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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
The New Boy.
Bﬂ'ﬁ CHERRY paused on the School House steps, and Jooked

across the green, sunny Close. Bob had a ericket-bat

uniler his arm, amd his eap at the back of his hend. It

was quite impoassible for Bob Cherry even to keep his cap on
straight, and he lwd long ago given up teying. Bob had just
finished writing out an impot, and he was hurrying out to join
the cricketers on the junior ground, when the sight of o youth
¢oming towards the house arcestod him.

“ Hallo, hello, halle ! ** Bob ejeculated.

The youth cominy towsrds bhim logked wp., He was a lad
sbout Bob's own agn—and a stranger ot Greyiriars, Ho was
not & nice-looking fellow. He had thin lips, which seemed to
be drawn tightly across his teeth, and light brown eyes with a
peculinr glitter in them, a3 if ho were continually o the watch,
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FRANK RICHARDS.

He carriad a bag in his hand, and a rain-coat on his orm, and
had evidently just arrived al Greyinars.

“ You're the new chap ? " nshed Bob Clurry.

The other nodded.

“ T'm tho new chap,” he said,
I've only just got here”

““ Your name’s Heath "

yea " The new boy looked Bob Cherry up and down,
# Any more queations T

Botb flushed.

“ I'm not asking you out of curiosity,” he said. ** My Form-
master told me that & new boy woas coming inte the Hemove,
and that he was to be put inte my study. T thought I would
keep an eye open and speak to you when you came.

“Oh, 1 see. Kind of you!" ]

** My study'a No. 13 in the Remove passage,” said Bob Cherry.
" Anybody will iell you where the Bemove passage is, 1 can’t
stop now a3 I've got to get down to cricket.’

* don't let me detain you.” ] ]

Thab Chorry gave him a look. There was little in the words,
but there was o meat deal in the way they were uttered. There
was something strikingly unpleasant about this new boy—a
deliberate ungracionsness of manner that jarred on Bob Cherry.
Bab was always thoughtlessly opon and hearty, ond he expegted
as much of others.

“ Oh, very well £ ' he said. " I ghall be coming in to tea, and
thien I ¢an look after you a bit, if you like.”

“Thanks! I daresay [ can look after myself 1

Bob Cherry restrained his desize to wipe the steps down with
the new bov, and walked off to the cricket-field. He wondersd

June 3rd, 181,

* At all events, I'm a new ehap.
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why some fellows went out of their waF 10 make themszelves
disagrceable. The new boy glanced aiter hin carclessly, and
went into the house.

Bob: Cherry joined the eoricketers. There wag a shout of
welcome to grect him there. 'The Remove Eleven were at prac-
tice, and Bob Cherry wus wented.  Bob, although not a hril‘llia.nﬁ
g]n:,*nr, wad a good bowler and a reliable batsmen, end some of

ia powoerful drives were very waluable to his side when runs
wore wanted.

The Remove—the Lower Fourth at Greyfriars—were taking
erlekot very :El'!}rimlﬂl_‘pf juat now. Hnrry Wharton waa no longer
captoin of the Form ; and Dulstrode, who had taken his ploce,
wag not eminently succesaful as cricket, captain, Twice the
Hemove Eleven had drawn with Courtfield County Council
School, and they bad been beaten by Higheliffe College.  Such
was the record Bulstrode had made. But the new caploin of
the Remove waa taking his duties very seriously, and Harry
Wharton & Co, were backing him up in the most fﬂ_}"ﬂl MARNEr.

* Come on, Bob 1 " galled out Harry Wharton, ** We've got
ii;lﬁ?mﬁn of the Shell to bowl, snd we want to sce how you stand

"* Right-ho 1" seid Bob Cherry.

# ¥inished your impot 1

' Yes, that's all right."

* Nothing wrong t " nsked Harry, noting the flush in Bob
Cherry’s ¢heoks, and the expression upon his rugeed fuce of
leaa than his usual pleasant checrfulnesa.

* Well, no,” said Bob., ** I've just been talking to a chap who
gets on my nerves, that's all.”

# Billy Bunter 1™

Bob laughed.

K No; thenew chap. You remember Quelch told us thers wos
a new chap coming to-day, and he was to be put into No, 13
Study, o3 there are only two of us there—Linley and mysslf.”

" Yeg, Has hoe como 77

* He has. I'd forgotten about him, s a matter of fack, but
as I came out of the housp I met him,” snid Bob. I wonted
to make myself agreeable, but—well, the chap is s disagreenblo
bounder, that'z all | Tt will be rosten having him in the stody ;
but [ supposé it con’t be helped,”

And Bob Cherry went to the wicket, to siand up to Hobson's
hﬂ“‘iin§+ Hobaon belonged to the Shell, and was a good bowler,
g0 his bowling pave the junjors pood practice at talking cars of
their wickets.

Bob Cherry was not in his usual torm.  Tt.was seldom that
Bob's sercnity was disturbed. He had splendid health, almost
boistcrous good apirils, a never-failing jollity of temper. But the
new boy had undoubtedly got on his nerves, as he anid. The
thought of that thin, disagreenble face, that unplonsant voiee,
Incessontly in his study worried Bob. He end Maork Linley had
been very comfortable there; and the nicest fellow would not
bave been over-welcome as an addition to the family eircle.
But a disagreeable fellow like this—it was too bad !

Bob was admonished to think of cricket, and not of anything
else, by Hobson's first ball crashing through his wicket,

The Shell fallow chuckled.

* How's that 1 ** he excleimed,

E Rotton 1 ™ said Frank Nugent.

Bulstrode eame forward anxiously. He was {rowning.
Bulstrode was learning some of the troubles of a cricket captain.

" Hang it all, Cherry, thet won't do ! " he exclaimed.  * Look'
hiere, you can bot better than that § I wont Lo play you aguinst
Courtfield, too ! ™

Bob reddened.

* It's all right, Bulstrode——"*

“* It’2 pot all right | ™ snapped Bulstrode. * Tt’s all wrong !
You know Wharton's goinp away to join his uncle to-morrow,
and he won't be back 12 time for the match ! I'm depending
on you, and hers you are playing the giddy goat | "

** I'll be moro careful."

" Well, do ! ™

Hobson grinned, and bowled again.  But Bob Clherry was more
keenly alive to his task now, and he stopped the bowling well,
The juniors stood round and looked on, and there wero many
approving exclamationa.

ulstrode's face lighted up ogain.
Bob Cherry's form was very good, after all; and, in Harry
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Wharton’s absenee, he wos likely lo prove as good as nng
batsman in the Eleven. Bulstrode was very much worrie
ahout the prospects of the Courtficld nntel, and Nugent hnd
remarked that he seemed to wateh over the Eleven like an unxious
old hen over her ehiaks,

* Jolly good, Bab ! "™ said Herry Wharton, as the chams of
the Remove walked away from the cricket-ground after the
practice. *' You were rather off your sivoke at firat.”

‘" It's that new chap,” Bob econfessiad, T don't like him 1
I think he's a beast, ? **

““* My hat ! What has he done * ™

" Well, he hoas o nasty way of speaking——"

Horry Wharton laughed.

* He may badeecnt, all the same," he said,
¢hanoe, you know.™

* Well, yes: but 1 know he's a beast ! ** said Boh.

*If you make up your mind that he's a benst now, yvou're
not likely to sec any good in him,” Frank Nogent remarked.

" Yes, you'ro right ; but—well, I'll try to be fair to him,™
saidd Bob, ' But sometimes, you know, you dislike a chap
instinetively, You feel that he’z horrid mean. That’s the
sort of chap thisis, DBut I'm going to be fair to bim.  1'm going
to keep the peace in the study if T can.”

“ That's right,” said Harry. * Look after him o little, as
he's & new chap, and make him comfy. Take in some grob for
tew, and feed him.  That's the way to bring out his good qualiiiea
if bie's pot any.”

Bob g{?}:herry grinned.

* Well, I'll try it,” he said.

Bob Cherry stopped at the scheol tuck-shop to earry out
Harry Wharton's adviee. The othera went on their way. Bob
expended the sum of two shillings—not an inconsiderablo sum
to o junior in the Lower Fourth—upan goeod things for the tea-
table, and carried them into the house with him. The now boy
ghould have no cause to complain of the hospitality of No. 13
Study in the Remaowve !

With a parecl under one arm and a paper bag of eggs in the
other hand, Bob Cherry went upstairs, and tramped along the
Remove passape.  No. 13 was almost ot the end of the passage.
Bob wondered whether he would find the new boy there, Mark
Linley, ke knew, was gone down to the village with John Bull
E]ml isher T Fish, so1f the now boy wos in Ne. 13, he was alone
there.

That somebody was in the study wos quite elenr as Bob Cherry
came along the passage. From the cloged door eame a sound
that made Bob stort in surprise. It wos o loud snd painful
mew of 8 oot !

* Misu-ming-ou ! '

"My hat!" DBob Cherry ejaculated. " That must Le Mrs,
Kebble's cat.  But what on entth is it doing in my stedy ¥ X
supposge it's got shut in and can’t get out ! "

* Minu-minsu-gw |

Eob Cherry’s brows darkened as he quickened his pace. The
mewing of the cat might have been eaused by the aniinal being
shut up in the study, and trying to attract attention to get the
door opened.  But it sounded us if it were in pain.  Wlat was
happening in No. 13 Study * ;

Bob ran on snd threw the door open. There was o startled
exclamation within.

H What—I 2

Bob Cherry burst into a roar of rage,

f You hound 1 ™

¢ Give the chap s

s ey i

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
A Rascal Well Licked 1

HE new boy was in the study. He was evidently amusing

T himself. His ides of amusement was & peculiar one—

though it might have been guessed from the apiteful

” curve of hiz lips, and the shifty, unpleasant glitter in
is eyes.

The cat was tied up by the leg to a chair in the corner of the
roomt.  The new boy had a eatapult in hiz hand, and he was
evidently practising his shooting upon the unfortunate ent at
cloge range, He could have practised just ng easily at a mark
on the wall. But that would not hove inflicted pain, and,
therefore, would hnve been useless to a boy of Heath's peculiar
diﬂ'pmiLiam. At such close range every peliet that struck tha
unlucky cat elicited a howl of pain from the animal, nnd it was
springing and clawing wildly in its endeavours to escape. And

cath seemed to be n good shot. He was exactly the kind of
boy to be expert with the catapult, and to be ever ready to display
hig skill upon soine uniortunate bird or benst,

Bob Cherry was not in the least ** zoft ™ or goody-goody,
and be was nol given to eriticising others, but to see a fellow
torturing an animal waa a little more than he could stand.  And
it was in his study, foo !

B3ob Cherry’s hands trembled with rage as he laid his parcels
on the table. The new boy looked at him with a sour grin,

+* Like to hove o shot 1 ** he asked.

i What 1 roarcd Bob.
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‘_mlﬂb Cherry caught up hkis coat and trousers. Upon the dark cloth, broad arrows, in Imltation of those ttpﬂ'n

a convict’s garb, had been daubed in white paint.

“What rotton cad did that 7" reared Bob. ‘

" It'3 fun to see the beast hop 1" said Heath. * I'm trying
to get o shot at his eye, but he won't keep his head atill.”

Bob Cherry breathed hard with & loud noise.  He falt that he
wad chokmg.,  Ho turned on the new boy with laming face,

#f Put that catapult down ! he said. B

" What ¢ ™

* Put it down ! 7 roared Bob.

Heath looked at him doubtiully for & zecond, and then threw
tha eatapult on the table. Bob did not look like a fellow to be
trifled with at that moment.

Bob tock the catapult, and amashed it to pieces under his
heavy boot. Heath gave o yell,

“ What are vou doing ¥ That's mine.”

* It'= not much use to you now," said Boh savagely.
ead ! You coward ! How dare you torture a cat—and in my
atudy * Youn—you unspeakable heast !"

Heath snecred.

i | .ﬂuplpuse vou never do anvthing of the sort ™

“No, I don't 1" roared Bob. * Only a dirtv, low, mcan.
crawling viper would torment an animal—only a fellow hke

.
. Heath whistlad.

" Thanks for vour pood opinion,’” he said.

g | m.:E.o )iEe yon're going to be a vivisectionist when you grow
up.” said Bob. ™ It's the sort-of job that would suit you.”

Heath grinned.

* 1 shouldn't wonder,” he said. T should like it, I think.
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" Youw

It woulld be ammusing to see the bepmars wrigels, wouldn't
itt"”

Bob Cherry anorted.

“ Well, I'm going to see von wrigele a hit now, and you ean
gee if that's just as amusing.' he saild,  * ot up your hands.”

“What ! "

“ Put up vour hands."'

" Hoath backed avay,

" Look here, I dow't want to Gght vou,” e exelaimed.
not going to fight you. L don'l like fighting.”

“ 1 dare say you'd fight & very zmall boy fast cnouph.' said
Bob. ' Chaps who torture animals are that =ort. Bul you'rs
going to fight me now. You've higger than I am, and you've
got to put up vour hands.™

*I—I won't.”

“Then you'll take the Ueking with your hands down—for
vou're going to be licked in sy case, you worm !V

“ Look here, I've got no gquarrel withh you' said Heath,
backing away round the table. * Lt wa< only oy fun with the
blessed old cat—-=""

" T'his i3 only my fun, too.” said Bob.

“ 11 lat the beast go.  Look hera, P not going to fight you.
I dow't lileo fighting, and I won't ! I'll complain to the hoad-
master if you touch me.”

*“ You dirty sneak 1"

“ Sneak or not, T'm not going to fight vou, or anybody else,”
said Heath, striding towards the door,

(1] Irm
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1 Hﬂhh Cherry grasped him by the shoulder, and swung him
mck,

* Btay here !

“I—[ won't 1™

Bob Cherry placed himself between the new boy and the door.

" Put up your hands,” he =aid, between his teeth,

* Hang you!™

" Tahe that, then ! *

Sronek !

Bub's open palm amote the new boy full across the face,

Heath stapgerad hack from the sinonek,

COh ! he gasped. " Oh !

Conow will you put your hands up ¥

Heath gave him g deadly look.

U No. I won't !

Boh could only stare at him.

“ You utter coward ! he said.

“I'm not going to fight you,” said Heath, with a Jivid ince.
"I won't fizht vou'! Bul I'll make you sorry for this— I'll
make you soffer for it."”

Bob Cherry laughed scornfully. He pointed to the ecat,
who wwas =il mewing faintly in the corner.

h'" l;?::‘t that eat loose,” he ssid. *“ Mind, without hurting
L2,

Heanth sallenly obeved. He would gladiy have kicked the cat
ag 1L skittled joyfully out of the study.  But Bob Cherry’s eye
was gleaming upon hitm, Heath made an attemnpt to follow
from the study. But Bob clesed 1By door,

© Now,'" he said, ' you're going to have your licking, T may
explain to you that we don't torture ammals st Creviriara
If the masters knew, you would be caned, or flogged —vou gught
to be expelled. I'm not going Lo tell the masters, but' 1'm going
tnli':liﬁk you. Will you put up vour hands 1

tNo

“You coward ! You ecan torture a eat, but vou won’t feht
e chap smaller than yourself.,” Bob said contemptuously,
" But if vou think yon're 1%1}5“;.; to get off by being & coward,
you're making a big mistake.”

He advauced upon Heath.

The new boy dodged round the takle. His foee was white
now, and his eyes glenming with fear and spite,

He made a rush across to the door., and then Bob Cherry's
grasp fell upon him.  The new boy collap=ed at once,

" Let mie ulone ! hwe shrieked. " Help '™

“You cad !

Bob Cherry's face was grim with determination. He sat down,
and drageed Heath aeross his knee, and caught up a slipper.

“ M you won't fight, you can take your licking like a kid in
the First Forin,” he said, " 8o here goes |

Smack ! Smack! Smack!

"Ow! Ow! Yon!®

Smauck ! Smack !

“Yanooh! Helpt!"

The: ?ﬂi{.!-;:er rose and fell with deadly persistence, and the dust
came in little clowds from Heath's garments. Bob Cherry
put ell the strength of his strong arm into that thrashing.

It was well deserved, and it was well loid on.  Heath yelled
and writhed and squirmed, but the merciless slipper rose and
fell till Bob's arm was tired.

He threw it aside at laat.

" There," he p;a.ﬁ{-ed, pitching Heath over on the carpet.
* There you are ! hope you'll take that to heart, and drop
vour dirty tricks while you're at Greyiriars."”

“"Ow! Qw! Ch!™

** (3h, don't blub !

Heath lay writhing and gasping and whimpering on the floor.
Hix face was white, and twisted with spite, Bob Cherry went
to the door. It was his own study, but he did not care to remain
thore with Heath.

Hob, with his faee still rather excited, tramped down the
passage, leaving Heath to his own devices. The niew boy rose
to hiz feet, and shook his fizt ot the closed door, his face
convulsed with rage.

*“Oh, you wait a bit " he muttered.
My torn will eome—my turn will come !
for thix ! "

#Bob Cherry, with a clouded brow, tramped down the passage
to No. 1. Harry Wharton and Frank Nugent were there,
having tea. They looked up 8t him with genial weleame.

“ Dome in, Bob," said Wga.rmn.

Bob Cherry walked in.

" Can 1 have tea with yon chaps 7" he asked abruptly.

"Of ecourse yveu can, old 2on., Bhove the kettle on again,
Franky. Dut what's the matter, Bob—haven't been quarrelling
with Bulstrode, have you * ™

" Kot Beb- sported. ' It's that new chap!
in the study with him—he makes me siell !

* Btay here, then, old son,”’ =aid Harry. " You used to be
here with ux, you know—and now Inky's gone there’s plenty
of room. But what's the new fellow been doing 17

Bob Cherry explained.

*CThe cad ' osaid Harry.
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“ The worm 1" said Nugent.

“ I ean't stand him,” said Bob., “ 1 knew I couldn't stand
the unspeakable bensg when T first saw hirn.  Tt%6 simply awlul
to have him in the siudy. T shall aste 3r. Queleh to change mo
vut—only it would be too bad to leave Marky alone with the
beast ! T don’t know what to do !

* Have tea—nnd <ome poached epes,” said Nupent.
prime !’

Anedl Bob Cherry laughed, and had tea,

* They're

—— b

THE THIRD CHAPTER,

No Success.

M:IHI{ LINLEY looked into No. 1 Study a little later,
when the junicrs weee finishing their tea there, Thera
wis d pmzzled expression upon Linley's guict. pleaxant
face.  The theee juniors in the sty were looking

very cheerful § it was guite like old thnes for the three of them

to be there topether,

* Hallo, hallo, lwllo ! exelnimed Bob Cherry. looking round,
“ Come in, Marky., There's some sordines left,”

Mark laughed.

“Thanks; I've had ten with Bull,” he said. T lasked in
to see i you were here, Bob, Whal's been happening in the
atudy

* Oh, only & row 1Y

1 found a chap there, 2quotting in the armchair, and plower-
ing like a demen in a pantowmime,’” said Mark, '3 s
1= tho new chap ; but I couldw’s get a word out of Lia.  MHe
gseemed to be sore about soonething.™

“Ha, ha, ha! T've been spanking him with a sLpper,”
Bob Cherry explained.

" Lareat Scott ! What for ¥ 7

“For bemp a ead ! Quelch kas pot b into our <tadv,
but T not going to =tand i1, Bob Cherry saul wansly, * He's
o worm.”

* What has he done ¥

“ Acted like a worm—a measly worm 'Y

i H“' pal i
" He's poerawling reptile.,”
“Yes, but- -

" And a sneaking cad !

* Bob found him tormenting 2 cat, and licked him. =gid
Harry Wharton., 1 don't know what you'll o abous petting
him out of the study, Bob,  The gthers ave e Lo the Tull number,
excepting Bunter’s, and that's o =mall room."’

“ Well, he can go in with Bunter,” Bob growled. ** He
jolly well sha'n't stay in No. 13, I he does, I clear out. if I
have to work in the box.oroom. I ean’t stand that worm 1"

* 1 say, vou fellows——-""

“ Halls, halla, hallo ! Cet out. Bunter |

Billy Bunter's fat face logked in at the door, and he blinked
at the chums of the Retsove throupgh his big spectacles,

* 0Oh, really, Cherry- " he began.

' Oh, buzz off ! ™

" Look here, I hear there's a new chap arrived at Greyiriars,
and I've been looking for him,” =aid Bunter. "1 want to do
the decent thing by a new chap. It's only hospitable, vou
know. Where is he !

“ You want to borrow money of him, vou mean, before he
findz cut the sort of giddy sponger you are,” said Frank.

“ Oh, really, Nogent——""

“ You ean have him in your etudy, if vou like,"” #aid Baob.
" He's in my study now, and you're guile welcome to him.”

“I've heard that his people are rich,” Bunter remarked
inguiringly.

ob zniffed.

* T don't know nbout that, and T don™ care,™

*The fact i3, said Bunter, " I'm expecting & postal-order
thiz evening M

“ Oh, get out ' We've heard enough of your postal-order.’?

* Oh, really, you know—-—"

Dob Cherry picked up the jam-jar. and Billy Bunter seuitled
outl of the =tudy ond stammed Lthe door,

** Beast ! " he yelled through the kerhole.

Then he volled sway down the passage towards No. 13.
Billy Bunter always favoured new boys with his kind attentions.
His borrowing propensities were taoo well known in the school
for his story of an expeeted postal-order to have any effect.
But new hoys did not know Bunter, and the Owl of the Remave
frequently made quite o good thing ount of them belore they
learned to know hin,

He looked in ot the door of No. 13, Heath was sitting in
the armehair, as Mark Linley hod scen him, twisting very
uncomfortably.  Bob Cherry had thrashed him pretty severely,
and the new boy did not like pain. He wasg still looking very
white, and very savege and spiteful. Heo scowled at Billy
Bunter ag he eame in.

Bunter Blinked at Eim with the most agreealile expreseion he
could muaster.
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“T say, you know,"” he began, * you're the new chap, ain’t
yout"

* Yea ! " anappad Heatls,

“'me Bunter—-Buanter of the lRemove,” the fat junior ox-
lained.  ** I'm o very influential ebap in the Porm, and ['ve
ooked in to zee if 1 con do anvihing for you,”

TOhEY

{l You don't seem to be very well,”” anid Bunter symputhoeti-
eally.

“I've been sssanlted by o bully |5 geowled Heath,

“0h, whnt a beastly shone ! osaid Boanter.
Bulstrodo ? ™

It was Bob Chevey ' "

* Bob Cherry ! He isn't a bully—T mean, he is o holly, an
awinl beast," sabd Bunter. ™ le was rotten. T wizh T hoad besn
here o Lelp you.  Has he it you moel @Y

Heath stared at him.

* Look here," he exelaimed, " what do vou want 17

* Dh, really | " stormunered Bunter, rather taken obocl

“1f vou wanl anything, sav ao : if vou don't, pet out, arnd
don't bother me !

“H'm1! I thonghl that, azs-—a3 vou're o pew fellow, T might
b able to help you in some way, you know,” Bunter said, in an
injured tone.

* Well, you eon't, so get out [ ™

* The fact is, you know, that it" a enstom here for o new bhoy
to =tand o bit of o feed to the principal members of the Form,™
saicd Bunter.  * T'm n priocipel member of the Form"

* You won't get any fecd out of e *Y

Runter ooughed.

“ Ahermn ! In this ease. for the sake of—of hospirality, I'm
willing to reverse the usuasl order of things, and atand you o feed
insteadd,” he explained.

Heath looked a little loas savage.

" Now you've talking,” he said.

" Yaou aee, I alwaya like te do the decent thing by new hoys,"
sl Buntor. " How would you lilie a wiee littly feed in the
tuck-shop-—zay muffins and tes, and then some ecake, and some
CTTENY e;.:lulle'i_ apd dough-nuts, and pleaty of jams B 7

rd u !

“Como on, them.  Oh, by the way, I forgot one thing," said
Bunter, as if atruck by a sudden recollection.  * I've rupn out
of cash.  I'm expeeting a postal-order thiz evening, and if yon
¢ty to advance me a few shillings, I'll hand you the postal-
order na soon ug it comes. I suppose that will be all right 1™

lieath had rizen to follow Buanter. A wvery unpleasont
expression cwme over his face now,  Heath was foar from beiog
the kind of person to be talen in by Buanter's clumay diplomaecy.

“You ot ead 8" he aatd. 8o U'm lo pay for the feed,
am [ "

" Ahem ! Ooly temmporarily. You seze, T was expecting that
postal-order this afternoon. It's from a titled friend of mine,
mivh it's certain to eomne.  If you core to sdvance mo the ten
aliilfinyga——*

" You cheeky cad ! ™

“Ahem ! Ji you care to advance me the ten shillings—or,
gay live shillings—if you core to advance me the two-snd-six,
vou know, you can have the [’mat:l.la::rrdcr immediately it comes,
and it will be the same thing,™

et out !

* By the woay, I should lilee you to come in iy study, il :,.r-ml‘ﬂ
pe=fer it to this, Yoo ave just the kind of person 1 eould chum
with, apd——"

" Cataide, L tell you! I've liad more than enourh of yon
ganl Heath,  He waa nob airaid of the [at, short-sighted junior.

Bunter's expression ehanged. The agrecable grin iaded away,
aml he looked very spiteful.

*You rotten outazider ! he exelaimed.  * Cateh me beiog
ehummy with o new hoy apain ! You low bounder ! Ow ™

Healh twisted the fut junior round, and planted a kick upon
his fat person that sent him stapgoring out into the passags.
Dunter ¢ollapsed upon the Linolewm with a wild gasp.

