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A Grand, Long, Complete
Tale of Harry Wharton & Co.

FRANK RICHARDS.

“Order! He'll be here in a minute ! zaid Bulstrode, * Tf
vou make a row the prefects will come and clear the ot of
us off "

“Well, don’t shove, then!™

Fellows were gathering in o thick crowd in the doorway of
the School House, and on the steps, and round the steps, and
along the wall, There wes a buzz of talk, and keen amd vaper
looks on all the faces. Something, evidently, was pxumwj’m,
Greoyfriars, and three or four seore of fellows were in 2 state
of suppressed excitement about i

Thers were fellows of all Forms in the crowd—maostly
Hemovites, for the matter, as it hanpened, was one thas
concerned the Remove more than any other Form. Bul-
strodoe, the captain of the Remove, towercd with his broad
shoulders over the other juniors.  John Bull, end Mark
Linley, and rank Nugent, and Tom Brown, wore clustered
round him, and they made a compoct group to resist shoving.

Temple, Dabney & Co,, of tho Upper Fourth, wers

THE FIRS'i: ﬂtuPTEﬂ' wedwed in the doorway, and refused to bﬂgz'e. Coker of the

" - . Bob's Pater. Fifth, with Potter and Bland, stood on the steps, frowning
ﬂ'ﬁ 1 shove! . down on the fags who sirove to obtain a lodgment there.

“RatS! ﬂ,',"‘{? a fellow room, then ™ Even o few of rthe Sixth stood in tho erowd, looking over

o Garrout ! . the heads of the juniors. And as thore was not nearly room

—_— Tavok lmre—--:: onough for the fellows congregated there, the shoving and

say, you fellows! pusliing and expostulating was incessant.

Ne. 174, Copyright in the Ugired Siates of Amr.ca. Juns 10th, 13H,



* BW SEETHE WONDERFUL FREE OFFER IN THIS WEEK'S ISSUE OF ** THE BOYS' HERALD.” 18

“HKeep guiet,
* Quiet, I say !

"1 can’t see through you, Coker!" expostulated Tull of
the %"T]urd. -~

“Never mind about seeing," said Colter cheerfulls, * Il
tell you whon Major Cherry i;-mea in sight.*t e

i m'i_ hErE‘_'-'-”

* Oh, shut up!” .

Skinner of the Remove looked at his watch.

“Jolly near Yime he was here!” he exclaimed.

*“Yes, rather !

“The train gets in at three, and it's not a quarter of an
hour from the station if he takes the hack,” Skinner said;
" now, it's nearly twmng past three now.’ :

" Faith, and he may be hera any minute, intirely " Micky
Desmond remarked. " “ Let a fellow see, Cokerl Sure,
:;aq;[:]r%rm through ye're head, though I know there’s nothing
inn i

“Dry up, you cheeky fap ™

" Bure, amfl-—-—-”- y e

" Hore he comes 1"

There was s sound of wheels on tho gravel drive. Among
the fellows erowded in the deorway and about it, there was
a thuill of expectation,

Major Cherry was coming !

Some of the fellows there had seen him before s but most of
them had not, and they wondered what he would be like.
Arnd even those who knew him wondered how he would ba
carsying himself uwpon thiz occasion.

For it was an extraordinary oceasion,

Major Cherry’s visit, wnder the circumsiances, was an
unprecedented event, and exactly what would come of it was
net to bo foreseen,

The major was coming to see the Head, zo his wire had
announced. His wire was to the Iead, and the boys wero
supposed 10 know nothing about it. But long before the time
fized for the major's arrival, the whole school knew,

Dr. Locke had naturally confided the matter to tho mastors.
FPerhaps some of the masters had been heard to talk, Porhaps
Trotter, the page, had seen the telegram, and talked, Perhaps
Billy Bunter had nosed something out, and related it
Perhaps Heath, the new boy, an inveterato eavesdropper, had
listened at the keyhole, and imparted what he had heard
to others. At all events, whatever the cause, the news had
lcaked out. ANl Greyirars knew that Major Cherry was
wxpected by the three o'clock train that afternoon.

- How would he come? In a state of stately and lofiy
indignation, or in a raging fury? Fellows who had seen the
major inclined to the latter theory.

Nugent said that he would come ramping.
Greyfriars was eager to see him ramp.

The major had excuse eonough to ramp. Beob Cherry, of the
Hemove Form, had been expelled from Greyfriars, after
being found guilty on a charge of theft. PBob had persisted
to the last that he was innocent, and had been driven away
Trom -the sohool still profesting his innocence. Two fellows
at Gzreyfriars, Harry Wharton and Mark Linlev, of the
Remove, believed him. But o the others the evidence had
appeared too overwhelming.

But 1t was not to be expected that Bob Cherry’s pecple
would acquiesce. Innocent or guilty, he was certain to Aind
believers at home. A fellow’s mother and father would
naiurally require very, very strong proof beforo they
believed such a charge.

And Bob Cherry, ere he left, had said that that was not
the end of it; that Grevirars would hear from his people.

‘Then came the major's wire on Monday morning, followed
by the major in the afternoon,

The major was coming now; he had arrived! And the
¢rowd of Greyfmara fellows watched to see him ramp,

Tha dusty old: hack from Friardale Station had driven into
the Close, and it was rolling up the drive to the House,

Every eye was fixed upon it,

“'He's in it!" exclaimed Bunter,
topper 1Y
O course he's in it!" said Bulsirods.
expect him to be hanpging on behind, did you??

* (b, really, DBualstroda—"

Y Now watech him," smid Skinner.
begin.''

“Hullo! Clear off there!” cxclaimed Wingate, of the
Bixth, the captain of Greyfriars, coming along tho passage.
* What are vou crowding up the doorway for?'” -

" We're watching for the major."

“Wo want to see him ramp, Wingate,
will como ramping,”

Wingate grinned,

“Wall,, never mind whethee he ramps or not,”. he said.
“It's no business of yours. Where did you get your

The MacweT Lisrany.—No, 174,

you kids!" said Coker, looking round.

And all

“I cap sce a silk

“Yeou didn't

“"The fun's goinzr to

Mugent says he

DON'T MBS Balediis Tk Eisi, " TOM MERRY'S TREASURE ISLAND,”

manners? Clear off ! It's rotten bad form to ecllect in a
erowd and stare at a visitor,”

“ Pot—"

" Clear off "

The juniors surged away a liltle. TFive or six fellows were
pushed off the steps, and rolled over on the ground, Bunter
waus ono of the first, amd there was o yell from the fat junior
as he sprawled on the earth, and Sucop bumped over him, and
then Skinner. :

But nobody wes taking any notice of Bunter, The hack
from the station had stopped, and the deor had flown open
and a stont gentdeman wit}; a very redd face jumeped out.

It was Major Cherry!

He was a stout zentleman, with a powerful form, clad in a
tightdy-fitting froek coat, and his face was very red, pantly
from the effects of Indian suns, and partly from the excites
menit was labourning under. He had a white moustache,
which curled at the ends, and grey hair showed under the
rvim of his extremely shiny silk hat. That he was a veteran
of the Indian Army was apparent at & glance; and it was
also apparent that {m had brought seme of the heat of the
trepics home with him in his temper.

The major was evidently greatly excited, and in a preat
hurry, He jumped from the hack, and fairly ran up the steps
of the House in so great a hurry that he did not sce Bunter
sprawling in his path.  He tved on the fat junior and
stienbled, and there was a ternific yell from Bunter,

1 Dw l”'

"The major just recevered himself to savo his balance. Iio

turned upon Bunier, and his cane zang in the air
" Begad ! he roared.  * Is this o tiime for tricks, =ir?”
Thwack! Thwack!

“Yow! Wow!”

Lilly Bunter's tight trousers rang back to the lash of the
cane, The major stamped up the stone steps. The fellows
fell back at once to make room for him to pass. The major
was & little too fiery to be trifled with.

Bunier sat up and rcared, The major stamped into the
House. The fellows eyed him with wonder and interest,

Major Cherry pushed his silk hat back from his perspiring
forehead.

“Whero 15 Dr. Locke® he thundered.

“M-m-my hat!"" muttered Bulstrode.

cad !

‘““Ila, ha, ha! Rather not!"

“1 shouldn't wonder if the major goes for him.”

“ My word I

“ Let's et out into the Close!” said Tom Brown,
can zeo in the Head’s window if there's a scrap ™

£ Gﬂ"‘:d 'EEE !1']' i

And the juniors crowded out and took up & position in the
Close, opposite the Head's study window; some of them
climbing into the branches of the el trees to obtain a better
view, Major Cherry had evidently come "“on the ramp,™
as Nugent had declared, and it was an inteneely interesting
ci{luee.':ti'iﬂn to the juniors whether or not he would * go for” the

<4

“1 don’t envy the

L1 Wﬂ

TAE SECOND CHAPTER.
The Major Ramps !

R. LOCKE wase in his study. He was expecting the
major; but it was not a state of happy expectation.
To meet a boy's father, and explain to him how his
son had been convieted of theft, and expelled with
iznominy from the school, could not have been at any time a
pleasant task. It could not have been pleasant, even if tha
father had been convinced of the truth of the charge.

But it was doubly unpleasant in a case like this. For Major
Cherry, so far from being convineed of the truth of the
charge, scouted the mere idea of it. Any evidence which
tofld against Bob was in his eyes no evidence at all.

It was useless fo attempt to convinge a man in that frame of
mind. The Head looked forward to the interview with great
Uneasiness.

Trotter had ordevs to show the visitor in the moment he
arvived, and the sound of wheels in the quad. warned the
Head that his visitor was coming.

He coughed, and shifted a little in his chair, and coughed
again.

The door epened,

* Major Cherry!”

The major came in. He was so stout and powerful, and
red-faced, -and execited, that he seemed to breathe up, as it
were, all the atmosphere in the room, and leave the unfor-
tunate Doctor gaspine.

Dr. Locke roso ta his feet.

* Good-aftprnoon, major—"

The mzjor waved his hand.

1 have not como here for polite formalities, sir,” he said,

L3
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“1 am given clearly to understand,” said Dr. Locke, “that the case will be carrled on (o the furthest
extremity—as far as the House ol Lords, If necessary—and that heavy damages will be claimed. Of course,
If Bob Cherry had been inoocent, one could not biame his people for making the most strenuous Aghe” H!‘J
Quelch pursed his lips. (See page G)

o, YL, = e e e

i & volee that could be distinctly heard at the end of tha
passage; I have como here to apeak about the Hagrant
wrong and injustico that has been inflicied upon my boy, sir!™

: Egj'ddﬁﬁrr Eir'i:'{":*'? Lin 1a by )

“And to s in plain language, by Jove, s

“ Pray bo ape?xicd.”

“1 decline to be seated,' said the major.
little to say, sir, and that will seon be suag,
been trumped up sgainst my son—""

= 1 E

But the Head's most terrifving frown had no effect whai-
aver upon the major.

He struck the table with his fist.

“1 rapeat it!” he roared. * A charge has heen trumped
up against my 3om, I demand to know the particulars of
that charge, sir, so that 1 can dash it to pieces, siv!™

“IF you will be calm-———""

“llalm " roared the major. " Do vou ecxpeet a father in
be calm, =ir, whon his son is branded as a thief, sir, and
driven from sehool, sir? Colm! I am quite calm,”

And the major made that statement in a voice that was
far from being evidence of calmness,

“Mwy daar majore=a

“T demand te know the particulars of this disgraceful
business, =sir, pee

it
]

“T have but
A charge has

By Jove, sir!
TrHe Magxer Lisgary.—No. 174.

“1 am perfectly ready to explain, Major Cherry," said
the Head. * Burclv you must know that this whole occur-
rence 15 as painful to me as it can be to anyone. Yoo dn
nat imagine that I decided hightly, and withouk careful con-
sideration, that vour son was guilty of the charge made
against him."

“He was not guley '™

“ Thoe evidence was erushing.

The major snapped his fingers.

“ Bah! That for the evidence. Dut lgt me lear this
precious evidence. I will dash it to pieces, by Jovo, sic!”

“VYeory woll,” said the Head, with a sigh. " In the hrst
Elm:a, a postal-order was missing from the pocket of a ia-:ket.

elonging to Nupgent, of the Remove—your son's Form.
Your son was in the study at the time it disappeared—ik
could only have boen tiken at a certain period—and during
that period of twenby muinutes, your son was in the stud;: for
a quatter of an hour, leaving only five minutes in which a
possiblo thief might have entered and taken the order.”

“ Fivo minutes would have been enough, sir—8ve seconds,
by Jove, sir!™

“ Yery well. The noxt point 18, that the order was Alled in
to R, Cherry, the name of the %x.yna happening tn be left
blank before. and was sipned ‘R. Cherry' by the person
who prezented it for paymoent.™

suisnay: "Boronarion sacy encues, | THE KING'S GUEST.” rranx Bonaros.
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T supposc it is not the first time that a forgery has been
committed "7

*The post-mistress at Friardale Post Office, a most respect-
able Jady, whose statement is unimpeachable, had positively

it:}:intii;i;ed Robert Cherry as the boy who cashed the postal-
order.

i E-t-'.lﬂ' [u

“Chesy was placed in a row with the whole of his Form,
trl'mri the post-mistross picked bim out at once, without the
elightest hesitation.”

And the Head leaned back in his chair, as if he had
thoroughly disposed of the matter now. But the veteran
of Bengal was not so casily disposed of,

His white moustache curled up as he sneered.

“ Do you call that eviderce "' he demanded,

I call it complete and” incontrovertible evidence,” said
Dr. Locke tartly. **In a law-court, no further evidence would
be wanted.”
T eall it nonsense, #ir,”? said the major.
mr!q?ea. siv, I eall it piffe—piffle, sir,

[} L :ir [l;

"My #on's name was forged to the postal-order, and the
rascal who presented it for payment must have disguised

imself as my son, that is all, sir,”

The Head made a gesture,

"1 decline to entertain for a single moment such & wild
supnosition,’ he said.

"1 do not call it a wild supposition,” said the major. “T
regard it as a wild supnosition that my boy might be a thicf,
gir. The Cherry fami!)i ara not thieves, Dr. Locke. Why
should the h:}f) steal? J¥F he wanted money, he had only to
ask for it. Do you think I would not have sent him ten
shillings, sir, if he had been in need of it? And do you
think he would not rather have asked his father, sir, than
etolen from a near chum?f My opinion is, sir, that you are
rot in your right senses ™

Dr. Locke flushed scarlet, and rose to his fect.

“ Bir; this interview had better cense !™

“As soon as vou like, sir,” said the major. “I came here
lo =peak plain English, by Jove, and I ‘mean to speak it!
This charge against my son has been trumped up.’

“* o you dare to suggest——"'

" Oh, I do not suggest that it was your work; T know you
have been deceived!™ maid the major. “It is the work of
ecine enetdy of my son's, who has plotted and schemed to
drive him from the school in disgrace. He has suceceded,
eir, but only for the present—only for the moment, sir. The
raatter i2 going to be investigated, sir—examined into from
end to end, and the truth brought to light.”

:‘ The truth bas been brought to light already.”

" Very well, sir. I take 1t that the governors of Grey-
friars uphold you in the sction vou have taken.”

" Unguestionably. 1 consulied with the chief governor
before expellng Cherry,”
“ Very well. They will take the consequences.”

The ‘Head looked at him.

“The consequences! 1 do not understand you, sir. The
matter 1s closed now, and ended.”

o aClosed! “Ended!™ The major trembled with rage.

Closed! Ended! And my son's career is closed and ended,
L‘%uppnse ;. he iz to it down quietly under the imputation of

ing a thief, and to have hiz character 'l:h!ﬂn::l-i:la-n-En:i:l for ever!
You will short® learn, sir, that the matter is not closed; that
it 13 by no means ended! My solicitors-are already pre-
paring to take action, sir."

* Your—your solicitors P? ‘stammered the Head.

" Yes, sir! You and the governors of this school will be
n:}:ltudctupqn to face an action for libel, sir, for defamation of
character.”

Dir. Locke sank back into his zoat.

" An action! Libel!”

“Yes, sir!"' thundered the major. * And unless vou can
;ﬂ_rnvg your charge against my boy, sic, prove it up to the
iult, you will have to pay damages, sir—heavy damages—and
bo held up to the scorn and contempt of all England, zir.”

“Good heavens !”

" That is what you have to prepare for, sir; that is the
1'-':v|:rr‘=u':rui:I I bave to give you!" t?ne- mAajor roared.

And he stamped out of the room, and elosed the door with
& bang that rang through the school.

The Head sat gasping. :

He had expelled boys from Grevfrairs before, but nathing
of thiz sort had followed. An action for libel—defamation of
¢haracter! The name of Greyfrairs dragged through the
law-courts; himself, Dr. Locke, defendant in a bhol case,
associated with the governors of Greyirviars—it was too
torrible !

,What s thunderclap t¢ burst upon the head of the quist,
kind, scholarly old gentleman, whose life was passed in
academic calm far from the madding crowd,

Yet could he blame the major |

Tee Maawer LIBRARY.—No. 174,
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Evidenoe waa evidence, but a father naturally belicved his
son's word against all others: that was only to be expected.
What was evidenee to a man who had seen hiz lad prow up,
frank and truthful and honest as the day? What was
evidence, in comparison with a glance from Bob's honest blue
cyes, and the ring of his honest voice?

Outside, in the Close, disappointed juniors scrambled down
from the trees, _

The major had ramped, certainly, but he had not * gone
for the Iead. That secene, which would have been really
wiltdly exciting, bad not happened.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Two Loyal Hearts.

AJOR CHERRY jumped into the hack, and the driver
put the old horse in motion. The major sat puffing
in the hack us the vehicle rolled down to the gates
Two l:i:uniﬂm were waiting there. ;

As the hack rolled out into the lane, they came towards it,
and one of them signed to the driver to stop.

The major put his Bery face cut of the window.

“ What are you stopping for, driver !’ he bawled.

Harry Wharton an E‘[u.rk Linley raized their capa.

“ May I speak to you, mir?” said Harry.

The major stared at him.

“ Ah, Wharton!"” he exclaimed.
you.  You are A friend of my son"s."

E‘H, H1r.

“ And this lad—"'

“ Mark Linley, sir; Bob's best chum. We both want io
speak to you, zir, about what's happened,”” said Harry.

“Htop where you are, driver.”

“ Yas, sir.”

“Now go on, my boys' said the major more calmly.
“ Bob has told me about you—you two lads are sticking to
him in his trouble ¥

“Wes," said Harry, “We believea in Bob, though wo
can't understand _{YM how the thing has been done. But
we feol certain of Bob’s innocence.™

“ Quite certain, sir,” said Mark, in his quiet way.

" Thank youw, my lads-—thenk you," said the major, in a
moved voice. ' You are a pair of loyal, good lads, aid I'm
rrateful to you™

“We know old Bob too well, sir, to think anything of the
sort about him,” said Mark.
~ “Exactly,” said Harry. *And we're going to examine
into the matter, sir, and do our best to find out what rascal
it was fixed this thing on Bob. ¥ou mustn’t blame the other
fellows too much for deserting him, sir; the evidence is
I'r.;.:n]rfull;:* strong. It would heve convicted any chap in a court
of law.

“ They ought to have known my son better.”

“They'll be all sprry, when he's cleared, siv, and they'H
tell him so. We've got a suspicion to go upon, and we hope
to clear the matter up. I thought we'd tell vou =o before
veu left, sir, and you can tell Bob we're working for him."”

“Thank you, lad—thank you!"

The major shook hands with the two juniors, and the hack
rolled on.  Harry Wharton and his companion went back
into the school grounds. Wharton wag looking very thought-
ful, and the Lancashire lad watched him curiously,

“You say you have & suspicion to go upon, Wharton?"
he asked.

“* Yes, Mark"™

“What is it ?”

“I've been thinking of that new chap Heath,” said HMIF'
“You know what an awful cad he is. He tortures animals
and Bob gave him a licking on his first day at Greyfrinrs
for deing so. We all know that he hated Bob like poison.
If the thing’s been fixed en Bob somehow, he was just the
fellow to do it."”

Mark nodded.

“We've got to bring the other fellows round to tkink tha
zame as we do about Bob, and all of us will have to stand
together, to clear him,” said Harry. “ That's my idea. i
we do that, we ought to be able to gring the truth out.”

“1 should think =o.™

They entered the House, and Wharton stopped at fhe
notice-board in-the hall. He pinned a paper up on it, and
several -fellows who saw him do so, gathered round the
notice- 1. Wharton passed on, ard there was soon a
crowd reading the notice.

“What rot!"" said Skinner.

“Piffla 1" said Snoop.

“ Z3ome more of Wharton's rot, of rourse,” said Vernon-
Smith, the Bourider of Greyfriars. ““ Just like him to set
himself up against the opinion of the whole Form. He does
these things just to be tolked about.”

““¥es, rather!"

“1 think I remember

in this week's "' GEM " %
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“What s it?"" asked Jobn Bull, jowning the crowd with
Nugont, b

“ Oh, some morg piffle about Cherry I

John Ball read the notice aloud.

It was written in pencil, and ran:

“NOTICE.

“ All the fellows who are willing to belp in clearing Bob
Cherry from the charge made against him, are asked to
meet in the Form-room at seven o'clock, when the nete&ﬁng

measurca will be discussed. All Bob Uhm'!}'*s old frien
are expected to rally round.—H. WhagTOR."

John Bull frowned, and Mogent bit his lip. Nugent had
been Bob's close ¢hum, snd John Bull had always been on
good terms with him, But their friendship had not stood the
etrain of the proof that appeared to be so complete against
Bob. They had gone with the tide.

“It's rof!™ sand Frank Nugent irritably. “ Why can’t
ﬁfhﬁ.mn iet the matter alone! It's finished now, and done

ith.""

“ Much better to let it deop,’” John Dull remarked.

“I pucsz 50" said Fisher T. Fish, the American junior.
*I reckon I stood by Bob Cherry as long as there was a
a reasonable doubt left. DBut it was proved right up to the
handlo.” : '

“Of course 1t was,” said Bulstrode. ' Wharton taking up
this attitude is the same as accusing uws of rounding on a
feflow withour any evidence.”

“ Blessed if I think we ought to stand it,” said Esau Heath.
“Wheo's Wharton that he's to stand up and preach: to the lot

ug

v Oh, you shut up!” said Nugent crabbily.

Heath's opinion might agree with Nugent's, but Frank
'Em; not likely to agree with Heath. Heath had been Bob

‘hovry's special enemy ; but he had made himself thoroughly
disliked by the rest of the Form, with very few exceptions.
A follow who listened at doors, and told lies. and found
armusoment in torturing animals, was not likely to be
popular at Greyfriars.

Heoath Aushed angrily, but he made no rejoinder. Heath
would put up with anything rather than risk being drawn
into a hght, and his cowardice had become s0 well-knewn
in the Lower School, that fags of the Third and the Second
Forms had been seen Lo bully him, and crow over him, with
anpuniby. : .

“ Wall, I'm jally well not going to the meeting,’ said
Hazeldene, 1 stood by Bob Cherry as long as anybody;
but what's the use of fig t.in!ilagninst plain facra?™

**Wo use at all "' growled Nugent. ™ It'z all vot.”

“ Utter rot!"” _ )

“1 sha'n't go to the silly mecting, for one™

#* Nor [, for another.”

“Nor I, T puess.™

“ Faith, and I sha'n't, oither.”

“1 sha™n't go,” said Frank. ** Wharton and Linley can

have the giddy meeting to themselves, if they want to play.

the ox on the subject. I don’t see why the matter can’t be
allowed to drap.'”

“ Bame here.'”

“ Faith, and ye're right."” )

Nugent and Bull walked away, frowning. They felt
Wharton's action as a reflection on themselves; and when
they mot Harry, a little later, they did not hesitate to say
80. Wharton nodded to them cheerfully,

“You'll turn vp at the meeting?" he asked.

“ Mo, sald Nugent shartly.

“l.ook here, Frank—""

“1 think it's all rot.”

“(Oh, do you?"

“Yea, and I don't take it kindly from vou, Harey, and
that’s the truth,” said FFrank. * ¥You put us in the position
of having rounded on a friend while you're sticking to him,
and I don't like at." :

“Iﬁnd I jolly well don't like it, either," a3id John Bull
tartay.

Wharton fushed.

“Wall, T can’t help it, if you don't like it,”" he said. 1T
balieve in Bob, and ?’m bound to stand by him, and do all
I can to clear him."

“ Ha's guilty.”

“1 don't believe he’s guilty.”

“0h, ratst"

Nugont tramped off writably with his companion, Wharton
lopoked rather dismmayed. The task he had set himself at
Groviriara was likely to prove a hard one. In proportion
to their previeus trust in him, was the bitterness DBob's
former friends now felt towards the unfortunate junior.

I Wharton and Linley earried out their promise to Bob
ond the major, they were likely to have to do it without
assiatance.

As a matter of fact, they were likelier to meet with opposi-
tion than assistance. kinner and Snoop. and Vernon-
8mith and Heath, and several more follows of the same
sort, were talking the matter over.

