”
spluttered Bunter.  “ You—you—"

Bob Cherry walked away while he
was speaking. B

Bunter rose to his feet, looking sulky
and angry. He moved off from the
spot, and a mimite or two later jumped
as he received a slap on the shoulder.
He blinked sullenly at Bulstrode.

“What's the trouble?” asked the big
Removite good-naturedly.  ** Anything
gone wrong, Billy?”’

“Tt's that utter beast, Cherry!” said
Bunter viciously, “HMe’s made me
throw my articles into the water—the
articles ¥ had to sell for the Imperialist
Fair Trading Co., you kuow, 1 shall
have to account for them1!”

“Ha, ha, hal” .

“Blessed if T can sce anything to
cackle at. They'll make me pay for the

things!”
“Servo them right to lose the
mouney,”  said  Bulstrode. “They

oughtn’t to have sent them to you, and

like you from disgracing the schocl,
You've sold them to 1)’Arcy?”

“Yes, I have,” said Bunter obstinately.
“I think you're talking rof. Arcy
hasn’t paid me for the things yet, either.
The silly ass imagined that I was making
him a present of them, you see, and I
have'p’t had a chance to explain; but

*If yon explain to him, Bunty—if you
say another word to him on the subject,
in fact—Dll break every bone in ryour
body,” said Bulstrode, in a low, un-
pleasant tone. -

Billy Bunter jumped.

“Wh-wh-what do you mean, Bulstrode ?
I can't afford to lose the things. [ shall
have to pay for them. I shall have to
send the Imperialist Fair Trading Co.
fiftcen shillings for the ten articles, you
see, and I am going to have fiftcen shil
lings from -D’Arey for the three he
bought. That will make up for my losses
in other directions, I can’t be dunned Liv
tho Fair Trading Co. for the sake of
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“You untruthful little wretch ! gasped Miss Clara, breathless with her

exertions.

¢ Take that—and that !
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they wercn’t worth more than a bob the
lot, anyway!”

“They’ll make™me pay. I had ten
articles altogether, and that beast
- Ionides burnt up four of them, and

Cherry’s made me throw three into the
water.” :

“Better throw the rvest after them,”
grinued Bulstrode.

“I've-sold them.”

There must be three jolly big mugs at
Greyfriars, then.”

“T haven't sold them to sur fellows.”

Bulstrode's expression changed.

“You don’t mean to say that you've
been palming off that rotten rubbish on
the girls herc?’” he said angrily.

“No, I haven’t. I've sold them to
D’Arcy. Blessed if  know what you're
scowling about, It's no business of yours,
isit?”

“You little fat toad!” said Bulstrode.
“It's the business of every Greyfriars
fellow, I suppose, to keep a little mongrel

|

making a stranger presents. Don't he
sbsurd !

“Little cad !’ said Bulstrode. *Look
here, I'll pay tho fiftecn bob, and you're
not to mention the mafter to D’Arey
again. You undevstand 7™’

O, certainly ! I'd just as soon have
the money from you, Bulstrode. Hand it
over !” -

‘ Not much said Bulstrode grimly.
“We'll call in at the post-office as we gn
back, and I'li get a postal-order, ani
make it payable to the firm, and cross i1,
and then you won't be able to blue it. 1
know you: You're not going to spend
the money, and then dun D*Arcy all the
same. Shut up! Don't jaw to me! ILi's
settled ! Yes, I know you don’t under-
stand why I'm doing this—you wouldr:'t ’
Shut up! They're calling you te tak the
photos. Get off, you worm!”

*0Oh, really, Bulstrode——""

“Get away, I tell you!"
And Banter got - away
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THE. SEVENTH CHAPTER.
The Photographs.

" OW very clever of the dear
H Loy ! said Miss Primrose, as
Bunter came up with his
camera, ‘‘Have you had much

practice, Bunter:*’

*“Not very much. ma'am; but I can
zake ripping photos.™

“How clever!”

“H’'m!” said Miss Locke. She was no
greab believer in Bunter, but she did not
wont to throw cold water on the idea.
Al the girls were eager to haye their
vhotcgraphs taken, and she would not
Jdigappoint them. )

“My hat!” murmured Ogilvy, as he
saw the hand-camera. **That’s mie!”

Bunter did not even glance at Ogilvy.
11e knew that the owner of the camera
vould not make a fuss about the unasked
loan there.

“Please standd In a group hc}'e—so,”
said Bunter, assaming all the airs of a
professional photographer.  “I want to
get a really good group. Wonld you
mind standing at the side, Miss Prim-
veee 17 o

“(Certainiy !”

“ And you this side, Mies Locke.”

“Very good }”

*1 want a good group. T’ve got twelve
piates in the camera—"’ .

“My twelve plates !” muttered Ogilvy.

1 shall 1ake several photos afterwirds,
Lut I want to begin with groups, while—
while the light’s suitable. Bob Cherry,
would you mind putting your feet out of
sight?  They’!l come out too big.”

There was a chuckle among the juniors,
and Bob Cherry turned very red. He
mentally promised Bunter all sorts of
liings when they were home at Grey-
{viars.

“Put on 4 pleasant smile, Ogilvy,
priease.”

Ogily¥y murmured something.

“Pon’t grin like that, Desmond. Your
hat a )ittle farther back, D’Arcy, or I
sho’wt get any face,” said Bunter,
squinting into the view-finder. “Can
vou Jend me a table or something {o rest
this camera on?” :

A table was forthcoming. Bunter
placed the caniera on it, and squinted
mto the view-finder again.

*Good!. I think this group will come
out well, Would Miss Clara mind stop-
ving whispering to Marjorie Hazeldene?
Any movement spoils the picture,”

Miss Clara’s eyes glimmered.

“ Will D’ Arey remove his eyeglass? Tt

will come out very badly in the picture.”

“*Yaas, wathah 1

“Ah! Quite still now!*

Click ! o

“ Dear me ! sald Mise Primrose. “Is
it taken ?”

“Certainly, ma'am, and a very good
picture,” said Bunter off-handedly.
“XNow I shall be glad to have some
wngles,  If you would care for them,
ma'am, I could get some fne enlarge-
ments made for you to have framed.”

“Perhaps we had better see the prints
firet,”” said Miss Locke. -

“Oh, certainly ! Now, Miss Cleveland,
may I'take you?” .

“Bai Jove! Where does he want to
taie youn, Ethel 7*’ :

“1 mean the photograph.”

“Oh, I see!”

Cousin  Ethel smiled and nodded.
Bunter snapped her, and then proceeded
to ake further snaps. He took groups
and singles, and a view of Cliff House
fzomr the garden, and a view of the
garden from ClLff Houwse.  When the
~amera clicked for the last time, and the
f.nal plate was ured up, Bunter rammed
it back into its casc.
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“I wish I had brought some move
plates,” he said. “ That’s the last !”

Upon the whole, the garden-party were
not sorry that it was the last. Bunter
had been half an hour at work, and he
was growing tircsome,

Tea was the next item on the pro-
gramme, and it was a tea to be remem-
bered.

Under the shady old trees in the sunny
garden, on little tables set out in rows, a
most substantial tea was laid.

Boys and girls did it full justice—the
boys more than the girls, perhaps.
Arthur Augustus D’Arcy and Marry
Wharton were seated at one table with
Cousin Ethel and Marjorie, and it was the
merriest table of all. But all the young
faces were bright and happy, and Miss
Primrose’s old face was very happy, too.

‘Billy Bunter distinguished himnself at
thoe tea. Me started early, and finished
late, and kept up an excellent speed all
the time. Arthur Augustus D’Arcy more
than once glanced at him in wondet.

“Bai Jove,” D’Arcy murmured to
Wharton, *“there’s a chap at St. Jim’s we
call Fatty Wynn, he’s a bit of a Falstaff;
but—but he’s a fool to this chap! I
weally nevah did see the equal of
Buntah! Bai Jove, I should like to get
him into a study at St. Jim’s with Fatty
Wynn, and match them !’ *

Harry Wharton laughed.

“I1 think Bunter would
down,” he remarked.

“Bai Jove, I think you're wight, deah
boy 1

It was over at last, and the tine came
to say farewell.  The Greyfriars juniors
thanked Miss Primrose for her hospi-
tality, and” it was no mere lip-service—
the}\; were grateful, and they showed it.
It had been a ripping time. They said
farewell to the girls of Cliff House, and
to D’Arcy and Cousin Ethel.

They walked home to Greyfriars in a
very contented meod. Billy Bunter hed
the eamera under his arm, and he nearly
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dropped it when—out of sight of Cliff

House—Ogilvy grasped him by the
shoulder,
“Ow! Leggo, Bulstrode! Ob, is it

you, Ogilvy?”

“You young sweep! What do von
mean by taking my camera without
getting permission 7’

“I did ask permission.”

“Well, yes; but I said you couldn't
have it.”

M8till, T asked pérmission, and-—-
Look here, Ogilvy, 1'l give you one or
two of the photographs if you’ll develop
the plates for me. I haven’t studied
that part yett”

Ogilvy could not help laughing.

“You echeeky young beggar! As Miss
Primrose will be expeecting some proofs,
I suppose I'd better do it. But if you
take my camera again—-"

“It’s all right, T sha’n’t need it. I
shall have a much better one mysell nexs
week 1"

Ogilvy took the camera into ihe darlk,
room as soon as they reached Greyfriars!

Bi!l_f Bunter waited outside anxiously
while Ogilvy was at work under the red
lanp.

Some of the other juniors waited, too,
anxious to sce how they came out in the
negatives, There was tke sound of =
chuckle in the dark-room, and the
juniors Jooked at one another worder-
ingly.  What was Ogilvy chuckling
about?

“There he goes again!” muwrmursd
Bob Cherry.

The chuckle was audible again and
again, and, in all, twelve distinct
chuckles were heard through the door.
Wharton smiled slightly., He guessed
that it meant that therc was something
wrong with each of Bunter's negatives,
The door of the dark-room, suddenly
opened, and Ogilvy staggered out. He
scemed almost in hysterics,

“ What are they like?” asked Bunier
eagerly.

“Ha. ha, ha!” gasped Ogilvy. “Look
at em!”

They looked at them. Each plate
was as black as midnight, and on none
of them was anything discernible except
dead blackness. .

“Oh, really, Ogilvy, you have mucked
them up!”

“Mucked them up!” yelled Ogilvy,
“You've mucked them up, you young
ass! They came out like this in the
developer! Ha, ha, ha!  You must
have let the light get to the plates!”

*The—the light?"

“Yes. You must have opened
camera !"’

“Openced it:!
to sce if there

‘“Ha, ha, hal

‘““What are yon cackling at, you ass?”

“Oh, my hat! You young duffer!

the

Of course, 1 opened it
were any plates in it!”
7

_Don’t you know that the plates are sen-

sitive to-light, and if the light gcts at
them they’re done in? Ia, ha, ha'”

“Oh, really—"

“They were all done in before yon
started  taking the  photographs,”’
chuckled Ogilvy. *“Every one of ’em!
They were all done in when you opencd
the JCamera, You young ass! Ha, ha,
ia !

“Ha, ha, ha!" roarcd the juniors,

Bunter blinked at the negatives.

“H’'m! I expect it’'s the way vou've
developed them!”” he grunted.

And he wulked away in great disgust.

A shout of laughter [followed . him.
Aflter the airs Bunter had put on as a
photographer, the climax was too funny.
And for a leng time afterwards siv
allusions to his .wonderful negatives
gave Bunter reason to remember the
day of the Ciff House garden-party,

THE END,
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Inside and Out.

" ET out !’
“Maater Levisen--—-*
“(ict cut, I tell you!"”

Tom Merry pauscd ouiside
the open doorway of Study No. 9 in the
Fourth Form passage.

Grimes of the ¥ourth stood in the
doorway, looking very red and uncom-
fortable. . bnmes, the grocer's boy of
Rylcomhc-, and now in the Fourth Form
at St. Jim's, shared that study with his
cham, Lumlov Lumley, und with Levison
and Mellish of tho Fourth. Levison and
Mellish were in-tho study now, and the
former was speaking.

“Cet out! I've told you before that
grecer cads aren’t wanted in this study !
i{ you come in, you'll go out on your
1 nn' r

“But it's my study,
sald Grimes.

Levison sniffed.

* Your study or not, you'ra not coming
in here! You oughin’t. {o Lz at St.
Jim’s st all, and you krow it! My hat,
ouly last week you were bringing the
groceries round to the back door! Now
youw’re in the Fourth ! Blcssvd # I know
what St. Jim's is coming to!”

“Rotten !’ said Mellish. “The Head
ought to know. better, really. I don't
think TLumley's pdter ought to be
allowed to pay fees for all kinds of
rotten outsiders to comc here. ~ Any-
way, they oughtn’t to be stuck in ocur
¢tnds. That's too thick I’

“T don't know that I’ra doirn’ any ‘arm
said Grlmes

"\’\ ell, you're slaughfermn' the King’s

Tnglish, for one thmg said Lev:son
with a sneer; “and you're a rotten out-
sider for another! Buzz off !

“I ain't buzzing off ! said Grimes
slurdily. *“This ’ere i3 my study, and
{'m coming in! 1'm goin’ to do some
work.”

“Your Pproper work's sweeping out
the grocery shop at R¥lecombe, and
cleaning the windows,” said Meliish.

“And taking round the groceries,”
said Levison.  “If you want to swot,
Gurimes, you can go into the boot-room.
1 dare say Toby wnll, be plea:ed with
sour company. We're not.’

“Not a bit!” said Mellish.

Grimes was very red, but he did not

rotreat. DMost of the St. Jim’s juniors
had been very decent to Grimeoes; but the
two cads of the Foucth had never been
known to be decent to anybody. :

But Grimes, though he was very
pationt, and had, perhaps, too kecn a
senso of his shmtoommrrs as a St. Jim's
Loy, was not to be bullied. He stepped
into the studv with his jaw looking very
squaie and a gleam in his eyes.

Levison jumped up.

Are you going out? 7

“No, I ain't!" said
Master Lumley was

Master Levison,”

' he exclaimed.
Grimes. . “If
‘ere, you wouldn't

carry on like this ‘ere, Master Levison,

And vou’d better remember that I've
licked you once, and can do it agin if
you cut up too rust\

“I'm not going to fight with a shop
boy ' said Levison lofitly. “There are
two of us here, and if you don’t get out
wo shall throw you ont !