“ O ! e gasped. " Beast Y

Heath slammed the door.

Bunter rolled away down the passage, groaning,
in at the doorway of No. 1, and groaned aEain.
the Remove prinned at hin.

# ot on ell right with the new chap T " asked Huarry Wharton.

“QOw! He'sn beast!"

“ Hu, ha, hn ! ™

“ [ was only courteous to him, and he rushed at me like a
wild beast and kicked me ! " said Bunter,  * Ow ! 'm scriously
injured ! Ow ! I think you chaps ought to rag him ! Ow el

“ Hu, ha, ho * **

Bunier snorted, and rolled away.
sympathy to be had in No. 1 Study,
door shut after him.

“ ['ve got an idea,” Harry Wharton remarked. ™ You know
my sunt is coming home from Switzerland, and 'm going with
my uncle to meet her to-morrew. I shall be nway from Crey-
friars at least o week, Now Inky's gone, Nugent will be nlono
here.  Buppose you two chapa dig in this study while I'm away,
and leave #lm No. 13 to himself. Before [ pet back, yvou
may be ablo to arrange about a new study for hin."'

Y Good epe ! T osaid Bob,  * LE Nugent doesn’t mind——"
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" I shall he jolly glad,” said Nugent.
here alone.”

* What do you sav, Marky "

“ 1 shall bo glad."

*“Then it'a a go ! " zaid Harry Wharton.

And so it was seltled. On the following morning Ha

Wharlon was to leave Greyiriars for o time, but he littls dreame
ol what was to happen al the old school before he returned.

"I don't want to dig

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
On His Own.

HE next morning Harry Wharton did not take his place in
the Formeroomn as usunl.  Just before first lesson the
trap camea roand to take him to tho stotion, and the
juniora pathered to ase him off. Bulstrode, the new

captain of the Bemowve, waa thero, and he shook hands with
Harry before the latter mounted into the trap.

* I'm sorry you're going,”” he said. * Weo haven't heen very
gaod friends, but—well, I"m sorry. Hspeecially about the ericket.
We ahall miss you from the eleven.”

“ I'm sorry, too,” said Harry. * I hape you'll pull it off all
right with the Courtficld chaps. I shall he back in timo for the
next mateh with Highelifie, if you want to play me”

Bulstrode grinned ruefully.

“ Of courae I ahall want to play you!" he said. "I know
gomd of the fellows expeeted me to aet the giddy ox us soon as
I became captain of the Remove, but I Liope I've got some
senao,.  Come back as soon as you can™

“ Right-ho !

“ Good-bye, Wharton ! ™

Wharton waved his hand to the crowd as the trap drove away.
He was gorey Lo bo poing awasy from Greyfrairs himself just
then, though at the same time he was looking forward to the
holiday with his unele. But it was to bo only for & wealk, As
he glaneed hack from the gateway Bab Charry waved hia hand,
pnd that was the last Hoarry saw of the juniors of Greylriara
juat then,

The Bemovites turned in o go lo their Form-room.

“We'll get our books and things inte No. 1 after first leason,”
Iiob Cherry said to Nupgent,

“(ood 1" gaid Frank.

Heath was near them, and he turned guickly.

" Does that mean that you are leaving my study " he asked,

“ YVes," anid Bob Cherry.

* What fort "

* Because I can't sland you ! "

FBob Cherry was always frank.
anid Heath turned red.

" Very well,” he aaid, * [ shall be glad enough for you to go,
that's cortoin.  Ia the other fellow going ¥

“ Linlew T Yea; he's coming with me.”’

“You can both po te the dickens, for all I eare. T shaoll be
glad enough to have the study to myself,"” said Heath.

“Well, you'll have it to youraelf ; till Wharton comea back,
at any rate,” aaid Bob. * And I'Il saoe if T can't gau'rt- changed
into another study thon. It would maele me ill to have to dig
with wou, '’

Heath sneerad, but made noe reply.

The looks of the other fellows showed that they shared Baoly
Cherry's opinion.  Ieath had not mede a good impression
unpon the Form.

Weither did he malke g good impression apon Mr. Queleh in
firat lesson. Thoe Bomove-moaster was easy with the new boy,
but he had to speak to him sharply before the leason was over.
It wasz perfectly clear that Heath was a slacker of the firat water.

After the lesaon the juniors had an interval té themselves, and
the chums of No. 13 occupied it by removing their propecty
from No. 13 to No. 1 Study.

John Bull and Figher T. Fish eame to lond them a hand, and
the ** moving job "' was soon over. Most of the study furniture
was loft ; they did not necd to take it, with the excepticn of a
chair or two, and some crockery.

Henth was left in the study by himaeli—a stady furnished, as
Skinner remarked, upon exceptionally easy terms, for the wew
grenpant.

Many of the Greyiriars fellows would have been pleased at
having o study to themselvea., Buat Heath did not look plensed.
[1a wasz left alons because he was aveided and despised, and
thiat rankled very deeply in his spiteful breast.

It was his own fault ; but thet reflecction, if he made it, did
not console him. It was more likely to make him the oors
spiteinl.

! After leasons that afternoon, Mr. Queleh stopped Boly Cherry
in the passage to speak to him. Bob reddened in anticipation ;
he susped what the Form-master was ghout to any.

* Heath i3 in your study, Cherry 1" Mr. Queleh remarked.

* Yea, sir.”

* I asked yvou to look after the new boy o little.
have done so."

Some of the juniors laughed,

I hope yor

3
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" E=I tried to, sir."

Mr. Qualeh looked at him sharply.

"I hope you have not been quarrelling already 1% he ex-
elaimed,

+ We—we don’t get on, siv,”

“H'm! 1 am sorry to hear that, Cherry.”

Mr. Queleh walked away without saying any mere. Bob
Cherry was left fecling, and looking, extremely uncomfortable.
He had not heen to blame in the matter, but he could not help
geeing that Mr, Quelch was disappointed in him.

1f it had been any other new boy of course, Bob would have
gu]le.d with him all right } but Heath was not an ordinery hoy.

ob could not, as he zaid, stand him$ and it was not to be
expected that he should. Buot, without sneoking, he could not
explain to Mr. Quelch the sort of fellows Heath was. He had
to leawe matters as they stood.

Duging the next day or two, Bob Cherry and Mark Linley
reltled down very comfortably in No. 1 Study, in the place of
Harry Wharton and Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, both of whom
were now away from Greyiriars.  Heath had No. 13 to himaelf,
and when he was there he was generally left alone. The Remowve
fellows did net take to him. If he made o friend at all, it was
Vernon-Smith, the Bounder at CGreyfriars—a fellow whose
friendship was not much credit to anybody. And the Bounder
only took Heath up when he had ne other ¢ompanion, and
needed one, At other timez he zeemed to be unconseious of
Heath's existonce—all of which added to the angor and spite
that burned in the breast of the new junior.

He attributed it all to Bob Cherry, and in that he was very
unjust. Tab eertainly had not held his tongue aboub the
incident in the study, but the fellows were willing to give Heath
B chance ! but the new juniar seemed to have no good gualities
at all. He never by any chonce foll into o fight with a fellow
near his own size or age, but more than ence he was found
bullying little fage in the First or Second Forms, His love for
tormenting animals was evidently a ruling passion, and several
fellows who kept pete, and found him even worrying them,
fell out with him on that secount. Two lickings o day was
Heath's average for the first three doys at Greviriars.

By that time he was penerally disliked ond let alone. Bob
Cherry never took any notice of him. The new boy would give
him spiteful looks, in class or in the Close, but Bob did not look
at him, Heath might have been an inscet or & microbe for all
the notice Hob Cherry took of him.

Heath did not play cricket, and he did not box i he did not
Tun, he did oot swim. He seemed to have no pleasures but
hanging ahout with his hands in his pochets, smoking cigarettes,
tormenting animals, and speaking evil of other fellows behind
their backs. Of all fellows, he was the least likely to pet on
in the Greyiriars Remove. And on the fourth day at Greyiriars
hiz internuttent friendship with the Bounder came to & sudden
termination.

Vernon-Smith eame into his study with a furious face, as
he was at prep. that evening, and Heath jumped up in alarm
at the look of hir.

" Hallo '™ he exelaimed. " Come in for & smoke

Vernon-Smith elosed the door.

* Wo,” he =aid, " T haven't come o for & emoke.
in about my canary.”

Heath turned red.

" Your canary ! 7 he stammered.

Y Yeei it's dead.”

Y Sorry,’’ said Heath., " T don't sce what it's got to do with
me. 1 can't bring dead canaries to hie zpain, yvou know.”

" You can stop catapulting live ones=, though, vou cad 1"
said the Bounder. ** Tubb of the Third saw you doing it at
my study window.”

L N NS

" You've dane for my canary, and now I'm poing to lick you !
I"udt. up your hands, if you've got courage enough, you miserable
cad !

Heath, apparently, hadn't courage enough, for he dodged
round the taEle. and tried to escape from the study ; but the
Bounder did not let him go. Vernon-Smith wea in a towering
rage, and one of the few soft spots in his nature had been for
that canary. He piled uwpon the new junior furiously, pom-
melling him right and left ; and when he left the study, five
minutes later, Heath lay gasping and groaning on the Agor.
it was his seventh licking at Greyiriars, and the most severe

of all,

I've come

e e e

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
A Remittance From Todd!
n LETTER for you, Nugent !
H * Chuck it over '" apid Frank Nugent.
John Bull teok the letter down from the rack and
tossed it over to Nugent. Frank glanced at it, expecting
to see Harry Wharton's handwriting. But it was not from
Wharton.
T guess I know that fist,” said Fisher T. Fish, glancing at
Tae MaarET LirArt.—No. 173

the superseription over Frank's shoulder in his cool, American

way. I ruese that's from Todd.”
“Huallo! hallo! hallo! A letter from Todd ! exelaimed
Bob Cherry.

i | EVesE Tl

Nugent nodded,

*Yer, it's Todd's hand,” he said. " T'm g]m;l o hear from
him, I lope he's better than when he left, Yoeou fellows
want to hear from Todd 17

* Yas rather."

* Ligten, then '

Removites gathered round on all sides.  They all wanted to
hear from Todd.  Alonzo Todd, whoe had been known as the
Dufier of Greviriars, had left the old school in & very weak
state of health, and was likely to stay awny for a very long time,
The fellows naturally wanted to know how he was petting on.
Alonzo had been very, very simple in his ways, bat Lthe fellows
had all liked him. Many of them missed the kind, obliging,
absent-minded Duffer of Greyfriars.,

Nupent opened the letter.

; Eil.l':-h-‘ﬁrtl if I know why he should write to you, Nupent,™
John Bull zaid. ** Fich and [ were hiz study mates here,”

“ I puess that’s so,' said Fish, ** Better hand the letter gver
to me, Nugent, I guess Todd's addressed it to you by mistake.”

Frank Nugent loughed,

* Todd left owing me ten bob,"" hesaid. ** He may have written
to enclove it. DBy Jove, ves, here it s ! Y

Nugent drew a postal-order from the letter as he unfolded it.
It wis an order for ten <hillings.

“ He ha=n't filled in the name,” grinned John Bull, ** Just
Likke Toelel 177

" Perhaps he means it for somebody elze,” Skinner sugpested.
Y Wow I eome to think of it, I shouldn't wonder if Toedd owea
mé ten hob——"

“ Ha, ha, ha 1™

* Well, here's the Jetter,” anid Nugent. And he read it out s

Y Dear Nugent,—T am sure that yvou will be very pleased
to hear that I am getting on very nicely indeed, El.mfvt at my
Unacle Benjamin is quite satisfied with my slow but sure progresa
towards convalezeenes., The neiphbourhoed in which we have
fixed our rural retreat iz delightfally rustic and exceedingly con-
ducive to repose. The state of my health precludes e fram
inditing a lengthy epistle, but I chould be extremely delighted
andl, indeed, very pratified to receive cormmunications from any
of you fellows. I hope yvou are all enjoying your normal physieal
health wt Greyiriars, snd that you sometimes allow your thoughts
to turn to your absent schoolmate. My TUncle Benjamin sayd
that absence makes the heart grow fonder, and 1 am sure that
I reflect upon Greyiriars with & very sineere, affectionate regard.
I eénclose a postal-order for the sum of ten shillings in repayment
of the kind loon you made me ere I quitted Greviriare, My
Uncle Benjamin has kindly provided me with the necessary
financial aid for the repayment of thiz obligation. Xindest
regards to all the fellows.—Always vours sincerely,
* Arowzo Topp,”

The juniors grinned over the letter.

Alonzo Todd's delicate state of health had evidently made no
differenee to his love for long words, and had not simplified hia
Johnsenian phraseology at all. But it was a kind and sincere
letter, and ?uﬂt like the Dulfer of Greyiriars.

aeod old Tedd ! said Tom Brown., * I zhall be glad, fop
one, when he eomes back.™

* ¥es, rather.”

" ¥hat a giddy windfall ! " said Bob Cherry, looking at the
postal-order. -

* ¥es, rather,” gaid Nugent. ' T'd forgotten all about the
ten bob. Chaps who leave school owing money den’t, a2 a rule,
send along the piddy postal-orders.™

“ Todd wasn't that sort.”

“ Neo; here’s the cash.. This will just get me my new bicycla
lamp, and I cha'n't have to write to my pater,” said Nugent,
with much satisfarction,

" GFood old Toddy 1Y

Heath, the new boy, woas in the crowd listening to the letter,
Heath did not, of course, know Todd, who had left before ha
arriverd at Greyiriars,. But there waz an expression of the
keenest intercst upon Heath's foce. He was looking very
thoughtful as he strolled away from the spot. Some thought
was evidently working in his mind ; snd to judgze by the gleam
ir]: his eyes, it was some theught that boded no good to someons
clse.

Nugent thrust the postal-order, slong with the letter, care-
lesely into his inside pocket, and the Bemove went in to lessons.

After morning school, Bulstraode éalled the cricketers out to
practice. Bulstrode was keeping the junior eleven very mmuch
up to the mark. The morrow was Satorday, when the Courtfield
mateh was to be played agein, for the third time, both siden
having agreed to play and replay till the matter was decided
one way of she other. And Bulstrade, feeling zorely the loss
of Harry Wharton and Hurree Jamset Ram Singh from the
junior eléven, meant to make all the others toe the line.
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Nugent went up to his study to change his jacket for a blazer
befyre going out. e hung his jacket on the door, carelossly
enough, Ho woa in o toaring hurey, for Bulstrode was ealling
up the stairs to him.

Ho had quite forgotten the postal-order for the moment.
But if he had thought of it, he would hardly have taken tha
trouble to remove it from his pocket.  Heo would never even have
thought of a possible theft. Even Billy Bunter would not go
s0 far a3 to take a postal-order out of & fellow’s poeket.

Heath was in the passage as Nugent came out. Nugent

lanced at him, buat did not speak. He ran on, with his ericket

t under his arm, and joined Bulstrode in the lower passage.

“T'm ready !"" he snnounced.

Pilvaod ! Come on ! Come on, Cheroy b P

* Right-o 1" said Bob Cherry cheerfully.

The Remowe ericketers went down to the juniors' pround,
Tarrom-8mith woas in the team. The Bounder of Greyiriers,
hopeless slacker as he always was, had proved on one oceasion,
al least, that he could play ericket with the best | and Bulstrode
asked him to join the eleven i whereat Vernon-Bmith, as his
nature was, swanked considerably, and consented in v very
lofty way, snd showed his great importance by turping up late
;’;:;r practice, and alfecting to regard the whole matter as a

T,

Vernon-8mith lounged upon the cricket feld with g cigeretie
hetween his tecth. That was shear ** cheek ™ on his part, for
if a prefect had seen him he would certainly have been caned.

Bulstrode flushed as he sew him.
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* Well, Mrs. Brett,” said the Head's deep voice, “can you identily the boy? "™
Mrs, Brett, the posimistress, pointed directly at Bob Cherry, * That Is the bay, sirl ™

The outstretched hand ol [

. e r—

“Throw that cigarette away, Smith ! he called out. " Whadt
are you playing the fool like that for 1V

0, rats 17 said Bmith,

Buob Cherry, who was near him, jerked up his hand, and jerked
the ecigarette from his mouth: and with the same movement
accidentally or not, his knueckles came into hard contact with
the Bounder’s ngse. :

Vernon-Smith attered a vell.

“Ow ! You fool!”

“ Only helping you to get rid of the cigavetts,” said Bob
politely.

‘“* Ha, ha, ha t"

 Berve you jolly well vight, Bmith 1" suid Bulstrode,
enr and bowl, and don't play the giddy goat here !

Vernon-8mith aulkily eaught the ball as it was tessed to him.
and went to the bowler's end. Bob Cherry took the bat. Thers
wis a very spiteful expression upon the Bounder's face, and if
Bob had heon of a more suapicicus nature he would not have
stood up to the bowling at that moments

But Bob was the last fellow in the world Lo suspect anybody
of foul play.

Vernon-Smith set his teeth hoard, and his eyes gloamed as ho
bowled. The bell did not go anywhers near the wicket. Perhaps
Vernon-Smith's foot slipped. Perhaps it did not. Bob Cherry
uttored a ery of pain, dropped the bat, and caught his ankle in
both hands, hopping on one leg.

“Ow!'" ha roared. * Oh,ow!"

Bulstrode turned furiously upon the Bounder.

“{in
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¥ Whal did vou do that for 7 he shouted.

™ Aecident M

* You threw the ball ! Do you call that howling 1™

" My foot shpped.”

" Ow " groancd Bob Chegry. * Yon exd ! Qw!™

“I'm sorry |7 said the Bounder. * Was that leg befors
wicket 7

“ ¥on know [t waan't 1 saidl Nugent wrathiully, * You did
it on purpose, you wiserable worm ; you konow you did $

Bol: Cherry hanEd off the piteh.

Y1 ean't go on,'” he snid, " T don™ know whetlwer Smith did
that on purpose. I shouldn’t wonder. 15 1 thought he did, for
certain I'd smash himm ! Qw1 ™ '

And Bob sat on the grass to recover. There was a big bruise
on his ankle. He had not been wearing pads, and the blow had
boen severe,

# Next man in,” suid Bulstrode,

Nupent shook his hend.

“1"'m not going to let Smith bowl at me,”" he said.

* Look here, Nugent——"

" One accident is enouph,” Frank said deilv. * You can put
8 new bowler om, or you con drop me out. I don't wont any
Bounder."”

The Bounder threw down the ball, which bad been felded
and returncd to him.

" Just ag you like,”" he gaid. =7 don't want to go on.”

And he put hizs hands in hiz poekels, and wallked away.
Hulstrode looked worried. He did not weant to lose o player
like Vernon-8mith, but he knew it would be diffienlt to get the
tenm to frust him aifter what had happened. The practies
wont on withoat the Bounder; and Bob Cherry, limping o
great deal, went off the field.

— —

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Nogent Misses His Postal-Order.

g OW’'S the ankle, Bob * "
Mavk Linley asked the question, looking into Na. 1
Study a quarter of an hour later. The Lancashice lad

wus fresh from the ericket field, oned he had o plow
of health and eolour in hiz cheeks. AMark was rather given to
workigg herd indoors, * swolting ™ at studiss which were
outside the usual eéurricvlwm at Greyfviars ;. and the ericket
did him worlds of good. He elumped down his bat, nd took
Liddell and Scobt off the shelf.

Bob Cherry was geated in the nvmehair, with his {rouser
Jeg rolled up, rubbing his ankle with Ellbnon’s. He grunted,

* There's g beastly big braise,” he aaid.

* Hard cheese, old chap ™

" Yes, rather ! 1 believe the Bounder did it on purpose.”

Mark logked at the bruise.

*It'arotten,” he said. i 1 hope you'll be all right for the match
to-morrow, Bob.™

" Oh, yes ; it's not so bed as that, I've been rubbing it for a
quarter of an hour nearly, and it's done it a lot of good.”

Nugent come in, and throw off his blaeer.

t* How'a the old leg, Bob t ™

FGetting on oll right.”

* Feel inelined for s trob down te Friardale after dinner *™
Nugent asked. ' 1've got a pass from Wingate to go down and.

t my new lnmp."

Bak shoolt hiz head.

“* No, I think not. I won't do much walking to-day, T think.
I don't want to visk being erocked for the Courtfield mateh.”

“ Quite right,” anid Frank., * You come with me, Morky 77

Maork smiled, ndd shoolk hia head,

# I ghonld like to,”” he said ; * but I've gob some Greek Lrans-
lations to do. Mr. Queleh has promised to Jook over them for
me, and he's zetting the time aside speeially.”

P (Oh, rats ! 'l ask Bull, then "™

* Hallo 1™ =aid the cheery veice of John Bull at the door.
" Who's taking my nome in vain ' And John Bull and Fisher
T. Fish looked in,

* Come down to Frinrdale with me 7™ aaked Nogent. * T'm
going to the post-office to ecash Todd's remittanee, and blow
it in & new bike Imnp. There will be o tanner to spare, and we
ean have some icea,”

I come t M

Nuogent put on his jocket, and felt In the pocket for the
postal-order. He took ount Todd's letter, and logked into it,

and then felt in the pocket again. The pocket wos empty !
“That's very add ! he sopd.

” What's very odd 1"

“I'd hawe sworn I put the postal-order into thiz pocket
along with the letter,” said Nugent. * T suppose I shoved it
into another pocket. 1'm getting as abacnt-minded as poor old
Alonza himaalf.

* Well, make sure vou've not loat it befors we start,” =said
John Bull, the practical. ¥ Don’t want to amble down to Friar-
dale for nothing.'

** (Oh, it must e here somewhere.”
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Nugent felt In the other pockeby

My hnt ™

" Goy it 7

“ Ti's not huwe 70

“Try yaour baps," eaid Bull

Nupent felt in his trovsees’ pockets. Dol the result was the
game ; the postal.order waz not (o be found. Frank looked very
mnch puzzled.

* Bleased if T enn make this out ! " he exelaimed.

* You've lost it 77 asked Jolin Bull

* No, T haven't Joat it. I put it into my pocket, and then [
hung my jacket up here when 1 went down to the ericked.”

John Bull whistled.

“My word ! Do you mean to say that it"s been taken from
yvour pocket 7

“ Whot ¢lse ean Love happened to 18 77

“I'hew !

“ Hang it all 1" said Bob Cherry. * Hang it all, Franky ;
make sure aboot it before you say a thing like that out=ade the
ptody."”

“ T hnwve made eure,”’ gaad Nopgent, somewhat tartly,

" YWoumay have put it into vour desk.™

TFranlk shook his hesd.

“1 haven’t. 1 put it into my pocket, along with the letter,
before we went into Jessons. Some of you fellows muost have
secn me’

1 saw you, I puess,” said Fisher T Fsh,

" You saw me put the postal-order into my pocket 7

“ I pueas I saw you put it into the letter, and put the lebler
in vour pocket™

" Vhnt settles it said John Byl
all right.”

T 1_.!'!...5‘:!!

" You haven't taken the letter out sinee 7

“OF course not. I eeme up herve direetly after lessons, ana
hung my jocket up. I was only up here o second ; Bulstrode
was wualting for ine, and bowling up the stairs.”

“ I remember.”

“ You couldn't have dropped it in the Close when you were
ont after seeond lesson 177 lt;nh Cherry sugpeated,

: B I'f;utr without dropping the letter, oo ; and the lettor's siill
WeTE.

" It's jolly stramge, then,™

* Jolly stronpge, T guess.”

Nugent looked at Bob.

" Look here, T suppose this isn’t a rotlen joke ™ he ashed.

Bah atared.

*Eh " he ejaculated. " What do you mean * "

“1 mean, you haven't taken it for a jape, and planted j&
somewhere for me to find 17

* Asz ! T hope I'm not the kind of fellow to pley tricks with
money.'

" Then what on eacth hag ]‘HI.I'!'E;IFHFHi. to jt T Somebady hos
:iu.km':’in out of my pocket while the jacket wae hanging on the

oo,

The juniora looked at one another very servianslv. 1f the
postal-order had been removed from Nugent's pockel in that
wiy, it meant only one thing—that thers was a thief in the
school.

The foact that the nams of the payes wos not filled in on the
order mads it a very easy thing to cash it if it were siolen : the
thicf hed simply to 61l in his own name. The number of the order,
af course, could be ascertained by writing to Todd, and it canld
be traced. But——

“ The curons thing iz that the fellow who took it mmst havo
been awiully quick about 3t saud Mark Linley. 4 You've been
here a guarter of an hour, Boh ¢

“* Quite that,” aaid Bob.

“* And it's not more than twenty minutes sinee I hung the
joocket up,”" Nugent said.

Bob Cherry nodded.

“ That's right. I waan't on the cvicket-field more than five
mwinutes.™

“Tva gobt 101" sard Tisher T. Fish suddenly.

They turned wpon him.

“You! You've gol it ™

1 guess zo”

* Hand it over, then, you fathead ! ™

“Eht Hand what over 1"

* The postal-order, if you've gob ™

# Ha, he, ha 1

“ Well, what are you cackling at, you ailly imnage 7" nzked
Nugent, whose temper was prowing a Et.t!e actd,

1 guess 1 didn’t mean I'd got the postal-order, sonny. J
mean I've got it—1I"ve got it, who it was that's taken it."

Hoh, 1 osee.

" ¥ou've seen somebody in the study 7" asked Bob.

“ Oh, no ; I was at the ericket all the time. DBut 1 can guess.™

* And whom do you puess ?

