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SUSPICION!

A Splendid Complete School Tale
dealing with the Adventures of Harry
Wharton & Co., of Greyfriars.

By FRANK RICHARDS.

THE FIRST CHAPTER,
The. Accusation.

“Oh, my hat! Now for it!”

And Clara Trevlyn rubbed her hands with
painful anticipation,

The doot opened, and Miss Penclope Prim-
rose, the principal of CLiff House School, camo
in with her stately tread.

Miss Clars, who had been scated upon the
principal's desk, swinging her boots, jumped

own in & great hurry, and stood meekly
beforo the imposing lady.” Mies Primrose looked
at her kindly enough through her gold-rimmed
&pectacles.

"‘ Well, what is it now, Clara?’ ehe ~sked.

Y If you please, I've come to be caned!” eaid
Miss Clara demurely. * Miss Locke sent me.”

“Dear mel” eaid Miss Primrosc. ** What
ha.vlivyo}u done Inow ™
. " Nothing, pleasc—only put eome fishhooka
in Wilhelmina's hair 1" yE °

“Ob, my hat! Now for it!" shricked a
sudden voice in the corner of the study; and
Miss Penclope Primrose uttered an ejaculation
and looked round. A green parrot blinked at
her from his cage in the corner. Miss Primrose
looked quite shocked.  Plato, the parrot, had
many sayings—and some of them, which he had
picked up on his voyage from India, were really
not quite euvitable for a ecminary for young
ladies. But *“Oh, my hat!" was not on his
list; and Miss Primrose, after a eevere glance
at Plato, turned a etill more severe glance upon
Miss Clara. 5

‘““ Do be quirt, you naughty birdic!” enid the
old Indy. * Clara, is it possible that vou have
made use of that—that extremely bovieh expres.
eion? I am sure you did, becausr Plato always
repeats the things he has just heard.”

Miss Clara turnéd pink. Her friendship with
the juniors of Greyfriare Schon] had cavsed her
to learn all eorts of expressions that would.have
surprised tho ‘prim, old-fashioned ears of Miss.
* Penclope.

“Oh, my hat!” repeated Plato, in great
dfhght. “Oh, my hat! Tere. e¢ho comes!
Now for it! Oh, my hat!"”

*““Clara, I am rcally. chocked! You know

that you should not speak in that manner.- When
was a girl, young ladies sometimes gaid:

“ Goodness gracious me ! but even that very
scldom,” said Miss Primrosec.

“ Oh, crumbs!” said Miss Clara. * I—I—T
! mean, goodnesa gracious me, Mies Primrose.
+ One J:irks up all sorts of words from those
bounders—""

“Those what?"” ehricked Miss Primrose.

“I—I mean the Greyfriars boye, Mies Prim-
ose;”" etammered Clara. *“I—I—"

‘“You may hold out your hand. Clara,” eaid
Miss Primirose in her most atately manner, and
the picked up a cane from the deak.

Corporal punishment at CLff House
was reserved for  the gentle hands of
principal, and as & rule it was not severe. But
this time_the cane came down rather hard. It
was all Plate’s fault, snd the green parrot
grinned and gobbled in the corner as if he were
enjoying the ecenc.

Miss Clara did not enjoy it. She pearly eaid
i “ My hat!”’ again when the cane descended
upon her palm, but just managed to keep it
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“ Now fzo back to your claes. Clara, and pray
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be a good girl,” said Mies Primroee gently.

@ Os{\. rather!” said Clara.

* Whati”

“1--I mcan, yce, certainly,” stammered
Clara.

And she made haste to cecape from the room
e before her unlucky tongue should give her away
again.

Plato, on his perch in the cormer, chuckled
and gobbled.

“ Oh, rather! Now for it! Oh, my hat!
Oh, rather?’

Mism Primroso wae looking over her desk.
Bhe  acemed & littln puzzled.  Bhe  looked
throngh tha deak, and then looked through it
agnin.  Then she shook her head in a very
dubious aort of way.

“1 am eurc I left it here,” ehe murmured.
“1 had it here when Mary called me to epeak
to the butcher, and—and T left it on my desk

¥

onc could have entered the room while I was

-you donc with it?