“Yes, rather i’ said Mellish. “Are
you going?”

“No " zaid Grimes (An':;'.lmticn”y.
ain'g !’ .

“Then here zoes

Levison and '\[e”l\h rushed at Grimes
together.  Grimes dropped his books,
and )fut up his hands ot once.

“1

\Inllhl\ stazgored back with a yeil.
But Levison {astened wuron the grocer’s
boy, and closed with him, and yelled to
Meliish for help. In a moment Grimes
was. struggling with the two of them.

Two voices came bawling up the stair-
case--the voices of Manners and Monty
Lowther of the Shell,

“Tom—-Tom Merrv!
you going to be "

“Wait a tick!”
Merry.

“Rats ! Buck up’

“Clan’t comio !

Tom Jerry =.oppod into Study No. 9.
Grimes was puiting up a gallant fight,
but the two cads of the Fourth had hin
down on the carpet, und Levison was

knedling on his chest.

Neither, of them saw Tom Merry, and
had they tackled Grimes one at a time
Tom Merry would not have thought of
interfering. But fwo to ono was noi
fair play, “and Tom Merry ‘lnought th.xt
it was time for somebody to © “chi

“T've got . him!” panted e\ ison.
“Now pget n cricketsturp, Mellish, and
we'll Iather him! We sha'n’t havo a
chance like llns again!”

““You won't have a chance now, you
rotter I _exclaimed Tom Merry, grasp-
ing Levison by the back of the collar

ow long are
stionted back Tom

relled Lowther.

and  wrenching  him  off Grimes.
“CGerroff I’

“Ow !

Levisen recled across the study, with
Tomn Merry's grip on hxs collar. Grimes

grappled with Mellish, and threw him
olf, and Mellish rolled on the hearthrug.
(irimes staggered breathless to his fect.

“Thanky, Master Merry ! he gasped.

Tom Merry lnufrlled

“Two to one’s not cricket!” he said.
“Now, Grimey, I heard what was going
on, and I advise you to prove to these
two rotters that you can come into your
own study whenever von like. I'll look
after - Levison while -you prove it to
Mecllish.”

Grimes chuckled. g

Mellish was still on ‘the rug.  Now
that the odds were no longer on his
side, he did not secra inclined to get u
Thcrc was a sound -of foolsteps in the
passage, and \Iomv Lowlher and

]

Manners
fully.

“Tom Merry, TOU A§§——- "

“Tom Merry, you fathead----"

“What are you wasting time in study
rows for, when——-"

“Look here, you fathead ——-

“All  screne, said lum Mersr,

“Levison and Mellish think that Grimes
mustn’t come into his own study.
Grimey is gomn‘ to prove to {liem thlf
he can, and I'm goiug to ‘seo fair plax.

Monty Lowther grinned.

“Oh, that alters the ease !’ hLe said.

“@Go it, Grimey !’

“Pi]o in ! said Manners.
your jacket!"”

“Let me  go! velled  Levison,
sty ugglmg in hm \Iorn 3 grasp,

“Not just yet,” said Tom Merry chane-
fully. “Grimey has a htt]o argument to
go thlough with Mellish.”

“I—I—I was ouly -o]ung.” mumbled
the wretched Mellish, “I haverrt any
objection to Grimes coming into tha
study, really, you know. In fact, 1 -1
want him here. I—J—— "

“Get up !
“Yon see, I—I—"

stared into the study weath-

“I'R hold!

“I won't ll(L im. Master Meiry said
Crimes. €1 don't want fo it a (h‘u
who don't want to back up 'is own
words.” ’

“That’s where you make a nustake,”
said Tom Merry ealmly.  “Mellish
wants to have the rights of the maiter
demonstrated to him- -7

“I -1don’t!” stammered Me 111‘11

“Yes, you do. Cet up!”

“I T won'ti”

“Tako the
Grimer.”

“Oh, Master Mervy—-

¢ Obey orders, my eon" said Momnty
Lowiher, with a chuckle. “If you don't,
we'll bump you! Now, then, MoHisl,
will you have the cricket-stwap o
Girimey’s Asts?™”

- Mellish  apparently  decided  thut
Girimey's fists would be the less painful
of the two. IIP smamblod to his feet,

“Now lick him!” commanded Tum
Merry,

“0Oh, Master Merry——"*

“Lick him!” 1oa1ed Towm Merry,

“Oh, oriright!” said Grimes.

And Grimes advanced apon  Melisly,
Meilish put up his hands, but he foli
down as soon as Grimes gave him a light
tap. He lay groaninz on the carpet,

“Get_up, you awful funk?” ‘yellad
Monty Lowther, etirring the cad of tho
Fourth with his hoot.

“Ow!” groaned Mellish. “Y-Tia
hurt' I've sprained my aukle, I think!
Ow!’

“Well, of all the funks T_thiuk. that
rotter tal\ca tho cake!” said \Iaunm in
disguest.  *“Kick him out, (-nmq

© Right-ho!” said Grimes. “They wers

Tue Pexxy Porrrar. -No. 243,

ericket-stump o Lim,



i0

going to c¢huck me out. One pood turn

deserves another!”

*“Hear, hear!” .

And Grimes laid his strong lhands upon

Mellish, and Mellish went whirling
througli the study doorway. He bumped
up]rim the floor outeide with a terrific
yell. ‘ .
In spite of his sprain, however, he
ecemed able to rieo now, for he jumped
up, and disappeared down the passage at
top speed. . -

Tom Merry released his grip upon the
scowling Levison,

“Hero you are, Grimey!” he said.
“Now talk it over with Levison.”

“I won’t fight that grocer cad!”
rosred Levison.

“You can pleaso yourself about that;
but youre going to be licked. Go it,
Grimey 17,

“1 don’t want to hurt ’im, Master
Merry,” said the good-natured. Grimes.
1 don’t mind him callin’ me a grocer.
I ain’t ashamed of bein’ a grocer. I'd
rather be ashamed of bein’ down on a
poor chap, what ain’t ’ad any chances.”
. “Grimes, my son,” ee2id Menty Low-
ther solemuly, “‘your sentiments do you
honour!  They remind me of a book I
read once, called ¢ Liitle by Little, or Bit
by Bit,” or something of the sort. But
they won’t do for St. Jim’s. We're not
ood enough for them, and we can’t live
np to them. Therefore, pilo in and give
that cad a licking !’

“Oh, Master. Lowther—’

“QOr e¢lse we'll pile in and give you
the bumping of your life!” said Lowther.

* Put up your ’ands, Master Levison!”
said Grimes, advancing upon ‘the cad of
the Fourth,

Levison put his hands into his pockets.
He had tho best of reasons for not
wanting to fight Grimes. He had tried
it once already, and he &till had the
marks of it upon his face. IIc did not
want a second’ experience of the same
sort. . . - :

“T won't fight you, you cad!” he
enarled. “I fight with my equals!”

“You don't fight with anybody, if
you can help it, Levison, old man,” said
Moiity Lowther. “If he won't put up
Lis paws, Grimey, cliuck him out!”

And Grimee laid hands upon Levison.
Levison took his hands out of his pockets
then, and closed with the mnew boy,
pritting his tceth savagely.

Théy whirled round the study, seem-
ingly all arme and legs, for a few
moments, and.then there wia a wrench—
a gasp—and Levison went fying through
1ho doorway.

. Bump!

He landed in the passage outside with
a terrific concuassion,

“Bravo)” said Tom Merry.
satisfied, Levison?”

“Ow! Ow!”

“Are you satisfied’ that Grimey can
come into his own study whenever he

likes?”
Ow! Ow!”

““Are you

“Owl!

1 suppose that meane yes,” said Tom
Merry. “We're leaving you in posses-
gion, Grimey.”

*“Thank you, Master Merry !*

' Not at all,” said Tom Merry politely.
“Pleased! Como on, you chapa! There
won't be much more light for cricket
practice !

And the Terrible Tiree of the Shell
left No. 9 Stndy. Tom Merry paused in
the passage to epcak a word to Levison,
who was sitting up and -gasping.

“You'll let Grimes alone now,- Levi-
son,” he said. “If you want to tackle
him, tackle him ono at a time, and
nobody will chip in. But if therc’s any
more ragging by two to one, you'll he
made an gxample of. TUnderstand?”

“QOw!” ‘groaned Levison. *‘I'll make
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| and weni out to cricket practice.

eion of No. 9 Study.

P

‘pronouns ?”’

you eorry for this, Tom Merry! Tl
make that groter cad sorry, too! Ow!
Ow!?

And Levison staggered away, still

The Terrible Thrée smiled
And
Grimes remained in undisturbed posses-

groaning.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.,

Lumiley-Lumley Has His Doubts?!

UMLEY-LUMLEY of the Fourth
came into t¥e School House a
little later, and ascended to his
study. Lumley - Lumley, the

follow who had once been known as the
Outsider of 8t. Jim’s, but who was. never
called the outsider now, wore a thought-
ful expression.

It was Lumley-Lumley who had
brought Grimes to the school—Grimes
had etood his friend at a timo when he
was down on his Juck—and the Out-
sider of St. Jim’s never forgot a benefit
or an injury.

He had persuaded his father, -the
millionaire head of Lumley’s, Limited, to
pay Grimes’ fees at the school, and the
millionaire had induced Dr. Holmes to
aive Grimes a chance there.

It was the chance of a lifetime for the
one-time grocer’s lad, and -Grimes cer-
tainly was very grateful, and was trying
his best to do Lumley-Lumley credit.
And yet a doubt crossed the Outsider’s
mind at times as to whether he had done
wisely. IIe meant well by Grimes, but
he wondered.

t. Jim's had received Grimea very
well, with a few exceptions like Levison
and Mellish and Crooke. But Grimes
wag out of his elemment, and Lumley-
Lumley wondered sometimes whether he
was satisied with his new lot. If he
were not satisfied, ho might not say so,
foir fear of sceming ungrateful. Lumley-
Lumley wondered!

Lumley-Lumley p2used in the doorway
of his study, and watched Grimes at
work. - : :

The one-time grocer-boy was seated at
the table, painfully conning over the firet
easv steps to Parnaesus.

Grimes did not take Lkindly to the
classics. - His private opinion was that
the Latins were duffers, to talk t& one
another in such extraordinary lingo.

He was murmuring to himself over his
work as the Qutsider looked in. Lumley-
Lumley grinned as he caught his mut-
terings,

Grimes was tackling our old friend,
‘““hie, haee, boc,” and it troubled him
more than it troubled the ‘‘Babes’ in
the First Form.

“Hic!” murmured Grimes. ‘'Lemme
seo, that means hoc! Nunno; it means
this ’ere! That’s right! Hic—this “cre
Isto—that means that there! I’m getting
on! Hic—-haec—hoc—that's the nooter!
Sounds like a drink, 1t does! I—
Hallo, Master Lumley!”

He caught sight of his friend in the
doorway. Lumley-Lumley grinned, and
came into the study.

“ Bwotting away, Grimey?” he asked.
Grimes sighed.
‘“Yes, Master Lumley!” he said.

“Mr. Lathom ’ave been so kind as_to sct
me this ‘ere exercise! Them Latine
uscter epeak same .as weo do in some
ways. Fr'inzlance, where we say, ‘this
S S

ere——

“Ha, ha, ha)” roared Lumlcy-Lumley.
Wot's the joke, Master Lumley?”’ he
ed.

as
T pguess we dow't say ‘ihis ‘ere’ in
Enghsh—not_ in rPeal English!” said
Lumley:-Lumley. “Never mind! How

are you getung on with the giddy

i Tt’e *ard ! said Grimee.
“But it’e coming easier?” )
; .
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“Yes, s0!™ sald Grimes
dubiousjy.

Lumley-Lumley Jocked at him keenly.

“ Arve you glad you came to St. Jins,
Grimey ?” he asked.

Grimes hesitated and coloured.

“Get 1t off your chest, okl fellow
said Lumley-Lumley. “I'm tongh, you
know; I like the facts!™

“It was werry kind of you, Master
Lumley, to bring meo ’ere, and werry
kind of your father—I mean, your pater
—to pay the fees!” )

“I dide’t aek yoa that, Grimey! T
asked you whether you were plad you
had come to St. Jim's, I guess!”

“Tt is a great chance for me, Master
Lumley !

“1 didn’t ask you that, either!
you glad you came to St. Jim's?%

Grimeg’ celour deepened.

“T'd ba ungrateful to say I waen’i:’
ho replied at last. “T1 ’ope I sha'n':
never forget ’ow kind you've been it

I s'poso

32

Are

s

. me, Master Lumley !’

“Don’t talk rot, Master Grimes!*’ said
Lumniley-Lumley. “Well, never mind
now! Grimey, old man, chuck those
giddy pronouns in the fire, and come out
to ‘the ‘cricket practice!”

Grimes rose with alacrity.

*“ Right-ho, Master Lumley I

Lumley-Lumley slipped his arm
through Grimes’ as they walked down
the Fourth Form passage. His doubiz
as to his wisdom in changing Grimes’
sphere of activity had deepened.

“] saw your old pal, - Pilcher, in the
village thia afterncon, Grimey!” he
said.

Grimes brightened up. :

Pilcher " he said. “T ain™t seen ’iin
since I kim to ihis “ere school, Mastes
Lumley ! .

“He scnt you his kind regards!”

“Good old Pilcher!” said Grimes, with
satisfaction.  “There ain't a better
butcher's boy nor Pilcher in Sussex,
Master Luniley! " ’Ave you seen Crappgs,
too—'im what takes out the medicines
for Mr. Twist, the chemist?"’

“No, I guess T haven’t seen Craggs'”
said Lumley-Lumley.

It oceurred to-the Outsider for the first
time that, in ¢coming to St. Jim’s, Grimes
had 'nccessarily broken with hia oldest
pals, the fellows he had known from
childhood; and perhaps left them with
jealousy and distrust in their hbreasts
towards him.

“Cragge *is orlright?’ eald Grimes,
with enthusiasm. “Did you ever ‘eur
’ow he fought with Master Gay, of the
Grammar School? I think that was afore
your time ‘ere, p'r'aps. Fifteen rounds
they ’ad, all fair and square, till both of
’em ‘was dropping, and neither was
licked. And shook ’ands arter it, like
real sportemen, they did! Good sort,
Master Gay, of the Grammar School—
one of them Coloniale! You should sce
Craggs shoolin’ for goal, too, when he
plays for the Rylcombe Wanderers! I
play centre-forward for thein—that is, I
used to!” said Grimes, stopping short.