" Bunter t "

And ench of the juniors nodded. It seemed only too likelw.

e Iettor'a alill thero

Soe thls weak's number of
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Billy Bunter was not what anybody would have ealled an
hononrable fellow., IHe wna, nz a matter of fact, really too
stupid to distingaish very clearly belween right and wreong.
If b saw any monay at any Lme e woanted it 1 and his wanting
it often seemeed to him o sufficient renzon for having it. Ho
wat an inveterate barrower, and inveterate horrowing is, after
all, net so very far removed fvom atealing when the borrowed
maney ix nover returped. It would be exactly like Bunter to
take the poatal-grder and spend it, and intend to replace it with
soime poatal.order he expeeled to come, and whicl, of sourse,
never would come. 1 the order had besn l2ft lving on the table
Bub would even Banter go to a [ellow's pocket for 1t ¥
That zecmed doubtiul.

* Bunter 1" repeated Nugont.

Y Well, T puess he's more likely than anybody cle," said
Fisher T Fizh,

“ You're right."

* We'd hetter q;mﬂlin-n Dunter, before we po further,” said
Mark Linley quictly,

“leod Wl you come, Bob T

“ No, ['ll stay here—1I don’t want to limp around.”

* All serene ! ™

And leaving Bob Cherry to continae his treatment of the broise
upon hiz ankle, Nogent and Linley and Bull and the American
Ikt the study in zearch of Bunter,

[ L

THE SEYENTH CHAPTER.
Mot Buater.

ILLY BUNTER was discovered outside Mrs, Mimbla'zlittle
tuck-=hop, in the corner of the Close, bahind the old elms.
Bunter was looking into BMra, Mimble's window with a
longing eye. e had been inside the shop, trying to

persuade brs, Mimhble that s svstem of credit would bhe of
mense service to her business.  Mrs. Munhle did not see it in
the same light., 8he had been very sharp with Bunter, and the
Owl of the Ramove had rolled out of the shop in a dissppointed
frame of mind. Mrs. Mimble had a fresh array of jam tarts
that day, and the sight of them made Buater's mouth water,
He was looking in at the window, and feeling in his pockets in
the desperate hope that some overlooked coin might yet linper
thore, when the four juniors found him, and Frank Nugent
elapped him heavily upon the shoulder.  Bunter jumped, and
blinked round at him,

“ e ! Oh, really, Nupgent———<"

* T want to speak to you, Bunter.”

Bunter's eyes glistened behind his big spectacles,

“Good Y e said. M Come into the shop, will you ; we ean
talk muach more comfortably there, Mrs. Mimble's got a fresh
lot of tarts-——""

* WNever ind the tarts now ——"

“They're jolly good, and quite fresh—--'"

“ Huove yvou been feeding ¥ ' asked John Bull, with a searching
glanse at the fat junior's face. As a rule, Bunfer showed signg
of having hiad & faed.

The fat junior shook hia head diseonsolately.

¥ Wo Mrs, Mimble iz s most unbosinesslike woman, I've
explained to her that I'm expecting A postal-order this evening,
gaud that big businesses are alwaya built up on a system of credit,
But she can't sea it."

* You haven't been cashing a postal-order, by any chance 77

“I haven't had ono yet,” said Bunter.  * I was disappointed
about a postal-order this morning. 1 was expecting one from a
titled friend of mine, and it hasn't come—there’s been some
delay in the post. I[t's rotten! I've heen thinking of writing
to the Pestmaster-General about it.  Look here, if any of you
feltows would advance me the ten bob, you could have the order
when it comes, and —-"

* Oh,chease it ! Loolk hera,” said Nogent abruptly. * Bome-
body hes taken the ten slulling postal-order I had from Todd
thiz morning——""

* Oh, really ——-""

“ Have you taken it * ™

Bunter blinked at him.

* Oh, really, Nugent ! T hope you don't think I would take
another chap’s postal-order,” he said. * I'm very particulae
indeed in money matters. Whenever 1 borrow anytlung, I put
it all down to the account.”

* Have you taken my postal-order Y

' No, I haven't."”

The juniors looked at him, and at oach othoer. TBunter's
denial was explicit enough, and certainly he had not been feeding,
as would have been the case if he had had spy monoy.

But if Bunter had not taken the order, who had ¥ And they
knew only too well thar the word .of the fat junior could not
be relied upon,

“ Bunter's the most likely chap,' said John Bull,

“I know that,” szaid Nupgent. “ I remember how he took
Wingate's bapknote and cashed it-———"

" Oh, really, Nugeat—I mistook it for one of ming——"

“ Yes | you'll make mistakes like that onge too often, and get
sont to & reformatory,” said Nugent. " Look here, you chaps,
we onn't take Bunter's word ;. wo shall have to inguire into this,
The postal-order was taken after I hung my jacket up in the
study, sud before Bob Cherry got there with hiz gammy ankle.
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Where did you go fimmediately afior the form was dismissed,
DBunter ¥

L eame here

John Bull chuclded,

Y Well, we can belicve that," he said,
would come.”

* We'll asle Mres. Mimble,” said Nugent,
Buanter."

* Look here-—--—"

' Blk up, and come in 1™

Nugent grasped the fat junior by the eollar, and marched him
into the shop,  Mrs Minble came out of her little padour.

She had & frown for Bunter, and o pleasant smile for the other
feliows, s0 the expression upon her plump face was a little
rmixed.

“ Did Bunter get in here immediatele after morning school,
Mr=. Mimble *" Nugent a<led, coming to the point at onee.

The good dame looked surprized.

“1 think so0, Mastcr Nupgent.)! she said.
Very soon after half-past twelve,”

“ Belore bwenty-five minutes to one "

* Yes, I am sure of that.”

“Han! Then he was here by the time I got to the study,'
anicd Frank, ** How long did he stay, Mra, Mimble 77

Y Oy, guite 8 long time,” said Mre, Mimble. ' He was tallang
a grent denl of nonsense to me about a eredit systom. He
wanted me to give him some tarts, which I know very well ho
would never pay me for."

* Oh, really, Mrez Mimble ——"

* You know very well yon never intended to pay me, Masbor
Bunter. You owe me fourteen shilings and threepence half-
penny now.”

“ 1 am expocting a postal.order——*

* Nonzense, blaster Dunter!”

“How long was Bunter here 7" interrupted Nugent.,
much as five minutes °*

* {th, yes, quitle—nearer ten minutes"

" You are quite sure of that, Mrs, Mimble * "

Y Quite sure, Master Nugent § though [ really do not sec what
is the importance of it," said Mrs. Mimble, in wonder.

“ It js really very important. You see, we suspect Bunter of
having taken something, and if he was here ten minutes, ho
couldn't have done it, as it was faken just that tine,” Nugoent
explained.

* I s sure he was here seven or eight minutes at least,™

S Thank you, Mrs., Mimble."”

“ And I've stayed cutside the shop oll the timo sinee,” said
Billy Bunter, in an extromely injured tone.  * I'yve beon wailing
to see some chap who wmﬁd be deeent enoupgh o lendd mo a
few bob in advance upon my postal-order to-night——"

“ Oh, ots 1™

The juniors turned towards the door. They were salisfied
upen the peidt they had set out to ascertain. I3illy Buntor waa
nat the gailty party, and they were done with tim fnt jumior
now.

But the Owl of the Remove was not 50 easily got rid of. Ho
rolled after them, and caupht Nugent by the sleeve,

' I say, Nugent—-"

Frank jerked him arm away.

" Loel here, vou koow, you suspeeted mo of boning that
postal-order, you know you did,” said Billy BDuanter. * It wad
jolly mean of you.”

* It was your own fnult for being that kind of 8 worm,™ =add
John Bull, in his direck way., * We shouldn't lisve suspecbed
a decont chap.™

“ (th, really, Buall &

* And it's jolly lucky for you that Mrs. Mimble was able to

rove you an alibi)" said Mark Linley., * You mighin’'t havo
en belioved otherwise,

* Well, under the ciccurnstances, 1 don’t see how #ou can
avoid lending me o lew boly, after havhing e over tho doals like
this for nothing," said Billy Bunter, indignantly.

John Bull put his hand into his pocket.

* Something in that* he adimitted. * Here's a bob, and now
fur peodness' sake shut up, and don’t jaw 1™

“* Oh, really, Buoll- —"

“Oh, scat1™

“ Couldn't vou make it half.a-crown —=n=""

But the Removites did not stay to listen, Thay walked out
of the shop, and Buater blinked niter them discontentedly.

“ Beasta '™ he murmured.

Then he turned to the counter, and procecded forthwith 1o
expend the shilling in those tempting new jam tarts,

"The lour juniers quitted the hop. and walked alowly towards
the house, The bell was sounding for dinner.

1t wasn't Bunter,” said Mark Linley, breaking 8 long silanco,
az they met Bol Cherry on the steps of the housze. Bob Cherry
was still lmping,

“ Proved it 7" asked Bob.

“Yesz ] Mrs, Mimble’s proved an alibi for him. He wont to

9

“It's just whero he

* Come in with us,

“He was hero

11! A.H

"“A SCHOOLBOY'S HONQUR." A Siona ionw Gompplai i ghiip g or Gravotnce.



10 wer~QEE THE WONDERFUL FREE OFFER IN THIS WEEK'S ISSUE OF * THE BOYS' HERALD." 1%

Lhe tucl-:-sh-:r? immediately after leszons, and stayed there nearly
ten pninutes.’”

* Then he wasn't the chap,” said Bob. " Whoever togk the

std-onder, nipped indo the =tady and tock it ofter yvou lefr,
rank, and before I came in—and thas wesn't more than five
minutes at the most."”

*Jugt so.7

" Then we've pot to find out who nipped into the study
hetween twenty-five to one and twenty minutes to,’ said
John DBull.

* And then we find the thief,” said Bob.

" Exactly !V

* As to who it is=——"

“ T haven't the faintest idea, for one.'” said Mark Linley. “ It
seems impossible to believe that there is o thiel in the Remove

*It's horrible !

* Buppose we <ay nothing about it, till we've found out more,”
Bob Cherry sugpested.

Nugent made a grimace,

" Too late ! he said,

F How 5o 1Y

" Bunter knows,"

That settled it.  Whatever Bunter knew was pretiy certain to
be known shortly over all the Lower School.  Bunter came rolling
in for dinner with a smear of joan on his face | and belors dinner
was over all the Remwove hknew that a postal-order—-Todd's
postal-order—had been stolen from Frank Kugent's jacket pocket
mn hiz study.

And when the Form erowded aut of the dining-room, the news
went buzzing through the Lower Bchool, There was a thiel in
the Remove, and it was no longer possible to disguise the fact or
to keop it secrct.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTLR.
Halves.
“ QUND your postal.order, Nugent ™
T No "
F “ Found who's taken it t "
" No!®™

Frank Nupent had the same answer to make every time he
was asked, which was pretty frequently.  The news had sent
quite a thrill through the Kemove, snd the fact that Billy
Bunter's innocence was clear, made tha guestion all the more
puzzling, Bunter might have taken the postal-order with some
stupid idea of replacing it with another i but thore was only one
Bunter in the Form. If anybedy else had taken it, that some-
body elee was a thief.

“ Who was it 1"

Fellows asked that guestion, and looked at one anather
dubiously. The deubt cast a shadow over the whele Forp.

Whe hod done it ¥

It was known that the thelt muost hove been comnitied
during the five minutes in which the study had been unoceupied,
mid inquiry was made 8= to who had been about the Kemove
passare At the time,

It was not eady to tell exactly ; hut it seomed clear that a
dozen or more Removitez had becn near at hand, and it maght
hEI.".-'I: I.}E-l'.'-]'l l:l.ll:r" LT jl UE 1hl"“l.

That it was a member of the Remove who had teken the notoe
was pretty clear ; for a fellow belonging to another Form would
cortainly have been noticed about, with so many Remove
fellows in the passage or on the stairs at the time.

Besides, how waz a fellow in another Form to know just
where to look for the note, or to know when the study was
empty

L wos
& Removite,
But which one ¥
" Blessed if 1 can make it out,” Bob Cherry said, taliing it

sible, but it was not likely, that it was anyone but

over with a group of fellows just before afternoon school. ™ The
chap, whoover he was, nippad in and did it just in time. I don't

reinomber seeing anybody near the study when I eame in,™

Some of the fellows looked at Bob Cherry curiously.

He did not notice it,

As o matter of fect, it had alrea
Remove that tho theit might not
specinl five minutes.

Bob Cherry had been alone in the study [or a quarter of an
hour. He had had ample opportunity to take the postal-order
il he had wanted to !

True, Bob was the very last follow in the world whom anyone
would have suspected of anything snvouring of dishonoesty.

But then, everybody else waos really above suspicion too
and if suspicion was to fall upon someone, Bob could not expeet
to bo exempt.

That thought was in several minds now, bat no one had cared
t give it utterance,

1t did net occur to Bob himself. He went in with the rest to
afterncon lessons without dresaming that the finger of suspicion
might polnt to him.
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oceurred to some of the
ave taken place in that

Billy Bunter blinked at him in elass several times, with =
mysterious manner which caught Bob Cherry’s attention at
last, and made him wonder. DBunter’s manner scemed to hint
that he knew what he knew, so to speak. .

There woas an vnder-current of whispering in the claxs which
eould not fail to draw Mr. Queleh’s attention during lessons.

The Remove-master was very sharp with =ome of the class,
ond at lost he rapped his desk impatiently with the raler,

* What are you whispering about, Skinner 77 he exclaimed,

Shinner started.

bl I o

" Yes. You wero whiﬂlm'ing to Snoop.'t

“ 1f vou please, siv—-—" ] ]

“ There seeind to me to be somcthing the matter with this
elass thiz afternoon,” aaid Mr. Quelch, frowning. )

The dead =ilenee, and significant looks, that fullowed this
reinark made the Form-master roalize that he had hut the mark
by cheanee.

“ What is the matter 1 7 he exclaimed, sharply,

* N—n-—nothing, =ir,”" =aid Shinner.

“ Nonsense ! You explain, Bulstrode.”

Bultrode stood up, lecking very rod and pwlkward.

“It's a—a—a rather unfortunste  matter, sir,”" he
Y oWugent has missed a postal-order, =sie™

is 1|"|L.I:I_I;'LT. i 11 L

“ Nugent had a postal-order thiz morning, sir, from Todd,
wlhio owed him ten bob—zhillings when he went away.  Some-
body's taken the postalsorder out of Nugent's pocket, =ir, while
hi= jacket was hanging on the door of his =tudy.”

“ Good heavens ! Is this correct, Nagent ¥ "

" Yo, ar, spld Frank, reluctantly.

" You do not know whe has taken it 777

™ Hﬂ‘i Fil'.n

“ ¥ou arc sure you did not lose the postal-order * 7

* Quite <aroe, dir”

“ Kindly explain the full circumstances to me.”

MNugent did so.

“ This i3 a most unfortunate oceurrence,” anid Mr. Queleh.
“ I prefer to think that some, foolish boy has taken the ];g“t-ﬂt_la
order for a joke. Jf this is the ease, 1 eall upon the boy in
guestion to tell the truth, here and new, and I am sure Nugent
will frecly look over the oecurrenee.’’

* (fartainly, sir," said Franlk.

A silence followed.

No one was inelined to own up to having token the postal.
order, whether [or & joke or not.  Mr. Quelch’s face seeincd to
grow very lined.

T hope it iz not possible that there i o thief in the Remove,"
lie said. It would be terrible to think =so. 1 hope that the
postal-order will be discovered, Ii it is not found by bedtime
m-uight, Nugent, kindly tell me so0.™

“ Very well, sin”

The leszon went on. T

The juniors were glad enonpgh when classes were dismissed.
The affair ot the postal-order was in every mmnd, and weighed
upon all thoughts. Billy Bunter gave Hob Cherry onc of his
mysterions glanees as thoy came out of the Form-room, and
touched the sturdy Removite on the arm,

Hob shook him off as if he were some troublesome insect, and
the fat junior coloured angrily. o

* Look here, I want to speak to you, Cherry,” he said, in &
shrill whisper.

“(Oh, go and eat coke.” :

“* It may pay you better to listen to me,” said Bunter.

Buob stared at him blankly, in sheer surprise. He could not,
for the life of him, guess what the fat junior was driving at.

“* Are you off your rocker 7 he demanded. ]

* No, I'm not.  1've got something to =ay to you—something
jolly important, too,” said Bunter, with a threatening note in
his voice that amazed Bob Cherry still more.

“ You must be dotty, I should think,” said Bob.
ro on.” ;

“ Better not lot the other fellows hear.’

“Why not 17

** Tt will be better.” )

** Oh, you're cracked,” said Bob Cherry, impatiently. ** What
i« it—-zome new silly scheme for meking money 1"

* Mo, it an't."” g

Bob Cherry, in sheer surprise, allowed the fat junior to draw
him aside. Bunter's mysterious mwanner had attracted many
glanees, which the fat junior was too short-sighted to ohserve,
Yiob Cherry, in considersble doubt as to Bunter’s sanity, watched
him with blank looks. : ; . _

“ Now, look here, "said Bunter, lowering his voice coutiously,
“ 1 don’t want to be hard on you."

Ld Eh t. 55

“ I say 1 don’t want to be hard on you.”

(1] w‘...“tr_ ’ ar

“ I know hpw fellows come to do these things," said Bunter,

“ What things 1%

“ Oh, you can't pull the wool over my eyes,’

wnid

** But

* said Bunter,

READ iJS5fise.. TOM MERRY & C0., e=seea: ““THE MYSTERIOUS DOCUMENT,” *= e 028 ™
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Bob Cherry drew Heatk across hls koee and grasped a slipper.
take your lcking llke a kid ia the first form. So here goesl” (Ses page 4.

“1f you won't fight,” he sald, *you can

impatiently. * Don't }:’Ia:,f the giddy ox. I say I dom't want
to be hard on you. What I say is—halvea?™
$ EhF?

" Halves ! aaud Bunter.

" Are you stark mad 1" asked Bob Cherry,

" 1ook here, it's halves, or there will be trouble,"” said Bunter,

* Halves of what 7"

* The ten bob."”

“Fen hob " repeated Bob Cherry, dazedly.

" Yoes"

“ What ten hob 1"

“ 0Oh, don't beat about the bush,” zaid Bunter. * Ten bob
is five for me and five for you; and if you don't go halves, I'll
tell Nupent you took it.”

Bob Cherry stared at him blankly, Bunter's meaning slowly
dawning upon his mind. When it had fairly dawned upon him,
Bob Cherry flushed a sudden crimson, and his  right hand
ro3a and rEEil—-&nd Bunter fell, too, geing with & ecrash to the

fluoe.

o —

THE NINTH CHAPTER.

Under Suspicion.

OB CHERRY stood over the Owl of the Ttemove, his face
burning, his eyes Hashing: fire, his chest heaving with
mssionate anger. There was a rush to the spot of the
%E!“GWS whe. fuad been watching the scene with great

gcurioaity.
Ture Maorer Lierany —No. 173,
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™ What's the row ' "' asked Bulstrode.

“ Oh ! " groansd Bunter, *' Ow ! I'm killed—ow—T'm dying 1
Beast ! Ow!"

Bob Che nted.

i Whél.t-'::gw?:mubl& t* Nugent asked.

* Only this,” psnted Bob, *“ He says I took t-hﬂrpoatﬂl-ﬁ}rd&t
out of your pocket, and he says he'll tall you unless I go halves,™

“ What 1™

“ My hat !™

Buntar zat up.

“ T didn't 1" he roared. * I nevor.said anything of the sort [
Ow 't I said I knew it was Bob Cherry, snd I'd give him &
chance to put the postal.order back! Ow!™

“You lying worm 1" said Bob.

* You dirty toad ! said Nugent. * I know you'd go halves
with & ehap who robbed a church, as far as that goes | but what
put it into your rotten, beastly little brain that Bob took the
postal-order 1'%

“*Ow! 1 know he did.”

* How dovou know 1" asked Bkinner.

Balb Cherry clenched his fists.

“ You'd better be careful what wyou say, Skinner, il
vou don't want to join Bunter on the floor,” he exclaimed,
puﬁ:.i.mmhﬁl}r.“ 'l allow no fellow to hint soything of thab
sort,”

Zkinner started back in alarm.

* Here, hold on! Hold on!" he oxclaimed. “ I only want

“ Did you see him 1™

“A ssﬂﬂulﬂﬂv’s HHHDUR‘“ A Splendid, Long; Hﬁ?rﬁlﬂtﬁingﬁ tkmum.nfﬂﬂﬂﬂam*
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to g-.':t- at how Bunter knew—T—T mean how he came to think
m'l

“ I know he did it,*”* shrieked Bunter.

" What makes youn think so, you eranling worm ? " osked
John Bull. )

" Bocause ho was in the study, and T know he took it.  OFf
course he did ! Nobody else had a chance to take it.”

" By Jove | " snid Vernon-Smith.

Hob Cherry turned upon the Bounder like a flash.

" Ldoes that mean you think T took it, Smith ¥ " he exclaimed,

The Bounder shrugged his shoulders,

* How sheuld T know * " he =said.

“That won't do! Do you think 50 1"

" Well, T suppose you're no more above suspicion than any-
body else in the Form,” zaid Vernon-Smith,

Fob Cherry pushed back his cuffs,

" Nobody will hint that I'm a thief without putl‘.ing up his
hands for it,” he said.  * Take care of yourself, Smith.”

And RBob, whose hand wag always as ready asz his word,
advanced upen the Bounder, hitting out. Vernon-Smith
barked away.

_ " Here, cheesa that 1" said Bulstrode. T you dibdn’t do
it, Cherry, that's not the way to prove your innocence !°?

Bob Cherry stopped.

* o you think 1 did it ? ** he eried.

* How should T know ¥ You had the chanee, anyway."

“Am I the kind of chap——""

“Is anybody in the Itemove the kind of chap ?* replied
Bulstrode, # But we know that somebody in the Remove
took it."

“ By Jove! That's true ! " gaid Elliott,

** Fruath, and ye're right,'’ said Micky Dezmond.
I'dl az zo0n guspect meself intirely as Bob ﬂh{-]'ry."

Boly Cherry dropped hizs hands.

Hia exeitement was matural enough ; but it had done him
no good in the eves of the Removitez. It might have been the
effect of natural indignation, or it might have been mere bluster
to carcy off the matter with a high hand. Who waa to tell 7

“It’s all rot 1™ soid Nugent. “* As if Bob would dream of
touching money that didn’t belong to him ! The only likely
chap was Buntor——-—""

“ Oh, really—o"

“And as it wasn't Bunter, it's n giddy mystery. But any
chap who says it might have been Bob Cherry i3 a fool and a
dummy, and that’s plain English 1 * said Nugent warmly.

“Thank you, Franky,"” said Bob, in a low voice. “ I know
you're not likely to think such a thing of me, anyway."”

* Xo fear 1™

* 0Of course not ' said John Bull. * As for Bunter, 1f he
docsn't wriggle away, I'll stamp on him, and burst him 1™

" Ow ! geaped Bunter.

The fat junior scrambled away at fop speed, leaving the
follows grinning. DBut the evil he had done remained behind
him. The vagos suaspicion had been in many minds before,
Now Bunter's worda had cryatallised it, so to speal.

Hob Cherry looked round at the facce of the juniors, and on
many, many of them ho saw the dark clond of uneasiness and
BUsRicion. here wasg a orin of malice on Vernon-Smith's face.,
He evidently enjoyed the situation. And Snoop, and Skinuer,
aud Heath and other fellows who hod never got on well with
Iioh Cherry, could hardly conceal their satisfaction, 'The
Bounder did not attempt to do =o.

* You fellows,” said Bob Cherry, locking round, * you—you
ean't believe [did it * "' Hia voice grew hoarse and husky.,

There woas o grim silence,

The juniors moved awoy one by one. But Bob's own
frienda remained round him—John Bull, and Nugent, and Fisher
‘F. Fish, and Tore Brown, and Mark Linley, and Micky Desmond.
They were not likely to believe a word against him.

Iob locked erushed.

I's o free and frank nature like his own, a nature that waa
the very essenco of honour and straight dealing, such an nceusa-
tion was horrible. And the impossibility of proving his inno-
eenee, at all events until the actual thief should be discovered,
gecurred to him at once.

He ran his fingers through his thick shoek of flaxen hair, &
trick he had when he was worried or bewildered.

** Cheer up, Bob ! said Frank Nugent encouvragingly. ** 1t's
all rot, you know—just Bunter's rot ! And we'll have the real
thicf soon, anyway."

“ Phir Remove can't believe such o thing of me,"” said Bob,
in a broken voiee. All his excitement was gone now.

* (M ¢course not, old chap ! ™

“ T puess not,’ said Fisher T. Fish. * I poeas you are atraight
goods, Bob, from the word go! And we'll have the real rotter
known socan, I gueaa t "

" It's horribly unfortunate that you were alone in the study
so long," said Frank. I didn't look at it in that light before.
You see, you really had more time than anybody else of taking
the beastly thing.  Any other chap had to dodge into the study
in the five minutes or 2o that it was empty, and you were there
alone for o quarter of an hour. Thot makes the thing look

Tre Macxer Lingary.—No, 173,
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rotten. But ao one in his senses would imagine for a secon
that you did not.™

Bob Cherry nodded gloamily.  He could ses that a great many
of the Remove imagined that he might have done it.

“ But look here, we'll jolly soon elear it up,” said Nugent,
“ T'll wire to Todd to send me the number of the order. The
thizi must have taken it I suppose, to eash it.  Well, we can
inquire after it when we know the number, and, if it is eashed,
we shall get on to the chap who did it."”

* Yeg, if it's cashed,” said John Tull.