““It's a reflection on the whole Form,” Heath said. ““The
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best thing the Remove can do is to meet in the Form-room,
and jolly well rag the two bounders who are setting them
selves up against the whole school *

Y cge ! said Vernon-Bmith heartily. * Wharton"s
friends won't turn up, and we can get a dozen chaps at least
who are wrathy cnough about it, to treat those two cheeky
rotters ag they doserve."

““Hear, hear,” said Skinner, with great heartiness.

And at seven o'clock there was a little crowd in the Form.
room, waiting for Harry Wharton and the Lancashire lad,
but their intentions were far from friendly.

—— e

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.

A Stormy Meeiing.

ARRY WHARTON was in his study—Ne. 1 in the
Remove passage—when seven struck from the clock-
Lowor.

Mark was with him. Nugent, who shared the study,
had not come in. He seemed to be avoiding the rovom, pro-
bably for the sake of huving no unpleasant talk about tho
coming meeting.. Nugent and Harry were the closest of
chums, but undoubtedly the affair of Bob Cherry had come
botween them., Wharton took one side, and I_'-Iu ent the
other, and to Nugent it seemed that Harry's attitude was a
reflection upon hwm. If there were a doubt left of Bob
Cherry's guilt, Nuzent indignantly reasoncd, Harry mught
have trusted him to see it. As there wasn't a doubt loft,
Flarry ought to have followed the crowd in condemning the
Iad who had been expelled. What the follows had always
said about Wharton, that he was high-handed, and cocksure,
and fond of sctting himself against everybody else, seemed
to be comimg true. Nugent folt agerieved. and had not
the paticnce to discuss the matier. He felt that a discussion
might lead to a quarrel.

“Tt's seven,” said Mark.

: I".-"f'lhurt.ﬂn rose from the table, where he had been awinging
s legs,

o Mﬁ‘i‘ az woll go down to the Form-room,” he said.

YWell, we must, after arrenging the meeting.

Harry laughed a hittle ruefully,

“I'm afraid the meeting won't amount to much,” he
aaid. “ From what the fellows have been saving, it looks
to me as if the mere idoa of it has put their backs up. Even
Nugent and Bull are ratiy about it."’

“"They might give Bob another chance,” said Mark, in hjs.
quie';lt. way. ‘ But they think the caso s clear. Anyway, let's

o down."

. They descended to the Form-reom. The room was lighted,
and a little crowd of juniors could be seen through the open
doorway.

A more hopeful expression came over Wharton's face.

“Looks as if there’s geing to be a meeting, after all,” he
remarked.

o8| h&p& 30"

But as thoy entered the Form-room, the chumas could sea
that none of Boh's old friends had turned up. Vernon-8mith
and Heath, and Skinner and 3tott and Snoop were there,
They were frankly enemics. Hall a dozen other fellows had

come to see the fun—whatever fun might be going. That
Wa3d
There was a genaral scoffing laugh as the chums came in.

“Here they are!” exelaimed tho Bounder.

““Here they come,” said Heath—"the twe blessed
preachers who are poing to bring uws up in the way we
should go.”

‘“Ha, ha, hat”

Whearton reddenecd.

““ Have vou fellows come to the meeting ¥ he demanded.

“Of course we have," sald Vernon-3mith. " Can't you sec
we have?"

“We're waiting for the speoch.”” said Skinner.
poze there is going to bo a speech.” :

“We want io ia.vc the maktter explained to us'" SBnoop
ramarked. ' Our feeble intellects can’t grasp so plan a
imatter, ahd wo want to huve the thing demcrnstrate-t? to us.
Porhaps you can work it out in Algebra ™

Two or three more fellows came in.

Wharton looked at Mark Linley rather doubtfully, Ha
had hoped for a sympathetic, or, at all ovents, a patient
assembly. He had hoped that most of the Remove would be
willing to hear anything that could be said in favour of the
junior who had been expelled with a stain upon his name.

But the hope was evidently ill-founded.

More of tha Remove came in, but their looks were far
from sympathetic. Others gathered round the open doorway
to look on. Bulstrede, the new captain of the Remove,
leaned against the door, with his bands in his pockets. Bul-
strode had been on very Emd torms with Harry Wharton
lately. But he evidently did not mecan to help now. The

£
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expression upon his face matched the gneering look of
Vernon-Smith.

But Harry did wot think of retreating. He had come
there to explain his views (o the Remove, and sdy what
eould bo said for the absent junior. He woul dliave gone
steadily shead if the looks of the juniors had been ten times
Ba hostile.

He mounted upon a form.

“1 want to speak to vou chaps about old Bob

“Hear, hear!" roared the opposition.

"1 want to point out——"*

" Hear, hear|™

" That—""

" Hear. hear!™

Harry Wharton paused. Tt was prelt
not to be allowed to make his voice

4 ]

clear thot he was
exrd in the Form-

room. Ironical cheers and jecring laughter intérrupted him
all the time, :

“Bilence!"” shouted Mark Linley. “ Give Wharton a
chance

That wae the signal for a storm of hocting and jeering.
They had only been waiting for the Laneashire lad to give
thﬁné_ a;lxllfxcusa.

ah!

" Factory cad!™

* 3o back to your cotton-mill 1"

* Beholarship cad

il ?i!’l [

Mark stood up, his fuce flushed, his eyes pleaming. There
was angry scorn in the plance he threw at the excited
Removites,

“"¥You are the cads!" he exclaimed.
here Lo hear Whurton,
to spoak ¥

i &hll?

ad -EW [1!

"I you dow’t want to hear me,” said Harry quictly,
“I'll shut up. But I think you might play the game.”

Bkinner waved his to the others, and zomething like
quiet followed. Wharton glanced over the crowd, and began
again. He did not think he would be allowed to proceed
very far, and he was nght.

" You fellows, I want to explain to vou why I believe that
Bob Cherry was innocent——"

“ Bosh ! ghouted Heath, **Lics!™

“ Rats1"

* Booh 1™

W‘Em;]m:}‘s &y os l::lame]ﬂ.

" And if you won't listen to e, you're a set of rotte
:-ud that's all I have to say!” hﬂ} exclaimed, losing If?;
STAReY,

That was cnough for the Reinovites.

Vernon-3mith and a few more made a rush towards the
Ei}?ﬁalﬁhlﬁnd in & mpm&nt& l;l;e I:'est followed ﬂﬁit' and Wharton
an 3y weare surrounde an angry, shouting ¢row

* Collar -them ! AR, F T SR

' Throw them out !

Hands off " shouted Wharton, whose blood was fairly
ap now. " You'll pet hprt”

'I'{Uﬁiilar th-ﬂ'ﬂl'l prs

ande were laid upon the two chums from all sides. The
were hustled towards the door of the Form-room. *

But both of them were hitting out now. Vernon-Smith
dropped like & log under the knuckles of the Lancashire lad,
andl Wharton knocked Skinner across him. Two or three
more of the Removites rolled over befors Wharton and
Lanley were dragged as far as the door.

But numbers told.

In the midst of an oxcited, shouting erowd they were
whirled through the doorway, and out into the passage, still
rtruggling furicusly.

The uproar was terrific. Wingate, the captain of Groy-
fi:ars, came along the passage with a frowning brow, and
n cane in his hand.

“What's all this row abowt " he shouted.

“Cave !" mutterod Vernon-Smith.

The Bounder and his comrades melted away, Wharton
snd Linley were left rolling on the flags, gasping for breath,

Wharton scrambled up dizeily, Wingate was looking at him
very grimly.

“'Well, what does this meani" the Greylriars' captein
demanded.

“T-t-therc's been a row,” Wharton gasped.

“T can zee that. There have been too mmany rows in the
Remove lately. What have you been doing ¥™

“Speaking up for Bob Cherry, that’s all"

“{h " eaid Wingate grimly, * You've becn speaking up
for Bob Cherry, have you "

41-‘_11le1-1

“Then you'd better have held your tongue.”

" But—"" Wharton began.

Tae Maaner Lizrany.—No. 174

" ¥You've come in
Why don't you give him a chance

" Oh, don't jaw back to me!" szid Wingate angrily. " 1If
you're going to champion a [ellow who's been expelled for
theft, vou’ll have plenty to do, and you'll get thrown out
of more than one room, I expect. Why can't you let the
matter drop?t

“ Because I beliove Bob was innocent.””

“* Nonsense ! The case was proved, and you wen't do Lim
any good, or yourseH etther, by raking it up again like this
The sooner such a matter iz forgotten, the better for all
parties concerned. Don't let us hove any more of this,” said
Wingate angrily. “ If you want to hold peculiar belicfs, you
can keep them to yourself™

And the captain of Greviriars walked away frowning.

Wharton gave the Lancashire lad a rather hopoless look.

"My hat!” he said. “It will be an uphill job, Linlew
E-;;‘Irlie I':?rm are against us, and old Wingate, too, and everye

o

“Including the guilty party, of course,” said Mark qguictly,
“Wea have pot to stick io it, that 1z all, Wharion.™ 4

Wharton's jaw seermted to set squarely.

“We're going to stick to it,” he said. Tl never loave
off sticking up for old Beb, unless I'm kicked out of Groys
friars, too™

¥

—= =

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Legal Proceedings.

R. LOCKE wore a worried look, as Mr. Quelch entered
his etudy a few days later.
Dr. Locke had worn worried Jooks prett

. of late. Thcre had been the revolt in the school, during
hia absence; then there had been the affair of the stolen
postal-order, immediately following his return. Now that
affair was lengthening itself ocut, and rising up against him,
49 it were, at overy turn,  In most cases, & boy expelled from
school was expelled, and that was an end of it. But the
cxpulsion of Bob Cherry was working out differently. Like
the gentieman in the story who was dead, but refused to
e down, the -Uherr%hcnsf, although done with, crepped up
at every moment. ert seemed to be no end to it

“You have heard, siv?” Mr. Quelch asked.

The dector nodded,

“From Major Cherry's soliciiors?”

“¥Yes; Messrs, Bharpe & Keene,”” said the Head. "1 have
had notice that an action for libel is about to be commeneced
with myself and the Governors of Greyfriars as defendanta’

Mr. Queleh pursed his lips.

""This 1a ternible I"" he exclaimed.

Dr. Locke looked deeply distressed.

“It i3 more than ternble, Mr. Quelch. I had hoped to
keep the matter enmtirely quiet. Now it will be in all the
papers; the newspapers will not leb such an tem pass. [
am given clearly to understand that the case will be carried
on to the furthest extremity—as far a8 the House of Lords,
if necessary, and. that heavy damages will be c¢laimed. Of
course, If Cherry had been innocent, one could not blame his
people for making the most strenuous fight., But——

“ But, under the circumstances, I fear it is Major Cherry’s
hot-headedness that iz to blame. Heo does not reflect that {-y
Lringing this action, m the face of the strongest proof, he s
simply advertising his son’s guilt to every reader of the news-
papers.”’

“Troue; unlesg—""

“Unless what, sir 7"

“Unless the evidence that has satisfied us should be deemed
waniing in a court of law," said the Head uncasily. ' We
all know that judicital decigions are—well, unexpected at
times, and that the same evidence presents itself in different
aspects to different Judges.™

Ir. Queleh nodded.

“But the proof is so clear ™ he exclaimed. "It is not
only that Cherry had more opportumiy than anyone else for
stealing the postal-order. I should not condemn or cven
sngpect him on that alone. But if he did not sign the order,
spmeone forged his name. To believe Cherry innoecent, i3 to
believe that there is a boy at Greyiriars capable of forgery,
and that 15 altogether too much.™

Y Quite 0.

“ Then the identification of Cherry by the postanistress
places the matter utterly beyond dould,”

"o it seems”’

“Queh a case will not occupy the court many minutes,
saidd Mr. Queleh. ** Your conduet, and that of the povernors
i upth;’ng vou, will be vindicated. Greyiriars will come
off with fAyving coloura™

“1 suppose so; but ¥

“ I understand your feelings' the Remove-master re-
marked.  To have the name of the school dragged through
the daily papers, in connection with a disgraceful caze—I
know it 1s terrible. The mass of readera will forget the cir-
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“ call your ﬂ-i"{i';:;c:é ﬁ:ﬁlnSEE_Slét sir,” cried the major, "“l_r.:all It stuff, sir! Yes, sir, I call it plitle—piifle, 3

sir, by jove.”

The Headmaster flushed scarlet,

eumstances, bub will remember that the name of Greviviars
was somehow mixed up in a case of libel and theft, I know
it i3 terrible; but it has to be faced.”’

¥ Fortunately, the governors are upholding my action in
the heartiest manner,”” the Head satd. v They realize that
I hod no alternative, and they admic the witer and complete
conclusiveness of the evidence. It 15 hard that we should be
troubled like this by a man who does not seem to be able
to distineaizsh what evidence 18"

W It is very hard indecd.  But Majer Cherry may withdraw
at tho last mwoment. Surely hiz solicitors must exnlain to
hira that he has no case,”

Lr. Locke shook lus head.

H The major will not withdraw,” he said. * The cass will
go on, and he will appeal, and appeal again, till it has hecome
the talk of the entive country. I feel convinced of that.”

YTt ois very—="" Mr. Quolch paused, stepped quickly to
the study door, and opencd it. A junior wheo was knecling
outaide fell forward on his hands and knees.

Bk he gasped.

“ Heath " thundered Me. Queleh.

* (Oh, siv!"

“How dare you! Get up, vou miserable boy.”

Espu Eleath stapgeved to Riss fewt.

His faee was crimson, snd lus hittle eves glittered like a
rat's with oervousness. He had wo courage, yot he was
incessantly running risks of thizs sort. Dir. Locke rose to his
feet, and took up his cane.

Tue Maoner Liprary.—No. 174
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“You were histeninz.”

—

“Come here, Heath.”

The new boy eringed towards him.

1 have heard of this conduct of yours before, Heath,™
said D, Locke sternly.  ** It is so mean and cowardly o trait
in anybody's character, that it amazes me that anyvene should
deseend to . You should fearn to lecop your mguisitivenesa
in check,”

af '[_I T

“You were listening ab the dooe. .

“I—I wasn't, sir! I—I was just going %0 knock, when—
when Mr. Quelch opened the door, sir," mumbled Heath.

“You were on your knees,” said &r. Quelch.

“F—I have just stooped down, sir, to—to pick up a stud
I had dropped.”

“Bilenee ' exelaimed the Ilead. “You makeo matters
worse by tolling these wicked untruths, Heath, You are a
mm; uittruthfui boy.™

“ Hold out your hand!™

“T—if you I!:[c-am:-. 131 7 ™

“ At oncel

g i S |

“ Hald out your hand, boy !,

eath oboved reluctantdy., Ilo pave a shrick as the cone
descended, Dr. Locke did not often lay the cane on bherd,
but in thia case tha utter meanness of the wrekched . fellow
before him lad disgusted him, and ho laid the blow on
aovoeraly.

P
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Heath seemed io crumple up., He never could bear pain,

“Oh " he shricked.

“ Bilence, air!" szaid the Head sternly, laying down tho
cane, " ¥You seemn to Do as cowardly os you arc dishonour-
able. Gol™

Heath slunk from the study.

A most unpleasant boy, s=ir,” said Mr. Quelch, as he
closed the door after the whimpering Heath. T have never
seen o boy I like less. TFortunately, the other boys in my
Form are fully aware of the meannces of his character, and
hlf 12 not likely to be able to exert any evil influence over
them.™

I am sorry there is such o boy at Greyfriars,”” said tho
Head, frowning. I would gladly send such a2 boy away
from the school. But that would be too drastic 3 punishment.

hope, however, that these ways of his will be cured.”

**1 shall do my best, sir.”

_And Mr. (funlf:h’s face had & grim look, which boded very
ill for Esau Heath, unless those ways of his should chango.

Heath went limping down the passape, pressing the
punished hand under his arm, and groaning to himself. Two
or three juniors met him at the end of the passare, and there
was a general grin. Removites, as a rule. could take their
punishment without making a fuss about it, and there was
g-nerl'l contemnpt in the Form for a fellow who whimpered,

eath’s cowardice was well known, and he was not likely to
get much sympathy.

" Licked 7" agked Frauk Nugent.

Heath groaned.

“Ow! Yes! Ow!™
“How many cuts?"’ aszked John Bull
‘I{_}nﬂ!’,

Nugent snorted.

" You'ro making all that row over one eut "’ he excluiined.
You jolly weall onght to be ashamed of yourself, then"

1 guess go,” said Fisher T. Fish.
Heath =queezed his hand and muttered.
**The beast laid it on hard,” he said.
happened to bo near his door.”

 Hats{" gaid Bull. * You were listening at the kevhole,
as usual, I suppose.”

“I bhappened to hear—"

“What a lot of things you happen to hear!” snecrod
Nupgent.

" Blessed if he doesn’t breat Bunter hollow, and I always
reckoned that Bunter was the meanest guy I ever ztruck,™
Fisher T. Fish remarked.

“You needn't hear the news if you don't want to," snid
Heath savagely. X

”Hm.ﬂﬁn? What's the news!"” asked the fhree juniors
together, forgetting for the moment their condemmation of
the method Heath had employed to learn it.

“The Cherry people are commencing an action for libel”

“FPhew ! Surel” . SER o

“The Head's been informed by Major Cherry's solicitors,
Mesare. Sharpe & Keene,”" said Hoeath.

".M}I' ]‘Hlt- !!:l )

“*The major meant business, then, T gress|”

Nugent grinned. _

I told you he would ramp,” he =aid,
‘I'l'ﬂ-"ﬁ".”

“*Ha, ha, ha

“T guess it will be trouble,' =nid Fisher T, Fish. “ Dr,
Locke and the governors will have to defend the ecase. Boh
Cherry will be giving evidence, and Dr. Locke will have to
appear 10 conrt.™

“My word! It will bo something new in the history of
Greyfriars.”

“1 guese T shall order the ' Daily Mail' every day and
follow tho case.”

“Good! I'll go halves with vou”

“ Of course,’” said Heath, " there's no chance of Bob Cherry
petting clear, is there? The evidence can't be upset In a
court of Jaw.”

“Of course, it can't,” salid WNupent. " The evidence i3
true, and the truth can’t be upset, cxcept by very specially
clever lawyers. The Head will come out of it all serene.”

1 guess 50"

“T'l let Wharton know this,"” Nupent remarked. ' Tt may
enlighten him a lhittle. T should think even he would stop

laying the giddy goat when he knows that the Head is
E&ing bothered in this rotten wav.”

And Frank made his way to No. 1 Study.
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THE SIXTH CHAPTER,
A Clue at Last!

REY WHARTON was in No. 1 Btudy doing hiz pre

paration. Frank Nugent shared that study with him,

and they had had it to themselves ever since Hurveo

Jamset Ram Singh had gone back to Indin to attend
the Delhi Durbar. Just lately gNug-?nt had kept out of tho
sndy a great deal; relations had been a little strai
Nugent had his tea with Joha Bull, as a rule, and did his
prﬂ)- in Bull's study, :

arry Wharton was not alone, however. Mark Linley

was with him. Linle FII operly belonged to Heath's study;
but he could not stan eath, and Wharton was plad of t
Lancazhive lad's company.

Wharton looked up with a pleasant expression as Nugent
cams in.  The bresch had been widening between them,
owing to the difference in opinion over the case of Bob
Cherry, much against Marry’s wizsh. Ilo conld not give np
s own belief in Bob, to please anybody; but he could not
induco Nugent to share that belief.

* Hallo, Franky!” he exclaimed.

pr]ﬂ:.?”
ugent shook his head.

“Na. I've get nows for you.™

Wharton jumped up,

* About Bob¥"?

i Y’Eﬂ.?}

“Have they dizcovered anvthing ™!

* No,” growled Frank, ** they haven't!
discover "'

" Proof of bis inoocence.™

“ Rats I’

* ook here, Frank

“ Oh, don't let's argne abont that "' Nugent exclaimed im-
patiently. ** We shall only quarrel. Let's agree to differ.”

" Very well, Bubawhat's the news?”

“ Zherry's people are beginming an action against Dr.
Locke and the governors of Greyfniars.™

44 M:'r 'I_Iatl-!ii

“The whole blessed case is going to be dragmed throupgh
the Law Courts,” said Frank. ‘' Dr. Locke will have to
appear and give evidence. They'll have the head governor
up, too, and most hlkely I shall have to po, as it was my
postal-order that was stolen. Nice, isn't it, for a decent
sehool i

“It's rotten!”

** [ should think you'd drop backing up that Liessed family
now,”” said Nugent.

Wiharton shook his head.

* No fear,” he replied. *It's rotten, certainly; but Mmjor
Cherry isn't to” blame. Tf T were u father, and my son were
charged as Bob has been, I'd fight tooth and nail to clear him,
and curry the case on to the very end, and spend overy hlessed
penny I'd got on it.”

*That's all very well, if the chap were inncrent.”

“ Well, hiz father believes he's iunocent, at zll events, and
he's bound to act on that belief,™ sawd Marl,

Nugent sgified.

“T'm sick of the whole bizneyv,” he said. ** Tt would have
been much more decent of the Cherry family if they had shut
up about it, and not dragged their own nane, and the name
of Greyfnars, through the mire. ™

“T can't agree with von, Frank,” =aid Harry. ' Boh's

After being

*Coming to do your

Wlhat i= there to

13

good namoe and his whole carcer are at stake,
expelled from Greyfriars on a charge like that, he wouldn’t
be admitted to any desent school.  You can’t oxpect his
people to take it lying down, [ know minoe wouldn't.”

Ed {}h’ I'i'l'.$ E!!‘

“ Now, look here,” said Harry quietly. * Why won’t you
talk the matter over sensibly, Frank, and let’s sée if we can
wet fo flhe troth of it?"”

" We've pot to the truth of it, and all the talk in the world
won't make any difference.” said Nugent heatedly.

“T1 war away from Grexfriars at the time,” said Wlharton.
“If T had been here, T think T should have looked into it,
somehow, and upset it. Nobody seems to have tried to take
up Bob's point of view, except Mark lere.”

“And I couldn’t find out anything to help Bol," =aid the
Lancashire lad,

“ I stood by Bol as long as T could,” said Nugent dozgedly.
“You can't expect a dhap to stand by a proved thicf.” ’

“Look here, Frack, why should Bob have stolen your
postal-order?™ zaid Wharton earnestly. “*If he'd lwen so
badly in want of money, you'd have lent 1t to him, if he'd
asked you—or even given it to him."

“ He couldn't very well ask that, | =uppose?”’

‘! Better than stealing it, I should think. Th# would be a
last resource even with a dishonest chap, and you know Bob
wasn't that 1™

“He's proved that he was.
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“1 think he had a right to expeot more faith from .you,
Frank. I don't believe he would ever have doubted you.’”
h‘;:lﬂu would never have had any reason to." said Frank

rtly.

I believe your could help me get at the fruth, if you
would,” said Wharton, “ Bo far as I can see, the caze con-
centrates on this point. You hung your jacket up in this
study at twenby-five minutes to one, and loft it, and Bob came
in at aboul twentv to one, and stayed in liere. He was shill
Iiere when vou locked in vour pocket for the postal-order
and found that it was missing. But it would have been por-
fectly easy for anybody to nip in during the five minutes the
study was empty.”

“ Basy—not Lkely, though.”

" Did you see anybody hanging about the study when you
left it, ¥rank?"

 There were several fellows in the passage.”

“ Where were you going at the time?"

T was going down to the ericket.”

“Then I suppose most of the fellows in the passage were
going out, too*” Harry Wharton asked.

M1 supposs s0,” said MNugent impatiently.  * What the
dickens are you petting at?'"

* Patience, a minate. I thinl T am petting ai something,”
satd Wharton. ** When vou caime in this st uﬁ:.‘. and went oub
again in a blazer, the chaps in the passsre would naturally
know that you had left vour jecket here.”

“'!"k;{ﬁ, if they noticed me at all, I don't suppose they
would."”

. " Most of the Remove had seen you put the postal-order
in vour jacket pocket along with Todd's lettar ™

. " ¥Yes, most of the Form had been standing round, listen-
ing to my reéading Todd's letter ont,” said Nurent.

“Gooed! Then we may take it that all the fellows in the
passage knew that the postal-order was in yvour pocket, and
thaﬁ vour jacket was hanging up heve, with nobody in the
study.”

Nugent yvawned,

** Oh, I'suppoze =0, he said.

* Most of the fellows, too, would be geing down {o the
Ericli?rt.i'”said Harry. ** That would leave the passage cmpty.”

L 'E r”

‘' Unless thera was some ohap who dide't go down to the
ericket," satd Wharton.

MNugent started a little.

“YWhat do you mean?"" he asked.

“Take the fellows who don't play ericket,” went on Harry
steadily. *' Take, say, Bunter, angl’ Sneap, and Heath, and
Skinner. Any one of these, you will admt, was much morve
likely to steal the postal-order than old Bob was.’"