“Cause, 1 sha'n’t play for them no
more!” -
“Youll misg them!” said Lumley-
Lumley ’
“Yes,” eald Guimes, suppressing »
sigh. “They was good sorts, all of

*Ard-workin® fellers all the week,
and playin’ ’ard on Saturday arternoons:
that's my sort!”

“We don't workfhard enodgh for von
here, Grimey, 1 guess?” said Lumley-
Lumley good-humouredly.

“Well,” -said Grimes slowly, “it do
seem a hit like wasiin’ a chap's life,
don’t it, Master Lumley?®” )

The St. Jim's junior etared.

“Wastin’ a chap's life?” he said.

“Bomethin’ like that!” said Grimes.
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“F.-l’w:e n oy class lakes things more
"nmm Cause 1 malwe a differeuco if
vou'ro born rich, I &'pose; but it always
scems to me that at fiftoen a feller ought

to work, and

1 be thinkin’ of settin’
thinking of making his way in the
werld 17

"Pnrh‘.ps ke ought,” said Lumley-

Tumley thoughtfully. = Well, here we
wre ! You fellows tinished 77
Tom Merry & Ca. were coming off tlie
“rie ket- glound
“Finished 97 inguired Lumley- Lumln\
Y aid Tom Merry. *“\We've had

ca's our mark just at preserit.

' I‘Imnl s very much ¥ said Lumley.

“ And you as well, Urimey,” said Tom
Mesyy, turning to the new boy. 1 gup-
}ose you won't refuse an invitation 77

Grimes fAushed.

“No, Mastor Merry,” be said;

“Ilang the ‘buts’
AMerry, “Conie on'”

And Grimes was marched off to Tom
Merry’s study to tea, with Lumley-
Lumley and all the famous & Co.” of the
Yehool House. -

And if clouds had Dbeen gathering on
Giirhes” brow, ghey were chased away
new. It wag mxposelble {or anybody not
1o be jolly in Tom Merry’s study with
ke chums of the Behosl House to tea.
T board, as the crowd of juniois
#swarnied in. Besides the Terrible

‘Phireo, there were Blake and Herries anci
Digly and DAvey of the Fourth, and

“but

11 exclaimed Tom

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Grimes to the Rescue!
M MERRY looked round the
study, and looked into the cup-

Reilly and Kerruish and Kangarco of the !

Shell.
Tt wae a good-sized party for tea, and
Ye contentg of the study cupboard were
u,mpnsed in half a loaf, haif a tin of
ea, and three ‘nmp~ of sugar.
senflemen—-—" aaid Tom Merry.
“ Hezh, Lieali i said Arthur Augustus
(AN -\nw mnmal,’)
“ Gentlemen-——

*“ Bravo!” said Herries, © Where's the
fod
(nvuleme"—-—-—”
llomav said Kangaroe. “I'm
e -hgly !

' Genilelaen, you will have to wait &
it while we get something from the
tucksliopt You can wire in “and lay the
table, and mako the toast, and hoil the
hetile, while T sénd Toby down to the
viricshop for the tommy !

" You woil’t send I‘oby‘ said Mouty
Lowther, with a grin. * Toby’s away on
siie holiday, fathead! That fellow
Teotter’s ‘xele instead of Toby; but he's
iuet as good. I'li whistle him up.’

Monty Lowther stepped into  the
puesage, and put his fingers to his lips
and blew a shrill blast.  Gore of the
=i b 1] put hiis head out of the next study,

‘ Stop that row ! he yelled.

“Rats ! eaid Monty Lowther politely.
“it's a signal, my gon.  When I whistle,
vis eee Trotter trot.”

Phee-eep !

Trotter, the page, camo along the
passige grinning. obv the house-page,
was away on his ]]0]1({1}' and the new
page was equally obligin Ag a matter
ot fact, e had reaped a%ntle harvest of
iips from Tom Merry & Co.,
v too ready to answer
Lowther's whistle

‘"Ere I am, Master

and he was
Monty

Lowther,”, he

‘ Tuckshop,” “ Are you
i dhf_y I
rl(dtpl lhuLhJPd

“I've come Qorj,

*said Lowther,

hie r)\plainéd. “T'd

to  obligs veoa  young

“Hear, hear!” caid Monly Lowiher,
“1 don’t know whether cookey and tha
house-dame would feel much obliged if
they heard you. Got the list, Toniny 77

‘Here it 1s,™

smd Tom M»lry “Want
half-a-quid, tco.’

Monty Lowthier Janghed.

"I’\e got a ianner,” he e,a.d

\Iu_nnen old man———*

*“Sorry !’ said Manners blandly. 1
busteéd my last three bob in a new voll
of films to-day.”’

“Well, of all the asses!” said Tom
Merry wrathfully. *“To blow the last
of the study funds in hlrhy films when
woe've got a tea-party on!?’

“Bai Jove!” exclaimed Arthur Au%(us-
tus D’Aver. 1 #hould ask you to allow
?e to Iend you a half-soveweign, dealh

oy—

*Good !

“1 am vewy sowwy——-

' Nothing to he 501‘1y about,
see.” Chuck it over

Hand it over!”
3

iliat T can

BAAAS
Levieon fixed a haggard  look upon the follow he had always desig-

nated as a cad and an outsider.
Ron't get me eacked from tha echoocl—don’t!?’?

‘“speak a word fer me!
W ANANAANANANNANAAN

1 am sowwy, but 1 amn quite stonay,”
satd Arthur Augustus. My governah
has failed to send me a wemittance, and
I am quite stonay "

Tom Merry glared at the kwell of St.
Jim’s.

* You-—you J’)bbél\\otk " lie ejacu-
lated. “If you're stony, what on mrth
did you offer to lend me ten bob for" o

1 didn’t, deah Loy, 1 was goin’ to
say that T should -ask you te allow me to
lend you a half-soveweign, if Thadone!?

“Yeu—you—you ass!”
“Weally, Tom Mewwy

“You burbling duffer” saul Blake
sulphurously. .
“J wefuse o be called a burblin’

duffah 1”
“(fontlemen,”
Y money wanted !

raid  Tom . Merry,

Any s<aall loans now

advanced to this stady will be repaid

without fail on Saturday. I am quite

aware that it is not the usual thing fo
’

it

iin to provide
knows no law,
wasted all the

ack guests to lend the
their tea. but neccessity
and a silly chump has
available cash in disgusting films. Play
up! Small contributions thankfully re-
ocwcd—largm ones in proportion }**

a, ha, ha !’

“Pr’aps you'd let me lend you a ‘arf-
quid, Master Merry,” said Grimes bash-
fully. “If you “ouldn t mmd takin’ a
Joan from me, seein’ as—

“ Grimes, old man, you’re as lovely as
you are beautiful !> “said Tom Merry
aﬁ'ectmnatelj “I said all along that it
was a ripping whecze of Lumley's to
bring you to St. Jim's, T said all the
time that you'd do the school evedit.”

**Ha, ha, ha i

“Cash as well as credit,” said Monty
Lowther solemnly.  “Grimes, we're
Froud of you! Come to iy arms, and
ot me kiss you on your baby brow !

“QOh, Master Lowther!”

‘““Hand over the ha]f-quid, Grimey "

‘“ QArimes,”” he muttered thickly,-
\AYaVa |

Grimes grinned sheepishly and fumbled
in bis pockets. He turned a half-sove-
reign out of onc and a whele sovercign
out of another. He held up the latter
and looked at it, and stared as if sur-

prised.
““My hat! Why, he’s volling in Althy
huere 1 exe laimed \douty Lo“lhcx ‘A
“My a.t._"’ cald Grimee.
“Hand over, Grimey!” eaid Fom

Merry. “ What are you staring at that
quid for? I&n’t it a good one?’ 39

“It’'s a good one right enougn, ” eaid
Grimes; ‘“but it ain’t mine.

‘“What [?

“TIt ain’t mine,” said Grimes, with a

shake of the head. ‘If one of you young

Fentlemen put it into my pocket for a

ittle ]oke jest own up and take it

back

nu Bm Jove! T should not wegard that
Turr Pexxy PoPrLar.—No. 248,
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ps a joke in good taste!” said Arthur

Aungustus D’Arcy.

““What rot!” said Manners. “If the
quid’'s In_ your ocket Grimey, it's
yours. How could you possibly have

dnotl'ex fellow’s quid in your

“I spose xts a joke,”
#1 nin't more'n twelve bob—two bob of
my own and & ’arf-quid that Mr, Lumley-
Lumley sent me to begin my allowance.
You know My. Lumley-Lumley is makm
me an allowance as well as payin’ my
fees ’e.m. Well, that’s the 'arf-quid.
Buat this ‘ere thick-'un, that ain’t mine.
Somebody’'s shoved iv into my pocket
for a joke.”

pocket?”

“That's & jolly queer thing,” said
Tom Merry. “1 don’t understand it.
Sure. you didn't have a sovercign of

your own?”’

“Quite sure, Master Merrv.”

“Well, hand over that hali-quid, and
vou can think over the sovereign.
Blessed if I know how 1t gob into your
‘pocket if it isn’t yours.” -

Grimes tossed the half-sovereign to
Tom Merry, who caught it and turned
to Trotter, who was waiting in the pas-
sage, grinning in at the doorway. :

“There's the list, and there’s the
cash,” said Tom Men} “The list
comes to nine bob, and the other boblet

is vouls Trotty. Buzz off!”
\Iaster Merry.”
'\nd 'I‘) otter *buzzed off.”

v

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.

No Thanks!

EVISON and Mellish were in the

I school tuckshop when Trotter

came in with the list, the half-
sovereign, and a banket

Dame Taggles was serving the two
cads of the Fourth Form, and Levison
was paying.

Trotter laid the list o the counter,
and Dame Taggles began to hand out
the good things, and Trotter stacked
them into the basket. T.evison and
Mellislh watched him. '
© “Who's that little lot fol
asked Levison.

“TIt’s for Master Merry,”

Levison sniffed.

‘ Master Mervy, is it"”
they having a feed?”

“Yes, sir,” said Trotter.

Trotter?”
sald Trotter.

lie said. ““Are

“Is that cad Grimes in Merry's
study ?’

“Master (xnmes is there, sip,” said
Trotter. .

* Master Grimes!” snce 1ed Levison.

“ Master Grimes is a gmcer s boy—same
clags as you are, Trotter.’
“Thanfk you, Master

Trotter calmly.

“You’re not called upon ta touch your
cap to him, or_ to call him Master
Grimes.”  said Mellish. “Call  him
Urimps

“I'ope I know my place, Master WIcl~
lish,” :.ud Trotter; and U'm takin’ iy
cousin Toby’s pla(e em_. and I don’t
want to give no trouble.”

“You like waiting on \l}’)atalt% out of
your own class, I suppose?” suggested
Levison.

- “T never liked waitin’
friars, Master Levison,

Levison turned ved.

“Why, what do you mean, you cad?”
he shouted. Mellish chuokled and then
suddenly became quite grave as Levison
glared at him.

“I mean what I says; Mastet Levi-
son,” said Trotter. ““You ain’t'no right
to go for to try and make me disrespect-
ful to Master Grimes. He’s give me a
bob anyway, and you never give me a
hob all the time you was at Groyiriars
afore you was sacked!”
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Le\'i.eon,” said

on you at Grey-
¥ satd Trotter.

said Grimes.’

Mellish chuckled again,

“You—you low cad!” said Levison,)
clenching his fists.  “¥ave you been
round telling the fellows here that I was
sacked from Groyfriars? It's a he

“It ain’t a lie, Master Levison,” said
Trotter stolidly. “But I ain't told no-
body. It ain't my business. You let
me alone, that’'s all. If I was to be sent
to a school like this. 1 should expect the
page to call me DMaster Trotter. It's
only a matter of speaking, and it's right.
Anyway, I ain't going to get myself into
trouble acause you don’t like Master

Grimes. It ain't good enough. Another
Jar of jam, please, Mrs. Taggles."
“Yes, Trotter!”

Levison looked at the page with gleam-
ing eyes. He was strongly inclined to
punch him, but he could guess that if he
attacked Trotier he would have to reckon
with Tom Merry and Co. afterwards.

“You’ re a rotten worm, Trotter!” he

‘said.

“Yes, Master Levison.”

“And a low cad:.”

“Yes, Master Levison,

“aAnd a dirty rascal!”

“Thank you, Master Levxion said
Trotter 1mpertu1babl» “If I wasn't a
servant ’ere, ‘\/Ia=t"r Lievison, 1'd say the
same to you!’

“You—you below-stairs .thief!”
Levison.

“I ain’t a thiel,”

”»

said

sald Trotter, “and
you know it. And I ain't ever been
sacked in my life. You was sacked from
Greyfriars, with your lies and your con-
juring tricks, and your getting fel]o“:.
into _trouble with your little games!

“You young rotter, Tve a jolly good
mind to wipe up the Aoor with. you.
yelled I.evison.

“You'd Dbetter let me alone;”  said
Tretter. “I ain’t done nothing to you.
I ain’t said a word about your gettmg
pushed out of Greyiriars yei. I can t It
you back, ’cause I'm a servant ‘ere;
but Tl oonlplalu to the ’ousze-master
if you touch me, aud tell ’im that you
was a-settin’ of me agin Muaster Grimes
—so0 there!”

Mellish  drew
sleeve.

*“ Better let him aloue,” he whispere:d.
“Come away. I've got an idea.”

The two cads of the School House left
the tuckshop, leaving Trotter still add-
ing to the stores in the basket.

Levison’s brow was black with rage.
Tt was too humiliating to.be worsted in
an encounter with -a mere page and
boot-boy; but he had brought 1t upon
himself,

He gritted his tceth as they went out
into the deep dusk of the quadrangle.

“What's the idea?”. he growled.

Mellish chuckled.

“TFiggins!” he said.

Levison stared.

Figgins of the Fourth was the leader
of the juniors in the New House at St
Jim’s, the deadly rivals of Tom Merry
& Co, of the School House.

Levison awuy his

by

“What about Figgins?” snapped Liovi-
son. “Blow Figginsi’
“Blow him as much as vou like,™

grinned Mellish; * but if the New House
chaps knew that Tom Merry was laying
in a fced what do you thiek they would

“Rald it, I suppose,” said T.evison.

“Exactly. Verbum sap., you know.
Let’s tell them.” .