* The thief may keep it baek,” 2aid Mark Linley.

* That's not really hkely ; for a ehap isn’t likely Lo steal, and
run the riskk of being expelied, unless he was in pretty severe
need of monev,” said Nugent, " and if he's hord pushed, he
mugt use gLt

1 guess thal's correct.”’

“ 1 suspect that it's some young ass who's in tow with Cobb
and that gang at the Cros Keys," zaid Nugent. ' Some fool
who owes money on betting, or something of the rort. The
postal-arder may have been sent to some ead at the Cross Keya
wlrondy, ™

" Very likely.™

“ Buek up, Bolb 1 ™

Bob Cherry was not listening.  He nodded absently to hia
ehums, and walked away with his hands thrust deep into his
poclets, and his head drooping. The shameful aceuaation
seciied to have knocked him quite over,

The other fellows looked very glom,

1 sayv, this is simply rotten ! Nupgent remarked. 1t
h::u.stl:l.:]uni'ﬂnmmta about Bob having been in the study all the
time ! '

* He's taking it very much to heart.”

* And all through that fat cad Bunter !

“Well, T don't know abhout that : some of the fellows had
been thinking of it, I'm aure,” said John Bull. * T've sccn it
in their faces, though Bob never suspected it. But buek up
and get the number fram Todd, Nogent ; Tob will he under &
eloud nntil we've found out who really took the note,”

 Come down to the post office, and I'Ml send the wive pnow,™
grid Frank.

And a quorter of an hour lafer the wire wos sents

Sty B LY

THRE TENTH CHAPTER.
Broad Arrows!

EATH, the new juniorv, looked out af his study window,
Hob Cherry wus cvossing the Close, with his hands
thruat deep ¢ his pockets, Bob's attitude na he
walked was very different from ususl. He seemed like

a fellow upon whom some henvy burden lhiad suddenty fallen.
To tho frank, free nature suspicion was intolerable, nnd Bob
had all the fﬂf.‘liﬂg of an animal caught in & net from which
egcape was impossible, A eold, eruel smile erossed Heath's
lips as he looked at him,  Trom Esau Henth Bob was not likely
te pot much sympathy in his misfoertune.

Baob tromped down to the gates, and went out. He woantod
to be alone—now that he knew that some of the Remove sus-
pected ham, the wnbappy lad saw suspicion in every glance,
Even his own ehums, he felt, might allow cold doubt "and sus-
picion to ereep into their hearts.

Heath watched him till he was pone,

‘Then he turned from the window, and locked the door of tis
study, and opened & bag that lay upon his table. -

For ten minutes orf moyk Heath was busy in examining 1hea
contents of that bag ; and then he left the study, ecarrying the
bag in his hand, and he also left Greviriara.

Half an hour later Nugent and his friends came in.  They haed
wired to Alonzo Taodd to zend them the vumber of the miasing
pratal-order.  When the number was nscertained, further ju-
g rviry econld be made.

Until then, nothing eculd be done.

* Where's Boly, T wonder ¥ 7' Nugent said, 03 he glaneed into
MNo. | study, and found it dark and deserted.

“EBob! Bobby ' John Bull shouted along the passag:,

* He's gone out,” zaid Hazeldene, looking out of his atady.

“ Alone ¥ "

“* Yes™

* Poor old Bob ! " said Mark Linley. ** He feels this awfully ;
it‘ﬂ dtﬁ(i beastly of the fellows to get such an idea into their
wends.”

* It'a rotten ' snid Hazeldene.

* No good moping alone, though,” said Bull, ' We'd better
look after Bob, and stick to ham, and keep hun from thinking
about it too much. I wish Wharton were herc; he might ba
able to help.”

I write to hin to-night about it," said Frank.

It was some time before Bob Cherry came back. Heath had
returned long before then, but no one was taking any notice of
Heath's movemenis. Bob did not return till after the gates
were locked, and he had to ring up Gosling, the porter, and woas

Bee this week's number of
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tepocted | for missing calling-over. He had to go Into Mn
Quelehs 3tully and Thed the Form-master,

The haggerd expression of his face arrested Mr. Quelch's
attention at once, and he laid down the cane he hod picked up,
and fixed his E{Eﬂ- upon the junior,

“Are you ill, Cherry " he exclaimad,

" No, zir,"”" said Bob,

' You are loaking very strange.”

“ I'm all right, sie.”

" Come, Cherry, what ig the matter 1" Mr. Queleh said
kindly. * 1 con see that there i3 something wrong with you.
Why did vou miss ealling-over 2™

“ 1 hadn't come in. sir.™

" But why had vou not come in *™

“I—I forgot about the time, sie™

" ¥You wera very busily accupied, I suppose 7%

* N-n-no, sir.”

“Come, my lad. You have atayed out till longz after dark,
& mosk unusual and reprehensible thing to do, unless you havo
& paad vom a prefect. Why did you do it T What have you
been doing * "

" Walking sbout, sir,”

T Wnheraet "
T the fanes, gir'"
id ﬁr’l.‘&r r 13

Bob Cherry was silent.
** 1 think you had better explain, Chorey,” snid Mr. Quelch,
I —T==T"vi been thinking it over, sir,” said Bob miserably.
* Thinking what over * "

* About that poatal-order.”

= Ah, yes! ut why should that malter weigh upon your
mind, Cherry, more thar upon anyone else 7" asked Mr.
Queleh.

Then Bob burst out.

* They suspect me of having taken it, gir.”

Mr. Quelch atarted.

* They suspect you, Cherry t"

" Yes, sic ! " groansd Boh.

“ ¥You are surely innoeons ¥

*Oh, sir 1 "

" Why ahould they suspret you 1"

" Because I was in the study neatly all thé Lime.
I eould have token it ensiby if 1 had wanted to.”

1t 1 ridiculons,™ ::uig Mr. Queleh. * Utterly ridiculous !
I should not entertain such o suspicion for a single sccond. It
1 cruel and abaaed.”

“ Thank you, sir,” satd Bob pratefully.
don't think ir, but—but g ot ﬂfg:-he follows do.

* I hope they will think better of it,"”" said Mr. Quelch, frown-
ing. ' The tal-order has not, of course, been found t ™

" Mo, sic”

* 1 shall ecquaint the Head with the matter this evening,
thon, and & searching inquiry will be made,” said Mr. Quelch.
* I do not think you need have sny fear but that your innocence,
will ba proved, Charry."

“Thank you, sir.”

“ You may go."

And Bob Charry went, unpunished., His chums met him in the
pasaage, and he was marc off to John Bull's study, whers
a specially delectable tea had been prepared. But even ham
patties and poached agﬁz and jam tarts failed to comfiort Bob.

He was gloamy and rerssid,

It will ba all right in the morning, Bob,"” Nugent said.
“ I-shall have a latter from Todd by the first post, I expect,
giving me the number of the order. Then we aﬁll ba sble to
got on the track of the rascal.’”

Bob nodded without speaking.

* Cheer up, old son.”

“1 ean't cheer up.” eaid Bob miserably,

0% course,

own Eriends

“Tt's too robtten

being ausiectiad of & mean, dirty thing like that. The fellows
ought to know me better.”

“* Oh, they're all fools,” said John Bull

* Besides, only a few suspect you,'” Nugent urgpoed, * And

it will all come right in the morning, when we get the number of
the order."

I guess 50,7 said Fish,

But Bob'a face was very gloomy when the Remova went up
to bed. Bob's special enemies in th= Form were in high feather
aver it. Vernon-8mith and Heath had made up their guarrel,
for the apecial purpose of enjoying Bob's discomfitars together.
They were grinning and chuckling, and Bob knew wvery well
what they were winspering about.,

Snoop and Skinner and %tﬂtt and some more made it a point
to avoid Bob very carafully, as if he werg not fit to be tonched,

Vornon-3mith, in & most-ostentations way, removed szome
loose money from his pockets before going to bed, and locked it
up in his box. _

“Bob saw him, and he flushad crimson. His Anger got the better
of himn for & moment, and he strode over to the Bounder,

* What are you doing 1" he exclaimed.

'I;:w Bounder, knesling beside the box, looked up at him
m +*

“Em_:kimq up my money,’”’ he replad.

“ What for? "

" Ta keep it safe.”

EVERY K A
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“ 8o you think your money's in danger in this dormitory,
do vou " Bob Cherry exclaimed, in & choking voice.

“ Well, I shouldn't wonder, There might be thieves about,"
said the Bounder calmly.

And there was & joyous chuckle from Heath and Snoop.

Bob clenched his hand hard, But Nugent drew him away.

* Don't teke any notice of that cad, Bob,"” he murmured,
* He's only trying to draw you, When the matter’s cleared up,
you ean give him s hiding."

Bob Cherry nodded | he could not speak. He went quietly
to bed, affecting to see nothing of the significant glances that
were being exchanged.

There was little sleep for Bob Cherry at first, but towards
miduight he fell into & deep slumber, and dreamed of postal.
orders, policemen, and detectives, He did not wake again
till the rising-bell was clanging through the sunny morning.

He started, and sat up in%::%. Immediately vpon waking the
remembrance of the wretched happenings of the day before
crowded into his mind, Mis face, usually as bright as the
sunshine itself in the morning, clouded aver.

He stepped out of bed, and reeched for his elothes, Then
a cry of rage escaped his lips. The clothes were not folded up
neatly as he had left them.

Someone had disturbed them in the night. Bob Cherry caught
up the jacket and trousers. He held them up, end looked
ot them in almost speechleas rage.

Upon th&_d&rk cloth, broad arrows, in imitation of thosa
upon a convict's garb, had been deubed in white paing !

Bob's exclamation brought all eyes in his direction.

“ What on eoarth’s that ' Bulstrode exclaimed.

* Broad arrows ! "' ejaculated Skinner. ** Ha, ha, hat"

There waz a Toud laugh from Verncn-Smith and Heath and

ONE I
I

Snoop.  Bob's face was dark with fury.
d'r.;: Who did that ¥ ** he exclaimed in a choking voice. * Who
wl kT
““ Ha, ha, ha !™
* What rotten cad did that 1" rosred Bob. * Hasn't he

plack snough to awn up to what he's done 1™

There was no reply.

* Was it you, Snoop "

* No, it wesn't,” said Snoop.

" Was it you, Heath 1 "

“ My dear chap, don't ask gquestions,™

“* Was it you, you cad 1™

o }ﬁ'&lﬂ no, it wa-s;nl’t,f” said Heath,

" ieve Fou're lyme.'

“ Thank you." e

Heath turned away to his washstand. Many of the fellows
were grinning. Bob threw down the clothes,

He dressed in another suit, and left the dormitory without
speaking another word, either to friend or to foe. But the
expression on his face was enough to give pause to those who
folt inclined to * chip "' him on the subject. . Heath was the last
fellow to leave the dormitory; and before he went he removed a
little pot of white paint and a brush that had been concealad
under his mattress, and concealed thern under his jacket to
convey them downstairs.

THE ELEYENTH CHAPTER
“R. Cherry.”
L ERE you are, Nugent ! " said Ogilvy.
It was & letter for Frank, addressed in Todd’s hand-
writing. Frank opened it in the midst of & crowd.
The former Greyiriars fellow had not been long in
answering.” The letter ran as-follows, as Frank read it out:

“ My dear Nugent,—I waa considerably astonished and per-
turbed by the receipt of your wire. I sincerely trust that b
this time you have succeeded in recovering the missing poatal-
order. I proceeded immediately to ascertein the oumber of
the order, paying a visit to the post-office where I purchased it
for that purpose. The number 13 (H012468. I bave requeated
my Uncle Benjamin to check the number, in order to obviate
Bny possible error in so0 important a matter.

“With kind regards from Uncle Benjamin,

" Always yours,
#Avonzo Topp.

“ P.8.—I sinceraly trust that the postsl.ordor has not been
extracted from {ﬂur pocket by any Eamn of dishgnest proclivi-
ties. If such should prove to be the cass, I should be glad to
send some excellent trpets for the perusal of the unfortunate youth
who haa strayed into the paths of moral turpitude.

* Qood old Duffer! " said Tom Brown. _

Y The number's 00012488," =zaid Nuogent. ' That's the
important point. We'll get down to the post-office as quickly
a3 we can, and sed whether it’s beon preasnted there,"

it ﬁﬂ-ﬂd E’Eg‘- »i -

i Let's ask Mr. Quelch for leave off frst lesson," said John

Tae anﬁr LiBRARY.—No. 1'7'3 i 13
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DBull. " It'za jolly important maeiter, and it ought to be gettled
al once.”

* Yes, we'll ask him.”

Mr, Quuelel: resdily goave leave to Nupent and John Bull, when
he was asked, to go ﬁuwn to the village post-office instead of
attending for frst lesson, The Form-master was sy anxious
a8 the juniors could be to get the matter cleared up,

* It will be all right now, Bob,” Nugent said,

Holb Cherry shook his head.

1 ﬁun‘t suppose the order has been presented,” he suid,

W not T

“Well, after all thiz talk about it, the chap would be afraid
io take it to the post-office for payment, I should think.”

“ But he must be in need of the money, or he wouldn't have
stolen it,"”

“ Yoz bote——"

“ Besidez," =aikl John Bull, * he may have eashed it befove
he know that such a firss was poing to e made™

" Well, we'll see, anvway,” zaid Nugent.

And Nugent and Bull went down to the gates while the other
fellows wers going into the Formerecom. Bob Cherry went
inte the Formeroom with downeast eyes.  Fellows in other
Forms looked at him very curicus=ly, as well as the Removites.

Nugent nnd Bnll walked quickly down fo the village., They
wore anxiens to sce the post-mistross and got the matter over.
If the post-office was drawn " blank,” they would have to try
further ; but Nugent hoped to gol a elue therve,

They reached the post-oftice of Friardale, a amall establish-
ment that wos also o pgrocer’s
shop, The post-mistress, o
kind looking middle-aged Incy
m speetacles, peered at them
over the little partition.

“Yes " she soid.

10 veu please, we want to
know if a postalorder was
eazhod  here  westerday,”  said
Frank. * By one of the chaps

“You see, ma'am,” Nupent explained to the post-mistress,
‘1 had that order by post, and the name of the payee was not
filled in. Bomebody 'Enned it out of my pocket, and he must
have filled in his name to eash it
the name filled in on the order ? ™

The post-mistress held the order up closer to her spectacles,

“R. Cherry,” she said,

[T %Hr'll-ﬂ-t- ! 1

“WHAT:' ™

Nugent stagpered back.

John Buall stood petrified,

A thunderclap from the clear summer gsky could not have
startled them more,

Will you tell me what is

“R. Cherry ! ' znid the post-mistress in surprise. " The
order is filled in: ‘Tay to R. Cherry,” and it is  signed

E. Cherry.” ™

* (Rood heavens !

" Impossible ' "

Nogent and Buall Jooked at one another m blank dismaw,
R, Clierry ! Bob Cherry ! What did it mean ?

“Oh, T've got it,” John Bull exclaimed, breathlessly, I
ought tohove thought of it at first.  Of courae, the thief wouldn't
fill in his own name, would he * That would be giving himself
away ob the flrst ahot.™

"He'd have to, to cash it here,” said Nugent, with o hageand
feee. T any other ehap came in and signed it " R. Cherry,'
il wouldn’t be paid. Mrs. Brett doesn't happen to remember
liz neme. But Mr. Brett knows him well, and so-does young Sam
Brett, A choap wouldn't risk
coming in heré and signing him

NEXT TUESDAY
“A_SCHOOLBOY’S

{ self ' R. Cherry ’ unless———"

from the school, T wwan, A

postal-order has  heen-—lost—

and we're trying to trace it”
“Yea, certainly,”” said Mrs

HONOUR.”

1 “Tnlese that waz  hie
name ¥ "
LL 1:"?1?1“
“But it can't have hbeen
Bob.™
Nugent did not reply. In
HF“E of Tua fArm  and ln;.;n.I
faith in hiz friend, a horrible

doubt was erecping into his
mind.

“It esn't — it ecan't hava

Brett, "A post al-order for ton

been Bob!'" mepeated John

shillings was eashed last even-
ing by a schoolbey., 1 was
here,™

Mugent and Pull exchanged
glances.

“We're on the track now,™
Bull murmuared.

“By a Greyirars chap @™
asked Nugent.

“Xes; he wore o Greyiriars
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Bull, but & {aliering tone wes
in his voice now.

“Will wou let me sce the
postal - order,  Mrs. Brett,

leaso ' said MNuogent., I

now R. Cherry—he's & chum
of mine—I know his writing s
well as my own. Let mesee tho
postal-order, please.™

“You may ses it, certainly.”

cap, at all event="

“That's ecertain  enough,
then, Do you know his name,
maam T

*1 do not, but it iz written
on the order,” suid ths post-
miztress. ‘' I forget the name.”
She looked puzeled. * Iz here anyihing wrong sbout it 17

* I'm afraid there i5,"” said Nugent. ** Is he & chap you know
by sight, ma'am 1

“¥es; 1 have seen him here before, with you.”

* With me ! "' Nugent exclaimed in surprise.

* Yes, Master Nupent,'”

“ By Jove !V saiI:.-nguhn Bull. " This is getting rather thick.
}IM“;]“’:'I had & hope that it might turn out to be that new chap,

anth.

“ It wasn't Billy Bunter, me'am 1™

* Oh, no

“ Wasz the name Heath 1™

L Eﬂ.l'i

"1 suppose you still have the postal.order here ™ Nupgent
asked. 1 heve the number of the one that is missing,. Will
you tell me if it is the same 7™

" Certainly."

The t-mistress opened & drawer, and tock out a small
bundle of postal-orders factened in an elastic band. From the
bundle she selected one.

"' What is your number 1°' sha ashead.

Nugent read 1t oul from Todd's letter.

“ 00012468,

* That is the number, Master Nugent,”

L H}' h“.t. I +

*It's the same,” John Bull exclaimed. * It’s Todd's postal-
orcder that was cashed here last night, Franky. We'va only
got to find out the name of the rotter who ¢Mgﬂd it, and all's
BETEINE.

“Good | ®

Tax Maieney LiBrary.—No. 173,

Please order your copy Now |

e e e e e

The post-mistress handed
him the order. NWugent held
it up to the light and looked ot
the signature.

" R. {!harr?"

A wave of dendly palenesa
came over Mugent's fece., For
he knew the hand, and even in his heart there could be no further
doubt. It was Bob Cherry's writing or else the work of a
skilled and cunning forger. And what skilled and cunning forger
wag there likely to be in a junior form st & publie school ¥ Thet
was & wild su ition.

It was Bob Cherry's handwriting !

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER,
FIS»III‘II.‘II.‘:SS#E He Knoows.

UGENT handed the postal-order back to Mrs. Brett
without a word. He .could not k. He seemed
stupned. Without even thanking poat-mnistress, he
walked out of the post-office with an unsteady step. John

Bull followed him, in the same frozen silence. They were
h_:lnlfway back to Greyfriars before either of them hﬂ]Eﬁ the
silence,

Then Nugent halied, and faced hiz companion.

H Whatl:f‘: you think about it ? ' ho aai

* Heaven knows what a chap ought to think ! " said John Bull,
“1'd a3 soon believe mysell & thief, aa Beb Cherry 1 ™

“BowonldI! But——'"

“But——1 ™

“It's horrible |

“It's ghostly ! ™ anid John Bull,

* Bob can’t be guilty,” said Nugent. “ Hecan't! Hecan't!
1 won'f balieve it—I won't believe a word unless he tells me so
himself 1 **

* It's boastly,”

"They tramped on to Greyiriars in black spirite. Second-lesson
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Gosling tied Bob Cherry’s wrist to his own with a length of cord. * You'll bolt, will yer?” he asked unpleasantly.
“What [ says Is this'ere, young shaver; I've got to keep you here till four o'clock, and I'm going to keep yer, too.”

was sbout to ¢commence when thoy reached the school, and
antered the Remove Form-room.

Mr. Queleh signed to them to come up to his desk,

* ¥ou have been to the post-office 7

** Yeg, gir,” said Nugent.

* What hove you discovered 7 "

“The postal-order was cashed there last evening, sir.”

* 18 that certain ¥ *

“I have the number from Todd, sir, snd it's the same as
that on the postal-order the post-mistress paid out on.”

“That iz unquestionable, then. 1 understond that the
payee's name was left blank on the order Todd sent you * "

“ Yoz, sir.”

“ Then some false name was filled in 1>

“* Yes, sir.”

“What was the name T 1f the thief filled in his own namo
his discovery should be perfectly eesy,'” said Mr, Quelch.

Nugent's lips seemed frozen.

The Form-master logked at hum in irritated surprise.

* Why do you not snswer me, Nugent ¥ You are wasting my
timne."

" Yeo.a-08, sir,"”

“ What was the name Rlled in on the postal-order, them 1"

(1] R+ Ghﬂl!“rj?, m"r-u

“What ? ¥

“ R. Cherry, sir,” said Nugent, in a low voice.

But it was
Tee Maorer Lisrany.—No. 173

not too low for mast of the elass to hear, Thero was a bufs

in the Remove.

Mr. Quelch frowned.

*Bilenca ! ' he said. )

Bob Cherry eat immoveble. He heard what was said, but the
words hardly conveyed their proper meening to his brain, He
doubted hiz own senses.

*R. Cherry * waa the pame filled in ? ™ said Mr. Quelch.
“ And the order, of course, wae signed ‘R. Cherry ' by the
person to whom the money was poid ! ™

** Yog, sir.”

“* Cherry, stand up 1 "

Bob Cherry stood up. )

“Did you ensh a postel-order at Friardale Tost Office lasi
evening, Cherry 1"

“* No, sir,"

“ Did you go to the post-office at all 1™

id Hﬂ‘, i

““ You were not in the school when the postal-order was
heing eashed 1 * Mr. Quelch said, with & sudden remembrance
of Bob Cherry’s escapade of the previous evening.

“ No, sir. I've told you where I wasa,” said Bob, dully.

* Were you guite slone while you were away from the schocl
last evening, Cherry 17

* Yegy, gir”
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“Then there is no corroboration of your statement that you
Bpent so much time in aimless wandering in the lanea  »

"I hope my word dossn’t nead corroborating, =ir,” gaid
Bob Cherry, with & flash of spirit. "I don't tell lies, air.”

“I am afraid thet in so serious & matter as this, Cherry,
proof will be' required,” said Mr. Quelch, drily. * Did the
poat-mistress recognize Cherry, Nugent 1 7

*8he said the order was cashed by o Greyfriams chmp, sit,
whom she knew by sight, that's all,” said Frm:ﬁt.

“ Did you see the order, Nugent ¥

* Yea, sir.” _

“Ind the writing look like Cherry's 1*

“ It looked like it, sir.”

* Would you have taken it for Cherry’s signaturm "

- * Yes, sir, if I'd seen it on anything else.  Of vourse, T knew
Bob wouldn’t sign a pnatal-ﬂrc{‘;r that didn't belong to him,
Hﬂ-n—-—n—-“

“H'm! Youmay go to your place, Nugent.”

Nugent and Bull went to their forms.

“ I shall speak to Dr. Locke about this at once," said Mr.
Queleh, addressing the class,. “For the present, a prefect
will take charge of the Remove. The post-mistress will he sent
for immediately after lossons, and requested to identify the
boy who 1:&3]1&5’ the postal-order. If you are innocent, Cherry,
you have nothing whatever to fear—no one who is innocent nesd
foar anything., Mrm. Brett iz & sensible woman, and not in the
least likely to make mistalies in so simple & matter.*

Mr. Queleh quitted the Form-room.

There was & buzz of voices the moment he was fone,

“R. Cherry ! " grinned Hewth. *“My hat! R. Cherry!
Ha, ha, ha t

* I saw, yvou fellows, T told you s0 all along, you know——"

“ Bhut up, Bunter! ™

M 1t’s beginning to look pretty clear, blessed if it ain't!™
said Skinner. " Are you going to own up, Cherry ? "

Boh gave an almost wild glance rouna.

“"Ownup! ™ he said.  “* Own up t> what *

" Boning the giddy postal-order,™

Yo cad! ™
" Dh, keep your wool an,” snid Skinner.  “1f vou dida't do
it, there's a giddy forger in the Form, that's all—and that's
rather stesp.™

" L'd rather believe there wore twenty forgers, than beliove
that Bob Cherry did a wicked, dishonourable thing like that ! **
said Mark Linle;z. fuiatly.

" Birds of a feather, perhaps ! " murmured Snoop.

“Ho, ha, ha! "

" Of courss, you hagl jolly high ideals in the factory whers
you wore brought up, Linley,” smesred Hesth., The new
junior had heard all about the acholership boy and his early
life as ¢ factory hand, of course. Snoop end Skinner and the
B-‘i:‘.”‘d” were not likely to leave snyone in the dark on that
subject.

Mark Linley did not reply. He endured taunts on that
topie with a patience that sometimes led fellows to suapect
him of want of spirit—till they went too far, and then found
that they had roused a lion.

“ I gueag 1 cdn see the how of it," snid Fisher T. Fish.,

“What do you know about it, Fishy ! " demanded half a
dozrn voices.

The American grinned serensly.

" Jovver got left ¥ ' he gaid, ™ ¥ guess [ can seo a3 far into a
millstone a9 anybody. Of course, Hie chap who cashod the
order knew all about Bob being slready suspectod by some
of you foola !

¥ 0Oh, draw it mild! ™

" Bome of you fools,” went on the American, imperturbably,
"and of coume, as he wasn't going to sign his own name, he
#gned Bob's, by choice. Tt was just the trick a eunning hound
would Lhink of,"

" OF course ! " said Nugent, greatly relieved at the idea,

. * What sbout the writing buing just like Cherry's 1 ** demanded
noop.