)

o

Plato  was
from  her

a  present
brother in
Indin, and had only
lately arrived  at <€l
Iouse.  Colonel  Prim-
roan had explained in his
Jetter that its name was
Brandy-smash: but Miss

Penelope  had. rechrist-
cned it Plato, a_ name
much more  classie and

)04 pleasing to her enry.
A “Oh, my hat!”
R chuckled Plato.  ** Good-
i ness gracious me! I

-~
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don’t cara if you do eanc
me! Give me some rum
hot!  Drink up, boys—
drink up!”

* Oh, dear!” said Miss
Primrosc.

THESECOND CHAPTER
“The Qreylriars Juniors to
the Rescue.

‘ Hallo — hallo—hallo!
What's the trouble?”
Bob Cherry, of the Re-

* please excuss us, Miss Primross!’
“ We've heard about Clera,
believe—'' !* Oh,
voice of Plato, blinking from his perch.
the canteen ! Now for it}

(See chapter 2.)

and we can’t possibly
my hat!? interrupted the shrill
“ This way to
It does you credit!

move Form at Grey-
friars, uttered this
startled exclamation.
Four juniors had
jumped off their bicycles
at the gate of Cliff House
—Harry Wharton, Bob
Cherry, Frank Nugent,

sald Harry,

Hurrah!'

here.  Somconc has removed it. Can that
foolish girl have been playing some trick with
it? It would be i keeping with placing fish-
hooks in Wilhelmina's hair. Decar me, I must
eend for her.”

Miss Primrose rang the bell, and when it was
answered sent the maid into the class-room to
summon Miss Trevlyn. Clara made her appear-
ance in a few minutes.

“ Yeos, Miws Primrose?”

‘“Have you removed my puree, Clara?" Miss
Primrose asked quietly.

Clara started, and looked at her in astonish-
ment.

““Your purse, Miss Primrose?”

“Yea

‘1 have not scen it.”

Miss Primrose’s kind face hardened a little.

“Now, Clara, please be more careful,” ehe
said. “1 left this room only a few minutes
ago, and left my purse here upon the desk. No

gone excepting youraclf. You were sent here
for punishment. I am certain that the purse
was here. I know exactly where I laid it.
There were aix pounds in gold in i and some
eitver. It has bren moved from where I left it
when I was suddenly called away. What have
Tell me where it is at once,
and I shall not punieh you for a foolish joke.”

Clara’s face was crimson now.

“But, really, really, Miss Primrose, I have
not scen it!"” she exclaimed, in great distress.
“ I asaure you I did not sce it when I came in.”

Miss Primrose looked at her scarchingly.

“That is very odd, Clara. Under ordinary
circumstances, of course, I should take your
word withont hesitation. But no one else has
bzen in the room :

“I can’t help that!” eaid Clara, a flash coming
into her eyes. “I haven't secn the purse. If I
had I shouldn’t have touched 1t.”

‘It was here.”

“ Well, I haven't eecn it, Miss Primroee.”

There was a long and painful pause. DMiss
Penelope Primrose’s face was growing harder
and harder; all the kind and gentle lincs
seemed to have faded out of it. The crimeon
died out of Clara Trevlyn's face, leaving her
very pale.  She umerstood Miss Primroee’s
suapicion.

** You think I—I have taken your purse, Mias
Primrosc?”’ she exclaimed chokingly. *“I
haven't! I—I haven't!”

“1 shall inquiro whether anyone else counld
possibly have been in this room during the few
minutes it was empty,” said Miss DPrimrose
coldly. “ At what time did you come herc pre-
ciscly 7"

““ At eleven o'clock.”

‘“ And it wanted only a minute or twn to
cleven when I left.  Now, Clara, go back to
your class. I ghall give you until this evening
to veturn my purse to me. 1f you do not do
%0, you know what will happen. You may

o!

“But I-T didn’t! ——"

‘“ You may go, Clara!”

Ylarn  looked almost wildly at the head-
mintreea for n moment, and then turned and
went unateadily 1o the doar.  Mias Primrose
sighed deeply aa ehe ant down again, From the
parrot in the corner came a sudden yeil:

* Oh, my hat! Now forit! Oh, crumbas!”