Levison hesitated. The warfare be-
tween the junicrs of the two houses at
Sl; Jim's was never-ending. [t was quiie
in order for Figgips & Co. to raid a-feed
of the rival juniols; Lut for a 1('llow to
league- with a rival lLouse -against his
own was unheard of.

Levison did not obje(t to treachery on

its own account, bat he kiew what the

]
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[ result was likely to be if Tom Meiry &

Co. discovered how the information Liad
been carried. to Figgins.

““Make Fig| romise he won'{ tell,
suggested Mellish. “You cut over to
the New House- and see him, and

“Good ‘egg,” said Lovison.  “You
cut over to the New House and ses
him—-"

“No fear,” said Mellish.

“Why can’t svou do it a3 well ag 17"
demanded Levison angrily. )

““Because I dont choose to,” smaii
Mellish coolly. “If you want to rauck
up the feed for Tom Merry and f|rime~
there’s your chance; but I'm not tuki
any.”

And Mellish settled the rnatrer by
walking away. He disappeared undec
the elms, leaving Levison hoqxhtmg and
doubtful.

But the cad of the Yourth speedily
made - up his. mind. From whers
he :tood e could see the window of Tom
Merry’s studv, and he caught a glimpse
of Citimes near the window.

The sight of Grimes determined him.
He started at a run in the direction of
the New IHouse, and came to a sudden
halt as lie ran irto three juniors ir the
shadows.

Three pairs of hands seized Lim,
he was swept off his feet.

“It’s a_School House cad!”
voice of Figging of the Fomrh
him to show that he mmtn

MR

ned

run 'bot'*
on the respectuble side of the faad-
rangle!™
“ Hear, Liear!”
“DBuck up, then 1"
“Qr, rather. you can i amp ki

~ai.1 T.(e-.z":.
said F'I'l"

get on to the tuckshop——*

“Hold on ! gasped levison.”
“We're holding on!" elmell
gins., “Now, then—one—i
Bump!
Levison descended on the g
a gudden concussion,

(5] O“, !')

“QOne more!” sald Iiggins. Tt
Levison! I kuow his sweet voice, Now
then——"

“Stop it!” aaped Tevison
in the grasp of nho New ¥lou
waa looking for you chaps!”

¢ Well, you've *o and ual’
ha, ha:
* exclaimed Le n
frst somr\tluug to tell youi  Ai's
portanti Leggo!™

“What is it?”
ciously.

“Do you want to raid a fecd from Tom

sidd Werr,

asked T'iggins

Merry ?” said Levison cagerly.
“\What-ho ! exclaimed Tatiy Wynn
immediately.
“You've n'ot o cliance,” said Levison

hurriedly, *They've sent Trotter don
to get in a supply of tuck—a big supply.
He's just going to leave the shop with
it, eud if you buck up you ‘1 nab hm\! '
““Well, you rotter I said Figgins in
disgust. “Fancy a chap giving his own
House away! DBump him for-being a
traitor!"
“Ha, ha,
[ O‘v !" N
Groo!
Bump !
“Yarooh !
And, having administered jus

hal™

sared Lewvisorn,

You rotters! Yah!”
Bumip! Bump!

13

Yo

'-.r io the

mformor Piggins & Co. hurr in the
direction of the tuckshop.
Lm‘lson remained gasping on  the

ground.  He sat up and “gasped and
p.mted His only consolatior: .was that
#Figgins & Co. were on the ha.cL of the
feed. They had admuusbeu justice to
Levison, but they wérd not likelr to lot
the Looty cscape them, and that was g
comolnmn to Levizon.
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THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
The Raiderz. "

€@ NTAND and deliver 17
“Oh -
Trotter had finished packi

ng

goed things in the basket, and

had left the tuckshop. He waa erossing

iowards ihe School Housé, and as he

aseed under the shadows of the old lea!-

ess elms three figures loomed up in the
dusk, :

The <hallenge rang out in Figging’
voice, and Trotter halted iu astonish-
ment.

“Stand and deliver !’

“ Your bhaskct or your giddy ife!”

“ Hands up !”

And then ther

“Qh, its M
I'rotter,

**Not 1his time ! said Figging sternly.
“T am Dick Turpin the Second. This
chap is Jack Sheppard.junior, and this
fat bounder is Claude Duval minor,
Shell out the loot hefore we imbrue our
hands in your gore and shed your blood
and your buttons !> 7

“Ha, ha, hal” ,

“We wanib the grub,” cyplained Fatty
Wynn., “This is a House raid. MHand
oveir the basket, or we shall elaughter
vou,!” )

“But- the grub belongs to Masier
Merry ! said Trotter in diemay.
~“That’s a mistake I’ said
Plandly. ‘It belongs to us.
over 17

“Buot, Master Figgiug----"

“ Seize the traitorous caitify " said Fig-
gins in a deep voice. *“‘Blow . his roof
off ] Strew the hungry churchyard with
his bones !’ :

Tlhree patrs of hands seized Trotter.

“’Ere you are, Master Figging!”
gasped Trolter. ") s'pose I can tell
Master Merry that you ‘ave took the
grub?” !

“Yes, Trolty, you can tell him we
have took it,” chuckled Figgine. ‘‘Tell
him we’ll be pleased if he'll come over to
iea in our study, as we've had an unex-
peuted “windf{all.”

““Ha, ha, ha!” roared the Co. .

“Master Merry will be wild,” said
Trotter. ‘'Ile borrered a ’arf-quid of
Master Grimes for this ’cre grub, Master
Figgins.™ : ’

“Good!

’

1
was a chuckle.
ster Figgins !

said

Figgins

Hand it

Tell Grimes he can come to

tea, too, if he's got any mere balf-quids,”

said Figgins,

** Ha, ha, ha !” -

And Figgins & Clo. disappeared in the
direction of the New House with the
well-laden basket.

“Well, my heye!” said Trotter, whe

- wusg not 8o accustoried as his predecessor
to the peculiar little ways of the juniors
of 8t. Jim’s. ‘““My honly heye !”

And Trotter returned to ‘the Scligol
House rather ‘disconsolately, and made
his way to Tom Merry’s study. C-

He found the juniors rcady for tea, and
in a state of great cxpectancy.

All cyes were turned upon the page as |

ke appeared in the study doorway.
“Here he is at last!” said Monty
Fowther, who was making toast.
“You've been a Jolly long time, Trotter.
Toby would have been back in half the

tme.”?
“I'm sorry, Master Towther - i

“Where's the grub?” asked Wom
Merry. .

“I'm sorry-—" :

“You ass!”  exclaimed  Manners.

¥ Haven’t you got it?”

* Master Figging—?

‘' What ! .

“ Master Figgina and Kerr and Wenn
~they've took it I esid Trotter.

‘Fherc was a roar.
“Figgins !
~“Raided owr feed 17
**Oh, crumbs !
‘‘Bat Jove !”
‘“You ass, Trotter !”
Y“¥You chump i*
“Toby would have dodged them!”
roared Monty J.owther. * You unre-
liable ass! You jabberwock! Collar
him and bump him !” -
“Yaas, wathah!”
But Trotter had fled.
His hurried footsteps died away down
the passage.
Tom Merry & Co. looked at one another
in dismay.

“Bai Jove!” said Arthur Augusius
1Y Arey. 1 wegard this as wotten !

" Beastiy 7 groaned Blake, *I'm
hungry ! ' -

** Yaas, wathah !”

“TFamished !” said Kangaroo. “ And
therc’s nothing in owr study. We're

hard up 17

‘“Same here !”

“T guess T'm in the same boal,” said
Jerrold  Lumley-Lumley. 1 sha'n’t
have any cash till Saturday, T guess.”

“Let’s raid the New Housc and got it
back,” suggested Blake desperately.

“ Faith, and I'm ready,” said Reilly.

Tom Merry shook his head.- -

*'We should find the whole giddy pas-
sage ready for us, to say nothing of
Ratty,” he said. ** We can’t raid Figgy's
study quite so opeuly as that. Aud

they’ve got the stufl in their study before-

[R2)

this time. We've been done'!

“Foiled, diddled, dished, and done!”

groaned Digby.

**Yaas, wathah!”

“Gentlemen,” - said  Tom  Merry,
“under the painful circumstances of the
caee, I fear there is nothing to be done
but to eall upon Grimes once more.
Grimey, old son, we are all cxpecting
Jarge consignments of ecoin of the realm
on Saturday. Saturdey is scttliug day.
Shell out!”

“Yaas, wathah !

Grimes grinned.

“But T ain’t got nothing exceptin’ two
bob, ‘ceptin’ this sovereign that don’t

shell out, Gwimey !

belong to me, what I found in my
pocket.”
“ Finding’s keepings,” suggoested

Monty Lowther. -** Of course, it’s accord-
ing to whose pocket you find it in,”
"*‘Ha, ha, ha !”
Tom Merry took the sovercign aud
turned it over in his hand. "It was cer-
tainly a goad one, and bore the image of

his gracious Majesty King George. the

Fifth. There was a deep scratch upon
his Majesty’s beard, as if someone had
been scraping the metal with a keen pen-
knife.

The sovercign waa gesuine, and it re-
presented twenty shillings’ worth of tuck
at Dame Taggles’ little shop.

“ Gentlemen,” said Tom Merry, “wne
find ourselves faced by a most peculiar
and mysterious concatenation of circum-
stances——" ’

“Oh!”

“At a time when the funds are low,

and the store of gold is depleted, and |

credit is in a somewhat exhausted state
th)

“Cut it short !”

“ At a time, Lo be Drief, when we are
stony broke, and hard up for a feed, our
respected friend Grimes discovers gold-
mines in his poekets » i

“Ta, ha, ha!”

“Now, when a f(;llow finds » sovereign
in hLis pocket, the ’natural conclusion to
come to is that it’s his own quid——"

* Soveweign, deah boy-—"

“Quid!” said Tom Merry frmly. “X
do’t want to asperse Grimey's nremory
in any way, but I must slate it as my

)
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opinion that this quid must he his, and
that he has forgotten how he camc by :t.
C%uids don't travel irfto fellows’ pockets of
their own accord. I think thiz quid muss
be the prolit on some grocery deal that
Grimes has forgotten. Very likely ho
made a spanking profit out of jam or
marmalade or sumething, and forgot all
about it in the worry of mugging up
Latin since he's been heve,”

**Oh, Master Merry !”

““At all events, if the coin isn't
Grimey's, it must have been shoved into
Grimey's pocket by some giddy practical
joker for a lark. 1 don't quite sec where
the lark comes in myself. I shouldn’t
risk my quids in that way, A fellow find-
ing a quid in his pocket might naturally
conclude that it was his own, and-might
spend it, and decline to see the joko after-
wards and refund it.  However, f somo
silly ass has played this joke ou Grimes,
he can wait until Saturday for his qaid,
whon he elaims it. That's only a just
punishwent for having played sucih an
idiotic joke.”

“Heayr, hear ! .

“Tharcfore, as we arc prepared to re-
fund the quid out of our numerous re-
mittances that arrive on Saturdey, 'I
think we are justified in expending this
quid now in sustaining our strength after
our arduous libours on the cricket-
field.”

“Bravo!” .

“So if (rimey hasn’t any objection,
I'll" take the responsibility, and' the
quid }»

“1la, ha, o }?

“ And we'll blue it in style--the whole
of it—and this time we'll go down lo the
tuckshop in a body, and f we meet any
New House members we'll squash “em I’

““JIear, hear !” o

“T ain’t no objection. Master. Merry,™
said Grimes at once. “That there quid
belongs 1o somebody rlee, and I dessay
he’ll -own up to putlin’ it in my pocket,
and then he can wait till Saturday afore
he gets'it back, and serve him right.”

“(ood egg! Como on, all of you'!”

“Yaas, wathah!" '

Tom Merry & Clo. marched ont of the
study in a body. If Figgins & Co. should
attempt any further raiding, there were
cnough of them to deal with any number
of New House juniors.

But Figgins & Co. were not to be secn
in the quadraugle. - They were enjoymg
their booty in their study in the New
House, with a select party of New ITouse
fellows to keep them company.

Tom Merry & Co. arrived at.the tuck-
shiop, and Dame Taggles was all smiles
as she handed out good . things io the
valuc of twenty shillings. 'The unex- .
pected sovereign was cxpended to the
last sixpence, and Tom Merry & Co, re-
turned to theic study in the School
House laden with provisions as if for a
siege. )

And then there was a feed. The feed
was a little late, but it was very plentiful,
and the juniors enjoyed it all the more
from having had to wait for it.

There were good things and to spare,
and  when the lumigry  juniors  had
finished, the table was by no means
cleared. Tom Merry filled a glass aith
lenonade and rose to his feet.

“Gentlemen, a toast—"'

“The toast's finished,” said Monty
Lowther, “Try the cake.”

““Yla, ha, ha!”

*Ass i said Tom Merry. “Geutle-

men, a toast. Ilere's to Griwey, the
founder of the feast, and may hc always
find a quid in his pocket when his pals are
hard up !’

**Ha, bha, ha!?

“Ilear, Lear!®™

And the toast was drunk with entlu-
slasm.
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THE B8IXTH CHAPTER.
The Sovereign.
RIMES, Lumley-Tumley, and
G Jack Blake & Co. were sitting
in Study No. 9 the next. day,
when they heard footsteps out-
side. The door opened suddenly, and
Levison of the Fourth looked in un-
rleasantly, and Knox and Kildare fol-
}owed him into the study. . .

Knox, the prefeet, was not looking dis-
pleased by any means. Knox was very
ruwch “up against” Jerrold Lumley-
Lumley and his friends—Tom Merry &
Co. And Knox was as much down on
the grocer boy as Levison was.

But Kildare was looking annoyed and
concerned. Kildare had had to enter
into the matter, as head prefect of the
Houae, but he did not like the task.

Grimes looked rather mervously at the
prefects.  Lumley-Lumley nodded to
them with perfect coolness.

“Come in, kids!” he said cheerfully.
“Have you come to have some setraw-
berries and cream?”

“None of your cheek,
cad!” growled Knox.

Kildere smiled.

“No, Lumley,” he said; “it’s a moro
serious matter thun that, I'm afraid.
T.evison had lodged a complaint witli the
prefects. e declares that he has lost
a sovereign, and that, as it hasn’t been
found, he believes it 1s being kept back
by somebaody.”

yom young

“T.evison is a feahful fabwicatah, deah’

bar.” seid Arthur Augustus 1)’ Arey.