* I suppose a chap could easily get hold of some of Cherry’s
writing to imitate 1" said Fish. * Ho could get an old impot
of Boby's, or he could got som: old letter, and after a bit of practics
he could imitate the signature, 1 guess. it would be as easy as
rolling off a lop.™

“Too steep ! ” paid Skinner.

L3 RE-DS- -! LE ]

Wingate came into the Form-toom.

" Order here ! 7 he exclsimed. ** This isn’t & conversazions. "

And the juniom resuined work under the charge of the captain
of Greyiriars. But all their thoughts were in the mystery of
the postal-order. Bob Cherry pgave hiz lessons no attention,
but Wingate carefully passed him over. The Greyfriars captain
knew of what the lad was snspected, and he knew what his state
of mind must be, espevially if he was innocent T Was he
mnocent T

Lt was a question that even his own Iriends were heginning to
aak themselves now.

Tae Magver Lisnary.—No. 173.
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THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Identified!

FTER lessons that day the Ramovites had expected io be
H thinking of nothing but the Courtfield match, arranged
for the afternoon.  But as it happened, hardly a thought

wia given to the Courtfield mateh now. )

The gquestion of Bob Cherry's guilt or innocence occupied every
mind to the exclusion even of ericket.

Bulstrodo, ag cricket captain, was thinking about the mateh,
but his suggestion of & little practice at the nets befors dinner
was disregardod.

Nobody wanted to go down to the neta,

The Removo knew that the post-mistress at Friardsle had
Leen sent for to identify the boy who had cashed the postal.
order, and they wanted to be on the scene when she arzived.

Dr. Looke had sent a very polite request to Mrs. Brett to
come up to the achool, and hacfsent. hiz own trap for her, and
ghe was expeeted soon after lessons were over.

Bob Cherry stood alone.

Most of the Remove had made up their minds on the subjeet,
after the report Nugent and Bull had brought back from the
pl::stéﬂmf.:u. Even Nugent himself was sorely troubled in
mind.

Everything seemed to peint to Bob’s guilt, eveéry fresh dis.
covery made the ease blacker and blacker against him,

What would the post-iniatress say when she came !

Bob Cherry was to be placed in & row of boys in the Form-
room, and Mrs. Brett was to bo saked to pick out the junior
who had been to the post-office the previous cvening with the
atolen order.

If she identified Bob Cherry the caso waa complete.

There was no other fellow in the Kemove who could by any
possibility be mistaken for the sturdy junior.

Bob Cherry, with his shock of flaxen hair, his bright com.
plexion, and i:li:i- somewhat prominent tie, made & marked figure
m the Form.

But would Mrs. Brett identify him !

That was the burning queation now. The follows were anxions
to know how Bob looked forward to the ordeal.

He seemed to be confident.

There was a gomewhat bitter expression npon his fnco when
Frank Nugent asked him what he thought about it.

“ They'll see," said Bob.

" You mean, they'll see that you're innocent, Bob."

* Yes, that's what I mesn. And so will you, Frank.”

MNugent atarted a little.

* 1, Bob

* Yea, you and Johnny.

* Look here, Bobe—-=>"'

Bob made a gesturs.

“* Oh, it’s all right,” he said wearily. “ I know the evidence
ia ahout as black as it could be, and enough to stagger any chap.
Fverything seems to have worked out to prove the thing against
me,"

“* I guesa T don't doubt you, Bobby,"” said Fisher T. Fish.

“And I don't,” said Mark Linley., * Nothing would make
ill'l"l.‘-‘ doubt you, Bob, unless you told me it was 5o with your owi

ipa.”

“ Thank you, Marky," soid Bob.
to say 80, anyway.”

* 1 mean it, Bob."

“ Yes, yes, I know you do. I'm an ungracious brute,' said
Bob. " I'm sorry. But I'm feeling- this horribly 1 ¥

** It will bo all settled when Mra. Brect comes. Thank goodnesa
you're not like anybody else in the form to look at—not closely
alike, T mean. It would by possible to mistake Snoop and
3%[11:1“ for one another after dark, but you're only like yours
alf."

“ Well, that's one comfort.”™

* You fellows get inte the Form-room,” said Wingate,
coming aleng.  ** All the Remove are to go in end forn up.”

* Ryghte, Wingate.”

“ Now we'll see what we shall see," said Heath, with o aneer,

Nugent turned on him quickly.

* What do you mean, you ead ¥ *

Heath shrugged his shoulders.

“ I mean that the truth’s coming cut,” he said.
Bob Cherry did it, I'm sure I shall be pleascd.”

“ Liar ! " said John Bull.

“ But yvou know what my belief is,”" said Heath.

* {3h, hang your belief 1 ¥

“ Bomebody's going to be found out, st all events,” Hazeldens
remuarked as the juniora crowded into the Forme-room wgain.
** Mra. Brett will identify the chap, whether it's Bob Cherry or
not. "

* It mayn’t bo anybody in the Remove at all,” said Ogilvy.

I Ianu?' it is, though.

Mr. Queleh came into the Form-room.  He formed up the boys
in o runk wlogge the wall, ready for the identification.

The sound- of wheels could be heard outside, s, Brett, the
post-mistress of Friardale, had arrived in the doctor's trap.

You have doubted me, I can see it."

£ 1t'a jolly decent of you

“ If 1k wasn'g
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She came into the Form-room with Dr. Locke. The Head's
face was very severe. Mre. Brett looked worried and ill at ease.
It was not a pleasant task that wasz before her. But it was a
duty 1o ba done.

Dir. Locke glaneed along the silent expectant Remove,

“You know why Mre. Brett i here, my boys," Le snid.
* She has kindly consented to help establish the truth by
identifying the boy who eashed a postal-order for ten shillings
al Frinrdale Post-0Offee last evening,  If Mrs. Brett succeeds in
identifying the boy, all doultt vpon the subject will be set ab
reat.

There was a murmur,

All eves were turned upon Bob Cherry.  He stood erect, his
eves fixed straight before bim, and o flush in his cheeks. But
he did net look afraid.

Some of tha other bovs looked more nervous thon he. Tt
was no plensant task to stand there and be seanned by a shord-
sighed old lady who might pessibly make a mistake.

* Now, madam," zaid Loeclke.

* ¥e-en, gir, I am ready,’” said Mrs. Brett nervously.

* Pleage look at the boys carefully, and tell me which 15 the
one who came to the post-office last evening,™

" Certainly, sir.™

Mrs. Brett passed slowly down the line, peering at the breath.
less, expectant boys through her spectacles,

There was a deep tense silence in the Forme-room.

The Head staod hke s statue. Mre. Queleh wae griml}' l!]'l.lil:'t'\.
The boys were nervous and il at ease, some of them standing
erect, some shilting their foet,

Mres, Brett seanned cach face in turn.

mhe stopped half-way down the line.

There was an audible wourmur again, the post-mistress of
Friavdale had stopped directly opposite Bol Cherry !

Bob's face showed a tremor for & moment.

Then it was firm again.

H.is clear, steady paze met the peering eyes of the post-misiress
firmly, bravely, unfalteringly.

“ Well, Mrg, Brett,” aaid the Head's deep voice, I have you
found the hu;,' i

" Yes, sir.’

* Kindly paint him oul ta me.”

Ars, Brett raised her hand, and peinted.

Bob Cherry grew deadly pale.

‘The outstretched hand of the Friavdale post-mistress pointed
divectly at him.

v That isthe boy,siv 1 7

———

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Condemned [

1 HAT 15 the boy !

T Bob Cherry stood rooted to the foor.

Hiastartled gaze was Instened npon the post-mistresa
in a kind of fazcinated stare,

. Locke eame forward.

* That he iz the boy " he repeated.

* Yes, sir."”

* Robert Cherry ! What have you to say @ ™

Bob rave a honme cry.

“0h,sir ! 1—1 am innocent ! There i3 a horrible mistake ! Y

The Head™ face wis hard ag iron. He turned (o Mr. Queleh.

“ I understand, Mr. Queich, that Cherry was left alone in the
sindy from whenge the postal-order woa stolen, and had more
opportunity than any other boy for committing the theft 2

* ¥, mir," snpid the Remove master,

* The postal order was filled in with the name of R. Cherry,
Mg, Brott 770

* Certainly, =iv.”

* You have ib with you * '

“ It iz here"

* Kindly let me sec it.”

The postal-order was handed to the Head, There was o dend
gilence in the room.  The Heoad’s brow was lined and dark.

* The mamber of this postal-order 12 0001 2468, he said. " Was
that the number of the postal-order sent vou by Todd, Nugent 2 ¥

“* 1t was, sin"

* Then this is undoubtedly the same order.  AMr, Quelch, will
you _!ﬁﬂ!f at that signature. Iz that Robert Cherry’s hand-
writing.

"l‘h-aE Remava-master looked colosely at the signature. He
nodded hia head.

“That w certainly Chervy’s handwriting, siv,"" he said.

“Very well! You positively identify this boys Mrs. Drett,
a4 the boy who eamme to the post-office last evening *

“ Yes, gir,” sajd Mrg, Brett, looking very much distressed.

* Da vou deny it, Cherry * %

* Yes,' ga.s%ed Bob €hervy, in a dry, choking voies, " 11
deny it, sir.  It's not troe, sir. 1 never woent nesr the post-
office laat evening.”

“1 eannot believe you, Cherry. I ord it as sheer im-

wdence on your part to endeavour to cast doubt npon this good
ady's word.™

* =1 don't, sir ! 1 think Mra. Brett has made o mistake.”

“ You are quite aure, Mrs. Brett 1"
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“ Quite gure, air.?

' You noticed the boy partienlarly ¥

“ I can't say that, sit.  But I noticed especially that he had
fair hair, and a t deal of it, gir, and his straw hot on the back
of his henad. tere i@ no other boy here with hair like that.'

That seemed to settle it, Bob Cherry’s shock of hair, that
never would yield to brush or comb, was a standing joke in
e Remove. ;

Belief in his guilt was written in every face.

What further doubt was possible t  Even Mark Linley wna
staggered, Nuogent could doubt no more—horrible, impaossible
as it seemed, Bob Cherry was a thiel ¢

Eob Cherry had stolen the postal-order, Bob Cherry had
wi‘i;JtE;'-llthis name upon it as the payee, snd Bob Cherry had
cached it.

There was not a Inophole of escape Ieft,

Doubt 2eemed impossible.

Tp to the last moment, Nugent had entertained a hops that
3Mrs. Brett would identify somebody else as the boy who had
eome to the post-office, or would fail to identify any member
of the Hemova at all.

But ehe had decided upon Bob Cherry at once—and Bob
was not a common type of boy § ho stood out from the rest in
MANY Ways.

BEob turned a hagpard glance round bLim.

Condemnation was plain in every face.

“J=I1 say, Nugent,” he stammered, * you—you don't
helieve me guilty, do you T

Nugent was silent.

* Bull—Tohnny Bull—you—yon don’t think so 1" eried Dob,
in o voice of agony.

John Bull turned away his head,

Bob seemed Lo stagger for a moment,

The room, the grim condemning faces, seemed to samm
round him i he zaw nothing, he did not hear what wea said.
A= from a clondy mist, the voica of the Head came to his cars
at lnst, ag he gecovered.

* 1 am speaking to yon, Cherry ! Rindly pay me attentionl
Have you anything to say, or have you not 7"

Rob gasped like one in physieal pain.,

e L—TI"m innooent, sie”™

Y1 cannot beliomve that,” said the Head, in a voice like iron.
* If there were any possible loophole of doubt, I would try to
believe vou, Cherry, for you have always had a good record.
But the proof is too complete.”

“ Oh, eir——"

* Confess, you wretched boy ! That is all you can de now.
Say that vou yielded to a sudden tomptation

Il didu't ! I didn't vake the postal-order,” said Bob, in o
sirangled voice, He started forward, and esught the post-
mistress by the arm.  ** Mrs. Brett—Ilook at me again—Ilook—I
NEVEr CATne into your post-office last night—I swear it | Lock
again !

gf"-!rﬁ. Brett shook her head,

“1 am sorry for vou, my poor boy” she said,
did you vome to do it 27

“Did 1—did 1 come into the post-office last night 2™

(1] Yﬂ*:l.“

“0h! What can T =ay 1" panted Bob., “ It's a mistake—
it"s o horeible mistake ! Do you fellows all believe mw puilty 17

gilence.

" Nugent, you're my chum—you've alwaye said 20—Franky,
old man, say yvou don't believe that I'm a thief ! ' shricked Hob.

Nugent groaned aloud, bat he =poke no word.

Bob gave a wild glance at the boys.

The paszion died out of his face, leaving it whito, and drawn,
and haggard, and strangely old.

* And there i=n't one of you to stand by a fellow when he's
down 7" he muttered brokenly. ™ Notone!"

* There iz one, Bob,” It was Mark Linley's voice, and the
Lancashire lad camo out of his place towarda Bob. " I believe
vou, Bob; I know it’s o horrible mistake—I know it must be.

know you're innocent, old chap."

The Head’s voice rapped out with unusual sharpness.

* (Go back to your place, Linley.”

Muork sl.em?e:] back obediently.

“herry 1" Dr. Locke's voice was deep and stern. ™ You
are puilty ; in the face of such copclusive proof, 1 marvel st
vour andacity in venturing to deny vour guilt. You are guilty
—of theft, of lying, of such a roascality as I hope iz very un
COMMOoN in 0ne 20 YOung &% vou aré ! gu are & thief, and not
fit to associate with the boys of this schooll You will be
expelled from Groylrairs to-day, Cherry, in the pressnce of the
whole school i and until then you will stay in your room.”

The Head pointed to the door.

Bob Cherry gave one wild glanee round, and then staggered to
the door, and dizappeared.

* The school wiltl}nssnmhle in hall at four o’clock, to witness an
expualsion,” said the Head quietly ; and then he, too, left the
Fornn-room,

17
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THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
No Sobmission.

OB CHERRY was in his study.
He had been orderad there by the Head, to await the

assembly of the school in hall, when he was to be expelled
from Greyfriars—°' sacked " from the school with pablic
ignominy.

Bob had gone there guietly, like one stunned.

He had thrown himself into his chair, and sat there for some
time. quiet, motionless, inert.

The sun was shining in at the open window, and from the Cloge
came the chirping of the birds in the trees, From the distant
cricket pround came the faint voices of the players. They wero
playing cricket—Bob remembered that it was the Courtfield
match that afternoon, for the Bemove—and the Courtfielders had
doubtless arrived. The Bixth had a mateh on, too! Most of
Groyiriars would ba on-the ericket-pround fow.

1wy did not want Bob,

His -place. would have been flled slready in the Remove
eleven. So far as the juniors were concerned, he might bhave
heen dead and buried.

They had no further coneern with a fellow found guilty of
theft, and sentenced Lo be expelled from the school.  No concern
excepting that they hod to leave their ericket for a short time,
at four o'clock, and assemble in hall to see him ** socked."”

Eob Cherry glaneod at the sunny window, and listened like one
in & dream to the echo of the distant voices,

Was- it real—had it reslly- happened ¥ Or had he fallen
agleep in hiz chair there, and droamed it all @ It was all =o
]mrrlglﬁ:—m ineradible. He, Bob Cherry. had been adjudged
guilty of theft, und sentenced to expulsion.

e started Lo his fest.

It was real enough 1 Three o'elock boomed oat from the cloclk-
tower ! In an hour's time the school would be assembled :
he would be called into the crowded hall, and, in the midst of a
hréathleas assembly, he would be expelled-—and driven from
school |

Bol Cherry's eves began to gleam. He was innocent-—he
knew that ! The bitter injustice of it all maddened him. Tt
had never been Bob Cherry's way to take injustice gquistly.
Some fearinl miztake had been made—or it was some fiendish

lot, which he did not understand and could not combat.  Hut
was innovent, and he would not sahmit.

He tramped up snd down his study like 8 wild sanimal in a
Rape, now.

No ene came to his door.

Why did not Mark come T The others believed him guilty—
but Mark * Perhdps he, top, believed that he was guilty, on
reflection. Had he not s friend leit ¥ Oh, if Wharton had only
been still st Greyirjars-——Bob felt that somehow Harry would
have scen a way out of this horrible tangle. But Harry Wharton
was far away, and the others had dessrted him in his dire distress,

The door-handle turned, the door opened. Bob Cherry
haited in his hurried tramp, and looked round quickly.

It was Mark Linley who looked in.

“ Marky ! ™

“Bob! I've just come for a second I we've all been ordered
not to apeak to you,” said Mark breathlessly. * But I wanted
to tell you, before you go, that I believe in you—1I believe in you
all along the line. I know vou didn't do ib"”

* And the others, Marky 1"

Linley was silent,

* They all believe it against me, Marky 1"

“ I'm airaid they do, Bob."

Bob gritted his teeth,

“ Well, let them," he said savagely. ' Let them, and be
hanged to thern. If that’s their friendship, I don't eare for it.”

* It looka so horribly black against you, Bob. Don't blame
them. But the truth will come out—it must come out.”

Bob made & hopelasa ure,

* When I'm expelled, Marky,”

* You will come back if your innocence is proved, Bob."

*IL" said Bob. ** It shall ba proved, Marky. Do you think
my people will let it rest at thian ¥ Thers will be 8 row about
this—I know my father will believe in me, and my mother—
bless her soul ! A chap ean always depend on his mother, any-
way., They'll ses that the truth is brought out—though 1 don't
kﬂn;ﬂl;m shall care to come back to Greyiriars afterwards.”

LL 0 ! i

* 80 they think me guilty, do they 7" said Bob, grinding his
teoth. . " Nugent, teo! Why, I wouldn't have belioved that
Franky waa-a thief, if I saw him with stolen money in his hond !
I'd rather have believed that I was blind or mad mys=lf. And
he finds me guilty with all the rest, does he ¥ Well, let him ! "

* Bolb, old man——"'

* Linley ! What are you doing here **'

It was a gharp voice from the paﬂat?ﬁ. Mr. Quelch, the master
of the Remove, came to the study-door. Mark looked at him
Iﬂﬂrlﬂﬂﬂl}'i

* I was apeaking to Bob, sir. I wanted fo tell him that I was
sticking tehim, in spite of the evidence."
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* You were ordered mot to see Cherry againi you and the
rest,’”” said the Remove-raaster, with unusual harshness.  Go
to vour study at once, Linley, and remain there until the bell
rings for assembly in hall,"

“ Very well, sir.”

The Lancashire lad gawe Bob a last Took, and walked quietly
E-;ra:.r up the passage. Mr, Quelch fixed his eyes upon Bob

SITY,

“ You may go to the dormitory and pack your trunk, Cherry,"”
he said curtly.

Bob locked at him, full in the eyes.

“ What for, sir 1" he asked.

“You are leaving QGreyiriars by the five o'clack train ab
Flrls_n.rdgle+ Go to the dormitory and pack your box in readinesa,
P‘ Em‘"

Bol did not stir.

* Tro you hear ma, Cherry 7

“ Yog, sir'’

* Then obey me.'

“I ghoy no one wha calls me a thief,” zaid Bob Cherry,
between his teeth. I will not pack my box, sir. [ will not
leave Greyiriars, unless I am theown out, I am innoeent, and 1
will not submit as if I were guilty.™

“ Cherry !

“ T mean whoak T zay, sir! And the Head will hear of this
further, too. My people won't take it lying down.”

* You are insolent, Cherey.”

* Ldon't meen to be, sir.  But I mean what 1 say."

The Remove-master looked hard at him.

“ ¥ou are disobedient, Cherry.” he szaid, ™ but I shall not
punish yvou for that now.,  You will shortly be puniched severcly
enpugh., Bub I shonld think that, unless you are thoroughly
hardened, vou would be grateful to the Hepd. Dr. Locke i3
kecping thus matter out of the hands of the police.  For what
you have done, you deserve to be sent to a reformatory.”

I have déne nothing 1 nm ashamed of, sir.™

“ I will not argue with you, Cherry.  If you refuse to pack
your box I will order Trotter to pack it for you.™

1 shall not touch it.”’

" Very well.”

Mr. Queleh quitted the study. Dol Cherry stood looking
out of the window with a hard fixed Ince. He was reflecting,
and within hia breast anger was rising higher and higher,

He threw open the deoor of the study and guitted the room,
and tramped down the passage. There were several fellows
inn the lower hall, and they looked at him curiously, but they
did neot speak. Wingate came in with & bat under his arm
03 Bob reached the school house door. and he looked frowningly
at the junior.

* Cherey ! ™ he rapped out.

" Yes, Wingate,”

“You wewe ordered to remoin in your study and come to
the hall at four.”’

Eol looked stinight at him.

“# 1 ahall not remein in my study, and T shall not como fo
the hall at four,” he replied.

* What ! " gasped the Greyiriara captain.

“ 1 am not guilty, and I am not going to be treated as if I
were guilty,” said Bob., * That's what I menn.”

i* (io back to your study at once.™

FI won't 17

And Boh Cherry stenped out into the Close.
an ongry movement towards him, but checked himaelf,
Queleh came to his study window.

** Cherry ! " he called out,

Bob looked round.

** Yes, sic.”

* Go back to your study."

* 1 have done u-:-t.hin’g to be shud up in my study for, sir.,”

* Obey me, Charry !’

* [ eannot, sir."

Mr. Quelch frowned heavily. He called to Gosling, the
school porter, who was standing looking at Bob Cherry aa if
hoe were some peculiar animal.

* Gosling ¢ "'

* Yes, sir."

“ Take ::harﬁa af Cherry, and kecp him with you ; and bring
him to the hall at exaetly [our o'clock."

* Yes, sic"

Goaling dropped hia heavy hand on Bob's shoulder,

“ Coms with me, Maater Cherry, please.”

T will not."

* You will use foree if necessary, Gosling,'” said Mr. Quelch,
and he closed hia window.

“* Come, Master Cherry. Wot I says 15 this "ere—it ain't no
wie, you know,"” anid Gosling, * I've got to take you,"

EBoly gritted his teeth. Truly it was useless to struggle with
the school porter. The junior was taken into Gosling's lodpge.

* Now, Master Thief," said the porter, * you stay 'ere.  Stop,
will yer 1"

The moment he released Bob the junior made & bound to

Wingnte made
Mr.
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the deor. Gosling caught him by the shoulder only just in
time, and swung him back into the room.

“Yeou'll balt, will yer ! ™ soid Gosling unpleasantly.  ** What
T says is this ere, voong shaver ; I've pot to keep yer until
four o'clock, and 1" going to keep yer if I "as 1o tie yer "and
ond foot. You hear me 7"

“ Let me go, vou brate '™

* Horders §a horders, you young willain,” snid Goaling.

And, to prevent any further attempt at bolting, Gosling tied
Bob Cheorry's wrist to his own with o cord, snd HBob was a

riaoner.  As they waited'ihus in the porter's room several

eliows peeped in to look at Dol in his strange situstion. The

funior sut prim and silent, in 8 suvage mood. .
‘ Four o'clock rang out from the tower. Goshing rose to his
[t 19

* You'll come with me now, Master Cherry,” he said.

Boly walked with him doggedly to the school door. There
Gosling untied the corgl. The moment it woas untied Bob Cherry
jerked his arm away, eod ran.

“Hi! Btop there ! eried Gozling.

But Bol: Cherry did not stop.

“Btop him ! Stop him!™

There was no one to stop Boeb Cherry.  The ericket field
waa deserted zave for the Courtfield fellows, who were waiting.
The Close was empty. There was no one te aid the school

rter 1o récaptube his prisoner. And Gosling, looking very

lue, went in to report thoat Bob Cherry would not come !

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
Expelled !

OTR a'cloek had strock, and the preat hell of Greyiriars
wag packed. The school had essembled, all the Forms
in their places. - :

Many of the juniors had come in in their ereketmg
flannels. It eould not be helped ; they had bolted in at the
last minute from the playing ficlds. Their looks were not
amiable. To have o cricket mateh interrupted for a ¢cercmony
of this sort was not plessant.

Bulstrode had explained to the Courtficld fellows as well
na he could that there was an expulsion * on,” nnd that the
Form had to go in; and the Courtliclders were kicking their
heels on the ericket field while it should loast,

Dr. Locke hoad been, u;i::-pumnﬂy, uite oblivieus of erichet
matches when he ordered the assembling of the aschool that
afternoon, wsually o froc hulf—lmqu.lu.y.

The fellows were all in their places now, and the prefects
wilked wp and down sccing that they were in order.

Die. Locke entered.

There wons o faint murmur from some of the boys. The
doctor was not looking 83 usual. Unusual troubles had fallen
upen hin lately. He had had to leave Grayfriars for a timo
owing to the illness of hia daughter. who required change of
atr, ond during his absence the tyranny of his sabstitute had
cauged B revolt in the school. He had returned hastily to
restare order ; and now, after only a few days, this new misers
able affair had ariscn.  And this wos worse, for the Hend felt
keeuly snything that reflected upon the good name of Grey-
friara, and nothing could refleet upon it so blackly as theo
discovery of s thiel in the school. There were lines of trouble
in the Doetor's face, bub his mouth wes hard and grim,  Thera
was no merey in the usually kind countenance. The offendor
had been discovered, and he wes to suffer the scvercat pennlty ;
that was evidently what the Head was thinking and feeling.

Dr. Locke poansed ond looked at the crowded Forms. Ha
glanced round for Bob Cherey ; but the boy who was to be
expelled was not present.

r. Locke hod ordered hin to appear in the hall at four
o'clock. Tt was now some minutes past four.