*I should have said so then, of coursa. T've changed my
opinion cinee. As for Bunter, Fish sugpested him first of
all, and we investigated, and Mrs. Mimbls proved that he
had been in the tuck-shop all the time.™

“Leave out Bunter, then, Idid you ses Snoop, or Skinner,
or Heath about the passage on that occaszian, or any other
fellow of the same spyle?”’

"I zaw Heath'

Wharton gave a jump.

He had h to hear something of this sort—he had hﬁfﬁd
for a elue. But he had not expected instant snccess—he had
not dared io expeet it™

* Heoath "' he repeated.

“Yes," spid Nugent irvitably., I vremember Heath was
in the passage. 1 remember seeing him thers for a moment.
I think he was going to his own study. DBut T suppose even
Heath could be in the passage without intending to burgle
a chap’s study.”

“ Heath didn't go to the cricket-ground

“¥ou know o doesn’t play ericket.”

“But did he come to look on®™*

%o far as I remember, he didn't.™

“Then he probably remained up here while all the other
fellows wera out.”

He looked

Nugent seomed a little struck by this remark,
“Well, it's quita possille,”” he said; “but T don't see—""

thoughtful.

“And a3 the study was quite empty for five minutes before
Dob Uberry came in, Heath had every oppottunity, if he
wantad, of nipping in and taking the postal-order,”

“1 auppose he had the opportunity ; 20 had many others, if
they had oliosen to take it,” said Nugent,

“I'm speaking of Heath now. Heath iz a cad—a rotten
cad, mean enough for onything, and he had a special feud
with Bob Cherry.  Beb licked him for tormenting  Mrs,
Kebble’s cat, and we al! know that Heath said he would make
|lliﬁ'ﬁ!§;1lff?rllfﬂr it i c Ak

*Oh, fellows say those things, and forget all about them,™

* Ileath isn't the chap to forget a grodge.”

Nugent made an impatient gesture.

It seems to me that vou're willing to suspeet anvbody of
an_it.hmg rather fhan Bob,” he said. ' You can't suspect
Bob of theft; but you're ready to suspect Heath of theft,
{OEE:‘:«W. and impersonation without a shred of evidence "
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* ie’s that kind of chap.”

“ Ok, rot!”

Wharton flushed.

“Well, T cant say vou're vory ecivil about it!"™ ha eox-
claimed. ' I should Lave thought yvou'd be glad of & chance
of lwlping to clear Bob."

“You can't cleaar a guilty chap™

“1 tell you—-""

“And I toll vou—"

“ Look here—""

ONE
FENNY.

“No pood goarrelling about it," Mark Linlay sug ested
quietly. ““We shall got at the truth some time; and ['m
sure that's what we aﬁ want.” :

“1I'm nmot going to have Wharton saying that ['ve gone
back on a friend, and treated hant badly,” sa1d Nugent angrily,
**I should have stood by Cherry if he had been intiocent.
Wharton's practically accusing mo of slandering a chap.'

“You've made o mistake.”

“¥es; all the school has made a mistake. and you
two are in the right,” said Nugent savagely. ¥ You tweo
inow oll about it; and Dr. Locke and all the masters and all
the fellows have made fools of themaelves !

“I don't sav that—"'

“Yes, vou do! And I've had enough of it!
te hear Bob Cherry's name again ™

And Frank Nugent Hung out of the study. and slamned
the door behind him, with a slam that rang the lenpth of
the Remove passage.

I don't want

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Bob and His Father,

OB CHERRY stood at the window of the dining-room
in Cherry Lodge, looking out.

Bob was looking very different feom of old.

He was home again now—home, with his people—
but he had come home with feclings vory different from thosa
of a customary home-coming, i

It was not hike coming home for the vocation, wilh two or
throe Greyfrinrs fellows to keep him company, and nothing
to worry him till the day arvived for returning to school.

Things were very changed now. ) .

He had come home under a shadow of guilt and disgrace—
a shadow that was to last hiz whole lifetime, unless the
major's efforts succeeded in clearing it away by s action
in the courts, .

He had been cxpelled from Greyfrinrs—sacked from tha
school !

Bob had come home burning with indignation and rescnt-
ment—black bitterness in his heart at the unjust senience,
ficree reseniment against the friends who bad oot stood by
bz,

But he had calmed down since then.

With the major and the major's solicitors, he had gone over
the matter again and agnin, threshing out every possilile
point of it. ] ] )

And he had come to realise how terribly strong the evidence
had been against him,

With the evidence as it was, what conclusion could the
Head possibly have come to other than that to which he had
come ?

Against the overwhoelming mass of proof there was only
Tiob's character to put in the balanee—a character that had
always been frank and free and honest and above reproach.

That had not weighed against the evidence.

But Bob, thinking it aver calmly, had come to be able to
make allowances for those who had found him guilty wpon
such proof.

The trouble had told npon the lad,

He. who had been bappy, eareless, the picture of vouthiul
!llTﬂh:h and spirits, looked as if he had been through o painful
illness.

His happy face hnd grown pale and careworn—ths colour
was driven from his checks, which wera thinnor than of
ald.

Bob missed Greyfriars—he missed the school and the
follows and the ericket and the thousand-and-one occupations
of a schoolboy's life.

And the thought that they believed him guilty, that they
regarded him as having been justly cast forth, was torture
to the unhappy lad.

And yot

He had entered at first with spirit and zeat Into the plans
of the major. He had thought with keen satisfaction of
forcing the governors of Grevfriars to admit before all the
world that they had done him a cruel wrong.

But in discussion with the major's aolicitors he had soen
that even Mr. Sharpe had been staggered by the evidence.

Did even that lawyer doubt hiy innocence ?

9
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The majar's foith was strong and firm as a rock; nothing
could shake it. DBut unless further ovidence wans browght
to light, how was the case to Le won? Whot would be
gained by dreagging it through the courts?

Bob was thinking of that as he stood at the window,
]mk_ing' out.

His father wasz still at the talle, sipping hiz elaret.
There was a Jovelike frown upon the major’s expansive brow.
That day, as upon every day, he had beon consulting with
Mr. Sharpe as to the weasures to be tuken to bring the

Hﬁiﬂﬂﬁf[“ reyfriars to his knces,
The boy started and turned his head.

" Yes, dad

Major {..'h-l.‘]‘rj" leoked ot him over his wineriass.

U Cheer g, ob ! All's going well —Mr., Sharpe says all is
going quite as well as could bo expected.”

Y ey, clad.”

i " We'll make them prove it.” said the major emphatically,

There's law and justice in this country, Bob, for rich aul
poor alike, and we'll make thewm prove theic charge up to
the very hilt.”

*¥oea, dad.™

“Then eheor up 1™

* Yes, dad.”

Mujor Cherry looked at him sharply, and filled his glass
again. The wajor was alwayy very assiduous in his atten-
tions to the decanter, which perbaps partly accounted for
hiz erimson complexion and his fiery temiper.

* Look here, Bob, don't keep a long face! We're going fo
confound them, I tell you—to smash them up from start to
finish 1"

“I—-T say, dad—""

Bob hesitated and broke off.  For some dayvs he had had a
thowght in his mind that he hardly dared to utter to his
father, yet he folt bound to speak it out.

“¥er, Boh? What is it, ad? Co on!”

“ Must we go on with the case®”
mg'f;rl maujor started, and dropped his glass in his astonish-

nt,

{’rash !

The spilt wine splashed over the major'a well-fillad waistcoat,
and he started to his feet.

,,;',%.3‘3 i; ::1;‘ l"i:alrml_ T |

cg, dad? 1'm so sorry! T'll get you o glage—""

“Bob! Bob!™ : bt 3

“ Y s, s P

“ You ask me if we must go one with the case I roaved the
major. " Are you mad ¥

“T hope not, sir”

“You must be, T think !’ said the major furiously. * Go
on with the case! Do you want to admit guilt, then, before
everybody 17"

"““WNo, sir; bui—"

Y Dut what—hut what ¥ roarced the major, who generally
flew into a temper first, and asked for an cxplavation after-
wards., *“Dut what, sir?"

“Tf I may spoal, dad-—221:

“1'm asking you to speak ! TFot what?”

" Well,” sand Dob slowly, “ DPve been thinking it over,
and it seoms to me that the case is awfully strong on
their side. Uinless wo pot some frosh evidenee, I don't see
what is to be done”

“¥You don't see! Dy Jove!™

“And—and I thiwk the ITead belioved it all, sir.
antd he was acling from what he believed to be o sense of
duty. It seems rotten to drag the poor old chap through
the courts,” said Bob miscrably. *Of course, if it will do
any good, that's a different matter.,  But—"

"It will prove to the publie, at all events, that the Cherry
family don’t take insults of this sort lving down ! roared the
major,

“¥on, gir; bute——'

H Besides, we're poing to have investipation—the nost-
mistress will be made to prove w hat the declared-—and we
ma‘;,'ant at the fellow who Lnpersonated youw.'

“¥Yoes, sir. I—-I—

The mnjln:rr cafmed down a [ittlo,

“Don't be a young fool, Bob 1" he said, “Don't talk like
8 young asa” You're moping here. and losing vour spirit—
that's what it is! I don't care whether the Flead of Grey-
friars was mistaken, or what kind of an ass he was! [
know he's expelled my son from the school, and I know I'm

oing to make the country ring with it, sir, unless they do
Justice ! By Jove!”

" Very well, fathor 1™

The major filled another glass.

“ Not another word, Bob! We're going on; and if we're
beaton we'll appeal, and if we're beaten then, wo'll appeal
again, till we get to the House of Lords ! Dy Jove, sir, we'll
make thom wrigglo—wriggle, sir ! said the major.

And tho old zoldier emptied his glass o the confusion of
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his oppenents and all their works; and Bob, fecling miser-
able enough. held his peace.  He had his misgivings, but it
n'lf.".- not s place to argue with his father; his doty was to
Ry,

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Cash in Advance.

EATH was busy in hiz study in the Remove passage.
Heath's cecupation wos o peealiar one, sl would
have surprised the fellows if they had scen Jum
cngaged as he was,
~ The study had belonged to Bob Cheery and Mark Linley
vefore Hearh eame to Greyfriars. Bob Cherry was gone
fronn the school, and Lintey was ad present in Harey Whar-
ton's quarters. Fean Heath consequently had had the study
to himself all the time.

Most of the furniture had remained just as it was in
Eherry's and Linley's time, and MHeath, on the casivst of
casy ferms, found himsclf provided with n furnished reon,
There was a bookease and a table with drawers in it and
several shelves, and a large number of old hooks amd papers.

Heath's present occupation scented to be in sorting them
out. He was ?uiug through the books, shaking them as if ta
discover any sheets of paper that wight have got ameng the
wraves. He shifted the books in the ease, looking behind
titens.  He sorted out the heaps of old papers and magazines,
Old numbers of the *Gea™ Library and " The Boys'
Herald 7 belenging to Bob Cherry. the noew junior opened
pur leaf by leaf, looking iuta themn all.

Heath might have lost an extremely valuable banknote by
f:fmlthm‘m!g mess of the search he was bestowing upon the
study.

e evased at laszt, tired and breathless and dusty.

“Hang it 17 he mottered. ™ Hang it 1"

e stood n the stwdy, looking round him. Thore was not
a corner of the room he had not diligently searched. and not
tor the first timwe, cither. Every day. perbaps twice in g
day, Heath had been searching through his study.

More than enee a fellow looling in from the eorridor had
found him so cccupied, and wondered,

Heath had suappishly explained that he had lost a letter
irom his father—a letter containing a remittance.

If that was the case. he had certainly not found it.  His
long and frequent searches of the study had led to nothing.

He knew. he realised, that the searching was in vain.
What he was secking could not be in any nook or cranny
of the reom. Yet, in desperation, he had searched again and
awain, It naght have been pushed into some nooli—1t might
Bave been conccaled by chance between the leaves of a
volume ; there was a chanee. But every fresh scarch had the
sune rosult

“Hang it! Hanp 1! Where can it be? 1 lknow T dicdn’t
destray 1t—1"m cortain net ! Yet ot must be in the study, if
T didn't! Where can it be? Bupposze somebody cls: gol
hold of it "

e secmed to turn sick at the thought.

The door opened, and Heath turged round foriously.
The fat face of Billy Banter glinmered 1n from the passape,
and Bunter blinked at the new junior through his big
spectacles.

“T1 any, Hoath—-""

“Get out!" shouted Heath.
What are vou spying here for ¥

Buanter was one of the fow fellows in the Remove of whom
Heath was not afraid.  Heath clenched his hands, and
advaneed towards him 25 he spoke,

“I—I sav, hold on !”" said Bunter. I only want te speak
to you! What makes vou think Pm spyving T What is there
to spy on?”

Heath chocked himself.  His exoitement, apparently about
nﬁ:rhing, wag the best way to cause suspicton, He konew
that.

=E—— What Jdo vou want ¥ he snapped.

“ Have you fonnd it vet !’

Bunter shot that question at Heath like o stone from a
eatapult, and held the door ready te slam if Heath made o
rush at him.

But Heath did not.

Heath staggered away from Banter. turning sickly pale,
and sank into a chair. His hands dropped weakly to his
siddes, and he stared at Bunter as he might have stared at
sotne prrisly phantont.

The fat jumior grinned. The wiier collapse of HMeath at
the simple question showed even Banter what power he had
in Tuis hands, though he was far from quiek of abservation.
The Owl of the Remove stepped into the study, and closed
the door behind him,

" Wew-what do you mean?’ Heath gasped at last,

“I mean what 1 say,” satd Bunter ocolly, * Have you
found w2

“Get out, vou fat cad!
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“ Begad ! roared Bob Cherry's angry father. * Is this a tlme for tricks, slr?" Thwack! Thwack! * Yow!
Wow 1" cried Billy Bunter, as his tight trousers rang back to the lash of the cane. (Sea page 2.)

 Found what 8"

“What you've becn looking for every day since Beb
Chorry loft " said Dunter coolly, * ¥You ses, 1 know all
about 1t.”

" l—1 haven't becn locking for anything.'

DBunier grinned.

“I've been watching yvou through the keyhole for the last
five minutes, and [ lwacd what you seid te yoursell, too,"
o replied :

Y You—you cad !

Y I've watched you half a dozen times before, il you come
ta that,” =aid Bunter. " And I've heard Micky Desmond
mention about benring you rammaging over the room—his
gtudy e next, vou know—and Bulstrode and Bkinner have
koth found you turning the study out at differont 1imes.™

“Pee boen looking for a letter from my [ather™

“ Rata "

Heath tried to recover hia nerve. Ilis little ovil eyes
gloamed very evilly at Dunter.

“ Wihat do you mean, you cad?’ he asked.

U ¥ou're ‘not looking for -z letter,'” said DBunter coolly.
B You're looking for a sheet of foolsoap.”’

Again Heath's face grew deadly white.

“ How do you know?"

* Bamuss 've pob it.”

Heath aprang up:

& Ynu’t’g got 1t7"" he shouted.

[ ?ﬂﬁ.h

Heath did not apeak again., e made a rush straight at
Bunter. The fat junior skipped round the tabke.

“Hold on, you ass!" he roared. “I haven't got it with
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ma! You don't think [ should be idiot encugh to bring if
herc, do you ™ _ o

“Oh! Heath paused. “Oh! Where is it, then

“Where you won't find it asnid Bunter breathlessly
“ And if you go for me azain, I'll joliy well hand it over to
Wingate.”

Y You—you young villain!" . :

“F know which is the villain of us two,” said Bunter, with
& sneer. ‘I haven't sat down in my study making copies of
& chap's signature—""

" Silence !

“Well, you shut, then,” said Dunoter. * Of courge, I dars
say you were only amusing yoursclt, whiling away the time,
#a it were, by scrawling *R. Cherry,” over a sncet ol
" foid

“ Ho eir tongue '

“ But i*lr:.!r would lguuk jolly suspicious if anybody saw the
paper. Don’t you think so0?" said Bunter, with a grin of
enjoyment as 'he blinked at the trembling cad of the Romaove.

“It—it was only a time,"” satd Heath, and hia vouwc
tromblad and stuttered. “1— But how did you get
hold of the paper?”

Burter chuckled.

“71 found 11" : iz

“ You stole it, you mean," Heath hissed. " T hid it under
a heap of foolscap on my table, when I was colled away
suddr:ig.r] ; Iand | :ilﬂ'aj's look my study door and take the-key
out when . _

“You m.g}'ﬂu*m not half so deep as you think," grinned
Bunter. * And you're new to Greyfriars, too. These ‘twe
studica—Nes, 13 snd 14, are pow rooms, built out of old

“THE KING'S QUEST.” raasx Roussox
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Jumber-roome that used to be at the end of the passagce.
The same chap put the locks on, and he put on the same
ttern docks. I was in No. 14 at one time, and I had &

¢y, That key fits this lock as well as the logk in No. 14,7

“ And—and iw:n..t unlocked my door while I was out¥”

“You see, 1 wondered why wou locked it,” Bunter ox-

lained, *'I naturally suspected that yvou were having feeds

er¢ on your own, and you didn’t want to share gut. Under
the circumstancea, T thought I was entitled to look in the
cupboand. That's why I came in. I dide’t know vou were
amusing yourself by practising forgery.”

ll:ifati:- pa?,tni

“When I found there wasn't any grub, I jusk investigated
matters,” Dunter went on. * And f cound the sheet of paper.
As Bob Cherry had been expelled thut same day, it seemed
1o me very odd that there should bo a sheet of paper in this
study covered over with * R. Chery,” in handwriting very like
his~like yours at the top of the page, and petting move and
J“'Ei‘% !:].Ih:‘} his towards the bottom."”
woAnd T shoved it in my pocket,” said Bunter cheerfully.

You see, I didn't quite know what to make of it, but I
thought it might be upcful. Bince then, I've kept my eyes
open. When [ found that you've been searching up and
down the study éver since, again and again, it's not hard to
guesa what paper you're locking {or™

Heath gave o groan.

“Of vourse thet—that had nothing whatever to do with
the cose against Bob Uherry,” he s-uiﬁ-

O course not,” pgreed ﬁuntur. with a malicious grin.

“Why haven't you said anything about it before?” said
Heath » frwlg:,
o Becausc "—Buntcr blinked at him across the table—

you're such & cunning hound. T dide't know what to make
of it at first; and when I thought it over afterwards, I was
afraid to do anything. I knew you were z born criminsl,
and I was afraid you might be able to fix it on me if I
showed 1t."

Heath's ayes gleamed.

“And I could—and would—and will!”’ he said. * Vou've
got no proof thet you found the paper in my study. I'H
swear I've never secn it. My hat! lqll make you suffer if
vou don't give it up! I'll make out that you've written it
yourself, to extort money from me " -

" Just exactly what I thought,” said Bunter. “I knew
you'd work up something like that, and get me served in tha
same way as Bob Cherry. And as lois of fellows have a
prejudics against me, they'd be sooner down on me than they
were on Dob Cherry, Two or three fellows I’ve had little
loans from becausc—because I knew little things about them,
would have ceme forward to speak against me. You rotter,
1 oould see mysclf being sacked from the schoeol !

* YVou'll see it vet, unless—"?
 "Held on,"” =aid Bunter coolly. * You've forgotien that
circumstances have changed now. Major Cherry 1s bringing
an action against the governers of Greyfriars,”

"}"v’hatha uth:ti”l ;

“I rather think lLisz lawyers would be glad of some
evidence,” said Bunter. * 1t's all diffecent n-gw. If I send
that paper to Messrs. Sharpe & Keewe, and offer to give
evidence thout finding it here, I think that will settle yvou.
You won't be able to stand up in a court of Jaw, on your
oath, and lic 28 yon would in the Head's study. And those
lawyers are so jolly sharp, they'd bowl you out in no bime,
and make vou give yourgelf awsy. You know you would!
You know you daren't stand up before a lawyer and o judge
and commit perjury.”

Heath's lipa trembled.

He did know it—he knew it only too well. e could lie
himself out of & scrape at Greyfriars, but the thought of the
crowded court, the wigged judge, the stern.cyed, examining
lawyer, made him tremble and feel sick.

“You young hound !" he muttercd. ' What will vou take
far the paper?™

Runter chockled.

“ 8o you're coming to termsi'’ he ashed,

“Yea of course. I—T was only writing that paper for
fun," stamimered Heath, " I—I wanted to see whethor it
was possible to—to copy a signature, beeause—berause Linley
was saying that that was what had been done. It was only
in fun, and it was after—after what happened about the
pusi‘i.rl-urdcr.” it i

“You can tell that to o judge and jury if vou like™

“ What will vou take fﬂi' Etgf'” TR .

‘* A sovereign,” said Bunter,

* Bring it here, and—"'

Bunter laughed.

“No fear! Cash in advance.”?
“1 won't! J—"
“Very well! Wil you lend me a stamp 7"
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A stamp 1" said Heath, staring. “ What for 7"t

“To gtamp my letter to My, Sharpe.”

Heath eaught his breath.

" Here's the sovercign,” he said.
paper immediately, Bunter ™

And Billy Bunter quitted the study with & sovercizn in his
waisteoat pocket. e left Heath shaking and trembling Jike
one with the ague. There was a smile of fat satisfaction on
Bunter's foce. He koew that Heath was well off, and he
anticipated thet the new junior would prove o regular horn
of pleoty for him now-—at all events, so long as the case of
Bob Cherry should accupy the courta. As for the utter base-
ness of what he was doing, Billy Bunter did not seem to
realise that at all.

Bunter's idca was to aveid all trowble for himself. and
make a8 good a thing for himsell as he could. It did not
seem to occur to him thet there were any other considerations
in the matter at all

In excuse for the fat junior, it muet be said that he was
too dense, and too stupid, to know really what wae right and
what was wrong, and that he generally preserved the highest
possible cpinton of himself through his shadiest adventures,

Bunter did not go to hiz etudy for the paper now. He
guitted the School House, and headed for the tuck-shop.

Heath remaized in his room; waiting for the return of the
fat junitor, but waiting in vaino. Billy Bunter was far too
busy to think of returning, and he liad nothing to return fer,
For he had no more idea of really handing the incrimimating
paper to Heath, than he had of payi iy debts with tho
sovercign he had extracted from the cad of the Remove,

THE NINTH CHAPTER,
Bﬂ. th: ka#
HﬁREY WHARTON rose and put his books nway, with a

“ Now bring wme the

determined frown upon his face. He had heen think-

ing over the mystery instead of getting his work done,

bt he could not help it. The affair of Bob Cherry
was in his mind all the time; he could not get rid of it. His
promise to Bob to werk hard to clear his name at Greyfriars
wus never out of his thoughis. And, as vet, in spite of the
time that had elapsed, he had done nothing—there secemed to
be nothing to be done. ¥et there must be some wuy of
penetrating the veil of myatery that hung over the bumncss
of the stolen postal-order. One clue e had obtained from
Frank MNugent—extracting it from him, as it were, speinst
his will—the fact that Hsaue Heath had been near Study
Noo 1 when the postal-order was stolen., But even before
that, his suspicions had turned upon Heath,

Mark Linley looked up from his Anabasis,

“Going down?"' he ssked,

** Yes, and out.”

“Shall 1 c}::trnt i'; N G

* Yas, rather. I'm going to the post-office™

** About Bob "

“ Yes"

The two juniors went downstairs, and they met far from
friendly locks from the juniors they passed., Harry
Wharton's popularity had never been at a lower cbh. His
championship of Bob Cherry seemed to be the last straw.
Wharton’s lirm faith in him was a standing reproach to the
rest of the Form, and they resented it keenly.

Nugent did not speak to him. John Eulf logked another
way, and Fisher T. Fish seemcd to be occupied busily in
studying the toes of his boots when Wharton passed. H};rr
ik not appear to notice the coldness of his frionds. He ]vf{.
the School House with Mark, and they walked out at the
gites. Harry did not speak upon the suhject in his mind til
they wers tramping down the leafy lans to the village.

“We've had the post-mistress’s evidence at the mﬁmL angd
it secmed clear encugh,” ke znid. *The only oxplanation
is that some scoundrel impersonated Bob to cash the postal
order, You agree to that??

“* 1t seems certain enough, Harry.”

“Well, if we question Mrs. Brett about it, she mav re
memher some circumstance about the chap which she didn®
mention to the Head, 8he was very flurried when she wan
called upon to identify the chap at Greyfriars, and after she
had once recognised Lob, the Ilesd never thought of quea-
tioning her. 1've got another idea in my mind, too, but we'll
ga to the post-office firgt'

Mrs. Brett %melﬂd the juniors very civill
grocery post-office of Friardale. The kind old lady regretted
very much the part she had taken in the duwu?&il of Bob
Cherry, but she had been bound to speak the truth, or what
appeared to her to be the truth.

“ Good-alternoon, Maosler Wharton ' she said.

“Good-afternoon, Mrs. Brett! I want to speak to von
about that affair,” Wharton said abraptly. “Can you givoe
meé a few minutes "

The good lady looked distressed,

in the Litle
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“Certainly, Master Wharton! I'm wvery, very su::f
about that, indeed I am; but 1 could only tell the hesd-
master what I knew, couldn’t T7"

“OF course,” said Harey, 1 don't blume you. But 1
ﬂlink there must have been a mistake in the identity, Mrsa

] A

The post-misiress shook her head.