“ (irimes has got my quid ! said Levi-
son. "It was in my pockel when I was
stroggling with him here, I missed it
immediately afterwards. Ie got up that
row with me to pick my pocket.”

“You got up that row with him,” said
Blake. “I know all about it” .

“1 suppose there’s no: truth-in this,
Crimes *” said Kildare. ’

“ No, Master Kildare,™

I demand a search,” said Levison.
¢ The sovereign happened to be marked,
and there can bo no doubt about it if
it's found. I demand a search of Grimes’
pocksta 1”

“ Rotter!”” said threc voices in unison
from the pussage.

The Torrible Three had arrived upon
the scene,

Levison esconled at Tom Merry &
o,

“You mind your own business!” he
snarled.  “Tlus is nothing to do with
vou. (Grimes has got my quid, and he's
going to hand it over., I accuse him of
stealing it.”

Kildare compressed his lips.

“You have no evidence to make an
accusation like that, Levison,” he said.

“I think the evidence is- clear
enough,” "said Levison. ‘‘Grimes saw
me_ put the sovereign into my pocket,

1

and he had a row with me a few minutes
afterwards. We struggled, and he
pitched me out of the study. Then I

missed the sovereign from my pocket. 1
came back and searched the passage
and the study, and there wasn't a sign
of it. . Where had it gone if Grimes
hadn’t taken it? T hadn’t been out of
the Iiouse—I ladn’t cven been down-
stairs. There isn't any hole in the study
or the passage where the sovereign
could have disappeared.” .

“Looks to me like a good case,” said
Knox. * “Grimes ought to be scarched.
If the quid’s marked, and it’s found on
him, that will settle the matter.”

“It won't be found on him,” growled
Kildare. ¢ believe the kid's as lionest
as the darlight.” :

“Thank you, Maxter Kildare,” said
Grimes gratefully, )

“Hold on!" ezclaimed a voice in the
passage, :
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Tom Merry and Manners and Lowther
had come into the study, and now Kan-
garoo of the Shell appeared in the door-
way dragging a plump youth bristling
with buttons by the arm. It was Trotter
the evbstitute of the absent Toby, and
he was looking very surprised and
flustered.

Kildare frowncd.

“ What does this mean, Noble?
have you brought that kid here for

The Cornstalk grinned.

“Tividence !” he said tersely.

“What evidence 7

“On this casc—the case of Levison's
quid !’

“Oh!” mid Kildare. ‘“Does Trotter
know anything about that?"

“He knows something about Levison,”
chuckled Kangaroo; “and that's just as
much to the point.”

Levison turned pale.

Trotter jerked himself away from
Kapgaroe and gasped for breath. As
soon as he had heard what was on in
Lumnley-Lumley's study, Kangaroo had
rushed the page up to the Fourth Form
passage, much to Trotter’s astonishinent.

“Oh, Master Noble!” gasped Trotter.

“Do you know anything about this,
Trotter?” asked Kildare.

‘“No, Master Kildare.”

“Hold on!” eaid Kangaroo.

What

Al

o “ Just
vou let me gnestion him, and we’ll have
it all out. He knows more than e knows
—I mean more than he Lknowy he
knows,”

“Bai Jove ! said D)’ Arcy.

“Now, Trotty,” said the Cormstalk,
wagging his forefinger at the page, “ you
were.page at Greyfriars before you came
here to liave a ’busimean’s holiday ¢

¢ Yes, Master Noble.”

“You saw a lot of Levison when he
was a Greyiriars boy?” :

“Yes, Master Noble.”

“He was sacked from
wasn’t he 7"

“Well, he *ad to feave,” said Trottor.

Levison broke out passionately.

“What's all this got to do with my
sovereign being lost? This is nothing to
do with the matter, Kildare. I pro-
test "

‘T can’t see that this bears on the case
at all, Noble,” said the captain of St.
Jim’'s.

Gereyiriars,

“You will soon,” said Kangaroo. " ILet.

mc go on. . Levison has started this
thing, and if he hears unpleasant details
about himself, it can’t be helped. Fellows
shouldn’t get sacked from schools if they
don’t like to hear about it afterwards.
Now, Trotter, isn’t it a fact that Levison
used to play rotten tricks on the fellows
at Gireyfriars, and made himself un-
popular?”’

*Yes, Master Noble.”

“It’'e a lie,” said Levison.

“It's true,” said Kangaroo. “I've
had it from Greyfriars chaps themselyes,
who came over here for the cricket. I'mn
only celling in Trotter as a witness—a
giddy eye-witness. Now, Trotty, among
Levison’s other wonderful accomplish-
ments, such as telling liee and listening
at keyholes, isn’t he a clever conjurer?”

““Yes, Master Noble.”

“He used to play conjuring tricks at
Grreyfriars, making things pass inlo
fellows’ pockets without their knowing
it, and that kind cf thing?”

“Yes, he did, Master Noble.”

“Wasn't there a row once among the
Remove fellows at Greyfriars, through
Levisen making something  appear in
somebody’s packet 77

“Yes, there was.”

“Oh!" exclaimed Jildare,

“There you are!™ said Kangaroo tri-
umphantly. ‘“TLevison has donc conjur-
ing tricks since he’s been here, as we all
know. But what I wanted to get at was,
that he got into trouble at his old schoel

| Levison,
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for making something turn up in a
fellow’s pocket without the fellow’s kuow -
ledge. And if he did that rotten trick
at Greyfriars, he could do it at 8t. Jim’s,
YIf that marked quid was in Grimes'
pocket at all, Levison put it there bz
sleight-of-hand.”

“By Jovei” said Kildare.

“Tt’s a lie !” screamed Levison.

“Which I Dbelieve it's truc,” said
Trotter. ‘It would be jest like Master
e 1 knows he's done the same

kind of thing at Greygfriars, and that I
can swear to.'

“It's a lie!”

““Tt’s not a lie,” said Kildace roughly,
“It's the truth, Levison, Thank you.
Trotter; you can go. I'm much obliged
to you. Ievison, this lets in some light
on the matter. Your spite againet
Grimes is wecll known, and as & fellow
who knows you well has declared that
rou are a conjurcr, and can pass things
into people’s pockets without their
knowing it, and that you’ve been known
to play such dodges—well, even if your
marked coin is found on Grimes, I shall
not believe that he stole it. You are as
full of tricks as a monkey, and this looks
to me like another of them.™

“Yaas, wathah!”

Levison gritted his teeth. Hs was
pale with rage. . Trotter’s unexpected
‘evidence had indeed, as Kildarc said, let
in a flood of light on the subject. .

“Do you want this to go any further,
Levison?” asked the captain of ‘St.
Jim’s,

Levison panted.  If Lie dropped the
matter there, he would be pointed at as
a slanderer, he knew that,

““Yes,” le said, between Lis teeth.
“Girimes has got my quid, and T want it
back.”

‘:Y_ou ,Fant Cirimes searched 7"

“Quite -righi,” said Knox. “Lel's
search hiu.”’

“Hold on " said Tem Mery,

“ Mind your own business,” said Knox,
with a scowl.® *In fact, you juniors had
better clear out of the study altogethor.”

“I've got something to say,” said Tom
Merry.

‘‘Hold wour tongue!” enapped Knox.

““Liet hini speak, Knox, if he's got any-
thing to eay about the matter,” said
Kildare quietly.

“I've got this to say,” said Tom
Merry. “ Levison says he’s lost & quid.
Well, we'll take his word for it that he
had a quid. But lLe's got to prove that
he lost it.”

“Yaas, wathah!”

“I suggest, therefore, that Levison iz
searched first,” said Tom Merry.

*“ Hear, hear!”

“What rot!”
angrily.

“If the warked sovereign turns up in
Levison's own pockets, we can consider
the matter as closed,” said Tom Merry
imperturbably

Kildare looked at him ‘sharply.

“This is getting extraordinary!” he
exclaimed.  “Does that mean that you
have some reason to suppose that Levison
still_has the sovereign about Lim?2”

“Yes,” said Tom Merry,

“Rot !

“Yaas,  wathabh!”  said  Arthur
Augustus 1)’Arcy, grinning.  “ Turn out
your beasily pockets, you utiah wottah !”

“Turn oubt your pockets!” shouted
Monty Towther.

Kildare nodded.

“Turn them out,”

“But look here—-

“Do as T tell youl” said the captain
of 8t. Jim's crisply.

Levisou, with a sullen face, {urned our
his pockets. ¥le could mot understand
! the turn affaiss were taking, Wlhy Tom

»

exclaimed  Levison

he said,
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Merry 2hould want him !0 {orn out his
p()(:-k(:m he cauld not upderstand; bat,
like a well or a fox. whHatever he could
not understand he was afraid of. Ile
turned out his pockets elowly and unwill-
inply.

“Is that all?"
ccased.

“That's all,” said Levison,

""There’s a hip-pocket o your hags,
eaid Monty Lowther,

“I never keep anything in ir”
Levison,

“Tury i out, all the s

“Oh rot!”

asked Kildare, as he

said

same }Y

“Do as you're icld, Tevison!” gaid
Kildare,
“Qh. all right!™ crowled the cad of

the Fourth.

IIe groped in the unused pocket, and
ann expression  of blanlk astonishment
came over his face, He iried to com-
pose his features the next moment, but
1t was too late.

“You have
Kildare.

“Ye-es.”

“Hand it oui at once.

Levison withdrew his uahd and there
was & glimmer of gold in the gaslight.
He held a sovercign between his fnger
and thumb,

“Haud it to me,” said Kildare.

The captain of St. Jim's took the coin,
e held it up to the light and glanced
4t it. There was a &harp cut on the
vboavd of his Majesty King George the

something ihere?™ wsked

“'Unb cotn is marked ! said Kildare.
e Ireld it out to Levison to sce.
I~ that ihe sovereign, I_eneon i
,"\nd Im ison faltered:
“Yes

THE SEVENTH CHAPTEAR.
The Quality of Mercy.

HERE was silenice in ihe study for
a full minute, Kildare stood with
thie sovereign hetweea his finger
aml  thumb,
gathering on his brow.

The junjors were grinning, and Grimes
hiad %o suppress a chuckle.

Kuox looked angry and aunnoyed, He
bad hoped that the matter would turn
out to the disgrare of Grimes, and he
Lind boen l.IbRppUlhlP(l

ITis anger turned against Levison now.

As for Levison, he scemed to be damb-
founded. He knew thiat the marked
sovereign had.beern in l')nmeﬁ pocket—
for the best of reasons—he had put- it
there. "To one so skilled in sleight-of-
hand as Ernest Levisen that bad been
quite casy.

flow the sovereign had come hack from
Grimes pocket tu his own was a mar-
vellous mystery. SBome amazng chance
had interposed, evidently to turn his con-
juring wick back on hinssel.

Levison could only stand blinking at
the sovereign as if he conld acarcely
bohe\e his eyes.

Well»” said Kildare, at
“That i3 the sovereign, Ien&ou

“Yes-es, 1 suppose 0! stammered
T.evison,

I suppose you did not happen to have
two marked sovercigns?” the eaptain ol
St. Jim’s usked sz rmstwally

Even Levison could not venture io
make such an esseviion. e <hook his
head.

“Then how comes it that you lave the
sovereign in your pocket all the time,
while yon are accusing Grimes of stenllnq
i(‘. " domamlcd Kildare rrm‘l\

and  storm-clouds

] ngth,

—1--I don't under raml ' gasped
I. mlron
" You have been wing,” s:id Kildare
& ontﬂmpi Lluuely ’
TGive e young ead e Loking for

bringing us up here and ma.kmg aszes of
growled Knox .mgn.v
I--T didn’t know the quid was there,”
~fnmmuod Levison.

“¥You had forgotiten you had it*

“I—I never use that pecket. ]
kuow how it got there!

* And you accuse Grimes of stealing it
as soon as you miss it, without taking thp
trouble to go tllrough all your pockete ¥’
‘-mdlKlldale.

do’) t

"

“You have slandered Grimes,” said
Kildare, *and you will have to learn that
accusations of theft can’t be brought so
lightly as this against a fellow. = Yon
have “accused Grimes of stealing a_sove-
veign that was in your pocket all the
time. I shall give you the biggest lick-
ing you have had ﬂnu, yow've been licre.
Come to my study.” .

O
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study, and Grimes lent

“Hall-a-soveweign, deah ”
mured Arthur Augustus D' ~\uv

“Shut up, you ass!” growled Jack
Blake,
v \\ eally, Blake

nuues “lent vs halt a-quid,’” soid Tom
\Itll' . At the same time, he fonud w
sovereign in his pocket, and he was sun-
prised to find it there. He told us all
that-it wasn't Dbis, and we all sapposed
that it had hecn sllppml into his pocket
for a loke. It was a marked sovereign.
Figgins & Co. raided our grub, so wo
called on Grimey for the quid, intending
to repay it to whomsocver it be'[m.ge‘l to
on Saturday, when we should have soine
cash. Wa 01113 supposed it was a prac-

tical joke, so far, though wo couldn’s see
any sense in it.’
walhali i

“Yaas,

ava |

Qrimes bade a most affectionate farewell to the Juniors who had came to

see him off.
Augustus D'Arcy.

‘! We shall see you again, Qwimey, deah boy ??' eaid Arthur
i Yes Master D’Arcy, | shall bring the groceries round,

you know !
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“TFollow me!” thundered Kildare,

“ But I—I say !’ pauted Levison.

Kildare's strong grip dropped upen his
shoulder.

The cad of the Fourth writhed in the
grasp of the St. Jim's mptam His face
was deadly white now. The result of his
plotting against Grimes was a licking for
hiinself, and the expression of Kildare’s
nwo showed that it wonld be well Jaid

“Hold on!” sid Tom Merry, with a
scornful look at the shivering cacd of the
Fourth. *“There'sga litde bit more, to
tell you, Kildare, now that the cad hus
een shown up.”

Kildare pauscd.

“\What is it 7 be asked.

“Yiaterday we wese in

my

!

““e guessed ab once ihat it was a
scheme of Levison’s. He had slipped it
into Grimes’ pocket, ahd he had waited
to give him a chance of spending it. Like
the cad he is, he fancied that Grimes
would he glad enough to be a sovereign
richer. and wouldu’t say anything about
it. (rinles hadn’t noticed ii: was marked,
but I did.  If lie spent it, or kept it
about him, it could he traced by tie
mark, and Levison didn’t suspcet that
the moment Grimes found it in his
pocket he sho“od it to all the fellows
who were with lim and sid it wasn'¢
his”

Y OL P murmured Levison.