“ Silence, Plato!” exclaimed Miss Primrose,
really angry with her favourite for the first
time,

and Johnny Bull. The
four chums of Greyfriars had ‘come over to
CHff House to tea, but a surprise awaited them.

Marjorie Hazeldene met them at the gate,
as they expeected; but she was not looking
as they expected.  IHer usually sunny and

cheery face. was very pale, and there were
traces of tears upon her fair checks.

The chums of Greyfriars gazed at her tear-
stained face #h consternation,

“ What's  happened?”  exclaimed
Wharton, in great concern.

”“ Licked?" asked Johnny Bull sympathetic-
ally.
Marjsrie ehook her head.
 Worse than that!” she eaid, in a choking

Harry

. and she broke off.

“(Clara licked ? 7 asked Frank Nugent.

“8he’s going to be expelled!” broke out
Marjorie, finding her voice at last. “ And—and
it's a shame! She's innocent, I-—I know that.
It's some horrible mistake!” :

The juniors looked decidedly grave now.
They leaned their bikes against the wall, and
came in, and Marjorie was plied with ques-
tions. The girl explained, in broken and
troubled tones, but clearly, what had bap-
pened.

“I—1 hoped perhaps you could help us!™
<he said at laat. “ I—I know it's a _mistake of
some sort. Ciara couldn’t be a thief. DBut—
but she’s packing her box now.  Unless ehe
gives the purse back, she iz to leave at five
o’clock, and—and she hasn’t it. you know. I
know sho docsn’'t know anvthing about it.
Harry, can you help us? What are we to
(l()? 7

And Marjoric burst into tears.

Harry Wharton wrinkled his
thought. .

“{t's all rot! Clara.isn’t a thief!" he said
decidedly.  *“ What utter bosh! There’s some
silly mistake, of course!””

< Of course ! echoed the other fellows.

“ Only—only nobady could have gonc into the
etudy excepting Clara!” sobbed Marjorie.
“Sha went in only about a minute after Miss
Primroze left. and Miss Primrose found her
there when she came back. And—and Miss
Priinrosc is ceriain she left the purse there, and
it had 4 great deal of money in it, and—and it
hasn't been found. Some of the girls say that
if Clara hadn’t taken it it would have been
found somewhere. It's been looked for every-
where !

“Phew!”

The juniors looked dismayed.

“Quite sure nobady went into the study?”
asked Wharton, after a pouse,

“ Miss Primrose is quite sure, and—and there
wasn't time. If anybody had been there, Clara
must bave seen them—at lenst, scen them
coming out!"

“ It lnoks pretty rotten !"” Wharton confessed.
“But I can’t believe anything agnainst Clara.
We know her too jolly well for that! "

““ But—but what aro we to do?'" said Mar-
jorie, in a tono of almoet ‘rilonul appeal,
“Clara can't give the purse buck when she
docan’t know anything about it, and—and: 3

“Tt muy have dropped somewhoro in the
stuedy ' puggested Nugent,

“The room has been aearched !

“Jet's mrearch it again! Can't make too
surc !’ maid Harry Wharton. ** I supposo we
can go in, Marjore?"

“ Mies Primroso is there, but—"'

Marjoric looked doubtful,

brows in

‘smiling” faintly.

“Well tell her we've como as Clara's pals !
said Wharton,  ** We've a rnight to satify our-
selvea aa frienda of the accused ! Come on !

Two minutes Inter flarry Wharton was knock-
ing at Miss Primroac’s study door, The kind
voiee of tho principal of CHT Louse School
bade him enter,

Miss  Primrosn  looked curprieed ae  fous
juniors marched in with Marjorie Hazeldenc. |
Her kind old face was vers hined and worrind, |
Miss Clara's misfortune had been a blow to her|
as well, i

“Please excuse ua, Mica Primrose! ™ unni!
IHarry., *We've heard abont Clara, and we
can’t possibly believe that <he did anything of
the kind. 1t's imposaible !

“* Simoly the limit ! enid Johnny Bull.