“It was Master Cherry sure enough,” the szaid. “I1 re-
member him  specially by his  hair—faxen colour, and
bunched upon his fﬂr&iead:[ Thare waz no othar boy in all
those I saw who had hair anything like it."

Harry Wharton nodded.

* ¥es, I know that sounded jolly convincing at the time,
he remarked, * but since then 1t's oceusred to uws, Mrs
Bretr, that the chap may have been disguised.”

* DHeguised, Master Wharton ¥''

“Yes. I believe it waz in the dusk when he came inid?

“Yes, it was getting dusky.”

* The shop hadn't been lighted then?

* No, not for angther ten minutes.”

Wharten looked at Mark with satisfaciion. The facts
were certainly working out Lo Gt his theory. An imper-
sonator would certainly choose the half-light to effect his
gurp;;g-a, tf he possibly could. Many little points that might

e visible in the daylight, or in the lamplizht, might cacape
ebzervation in the dusk,

* Dut it wos Master Cherey,” the post-mistress added.

“He was just Cherry’s size ¥ asked Wharton,

“1 did not notice particularly, of course; but ho was a
very big lad for a junior boy."”

“8Ho 1s Heath!" murmured Mark.

“How was he dressed 7" asked Harry.

“In Etons, with a cap.”

“Cap on the back of his head, T suppose, and a mop of
hair sticking out under it*" Wharton asked.

Tlee post-mristress amiled.

“Yes, Master Wharton”

“Well, that was Bob's style, at all events.
much 1

“* Nu; he seemed to have a slight cold.”

Wharton started eagerly.

“He had a cold ®” ?n:s shouted,

“Ha did not say s0, Master Wharton, but he mumbled a

groab deal, and spole very litkle, and kept his handkerchinf
over his -mouth.”

* My hat!™

Wharton's 'E{;E-Et were blazing now. His theory was correct,
beyond a doubt. For a Haxen wig, and a touch of char-
coal on the eyebrows would be a sufficient disguise, so long
as the lower part of the face was covered. Heath's thin,
apiteful mouth and sharp chin did not rescinble Bob Cherry's
in the least, and could hardly be made to do so. Bui the
device of affecting to have a cold had ecoversd up all that.

* Bob naver had a cold,” said Mark.

“1hdn't he take the handkerchief away from his face all
the time, Mra, Brett 7" asked Harey.

“[ think not, sir; but he was only in hers & minute,” said
Mrs, Brett. * e seemead to be in rather u hurry to get tha
money, and I served him at once.”

“Ihd you notice his necktie?” asked Llarry.

Mrs. Brett made an effort to remember.

“ Yes, it was a hriFth blue one," she said,

Wharton nodded. The impersonator had been as thorough
as he could. Bob Cherry, im spite of the rule at Groyfriara
that the fellows should dress very quietly, had a taste for
flamiug neckties, which he frequently gratified. The unruly
flaxen hair and the bright blue necktie had been quite
enough to identify Bob,

“Thank you wvery much, Mrs., Bret.," said Harpwy, 1
suppose, now, you will admit that it was possible, at least,
that another chap about Cherry’s size wmay have bmper
sonated him.”

“l=I suppose it'as possible, Master Wharlon.
thought of such a thing till this minute.”

“That's all right. ank vou verv much ™

And the two juniors guitted the village post-office,

Ind ha talk

I never

THE TENTH CHAPTLR,
The Unknown.
MAHI{ LINLEY locked inquiringly at his companion,

as they came out into the old High Street of Fripr-

dale, and stopped under the big elm outside the
post-offics,

. I}‘:lr;}‘_:at's the uex&. rﬁm'e?" l&?hasked.

" This way," sal aArry. ¢y walked down th ’
“ Look here,” Wharton wznt G ;rhru[uti}', “EuppﬂsﬂE aﬁ'tctﬁl;:-
at Greyiriars made up his mind to play this trick, what do
you think would be his first move 1"

“To get the disguize, I suppose ™

“Exactly. A faxen wig to_look like Bob's would he easy
to pick up at any costumier’s, of course: but it's not the
thmgl o fe]lqllm;; x-,-ﬂL:tLhI hivlc nba&tt thhn house ready. The
rascal wou ave to it—and where would he it ¥

The Macner Lwnuﬁ:—}.‘m 174. el

NEXT  Special C
TUESDAY ;  Gon

nation sary. eniiod: - THE KING'S GUEST.” rrank Efonaros.

(+1]
PENNY.

The « mag!ltt”

EVERY
TUEBDAY,

Wa've got & lot of props. among our amateur theatrical
things at Grreyfriars, but not a wig of that sort. He would
have to get it outside the school™

“That's s0."

“It would be safest to have it from London by post,
certainly; but there couldn't have baen time for that. The
postal-crder was cashed on the evening of thoe day that o
vwas atolen, I understand 7"

“*Yes, the same evening.”

“Then the chap must ghm.--e got his Jaxen mop close ab
hand, There’s a costumier's in Friardale—old Moses, who
runs the second-hand clothes shop, does the costume busi-
ness, too.  He keeps - things for the faney-deesa balls, and so
on, that are given in the neighbourhood, Unless the chap

ot the wig there, I don't see wheare he could have gob b
le might have gone over to Uourtheld, but if we draw
Moses ﬁlm‘:k, we con go over to Courtfield, too, and see”

“Good I

** Here's Moses' place. Come on g ;

A stout little gentleman of the Hebrew persuasion, with
a fat, good-natured face, greeted the juniors as they enteced.
When the Amateur Dramatic fever had been strong in the
Hemove at E‘rrﬁ'fria.ra, Harry Wharton & Co. had been good
customers of Mr. Moses, and he was glad to see them.

* (voot-afternoons, shentelmens ' said Mr. Moses, rubbing
his hands. “Yat can I do for you this afterncons,
shents 777

“1t's about that wig," said FHarry. .

y Mark Linley glanmg at him. Wharton was taking a bold
e,

“That wig?" repeated Mr. Dbloses

“ Yes—you remember a fAaxen-coloured wig you sold to s
Greviriars chap last weelk,” seid Wharton.

Mr. Moses nodded his head.

“ My gootness ! he said. “Is not the young shentelman
satisfied with that wig? T sell it to hiin at less than cosk
[PEiCe, my gootness L

Wharton's eyes glittered.

His shot :t".m,ni‘r struck home.

A Groviriara fellow had purchased o faxen wig at Mr.
Moses’ place thoe previous week. Matters were going
splendidly,

I tink that wig was spiendid,'”” said Mr. Moses, "and I
am sure that the young shent took enough of my time fl‘:.‘lll%
on every wig in the place. and complaining all the time i
it was not curly enough. And he would have norzing bot
that particular ecolour—no ozzer colour would suit um in
the laast. My gootneas!" )

“ Have you any maore wigs like it?" Harry asked.

“1 have vun more,” said Mr. Moses, “ but not so good—
not =0 curly. Here it 18"

He brought out & wig on his dusky counter.

Wharton took off his cap, and put the wig on his head,
snd loocked af it in the dusty, cracked mircor.

The resemblance it gave him to Bob Cherry waa
amazing.

He put up his handkerchief to hisa face, and coverad hu
mouth and nose, and then only his eyes remained fo show=
that he was Harry Wharton and not Bob Cherry.

Y Good ' said Mark.

Mr. Mosas watched tham in soma surprise,

“Is not the young shent satshed with the vig?" he asked.
“1 sell it to him very cheap, a3 low as cost price, to plonss
a customer."”

“0h, that's all right!" sawd Haprey.  “The chap I'm
spesking of—byv the way, what was the pame of your
customer ¥

“Hes gava me no nams, sir.”

“He was s Junior !

“ About vour own age, Master Whartlon."

“"H'm ™ said Harry. ™ Was he a follow you knew wall—
one of our set, I mean?"”

Mr. Moases shook his head.

“ Wo, sir, I had never seen him belore, but I knew that he
cam# from the achool, of course. He had a Greviriares cap.”

“ Had he a thin mouth, with a sort of spitefal lool 7™

Mr. Moses grinned.

“[ don't know, Master Wharton, I tinlk tat he had »
::n:rlld.‘ for he keep his mouth covered vith a handlisrchisf”

e

P2

“ You do not vant the vig?"" Mr. Moses asked, as Wharton
laid 1t on the counter.

“* Thank you, no; as a matrer of fact, we want to find whe
it was bought that wig of you,” said Iarry frankly.
*There's been a rotten trick played, and wa want to get at
the chap. Would you know him again?™

Mr. Moaea heaitated

“1 tink 20, he said. * Yes, perhaps, [ supposs. Dut ha
l.'.!'.':'Elill his mouth sover all zerp 1:j1_|1,v|3l Fou see. Pﬂ'rhh}_ﬁi he not
want me to know hon ™

13



14 @ SEE THE WONDERFUL FREE OFFER IN THIS WEEK'S ISSUE OF ™ THE BOYS' HERALD.” 1®

“ Very likely,"” said Wharton drily.

* Friday.”

*In the afterncon or evening ™

“In the afterncon.”

“ How did he take the wig away—in a paree]

“No, in & bag,” said MfF. Moses—* a hap with a lock and
key, and he was very careful to lock zer bag, I remember.”

** Thank you very much.”

** Mot at all, young shents, alwavs pleathed to see you and
do bithneth,” =aid Iﬁr. Moses, with o wave of his hand.

The chums could not contuin their satisfaction as they
went into the street again, Harry Whartlon had thought
out the matter thoroughly, and be lad decided upon this
line of investigation—and it was vielding * unexpected
results.

*It's splendid,” =aid Mark.

“Gorgeous,” said Harry., *T wonder what the Head
would say if he knew that a Greyfrines chaw had bought
& wig in Friavdale, just like old Beb's mop. on the after
noon of the day the postal-order was eashed.”

It would make a difference.”

“ Yes, rather; but we've gol lo get the proof complete
before wo talk,” said Flarry.” 1 fee] certain it was Heath
—but whether it was Heath or not, we've got to unearih
that wig. The question i3, where is it? A wig isn't ro joily
cusy to get rid of, yeu know. It wonld make a smolher
burning it in his study, and there's nowhere else he coaid
burn it, o we can tuke it I think, that it isn't barnt. There's
the vaiue of it, t00; and Heath, thoueh he has plenty of
money, 13 the meanest rotter in Gresirims, and nw'FuII:,r
Lkeen after petting value for his mouey,
Leeping the wig.'

“Then if we can't ind t—"

“ That ought to settie him, If he's keeping the wig, we'll
find it ; if he's hiddew it, we'll rout it out, If it's desirosed,
that will be a hit of a set-back; but 1 don’t suppuse if s,

Mark nodded cheerfully.

“ Even then we can have Mr. Moses down lo see Heath,
and seo if he's the chap that bought the wig,”’ he said.
 Heath can explain then what he bought it for, and what
be's done with it.”’

Wharton laughed,

. Yes, we can have a new identification scene. with Heath
in_the principal part instead of Bob Cherryv. "Ha, ha, ha '
. In much more cheerful spirits than of late, the fwo
LLtlanm:rﬁ entered the gates of Greyfriars, There seemed to
gomao fittle cxeitemient going on in the direction of the

scheel shop in the corner behind the elms. and they turned
in that direction. Nugent minor, of the Second Form, and
Tubl, of the Third, met. them, both the faps eating Jam
torts from paper bags under their arms. Nugent minor
grected them with o jammy grin, and jerked his thumb in
the direction of the tuck-shop.

“ Better go and have vour whack,” he snid.

*“What's happening, Dicky "

" Bunter's in funds, "

** Bunter !
, ' Yes, Ilis postal-order’s come at last, and he's standing
jam tarts to all the Remove,” :aid Dicky MNugent.

And he marched off

munching jom tarts. g

“What day was it 1"

[ should =av he's

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Greal Funds.

ILL.Y BUNTER was in
B il his sloey:
The fat junior was
one of the meanest and
most unpleasant characters
possible, yet he had a great
desire to be popular.  He @
was not willing to do any-
thing to descrve popularity:; )
he never even thought of
that. But he wanted to be b

g T e S g T

popular, to be conceded Ao
andd thought much of. Bun-
ter was very far from being
genercus, but he liked to
etand in o crowded shop and
order things in a princely
fashion for an admiring
crowd. Whenever Bunter
was  in  exceptionally high
funds he gratified himself in
that way. The monoy—-
generally tomeonc else's, by |
the way—simply flew.
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Bunter was standing by the counter in Mra. Mimble's
little shop when Wharton and Linley looked in. The shen
was erowded—not to say crammed—and the new-comers had
roing difficulty in getting a look-in.

Bunter was populsr now, undoubtedly, his popularity

robably lasting exactly as long as his funds. DBunter might

e, as Ugllvy remarked, an uupleasant beast, but there was
no fanlt to bBnd with the jam tarts, And they had come
there 10 eat jam tarts, nol Bunter

Jam tarts—Mrs, Mimble's best—weve being handed rouncd
with amazing hberality., As every iart cost o peony or
twopence, and they were going round in dozens, it was
preity clear that Billy Bunter was in great funds,

The fat junior blinked round as Harry Wharton camce in,
and woved his fat, jammy hand.

M Uome dn, vou fellows !’ he called out.
Einger-pop gowng strong |7

“ What's the matter, Bally ¥"

“I've had a—a postal-ordern,” said Buster, YT bwelicve
I mentioned to vou that 1 was expecting a postal-erder.”

“Ha, ha! I believe you did—about a handred times”

Oy, really. Wharton—-""

“And it's came, has it ¥

“Yeg, iW's come.  It's only o soverergn,” snid Bunter
loftily, “but T expeet more to follow, They're from—from
w Drtled friend of mine,”

id I-h'ifﬁ !:r

“Him! Hand out the tarts, Mrs, Mimble.”?

Mre. Mimble shook her head.

“¥ou have had them all, Master Bunter,”

“(th, really, Mg, Mimble——"" )

“ Exactly one sovereign’s worth,” said JMre. Mipnble
decidedly. 1 have been keeping a carciul account ull the
tune, Master Bunter™

Mrs. Mimnble's expression was grim.  She was very glad to
=ell u sovercign's woith of her goods at one fell swoop,  But
the knew Bunter, and ghe did not mean to let him over-
run tha sm'ereigi':l. Billy Bunter would gladly have cleared
out the whole shop, and would hove gwed the money with
the greatest {'IJE}t‘rglliIIE-‘iH.

Y Now, look here, Mre. Mimble,” said Bunter persuas-
wely, ¥ T'm expecting another postal-order to-night——""

“ Very well, Master Bunter ! When it comeg——-"'

“You'd better let me have the rovercign now, in things,
amd take the postal-order when it comoes, ma'am.”

* Mensense, Master Bunter !

“T tell you I'm certain—quite certuin—of getting another
soverelgn this evening—""
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“Oh, really—*'

“You owe me an account already, and 1 have nnt
deducted it from this sovereign,’” said Mrs. Mimble, with
nsperity,

“Yes, but I'm expecting "

 Any more tarts coming on ?”? bawled Skinner,

“ ' sincerely gorry, Skinner, but——"'

“ Any more ginger-pop?”

“"Mo. I'm sincerely——"

“Then I'm off 1"

“Jam tarts and

“ Oh, really, Skinner—-—"

Skinner walked out. Most
of the other fellows followed
him.  The feed was over,
and they were done with
William George Bunter.

The fat junior blinked
after them indignantly.

‘* Beasts ™ he murmured.
“ Fancy turning vour backs
on a chap immediately his
money's gone ! Deasts ™

**Ha, ha, ha!"”

“0Oh, really, Wharton—"*

“"Have you really been
busting a sovereign, Iilly
Wharton asked in surprise.

Bunter blinked at him.

“¥es, I have. And I'm
going to bust a good many
more, too, 1 expect to be 1n
funds for the future.’

“Uome nto o fortune ¥
asked Mark Linley, smiling.

* MNot exactly that, but I'm
expeeting  continual  remits
tances  now  from-—from 3
titled friend,” Bunter ex-
plained. 1 ghall be in

rent funds For—for weeks.

‘m going to get ancther
sovereign this evening."
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“Yah!

Factory cad!™ yelled the Removites. Mark Linley stood up, his face

7 L1

B Sl

flushed, his eyes gleaming. *You

are the cads! ™ he exclaimed, * You've come here to bear Wharten, Why don’t you give him a chance to speak?”

(R Py L - -

“Hats 1"’

Y ook here, you fellowsg—7"

**Hosh I'" said Wharton,

ST tell vou—="

“ And I'm Llessed if T know how you got thal one you've
spont, either "' said Harry Wharton, ' We've been fed up
on stories of postal-orders, but they rever seem o come
slong. Where did you get that sovereign ™

** Uh, really—"'

“Did vou pick ot up??

“ Look here—"

“ I semebody’s lost i, and you've found it and kept i,
you'll get mnfo trouble. Findings are not keepings, you
know, excepting among thieves

*“I never puoked it up—7"

“Where did vou get it, then 77

“ A postal-order from a titled friend—""

“(}h, rot !

“Well, vou needn’t believe me if you don't want to 1™

“Thank you! I won't, then.”

** Bome fellows can truet me with money,’” guid Bunice
loftily. ** A fellow of high principle like me can always get
trusted by people who understand him. Besides, my titled
friends are awfully rich !

“ (th, cheese it !™

“I'll jolly well prove 1t to you ! said Bunter wrathfully.
“ ¥ou think I'm not going to get another sov. to-night?”

Tue Maoguer Lisrary.—No. 174.
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{See page 6.)

“1 know you're not.”

“ Then ]’I% show it to you.”

“ 1) believe it when I see it said ITarry Wharton; and
he quitted the tuck-shop with the Lancashire lad,

Bunter shounted aftor himn

3 %;II b‘ring it to your study snd show you, Wharton I

il ﬂ-'.‘.i- .Jl

And Harry Wharton laughed and walked away. By the
time he was doing his prep. in his study he had forgotten
w1l about the matter. Dunter's stories of great wealth in
the shape of postal-orders found no believers, excepting
sometimes among very innocent new boys. But there was
semething more than romance in Bunter’s etatements this
C1vLe,

An hour later Wharton's door opened, and the fat junior
piat bis head in and blinked round the study.

“1 say, you fellowg—""

' Oh, buzz off I'"" said Harry. " 'We're busy, and wa can't
cash any mythical postal-orders in advance, anyway.”

““ Oh, really, Wharton——""

* S8hut the door after you.”

“I told you 1 was going to get o sov. this evening—'

“Yea; and I told you you were fibbing. 8o clear out !’

“ Look at that, then!”

Billy Bunter held up his hand. Between fat finger and
]f'nth tfhumh & gold comn ghstened and glimmered in the
g

]
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It was a soverelgn | ) . .

Harry Wharton and Mark Linley stared at it in astonish-
mant. There was no doubt that it was a sovercign—a real
sovereign, Where had Bunter oblained it?

Wharton rose to his feot,

““ Bunter, you young &s5!
soveraign *

“I've had a postal-order——'

“llon't tell lies, Buutee!
soversign ™

“ A remittance from g titled friend——"'

“ You young idict ! said Harry quictly. * Nobody will
take that silly story in. You have either found an utter
idiot who will trust you with money——"'

“Oh, really, Wharton—""

*Or you have stolen it!"

“ Look hare——"'

“I know you're too big a feol, Billy, to know how to
keop out of trouble. If you've been silly encuzh to take what
doesn't belong to you, take it back at once, before there's
any more harm done.”

‘Oh, really—"'

“ An for the sovereign you've spent, I suppose that came
from the same source. Look hera! I'll help you to make
it up if you want to take it back to the person it belongs
to,"” sald Wharton earnestly.

“You—you insulting beast " spluttared Bunter. *It'a

ow dare you call me a

my money—mine, I tell gou! !
I'm not like your friend Chérry!” o
*Leo

Where did you gof that

Where did you get that

thiaf !

“Hold your tongua!' said Wharton sharply.
lm:mf then! Where did you get that money?”

“I've had a postal-order from s titled friend.”

“ Oh, shut up ™

Wharton sat down again. It was ﬂ'.rid&nt.li;eimpuﬁihin to
fgt he truth out of Billy Bunter; and if he.was getting
umsiall into serious trouble, there was nothing for it bLut
to let him do it.

Billy Bunter gave Wharton an angry blink, and guitted
the study, the sovereign still in his fat fist. In five minutes
EE gold coin waa in the process of liguidation in the school

op.

THE TWELETH CHAPTER.
Above Board.

REP. wus over,.but Harey Whartoo and Mark Linley
ware still in E:tudy No. 1. The feeling against them in
the Ramove was 20 strong that they did nol cave to
go down to the common-room. And Harry Wharton's

lan with regard to a search for the flaxen wig remained to

carried oub, Harry was vqgﬁmu?h exercised 1n his miod
over that makber. To fnd wig, if tt was hidden in
Hoath's quarters, meant a search of Study No. 13, Heath,
of coursa, wo pose the zemrch, if he knew of it. Indeed,
the more suggestton of it would wake him resort to any
desporato moasures to destroy the wig, if it was still in exist-
ence, It must be done withont his tn-:rwledgﬁ—but the ides
of ssarching through a fellow's quarters without his knew-
iodga weas utterly repugnant to both Wharton and Linley.

“It's rotten!” said Wharton restlessly. “ It seems such
an utforly caddizh thing to do, to look through & chap’s
room when he's away.”

Mark nodded

“I don't like the idea any more than vou do,” he sad.
“ It's horrible—it scems like spying—it's the kind of thing
Heath himsolf does. And we despise him for it.”

“ The gqueation is, whether the end justifies the means,”™

said Wharton. ** We have jolly good reason to suspect that
Hur}h impersonated Bob——"
L1 FLLe, +

“If he did, the wig would be the most incriminating
evidenca possible, and it ought to be found.”

“True again.”

“And it can only be found by scarching for it without
Heath krowing what we're up to.”

“* Quita Eq-u

* And so it comes to this, that wo must sneak into a chap's
room when he's not there, and look through his belongings
ltkl a pair of bl thieves,” said Harry, biting his lip.
‘They say that the end justifies the means—and it really
spems fair to use any method of clearing Bob. But—"

** But there's a but,” said Mark, with a rueful smile. “ I
fdm: b feel as if we ought to Jdo it, Wharton, and that's a
act.

“ Yot for 5o jolly good a purpose——=

“I don't want to preach,” said the Lancashire lad, in his
quint way. ‘' But we are told in the Good Book that we
should not do evil that good may come of it."

" Quite right. If people generally stacted doing rotien
things with good intentions, I suppose it wouldn't de ™
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It wouldn't.” ) ]

“I1 suppose a blessed detoetiva would do it—hut themn,
wo're not Dblessed detectives,” said Harry restlessly, " We
can't do it."

1 oplraid we can't” _

* But we've got to find the wig, We've zot to look for 1t
The only thing is. to do it openly and above bouwd, o dn
honest way.”

“1 suppose so. That will pluce Heath on his granl at
onoe, "

“It ean't be helped. 1t's no good thinking we can o
mean things with good intentions,” said Harry., ° Better Lo
open about it We'll tell Heath just what we're goung to
do, and wring hiz neck if he tries to stop us”

Mark laughed.

""nfer'}lr webl.”

¥ We'll jolly well have it out before all the Form, fueo”
said Harry, his eyes fashing. ** They sha'n't be abie to
accuse us of being underhanded.”

i [.;m"-'i P

They left the study. Heath's study was doevk, so he waa
evidently not therse. The chuma went down into the jurior
common-room, It was crowded with fellows chatting beloo
going to bed.

Moat of them looked round when Whartoo and Linley camo
in, The twoe were coming to be very marked personages in
the Grayfriers Remove,

“ Hera they ocome, the champions of injured innocence!"
sang ont Skinner,

“ Ha ha, hat"

“ Look oub for your kets 1" said somcone.

And there was.a fresh,roar of laughter.

Wharton turned red, but took no notice of the taunt. He
recognised Heath's voice, bub it was not lis eue to guarrel
with tne cad of Groylriars just then.

** Keap near the door, in caze he tries to bolt, Marky,”" he
whispered. ** He ms Jng& off to the study to got the wig,
if it’s there, when I begin.™

“ What-ho!" said Mark.

The Lancashire lad leaned on the doorpost, in a carclass
attitude, but guite ready to dispute Heath's passage if he
tried to,get out. The cad of the school was not likely to
be able to pass the sturdy lad from Lancashirs.

Whartan looked round at the hostile, mocking faces.

“ (ot on with the cackle!" he said diﬁdaiufuﬁ:- “ When

‘you've finished, I've got somothing to say."”

“ Haar, hear!"

" How to back up 'r:uurg.ilu.ra,hhj Harry Wharton—instrue-
tiona to huddlng criminals "' said Skinner,

" Ha ha, ha!”