‘““As soon as we knew what Levi
was getting at we played thie little jape
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on him,” said Tom Mervy. “I got the
quid back from Mrs. Taggles, and Manty
Lowther shoved it in the Fourth Form
dorm, where Blake could find it. Blake
put it into Levison's hip-pocket while the
rotter was asleep, so that he had his
sovereign back without knowing it.”

“Oh!” murmured Levison again.

Jack Blake grinned.

I couldn't have done it while Levison
was awake,” ho explained.
giddy conjurer.”

“Then we let Levison rip,” said Tom
Merry olieerfully.

“It's all lies shrieked ILovison.
 They—they knew Grimes had stolen it,
and so they put it Lack to get hirm out
of trouble!”

Kildare knitted his brows.

“You accuse all these fellows of being
in league with a thief 2" he aslked,

“Yc-es.” "

“Bal Jove!”

“You eay Grimes showed vou fhe
sovereign, and said it wasn't his¥” said
Kildare to Tom Merry., “DPlenty of
witnesses ?" :

“Neatly a dozen, All these. fellows,
and some others.” )

“That was soon after his fussle with
Levison ?”

Y Yes."

“That settles it 1" said Kildare. “You
shouldn’t have played this trick wwith
thiz soversign. You should have come
and told me about it. But T can under-
stand your wanting to take a rise out
of that votten cad Levison. It seems,
then, that levison was not making a
mistake in sunposing he had lost the
sovercign, but he deliberately planted-it
on Grimes, and then compluined of
losing it !”

“Yaas, wathall!”

*“That makes it biacker. thaun .hefore.
Ii tlie Head knew. about this, the rotter
would be cxnelled frora.the school !”

Levison gasved.

¢[—I--1 say, de—don't tcll {the
Head!” he groasned. “I-—I don’t mind
being licked, Kildare, b-b-but don't tell
the Head! I-I-I daren’t go home!”

Kildare gave him a scornful look.

“You should have thought of ihat
before you piayed this rotten game!”
lie said.

¢ I—]--—
wailed
again !

1

Don’t tell the Head!”
Levison. “I--I won’t do it
And—and’ it was really ouly a
joké ! I—I should have owned up, you
know! I—I was rcally only playing a
conjuring trick on Grimes, and I was
going to owhn up afterwards, and we
Hhol'l d all have had a good laugh over
it!’ :

Do you expect me to believe that?”

“Well, I- " )

“Bai Jove! That clap gets a biggah
liah evewv day!" said Arthur Augustus
1)’ Arey, in astonishment. “I wegard it
as  amazin’' ! should net lave
imagined that -any chap could woll out
woppahs like that!"

Kildare fixed his eves
trembling cad of the Fourth.

*I shall leave it to Grimes to say!”
ho exclaimed. “I shall take vou to my
study, and give you the hiding of your
life, or else I shall report the whole
matier to the ITead, (irimes has a right
to ask that it shall be reported, as he
was your victim!”

“My at!” said Grimes.

Levison fixed a haggard look upon the
fellow he had always designated as a
cacd and an outsider., ‘Time's revenges
are curious enough, and it had come
about that Levison’s fate depended upon
the boy he had rilified and injurad, and
attemipted o disgrace, .

It was an opportunity for Grimes to
pay off all oli-scores with. terrible
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interest, for if the matter had been ze-
ported to the Head, there was no doubt
that Levison would have been turned
out of St. Jim’s.

He had risked that punishment beofore

by his rascality, and it would have fallen
upon him this time without hope. It
all depended upon a word from (irimes,
and the fellows in the. study all looked
anxiously at the new junior.
Rascal ns Levison was, the juniors did
not want o see him éxpelled, A good
licking he undoubtedly deserved; but
they did not want to be t0o hard on him,
aud they were anxious to hear what
Grimes would say. If ever any fellow
had & right to be vindictive, if ever
any fellow could justly say, with the
prophet of old, “I do well to be angry,”
it was Grimes of the Fourth.

But Tom Merry & Co. need not have

had any doubi.:s in the matter. There
was no hesitation about Grimes, There
was no bitterness in his looks. Pity for

the wretched . junicr who liad schemed
and failed could be read in Grimes’
honest face—-pity mingled with con-
tempt, but nothing like vindictiveness.

“(irimes,” murmured Levison thickly,
“speak a word for me! Don’t get me
sacked from the school! Don’t!"”

“T ain’t wantin’ anythin’ of the sort!”
said Grimes. “I don’t want nothing to
bo said about the matter. I don't bear
malice, Master Levison. I only ‘ope
that you won’t go for to tell lies about
me any more. I ‘ope Master Kildare
won't say a word about it. That’s all
I've got to say!”

“You hear that, Levison?” said Kil-
dare sternly. “If you're not kicked out
of the school, you owe it to Grimes.
I'ollow me !” :

Levison followed the captain
Jim's without another word.

In Kildure's study he had a most
tremendous licking, and his howls could
be heard far and wide. But the matter
ended there, and for some time after-
wards Ernest Levison was in a very
subdued state. Whether it was due to
repentance or the fear of further
trouble cannot bo said; but certainly he
was careful to give no further offence to
Grimes of the Fourth.

of St

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Honest tnjun.
TURIN(G the next two ov three
D days Jerrold Lumley-Lumley
often regarded his chum with a
very thoughtful look. :

(irimes was getting on in the ourth.

The first mysteries of the Latin tongue
had been penetrated, and he was be-
ginning to take part in the regnlar worl
of the Form-room.

The persecution by Levison and
Mellish was over. Levison carefully
avoided giving trouble, and never allowed
even a sneer to escape him, and Mellish
followed the example of his leader.

It seemed as if the thorns had been
gathered from the path of the new
junior, and that all was plain sailing
before him,

But Lumley-Lumley had his doubts. ]
The conviction had been growing in his
mind  that in bringing Grimes to St.
Jim’s he had done an unwise thing.

A few days later he ontered his study,
and found Grimes wrestling with mensa,
o table, and mense, of a table, and
mensarn, a table, when Luwnley-Lumley
came in., Grimes looked up from his
grammar cheerfully, but the keen eyes
of the Outsider noticed that his cheer-
fulness was forced. .

“(Jetting on, Grimey?” Le asked.

Grimes nodded.

“Yes, I think so, Master Tumley,”
he #id. “This ’ere ain’t so "avd when

vou begin 1o gel used to ir."
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“Do vou like it yet?" -
M

0L, T like it all wight, asler
Lumley ! Anyway, it's a werry useful
thing . to learn. Not much use in

business, of course !

Lumley-Lumley grinned. .
~ “No; you're not likely to have many
Latin correspondents when you’ve got
a big grocery Dbusiness “going,” he
remarked,

““No, Master Luraley. Siill, I s'pase
it's a. useful thing to know. Anyway,
I':n peggin’ away at it, and I'm getting
on. It's werry kind of you to coach me
as you do!”

“Oh, rot!” said Lumley-Lumley.

There was n pause. Lumlay-Lumley
sat on the corner of the table and swuing
his legs. Grimes returned to mensa, 6
Table, and mensa—Dby, with, or from a
table.

“l guess I want to have the iruth,
Grimey,” said Lumley-Lumiey.

Grimes looked up again.

“The what, Master Lumley?"
falvered. .

“Thoa trath, Master Grimes!”

“Oh!” said Grimes.

“You know I've kunockad about the
world,” said Lumley-Lumley. “I'mi
rich, aiid I've been poor. I've seen
queer sights, and a good many countries,
and different kinds of people. I know
that money and vosition don'ft make
happiness. The happiest man I ever
saw was 2 lame beggar in San Francisco.
The lLappiest time in my life was when
[ hadn't a dime in my pocket, and my
boots were tied on with string. Crimey,
old man, I had forgotten what I've
learnt by expericnce, and was following
the usual stick-in-the mud way of think-
ing when I thought that it would be a
big thing for you<o tome to St. Jim’s,”

*Oh, Master Lumley!” |

“I've been thinking it over, T giiess.
Look here. Grimey, you've got to tell
me - exactly how it is. Honour bright,
would you rather be at St. Jin's, or
back in your old business?”

Girimes was silent.

“1 guoss it's pretty clear, whal you've
got in -your mind,” said Lumley-
Lumley, laughing, ®ov you'd answer up
at once!”

Grimes reddened.

“1 don’t want to scern ungraleful,
Mns{er Lumley,” he said.

“1 guess it's not u question of that. I
want you to do as you like, If you wan!
tv stay at St. Jim’'s, here you are! If
you'd rather have the grocer business,
there you are! You've only got to suy,
¢ Honour bright,” you know.”

“You wouldn't be offended, Master
Lumley ?" he asked.

“No! Honest Lujun!”

“ And—and you won't tlink me uns
grateful 7"

“1 guess not,” said Turmley-Tumley,
grinning. Grimes’. questions showed
pretty plainly what &iis answer was going
to be. -

“Weli, Master Tamldy——-""

Grimes lhesitated, .

“loit!”

“Well, it seems to e an awfal wasta
of time 'ere,” szid Girinies hesitatingly.
“Fellers old enougl to be thinkin' about
the future seém to be thinkin' of nothin’
but lessons and games. Them as is pre.-
paring to earn their liviugs in the future
1s called gwots, as it there's something
rotten about 'ard work. And the
gwottin’ they do seems to me all—ahem !”

ALl what?” grinued Lumley-Luoniley.

“ Al rubbish!” said Grimes, coming
out with great frankness now that he lmﬁ
once started. It was evident that he had
given a great deal of thought to .the
aubject.  “Tliey ain't learniu’ anythin’
of any use. Therve's a lot of work 1o Lo

(Concluded on page 20, col, 8. )
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THE FIRST

e matier with

CHAPTER.
" ALLO 1T What's
Besumiont
wordy sharply. The Fisticul
Tour were coming along the lower passage
udy, aud mct them face to face,
late in the evening, and Beaumoent
r in the evening Beanmont had
rehing for Leggett, the cad of the
Four as to whether he had heen seen by
them, but Lie received no information.
in the school. was a barsh an(} \;-owa,rdly
bully, usnd . way cordially disliked by
As a watter of {act, Janwy Silver and
Lis chumis, Lovell, Newcome and Raby, had
‘Beaumont's mqmly in the study of
Lommy Dodd & Co., and-they were com-
Although Tommy Dodd & Co., the
Xfodern chums of Rookwood, were the
were fratk, wholesome lads, and not given
to spending their time with o cad of
Beaumont had been searching for
Leggett in order to give him a thrashing,
taken refuge in the Modern c¢hums’ study.
He had rolemly avowed to them that
Tomnmy DNodd & Co. promised to back
him up. Beaumoint was hated by them as
Tommy Dodd had hit upon z plan
wiereby Lm‘gect would be proteeted trom
Beaumont would, at the same time, be
given o severe shock which they hoped
Lepgett wag to hide himseli in the old
tower for a couple of days and nights, so
way from schocl out of terror for Beau-
nzont, and the Modern chums promised to
H)e) knew, Wi ould give Benumont 0
serious fright.
suceceded in getting  away from the
Modern chuing’ study to safe quarters
But now the four’ chums rtopped in
A Mempub and alarm as they wmet the

Boaumant Has a Shock.’
Jimmy Silver uttered the
Raokwood, when the prefect came out
iy recently come in,
Tie had inquired of the Fistical
Beaumont, the most unpopular prefect
cveryone,
known that Leggﬁtt was, at the time of
pletely mystitied as to the reason,
sworn enewmies of the Fistical Four, they
Leggeti’s type.
n*d the cad of the Fourth, in his fear, had
Lie iritended to turn over n new leaf, and
wmch as the rest of the school
the clatches of the bullying prefeet, and
would be & lesson to him,
that it shonld appear that he had run
keep Lim supplied with food.  'This plan,
Having made tlleu‘ plang, Leggett had
without. eicourtering Beaumont.
prefecs in the pavsage,  His face wos

]
§ busily making purchases,
|

strangely pale, and his eyes had o half-
furluus, half- fnght,ene(l look thut was very
curious to see, The Fistical Four did not
like Beaumont, but he looked as if he had
had a terrible shack.

I say., what's the matter? ™’
Jitnmy Silver anxiously.
Beaumout ?

* No,” muttered the prefect thickly.

“ Bad news, then?” said Jimmy,
noticing a note crumpled up in Beaumeont’s
hand.

The prefect hastily thrust the paper
into his pocket.

“No, no! Have you seen Leggett ?*

“Oh, if that's all—-" hegan Jlmmy
Silver.

* Stop ! "Have you seen Leggett 2 Tt's
—it’s important. I’ m afraid something
}mq huppencd to him.’

“Phew !’

“Have you seen him ? 7

Y No,” said Jimmy Silver, I haven’t.”
He looked curiously at the prefect. ™ What
have you done to him 7’

Beoumont started violently.

“I? Nothing'!® Who says I lm\e done
anything to him ??

i \obodv, that 1 dow of.” ~alr1 Jimmy
Silver cheerful]) “But if anything’s
happened to him, T Guppose it was through
you-—— ?

“It'e a lieit’s-—— T =ay, will you go
end findt hizy 7 I—I promisc you that I'm

'

asked
*“Are you ill,

Ths Fistical Four found Temmy Dodd & Co.
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in the school tuckshop

which Tommy Cook was packing into a
basket.

not poing to lLick him. T—T believe this is
a joke of his, but——"

‘“What’s a joke of his ¢ ™

“ Nothmgx Only—on]y find him! It's
—it’s important.™

** You're not going to lick himm~—honour
bright 1

“Yes, yesa !

‘“Then we’ ll ﬁnd him for you,” said
Jimmy Silver, impressed by the prefect’s
strenge, anxious manner, ‘‘Come o,
kids ¢ )

The Fistical Four went' on their way.
Beaumont descended the stairs, and the
chums, glancing back, saw that his walk
was strangely unst.ea.dy

“Well, of all the glddv mysteries !’
exclaimed Jimmy Silver.. * What do you
make of that, you chaps ?

“I can’t make anything of it,” said
Raby. .

*“ Same here,’ said Lovell and Newconse,
looking puzzled. “I supposc Beaumont
hasn’t really hurt Leggett, has hP, or
anything of that kind t°

“*‘Can’t make it out. Lct’s go and see
Tommy Dodd & Co. Leggett was with
them the last we heard of him.”