“* Cherry ! V" said the Head.

" He is not here, sir,” said Wingate.

“* Mot here 1V

“1 gave him into CGoaling's charge as he refused to remaoin
in his study, sir,”" said Mr. Queleh. " Ab, here s Gosling !
I directed him to bring Cherry here at four.”

Gosling entered ;. but he waz alone.

He came tramping heavily up the hall, looking very shecpizh,
with his hat in his hands.

" Where is Cherry 1" asked Mr. Quelch sharply.

" He's gone, sir'”

“Gone!”

* He's bolted, sir. Wot I says i3 this "ere, sir: it’s as "ard
to 'old a heel aa to "old that young feller, sir. He twisted away
and bolted, sir”

“ Do you mean that he refuses Lo ¢ome in in spite of my
positive orders, Goaling 1" the Head exclaimed.

" Yea, air. That's it, gic™

Dir. Locke frowned darkly.

** Let the prefects fetely Lim,"” he said.

“ Where did he go, Goaling * "'

* He ran towarda the Cleisters, sie”

:'r“'ingate, Courtney, Taylor, pleasc go and bring Cherry
* Yery well, sir,” said Wingate.
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The three prefects left the hall. The boys looked at one
another and muttered. The Heoad stood like s statue,

There was o faint eolour in Dr. Locke’a cheeks.  The scene
of the cxpulsion was intended to be impressive—very Impres-
sive. It should have strieken dread and remorse to the heort
of the culprit; it should hove been o terrible warning to all
others mclined to follow the same road.

But what had happened brought it perilously near te be¢om-
ing ridiculous.

The whole school, including the Heond bimself, stood thers
waiting for a junior—a recaleitrant junior who refused to come.

The minutes paased,

The boys shifted from ene foot to another, and the muttering
voiees prow into a lowd buzz.  Sowme chuckles were heard.

Dr. Locke turned a frowning brow upon the schonl,

M SBilence ' he seid sternly, 7 The pl‘vefﬂllﬂ ghould sce that
order is preserved.” )

And at thet bint the prefects wolked up and down busily
with their canes, and seversl painful yelps were heard from
tho ranks of the fags; apd then silence was in somoe degreo
restored.

There wns n sudden din ontside. :

A loud, angry voice, and scutting of feet, and gasping of
breath, and & bumping against doora and walls. A struggle
was evidently in progress.

Necks were eraned round towards the door. \

“ My only hat '™ muttered Bulstrode, * Cherry ia showing
fight-—and against three piddy prefects, too! My hot!™

“ Billy nss ! murmured Sneop.  ** Why docsn’t he take it
quistly @'

* Beepuse he 1s mnmoecnt,” said Mork Linley.

" Oh, ruts ! "

* Shut up, Linley !

" Don't talk rot ! ™

“You know as well ns T o that he's a thief,” ssid Heath.
* Nugent knows it, and he's more Cherry's chum than you
ever were.”

Frank was silent. .

The din outside was growing louder, and the hall was n a
state of suppressed exciterment.  Many fellows moved instine-
tively towards the door, and the prefects drove them back.

Suddenly o huddled, stroggling mass of humenity cema
whirling in at the door. The bodies and arms pnd legs were
a0 mixed that at first it scemed lwpossible to tell who waa
who or what wus what.  But as the mass whirted up the centro
of the hall it resolved itself into s sturdy, red-faced, breathless
Junior, fighting desperately in the grasp of three senors.

Wingate, Convtney, and Tavlor were bringing in Bel Cherry,
but they had their hands full with him !

Courtney's nose was bleeding, 'l'E.}']l}l"E month secered _tD
hwve =et curiously sidewoys, and Wingate's left eye was growimg
& deep purple rim. They were dishevelled and dusty, and
gasping for breath. It was amaeing that o junior could put
up such a fight against three bip Sisth Formers.

Of course, Bob really had no chanes. He was rushed up
the hall and plumped down in a panting hesp, the prefects
Lkeeping hold of hin atill.

** Here he is, sir ! gasped Wingade,

“Cherry ! ' thundered the Hewl, ’

Bol scrambled to his feet.  His chest was heaving, his eyes
bBlazing, and his face was burning. s breath came in short
EOED.

“Cherry ! How dare yon !

"I omnotl. gir ! "

“What * "

1 am immocent, sir,” rang out Beb Cherry's voice.
innocent, and I won't be expelled ™

You are going to be expelled ! ™

1 aan

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER.

No Surrender.

R. LOCKE looked st Bob Chorry. All other eyes in the
great hall were fostened upon him, too ! A
It was & sceno such o8 Greyfriers had never witnessed
before.

It hedd fallen to Dr. Locke to €x
though it was rare, Bot never h
]il‘lﬂ thiﬂi

Rebellion and resistance in the faco of the whole scheol—
a refusal to accept the sentence of expulvion—it was ineredible !

1 fellows oncc or twice,

he experienced anything

But there it wai! Boh, torn and dishevelled, snd ponting
for breath, stood the embodiment of ficrce and indignant
resistomnes,

There was an indefinable murmur from the school. They

believed Bob Cherry to be guilty ;. yet they could not fail to
admire hia pluck. He was putling up a good fight for his honour,
it nll eventa.

* Bilence ! ™ gaid Mr. Quelch.

The murmur died away. .

In the great hell was heard no sound but the gasping oi‘i gﬂ:m
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exhaustod junior, and the hard breathing of the three seniors
who had brought him in. Wingate rubbed his eye, and Court-
ney felt tendorly over hia noae.

The Head was at & loss for words for some moments. He
could only look at the panting boy, nonplussed,

But his T WS rising.

= Cherry,” he said st laat, ™ this disgraceful, ruffisnly conduct
will not help you in any way."
_ "I don't mcan to be raffisnly, sir.  But I don't think o ¢chap
T r.:‘alled upon to submit te injustice.”

* You have been found guilty ——"

“1 am not guilt-g.r B

“ Bilenee 1!

“ I am sorry, sir, bot I can’t allow even you to say that I
am guilty when I am nothing of the sort.”

There was a gasp from the School.  For cool, sublime * cheek,™
the follpws thought they had navor heard this equalled,

* Cherry, it has boen proved to my satisfaction, and to the
eatisfuction of Greyiriars, that you are euilty. The identifica-

tion by Lhe post-mistreas completed the proof against vou,
whicl: was aleeady overwhelming.”

“I am innocent [ ™

M You are adjudged guilty !
friarg—-"

“I won't golt

" What!?

“I won't go!? said Bob undauntedly. " T'm not guilty,
and I won't go as if [ wore guilty., I won't leave Greyfriars
unless I'm chucked out by foree, and then you will hear from my
people about it 1 ¥

“Bilence ! ¥ thundered the Head.
boy ! I am smazed ot your impudence in asserting your inno-
tenee in the face of such proof. You have been found guilty
of theft, of l.y'm » of neting more like & groan-up criminsl than
Esﬂilﬂﬂihﬁ}r | Eﬁhert Cherry, you are expelled from Greviriars.

o

Bob did not maove,

Lhe Doctor's hund roze majestically, end pointed to the door,

‘Go ! " he thundered.

" 1 refuse to go, sir”

" Cherry ™

* I am innocont—and I won't go! ™

The Head's face flushed.

* The prefects will remove that boy," he said.

: Wingate, Courtney, and two or throe other prefocts made a
dimultaneous movement towards Bob Cherry. They were
fooling very angry. Believing Boab to be guilty, like all tﬁm rast,
they put his conduct down to desperate Lardihood, and the
were naturally indignant at seeing the authority of their head.
master foutad.

* Come out, you young cad ! ¥ muttered Wingale.

Bob aprang gE!vL:l{, hig fists clemelwd.

“lwon'tpo!

* Then you'll be taken, you young fool ! Collae him ' "

“ Hands off ! *

“Collar him ! ™

The prefects rushed upot Bob.  The junior hit out desperately,
savetely, His Llood was up to builingl;-puint now.

Wingate, the powerful athlete of the Sixth, stagpered hack
frora a furious blow, aad fell. There was 8 gosp of smbzement
from the school, Wingate had been knocked down—knocked
down by a junior ! But the pther seniors elgsed on Bob, and he
was grasped by many hands, and whirled away off his fect
towards the door.

Wingate stappered up, A strugpling crowd of fellows whirled
doorwnrds, Bob Cherry, fighting like a madman, in the midst.

Dr. Locke looked on with a stony face. The masters shouted
to the boys to keep their places.

But the excitement was too great, The fellows erowded
round the strupgling group, exclwiming snd shouling.

The hall was the scene of the wildest disorder and uproar now.

Bolb Cherry was gob to the door at lest. and he went swesping
through, in the grasp of the prefects, and the whole bunch of
them rolled over in the passage outside,

" Out with him ! " gasped Courtney.

_ With alast big effort, Bob Clierry was whirled out of the house,
mt?ktha sunshing of the Close, and sent sprawling on the gravel
wall.

He lay there for some moments, hall-stunned.

He stagpered up st last, to sco tho steps and the doorway
erowded with hostile faces, to 3e2 scores of fists shaken at him,
te hoar derisive words aod shouks,

“ret out! "

“No thicves wanted 1™

“ Kiek him out ! "™

Eob tried to Gnd his voice. But only a dry, chioking sound
tame from his threat, His voice was gone.

Twice he tried to speak, but no sound would come, and the
rellz of scorn and dereion were growing louder.

The unhappy lad turned awsy, ond staggered through the
sunshine, with scornful shouts ringing behind him.
Toe MigkuT 1'112:,1111'.—!{1}. 173.
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He was expelled !

Expelled, amid the devision and contempt of the whole
gthool ! Secked ! Driven out! Dut his spint wos not broken
vei,  He was innocent, end be would not suerencder. Jxhansted
in every limb, he threaw himself down to reat upon tho Lench
outzide Gosling’s lodge at the gates,  He was oxpelled : but he
wias not pone.  And he would not go ! Lo sarrender o aingle
inch was, in effoct, to ndmit that his sentence was just—and
Bob Cherry did not mean to surrender tho iraction of on inchl

— i

THE EIGHTEENTH CHAPTER,

Driven from School,

B. LOCKE was in lus sl -.:t'|.1'|r'F with n dark and troublad
expression upon his kind face. The svene in the hatl
had disturbed him deeply,  Mr. Quoleh entered the
study. and he, too, was lookimg grim caowgh.

Dir. Locke raised his eyes to the Bemoveanaster,

“The boy is gone ¥ " ho asked.

¥ He hass boeen put out of the house———"

““This is terrible, Mr, Queleh, Sucl: a sedne hes never haps

ned before ol Grevivines," said the Head, deeply moved.

** Lt iz dizgracciol, sic”

YThe boy must be out of his senses. He should heve been
glad toeseape being handed over to the police. Yet e haz cnused
oll the trouble nn:Tdiﬂgmrre he eould,™

“ I am very cli,-‘_-upli}n:rint-l;-.d in Cherey,” said Mr. Queleh. "It
ghows How ong can b deceived in a boy., T alwavs reparded
him a8 being frank and honest, end open a2 the day,  But the
proaf of his goilt iz too complete toRdmit of any deubt.”

* Yes, vos, that is coertain,  And he is gone ol last ¥ "

* From the house, yes."

The Hend started.

“What do you mean, Mr. Queleh ?
school 7

The Bemove-master shook his head.

“Ne, sir! I hove had his box teken out of the gatez, and
P'Iacf:d 'm’ the road. A wvehicle was ordered for Ium, but he sent
1t away.

i Hej::.t 1t away, Mr. Queleh 2 " said the Heed faintly.

“ Yes, sir.”

“Then he refuses to leave the precincts of Greyiriars TV

* Apparently, sir’

“ Where is he now * "'

“ Wingute tells me that Cherey is sitting on the beneh oulside
the porter's lodge, siv, and reluses to go. He asked me for
instructions.”

The Doctor rose to his Lest.

* I will go and speak to this wrotched Loy, he said. " E
iz intolerable that this disgraceful seene should be prelonged
in this way.”

The two masters quitied the study. D, Locke strode down
to the gates with rostling gown. Thore was already o crowd
on the spot. Excepting for the players. the cricket ground
was deserted. Follows of all Forms had gathered round to ses
thia last scene, unexpmplod in the history of the school, |

Bob Cherry sat breathing hard-—exhauwsted, but undaunted.
There was no surrendér in his looks, and no surrender in his
heart, His box ley out in the road, unheeded. Bob Cherry
did not mean Lo go.

The Hend paused before him,

“ Choery ! he said quietly.

Bob looked up.

“Yes, gir,” he said.

“You have been expelled, Cherry—you no longer belong
to Greyiriara !  Can you not sec that it is useless and disgroacoful
tir Frul-ﬂnng thig geepne ¥ **

‘I am tunocent, snd I won"t go ' ™

Dr, Locke Aushed,

* T you refuse to go, Cherry, you will be thrown out by force,
and the gates will be locked upon you,™

Rob gritted his teoth,

“Very well, sir. If foree is wsed, 1 eon’c help it; but I
won't go of my own aceord. [ am innocent.™”

Dir. Locke pointed to the pntes,

“Go, Cherry ! "

Bob had risen to his feet.  But he did not stir from thoe apob
whore he stood.  His hands were ¢lenched hord ; hiz eyes wore
gleaming with the light of bhattle.

There was & yell from the crowd of fellows.

“Gebout!

* Dutside, you Lhuief & **

*Goout !

Bob stood unmoved.

“ Yery well,” said the Head, with a sigh,
end you, Gosling, close the gates.”

here was B rush made at Bob Cherry. .

A dozen ppirs of henda grasped him, snd in spite of his fierce
regigtance, he was dragied fo the gates. . )

Fighting desperately, the junior was whirled out in the mist of

Has: Lo not left the

* Put him ontside,
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an angry crowd, and he was senb stagpering and sprawling
inte the road,

He fell !

Az he lay In the dust, gasping, cxhausted, there was a yell
from tho f-:‘:.“'ﬂwﬁ crowding the old stone gatoway,

“Yah!

“Thicf ! *

* (Get out | M

“Col™

¥ Cloge the gates, Gosling," said Mr. Quelch,

“ Yea, sir.  Hout of the way, pleaze, yoong pgentlemen ! ™

The boya erowded in, and the gates were clozed,  Gosling
Iocked them with the ponderous key. ;

Bob Cherry stagpered up.  The lowd click of the key in the
Toek struek him like a chill.  The pates of Greyiviars had closed
upon him now.  He wos an outeast.

Irriven from School !

Exhansted, utterly dejected, strupggling hard to kecp back
the tears that foreed themselves to has eves, Bob Cherry sank
down upoen hiz box, and zat there with downenast face—the un-
happiest lad, probably, under the smmmer sun that bright
afternoon,

THE NINETEENTH CHAPTER.
Harry Wharton's Task,

ARRY WHARTOXN stepped ent of thoe train at Friar-
dale Station, and ran across the platform. He had a
bag in one hand and & ticket in the other. He threw
the ticket to the old morter at the barrvier, and dashed

out of the station, and the old Friordale porter scratehed his
grizeled head, and looked after him in zlow amazement.
Wharton rushed from the guiet Litle station, and shouted to
the driver of the ancient, time-worn hack that stood outside,

“Hack ! Driver! Quick!™

The old driver slowly detached himsell from 2 post, and took
& pipe out of his mouth.

“ Yes, Master Wharton 7" he said.

“Yeg—quick L'

* Werry pood, sie !

And the old driver volled towards hiz old horse, and Wharton
jumped into the old heck. Horse and driver and hack seemed
88 it they had been oniside Friardale Station from the Tark
Aper, and seemed part and parcel of the slow, sleepy old place.
But Wharton was wildly impatient now. The slowness seemed
horrible to him. He put hisz head out of the hack as the driver
gathered up his reing in o leisurely monner.

* Quick ! he shonted.

" Yes, Master Harry™

:' 'm :i!'I[H-[l ﬂl-.'g_l;-l h'L'ITT.}' !

' Yes, Master Haorvy.'

" Oh, do move 113."1‘}"'

" Yes, Master Harry.”

And the hack started at o jog-trot, but it was fosler than
walking, to o lad tired from o long jonrney. Harry Wharton
had travelled fast and far that day. He threw himssli back
on Lthe okl smelly leather cushions, ting. The bar had
deepped to the bottom of the hack. arry Wharton drew &
letter from his pocket, and looked at it. It was in Frank
Nugent’s hanil.

* Poor old Bob! Toor old Bob 1™

It waz Wugent's letter—the letter that had told Harry of the
happenings at Uranyrjara School § a letter that was full of trust
in Bob Cherry. It had been written beflore the identification
scene in the Form-room.

Of what had bhappened =inee, Harry Wharton, of ecourse,
knew wnothing, Bubt immediately he had received Nugent's
Ietter, e hoad explained matters to hiz uncle, and had started
off to return to Greyiriars, iz only thought was to get back to
his chum and stand by him in this terrible hour,

Travelling, even by express trains that flashed thronpgh the
ghimmering landscape, scomed too slow o Harry, He was
wildly impatient to reach the school. What had happened since
MNugent wrote ?
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Had Bob’s innocence been proved, or Wharton hardly
dared to think of the glternet jve ! Could eireumstantial evidence
have praved =o strong that Bob had been adjudped guilty 1

It seemed impossible ] yet such things had happened. Oh,
if he were only at Greyirars to stand by old Bob and help him
in this diffiealty, and assure him that one chum, at least, etill
believed him, and would believe in him and be loval to him to
the last, whatever happened !

The hack seemed to crawl, thongh the old horse wasz going 0¥
a speed that astonished ifsclf. Wharton looked out again.

“Hurrvup! Hurryup!”

* ¥Yes, Master Harry"

The hack rolled on, Tho green hedges glided by § the grey
old tower of the school Tose into view among the treca.

Greyiriars at last !

Wharton leaned out of the window. He could see the tower
over the trees, and now the great stone gateway, and—what
was that in the road 7

A schonlboy's hox, and a fellow sitfing on it in an atlitude of
utter dejection and exhavetion ! Tt was Bob Cherry 1

Hurry leaped from the hack without waiting for it to stop,
and ran.

“Bot 1™

Bob Cherry locked np ot the sound of the voice and st the
footfalls. He started to his fect, hie face fluzhing deep scarlet.

“ Haorry ! he stammerad.

* Bob, old man, what’s happened "

“Harry '

Eob made a gesture towards the box.

* Can't you see ¥ he =aid bitterly.

" ¥Your box, Beh, and wvou out here! Yon—yon haven't
Toft the school ? 7 Harry Wharton exclaimed, in dismay,

“ I'we had to 1 M

* Not-—not—mnot expelled 1

111 'Y'F:EIH

“ (Oh, Bob 1" ] .

Hurry Wharton Iooked at his chum, the words dying on hiz
lips. Bob Cherry expelled from the school—driven from
Greyirars ! It scemed impassible ! !

““How did it happen, Bob " he gagped, at last, " What are
you 30 mucked up for 7 Have you been licked 77

Bob Cherry glanced dewn at his dusty, disordered clothes,

“ I didn't give in,”” he seid. T made them chuck me out.
1 was innocent, snd I wonldn't stand it.  That's how it
was."

“ And the other chaps—gtome of them stood by you, surely ¥ 7
Wharton exelaimed indignantly, “ Surely the Remove stood
by vou, Bob 1™

““The Remove all believe me guiliy t*

* But—but—but it's impossible 1" etammered Whartom,
i "'fc:u‘l:'!ﬂ not g-;ilii}aw ! ';

Bob lau itterly. -

“ No, Plflllmnﬂt guilil:';.-'," he said ! " but the Form all belheve
Iam!"”

* But Fran "

“ Nugent believes the same a3 the rest,™

Y Nugent does ™

L] Ym.:ll

Wharton staggered.

It had nwcr%zg:en erossed his mind that Frank Nugent would
fail Bob in such an extremity. Nugent believed him guilty.
What did it mean 7 Did amomentary chill of doubt cross Whar-
ton's own mind, a: he heard it T 1f 20, he dismissed the horrible
thought at once. His faith in Bob was as firm as his belied
in himself.

“ Prank must be mad!™ he muttersd. * And Bull—and
Tom Brown—and Fish—what do they say t"

“ They all think the same? "

* Good heavens ! ' .

“ Mark Linley was the only chap who stood by me,” said
Poh heavily, ** and he was ordered to go to his study for speaking
a friendly word, ‘They all think I'm guilty—masters and {ellows
—everybody but Marky! Qh1™

“ Good heavens, Bob ! ) . -

“ The evidence is strong enough,” said Bob drearily. 1
dare say you'll believe me guilty, too, when you've heard it,

Wharton shook his head,

* Wewer 1" he said.

" vVou haven't heard it yot ! :

“T don’t care ! I zhell never believe anything apainst you,
Bob, while you tell e that ;:nu*re innocent.”

* T mm innocent, Harry 17

** 1 know you are ! ‘Hlis must be some plot. It can’t be &lf
circum=tantinl,” said Harry, * Some cad haa fixed it up for
you—Vernon-Smith, perhaps, or Snoop, or that new chap,
Heath, Tell me about it." 3 ;

The hack was standing in the road, the driver stolidly smokin
his pipe. Standing there in the sunny lane, Bob Cherry tul
his chom what had happened.
Wharton's face wont pale oz he listened. He would not allow
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doubt to oresp inte hiz mind. But he could not hel
how terribly strong was the chain of evidence that h
itsalf about the unfortunato junior.

" You zes,” said Bob miserably, " whoever took the postal-
grder must have nipped io in those few minutes that the study
was empty, ond I was thersa a long time ! That was the first
thing thet made the fellows doubtiul. Then it turned out that
the villain had signed my name on the order, and imitated my
handwriting, so that even Nugent didn't know it from the
oricinal "

* The scoundrel

" Then o chap looking like me cashed the order. You ses,
there’s no doubt that Mrs, Brett was telling the truth, so far as
gho knew it, when she identified mme.”

" And she knows you well by sight, Bob.™

“ Yesz, | can't anderstand it,"”" said Dob desperately. " Bhe
must have mistaken some other chap for me—and there 13n't
& ¢hap in the Remove much like me—oar at Greyiviars at ally for
that matter. Bhe made a special point of having noticed my
hair—and that's not like any other chap's in the Remove,”

And Bob ran his fingers helplessly through the shocle of
flaxen hair that was now untidier than ever,

Wharton's brows contracted. The whole thing seemed to him
a hopeless, horrible puzzle.  He had not expected aoything like
thiz when he came back to Greyiriars,

The evidence of the post-mistress was terrible,

Her good faith conld not be guestioned, and although she
eertainly was short-ziphted., and it was in the dusk that the
unknown junior had gone ta the post-affice, yet Boh's persanality
was too distinetive for her to have miztaken ancther fellow in
the Remove for him.

That was an impossible thaory ! The person she had taken
for Bob Cherey must have resembled Bob Cherry closely, and there
was no fellow in the Remnove, or in Greviriars, who résemhbled
Bob Cherry closely,

Yet the postal-order had certainly been stolen and cashed by
& fellow in the Remove—or, at any rate. in Greyiriars,

There seemed to be only one solution—that Bob Cherry wos
guilty ! But that was a solution that Harry Wharton was
determined not to believe in.  There was apme other explanation,
but what waait ¥ Bob Cherry watched the changing expressions
of hiz face with & beating heart.

“ What do you think, Harry 7 ™'

*I—I don't know what to think.™

“ ¥ou believe the same as all the olhera 77

* Wever '™

Bob rabbed the back of his hand across his eyes,

“It's horrible, Wharton., I can’t understand it myself.
But—but as true as 'm standing here—as true as I believe
in heaven, Harry, I'm innocent ! "'

"I know you are, Boab!" Wharton compressed hiz lips.
His brain scemed to swim in the desperate effort to think out
thiz horrihle put:r.'lﬂ, * Bob, Mrs, Brett must bave sean a chap
like you, whom she taok to be you—but it wasn't you.”

" No, it wasn't me.'"

* It must have been a Greyiriars chap”

" 1t musat have.'

* Buf there isn't one who could be mistaken for yon"

* That's the truth.”

" But look here, suppose a chap got himself up as you "
saidd Harry desperately. ™ That's the only possible explanation.
A chap must have got himself up in disguise somchow] 50 8s to
pass himself off as you.''

Bob Cherry started.

*I—1 suppose 50," he said.

seeing
wound

“ It wouldn't be an sasy thing to do, but it wounld be passible
for & cunning villain,” said Harry, ' And the chap who's done

thiz business was cunning enough, goodness knowa! And ha
can be found out, Bob [ 7"
“ The truth's got to be found out,” sad DBob. * I've beén

kicked out of Greyiriars, but the matter doesn’t end here,
My fethér won't let it rest. My people won't see me disgraced
like this t "There will be an inquiry, and the police will have to
undertalka it. I know my pator weell cnpugh ! Ho won'b leavo
& stone nnturned.”

* Quite right, too,” said Wharton, ** And while your pater's
doing that, Bob, I'm going to work for you at Greyfriars, and sea
if I ean't find the villain out t '

Bob shook his head.

" Ho's covered up his tracks too well, Harry, whoever he is™

Wharton gritted hiz tecth,

' U'm going to try,'" he zaid. “ ['ve got a pretty clear theory,
anyway, of what was done, and the thing iz to find out the chap
who did it, and bring it home to him, so that he can't wriggle
out of it. And you, Bobe—e-""

Bab drew a desp Lreatl,

“ U'm going, Harry,” he said,  ©* T zhall have ta go now.
God bless you for what you've said, old chap,
inte me ! "

U Take the hack, Bob., You'd beiter go. Dut you'll come
back to Greylirinrs soon—eome back with your name cleaged—
and all the follows will tell you they're sorry thay were such
forls aa to suspeet you !V

1 don't care for them,” said Bob hitterly.
can’t believe in me can do the other thing !
speak to any of them again ! Lot them go!
are the only two whe've stood by me. I zhall reroember that."”