““I think there’s a criminal in this room,” =aid Harry.
“It may intercst some of you to know that I've made
discovery !"

B Rﬁt-\.‘- [il

Harvy Wharton's eyes were fixed on Hoeath as he spoke.
Heath had turned a sickly colour.

Wharton’s hand rose to point at him,

h'“ What i3 the matter with Heath?" he asked.

im !

All glances swept round at Heath.

** Hallo, sick?" asked Bulstrode.

“ Neneno,” starmunered Heath, * I'm oall right.”

“You look jolly sick.”

“T tell you I'm all right ™

;*"FEEhum it's a caze of guilty consciencs,”” said Wharton
Cololy .

“Tt's a le!" said Heath. * What have I got to have a
puilty eonscious about? If you've got seme trick vou'ro
going to play on me about Bob Cherry’s case, the fellows
will know what to think of it."

** \What are you getting at, Wharton?”

1 have a theory—-"

“Ha ha, ha!t

“ A theory that a fellow impersonated Boh Cherry in cazh-
in% the puostal-order at the post-office in Friardale —'*

suth burst imte 2 scornful laugh. He bad recovered his
NeETve Now,
m" S0 that’s ift.}is ! he Ex-:*lﬂ:im]:;d-ff” And you're going
accuse me of having passed mysell off as Dob Cherey®*

“ What rot!" said gu}r:tmdn. : +

“ Utter robt!" -said Hazeldene, " Why, Heath isp' .
i ot all likks Hob Chaver: Ha's ahout th s o0y
only le's got short, dark hair, and you all remember Bob
Cherry's light-coloured mop."

** ¥es, rather ™

ko U

Lok ag

; you haven't anything better than that Lo sugeest
Wharton, you'd beiter shut up,” said \’-Enh:-nﬂiniiff'ﬁ*?["
sapprose you gob that idea out of someo blessed newspapor
serial story,

“ I thought it out,” said Harry. *I knew Bob dide't cash

See this weak's nu
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the postal-order, so I worked it oul that he had been imper-
sonated.”’

[ Y R’H-t-'&l !:I: .

* But Heath isn't in the least like Bob Cherry,” said Bul-
strode, "1 really think you mmust be right off your rocker
o suspect such a thiog M

* Not quite. He was disguised, of coorse.”

“0h, this iz & six-shilling novel ! sgid Vernon-Smith.
Y Chaps don't disguise themselves in real life.”

" Bhut ap a manute, please. A chap whe put a wig on
linz head, and kept o handkerchief aver the lower half of hiw
face, could pass himsell off as Bob Cherry, In the twilight,
to u short-sighted old lady.™

" Ahem 17

*1t's too sleep, teally, you know!”?

" Oh, let him prove 4" said Heath., *F He's brourht this
aecusution against me out of sheer spite. Let hinm prove
i

" That's right !

* Prove it 4!

* Prove it, Wharton 1™

“*That's what T want to do," e2id Harve. "' Te Heath
willing to lot a party of fellows eeavch his belongings, (o sco
whether thero’s a wig hidden away therel™

* Phew 1™

" What do vou say, Heath !

And all eves were fixed upon the cad of the Remnove.

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Something Like a Rag.

EATH did not falter for & moment. Guilly or imnocent,

H he had his nerve in conirol now; snd he Jdid not Binch

before the general gaze that was turned upon him,
“* Are you willing, Heath!?"' asked DBulstrode.

Heath nodded carelessly,

“ Quite willing," he said. s

Wharton's face fell for a gecond. If Heath was willing lor
Yoy study to be scarched, it was protty ecertain that the wig
was not hidden there, at-all events.

Heath saw his expression, and sneered.

YU I'm oquite willing,' he repeated. * Perfectly willing.
You can turn my study insde out, and upside down, if yor
like. You can take up the Hoor-hoards if you like, and
vend a fag up the chimney,"

** Ha ha, hat”

*“1f you find any wigs, or fale beards, or revolvers, or
anything of that kind——""

Y Ha L, ha !

“1'I undertake to eat them " said Heath.

Y AWell, that's fair enough,” said Bulstrode, " and if
nothing 1& found, I should think that Wharton would have
the grace to apologize.”

* Yes, rather!"

* Let’s look through the study first,” said Harry., "1
could have searched it myself, without eaying a word, but I
wanted evervthing to be fair and above-Loard."

“1'm ready,” said Heath.

“{ome on, you fellows " said Bulstrode,

Quite a crowd of fellows accompanied Heath and Wharfon
upstairs. Wharton was feeling a keen sense of disappoint-
ment.  He meant to go through with the search of the new
boy s study; but he bad little hope now that it would yield
anyilung.,

[he juniors erowded into the study.

The fun of the thing rather appealed to them—and Heath
had alwaves been so secretive, keeping his study door locked
on most occasions, thot many of the fellows were keen to
Tend a hand in tarning it out.

There was no doubt that the search would be a thovoush
OThe,

Skinner slarted by pileling the books aut of the bockease
in a heap on the floor, and Bnooep dragped out the drawers of
t.ihﬂl huh]m letting them, with their conients, fall in a heap un
1 Podr,

“ Here, hold on ! exclaimed Heath, * T didn’t bargain
for that sort of thing, You needo’t wreck the place !

* Yes, cheese that, Skinner! Btop it, Snoop!™ =aud Bul-
et rosde.

00, rats ' osaid Skinner. ™ We're poing to zearch the
ilace, sin'b we? There's nething ke heing therougli in a
matter of this sort"

“You can rake up the chimney with this umbrella ™ said
Btoit,

* Ha, ha, Lo

“ Turn those hoxes out™

“{leay the shelf theve'

* Ha, ha, ha !

Hesth had expressed Limsell quite willing fo have his study
torned ont, probably strong n the knowledge that the wipg
was not concealed there. ut he might have hesitated, nl
l-hf sanie, 3f lie had kpown the form the turning-out would
fake.
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As 2 matter of fact, the juniors did not like Heath, and
they were glad of the excuze of serving him a trick.

The search of the study rapidly developed into & rag.

Bulstrode walked out, and left the others to do as they
chose, and they chose to make the proceedings decidedly up-
rORFIOuS,

It was in vain that Heath protested. He was an unpopular
fellow, and he had no friends. There was no one to sta
Ly him,

Wharton and Linley vemained at the door, locking on.
They did not take part in the rag. But they kept their ayves
open to see if any discovery was made.

There was ne Janbt that the search would have unearthed
anything that waz in the stady. A fragment of paper, a
loose hair from the suppozed wig, would hardly have escaped
1t

But no wig was found, .

Even after all hope of discavering anything had passed,
}hﬂ juniors continued to wreck the study, amid shouts of
aughicr.

Heath turned to Harey Wharton with fury in s face.

' I've got vou to thank for this!” ha exclaimed.

Harry Wharton shrugged his shoulders,

“¥You've got vourself to thank,”” he said,

" ¥ou can sco that there is nothing of the sort you expected
here,” enid Heath, :

¥ van see there is nothing of the sort here, certainly. That
only proves g

“What does it prove®’

_ "That you have hidden it somewhere else, or destroyed
it.*

“Tt 1z {alse!"

“We shall see” ]

*“Oh, hang it, Wharton,” said Ogilvy, “you might tell
L-Icath} you're sorry now, now that we've proved it isn'é

erel’

':iI’llni:ell Heath I'm sorry when he's proved that he's nok
ruiity.

T TPunch hiz head, Heath,” said Snoop. )

Heath did not take the advice. lse- was a larger-builb
fetlow than Wharton, and might easily have done so. Bub
such methods were not his. Al hope of saving his !tlldi
froum wreck was gone, and he stamped out of it in a blac
vage, gritting his teeth.

he juniors tired of their amusement at last; but by that
time the study was in a hopeless state of disorder and wreck.

The noise of bumping furniture brought & prefeet along the
passage by the time the raggers had finished.

It was Wingate, the captain of Greyfriars. He looked
inte the disordered study m blank astonishment.

* What on earth ave you kids doing ¥ he exclonned.

" Beavching,” sabd Skinner,

HYWhat are you scarching for i

WA wip

“A—a—a what??

YA wig!"

Wingate stepped into the study, took Skinner by the ear
with finger and thomb, and sqoeezed.

There was a howl from Bkinner.

“Ow—ow! Yow! Stop it!”

“ Don't be funny, Bkinner.”

“Ow! Yow! Leggo!”

“What are you turning out the study in thiz way for?"’

“Tva told wou,” howled Skinner, rubbing s ear
“Whaiton thinks that Heath impersonated Dob Cherry ot
the post-office—"

“What*' shouted Wingate.

“ Anid he thinks he wore & wig, and keeps it hidden hero.
Heath's given us permission o search his study.”

" But not to upset it in this way, I should think."

“Well, the things were bound to get a little disturbed.”

Wingate turned to Wharton, Thoro was & decp frown
upon his brow, and an angry light in his eves.

* Look here, Wharton,” he excluimed, * you're keeping u
this rot too long! Dob Cherry's guilt has been proved, a
vou're doing no good to anyone by keepang the matter alive
i this way. How dare you bring such an sccusation apainsk
Heath 1™

“1 believe it's true."”

“ Have you any cvidence against Heath !

* Mot very strong evidence. But "

“1 think you should be ashamed of yourself," said Win-
rate. * You seem to be willing to bring the wildest accusa~
tions against anybody, rather theno admit the pluin truth
against Cherry ™

1] ]__H

“Hear, hear!” said the jumiors in chorus.

“ You'd better let this matter drop, I warn yon, Wharton,”
sd Wingate, * You'll pet into trouble if vou den’t, and
that's flat.”
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And, with & warning frown to Wharton, Wingate strode
RWaY.

The puniors crowded out of the study. They had searched
every inch of if, and cortainly proved that the supposed wig
was not there. And they hag II;ﬂ'. it in a state that it would
take Heath hours to put right.

Wharten and Linley went along to No. 1. They had re.
ceived a check, and it was a bitter disappointment. DBut
they woere far from losing hope.
w1 don't believe the wig is destroyed,” Wharton said.
‘I believe the rascal has hidden #t somewhere. When vou
coma to think of it, Marky, he woulde't hide it in his study.
It might Le found there by the maid-—or Bunter might
rummige about. He's put it 1o a saler place than that.”

“But now he knows that it's being searched for I think
he 13 very likely to attempt to destroy it.” the Lancashire
lad remarked.

“Yog, vory likely.™

“In that case, he will have to go to its biding place—"

£ Certainly."”

“And if we watch himo——""

Wharton'z eyez pleamed.

“Good! We'll take it in turns to watch the cad, and never
have cur oyes off him--night and day. If he's got the wig
hidden somewhere, he's most hikely to try and get ot it by
night. You see, he may have hidden it immediately after
using 1k, and not dared to go near the spot since. We'll
watch the cad!™

And after thet always one or the other of the chums was
within casy distance of lisau Heath, keeping an spparently
careless oye wpon hun—but never allowing him to escape
observation.

¥

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
A Floancial Mystery.

“YT'E a giddy miracle!” said Ogilvy.

[ “1i must be."'

“I can't understand it."”
. “¥You see,' !l.‘.'“"-’}' went on, “his people are not
rich. We know perfectly well that his people are jolly poor.”
¥ Quite s0."

“His yarns nbout rocciving postal-orders are all bBunkym,
we know that,”

“1 guess 50,

*Then where is he getting the money from?™

“It's n m}'ﬂt&r‘}f;‘;‘

“He can't be boning it, or someone would be complaining
of laging money,” Frank Nugent said thoughtfully, * Bu
he’s had three pounds in one day.” ]

The juniors were discussing Bunter.

Biily Bunter had often surprired and exasperated ihe
Remove. But he had never surprised them, never puszaled
them, so much as now.

. Bunter's stories of great wealth and titled fricnds were 2
i:lie in the Form. But the fat junior was really in funds ot

A

That waz the amazing part of it.

He roally had money—resl money—that could be cox-
changed for tarts and ginger-pop af the tuck.shop.

Mrs. Mimble waa all smiles now for the fat junior. What
was utterly unheard-of—but true—was the fact that Bunter
had paid up his sccount to Mrs. Mimble. He did not owe
ber a penny now, and he was still spending ready money.

It was astounding.

Where wos Bunter getting the wmoney from? The sup-
posttion that he was stealing it was quite a natural one, for
evorybody knew that Billy Bunter's honesty was not of a
particularly serupulous kind. But it was an impossible sup-

ition, for no one could have had so much money stolen
in s single day without missing it.

Bunter had had three pounds!

The Owl of tho Remove had never had so much money
before, excopting on the famous occasion when he had used
Wingate's banknote by “*mistake.” Ancther mistake of the

same sort might naturally be expected ; but no one had missed
any banknotes,

The juniors were utterly puzzled.

They joined in the feeds st Bunter’s expense—and there
waa no doubt that Bunter was standing feeds right royally.
He was not gencrous; but he liked very much to swank.
And he apparently regarded his new souree of income as
unlimited.

“It's simply stageering,” said Tom Brown.
eatch on to |r:: at all.” =

“ Let's ask him,” said Hazeldene.

“I've asked him. He says he's had postal-orders.™

“That's & whopper, of course:”

““But where can he have pot it?”

He Maiower Linrary.—No. 174.

T can't

8 Stolen it,”" said Snoop.

Y But nobods's missed wny mones."

Y He might have borrowed it,” Frank Nugent sugoested,
& little more charitably.

“But from whom®' said Bulstrode. * IHow many fellows
are there In the Form who could lend three poandst  And
how many would

" Few could, snd none would,” said Ogilvy.

“ Exactly ™

“Waoa can ask all the chaps whe have monrey," suropstoad
Tom Brown. *“It isn’t you, for instance, Dulstrode—-"

The Bemove captain lunghed.

* No,” he said. " DIve lent Bunter only a shilling this
woek., And it wasn’t you, Vernon-Smith®”

The Bounder shrugged his shounlders.

“No fear! he said.

“It might have bean Wun Lung—that Chince i rolling in
money,” said Nugent. * But he doosn't ke Duntes.”™

“Iet's ask him. Wun Lung! Where's the heathen ™'

“ Mo hera."

Little Wun Lung, the Chinee, blinked in his simple way
a8t the juniors.

Bulstrode shook-him by the shoulder.

“*Have you been lending Butter money, Wun Lunz?"

The Chinese junior shook his head,

“No lendee,” he said.

“ Quite sure®”

* What you tinkee?"

* You haven't lent him thres pounds to.day®’

Wun Lung grinned.

** Me no lendee, not muchee.

* Ha, ha, hat

“Well, if it wasn't Wun Tung, who the dickens was it
ail Bulstrode. * Bunter generally manages to pet some
money out of new chaps, but—"

“ There's Heath."

“ Heath isn't the chap to lend money. 1 Enow he's got
1rllent-j’.“ Bulztrode =aid t.]mughtfu“y- 1 remoember seoina
um take a fiver oul of a registered letter this very morning.™

“He cashed it with Mrs. Mimble when [ was in there,”
Snoop remarked.

“ But he wouldn't lend Bunter money."

" Here comes Bunter! Let's make him explain”

“Good! Bunter! Bunter !

The fat junior was mliingl up, with a very solf-satizfied
exprassion upon his fat face. He was enjoying the oxcitement
he was ecausing in the Remove. For the present he was tha
ri.‘lln:rsum of all eves. He was Bunter——the rich Bunter=—tho
character he had always wanted to assume. That he waos
ijudicious in thus atiracting atiention to his ill-gotten wealth
was a consideration that never even ovcurved tu the fag
jumior.

“1 zay, you fallows——"" he began. ,

“We were just wanting to see you, Bunter-———

:: 'I}ﬂud’! I was looking for you, too. Who says ives™

cos !

“Come on, then," ssid Bunter. * Mrs. Mimble's got a
fresh lot of ice-cream, and i's simply ripping. I'm standing
treat.”

“You are™

* Yes, rather! Come on, every one of von."

“ So you've got some more money '’ said Nugent.

“Wes," said Bunter, blinking at him. ““['ve just had a
postal-order.”

“;_;Tnu'lﬂg“just had a postal-order®* repeated Hazeldena.

(1] 'E‘E-EF *

“ How much?"

A soverergn,'

You blessed fibber,” said Hazeldene.  “The last post
isn't in yet, and your last sovereign came by the other post.
The postrman hasn’t been zince.™

“ My hat! 5o he hasn’t,” =said Dulstrode.
TOu iget that postal-order?™

E 1] ___I_‘I_____"

“ Let's see it,"" said Nugent.

“"T'va cashed it," suid Buntoer.
don't belisve me"

He held up & sovereign between his fat finger and thumb,
Thore. was no doubting the gonuinencsa of the sovercizn,
and the juniors could only stare at it.

* That’s real enough,"” said Tomt Brown.

“T guess so; that's the right article, sonny ™

“ Look here,” said Bulstrede, “this is getting serious.
Where did yvou got that zoversign, DBunter?'

“I've had a postal-order—'

“ Dor't tell crammers. The postman hasn't been."
“1—] meant to say that there were two in my last letcor,
and I cashed only one or them then,” zaid Bunter. * Now

Me knowee Buntee."

“Where did

“ Heoro's the sov., if von
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I'm using the cther, as T expect to have some more in the
morning, you sce,’’

“Oh " said Dulstrode.

“Who cashed this ovder for rou, then?” asked John Bull
Hiafs:pif!i;juﬁly, “You certainly haven't been down to the post-
Crplbn™

U I—T asked a feilow ta eash it for me”

“ What fellow "

“ T—I—TI don’t seo that that matters.’

“1t matters this much,’” said Bulstrode; * you haven't
had o postal-order at «ll, but yoo've got that sovercign from
semebody. If vou haven't borrowed it, you've pinched it.
WNow vou'd hetter tefl the trath.”

“Oh, really, Bulstrode--—"

“TF vou're thieving, the sooner vou're stopped, the belter,”
Bulstrode said, Y We've had enouph thieves in the Hemove
lately.™

Y ¥Yom, rather ™

“ Now, vou'll cither tell me what chap eashed your postal-
order, =0 that we ean ask him, or I'll march you straizht
before a prefect, Lo explain where vou've gething the money.™

Bunter turncd quite pale. : :

He had not, in hi= crass stupidity, anticipated anything of
that sort. 1le had thought only of swanking, without con-
pidering that none of his statements would be believed, and
that the fellows would beeome susproions, : ?

Tho thought of being gquestioned by a prefeet terrified him,
Ia had not, of course, had anv postal-orders; and he could
not cxplain that he was extorting money from Heath for
keoping his secret. Yot how eould he account for the money
now 7

RBulstronle's iron orasp closed upon his shoulder.

“{ome on,”" he said

" Wewewhere ¥

“To Wingate's study ™

““Oh, veally, Bulstrode—"* :

“You can explain to us, or vou can explain to a prefect,”
gntil Bulstrode. **That's yvour cheoice. Don’ you fellows
agreo with me 7

“ Yeou, rather,” szaid John Ball

“1 gaess so0.""

“I1 T sav, yvou fellows. I—T think this iz rather ungrateful,
when I was poing to stand treat,” said Bunter. ' I—T really
hud”u.. postal-order, you know, and a—a fellow cazhed it for
L.

“Give us his name, then.'?

“You see, I—I i 5

“ Hiz name ' exclaimed Bulstrode, shaking the fat junmor.
Y1 was—was—was Hazeldene"

" Hazeldene 1M

“You young crammer [ exclaimoed Haszeldene indignantly,
I never cid anything of the sort.”

" h—oh, veally——"

Bunter blipked at Hazeldene in dismay. He was extvemely
short-sighted, and he had not scen ]lazf-}idrne,

YT -I mean, it was Teom Brown,” he said.

“Was gt you, Drown?™
] O pourse it wasn't,”” =aid the New Zealand junior. " Ile's
vipg !

“h, really, Brown

YAnd he's Iving because he's pinched the money,” said

T

L4

John Ttull,  *“ He would tell the troth if he came by it
honestly ®
* Oh, really, Buli— TI—T1 zay, you foellows, T—I forgot,

vou know. T remoember now. 1t was Heath ! shouted Billy
Bunter desperately, as Bulstrode marched him off towards the
study of the eaptain of Groviviars,

Ranlstrade paused,

* Heath 1"

i '5.-' l?‘ﬁ-”

“Will he say so himseli ¥

O, veally, of course he will! Just vou ask bBim.™

YWWell, wo'll give vou one more chance,' sad Bulstrode.
“ We'll ask Teath. TIs Heath here?

Heath was not there, But two or three fellows volunteered
to fetch him; and thev went in scarch of him, and Billy
Bunter waited, with Bulstrode’s hand on his collar, for Ileath
19 apprear.

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER,
The Upper Hand.

EATH came in a few minutes, with Micky Deosmond and
Frank Nugent on either side of him. They had not
told him what was wanted of hini; he had mcrely been
told that Nulstrode wanted to speak to him.  Heath

was naturally suspicious, and he felt uneasy; but he had
no choice about coming., Hiz litkle oyes wers scintillating
like a rat’'s with anxicty as he joined the crowd of juniors in
the Form-room passage,

Bulstrode beckoned to him.

“Come here, Heath,” he said. T want to ask you a
question. Bunter says thut you cashed a postal-order for a
ponnd for lnm,  Ind you?”
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Heath’s eves zleamed on Bunter.

“ You remember, Heath,” panted the fat junior. "1 came
to you in yvour study about tenm minutes age, and—and nsked
you to eush an order for a pound, as--as it was too late to
go down to the post-office.™

Heath nodded.

“ Yoo T remembor,” he said.

Bualstrode stacted.

“ Then it's troe,” hoa soid

“Yes repliod Heath.

“You cashed a poztal-order for Bunter—an order for A
|Ju1lti[1?’tj

LT T

Bulstrode released the fat junior. )

“\Wall, if that's the case, it's all dight,” he said, “ I
vou've really had the postal-orders, Bunter, I suppose the
money belongs lo you,” i s

“ Df course it does,” said Bunter, in o very injured tone.
“0Of course it does, Bulstrode! 1 really think you might take
o follow's word for it—cspecially such an honourable chap
as‘InaI:n. I don't like having my word doubted, you know.”

“0Oh, rats!™ .

“ Look here! The offer’s still gpood,” said Bunter. “ Any
nf vou fellows that would like to have seme ices, can come
along——"

“ VWhat-ho 1" _

And the juniors thronged off towards the tuck-shop. 1leath
miade a sign 1o Billy Bunter to stop.

““I want to speak to you, about—ahout that postal-order,
Dunter,” he said.

“Can't stop now, Heath—"

“1t's important.” . . -

¢ (h, all right; T'I1 join you fellows in a minute!" said
Bunter. * Tell Mrs. Mimble to put it down to me.”

“ Right-ho I" said Skinner,

Harry Wharton and Mark Linley had been spectators of
tho scone, without taking part in it.  They walked away
now, as Heath's suspicious cye turned upon them. The
did not desire to play the part of eavesdvoppers.  Ilea
drew Bunter into the recess of a deep window, and there, out
of the general view, he grasped the fat yjumor E‘-:,‘ the shoulder,
and shook him till he gasped.

“ (hy ! Oh, really, Heath !"" stammered Bunter.,
ﬂE.l:lW ]!!

“ Vou fonl—yon fat fool " said Heath, in low, savage tones.
“Vou mad idiot!  Can’t you see that you're making this
matter the talk of the Form "

' (Oh, really ”

“ You've had four pounds out of me now, altogether——"
“1'm poing to repay it all, when my postal-orders come,
snid Bunter. “I'm expecting several romittances from somo

titled friends—" : : ;

“ Qtop that rot!” said Heath savagely., * You're gettin
this money out of me becase you've got that paper. Each
time vou're promised to give it up, and you haven't done it

“Mve mis{aid itr——"

“ Liar!"

“0Oh, really—" c

“ Arn you going to give it to me?"” demunded Heath, in
low, cautious tones, but with an accent of concentrated rage.

An obstinate look came over Bunter's face.

“Wait till T find i,"" he said. : 2

“ YVou lying rat! You know where you've hidden it.”

“Well, whon I find it, I'll think about i1t,”" said Dunter.
“ Look heore, you're jolly rich. I've heard you swankin
about your father having & yacht, and a villa at Cannes, an
co on. You can afford a pound or two to oblige & friend.”

“ A friend ' said Heath bitterly.

“Woll, I'me vour friend, ain't 1% said Bunter. “I'm
standing by vou. Sufpose I were to send that paper to
Major %?horry*s lawyers——""

“ Hush 1™ :

“Well, I'm standing by you," said Bunter.
to sec you through. As for these few paltry pounds, 1 can
repay them, when—when my remittances arrive. They're
bound to como soon. 1I'm going to write to the Postmasters
General about it."

“ Will you give me the paper i

“ Look here——""

“You cad! Wil you give mo the paper? Took here'
said Heath desperately. *I've got a whole fiver, that my
uncle gave me. I"ll hand it to you in return for that

“Leggnl

“T'm going

pajer, ]
* All right. Give me the fiver now, and——"
“Fool! Do you think I would trust you "

Bunter blinked at him with eool self-satisfaction. He wan
He Jiked to make

“You can't do any-
At present, however, I decline to waste time
19

master of the situation, and he knew it.
his power falt.