‘“Good !

The Fistical Four hurried to the Modern
chums’ study, but it was empty and in
darkness,. The junior common-room wag
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drawn blank also; the Moderns were not
there.

But just as the T'istical Four came out
of the common-roomn, they met them in
the passage. The rain on Tommy Dodd &
Co.’s clothes showed that they had been
out of doors.

*“ Hallo ! Where have yon been, kids 2 "’
exclaimed Lovell,

* Minding our own husiness, infants,”
grinned T'ommy Dodd.

“Have you seen Leggett 1."

Tommy Dodd looked thoughtful.

“ Do you mean to-day or yesterday ? "

“To-day, fathead! *He was in your
study about tea-time.,"”

““ 8o he was, now I come to think of it.”

“Well, where i3 he now ¢ "

“Can you see him, Cookie ' asked
Tommy Dodd gravely.

Tommy Cook looksd up and down the
passage, and felt in his pockets, and then
shook his head in the most solemn way in
the world.

*“No, I can’t, Doddy,” ha said. -

“I can’t, either,” eeid Tommy Dodd.
“Do you want to see hiim very partieu-
larly, kids ¢ " - .

“Yes. Beaumont wantg him.”

“Ha, ha, ha! Beaumont had belter
find him, then.”

“But—-—"

““ Oh, come on, kids," said Tommy Dodd.
“ We can’t stay talking all night to these
bounders.” :

And Tommy Dodd & Co. walked away,
grinning. The Fistical Four looked after
them in rather wrathful amazement.

“ T'hey know something about it,” said
Lovell. .

“I reckon 8o. There's a mystery some-
where, and I'm blessed if I can gucss what
it is.”" said Jimmy Silver, ¢ Let's get on."

- The Kistical Four inquired right and
left. But no one had seen Leggett since
tea-time ; no one had noticed or cared
where he lied been or what he had been
doing.

The four chums returned at last to
Beaumont’s study. They found the prefeet
there. He was standing in the light of
the gas, reading a crumpled paper.

He thrust it hastily into his pocket as
the juniors came in. It was evidently the
same paper they had seen in his hand in
the passage before, -

“ Have you seen anything of him g "
nsked the prefeet eagerly.

“No. He doesn’t seem to be in the
school, and nobody appears to hate geen
him lately,” said Jimmy Silver,

Beaumort multcred something.

“ Perhaps he's gone somewhere for a
master or a prefect,’”” Lovell supgested.

Beaumont shook his head.

“I've inquired ; he hasn’t.” :

“Look here!" said Jimmy Silver
bluntly. “ Do you really- think that any-
thing may -have happened to him,
Beaumont ? .

** How should T know ? * said Beaumont
uneasily., ““I don’t suppose for a minuto
that anything has happened to him."”

But his trembling lips gave tho lie to
his words.

*You do think so ! " said Jimmy Silver
deliberately. “And if enything has
happened, you know something about it,
too.”

" You young liar!
study !’

“T'ho Fistical Four left the room.

“ I'here’s something wrong sornewhers,”
said Jimmy 8ilver,

And cro long it was certain that the
leader of the Classical chums had guessed
correctly.

For whon bed-time came for the Fourth
Form, Leggett did not take his place with
the rest of the juniors to march up to the
dormitories. L .

Teggett was missing !
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THE SECOND CHAPTER.
The Dlsappearance of Leggett.

HERE is Leggett 2
Bulkeley, the captain of
Rookwood. whose duty it
‘happened to be that night to
see lights out in the Fourth Forin dormni-
tories, asked the question, .
It was a question whicl no one could,

[13

-} or would, answer,

Leggett was not in his place, and the
amazement in his Form-fellows' faces
showed that they did not know what had
becoms of him.

“““Where is Leggett 1"

Bulkeloy weas puzzled. He waas seen’

to speak in a low voice with Mr. Bootles,
the master of the Fourth Form, and Mr.
Bootles looked puzzled, too.

The Form-master ¢uestioned some of
the junmiors, but the replies were un-
satisfactory. No one had seen Leggett
for a couple of hours at least.

““ Go up to bed,” said Bulkeley.
will be looked into."”

The Fourth Form, greatly wondering,
prepared to retire. The Fistical Four
were troubled in their minds. Leggett's
absence at bedtime was a pretty clear
proof that something wunusual had
happened, and they were anxious about
him.

Of late the cad of the Fdurtli had shown
symptoms of a desire to turn over a new
leaf, and the chums of the end study
woro rather interested in his progress.

‘“ Worried about something, kids?t"
asked Tommy Dodd, glancing towards
the Fistical Four as the IFourth Form were
about to dispersa.

* Yes,” said Jimmy Silver abruptly.
“ Do you know where he is. Doddy * " -

“ My dear chap, how should I know * "’

¢ I believe he’s run away,” said Towle.

Jimmy Silver started.

* What makes you think that, Towle ?

““ He said he was going to.”

* What for 2"

¢ Because Beawnont was always licking
him.”

“ He'd nevor have the nerie to run
away,” said Lovell, shaking his head.
‘“ Besides, we saw him after locking up.”

** Bounds
now,” said Lacy, shaking his head.

““ Well, that's true.”

“Jf he hasn't run away, where is he 7"
said Towle.

“ Answer that i you can,” said Tommy
Dodd.

“Why do you belicve he's
from: school, Doddy ?” .

“ My dear chap, it's not a question of
what 1 believe ; Iscttle it on the evidence,”
said Tommy Dodd, with a yawn, 1T
beliove I'm sleepy, and I'm going to bed.”

Bulkeley went in to see lights out in the
Modern dormitory that night, as Knowles,
the Modern prefect, was away for a day or
two, and he was taking his place. '

He was looking rather troubled. Several
fellows wore seated on Towle's bed,
talking to him., They were urging him
that it was his duty to tell the Rookwood
captain what he knew.

* Now,” then, bed!”
“ Don't bother me now.”

¢ Towle's got something to tell you,”
said Lacy.

“ No time now

¢ It's about Leggett.”

The captain of Rookwood
attention at once.

“ Do you know anything about Leggett,
Towle :

“ Only what he said to e, Bulkaley,”
said Towle uncomfortably. -

“Tell me what it was.™

“ He said hefwas going to run away
from school because Beaumont w as alasys
licking him,”" said Towle.

" Bulkeley compressed his lips,
* When did ho say that ¥
“ This evening, just pofore ton, Beau-
, .

¢ Thia

-
ran away

said DBulkeley.

wag  all

have been broken before’
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mont was looking for hira at the time, to
lick him for something or other.”

*“ Thank you, I am glud you have toid
me that, Towle, Good-night, boys:@™

¢ Good-night, skipper!”

. Bulkeley turncd out the light anrl left
the dormitory. '

Bulkeley went straight from the Modeca
dormitory to the study of tne bully of tha
Sixth., He tapped at tife door und
walked straight in.

Beaumont started up nervously.

He had been sunk in a chair before thia
fire, which was nearly out. His face wax
pale, and there were drops of perspiration
on his brow. He gave tlie capiain of
Rookwood a haggard look.

‘“Do. you know what las become of
Leggett, Beaumont ? " esked Buikeley in
his direct way.

“How should I know?"
Beawnont hoarsely.

“You look as if you knew something,™
said the Rookwood captain, eyeing I
keenly. *‘ Whatisthe matterwithyou ? ™

“T'm not—I'm not feeling quite weli.”

“ Towle says that Leggett declared il
was his intention to run away because you
were always licking him,” said Bulkeley
abruptly.

Beaumont shiversd,

“1It's not true.”

“How do you know it's not trae 2"

““ Well, I don’t suppose it is.”

‘“ T khew you were a brite to the juniors
as a rule,” said Bulkeley. in - reasured
toness ““but I thought that you and
Leggegt were birds of a feather. “And I
have Hever noticed how you treated ni:.
‘Have you ill-used him lately ¥’
kI may have licked him once or twice.
He deserved it.” .

‘“ And you cannot throw any light upoa
his disappsarance ? " : '

* How should I krow anything about
ite” ,

‘Do you, ns a matter of fact, know
nn_vt,hirg T

There' was a pause.

‘N6, said Beaumont desperately.

“Very well. I imnust go and tell ti=
Head what I have discovered, so that the
boy can be searched for., The police tans:
be communicated with.”

The prefect shuddered.

‘“The police:”

“Of course. It i plain that lLe bax
run away from school, and he must bn
found and brought back as quickly a4
possible. Then'"—and Bulkeley’s face
becamne hard and significant—" then will
come an inguiry as to why he ran away.”

And the %ookwood captain quitted the
roorn

As soon eg he wag slone: Beaumont {>t
his white face fall into his hands.

‘“ Has he run away t Oh, if it i3 only
nothing worse!"” the wretched senior
groaned,

muttered

—_——

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
The Fistical Four on the Track.

HE next day sll Rookwood kaew

l that Loggett had run away froem

school. His place was empty a:

the breakfast-table, andin chapel,
and Lis desk had an-unoccupied spaee iw
the Fourth-Form class-room. Leggett was
gone ! ’

He had not been liked.  The boys had
nicknamied him  *’ Shylock " and  the
“ Cad -of the Fourth.” But now that he
liad taken such a dosperate step thero
were few who did not feel some conceru
about him,

To run away from school was™ serious
offence. It might rnean expulsion as a
puaishment. It would certainly mean s
severe flogging ; and Dr. Chisholm. kind
headmaster as he was, knew how to lay
it on when ocecasion required.

There was a rough time in stova for
Teggett when he was recapturad, "Thag
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he wonld Te recaptured seemed certain.
‘Che  jumor could only, at the best,
reacli home, and then he would be sent
hack to school as 2 matter of course. 'The
despernte step of running away was as
futile ay it wae desperate, .

The Fistical Four were concerned about
ilie disappearance of Leggett, and almost
cqually <o by their conviction that Tominy
Dodd & Co. had the clue to the secret,

Leggelt lLiad, perhaps, consulted the
Moderst chums about running away, or
‘Ley hed lcerned gomething about it.
At all events, Jimmy Silver guessed that
they ktew more than they told, and
Jinny Silver, ag usuel, guessed correctly.

* Doddy wouldn’t grin like that if he
warn't up to something behind our backs,”
eaid Jimmy Silver, as the Modein ¢hums
nussed the Fistical Four in the quad after
morning echocl. ‘‘ He knows something
we don’t know.”

*“ Let’s knock their Leads together till
they explain,”” was Reby's  brilliant
ruggestion.,

“YTm safraid we ecouldn't knock the
secret out that way,” said Jimmy Silver,
with a shake of the head.

“ Leggett seems to have really run
=way,” Lovell remarked. ‘' There's no
tign of him about Rookwood. It wae o
tilly thing to do. It will show up Beau-
oont 5 hut Leggett will have a painful
time with the Head afterwards if le
comed back,”

“ There’s something ahout iz I don’t
wnderstand,” said Jimmy, wrinkling his
browe. ‘‘Those Modern rotters sré up
to it, and we’re not.”

“It won't do,” said Rehy.
derogatory to our dignity ag——""

** Rats1 What's thie little secret they've
kot between them. That's what we've
gut to find out.”

“ Well, we ean only do that by shadow-
g them,” said Raby.

Jimmy Silver looked dubicus.

“ X don’t know about shadowing people
in broad daylighit,” hié remuarked. ™ How-
ever, 1 suppose it can’t do apy harm, if
it doesn’t do any good.”

“ Quite right.”

‘“ Come along, ilen !’

‘Coniny Dodd & Co. had gone jinto the
wchool tuckshop. The Fistieal Four fol-
lowed them in, and found them busil
making purcheses, whieh Tomuiy (ool
was packing into a basket.

The chums looked at them curiously,

“ Hallo! Geing on a picnie, Doddy 2
asked Lovell,

Tominy Dodd turned ratler red. He
was evidently not best pleated at being
found in his present occupation by the
Classical ehume,

“Ob, rats!” he exclaimed. * Funny
thing that you four kids are always poking
your nosey into things.” .

* My denr chap, if it’s 2 picnic we'll
wome  with you with pleasure,” raid
Jimmy Silver liberally. ** Never shall it
be eaid that the Fisticel Four refused to
tliare 2 feed with anybody, friend or foe.”

Tommy Dodd sniffed,

* Well, it isn’t a pienic, g0 cut !’

" Ab, it's a study feed, I supposo!
Xever mind; we’ll be jnst as pleased
10 come along with yvou and: :

"1t isn't a study feed.”

“Whet ie it, then 27

" Oh, rats!”

The Fistical Four looked rather sur-
wised. They called for ginger-pop, and
coiisurncd it while Tommy Dodd & Co.
ilnishe? packing the litzle hasket and
carried it out of the tuckshop.

Jimmy Silver dragged lis chums to
the door the moment the Modern chunis
were. gone, '

**Uome on!" he muttered.
got to keep them in sight |7

" What’s the game 7 *°

*“That grub in the basket. What do
you think they want it for ¢ 7’

* Bleesed i5 I know, if v it a (eed.”® -

“Ive

* We've

“Ti's to take to somebody.”
“Eh 1 I suppose Tommy Dodd & Co.
haven’t started in business in the catering

line, have they ¢ *

* Yes, I belteve sc—and I believe they're
catering for Leggeti,” whispered Jimmy
Silver excitedly. .

Hig chums gave a simultancous jump.

' Leggett ! 7

“T reckon €0,

“My hat 17 ) i

1 don’t believe he’s left Rookwood
at all. It's all o wheeze up against
Beaumont, He’s hiding romewhere about.”

** But where ? 7’

‘' Well, there are lots of places—the
rained priory, or the .old tower,” said
Jimmy.

“Let’s have a
Lovell eagerly.

Jimmy Silver shook hia head.

“Not likely, We'll just keep ' those
Modem rottere in sight. If they are
going to feed him, they will have to get
that bhasket to him, and that's where we
come in.”’ ) )

Lovell, Newcome, and Raby chuckled.

“ Good ! Let’s get on with the shadow-
ing, then.” .

The Fistical Four kept the Modcrns
in sight, Tommy Dodd was carrying
the basket. He looked back several
iimes, and appeared annoyed-to see the
Fistical Four in sight. '

They strolled into the gym, and so
did the Classical chums a minute later.
They strolled out again, and wandered
down to the ruined Priory of Rockwood ;
and the Fistical Four wandered down there
at their heels,

Then they strolled round the old tower,
and the Fistical Four. stuolled: round the
ol¢_rower, too. Finally, Tommy Dodd &
Co. stopped and waited for the chums
of the end study to come up.