Wharton did not reply.  Bol's bitteracss was natural enough
under the ciceumstances; but in the happy day when his
innoecnes should be proved there was no doubt that he would
forgive thore who hod failed fnm—thos=o to whom thoe terrilile
mavs of evidenes had proved overwhelmine.

The box was lifted upen the hack.  Bob stepped into the old
vehicle, and it turned round in the road. Tiarry Wharton
thook hands with hig chum ot the door of the hack.

“ Goad-bye, Bob, old =on—and keep your pecker upt™ he
said.  *“Remember you've pot friends here working fur you—
working to cear your name.”

Bob squeezed his hand,

' Thonks, Harey, thonks, old man ! Good-bye !V

Wharton signed to the driver, and the hack rolled away.

Bob Cherry was gone !

Harry Wharton stood i the lane, looking after the haclk as it
roiled slowly off, till it disappeared beyond the turn of the lane,
and the sound of the slow rolling wheels dicd away in the dise
Lanosa,

Harry Wharton's face waz pale, and his eyelashas were wet.
Bob Cherry was gone—Bob, the frank and free-hearted, the last
fellow in the world to do any mean action—he wa= gone, in
black disgrace, with a stain unon his neme, o shadow upon his

dnoir |

Would that shadow ever be lifted t

Harry Wharton was determined that it should. His face was
set and resclute as he turned amd strode towards the school gates,
His holiday was over. He was going back to Greyviriars—to seelk
out the unknown plotter, to bring the truth to light, to fight [or the
honour of his chum !

But
IVs puak new lifo

“ A chap vho
I don't want to
You and Marky
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.

In which Rupert Thurston receives Mysterlous Orders, and
the Lord of the Deep Recelves a Yisit from a Ghost.

Rupert Thurston whistled with amazement. In his hand
he held a plain gold ring, and he uttered un exclutnation of
gurprise as he examined it more closely under the light, The
front of the ring was diamond-shaped, and engraved with
cabalistic signs.

Ferrers Lovd, the millionajre and eccentric owner of the
submarine, Lord of the Deep, had done many strange things
gince Bupert had become his friend, yet surely of all this was

the most unaccountable, . ;
Qoaled orders were imseribed on that ring, and the solution

of the strange signs scemed likely to baffle all attempts to
deciphier them,

26° 16/N.
125° 12/E.
70 Fathoms,
Wateh for the Crimson Hill
Wateh well.
Show me,
Enter,

The neked eye refused to make out the puzzle, so Thurston
thrust the ring on hiz finger, and hurnied to his cabin for a
magnilying-glass.

What he read is printed above,

If these were hizs orders, they were the most mysterious
ovders ever given to a man who capteined a submarine. He
copied the inseription on a sheet of paper, and sat puzzling
over it. There was nothing definite at all except the latitude
wnd longitude—tweniy-six degrees sixteen minutes north
lalitude, and onme hundred and twenty-five degrees twelve
minutes east longitude—and the depth of seventy fathoms.

What was the Crimson Hill for which he had to watch?
It sccrned reazonable to imagine that the two words ' Show
me" meant show the ring., But te whom? Evidently to
gome person; but it did not seem at all reasomable that he
wouild find anyone seventy fathoms deep.

Perplexed and puzzled, he erossed to the bell and rang it
The Chincse boy, Ching-Lung, answered the summons.

““ Hallo ! said Rupert. What are you doing here?
What's the matter with your nose? Where 15 Mr. Lord's
servant Sin-He?" .

Ching-Lung's snub.nose was strangely discoloured and
swollen. He rubbed it tenderly and guinned.

“ Dat yaller image Sin-Ho him no comee any mole,™
P o W?n‘t come any more! Why not? What have you been

ﬂl'ﬁ -!l

“Weo hayee a lilly algument,’”” squesked the Clunese boy
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mournfully. “1 telle him Mr. Lold goneo "way, and, delefolo,
he potee de sackee. Sin-do sayee he no gotee sackee; he
going to be Mr. Thulston's selvantee. I tellee him nobody
selver Mre, Thulston but Ching-Lung. Den de ole yaller
cowald punchee me on de nosce.”

";‘mdp’}'-::u struck him back, I suppose

“ Yoz’ he squeaked:; *I biffee himee a fow times. Dey
gweeping up de pieces of 'um now.”’

Rupert wanted to laugh, but he succceded in Jooking
terribly storn.

“* This is a bad beginning,” he said gravely. * You must
veport yourself to Mr. Horton for pumshment. Defore you
do that, go to No. 87—Mr, Prout—and tell him to bring the
Admiralty plan of the Chinese waters from the chart-rocm.
1t ix the mnpeteen-bundred chart I want. It is numbered
geventeon hundred and three

Ching-Lung’s pigtail stood erect with herror.

“You mindec saying allee dat again, Mr. Thulston ™
. Rupert repeated the order, and the Chinese boy collapsed
limply apainst the door. ;

v Fxcluzee me,” he gasped weakly, “and open de windel.
Me feely velly faint. P'laps you'lk Jite it downee”

“You yellow image!” cried Tharston impatiently. bt ©
hope Mr. Horton will give you a week in the cells.”

He dipped a pen in the ink and scrawled down the message.
hing-Lung's slanting cycs spurkled mischievously as he took
the paper.

 Exeluses ma," he squeaked, turning the sheet over and
ever, Y you sules alles dat down on dis lilly papel I’

“ Cortainly it is! Why do you ask?”

Ching-Lung sidled towards the door. :

1 askee Decausec it sounded such & jolly h'f; mouful. I
going askee you to lendee me & calpet-bag to cally it

Rupert snatched up a book and hurled it st Ching-Lung’e
head. It struck the closed door with a thud, for Ching-Lung
had vanished. A moment later the doeor gpened cnutiously,
and a grinning yellow face was thrust in,

“ Dank vou velly mooch I’ gaid Ching-Lung.

Like a Hash the head diseppeared. Had Rupert been
acguainted with Eric Hagensen, and Eric's favourite remark,
he could not have helped admiring Ching-Lung's wonderful
imitation of the Norwegian boy's voice. As it was, he merely
registered a second black mark against Ching-Lung for im-
pertinence, and sat down again.

Prout brought the chart, and laid it upon the table.

* Thank you ' said Rupert. i

The steersman did not move, but stood bebind the charmr
with folded arms. Hupnert was too excited to notice him.
e spread the chart out before him, He measured o
latitude and longitude, and then, using & ruley, pencilled a
line from north to south, and a second from east to west
Where -the two lines cut one another at right-angles he
scrawled a star.

“ By Jove, " he said, ‘' the mysterious spot is in the Wang-
I1ai, which geography books call the Yellow Sea.”

“ Ahem ! coughed Mr. Thomas Prout.

Rupert turned with a start,
gmell in the room.

“ What, vou '’ he said.
Do you want me !’

The steersman scowled darkly and mysteriously, but he
failed to lock impressive.

“&ir.” he roared—his voice was S0 cnOrmous that eved
when he whispered it sounded like an escape of steam—''#ir,

There was & strange, muzty

“ 7T thought you had gone, Prout.

Chums of Greyfriars.
DA,
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I have to ax you a question, if you'll forgive the liberty. Ia
this o decent, respectable ship, or is it not#"

“That's an odd question, Prout,” asaid Rupert, amazed,
" Are you sure you arc -:|u[tn well 77

* As well as a man could be under the sareumstances, sir,”
voared the steorsman, getting red in the face. 1 ax you
acatn, sir, 15 this a respectable shin? Is it a rospectable
ship where a man fakes a bit o' snuff and enjiys it, and then,
five minutea arter, takez another, and finds his box full o
cayenne-pepper?  Is it a reapeciable ship, sir, 1 ax, where a
man goes to hiz bunk, and finds that bunk chock full o tater.
peclings,  oystershells, bits o' bliled cabbagze, and-—and
mullon-pieg ¥

The last two words came out like two shots from o double-
Bavrolled gun.

" Murton - pies I gasped Rupert,

Yes, sir, mutton-pies! Not fresh mutton-pies. but old,
fusty, mildeiwved mutton-pics, with a scent about 'em like the
bilgo-water of a cod-boat. Here's one of *om, sir!”

Mz, Thomas Prout thrust his hand into his coat-pocket in
seavch of the decayed dainty, The next instant, uitering a
wild yell of pain, he withdrew it, and hopped about the saloon
in agony.

“Great Scoti " erfed - Rupert. “ Are vou mad? What's
the matter ¥

The matter was a mouse-trap. Tt was not a common
Fnalish mouse-trap, but one of those Ameordenn atrocities
made of wire, with o powerful spring, and a trigger intended
to hold the bait. The moment the trigger was touched, bwo
half-cireles of wire snapped together with terrifie foree. By
the way the brawny steersman pranced about it was ovident
the mouse-trap had not a gentle bite.

. “ Oh, goodnoss ! he wailed, sucking his smarting fngors.
" This is too much, sir; wot with the snuff and this !"
Rupert was beginning to think so, too, eapecially about the
pie.  The odour that exuded from the steersman’s pocket
might alnost have been chopped up with o hatchet and tied
wiio bundles,

“ Get out,” shouted Rupert, holding his nose, “and take
that abominable scent with vou! Somceone has been playine
practical jokes. I'll inquire into it to-morrow. For goocdness’
sake go, before T do murder ™
+ The steersman strode away, groaning, and, goins to his
cabin again, Rupert brought back a bottle of cou-de-Ualogni,
and sprayed it about the saloon. He did not doubt for an
mstant that Ching-Lung was ot the bottom of the myatery,
and another black mavk was registered arainst him.  Uhing-
Lung must be checked properly and sternly.

“I'll deal with the little yellow imp to-morrow,” thowght
Rupert, “and not very tenderly, either.”

Then, lnughing sofily, he wont to bed, to dream strange
dreams, just aa the saloon clock struck ono.

It happened that Tom: Proot was on chsty ab rhe wheel,
still brooding over his wrongs. He had a steaizhr course to
steer elear of the rocks, and thave was no danger of collision,
for the Lord of the Decp was racing merrily alomg fwelve
fathoms deep on her southward way, The stecrsman olincled
the wheel amidships, and lighted his pine.

Thurston had brought a bundle of London papers abeard,
and distribwied them among the erew.  Mre. Prout spread his
dnder the light of the binnacle-lamip. Then he smacked his
lips, and the following starfling headlives caucht his eve:

YA HORROR AT HACKNEY!
WIHOLE FAMILY MURDERED!
TERRLIBLE TALL!™

The brawny steersman revelled in horrors. Tven as a box
he had spent all his pocket-money on " penny dreadfuls,” and
had waded neck-decp in bload through the pages of - Gory
George, the Pirate,” and *° Boldero the Rold; or, the Blood-
stumed Dandit of Borneo,"  He smacked his lips with relish
ngain, and proceeded to read the thrilling naveative.

It was a hideous story of crime, and Little by listle the small
amount of hair he had Ieft begun to bristle. Prout was cne
of those moen who could ecasily mrow a beard o yard lonw
without dificully, and yet so bald at an ecarly age. Al the
strength and nourshment scemed to fiy to hus clio, and the
Eﬂ!i of Liz head was quite smooth and zlossy,

he grucsome story was golling wpon his nerves, and once
or twice he glaneed timidly round ham,

“ By gpum,” he muttered, with a shiver, “that chap abmo:t
breats Boldero the Bold! Let's seo if they've got him"

He turned over the sheet nervously, and was just on the
point of diseovering that the aothor of the * Horror of
Hockney " had hanged himself in a stable, when the light
went out.

There was & crash and & muffled groan. In springing un,
the stecraman had trippod over the chair. He loy whore ho
feil, endeavourin wmi?ly to think what had happencd.

A hollow, szepulchral veice walled
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* Thomas Prout!"

e Yeyves ¥ grasped the steersman, with chattering teeth.
W.w.who are y-y-yvou? W-w-woltcher w-w-want "
“I'm Davy Jones, I want you!"

The conning-lower was as black as the pit. Witk roliing

oyes the steersman tried to I[)[Prm the gloom around, Davy
Jones! Though he was lying down, his knees knocked
togother. He managed to stutter:

“ W-w-wotcher w-w-ant me ££-for 2"

“Don't ask questions, Thomas Prout " said the blood-
curdling voice, * You've gol to come along with me!”

“I-I cg-c-can't s-sawim.”

A wild, fiendish langh rang through the conning-tower, and
a weird, bluish light broke through the darkness. With s
yell of terror, Tom Prout got upen his hands and knees and
stared at his grisly visitor.

At was certainly Davy Jones, for the sterrsman had seen a

teture of him long age in one of the * penny dreadfuls™
¢ had been so fond of.  His jaw dropped, and his eves stood
out like n crab's,

Sarrounded by a ghostly, bluish glave, the spectro sat upon
the wheel. Tt wore a striped worsted cap, huge sea-bonts,
and swoked a elay pipe.” A cutlass dunglod at its waist, and
a couple of pistols wero thrust thiough its belt.  And. strange
to velate, 1 had discoversd the Lottle of rum wlich the steers-
man kept carefully concealed for private consumption.

Yool !

The steersman drow in a guaking Tweath, and stared at
his gruesome guest.

“Are you ready U inguired Davy Jones.
of a hurre.”

Prout dil not suswer, He trimd, but the words would nob
come. He waz as Jumab a3 a lebwort,

“Now [ think of it,” went on the apparition, pulting the
Bottle to its lips, *it's a dangerous thing to bathe on an
empty stomach. You'll get wer coming down below with
me, nrd M may give vou ¢ram)n. You'd better have some-
thing to eat, My wife, Mra. Davy, put me up a little snack
Just before I loft. D'm not feeline pockish myself, so it's just
the thing., Try that.”

Davy Jones whippsd out hiz cutlazs, impaled something
on the point, and thrust it ander the stesrsman's nose. It
was o mutbon-pie,

 Bat it !" said the ghost. *f Ha, ha, ha !

Prout shuddered and grouned. Undoubledly that pie had
fost the first fresh bloom of vouth, The perfume that fllcd
the conning-tower was lilkke the arema of a bone-vard on a Lot
Augrust day,

“ Fat it ! zabd the ghost again.  ““ [t's all right, ain’s it 4"

“I—Y nin't h-h-lhungey 0 wailed the steersman,  * I—L---I
n-n-never t-i-touch pepepies !

Dravy Jones shd noisclesslv fram hiz peech, and approached
the cowering Mr. Drout,

“Tat " sod the ghost, “oe T jaly thiz into you ™

“ Mamemorvey, meansmerey !

The horrible pie was close under his nose. Prout gave a
wild seream, and something cold went pouring down bis back,
With a weird laugh the specive vanichiod, loaving the stoers.
man on his back, voaring, kickinge, and howling.

The noise reached the forecastle and roused the sleepers.
Heads appeared over hammocks.

YO, help ! Ow, mavder! Tlelp, bhelp?”

Ben Maddoek, the bo'sun, who had the bipgest foet ever
seen on a litthe man, and the vreddest head evor seen on any
man at all, big or little, was the fivst to awake. He awoke
with such a sadden stack that he foll out of the hammock
and shook himself rather badly.

*What's the row " asked a doren voices,

“Murder-p!  Help ™

zen Maddock rubbed himeelf tenderle in the darkoess, and
muttered something about a colusion. The shouts from tha
conning-tower inereased, and hall 2 dozen wmoen sprang from
fheir hammocks, Several of them fell over the bo'sun in the
darlkness, aml one of tham, in the confusion which ensued,
trod on lus face,

Madideck liad not an anzzlic temper, and he rezented hav-
ing his face turned intoa doormat, He used strong languago,
and struck out with both lists, and, by sheer luck, both blows
went home.

The next moment blows fell thick and fask and indiserinin-
ately. The nwn anderocath had a bad time of 1, and
strangs, thudding neises and strange words of wrath echoed
through the forecastle. Then someone turned on the light—
Ching-Lung.

He looked sorvowfully at the wreithing heap of sngrev
sailora. The writhing heap ceased to writhe, and the men,
all rathér worze for wear and tear, got up and looked at each
other in  astonishment.

“ My liends and bluthers,” said C‘hing-Lung gravely, *this
am g tollible sight for me to sec. It am a tellible t'ing to eca

“T'm in & bit
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shipmates fightee—a healt-bleaking t'ing! T cannot beal it
‘exchusee me!"”

Ile¢ buried his face in & vellow handkerchief, snd sobbed.

“ What's it all about, Maddeck v"' asked one of the men,
who had ohtained a black eve in the fray.

Ben Maddotk dedn’t koow, He felt himsell all over
tenderly in search of broken bones. He had been the man af
the bottom, and the man at toe bottom had come in for a

many hard knoclks.

“ Muorder I wailed the steersinan.

Ching-Lung dropped the handkerchicf.

“ Dat’'s Mr., Prout!” he cried. " Somet'ing’s Jde mattel
Comes on quickee, boyecs "'

As o rule, Rupert Thuvston slept like a doormouse ) but he
had been restloss for once, dreaming strange dreams of hills
as reel as blood, honevecombed with caverns, where sca-
monsters made their loanes, He thought he was al the
bottom of the sed, seventy fathoms deen, and that he waz look-
ing for ihe ring which had shpped from his finger. Sud-
denlv, as be groped amemng the tratling weed, a fish came
swimmibg past. It looked at Lim wich glassy eyes, and then
oredd :

“ ALurder M

Ruperi awoke, sat up, ond listened. Cries filled the stap,
Startled, he coened his cabin deor. Bailors in nightshirts
and sieeping-suils were racing along the corridor, headed by
Ching-Lung. Rupert fweard Prout's bellow again, and dashed
trwards the conning-tower. He sprang up the steps, and
turncd on the lieht.

“What's the mattor !
meaning of this?

The stecrsman looked up at him helplessly as the others
crowded . A desp sprh came Trom Ching-Lung.

Hralliple —rellible 1 he squeaked.  © Oh, dis awful dlink !
I faney there lay the empty bottle.”

“ Prout,” =aid Rupcrt, in disgust, 1 couldn’t have be-
licved it of you! 1 theuglt you were a svber man. To be
drunk on duty 1s one of the worst offenees & man can conunit.
Take hin below.™ ;

The accusation brouzght b to s senses as if by mame,
The pes-green colour lelt his fuce, and he leapt up, flusling
with indignation. Clhing-Lung was again shedding tears in
his handkerehief at the thoueht of such awful depravity,

“T'm not drank, sie,” said the stecvsman. ** All I've had
to-day was one more glass than usual, siv, when you gave
us extra grog. I tell you the blessed ship’s haunted ! If I'va
never to move from ting spot agzain, the ehip’s haunted !
I've seon I]:n‘}' Joanes '™

“ Bah 1™ said Rupert. ““You arve either drunk or mad.
You reck of spirits. Ah, i= that vou, Horten? Talk to this
man, please. I connot do it calmly, for T am too disgusted
and dizappointed.” _

Except where Nathan Trethvick was concerned, the diver
was never known to lose s temper. Hesides, he knew Tom
Prout was one of the steadicst and best of the hands,

“ Why don’t you make a elean breast of it,"" he said kindly,
“and admit that you took a glass too much?”

Y But I dido't, sir. T’ as sober as a judge.”

“ Then how do yvou account for smelling iiﬁe a distillery ¥’

Ching-Lung Efﬂ}'t"d forward, and, thrusting his snub-nose
into the middle of the steersman's back, took & loud =niff.

“ Tellible—tollible ' he squeaked, raising his yellow hands
in horeow.  * Deve no hopee for himee. He so fondee of lum
dat when he diink as much as he can, he poul de lestee obel
himae, Oh, tellible—tellible !

“ Qilence " eried Hapert angrily.

Tam Prout neither spoke nor ected like & man under the
influence of drink. He told the smazing story in a straight-
forward way, and it was not his fault that the listeners smiled
incredulously.  He deseribed his spectral visitor, and pointed
t.ril_lm.}‘;ll'm.:]t-ﬂ-' te the muiton-p» to corroborate his words.
Ben Maddock, who was supposed to be an authority on in-
toxication, smelt the steeraman's breath, and swore that,
although Tom Prout had at least threa-guarters of a bottle of
rum on his clothes, he hado’t more than a couple of glasses
inside him.

“ What are you going to do about this extreordinary affair,
Horten ¥ asked Ruapert.

* What can I do, sir?” . ,

Rupert turned away, beckoning to Ching-Lung. The
Chingse boy followed him to his calun, and Rupert ¢losed the

Good gracious, Prout, what's “the

I.
“ Now, ﬂhill%;lrllﬂ_q’," he said steenly, * where is the cutlass
that should ke hanging up there "

“Howee me knowee, Mr, Thulston 7 he squeaked.

Y None of that, my frend, You do know, and vou know
vou were the ghost.”

“Why,”" he answered, * you askee Mr. Plout youlseli how

ANSWERS
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de bogey man talkee, and him toilee vou de boge akeo
velly goodee Enghsh. Me don't srbea.]fi& good Eng inﬁ?'
U Den’t you?” said Rupert bluntly, os he took down a
Light riding-erop, I don’t know your full capahbilities yet.
ou've only been here a few hours, and strange things have
happened. For mstance, Prout complained of & lot of dis-
gusting things in s bunk.  Fun iy fun, apd I like to ses
people happy. You've gone too far, Ching. But T'll give
vou one more chanee, romise to behave better, or I'l give
you a ding that'll take & week to rub off I

Ching-Lung wept as he sat on Rupert's bed and thanked
him fervently for his kindness.

“Me be tiptop good,” he said.  “ Me be velly, velly solly.”

“OF with vou, then,” said Thurston, putting back the
hunting-crop. " and don’t forget what I've tald you.”

The Chinete boy seuttled away, and, turming cut the Lght,
Ruopert sprang ante bed. Instead of fecling the springy
caress of the matiress, he was received by the business side of
a sbiff hair-brush, which brought him back to the floor with &
il‘ﬂﬂ.n. vowing vengeance black and terrible against Chiag-

Ung,

_Iiutt Ching-Lang slept the calm sleep of a little child that
night.

ONE
PENNY.

The “IMNagmet”

LIBRARY.

Rupert Discusses His Strange Orders With Horton—The
Naval Battle of the Swimming Bath—Maonsleur Pierre
Attempts to Murder His Foe, the Cat, and Gets Much
the Worst of the Encounter.

Though Nathan Trethvick had been nominally in command
of the Lord of the ey, and possessed o private cabin of
his own, he had never been allowed the privilege of dining in
the salosn with Ferrers Lord and Thuvston,  This was not to
be wondered at, {for, in addition to his hideous looks, Lucifer,
the dead ape, was almost as maonerly as the dwarf, his
oW rer, )

When Ching-Lung apveared with his hot water, looking
voery nnocent and sobeeed, Ru] werl, was conzidermy how b
should btreat the diver. He was fond of Horton, and admired
his sterling qualitics. He hated the thought of having his
meals alone, and he felt that Horton was not the man to
PTESEIME 1T any winy,

* Breakfast for two, Ching,”” he zaid, as he lathered his
chin, " and teil Mr. Horton T'd like him to join me. By the
way, have you interviewed him wet?"

“¥es, gir, Mr, Holvon velly kind, sic.
with a sm]piﬂh dig oneea

“ A caution, you mean,  All right. Get out of this!"

Horton was waiting for him when he entered the suloon.

“Lood-morning, sir!" he said, saluting.

Y lrood-morning, Horton ! YVew leok protty At for o man
who was rouwsad in the middle of the night. Sit down. I've
got a queer thing to tell rou. Now, Ching, be smart with
the breakfast.”

Ching-Lung proved himecii to be the king of waiters. He
scemed absolutely to fly between the table and the coock’s
galley, and between the conk’s galley and the salcon. Tit-
bits of bacon and kidney, succulent pieces of erisp toast, and
grilled mushrooms popped out of tie dishes, apparently of
f,heiﬁ' own accord, only to hop inte Ching-Lung's mysterions
pocket.

Horton had a splendid appetite, and the Lord of the Deep
carried plenty of frozen meat in her reflrirarators. The diver
ordered o cﬁu:rp, and Ching-Lung carried the order to the
cook, a fat little Frenchman, who rejoiced in the name of
Pierre Bourille, but was generally known as Bowril.

“Vat ! oried the cook, ** Fe eaptain vant a chop ?''

He went to the refrigerator, and returned, not only with a
chop, but a string of half a dezen sausages for his own private
oS on,

Cinng-Lung’s beady and he
smacked his hps.

“How lonzee it bhe, Mr. Bovli] "

™ Ten minntes.”

*“1 comee back in ten minutes, den.™

Ching-Lung did not go to the saloon, but hurried away fo
find Eriec Hagenzen, who was teaching Billy Buttonee, the
magpic, to catch pieces of biscuit. Ching-Lurg whispered
someathing, and Eric's prin widened, Then he ;Elled a cork
which bristled with fish-hooks, from his pocket, and watched
Ching-Lung conceal one of the hooks in the end of his pigiail.

“ Dhat chop leady yet, Doxiil 7' inguired the Chinese boy,
as he reappoared at the galley.

It was done fo & turc, and the seusages beside it wero
frizzling merrily and deliciously. The ecok placed the chop
on a siver -entree-dish, and placed & ring ol erisp, brown
notators round it 15 hwead was only turned for a few
seconds, but that was quite long enough.