“You'll have to,"” ho sud eoolly.
thing else.
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discussing the matter, My friends ave waiting for me in the
tlm'k-qhﬂp. And as a matler of fact, Heath, you're not really
tho kind of fellow I cure to bo soen talking te.”

Heath made a low sound of rage. llc could have taken
the fat junior by tho neck, and dashed his hoad against the
Wﬂlh with the kecnest of pleasure. But he dared not lay
hands on the Owl of the Remove. Fat and lazv and cowardly
ﬁn?‘lu"ter was, he held the plotier in the hollow of his stodey

“Then you won't give meo the paper ?”

“I'I1 think abeout ﬁ,” said ﬁ-unuiil]mi:il carelesshy,
anyway."

“You won't

“No hurry,

. You ot any more money {rom me until you do”
“Oh! I shall be wanting a_small lean in the morning,”

said Dunter. “ A sovereign will do. T shall expeet it.”
“‘S,n-u won't et it."

Theu you can look out for squalls,” said Bunter. * Come
to think of it, it's my duty to expose such an awful rascal as
you are. And I've mlways tried to do my dutv. Tt's 2 great
comfort to ma to veflect that I've alwavs played the game”

f you won't ive  me the paper,” said Heath, in a
choking voice, ** will you be & bit more careful about keoping
up appearances? It will be as bad for vou as for me, if the
truth comes out. ¥ou are making the whole Form excited
ung curious hy swanking about with all that monev.”

" Oh, that's all right. It's supposed to come from my
itt!‘ﬂd friends.”” .

Do you think anybody belisves those rotten lies?* said
H?Fth savagoely.

I decline to listen to language of this sort,” said Bunter
loftily. " And I've said before that T don't eare to keep up
vour acguaintance in publie, Heath. I [ 'want to speak to
you, I'll come to your study. "

. And he rolled away, leaving Heath trembling from head
to foot with rage and fear. The way of the transgrossor is

:::n::‘d. as the schemer of the Remove was berinning to find
ut.

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
Caught,

- AREY, old man. what do vou think of it?"

Harry Wharton put the question to
Lancashire junior in suppressed, eager tones.
) They had gone into ill-'lm common-room after the
scene in the passage. The room was nearly deserted, and
they f-::uld' S[::Lia;l: tl:lu;:‘;lli-'. M_::-lilt Ef the juniors, fags and all,
gone to the tuck-shop wit unter's party, to take part

in_the undepected feed. ) ? party !

It was past Mrs. Mimble's usual time for closing, but
the gosd dame was pretty certain to keep her little shop open
longer, till Bunter's [ourth sovereign was expended.

Xour sovereigns in one day, expended upon tuck, made
Billy Bunter a great man in the eves of Mrs. Mimble, and
she was alwars ready with beaming smiles when the fat
junior cams in. Buntor was coming out very strong now.
Bo long as his moncy lasted he seemed likely to be able to
swank to his heart’s content. And his money showed no
sigh of coming to an end. Four sovercigns in one day! It
miste tho fellows' mouths water. And Heasth, having backed
up Bunter's staterment about the postal order, the Rewmove
wore satisfied at last that Bunter had come by the money
honestly. And many of the Form declaved that Billy Bunter
wasn't duch a b chap, after all. Snabp, indeed, said
that he had said so all along, though no one remembered ever
having heard Snoup say so.

That Bunter had had postal-orders, and that Heath had
cathed them for him, Harry Wharton did not believe for a
;‘nﬁ@nl;::fﬁtit Wﬁh@; I:a.j.‘ll}[mt:l hr;nh?dh}qzl Bunterr*? st:dtgimonh

. rtainly not out of kindness or fri .

“What do you l:hi.nl-::l,r Marky?"* ¢ onends

"I' think tht same as you do,” Mark Linley said. ** Bunter
hasn't ha}:i four pounds sent to him in one day. That's all
nongense,

“Then whera did he et it

“ From Heath,"

Wharton nedded,

S That’s what T believe, Heath would not have backed
him uwp unless he had had a reason. The reason is, that
he's gpiven Bunter the money.”

4L &dt-'s .Ii-:n."h h

“And why has he given Bunter four ¥

Mo ey E er four pounds?
| “ Not il:ecnﬁsekhu likes him,
secause he thin 5 1t will be repaid,” he said. " You ¢
take that as cerdain, He hasn't lent him the nmnev—LE;
knows Bunter. Besides, if he had he conld say so, instead

of telling that lie about the postal-orders,  He®s given him
the monpy."

" For what**
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“There's only one ppasible explanation—Bunter knows
?nmcthiug about him, and Iieath is parving him to hold hu
ongue,’” :

“Just what T beliove. It's the only possible thing," said
Harry., *“The guestion is, is Bunter serewing this out of
Heath over Bob Cherry's aliair. or over somethinge olso. ‘l
dare say Heath is in more than one disgraceful scrape, if
you gomo to that."

“We must find out.™

“ By the way, where's Heath®” Wharton exclaimed.
wore going to keep an eye on him."

' He was in the passage just now.”

The juniors went out into the passage, Hoath was notb
there., Wemple of the Fourth was near the door, talking to

17

“Wa

Dabney and Fry, and Wharten asked him if he had scen
Heath.

*Just gone upstairs,”™ said Temple.

* Thanks 1"

The two Removites went upstairs, There was no hght in
Heatl's study, as Harvy Wharton glanced at the door. But
there was a light under Billy Bunter's door, and Wharton
started as he observed it
~ He pointed to the streak of light under the door, glimmoer-
ing out upon the dimly.lighted passage.

“ Bomebody's in Bunter's study,” he zaid.

" Heath "

" Well, we know it isn’t Bunter, as he's in the tuck-sh
with tha fellows, and we know Bunter has no study-mate,”
satd Harry., * Bunter has that study to himself,”

" Heath,” repeated Linley.

" Buppeose,”™ szid Harry, in 8 low volce—* suppoze Buntor
had found somocthing=—say the wig, for instance—that might
be the reasone——-—'"

“*The reason for the four pounds,*

Y Exnetly.”

“ I shouldn’t wonder."

Wharton paused outszside the door. There was a sound
within the study that was uwnmistakable—a  sound of
rummaging. Shelves and drawers were being turned out
by an ecager searcher: the sounds proved it clearly.

“It's Hoath," said Harry, setting his lips. ‘' He's fmking‘
for something in Bunter's study. Somcthing that belongs to
him, perhaps.”

u{}m" the d .‘H

Wharton flung open the door of the study.

There was a startied crv from within.

Heath was bending over the drawer of Bunter's tabla,
going through the contents with eager, quick fingers, when
the door opened.

He started up, his face becoming chalky white, and his
sttftlfd eyes gleaming upon the {wo juniors like a frightened
cal's.

“‘ﬁv’hat are you doing here¥' exclaimed Harry Wharton
sterniy.

Y Oh, 11—

“"What are you doing

“Mind your own businesa! eried Heath angrily.
can get out! This isn't your study, is it?

. “You
Mind your own

business.”’ .

* What are you looking for?" asked Harry,

“ Nothing.'""
; “5:!?:-11 arg turning the study out, What are you searching
i} ol

“* Find out 1*

“I am going to," said Harey
find out how you have sueceeded in
name, and deiving him from school.
end of your tether, Heath."

" Hang you—hang you! Leave me alone!”

“ Marky,"” said Harry quictly, “go snd tell Bunter that
Heath is aeai'u-hmg his study. I'll keep the rotter hera
while you're gone."

* Right-ho " said Mark.

He ran quickly along the passape. Heath clenched his
ﬁafslmm'uisivaly- 4

“I'm not poing to stay here,” he said,

“You umg? ;

“I won't! I—I refuse! Let me pass!” shouted Heath,
coming towards the doorway.

Harry Wharton stood in the open doorway, his hands up,
His eyes wore fixed upon the furious, passionate Heath.

“You are not coming out,” he said. " You came heore of
your own accord, and you are staying here till the owner
of the study returns. You can explain to him."”

Y Lot me pass [

“ You shall not pass.

Heath made a rush to force his way out. Wharton caught
hirin by the shoulders, and, with & single swing of his
strong .arms, sent him spinning across the study.

He lay

uietlv. “"P'm going to
lackening Bob Cherey's
You're getting to the

Heath fel]”against the wall, and slid to the floor.
there, gasping and panting, his eves glittering like a rat's.

Sae thils wesk’
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“0h, hang you!" ha proaned.

“T don't want Lo handle vou,” =aid Wharton quietly;
*“bul you don't leave this study., ¥You buve been scarching
it. _1_:'1::-'11 can explain to the owner what you've been search-
mp o oo,

b I—I had Bunter's pormission.”

“*Then you can stay and see Bunter.''

“1 tell you, I—I won't stay! Look here

Wharton squared his shoulders. He stood in the doorway,
truly a hon in the path. Heath sould no more have moved
himy than he could bave moved the solid walls,

The cnd of the Bemove threw himsell sullenly into a
chair to wait. Bunter, apparently, was not in o hurry to

LE

ORI, '["n;-rh.'qlﬁ the bue -H}lr:-p held him with a pe-nu]i‘a.r
fascination. But there was a sound of footsteps on the stairs
at last.

Heath started to his feet.

“Will you let me pazs?”’ he hissed.

“ No "

The new juniov caught up the chair he had been sithin
upon, swung it inte the air with both hands, and rush
furiousty at Wharton.

Harry started back a pace.

But he did not Ainch further. As Heath brought down
the chair with desperate force, the active junior dodged the
sweeping blow, and caught the chair by the rail, and jerked
it out of the other’s hang.

The chair wert to the floor with a erash, and the next
moment Wharton's clenched fist was planted upon Heath's
jaw, and he rolled on the carpet.

“[—I aay, you fellows!™

Bunter g&d} arrived. He came running uf) the Hemove
passage with three or four other fellows. Ie blinked into
the study through his big spectacles. His little round eyes
wore plimmering with vage behind his glasses,

** Heath, you worm! ou've been searching my study,
have youi" he exclaimed. “Has he found the paper,
Wharton "

“ What paper?’

“The—tho—I—1I mean, I don't mean a paper !™ stammered
Bunter, realising that he was speaking too treely. ' Has he
found an:fthing?”

1 don't know.” .

“1 wasn't scavching the study,” said Healh, " I—T was
locking for—for a postal-order—one vou ssid you wanted me
to cash, I've got a soveveign reamdy to give you for it."”

Bunter blinked at him.

" Hand over the zovereign,” he said,

Heath handed it over.

“T'll lock for the—the postalorder myzelf, and let vou
have it,"” said Bunter, slipping the soversign inte his pocket.
Mow get out of my study.™

Heath slunk out,

The other fellows followed, and Bunter locked thoe door
alter them. In the passage, Wharton and Linley cxchanged
glanees.

“8e it's & opaper,” Wharton mnttered.

Mark nodded.

" Yes, some paper that Bunter holds, that Heath pays him
to keep quiet. What on earth ean it he?”’

“1f it's nothing to do with Bob Cherry.,” said Harry,
“it's no business of ours.  But if it coneerns this case, we're
poing to know all about that paper.”

*Yes, rather.”™

“ After this, I don’t think Bunter will trust it in a
hiding-place. He wiil carry it about with him,” suid Hary
in a low tone,

* | should say so, and that—"

“ That's where we come in,” said Harry Wharton,

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER.
In the Dark Hours.

EATH, as a rule, was able to keep a mask of indifsrence
uapon his [ace: bit Just now the anxiety he was labour-
ing under could not be concealed. When the Hemove
went up to bed, Heath was pale and harrassed-looking.

He had surely enough on his mund to worry him. Bunter
haad extracted five sovereigns from him, in all, in the course
of a single day. Heath's people wero rich, and he had
lately had several libeval tips, and was very fush with
money.  DBut he could not stand such a strain for many dave.
At the present rate, Bunter would clear out all his resouroes
in another twenty-four hours, What would happen then®”

When he had ne more money to xive the fat junior, what
would Bunter do with the paper? It was pretty certain what
la would da? His fat conseience would wake up, and ha
wonld realise that it was his doty to do what he conld to clear
a schoolboy’s honour of a foul and false charge. He would
hand ouwt the paper containing the forged signatuves, and
Heath's very senses swam at the thought of it

To have his villainous plot brought home to him, to be ex-

chod from Greyfriars with the blackest igntuniny, and to
mve his vietim return in a blaze of triump}f—ut-hat was what
would happen to him then |
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His hatred of Bob Cherry—tha hatred of a cowardly and
crirel nature for a strong and frank and manly one—had
him inte this wretched plot. But once committed to it, he
was bound to go on, from slander to slander, and lie to lie,
to save himeelf from the punishment of his wickedness,

During the night and the day following, he had to regain
{JWSD‘.‘HMH of that paper, or else face the consequences of what
e had done. ' He realised that very clearly.

1t was enough to*worry him,

All the time, too, Le knew that he was under suspicion,
and that Harry Wharton and Mark Linlev, if no others, sus-
peeted the whole of hiz cunning plot, and were determined
to find out the facts and bring them to light.

5 Tho way of the transgressor was, indeed, proving very
horny,

Heath watched Dunter as he went to bed,  Bunter put his
walsteoat under hiz mattress, so that he would ba lving on it
all through the night. That was enough to convinoe H
that the paper was now in a pocket of the waistcoat. DBut
there was little likelihood that he would be abla to get at it
during the night without waking the fat junior.

Still, Bunter was a heavy sleeper, and there was a chance;
and that chance Heath meant to try, as soon as the Hemove
wera all asleep.

As a matter of fact, the Remove were not likely to be all
azleep at any time that night. Wharton and Mark Linl:ﬁ
were going to watch the cad of the Ferm, and they h
arrangoed to take it in turos.

Loder, the prefect, saw lightz out, and the Remove, after
the usual chatter, settled down to sleep.

There was & glinnner of moonlight in at the high windows
of the dormitory, and it was ssiﬁle to see objects dirdy. If
a fellow should leave his bed, Harry Wharton knew that he
would see him.

Wharton did not slﬂ--:}p, He was sleepy: but he was keenly
alive to the necossity of keeping awake. The clearing of Bob
Cherry's name might depend upon it.

An hour passed—and another.

Occasional low sounds in the dormitory warned Wherton
that at least one of the Form was awake, and moving restlessly
while the dull minutes erawled by; and hé had little doubt
that it was Heath,

all-past eleven!

Heath sat up in bed.

* ¥You fellows asleop?™ he asked, in a low voice,

There was no reply. Wharten had been expecting it, veb
it thrilled him strangely to hear the low- cautious voice in the
darkness,

There came no sound but regolar breathipg in answer to
IHeath, and after a pause of a nunute or mere, the now beoy
stepped cautiously ont of bed.

Wiharton lay on his elbow, breathing hard.

LDimly he saw fhe form of the junior move towards Runter's
bed. Heath knelt down beside the bed, and a faint rustling
sound showed that he was tryving to incert his hand under
the mattress without waking the fat junior.

But Bunter's ample weight was upon the waisiceat, and
Heath had little chanes of cxtracting it. ;

Wiharton lay and watched.

There was a grunt from the Owl of the Remove. Heath
had stirred him. Ancther grunt, and then Heath drew back
from the bed, terrified, waiting for DBunter to settle down
afak,

Bunter snored on.

Five minutes or amore elapsed before Heath mede a fresh
attempt. Then, xz jhe approached Bunter's bed again,
Wharton roso sil)ent]y to a sitding posture.

He reached out towards his washstand, and grasped the
sponga, and raized his hand 1n the air. As Heath Eﬁﬂt to-
wards Bunter's bed, Wharton hurled the sponge. In spile
of the gloom, the aim was unerring.

The sponge struck Heath on the back of the head.

The blow was, of course, not severe; but coming suddenly
and totally unexpectedly as it did, it hurled Heath forward,
and he sprawled across Bunter's bed with o startled cry.

'There was o yell from the fat junior,

Startled out of his sleep, he leaped u
mm&ﬂ in contact with Heatl’s head wit

ia w :14

“ Yow [

They yelled together.

Wharton lay laughing quietly. Bunter threw out his arms,
and grasped Heath as he scrambled back from the bed.
Heath, hurt as he was, thought at onen of getting back into
bed and lying quietly there, Ecu-t. he had no time.

" Ow!” velled Bunter. * Help! Burglars|™

“ Hallo 1

“ What's tha row

" Help! Burglar!™
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“Let po!" mutltered Heath, in & stiflod volea. Tt was
only & lark! It's not burglars! Let go! You uss, let go!”

“"Help! Help!

Frank Nugent jumped wp and lighted a candle.

Heath was striving to tear himseif away from Bunber's
grasp, and he was nearly dragging the fut junicr out of bed
in_the effort. :

Bunter relaxed his grasp as the lght flured aut.

* Help " he gzrs.pecf

“What's the matter?”

“ What are you doing, Heath?"

* What thie dickens i

U IVs—it's only o jepe ! stammered [Meath, © T—I—T waa
gr.:rin to mop Bunter with & sponge, that’s allt It was only
O

“It's a lie ! roared Bunter. 1o was going to rob me.”

“What vot! 1 "

“He was trying to get at iy waistcoat under my mat-
tress!"” snorted Bunter, L know that jolly well.  He's a
thief !’

dd I_"I'_-I"'"""I"

“Here, draw it mill,” =aid Bulstrode, “ What have yau
got in your walsteoat for anybody 1o want to steal? A wad
of Pﬂata.lr-:rrdm's.':’"

“Noneng I

“*What is it, then®"

*A—a—au paper.”

“A paper! A neowspaper?™ azked Bulstrode.

“No!" snapped Bunter, ** A-ea paper, that's ull"

* What on earth should Meath want to steal a paper from
you for:"

“Well, he jolly well does™ said Bunter.  “It's a very
valuable paper. dfat’s what he was hunting in my study for,
the rotier!"”

“I-1 was only latking,” stammered [eallh  His
showed as white as chalk in the light of the candle.

*Well, yon'd better stop larks of that zort at this time of
might,” said Frank Nusent drily. ** Get back to Led, and
don't play tho giddy goat™

“1 sav., vou fellows——'"

*“0b, shut up, Buntes!”

*“ But, look hera—"

“ Bhut up!” roared a dozan voices,

And Bunter grunted, and shut up.  1leath got back inlo
bed. and de did not stir from it again that night. But there
was little sleep for him through the long diours of darkness.

THE EIGHTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Triumph of Truth.

EATH was the first out of bed in the morning. The
rising-bell hod not ved clanged when he rose and
dressed himself. Wharten watched him from his bed
quietly, That Heath had intended to leave the dormi-

tory during the night, if Bunter had not caused an alarn
Herry felt sure. 1t was not like Heath to rise before the
others in the morning ; he was generally an utter slacker, and
stayed in bed till the last possible moment,

There was one explanation of his unnsual early rising. He
had something on hand which could only be carried out while
tha other fellows wers not about. He had not sueceedad in
getting that mysterious paper from Bunter. And Wharton
guessed s‘hrawdi}' enough that what Heath was now con-
cerned about waa the hidden wig.

‘Heath hed been under observation the previous evenine,
and he had known it. During the night he had not venturasd
out. The way Bunter had been awakenad had shown him
that someons was on the watch in the Remove dormitory,
snd he could guess that it was either Wharton or Nugent,

The expression of the junior's face showed how worry and

SANDOW'S BOOK
FREE |

Just published, s new book shuwing how Sandow wen
‘Health and Fame, besutifully illustrated, and explainin

bow every man and woman can obtain robust health an
perfect davelopment by exercise,

SPECIAL OFFER.

To every reader who writes at onoe & copy of this book
will be sent free, il

Address: No. 18, BANDOW HALL, BURY STREET,
LONDON, W.C.
Tue Maoner Ligeanty.—No. 174,

fare

drviven

stress of mund were telling on him. He was [eelin v
falling

into a corner, with hizs cowardly plot in danger o
about his ears at every moment.

e glanced along the line of while beds. NWo one was
stirving.  Heath left the deormitery quistly, and closed the
door behind him.

Wharton leaped out of Lod.

* Markg!™

Mark Linley started out of a dore.

* Yas, Harry!”

“Up you get!”’

The Lancazhive lad did not stop to ask questions, TTo rosa
quickly, and began 1o dress, Harey Wharton van to the
window, snd dressed with one eve on the Clase, The figura
of Esau leath appeared in sight,

He was tramping away from the house aeross the Ulase.

Wharton watehed him while fie dressed. Where was [loath
goieg, if not o the hiding-place of the disguise e Liad worn
wleen itﬂr_ll{'.*i'.‘if}l'tﬂtil'lg Bals {_']'th':‘_'l..":: Froam the winelow Wihar
ton could observe without heing oberved,

lleath disappeared at the suined  cliupel—that
ancient times which was the pride of Greviviues, He passed
in at the little low door. and vapished. = Harey Wharton's
oyes glesmed, That phitee, of ald o Grevivars, was Tullest of
odd nooks and cranptes where aoy =mall article micht be
bidden i perfect safety. )

" Uome on, Marky”

Bulstrode sat up in bed.

“llalle! Where aro vou fellows soing®®

They did net stop to replv.  Ther loft tho darmitore. and
ran down Lhe passage and ‘the stairs.  An early housesiid
wits tha oily T E T about. Thmug‘]l e 1¥38N doorway, the
keen, fresh air of worning blow in from the Ulose,

Whartou and Linley van across to the roined cliapel, Thay
reached it bnoa minude or less. They could wuoss how Heach
was oecupied, anwd they wanted to areive before he had tino
to destroy what he had wneacthed, Thes reachied tha kaw,
oaken doorway, and eidered quietly, The chapel was nrostiy
m g, doorless and windowless aportures maping on all
sides, The stone staie that led down to the vevph was beforo
them. The opening had been coverad by a nndern wosden
trapdoor for safely’s sake.  The trapdoor was raeed now, and
from below came n glimmer of gkt
. Someone was down thers with a candle or a lantern. The
Tunzord did not necd telling whom it was,

_BEven as they looked down the stales, Bsan Heath came inbo
sizht. 1o was earrving a bicvels lantern in one hanad, and n
tho other he had & parcel wrapped in brown paper.

The two juniors stopped back quickiy.

Heath was coming up the staivs Trowm tha crvpt, and be had
not seen them. They drew back into the cover of tha
shattered masonvy, and waited for the new by Lo CLICTEG
from tho erypt. )

Healh coma up, and extingnished the Bantern, and con-
cealed it in a erevice in the stonework.

Then he turned to the door of the cliapal,

At the same moment, Wharton and Mark Linlev steppod
from their cover, reached him, and pinioned him by el
armn.

Hoath started convulsively,

Heo had been pinioned so suddenly that e lad no chance
whutevar of resistance, and he coulil orly stare at his caplors
with white fuce and hagzzard oyes. '

His hand closed ti[.l:ﬁtl_r on tha pareel he was carrying.
He struggled slightly, but it was useless, and ha kuew it, and
desisted. le was not nearly a makeh for cithier of ths
Juniora who had grasped him.

::EG“T{?H_@['“}‘ﬁ mutt-ered]. “E::ll;:'."

ausht ! gai ‘harton grimly, Yleak'e 1 :

Heath 7™ . ’ u that parcel,

“The—the parcel

“Yea. What's in it "

" Some—some things belonging to me." said Heath, with
white lips and stamunering voice, Nothing of any value—
it's of no importance.”

* ¥ery well, come on "

e E-w-wlmt do you mean? Why should T come with
you !

. Because you've got no choiee,” said Whavton grimly.
‘You're going to open that parcel in public, and show the
contents.  IF they're of no importance, as you say, they
v-'c::l]’:t IIturt. you for being ahown.

“Come on."

Heath resisted fecbly. Wharton and Mark Linlev took no
notice of his resistance. They marched him on forcibly to-
wards the School House, The rising-bell was clansing oub
now, and & few cordy risers were already up, Heath was
marched by sheer force into the House, up the slairs, and to
the door of Wingate's room.

Wharton knocked at the door,

relic of
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“IIt‘s all right 1" called out the captiin of Greyfriars, "“I'm
ll TH
K Want to speak to you, Wingate™

“Wait till T'm dressed.”’

“ Back up, then” .

Irn o few minetes Wingale opened the deor. IHe was in
shirt and trousers, and he stared in blank astonishment ot the
juniors and their prisoner. .

“What the dickens deoes this mean ™ he exclaimed, “Is
Lig o jape?”

“ Na," said Harry.

" Then what—""

“You remember I told you I suspreted that Jlob Cherry
was impersonated at the postoffice, by a chup who got him-
self up in disguize "’

“Well 7" siud Wingate irritably. s oo

“We've inguired in Friavdale, and Mr. Moses is willing to
give evidence that he sold a faxen wig to a Greyfviurs chap
lust Friday.”