“What are you following us about
for ¥ demanded Tommy Dodd, looking
rather dangerously at his rivals of the
Fourth Form. L, o

The Fistical Four looked at them in
innocent surprise.

* Following you
Jimmy Silver.

“Rats1” said Lovell.

“You know jollv well that you’re
{ollowing us about !’ exclaimed Tommy
Dodd, rather excitedly. '* What do you
mean by it 17

*Is that & conundrum ? ” asked Jimmy
Silver blandly. -

“ Lools here—---"" .

“1 say, you know——~

““ Oh, go on, I like to hear your pretty
voices ! ¥ said Jimmy Silver encouragingly.

“What are you following us abeut for,
then 27 .

** Perhaps it’s because we think a thing
of beauty is a joy for ever, and so we
don’t want to lose sight of you,” said
Jimmy reflectively.

“You rotters ! (ome on, kids ! "

The Moderns stalked away indignantly.
Fast on their track, never losin
of them for a momeut, went the Fistical
Four. Tommy Dodd looked hack again
and sniffed. ,

“ They smell a mouse, kids!"

“ Quite £0.”

“ We shall have to leave this Lill after
afternoon school.”

hunt for him,” suggested

930

about repeated

“My hat! Leggett will get jolly
hungry.” . .
“ He'll have to stand it. It will be a

punishment for running away from school,
anyway,” said Tommy Dodd, rather
unrepsonably. ¢ Come on, I'in going in.”
The Modern chums went in. And the
Fistical Four ehuckled: gleefully. They
remained on the wateh till the bell rang for
afternoon classee, anid then they stalked
Tewmnny Dodd & Co. to the classroom.

Jimmmy Silver noticed that Tommy Dodd:| Lege
] couldn’t you fellows gome before 7 **

& Co. looked rather uncasy in class.

“ They know wo're on tho track,” the

leader ¢f the Fistical Four whispered,
!

sight |

19

when Mr. Bootles’ back was turned. “1I
think we’ll do the shadowing after school *
a little more cunningly. No need to give
ourselves away. We'll keep out of sight,
and keep an eye on the bounders, and let
them guide us to the spot where they’'ve
hidden Loggett.” .
 Good wheeze ! ** said Lovell.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Leggett Turns Up.

¢ AN you see those Totters ¥’
*“ No, Doddy.”

“Good ! I suppose they've

given it up. Come on!”
Tommy Dodd & Co. came quickly out
of their study, in the dusk of the evening.
They scudded down the passage, ''ornmy
Dodd cerrying the basket, and lef¢ the

House,

“A glance round into the shadows showed
nothing suspicious, and the Modern chums
darted off towards the old tower of Rook-
wood.

Then four dim forms detached them.
selves from the black shadows of the
ancient elms. '

‘“ There they are !>’ muttered Newcome.

‘“ They've gone towards the old tower,”’
whispered Raby.

““ And I reckon Tominy Dodd had the
basket in his hand.”

“I saw it ! ” exclaimed Lovell.

* Come on, kids! We’re on this !’

T'he Fietical Four had.been watching
for the Modern chums to come out. The
dusk favoured them. As they scudded
after the Moderns through the dusk of
the Close they heard a creaking of rusly
hinges through the gloom. Tt wa< & proof
that Tommy Dodtgl & Co. were going
intd-the old disused tower.

** Quiet now !’ whispered Jimmy Silver.

The Fistical Four reached the ancient
door of the tower. It was ajar. The
Modern chums had not quité closed it, on
account of the noise the rusty hinges made.

They squeezed in, and found themselves
in the dense darkness of the old tower.
It was the first time they had entered ik
since @ famous occasion when they had
been trappesd and made prisoners there
by Tommy Dodd & Co., and Jimmy
Silver grinned in the darkness at the
recollection of that little adventure. It
was the Fistical Four’s turn now.

‘* Quiet !” he whispered again.

‘They felt and groped their way to the
spiral stair, and mounted slowly up tlhe
heavy stome steps.

At the second turn of the staircase a
glimmer of light fell upon their eyes.s Lt
came from a deop recess in the staircase
waell, a kind of stone cell without & door.
There had bheen a door once, hut it had
yielded centurics before to the ravages of
time.

Jimmy Silver made a sign of caution
to his comrades. Keeping close to. the
wall, they stole on cautiously and looked
from the gloom into the lighted cell.

¢ qgett !”  whispered Jimmy Silver,

‘The leader’s suspicions were correct.

A bicycle lantern was burming in the
little coll, angd its light showed Tomm
Dodd & Co. leaning against the stone wal{
talking to o junior who was sitting on n
camp-stool unpacking the basket, It was
Leggett | . - .

Tho missing junior was found!

. Leggctt’s faco was tather pele in the

light, He did not seem to have had &
easant time since taking mp his quarters
in the old tower. Tommy Dodd wen

speaking, dnd the sound of his voice come
clearly fo the ears of the Fistical Four.

‘ Are- you going to stick it out for
anothér night, Leggett 2 I don’t think
yan should. The Head is anxious, and
he’s a good old sort.” . -

“T'm. thinking. of. Beaumont,” sail
ett. “Tm jolly hungry. Why

“ Couldn’t be did; -those rotters from
Tue PexxyY PortLAR.—No. 243,
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the end study were watching us. They
smelt o rat.  About Beasumont—I don’t
think you'd bear him much of a grudge
now, Leggett, if you saw him.” .

Leggett grinned. ¥le had selected a steak
pie £forn the basket, and was devouring it
hungrily.

* What does lie look like 2'*

*“ As if he had a foarful weight on his
conscience,” said Tommy Dodd. ** Every-
body sees that he’s awfully cut up about
your- going, and so X suppose he’s sorry
for having been such a beast. You should
see him.”

“1 can guess what he’s like,” said
Leggett. ‘“ You don't know the reason
though. I left'a note for him on his study
table before I eame here.”

Touuny Dodd looked at him in surprise.

‘A note! What sort of a note 1

““ Oh, T told him that I was afraid to
let him sec m2 again—and afraid’ to. run
away because my father would only send
me back: and so I told him I had made
up my mind to drown myself in the river.
I piled it on,-you know, and I knew that
when I disappéared he would tako it all in.”

“ You-—you youung rotter!"

“ Ob. draw it mildf I wanted to give
Lim o bit of a twist- !

* By Jove! And you've done it,” said
Tommy Dodd. ¢ He's said nothing about
that note. Of course, he’s afraid of being
colled to mccount for his shars in your
suicide.  You-—you cunning young rascal !
~ That was taking it altogether too far. I
never suspected anything of that sort.”

“ 1 knew you didn’t,” grinned Loggett.

** He must have been through a horrid
time,” said Tominy Cook. *“But I say,
thet'll get you an extra licking when you
turn up, Leggett."”

_-Leggett grinnod again.

““ Not at all. If he hasn't shown the
note—and I knew he wouldn’t-—he won't
dare to show it afterwards, because he
ought to have shown it gt first.”” -

“ What do you i'

_The. words were clearly hoard in the
silence ‘of the old- tower. There was a
gurgling sound the next moment, as if a
hand had been clapped over a mouth,

But Tommy Dodd & Co. had heard
enongh. Loggett dropped the steak pie
inslorra. The Modern chums dashed out
upon the stairease with clenched fists,

“ Jimmy Silver, you rotter { "’
© *“Ha, ha, ha!"

- ““ Knock 'em flying, boys.”

* Rather ! -

" “Hws, ha! Sock it to 'em, kids!”

In a moment seven juniors were
mingled in & wild tussle in the darkness
of the stairs, Tommy Dodd & Co. had
the advantage of position, but tho odds
weore on the side of the Fistical Four.

With many a gasp and howl the rivals
of the Fourth struggled, heedloess at fiest of
a strong voice that rang through the din.

- ““ Stop that, will you ? Stopit, Tsay ("

“ Bulkeley ! " exclaimed Jimmy Siiver,
at last. “ Here, hold on! I rean, let
go! Pax! It's old Bulkeley!”

" The juuiors, considerably dusty and
tumpled, soparated at last. . The captain
ot Rookwood strode into the midst of them,

* I saw you sneaking iuto the tower,”
he said. **-and I guessed thet somsthing was
up.  What—the—why—how—Leggett ! '
. He had caught sight of the Imissing
junior. Leggett's jaw droppod at the
expression upon the Rookwood captain’s
face. Bulkeley’s quiet oye took in all the
scene—the blankets on the Hoor of the
coll, the lunch-basket and lantern, and he
understood all.

“ You had better come swith
gett,” he asaid quietly.

“If you please, Bulkeley —-"

“ Come with me t

>

me, Leg-

off down the stairs, and cut of the old
tower, weross the dusky quad, and into
the School HMouse, and straight to the
study of Dr. Chisholm, tho Head of Rook-
wood.” The Fistical Four and the Modern
chumas looked at one another.

“ Well, of all the giddy asses!’ aaid
Jimmy Silver. * You lot take the cake.
You waltz off with the whole giddy
Huntley and Palmer, end no inisteke!
But I Bay, we can’t leave Leggett to face
the music”alone.”” - : ’

“I'm going $o0 apeak up for him,” said
Tommy Dodd, going down the stairs,

‘" Better than that; let us
Beaumont spesk up for hira.”

** Beaurnont ? .

“ Why not t Come along to his study.”

The determined Jimmny Silver led the
way. Becumont was nlonc in his study:
He looked at the juniors with a noervous
start as they came in. He wus rather
given to starting nervously of late.

¢ Leggett’s comse.- back, Beaumont,”
said Jimmy Silver, .plunging directly into
the subject. Ho wgs startled by the effect
of his words. Beaumont sprang to hig
feet, lis colour coming and going.

“ What 1 What did yousay "

“ Leggett’s turned up ! "

‘Then he's not -—not——-'

“No; he's not drowned in the river,”’
grinned Jimmy Silver. ‘“That was a
little wheeze to inake you situp. Bulkeley's
marched him off to the Head. Wo want
you to go and speak up for him.”

“ T don't want himy punished.”

“ Then get him off.”

Beanunont hesitated somo rmoments,
and then left the room. The clhuns
watched him enter tho Head’s study.
They waited anxiously for Leggett to
comsa ouf, | . o .

The ead of the Fourth made his appear-
ance at last, and ‘the expression of hi« face
showed that he had escaped with nothing
worso than a lecture.

S "‘ Well, how did it go ?’’ asked Jimmy
Silver. .

-~ Right as rain,” said Leggett. *° The
Head was in a feariul wax when Bulkelay
explained to him, but then Beaumnont
came in.” He explained t6 the Hoad that
he had had to deal with me rather severely
—perhaps had a little overdons it—and
bogged me ofii He was so0 much in
earnest that the Head gave in. Blessed
if I know what's come over Beaumont !
One thing’s jolly certain, he won’t dare
to lick me' after this, not for a jolly long
time to como, anyway. Everybody's got
an eye on him'now.” :

“Good!” ssid Jimmy Silver.  And
mind you keep to the straight path,
Leggett, and don't forget that you're turn-
ing over a new leaf."” ’ .

‘O, that's all right,” said Leggett.

" Mind, we don’t want to have taken all
this trouble for nothing,” said Tomray
Dodd. ** You undertook to turn over a
new leaf, and you've got to loop your
word. I expect. you to. If yon stert
being a cad sgain I shall regard all my
trouble as wasted.

“ And then I shall feel ic my duty to
give you a high old time,” said Tommy
Dodd. ‘“I-shall keep & fatherly sye on
you in the future, Leggett, and see that

wake

)

you do not fall fromn grace.” .
And Leggott smiled a ratler sickly
smile,  THE END.
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done in the world, Mastér Lumley, and
they ain’t. learnin’ 'ow to do any of ir.
Theyre only learnin’ 'ow to live without
doin',any, It don’t seem to me right.”

“Ha, ha, ha!” -

“If youre ouly goin® to larf, Maat
Lumley-—"" said Grimes reproeclful

“But I'm not,” said Luniies-Loun
clapping his chnim on the shoulder.

Grimey. You'll do better in the grocery
line, T guess, And so wo'll tell the Heaa.
Aud Mr. Sands will give sou your joo
aghin-—-"

Grimes started to lils feck.

“You mean it, Master Luwmley?” oa
cxclaimed eagerly, .

I gueas s0.”

“And you ain’t offended ™

“Ia, ha! Of course not.”
- “Then I don't deny that T'd raibor La
in my old busiuess,” said Grim >

must say it scems to mgfmore scusible
and vseful-likg,””  -~##*

“ Hear, hear!" said Lumley-Yumnlay
‘Come with me to the Head.”

And he marched Grimes off at once v
the Head's study.

> . -

. . K

Tom Merry & (o, Livard thie news vwiin
regret. .

They were sorry to loze Giimes of the
Fourth,

But, as Blake sapieniiy rernarked, vers
likely Grimes kirew his own busineas &
ggndd the Co. agreed that very likely

id.

.Grimes bade a miost affectiorate fure.

well to his friends at St Jim’'s.

© “We shall seo .you again, of cousse,-

e i,

w

d.“'nh boy,"” ~eaid Acrthur Augist
D'Arcg, as lie shook UGiritnes by the
hand,

Grimes nodded and grinned.

“Yes, Master D'Arcy, if you want t,
I shall bring the grocerics, you kr:ow.”

“Bai Jove!™

“And T shall be playing in the Ryi-
combe  Wanderers, too,” said Grimes,
SWe'll meet on  the footer-grownd,
Master D’Avey.  I'm sorey to leavo ail
you fellows,” Grimes went ou, “but a
ckap has to make Lis way in the world,
you know, end it's best to begin young..
But I 'ope wo'll always bhe gwood friends
when we 'appen to meet.”

“ Yaas, wathah !”

Tho next day Grimes reappearc:d at Sc.
Jim's, but he was not in Etons, and Le
had a basket on his artn, and he came to
the tradesmei’s. entranca. But s
Lionest faco looked very hright and
happy, and he grinted cheerily at Tom
Merry & Co. when they walked round to
speak<to him. = Foagih-Former of &t
Jim'’s, or grocer's lad with a basket, ‘Fons
Merry & Co. were agreed that Crimes
was One of the Best | :
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