Him letec me off

eyes glistened hungrily,
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Like an elephant's trunk, Chiog-Lung's pigtail stifencd,
and hoverad over the frying-pan. One by one Erie's big cod-
hook impaled the spusages, and one by one they vanished
into Ching-Lung's pocket.

" Tankee,"” said Ching-Lung, seizing the dish, and vanish-
inﬁ_I also. i

hen the cook received & shock as he turned, fork in hand,

Y see how the sausages were getting on. He stared trans-

od at the sight of Ehe empty pan for 2 moment, and then
began to tear his hair.

Suddenty his eyves rested on the cat.

“ Aha ' he wvelled. “1 haf found you! Aha! Thief!
R.r-rascal! Robbaire! VYou steal de sausupes! Aba-rr!”

Monsicur Pierre whipped up a saucepan and made a wild
rush for the cat. But Whiskers, the demon rat-catcher of
the Lord of the Deep, knew too much about the treachery of
mankind to be caught napping. He made a glorious leap for
safety, nttering a weird howl of wrath, and gained a high
sholf. The shelf waa loaded with crockery, dishes, snd metal
dish-covers. A whele avalanche poured down on the hapless
Frenchiman, and swept him off his feet. ‘The ¢rash was heard
all over the ship. :

Frightened men came running in, forgething their fright,
and roaring with lauzhter. The cook sat among the rmns
lilta tha classic guul,ﬁ‘z:uun who sat among the ruins of
Carthage—ihe picturs of woe.

 Velly sad-—velly sod!” said Ching-Lung, who looked as
grave as o whole Dench of judges. * De manes who illtleat
a dumb animal is a disglace to lis countlee,”

“ %an porascal steal my sausapes 7 roared the Frenchman,

“Wo mattol” answerad ChingLong. “ You o disglace!
Come, puss, puss—coms te vour pa.'™

And Whiskera eame at once.

In the saloon, breaklfast was over and Rupert produced
the ring. If the strunge inseription had puzzled Rupert,
Horton was doubly puzzled.

1 ean't make anvthing out of 18" he zaid, in despair.

“1 think T can,” answered Ropert.  I've been thinking
my level hest.  Mr, Lord must have had some good reason
for leaving us in the dark like this. Do you know, Ned, 1
really think lw's giving us a test just to se¢ what we're made
of. [ wouldn't nake o mess of ihis affair for anything on
cartl,. The only definite arder I've got i3 t0 mect him io
Shanghat on the twenty-sixkh. That means we've got over
three weals befare us, and at the rate ws can travel, it won't
take long to get to Chinal"

“ Vory likely vou're right, sir, T hadn't thought of that,”

“ I'm gure Dm rieht,” went on Rupert cagerly. * Ferrera
Lord means us to make for the place the ring calla the
Crimson - Hill.  Tatituds, longitude, and depth of plain
enough, and it's plain enough by the wouvds *Suow me,” that
thare will be somebody there to mect us. What * Watch
wall ' means, I don’t know ™

Flo~om scratched lus Thead.

“ Perhaps it means wateh  for
dangorous cuatomer."”

“ Parhapz it does. Anyvway, we'll steer for the Crimson
EIiil. Where aro we now 't

“ Somewhere north-west of Madeiva, sir.
breaking our recks.” :

“Wae had better travel faster”” said Ruoperk
it, Horton." : _ .

Thurston began fo find time hanging hewvily, for he had
nothing to do in particular, so he strolled off to the swimming-
bath. As soon as he saw the water. he felt too lazy to bathe.
iTo found a comfortable clair behind 2 pile of guns, sat
down, lighted a cigorette, and teak out a notehook. ke
wrote for o timo: but be had not passed a F{md night, und
hia evelids wore Treavy. The penc-i?s!ipped rom his Angers,
tha cigarctte fell from his lips. and he slumberod.

Yapert had not been loag i dreamland, when the yellow
if,u of Ching-Lung sppeared through the cautiously-opencd

i,

“ [t'a allee lizhtee, Elic,” said the squeaky voice of Ching-
Tungz. * Blinges in de ilonclads.™

Thers wos a bumping sound in the corridor, and Hagensen
appearell, carrying a huge hip-bath. A zecond later e
breourhit another, and after that two mops and & couple of
hoards. The two sat down on the edze of the bath, and
Ching-Lung produced his stolen dainties, which they dis-
posed of with evident relith. .

“You me sgain tell how vou play dot game,” said the
Norwegian, biting the last savsage in half, .

“Oh, vou likes dat gamee!” squeaked Ching-Lung., ** Wo
eachee got in a baff, and collal a mop. Den I sayee *Gol
and wa po and tly to knockee each othel ovel™

Hagensen was delighted at the prospect Ching-Lung held
ont, and the baths were quickly launched.

“You leagy?' asked Ching-Tung, shouldering his mop.

““ Dot 30, dank vou,” anmwered the Norwegian boy.

* Den go !
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A big hipbath is not an easy crafh to manceuyre, with a
solitary board as a paddle. For a start, iv requires careful
balancing to keep it afloat at all, and a tremendous amount
of skill to propel it in a straight line, even at a snail’s pace.
Ching-Lung had the knack, but little Hapenszen hadn’t. When
he was H-Eirling h{:]ﬂlﬂ-ﬂﬂ-r}' round and round, Ching-Lung
lichted & cigarette, and bore down upon him.

The wet mop struck Eric full behind the left ear, and put
him out of action—as the naval people say—immediately.
The hip-bath sank, and Eric rose with a splutter, and then
dived after it. He was soon afloat wgain, grinning mernly,
but only to meet the same wet fate. In leas than a quarter
of an hour he had been submerped more than a dozen times,

“ YVou had nuff, Ginger?" asked Ching-Lung,

“ Nod me, dank you! Dis jolly fun!”

* Hushee I

Ching-Lung held up & warning hand as his quick ears
caught the ercak of a footstep outside the door. In an
instant both hip-baths went to the bottom. und the two hoys
dived like rabbits into hiding.

Tha door opened, and Monsieur Pierre had been thirstin
for r-r-r-revenge against the cat. He was a Frenchman, an
he had been insulted by that cat. It had made him look
ridiculous; it had caused lim paia. They had Jaughed at
himt—aha t=hut he would have rvevenge. Ma foi, yes, he
would slay the cursed cat!

But Whiskers had to be eaught Brst, and he took a lot
of catching. Monsieur tied o string to the lid of the biseuit-
tin, and baited the trap with Ben Maddorks’ pet canary,
eaze and all.

Tha misguided Whiskers had long had a greedy eve on
that particular canary. He fell into the trap., and with a
howl of joy the Frenchman pounced upon him. Whiskers
velled and meowed in pain.

** Aha, rmiserable r-v-ruffian?” said meonsisur trivmphantly.
“1 shall be errevenged!™

Thizs was the reason for Pierre's unexpected appearvence at
the swimming-bath, and also for the appearance of the tin
containing the luckless Whiskers,  1Mierre. with a fiendish
chuckle of exultation, raised the biscuit-tin high in the atr,
and Whiskers uttered a doleful yell.

“ Lot "um biff, Elie," whispered Ching-Lung.

I'wo wet ropes hizsed down with deadly nim.  There was &
voor, 4 spash, and a terrific succession of agonised howls
from both Whiskers and the Frenchman., Chipg-Lung and
Eric fled, and Rupert sprang from sleep.

Rupert almost laughed himself into a apoplectic fit. The
cook was striking out wildly for the steps, bellowing with
arony. On his head, clinging with all roe strength of 2
claws—and they were very long and very strong—was
Whiskers, the cat.

Whiskers did not mean to be left behind, He did not taok
like a real eat, but like some horrible ghostly animal, for lns
damp fur stoed up on end, every hair fike the bristlesa in a
brush, and his q_'{ns glowed horribly.

Pierre scrambled out as limp as & piece of wer tape. It
was a lucky thing for Whiskers that the box had opened.
To sereen himself Pierre had to le=—and he did it well—
for Ruepert was fond of the cat.

The Frenchman, who had not seen either Eric or Cling.
Tounyg, swore that he had entered the room casually, and was
looking at the water, when the horrible cat had sprung upon
his head. Nuoturally he had missed his footing, and fallen
intn the bath.

Whiskers looked as if he conld have told a mood deal ns
he rubbed his wet body against upert’s legs, but he aaid
nothing.

“Ching-Tang  again, for a thousand pounds!"
Rupert, in despair. " What shall T do with hin

e

THE THIRD CHAPTER.

In Which Edward Horton Slghts a Strange Craflt, and
Hescues o Cnstawayv—The Cook and Conger-eel Cause
%ilm‘;e Excitement, which Makes Ben Maddock Slign the

edge.

The Lord of the Dweep. flying slong below water, had
passed up the Mozambigue (Channel, and, tuening cast on her
way to China, had left the Seychelle Islands behind her.
Soon after eight in the evening the head engineer reparted a
s'light mishap to ona of the engines.

' Nothing serious, I hmre?” said MNed Horton,

“No, sir; only a trifling thine. But i must Le seen to
'l pet it put right in an hour.”

The vessel was stopped, and the water pumped out of her
tanks. Horton liphted his pipe, and strolled into the
conning-tower to look at the weather. It was a night such az
only tropics can show, with a glorious moon, =0 bright that
the Southern Cross was hardly visible, The scas around lay
white and placid, gleaming with phosphorescence.

thouzhe
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“ A prowl evening, siv!"” szid the diver, ns Rupert came
up to taste the air,

* Grand, indeed, Ned, but terribly warm! Have you any-
thing to reporti” :

“Not a thing, sir,” answered Horton; “but I think a
sherry-cobbler wouldn't be a bad suggestion.”

Ching-Lung answered the tinkling of the bell, and brought
the drinks in all their dalicious coolness. Instead of poin
down below he slipped out upon the low-lving deck, and.
baiting a heavily-weighted line with a piece of meat, tied
one cnd of the line to his ankle, and -:allmly fell aslcep.

Rupers sucked up the sherry-cobbler through the straws,
and then took a turn along thoe deck. As he camo back he
saw Horton leaning over the rail, peering eagerly castwards,

“ Do you see anything, sir?? saud the diver cagerly. " Look
straqzht ahead, sir, where I'm pointing 1"

For o time Rupert looked in vain, then he descried some-
thimg Like & tiny dot upon the gleaming waters,

"By Jove, I think L dol” be answered. “* A black speck!
What eves you have !

“I theusht T wasn’t mistaken, =ir. The question is, what
13 it? Not a vock, for certain. The chart gives open water,
Most hkely o bit of floating wreckage. I wonder if the
gngimeey eonld give us five minutes ¥

ST ask,™ sad Rupert.

Ting-ting-ting ! went the bell, and Bupert put his ear to
the speaking-fube.

”errﬁ. sir.*

“LCan you run us shead for a mile, Forbes, without
tnconvenience ' questioned Rupert,

Y Borey I can’t, gir. It's a bit worse than I thought, We've
got two hours' hard work here.”’

The nicht grew hotter, and Bupert throw off his coat.
Horton was still staring at the distant speck.

“It's no ose, Ned,” said Thuarston, *unless you care to
have the laupch. Do you think it worth bothering about in
this heat 7"

“I dunno, sir; but I've got & quecr feeling that it is.
I'll take the dinghy.™

Rupert whistled, aghast, The man who would tng a
heavy boat alonz on a night when the mereury was almost
boiling in the thermometer wag certninly a man of cnergy.

1“ {ﬂulll melt, Horton," he zaid. “Great Scott! Was that
& light¥

A sudden flash of silver hovered for an instant over the
distant speck. Horton did not see it, for he was unlashing
the indiarubber covering of the boat., He speang round, and
both waited eagerly for a repetition of tho flash, bue they
waited 1n vain.

“ Fancy, 1 suppose,” sald Rupert.
swoear I saw & light. ™ ro with you.”

The davit went over, and the dinghy splashed into the
water, Horton grasped the oars, and scnt the boat swiftly
along. Tho rudder was shipped, and Horton pulicd till the
perspiration streamed from him,

“Ii's & raft! Steady, Ned,

“ By Jove!"” shouted Rupert.
or you'll run 1t down!"

They sat pilently as the boat ran alongside the fimsy
platform of timbers. Three wisked black fins were cutting
the water around it—the dorsal fins of hungry sharks, A
broken spar was rigged upon the raft, from which a ragped
shirt hung. .

Thera was a human figure lring face downwards on the
boards. Horton brought the ocur down with a splaszh that
made the black fins vanish.

“Got a grip from the boathook, sir,” he said.
right? m going, sic!”

e crawled carcfully over the bow. The wretched plat-
form groaned beneath his weight as if about to part asunder.
Then a pale face was lifted, im which two sunken eves
gleamed with unnatural Iustre,

“* Christopher! He's alive!" gaid the mate.

"Ho, ho, ho!” weakly langhed the wretched castaway.
% 0f coursa I'm alive! You've been away a long time, Bill;
but I knowed you'd come back. Help yourself to the whisky-
and-soda. What did old Father Neptune say to you? Hang
it, there's that black dog againl He followed me all the
;-‘la:.'.lﬂThEIﬂ’a the gun behind you, Bill. Bhoot him—shoot

it !

He pointed wildly at the water-kep. and gnashed hiz teeth,

" Mad as a hatter!"” whispered the diver. “ That’s the
gun. He's not been short of grub, that’s plain.”

Besices the water-keg, half full, there wore some biscuits
and a square case filled with tinned mutton.

The man shook him by the hand, and laughed uproariously.
He was certainly mad,

* You've nover told me what old Neptune said, Bill,” he
went on, **Ia tho old boy well?t

“Fit a3 a Tinker, my boy,"” ssid Horton. “ He asked
after you"

“Ho, ho, hol Did he, now? Did you tell him I'd gone
on a visit to the Mikado of Japan, with a present of Dutch
oysters from Lord Salisbury 7

“Of course I did,” said the diver winningly.

“"DBut I ecan alimost

“Are you
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, " Well,” answered Herton., " he'd thought you'd not ob-
%Eit t0 execute another littls commission of the same kind
or him. I told him you'd be back to-night, and he sent me
up to ask vou if you'd give him a call. He wants you to take
o shupload of lobsters to the Bhah of Persia.™

“Then I'll come ab once,” said the castaway, “if you'll
promse to kill that black dog.”

Ned Heorton promused, and belped the madman inte the
boat. He was not a biz man, {.‘mt. he had evidenily mot
suffercd from either hunger or thirst, Horton knew that
wiren he felt his weight, He turned back, and collected a
few things that were on the raft. A few sturdy blows with
the baathook broke up the fimey Fiuﬂurm, and they pulled
back to the ship, guided by the light in the conning-tower,

AAll the way the castaway chattered and laughed wildly.
:Wl't]en the light fell upen bis face Hupert looked at him pity-
ingly.

But for the deeply surlen eves, rolling and gleaming in
their hollew scckets, there was no madness in his faece. It
was an evil, treachercus face. He turned towards Rupert
with a chudder, and pointed behind.

" There's the dog again!- Bheet him—shoot him 1™

" Certainly, my poor fellow," said Thurston. **I'll take
carg he does you no harm, Frout, throw me a gun”

A Lee-Metford was banded down, and Thurston loaded it

“ Do vou =ee him now ¥

“ ¥es, there! He's showing his awful teeth. Shoot 1
. The gun cracked twice and the castaway uttered a yell of
joy : but he ebsolulely refused to léave rim boat, declarin
that he was going meﬁu!hgr mushrooms for the Prinee o
Wales. Rupert argu with him, and tried to humour
him, but in vain. At lust he grew violent, and tried to
%ump overboard, It took six men to get him below, and
our to strap him down. Hovton stayed with him for half an
hoar, and then came into the saloon.

= This is an odd adventure,” said Rupert. ** How is the
poor fellow I’

“ Raving, «ir,” answered the diver. "I have set Maddock
to watch him. He's the last survivor of some wreck, I
expect, but there’s not o line or stroke to tell who he i3, or
the name of the ship. The doctor says ha may get over it
in & week or two. I've hardiy the heart to sav it, sir, about
& poor, shipwrecked sailer, but his fgurehead is about the
ugliest 1 ever clapped eyesz on.”

“The poor fellow =0t heandsome,
Rupert, **but he can’t help his looks.
before I turn in.
before dinner ¥

* With pleasure, eir.

certainly,” said
L I'll give him a viait
What do you say to billiards for an hour

I think it's calm encogh.”™

Thfj:: went down to the billinrd-room. The sea wos so
stiil that the balls ran as truly as #f on dry land, In vain
they rang the bell for the marker, Ching-Lung, for Ching-
Lung was not forthcoming.

Ching-Lung was stiil fishing, with that calm, hopeful
ﬁgtmﬂce- inhorn in the Chinaman, The report of the rifle
d rouged him from slumber, and he pull
examinad his bait. The water around him was slive with
fish, but Ching-Lung only wanted one particular kind of
tish, and the fish he wented did not swim near the surface.
_Down plunged the bait once more, and the Chinese boy
i
)

in the line and

ifhted & cigarette, and again composed himeelf te sleep.
1is slanting eyes closed, and he dreamed sweet dreams of a
little vellow pgirl who lived on a sampan oo the mighty
Yung-tse-Iiang, whese name wa: Mimia-Hoo,

“ (zleatee Scottee!" thrieked Ching-Lung.

A mughty tug at his ankles that almost jerked him into
the waier banished the pleasant vision of Mimis-Hoo.

The line was dragging and tugging with & strain strong
encugh to jerk his leg out at the socket.

Ching-Lung clutched the rail with & groan, end, reaching
over, wrapped the line round hiz wrists,
L“I must have hockee de sea-selpent,” thought Ching-

ung.

Tug, tug, tug went the line, and, elinging to it like grim
death, the Clunese boy batiled the unknown monster he
bad hooked. -

He began to perspire. but he fought ﬁ{élln,nt]y, and felt
that he was winnipg. He coiled up the line behind him as
he drew it in. )

At last there was a mighty splash, and & monstrous anake-
like head appeared above the water.

“It am de sea-selpent!” tiitered Ching-Tung. * He, he,
he! Don't you go awayvee, misier, fol & minute.”
Ching-Lung knotted the line round the rail, leaving the

huge eel to splash and plunge, and threw off is blouse.
Then, seizing his line again, he took a firm grip with his
fect, bent his back, and pulled with all his strength.
The writhing conger came with & rush, for Ching-Lung

“Ho, ho, ho! And what did he say to that? had amazingly tough muscles.
g;;;xli_&hﬂmiift LisraART.—No. 173, | 27
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There was a loud znap as the line broke, but the eel was
an derck.

Ching-Lung flung himsell bodily upeon his prey.

He received a blow in the face from the lashing tail that
made his teeth dance a pg. G

Struggling, fighting, grunting, wriggling, the strangely-
assorted wrestlera rolled over and over.

Ching-Lung was covered with clammy slime, but he clung
to the cel, and the ¢el clung to him.

A bite from a heavy conger causes a nasty wound, but the
Chinese boy took good care not to get within reach of the
S PPIE Jiws.

* He, he, he ™ he sguealked at last.
double knockee ! Duff I''

Two stunning blows with his clenched fist on the ¢onger’s
skull settled the matter. .

A conger takes a tremendous amount of Lkilling, and
Ching-Lung had not hit te kill. o )

He wrapped the stanned monster in hiz blouse, and, with
the bundle in his arms, crept below, chuckling to khimseli.

As the tanks had been almost emptied to bring the vessel
to tha surface, there was har-:-];!.r a foob of water im the
swimming-bath. A foot was quite engugh, however, and
Ching-Lung drepped in the bundle.

“ Dat wattee blingee you lound, ole chap,” he murmured,
gloefully rubbing his hands. ** ¥ou waitee derc a ut.”

Ching -Lung changed his slimy clothes and waited upon

upert and Horton at dinner. Ho never waited more
diligently or looked more innocent in his life. Ile amazed
Monsieur Pierre with his wonderful politeness when duty
ook him to the galley. :

* Zat lectle Chinee ee: most gentlemanly,’” said the cook
to Tom Prout. **He call me ‘sare’ a t'ousand times.”’

“Did he?” roared Prout, who had the toothache. * Then
he must want a blessed job, Bovril Called you, sir? Why,
I'd as soon say it to a cropped French poodle I

He strolled off, writhing with pam.

Ben Maddock's whistle sounded * Lights out!” The re-

airs in the engine-room were finished, and the Lord of the
Elaep was again under way. The cook did not swing his
haitmock like the rest in the forecastle, but rigged his bunk
on a heap of lockers. He had built the lockers up so as to
form a kind of little cabin, and screeped the entrance with a
rurtaln.

It was at the far end of the forecastle, and he had been
driven there by Maddock on account of the mingled odour
of garlic and pomade, which the boatswain said was enough
te paralvse a file of Marines.

Monsieur Pierre had & wonderful black moustache, which
was the joy of his life. Every evening before tutning in he
carefully combed, greased, scented and curled that mous-
tache by the light of a candle stuck into an empty bottle.

Smelis of singeing hair and strange pomades drifted over
the curtain. Sometimes
boots, flung by enraged
hands, dvifted over the cur-
tain also; but the cook
dodged them, and calmly
went on training his mous-
tache in the way it should

“%¥ou takee dat

But to-night, as Monsieur
Pierre lighted his candle, ho
received a shock. High and
low he searched for the
belaved moustache-curlers,
which had cost, with the
spirit-lamp that heated them,
no less than twelve bright
francs.

“ Hovrenr [ gasped the
cook, wringing hiz hands.
“Vere have zey gone?"

He searched again, and
then, clutching his temples
wildly, sat down to think.

here was just a chaneo
that he had slipped them by
aceident into the pocket of
hiz cook's apron.  To have
pone to bed with his mous-
tache uncared-for  would
have meant a sleeploss night
aof agony. The apron was
hanging up in the galley.

The forecastle slumbered and snored, and was abominably
darle. He was afraid to take the candle, for if the light
happened to rouse any of the sleepers, threats loud and deep
would boe hurled at him, snd very likely other things that
hurt considerably more than vwords—-boeots, and things like
that."

“Be brerave, Pierre,” muttered the coolk.
member you are a son of France., Allons !

Barefooted, he stole out. As be advanced into the dark-

“H-r-ra-

neEss ].“?.'l H CEw h CIver, i | TI{! I'_1 I.I_i I:_'I;E n E‘!d ]]i.‘j IH“.'“. H-{‘n
Maddock had a knack of slecping with one of his enormous
nalced feet hanging over the side of the hammock. Piavre

ran full tilt a.ga{nst the foot, and received Maddoek's tao
in his eve. With a groun he fell wpon his hands and koces,
fervently wishing he had never started,

But, of course, Plerre wos a zon of Fravnee, and sons of
France have never beon known to turn tail. A light was
burning outside, and with renewed courage he made for the
galley and pulled oat the key. Then he received anothep
shock—the door was open.

“ Stc-range !” gasped the coolk aguin,
eck,”

It was horribly darck it the galley also, but Pierre Linew
every inch of the place. As he hurried in, something caught
his foot. With a cry he plunged forward; the door clozed
behind him.

There was a splash, a shrill howl of terror, and then a
suceession of hideous shrieks,

It was a long way from the galley to the foreeastle, and
the closed doors mufiled Pierre's agonised yells. Strangely
cnough, Ching-Lung, who was generally a heavy sleoper,
awoke at once. He listened intently for a moment, and
then, grinning, shook Ben Maddock roughly.

“Wot's smarrer?”” murmured the bo'sun.
ter gerrup.”

Ching-Lung shook him again,

“ Wakee up, Mr. Maddock,"” he whispored, * and makee no
noisee. Do cookee makee fuss to-day "bout things being stole

from de galley. T justes heal a chap go outee. Yo
cetches do tief.” D E w and me

Pierre had certainly complained to Horton of the mysterious
ﬂusa&:imaranm of ¢hops und other daintics from the galley,
Maddock had been highly indignant about it, and had swarn

“1 swear I lock

Lt

"'Tain't time

that none of the men could be guilty. The news made him
wide awake at once, and, scizing an enormous slipper with
which to chastise the offender, he followed Ching-Lung.

" Lor ! gasped the bo'sun, as a faint h T
“ There's somebody thers for sure! & 2ol reached him.

and give himself away.
[Io, ho 1"

It's funny he should vell
Won't T just murder him--ch?

" Plaps him tlod on a lat-
tj:m.“ suggested Ching-Lung.

L cook seteo dem at
night.*

$r “Praps 50, said Boen
6 Maddack, spitting on  his
hinds and brandishing the
rlpper.
ees™>

“ He'll think he's
on & nest of rattlesnakes

;‘h&n '[Ii of hﬂ-l;li of the lub-
o, I° 1ve hi inchi
S 1 b G o B Dibehing
—SCHOOLBOY'S Tha howls grew loudor as
HONOUR.” they neared the galley.
. Maddock  reached  the
galley  door  first, Ha

The story of how Bob
Cher was driven from
Greyirars made splendid

hooked down a lantern. A
box of matches, in the handv

reading; but in mnext Way sailors have, was inside
Tuesday's sequel Frank it. The howls had given
Richards has excelled way to dull groans, mingled
h11m$1.":'|rl', and | am sure you with =nft ';]I}IHBhin

will more than enjoy i : g
reading— MNow I'va ot you '™

roired  the be'sun, dashing
open the door. “ Come out,
you thieving lubber !
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1 must go and see,” o ;
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Tt  esa str-range, ver gu that he way read tha opening
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