“Oh 17 oeaid Wingale. ;

“We suspected Heath, and we've watched lim. Ile
fetehod this parced out of the old chapel crypt just now.
We want you to see what's in it.  We suspect that it's the
wig. Then we want Mr, Moses to be brought here to see il
Ire con identify Heoth as the chap who bought the wig.”

Wingate looked hard at the white-faced, shivering Heath.
If evar guilt was writien in a fellow's face, it was wnitten n
Ezuu Heath's then.

“ Are you willing for the parcel to be opencd, Ieathi”
Wingate asked sternly,

Hoath panted. ;

" No,” he said, * I=I=I'm not willing. It conlains some
srivate things, and—and I don’t care bo show themn to cvery-

d 1!‘)

"{\"hat, things 17

" Bome—some papers, and—anpd——"

“ You refuse to have the parcel opencd @™

“Yeg," suid Heath, grining courage a httle, * I—T refuse.”

“ Then,"” said Wingate sharply, * 1 shall open 1% by my
authority as head prefect, and I'm wiling te answer to the
Head for what I do”

He took the parcel from Heath's nerveless hand. ecut the
cord, and opened the paper. A tightly-rolled wig of Haxen
colour rolled cut

Wingate's eyes gleamed. i

“ 8o that's the private papers you didn’t want to show 1
he exclaimed scornfully. * 1t is a wig—a wig just the colour
of Bob Cherry's hair.™

Heath licked his dry lips, i .

“I own up to that’ Jho said. “I—I got it for private
theatricals. E.HI wag scarcd when I heard Wharton E:f”r:st-
g that—that a chap had worn a wig and imparsonat ci_ﬁr.-h
l’_?ﬁrry. I—I knew he would bring some accusation against
:rﬁ.!iE he eowld. So LI hid the wig in the erypt That's
all.”

Wingate's hard plance never left his face, It was an in-
goendous lie, bub it was evidently o lic on the face of it

“ You admit buymg the wig of Mr. Moses!?”

“Yeees' .

“On Friday, before the postal-order was cashed at Friar-
dalo post-office 17

“Yooos™ )

“Very well, T am afraid you will find it a little difficuls
to cenvinee the Iead that you bought 1t for private
theatricals,” said WIH%&H driliy‘. “ Wharton 1" }

He looked round. Wharten had disappeared, Mark Linley
nrct his glance. :

“ Wharton's gone for Bunter,” he said.

“ Bunter! What lus Bunter to do with this?"

“1 beiteve he knows a great deal.”

Ileath's knees kuocked fogether. :

YO he doesn’t U7 e exclaimed, in a hoarsely shrill voiee.
“YWhat eould Bunter koow ! You know what o liar Bunter
12! You know——""

“We know that you gave Bunter four or five pounds
yoerterday,” said Mark Linley coldly. " We know you did
not do it for nothing.”

Wingate gave a start,

“* You gave Bunter sueh a sum as that, Heath 1"

“* 1--I gashed postal orders for him,”” stammerod Heath.

“0Oh! You are asking me to beheve that Bunter had
postalorders for feur or five pounds in o single day " said
Wingate drily. “Well, f Bunter can give me the names of
tle senders, and they can answer inquiries, I will believe 1t--
et otherwise.”

Heath groancd. .

There was a squeaky voiee heawd from the passago.

“Ow! Oh, really, Wharton! I'm coming ouietly—I tcll
vun I'm ml]]]ﬂi! You anight let a chap fasten lis benstly
bracea! Ow!

oggo my car !’
“ome on, then,” :aﬁtin:iH Wharton angnly.

“0h, really—— Qw!"

Buily Bumier, with evident reluetance, was marched into
Wingate's reom. He stood there half-dressed, palpitating
with anger and fear.

Tor Macuer LisRARY. — No, 174,

EVERY : F 11 ‘g FF ONE
TUESDAY, t bt 1 :.m“ a. Hg,rl?tt PENNY.
“We want you to gquestion Bunter, Wingate” said

Wharton. “It's better for you to do it: vou can't be sus-
pected of working things for Bob Cherry. Wo might.
Bunter has a paper about him, and Heath has been paying
him sovercigns to keep it dark. I don’t know what it is,
but 1 feel pretty cortam it boars on this ease. I think you
cught to make Bunter ghow you the paper.”

“ What is the paper, Bunter?”

“I--I haven't one."”

“1'H r1;1:3!1:,1 soon find 14" said Harry,

MOw! ¥Yow! Hands off! I+-I— It's only an 10 T,
“,‘i"g’.“;’f&; but I don’t care to show it to anybedy, if you don't
mined.

“What has Heath been givin

“ He—ha hasn't! He's cash

“ For four or five pounds?”

“Yeues"

“Where did you get them from "

“Fef-fram some titled friends of
DBunter.

“You young jackass!™ suid Wiﬂﬁ-utm “ Hand me that
paper at once, and stop telling lical

** Oh, really, Wingate—-""

* Tako it from him, Wharton, and give it to me.”

HI=1=I'll give it to you with pleasure, Wingate. I.=1
meant o all along,” Bunter stammered. * I'm sure [ always
had a moat zsincere friendship for Bob Cherry, and I'm very
anxions indecd to clear him.  When I found that Heath had
been committing forgery, I—T was afraid to ted anybody, in
cast he shopld fix it on me somechow. ¥You know what a deep
villain he i1a, from the way he's served Bob Cherrvy. I—I
mﬁanb tq? shovir the paper to the Head, though, whea—
when——

“ When you'd extracted all Heath’s money, I suppoee "
said the Greyfriars captain, with stern contomwmpt.

* Oh, mmHy+ Wingate—""

“ (:ive me the paper.”

Bunter handed the paper over. Heath Bung himself into
a chair, and covered his face with his hands. All was over
now, and he knew b Wingale opened out the paper, and
he and the juniors looked at it eagorly,

“R. Cherry!™

Bob Cherry’s name was ecrawled on the paper over and
over again. At the top it was unmistakably in Heath's writ-
ing, ‘but as it progresscd down the page 1w grew more and
more like Bob Cherry's, Lll at the bottom it was a very fair
imitation of Bob’s own signature

_Heath had evidently been practising from & copy of Bob's
signature, and ho had certainly shown great aptitude for the
peculiar work of a forger.

Wingate's fuce grew as black as thunder.

“You youpg hound ! he eaid. ** You unspeakable worm !
I den’t think we necd any further proof that Bob Cherry's
nanwe was forged, and that he was smpersonated &t the post-
office—and that you did it! You utter cur, comoe with me I

His strong hand on Heath's shoulder dragged the wretched
boy to his feet. Heath looked st him with a face like death.

“I—I suppose it's all up now,” he said, in a husky,
broken, whispening voice. "1—I did it becausc-—because
licked me, and I hated him ! [ said 1'd make bim suffer, and
—and I did! I—I suppose I shell be expelled.”

“You're not likely to be allowed to remain at Greyiriare,"
said Wingate dvily.  * If you don’t go to prison, you will bo
Ieely., Come with meo—to the Huaﬁ."

Heath groaned, and followed the captain of Greyinars.

you. money for, Bunter 1"
gome postal-orders——""

mine,"  slammered

Of that interview between the Heud of Grepiviars and the
wretched boy whose sing had come home to him, we need
not speak. Heath's grovelling terror, and his half-sincere
repentance now that punizhment was about to fall, did ngt
makae a pleasant spectacle. His confession, which was ha.rﬁf
neoaded now to establish the truth, weaa full and complete. %
more than exonerated Dob Cherry. The whole wretched
plot was expesed to the light of day. Greyiriars heard it and
wondered. Heath could not save himself, and he did not
spare DBunter. Bunter's well-known stapidity saved _him
froum sharing Heath's fate—expulsion from the school. The
Head roasoned that the fat junior had been hardly conscicus
of tho dull wickedness of his conduct, and he was sentcnaed
to a fogging instead. That flogging wos administered
severely, and ﬁuntm- did not forget o scon. For hows alter-
wards groans were heard proceeding from Bunter's study;
but as no one took any notice of the groans, they ceased ot
Inst. Bunter zeemed to be surprised when he found that no
one in the Remove would speak to him afterwarda Hia dis-
covery of the paper bearing the forged signaturcs had cer-
tainly helped to clear Bob Oherry ; and the fat junior ecomed
to expect that a great deal of eredit would be given lum.
He was disappointed !

And Boh Cherry? -
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Neodless to say, that, when Bunter had been fogged, and
Heath expelled from Greyfriara, Bob Cherey was recalled.
Dr. Locke wrote imnwdiat-e-lqr to Major Cherry, explaining
the matter, and asking Dob's pardon in the most sincers
manner—in a way that cven the fiery and exacting major
could take no exception to.

Major Cherry arrived with Bob the same afternosn. And
then, when nearly the whole school had been to see Hob's
father off fromn the station later in the day, Bob Cherry was
drawn back {o Greviriars on the top of the old station
“growler.”  Never had such a scone been witnessed in Grey-
friars before.

The libel action, of course, was stopped. The question of
damages—and the major had, in his wrath, intended to claim
enormous damages from the governors of Groviriars—was
waived. The [ullest compensation was made for the ex-
El‘ldﬂﬁﬂ he had been put to, and there the matter was suffered

rap.

As for Bob, he was too happy at having bis name cleared
to care for anything else. He scemed to be walking on aic
when he came back to the achoal,

In his bitterness at the injustice that had been done him,
Bob had Hmuﬁi:t he would nover be able to forpive the
%Jeans who had failed to stand. by him in his hour of need.

A masa of evidenco, And their repentance was frank aod
BLOOH IS,

Nugent amd John Ball, apd Fish and Tom Brown. and
the rest, gathered round DBob as hie came into the junior
comman-rosn with Wharton and Mark Linley,

“Wa've been a set of silly asses, Bob."” zatd Nuzentk
]Iumba['r’.h “You can kick us all if yvou like, and we wou't say
a word.

I guess not.”" said Fisher T. Fish. “Kiok away.”

Rob U]mrr;r laughed,

* It's all right, kids,” he said. * When vou come ta think
of it, the evidence was awfully strong, and you haven't so
much sense as Wharton and Marky, so what could a fellow
oxpect 77

* Ahem "

“It's all over now—bygoncs are bygones—and I dare say
wa shall all met an famously now that %}ouu mder is pone.”

“ IMear, hear**

[Fish neld out s hand.

" Bhake ! he said.

And Bob “shook.” And with a hearty handshake all
round, the past waz buricd. Nevor mrain were the junicrs
likely to waver in their faith in Bob Cherry's honour.

THE EnD.
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READ THIS FIRST.

Rupert Thurston, friend of Ferrers Lord, the millionaire, and
commander of the latter’s weonderful submariue, the Lord of the
Db:tg. receives mysterious orders to sail for the Chinese seas, While
o1 the journey the engines break down, and Thurston and Horton the
diver, while waiting for the rﬁiﬂrn to be completed, rescue a mad
castaway, Meanwhile Ching-Lung, the Chinese boy, livens things
up on beard. He catches a conger-eel and places It in the cook's
' .I.'B-I.d.ij" for the person who had been stealing the provisions of

te. At night the whole ship i3 awakened by yells proceeding from

galley. Ben Maddock, the bo'sun, rushes to the scene, shonting,
““MNow I've got yon. Comes out you thiewlug' lubber 1"
{Mow go on with the story.)

The Cook and the Conger-eel Cause More Excitement, which

Makes Ben Maddock Siga the Pledge,

Maddock stood transfixed. Beside the galley fire was a
Eﬂ% zine tank, from which monsieur drew hiz water for
culinary purposes. Over the edge of the tank appeared the
horvified face of the cook. His eyes, dilated with terror
were fixed upon the foor.  The moment the door ﬂpcm}{j
he witered one last wild shriek, and, leaping from the tank,
he dashed the bo'sun aside and ran madly away.

“Well, I'm jiggered " said Ben Maddock, as he watched
ghe fiying figure vanish. * That takes the biseuit, Ching!
Now, just imaging the low-down, frog-eatin’ thief pinchin’
the grub hisself and accusin® honest men ™"

s ole villain " Bclueaked Ching.

Hf‘rI:Il break every blessed bone in the raseal's—  O-oli!

1

Ben Maddock sprang back with a roar of frizht as a huge
eal wriggled weakly out of the galley.

“What's de mattel, Mr. Moaddock®"”
Lung. .

Tho bo'sun's knees knocked together.

inquired Ching-

h“h!I:attar?" he gasped. *It's a snake! EKill it! Ow—
are "'

* A snake?” squeaked Ching-Lung. " Where? I no see
snake.”’
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A Thrilling Story of the Further Amazing Adventures of a
FERRERS LORD, MILLIONAIRE.

By SIDNEY DREW.

It was Ching-Lung's conger-eel, fresh from its interview
with the cock in the tank. The horrified ho'sun turned to

flv, but Ching-Lung gripped him by the arm and dragged
him bacl.

“Thunder I** roared the bo'sun. * Lemme go! It': coming
after me !

Ching-Lung only held him the tighter.

“You vellee illee, Mr. Maddock ! he squeaked. * ¥You

bettel letee me fetches de doctol,”

“ What I"" panted the horrified bo'sun,
snake ?"'

As it happened that the snake was an eel, Ching-Lung did
not exactly lie when he answered :

“ Me no ses snake. You wvelly ill™

The bo'sun tore his hair.

“Ching," he wailed, * you ain’t spoofin’ of me, are vou?"

i U{a]taml;.r notea.”’

“Then it's the drink. Oh, mother, mother, come and kiss
vour dying boy! I've hinished with booze. I've——"

At this point the bo’sun’s knees gave way beneath him.
Ilo fell back against the bulkhead as a second horrible
u]:imntmn EL};H!M'EEI before his bulging eves.

t was Whiskors, the cat.  All cats have a weaknoss for
fish, but with Whiskers it was not a weakness but a wild,
frichtful craving, Whiskers scented the eonger from afar.
Tht}ugflt the conger was a monster, Whiskers had no fear, for
an eel is certainly a fish. FHe sprang upon it joviully, and
Maddock quaked with terror.

He had seen cats of evary size and every colour, but never
such a weird, awful, blood-curdliug cat us this. Most cats
have smooth, glossy hair, but this monster was as curly as a
toy lamb, Chmg-Lung had apent a good deal of time curling
its fur with the cook’s moustache-tongs, but he had got
his reward.

“ Helo," said the Chinese bay, “you going to faintee.
What's de mattel now "

“Two-o of "em " wailed the bo'sun. “Oh, I've finished—

“('an't you see &

this weak's "' GEM " Library.
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Y've finished! Take me away! Snakes and impe! O,
mother, mother! I ain’t had much, either.” :

He stagegercd to his feet and bolted away, Ching-Lung
hugpeed himseli with pure delight—it was too delicious. Then,
taking out hiz knife, he killed the eel, gave Whiskers an
ample share, and removed the string that had trpped up
the unhappy cook.

He lighted the galley fire and feasted royelly. When he
bl ﬁniﬁmd cating he cut up the remains of the eel and barnt
thent,

After that, wearing the self-satisfied smile of a man who hag
mere than done his duty, he went to bed,

The Castaway Tells a Strange Story—A Second Mysierious
Breakdown—Attacked in the Yellow Ses,

Surely in ail the ffteen hundred millions of souls who
inhabit the globe Ching-Lung wos the crafticst of all. The
midnight mystery of the conper-eel cught to have made a
sprsation ; buat o didn't.

At dawn Ben Maddock interviewed the cook, and threatenced
to expose him,

Mensieur Pierre, who looked abent as limp as a wet fowel,
had only & dazed idea of what had happered. He decided to
keep a perpetual silence.

Then Maddock approached Ching-Lung, and presented him
with a couple of oipars.

Not for the wealth of all Lombard Strect would he have
sllowed the story of Ims strange attack of visions to leak
ot
X {!..'}';ing-l.ung was so polite that he approached the subject

eldhy.

“ Pan't vou be aflaid,”™ said the Chinese bor, “me nevel
bleath a waold., Me keepece it dalk,”

And Chipg-Lung did, for he hade’t forgotten
Thurston's ricing-crop.

Little by little the castaway pat hetter.

He szaid his name was Martin Rorers, and (hot he was
second mate of the steamer Minnie, boumd from Loudon tn
Nagasaki with explosives for the Japancse Government.

The Minnie was only o "tramp " steamer—too poor to pay
the enormons Suez Canal dues, and therefare they liad come
rourid the Cape. On the ninth, at midnight, the vessel was
eighty knots north-east of the Sevchelles, going at her best
gneewd,  Buddenly a shol was fired acrozs her bows, and a
searchlight was turned upon her.

The startled crew poured upon deck. Bestde them was 2
straqge conical vessel, carrving neither spars nor funnels.
Bhe wae crowded with masked men armed with rifles.

They boarded’ the Minnie and ordered her crew into the
Eoats. The castaway said he was mad enomgh to offer
Jgesistance, and he was ot onee stunned with a bBlow from a
revolver-butt,. As he struggled back to his sense= the pirates
were taking the last baox of explosives on board their
mysterions vessel. Then they fired two shells into the Minnie,
and Jeft her to sk

The shots were carelessly aimed, and she filled slowly.
Rogers had time to build, provision, and launch his Aimey raft.
After that he could remember nothing, He spun his varn in
the state-room.

Rﬂ‘-ﬂt dismiszed him, and then locked at the diver.

“ Michacl Bcaroff, for a thousand pounds, =ir,” said the

Bupert

diver.

Thurston paced the room with uneasy strides.

“I don't like that fellow’s face,” he answered: “and,
somehow, I can’t bring mysell 1o be sorry for him. If his
story 15 true—and it must be fruc—the 'fmritsa 15 not far
away, By Jove, Ned, what a stroke of luck it wonld be if we
eould find here !

I wouldn't be such a stroke of uek if she found us first,
sir, and put a torpedo into ns It's Bearoff, sure enough;
and he's ahead of ws. That puts a new hght on things.
Either Scaroff has %c-t wind of our destination, and has heen
dodging areund us for a chance 10 strike, or else Mr. Forrers
Lord knew Bearoff was making for these waters, and accord-
ingly sent us here. There's another thing, too, sir. China is
in a regular blaze. No doubt the millions of cartridges on
the Minnie were intended for use against the Chinese. Now,
it strikes me, sir, that Scavoff is in league with those vellow
devile the Boxers! If not, he's a Russian, and he wants to
no Japan & bad turn.  They not only hate the Japanese, hut
they're afraid of 'em.”?

There was sound sense in Ned Horton’s argumoent, and
Rupert could not offer a better one.  He could not brin
himself to believe that Prince Michael Scaroff, fiend thau ﬁ
ha had proved himself, conld have any dealings with the
Boxers. DBut Japan is the createst foe of Russia

The eastaway’s story made Rupert vaiguely uncasy. He
ordered a doubte wateh, and told Horton te keep the powerful
sexichlipht going.  Steel torpedo-nets, worked automatically
frem the engine-room, wore drawn over the whale of the
\-Exs?ﬁl. Then Rupert sat down and spread out the Admiralty
chart.

The Lord of the Decp was running south-west of Leong-
sov Bay, off the island of Hainan, !If:I pricked and Gmed t!ign
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chart, and then lay back in kis chair to light & cigarctie.
There was a sudden jarring shock that nearly fiong him back-
wards to the ground. He ran to the telephone.

“What's the matter down there 7"

Ruport could hezr shouts and a clotter of feet in the
engine-room. After a fime he got an answer.

“ Another accident, sir—a bhad one, I fear!
gone to bits, Two men badly hurt.”

Rupert rushed down. There was a little panic in the
engine-room. It iz not a very uncommon accident for a fly-
wheel running at great speed to break, but the consequences
are ofton ferrible. The whole wheel had broken out of s
bearings, torn through the steel bulkhead like a knife cuts
butter, and broken the billiard-table beyond. One man was
crushed bevond recognition, and the engines wrecked.

They could be repaired—for the Lord of the Deep carried
duplicates of every part of its machinery—but it would take
davs. The head engineer could not explain the disaster.
The bearings wera guite cool, and no human skill could have
turned out a better wheel. There was a gloom over the

One fywheel

ship.

’l?immtnn and Horton falked together, and decided to bring
the ship to the surface until dawn. With the shattered engines
standing idle, the store of electricity would soon be exhausted,
and that must be saved for the guns in ease of an attack from
Michael Scaroff. They had plenty of candles and lamps, but
randles and lamps exhaust & tremendous emount of ar, and
air was precigus.  Onece on the surface air would be
oxhaustless,

The Lord of the Deep was a cripple. To force tha waler
froon the tanks the pumps had to be worked by hand.  As
the vessel roso slowly, Rupert went to the mnuingi-tnwer, low-
Tirited and dejected. Prout was at the wheel. Inch by inch
the glass dome emerged.

 Hallo, siv,”’ said the steersman: " ain't that a crafs, sie?”

Y ¥z, satd Rupert. " Only 2 beastly junk.”

The steorsman was looking in quite the opposite direction.

“'Why, sir,” he roared, *“there’s four of "mm 1

And four of them there were, not thirty fathoms away.
Big, square-nosed, square-rigged junks, cach with a g
crimson eve painted on ils prow, for, as the Chinese say, how

can & ship see where to go if it hasn't got an eye? Rupert
shrugged his shoulders,
“*But,” he sxid, “thev’'re only beastly Chinese. 1 don't

mind them. They’ll take nz for soine moneter or zea-dragon.’

Tom Prout drapped his pipe,

“YWhy, they're launching boais ! he roared.
there—tumble up 1V

A flash of red leapt from once of the junks, followed by the
roar of a gun. A Ik'm;]l, firedd from an old fashioned smooth-
bore, whizzed over the torpedo-nets, Four boats, packed with
armed men, were leaping towards the ship. Prouat, who loved
a fight, danced with jov. His Lbellow made the very plates

aquiver.
Tumblo

“ Tumble up,

“ Here's a game!"” he roared. “ Arms! Arms!

;fp t.l}:em, boys, there's u whole blessed China-shop a-top
usg !

In Which, After a Grlm Struggle, the Pirates are Beaten Off
—Ching-Lung Capfures Many Plgtalls — Eric Hagensen
also Captures a Prizoner, Who Takes a Great Dislike 1o
Mr. Prout, and Shows It.

Tom Prout's bellow acted hke an eloctric shock., The steol

torpedo-nets, made of the toughest wire, still encircled the
vessel, and could not be removed, owing to the breakdown of
the engines. It was possible to draw them back by hand;
but Horton, who took command, did not think it necessa¥y.
I-'_‘Er it was a three-mch mesh, and gave plenty of room for
rifles.
The men swarmed up, every soul of them itching for 4 fight,
and Puurnd out, waving their rifles. Ching-Lung came [irst
of all, armed to the teeth. A bullet whistled past him, and
a2 man behind pitched down the ladder with the bullet in his
shoulder, overturning several of his comrades.

The nets were held up by iron uprights cight feet high,
which lay flush with the deck when tﬁc nets were not in use.
Rifles eracked from the advancing boats,

“ Fire !" evied Ned Horton,

The fonr separate volleys sounded like one.

: Shrieks and
eries rose from the boats,

Then there was = crash from the

stern as a shell from the nearest junk exploded. It tore a
%a:pmg hola in the torpedo-net, and killed two men, Monsicur
ierre, the cook, who had rushed upon deck in his excitement

armed with a carving-knife, dived down the hateh like a
rablit.  Rupert dashed forward to examine the eovered deck-
g,rl.m.f||L Ilt-'i wis hr%}te&i& EE s
ky axim, Maddack " he shouted., ** Take six men!
The boats halted before the witharing fire, spun round, and
25
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kouttled awav., One of them filled and sank, and the sca was
ked with bobbing heads. The others pulled round into
e shelter of the junks .
“ We must got the bow-gun ta work guickly, sir,” said the
diver to Rupert, “ or they'll sink us. Look out!”
An uidJuSeLiuued round shell, with sputtering fuse, struck

the water and ricochetted past. The decks of the junk

swarmoed with men, who looked as active as ants. They
were lowering more boats, and were within easy range. Tom
ut was the lbest marksman on board the Lord of the

Desp, and his aim was deadly, But the crew were suffering
from the Chinese riftes a)so. Kight men were down.

Horton ran forward, bwandishing an axe, and cut through
the torpedo-net. As if working for their lives, the men tore
away the indiarubber covering, and the gun went round.

“ Why not use the electric gun, Horton ! shouted Rupert,
&5 the shell slid into the breach.

“ We daren’t, sir. We've only zot about enosugh electricity
for half a doren charges, and we can’t make any more until
the engines ave put rvight. We must save that for Searof,
Here, Prout!'

Tom Prout was in no hurey.  ITe cmptied his rifle, mopped
his shiny, bald head, put "his pipe ecarefully awey, and
approached the pun. Eizht or ning boats had heen lowered,
ready to make a rush, covered by the lire of the junks, Prout
seized the lanyard and grinned.

“1 guess we're goin’ to have another Chinese horror,” he
satd. " How much ia the charge, sie®"

“ A full charge! answered torton Lmpatiently. * Why
don't you fre?”’