Miss Primrosc gave a wen similoe, i

“I'm afraid there ia no doub v denr bars; t
but your faith does you credit ! e aaid sadly, |

“Oh, my hat!™ came the veice of Plato, |
blinking from his perch.  * Give me some runs ©
hot! Now for it! It does you cradit!

“Great Seott! What'a that? ™

Hurrah 1"

“Only  the parrot,” anid  Mies Primrose,
“A present {rom my brother
in India. ITc always repeata things,””

“This way to the canteen! ™ shricked Plato.
“Oh, my hat! Oh, crumbs! Goodness
gractous me!"’

“ Silence, Plato! Please—pleare be quiet !’

Miss Primrose stepped towards the parrot’s
perch with a cloth to throw over him, Am only
means of keeping him qgniet.  Plato promptly
flow off his perch, and ecttled on top of the
high bookcase, out of reach, and thero ho
chuckled at his exasperated mistresa,

““He. he, he!l Drink up, boys! Goodness
gracious me!”
‘Dear me, he is loose again!™ eaid Mics

Primrose. . ** Plato! Plato——"

Flarry Wharton uttered a sudden exclamation,

“Oh, great pip!”

“Wharton!"”

“JI—1 beg your pardon, Mics Primross, but—
but I've gn?an idea! Was that bird loose when
your pursa was taken!”

“Yes. I think so. But what "

“ Crikey ! shouted Wharton. * That's it!”

“Harry ! murmured Marjorie,

“What the dickens ?  began  Frank
Nugent, in astonishment, staring at his chum’s
wildly excited face.

“Don’t yon see?” gasped Wharton.

“ Blessed if T do! What "

““The parrot! Parrots often steal thingsz
velled larry, in great excitement.  * Jlave
you heard of that?  They're awful thicves.
some of 'em! If the beast was loose he might

v

n't

*“Oh, great Julius Cesar !
“Good gracious me ! exclaimed Miss Prim-

rose.

*If the beast—I mean, the parrot’s taken it
he's etuck it somewhere cut of resch!™ said
Harry., “We'll jolly soon see!™

He dragged a chair to the bookcase, where
the parrot was blinking down at them. Dlata
flew off with a screcch as he mounted on the
charr, and then upon a tuble, careless of the
damage he did in his excitement,

Wharton peered over the top of the bookeas
Mo gave a sudden shout. and his hand dis- :
appeared behind the carved cornice. It came ©
back with a net purse in it, through the meshes &
of which coins giistened. f 3

““Ts that your puree, Miss Primrose?”” Whar- -
ton jumped down from the table with the purse :
in his hand, careless of books and a flower-jar !
that went flving. *“Is that & 3

“Yes, yes!"” gasped Mics Primrose, «inking =
faintly into a chair. "““Oh, dear! Goodnesa
gracious me! Tt—it was that wicked, wicked
parrot ! Oh, Plato—Plato!”’ 4

“Shall T wring his neck, ma'am?” ssked &
Johnny Buil kindly.

There was a tap at the door. and it opened.
Misa Clara, with a very wlhite face. éame in.

“ My box is pavked, Miss Primrose——""

“Mv dear. dear child—-"

Marjorie rushed at her friend and hugged her, |
and the juniors, in the enthusiasm of tho ¢
moment, very nearly did the same,

“(lara—Clara, it’a all rizht!”

“Right as rain ! chortled Bob Cherry, “Tt's
found! It was the giddy parrat! IInerah !

“ Dear child. forgive me " xaid Miss Prim-

rose. ‘“I—J could nat guess

Clara’s face brightened np wonderfulls,

“Oh, my hat!" she cjaculated. *“ What
luck 17

And this time Mias Penclope Primrose never
even theught of rebuking those bovish expres.
sinna as she drew Miss Clara into her kind arms
and kissed her. i

“Thanks to you, Harry!"
roftly. ;
“Well, it was jollv lucky we camn over to !
ten 1" aaid Harry Wharton, 1

“ My hat!"" seid Miss Clara. ** And you shall |
have & ripping tea too—n reqular corker ! i

And the chume left Misa Primroac’s study in
great spirits, and Plato yelled after them :

said Marjorio |

“PDrink up, boys! ~Hurrah! A regular
corker! My hat! Hurrah!”
THE END.
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