Prout calmly shook lis head and smiled,

“Too much for the distance, sir. There ain't no Ly,
One shot that hits is better than a million misscs.”

There was no chance of hurrying the steersman. He ox-
tracted the shell as ealmly as if opening an ovster, and
selected another with a white cross painted on it

" Be kind enough to tell 'eni I'm coming to see 'em myself
later on,” he said to the shell,

. Then he spat on it for luck, and tha gun exploded with a
deafening  roar.  ** Bravo, Prout!  bellowed Ilorton.
*You've blown the inside out of her ™

The shell struck the centre junk amidships, tearing awa
hoer bulwark. Thore was a {]wilh'ant flash as it exploded.
The mast leeled over and fell, bringing down the huge square
sail, and the smoke rolled aside. They could see the terrified
Chinese leaping overboard by scores.

Dﬂ mighty cheer was raised by the crow of the Lord of the
eop.

* You getee leathel modalee fol dat, Thomas " said Ching-
Lun_%vglmfully. * ¥ou biffee dem dat timee !
“ Well, I'm blessed """ roared the steorsman.
to bo sorry. Ain't they your own countrymen ?"

“ No,” answered the Chinese boy. ** Mc not owne¢ dem,
Dey dilty pilates. Kxclusee me.”

He vanished for 8 few moments and dived helow.

Ben Maddock and his men had brought up a Maxim. The
three remaining junks were sheering off in the light breese,
and the boats were picking up the swimmers. Horton felt
secure now, and passed the word to cease firing, not wishing
to take life unnecessarily. There was some grumbling at
the order, which was rapidly changed to laughter as Ching-
Lung stole softly up behind the unconscious Mr, Prout.

Prout was lighting his pipe. I'rom his pocket Ching-Lung
produced & medal, made of gilded cardboard, neatly a foot in
diamater,  On it was painted in straggling letters, ** For
Valler,” and the picture of & man in !llllgﬁighl:, pursued
by a lady with a rolling-pin. Below the lady was scrawled
gz r-dn-law '3 below  the gentleman goénrt.ing hur-
riedly, * Thomas Prout, Esq.” Ching-Lung deftly pinned
the medal on the steérsman’s , 8nd then fervently wrung
Mr. Prout's hand.

* Exclusee me,” squeaked the Chinese boy, “but T must
nc-ngilﬂulntea you againce.  You —vondleful good shotes, He,
he, he! You biffee dem allee lightes, Me lite a lily note to
my fliend Mr. Chambellain to-nightee, and tellee him to give
you de Victolia Closs. He, he, he! Exclusee me, you mal-
vollous chap I™

There was a shriek of laughter that made the steersman
turn.

“ What are you chuckling at, yoeu pack of apes?" he roared,
locking at Maddock.

The bo'sun grinned like a Cheshire cat.

“* Well, of all things,” he answered, “ I warn't laughin’,
I war only coughin’. Carn't a tl:ap cough nowadays?

1 tell you you was lsughing I"" roared Proot. “T sced
you. Why, you're laughing now! Ain't he, Ching?”

“ He celtainly smilee!” squeaked Ching-Lung blandly.

The steerasman looked round him and roared:

“ Why, they're all—— Hi! Well I'm—-"
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“You ought

A puff of wind blew the cardboard over his shoulder. Ha
E.namihad it, almost tearing it in half, staved at it open-
mouthed, and then made a rush at Ching-Lung. Ching-Lung
was just as alert as ever. He dived forward between tha
stecorsman’s legs, and Preut sat down with a thud that secmed
to shake the ship.

“* I'll have the pigtail of the yellow monkey '™ he belowed,
* Mother-inJaw=—cli?*  Who told him I'd got o wotherin-
law?  That's vou, Maddeck. You're the only man as
knowed !"'

YT never told lim, Tom,"
sides.

* Then how did ha know—ol*"

“*Very likely by the frightened leok in yer heve” zaid a
volce from behind.

Purplo with rage to the very crown of his bald head, Prout
arose. The laughter was loud and long.

“If T conld find the one wot said that,” he roared, “1'd
black both his eyes for him, so I would! Very good, Mr.
Ching-Lung ! I'll have the pigtail off vou vel, and hang vou
up with it! Mother-inlaw—eh "

Horton, who had been watching the scena, highly amusod,

now strode up.
e That will do, Prout.” he said.  * It was anly a haraless
ini-:ﬂ. It was an excellent shot you made, and even if Ching.
ung has made Tun out of i, we must all congratulate vou.
Mr. Thurston has been kind enough to double the grow.
Will you take command of a squad to work the lift-puinps?
I want the launch."

Prout had a hasty temper, but it seldom lasted. Chine-
TLung's pigtail was just vanishing down' the ladder when
Ruport setzed it, and dragged its grinning owner hack.

* Go and apologise to Mr. Proub at ence,” said Thurston.

Ching-Lung was quite agrecable,  He advanced with a
low bow.

* Exclusee me, Mr. Plont,” he squeaked.  * Me velly
solly to causee vou painee, You'll mothel-in-law velly chalm-
g lady. When vou see hel againee, pleasee tellee hel <he
only sendee me tle shilts homee florm de wash instead of fivee,
She always do my wash=——-"

_For onee in a way Ching-Lung was bealen.  His keen
little i'p'ellf:rw eves were watching the steersman’s fists and
right leg. The unexpected happéned. Prout's left ley came
into action with amazing suddenness, and with a yell Cling-
Lung himped away.

“ Got him that time!” roared Prout, shaking his fst after
the retreating Chinaman, * Call iy mother a washerwonan,
would he? T'I} burst him inte pulp! Chuck your srinning,
you hyvenas, or I'll murder you! Talk about check! It's
marvellous—just marvelous !

The pirates were in full retraat. No doubt (hey had ex-
pected an casy conquest, but they liad been taught a grim
laszon. Their huge square sails were vanishing into the hare.
The mastless junk was still aftoat, drifting slowly to the
south, and apparently deserted. Prout took his men to the
lift-pumps, while Rupert went to look what dainage the vesscl
had sustained.

The conning-tower had suffered most. The glass was tre.
mendously thick, towgh, and clear, but it was chipped and
splintered by bulleta. The torpedo-net was useless, and the
stern-gun ruined beyond repair. Four men were dead, and
sevan mora injured. All the wounds wore dangerous, for
E:]:r] pirates hmj! used old-fashioned weapons, carrying heavy

.

He was watching the disappearing sails* when Erie Hagens
sen came to him.

“ Wall, my boy,'" said Rupert, * what do vou want?"

“ Dank you very mooch.,” answered the little Norwoegian,
“Can I po on dot launch "'

“ To be sure. I'll tell Ching-Lung to keep an eye on vou."

Hagensen grinned his delight, for Ching-Lung was his idal,
When the launch was afloat, ten men got into her. Horton
took the helm, and put her head towards the disabled junk.
Eric clambered on board it like a cat, and Ching-Lung fol-
lowed. Harton shouted a warning that she might not ha
wholly abandoned, and Ching-Lung waved his revolver in
reply and plunged below.

Erie did not follow him. His cars caught a8 strange * Ba-
baa,” and he ran forward. It was a goat—a splendid goat,
with horns thirty inches higllg and a coat like silk., Trembling
with joy and excitoment, Erie unfastencd its tether, Tho
poat Ir}l:iuwed him like a dog.

** Hallo, youngster!” said Horton., ' What's that you've
pot? What arc vou going to do with it?"

“Me lnm fuke back, dank you™ :

Horton shook his head as he admired the animal. Evory
goat diffuses an unpleasant odour, and a goat could hardly
ba tolerated 'tween decks on the Lord of the Deap. He saw
the tears come info the lad's eres.

said the Dbo'sun, holding his
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“I'm sorry you've come acress it, Erie,”’ he szaid kindly.
" But I'm afraid we can’t manage & gost. I don’t mind
mysel, if you can keep it out of sight; bubt vou must azk
Mr Thurston, We've nothing to I'm:'a it on, either”'

e tuwrned away, and the boy's heart sank. The goat must
edher be shot or left to starve. Beveral of the sailors came
up, ameong theom the bo'sun.

“ My word,"” eaid Maddock, **ain’t he a picture! Won't
they leb you have him ¥

“*Dere'zs no food,” answeored Erie tearfully.

“VWot a pity ! He's a gem, ain’t he? Why, there must be
feod here somewhere! I°d Lihe to take him along. Here,
lad= zpread out and look for some fodder! Wo'll have him,
and chance it tf we find some."”

They seattered enwerly, und found plenty of fodder. Then
a chorus of wild shricks echoed from below, followed by the
ciisp erack-crack of a revolver. The yells came from hehind
8 closed door. Herton dashed his [ull weight agninst it, and
it broke from ifs hinges and fell inwardz.

Six terrified Chinamen were huddled in a corner, shrink-
ing before Ching-Lung's revolver, A seventh was kneeling
on the ground. His pigtail was stretehed out before him,
held down by Ching-Lung’s foct, The Chincse boy had a
knife in his left hand.  As the door erashed inwards the knife
flashed down, and Ching-Lung secured the seventh pigtail.

* What are you doing?' cried the diver. .

“Me just setee up a balbel’s shiop, sil!" answered Ching-
Lung. * Dese yallel chaps. so handsomee, e falee in In
will dem allee at fGlst sightec! 1 askea de fat chapee who
stjucak 11 de colnel fol a lock of hims hail to weal nextee my
healt, Him yelle *Ne!” and kick and zqueal. Den I takee
it allee de lest. He, he, he! Exclusec me!”

The horrified Chinamen howled and moaned. Any China-
man would readily sacrifice both legs rather than lose & mg-
tail. He is taught by his ebominable priests that the god he
worships pulls im up te heaven by his pigtail.

" What arc we to én with them¥" asked the diver.

“ Tbe best thing is chopee-chopee off dele yallel heads. Dey
only beastly pilates !

“You bloodthirsty imp," said Herton, ™ we can't do that!
I saw a few spare spars, and there's plenty of fowl Seven
men ought to be able fo rig a jurymast. You speak their
ingo, Ching. Tell themn we're not going to kill them. They
lcok obout as bappy as fowls in a duckpond.”

Ching-Lung hurled himself at the moaning group of de-
jected pirates, and rained a shower of kicks upon them that
rouscd them up. Then he told them they were going to be
left behind. They brightened up considerably at the news.

“ And don't you folget,” added the Chinese boy, " dat if
you showee one of youl yallel noses on deck befole two houls
gonee, me comee back and chopee out de stumips of youl pig-
tails by de loots, He, he, he! Goodeo-bye. Kise mol

He tied the pigtails up in 2 bundle, and, gaily kissing his
hand, trip away. The crew of the Lotd of the Deep had
not pained much beoty., The guns and muskets captured
were thrown overhoard. Thers were a few live fowls in
coops, a few pigs, some fodder for Eric’'s goat, and a case of
vockets and crackers, which Ching-Lung pounced upon.
Then the launch sped back to the ship.

Eric, aided by Ching-Lung, sinugpled the goat below, and
placed it in Monsienr Pierre’s locker-built eabin. The sound
of hammers filled the air, for all hands were busy repairin
damages. As the two passed the galley Ching-Lung peerec
.

“ (3leatee Scott, Ellie,” he shuckled, * lookee at dose ™

The Norwegian put his eyes to the clink of the door. A
huge square wicker-basket, used for holding the soiled table-
linen from the saloon, stood in the middle of the galley, The
hid was closed as far as it would go, for it was prevented
from shutting by a pair of ankles encased in diriy white
snclﬁ& A pair of slippered feet protruded—the feet of the
cook.

. Alas, for the vaunted bravery of the son of Franee! Bome-
times monsieur absolutely waded in blood—usually the bleod
of a chicken or a duck which he had to kill for dinner. The
exploding shell had knocked the last bit of pluck oub of him.
He had sought refuge in the basket, and, though all the
fiwhting was over, he still was these, moaning and shivering,
with a tablecloth wrapped round his head. .

(hing-Lung hopped about, grinning with delight.

“ Dot dirty ole coward ! muttered Eric indignantly.

“ e, he, he!” tittered Ching-Lung. * You waileo lily
bit, Eiie. Comee 'long. I makee you laugh Gt to bustes
soon !

Ching-Lung ran lightly up the ladder. Prout was mixing
coment for the broken panes of the conning-tower.

“ Hlere, turnip-face,” he rosred, “'I'll have none of your
skuiking 1’ : E :

P M-_-Ebogga voul palding, sil,”" said the Chinese boy. * De
doctol wantee some beof-tea for de pool chapess wot gotee
hult, and we no can findee de cook. [ tink Lim skulk in
hims cabin.”

Tom FProut Bung down the trowel.
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“ What,"” he bellowed, * the old frog-cater skulking! I'll
break him wide open!™ . )

Swelling with righteous indignation, ond torning up his
slepves as he went, he bastemed towards the forecastle.
Ching-Lung, winking at Ervic, made a dash for the alley,
and sotily opened the door. The ankles of Monsicur Fierre
still protruded from his hiding-place. Bilently and gquick]
Ching-Lung atlached an enormous jumping cracker to each
foot.. He had found them in the box of fireworks brought
from the junk. He applicd a mateh to the fuse of each, and
then, seizimg Eric by tfm wrist, whispered:

“ Lunee hkee mad 1

Just as Tom Provt reached the cook’s berth, iwo eager
heads appenred at the entracee of the forecastle, The cook's
sleoping-place, as we have said, vras built of lockers, .ﬂm
ontrancd sereened by a curtain. The rate steeraman ral
tlhe curtain: but Ching-Lung and Erie had built the dborway
up with lockers also, to keep Lle goat from cscaping. FProut
heard a seraping sound that told him somecna was inside.

“ Coane oub of that, Bevril I he roaved.
eowardly skullier, coms oat !

From behind the wall of boxes came o muffled answer:

“ By-a-ah [ .

Prout banged his clenched st against the lockers.

“ ome out,”” he howled, “‘or I'll fetch you out, and mop
the fo'e's'le with you! Den’t talk none of your beastly
French to me! You've corling your whiskers, are you, while
wounded men are wenting becf-ten ? Poof! I can smell the
gresse you're putting on "'em ! Come out !

It was not Monsicur Pierre’s moustache that the steersman
simelt, but the gpoat.

“ Pa-a-aah! Da.a-a-azh " said the goat. o

It was ncarly dark. Ching-Lung and Eric were writhing
with laughter, and Tom Prout was writhing with red-hot
wrath. Fo imagined that the goat's bleat wos some defiant
French oath. ith one heave of his shoulder, he sent the
barricade of lockers crashing down.

The next instant something dark shot f{orward like an
arrow from o bow, and the stecrsman collapsed like a
punctured bicyele-tyre. It was the goat, and Prout's body
was in the way.

“Ow, ew, ow | Murder!" ) )

For a moment or two the goat danced on him, butted him,
wallzod round him, and pounded him with hoof and horms,
Prout was paralysed with horror. The gloon was too denso
for him to see hia woird assailant, and le was ignerant that
there was a goat on board. With & wild yell of herror, ho
sermnbled up and fled, the goat in hot purswit.

Monsicur Pierre, lying in the hasket, was shivering and
shaking, Ile could hear o mufled ring of hammers, which
he fancied, in his dread, were rifle-shots, _

“ Mort de ma vie!" he moancd., * Ziz ces terriblel A,
my poor France, shall I evair 2co you any mores ™

Bang, bang, hanf. bang, bang!

There weas a frightful tugging at his ankics and n succes
sion of awiul reports. Shrieking, the gallant son of France
sprang from his refugoe. ;

“0Oh, } am dead!” he wailed. * Zey ars shells. Oh-coh,
zey are shells! Oh-ooh, zey are shells! Qui, T sm dead—
dead —dead '

Bang, bang, bang, bang! . ]

The crackers flashed and cracked and sguibked rougd his
feet, With his hair standing on end, and his heart in his
mouth, Monsieur Pierre bolted licadlong down the corrider,
Ching-Lung's eraclkera goiong with him, -

“ A moi ! howled the cook, “I am dead—I am mur-g-
dered—I am assassinated | Help, help! T am kill all ever 1™

elp came at orce, though not in a pleasant way. As
Monsicur Pierre dashed Hﬁ the corridor, am'l'.ﬁlmpﬂhi{}ﬂ by &
serics of explosions, Tom Prout dashed down it towards the
rulley, accompanied by the goat. Fhe twe men collided with
a thud that Brought both to the ground.

Each thought the other had attacked him. and they writhed
and rolled, fighting with cach other like manines. Both tho
crackers and the goat divided their attentions eageriy.

“ Now our chance, Elic!” giaeled Ching-Lung.

Erio slipped forward in the gloom, and, scizing the goat by
the horns, dragged it away, and shnt 1t ‘n the empty cabin
which had belonged to Nathan Trethvick. The crackers
ceased to bang, but the men still kicked and fought.

“Good glacious ! eried Cilin%Lung. lifting his hands in
horrar.  * Wot dis meanee? Dis most disglaceful ! Mr,
Plout fightee wid Mr. DBoviil, Gowl glacious, meley me!
Wot it a about

He dragged the struggling men apart, slipped the frag-
menta of exploded crackers from the cook's ankles, and

gasped. =
“ Mosteo awful 1" he squeaked. " Wot will Mr, Thulston
27

“ You miserab!

sayee? You bofe goee Lo de cells I
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fist.
“ I murder

hitting me in the stomach with o handspike when I ze to
fatch you, you shkulker?
chest, and walking on me face with ver great feet—eh?

d'ver meoan by
cremate yer!”

Monsicur sobbed fecbly and shuddered.
“I'll massacre :.'nr!” bellowed Prout. “T'll scalp wer!l

'l Qay yer!

“* Hush," he

tendel healt bleedea likes & cnt keetloot fo listen.
gleatee big, stlong Englishmans, and he only lily weak
Kissee him, Mr. Plout, and makea fliends; den L
ot tellee Mr. Thulston vou fightee.”

“What!" roared the steersman.

“'Why notea?

chapao!

“I'll sap you

“DIien,"” zaid Ching-Lung sadly, as he turncd away, ‘' me
niustee do my duty. Me velly solly. Good-bye!™ .
He had not gone a dozen paces when Tom Frout called him

baclk.

“* Look here, Ching," he pleaded, * you wouldn't go back
We'll bot
Ching, old man, and let me off.

an 4 pal.

dropping dead.
The Chinesc

groaned, It had to be a 1

“You're & hard-hearted bruote!™ sighed Prout.
supposc I've got to do it!
over. nnd let me find a clean part.

gorilla 1"

“Or your mothel-in-law !" squeaked Ching-Lung.

Five minutes later Monsieur Pierre, white as chalk, crawled  gj1
back to the galley.
the steersman to himself.
tower with a decided Bmp, and commenced to work.
twenty men filed in and surrounded him with folded arms,

“ Hallo, you lazy lubbers!™ he roared, glancing up. * Why
gin't vou at work ?" o

He recoiled as the bo'sun advanced, brandishing an axe.

“You'te & blessed hooteast ! seid Maddock.

* A blessed wot?” howled the steersman.

" A houtcast,
and romember as how I speaks for all these fellers 'ere.
and you has been good pals, : : P
I've & good mind to whack yov over the "cad with this "cre
haxe, You've disgraced yourseli and the ship.
vou a white man and a Britisher. but we was sadly mistook,
This 'cre ship won's 'old a man wot 'ugs and kisscs a dirty

Frenchy, and

gopped n the haet !
Tom Prout ¢lapped both
handa to his heed.

“ by, oho-oo ™ ha
groaned. “TI'lIl scalp that
yaller imp yet! Oh, T

skin the hide off him! Give
me & chance to clear myself,

Great

bors.

murder that Ching-Lung!"

The Repairs are Flnished
and the Yessel Proceeds
on Her Journev—Ching

I'— Lun
Ching-Lung wiped a couple of tears from his eyes.

JTEn.
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Prout rtared duembfounded at hiz antagonist, and shook hi- The madman mooned about, spending most of his time

scrawling affectionate letters in chialk oh the bulkheads to the

ou yvet!"” he rvoared. “ Wob d'ver mean by
Wot d'yer mean by jumping on me
) Wol
dancing on me chest? Oh, I'I—I11-—-I'Hl

Bogpers on

said=—="* hush, Mr. Plout! You makee my

You, &  boy.

““Kiss that®"”

Him allee lirhtee cxcept hiow face.™
shot and boiled Grst 1"

“No, me

tink, sil.

plexed.

get cells iilyﬂu split. Tle & true blue, soundly.

counldn’t kiss him without
Lot us off with a handshake."
boy shook his head decisively, and Prout
kizs or nothing.

T Ugh, I

Here, Frenchy, shove your mug
Oh, I'd sooner kiss a

dislike hin.

1t tack two stiff glasses of rum to bring
He went back to the conning-
Abaut

. Y i,
Listen to me, sir,
Me
Tom; but that there s past.

sir—a low-down tramp!
g ot

We thought  sic?”

you Wk ¢

Scott, Il

Lung Keeps His Eyes Al Librar
Open, ! Spacia

For three days the Lord
of the Deep lay like a log
on the placid sea,
and Ned Horton
mightily proud of the erew
commanded,
they chafed ot the delav,
and day the men
the

was & hoavy L TR ; ";:'_,_._"" _
task, hut they responded A el ‘L:‘!.“ -~
allantly, and worked like -

they

Nighe
toiled  at
engines. It

Smons, 'I_‘i'm
were Martin

thougrh

shaltered W —

idlers ’ﬁ:"-
the 4

only

Rogers,

castaway, and thoe wounded

-———
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story,

Ruperk
wers under
stances.
fmizg

] Chineze bovee no tlustes him. DBad man, sil.
gives me punishment, sil."

Bupert did not like thoe lunatic cither, and he was per-
; He gent Ching-Lung for the riding-crop, and the
Chinesa boy did not winee, though Rupert thrashed him
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Him sayee, * You be hang?

He no

King
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Frince of Wales, the Shah, the Sultan of Turkey, the Taar,
and any other notablitics he could think of.

All the men were kind to bim cxeent Ching-Lung., The
Chincse boy would give ne reason for his dislike, but it was
¢lear ho detested the luckless castaway. Once. when he found
deck playing with the brecch of the bow-gun, he
had thrown a bucket of water aver him
him in the act, and =ont him straight to Rupert.
g went meekly enough.
*Well, Ching, what do vou want?" asked Tharsten,
unizhment, sl" squeaked the Chinasa
Me sea madiman Logors plaving wid gunce.
balmy, and balmy man no lightea play wid
‘Lot dat alone !
watel ovel him, *

" Don't you think that waa a cruel thing to do®"
don't, sil. '
answered Ching-Lung gravely.

Maddock caught
Clring-

Himn
Me sayoeo,
Den 1 shing

gun,

lightee to touchee gun
“Him not se balmy as vou
You

“ Me muchee obliged, sil,"" he said, turning to the doeor.

A moment, Ching, and listen to e,
thrashed you for is for taking the law into your own handa,
i n. Tell him to order Rogers to touch
neither guna nor machinery, and not to go cither into the
engine or atores-rooms. If you saw Rogers meddling with
the pgun, you should have informed the man on duty.
Frankly, though I am sorry for the poor fellow, I someliow
You might keep your eye upon him, Ching."”
“Dat's whates me do,"’ zaid EhinF-LUng. * Alles lightes,

Thankes you. Good-morning !’

At dawn on the fourth day after the attack on the vessel,
Haorton came bounding inte the saloon, L
the reckoning from the log—the distance traversed——and had
a paper in his hand,

“ Twenty-six sixteen north by one twenty.five twelve cast,
you said, sir, didn't you?" he cried.

_That was the latitude and longitude engraved upon the
ring. Rupert sprang up.
But surely we're miles south yet?

“MNot & bit of i, sir!” ecried the diver.
splendid time. Unlass the log is a liar, and our last reckon-
fault, we're not three knots away, I've
searchlight on, and a double wateh. Arve you coming up,

What I bave

He had been taking

“"Weo'lve made a

kot the

Ruport flushed with excitemont.
YO course I'll comre!™ he ansverad.

He took the ring from the
safe, slipped it on his finger,
and followed Ned Horton to
the conning-tower.

Ching-Lung, as he quite
doserved to be, was quite &
prominent persen on board
tle Lord of the Dacp,
Fhough he loved practical
jokes, and bubbled over
with fun, lic never shirlied
his duty, awd he did his
duty well. Prout wes at
the wheel, and the Chincse
boy and Maddock on wateh.
The two  brilliant  search-
lights shot twe  bhroad
streams  of white through
the glassy water. Rupert
glanced at the ecireular dial
that rvegistered the depth.

“By Jove,” he said,
“we'ra in ninety fathoms!”

He ran to the speaking-
fube, and gave an order.
The pumps clanked, and tha
vessel roso until the finger
on the dial jerked back,
showing aixty fathoms as
the vessel rose. The engincs
were put at half-speed, and

the  searchlights  slowly
moved  round, slanting
downwards.

(Another gplendid, long Dutals
mead et Teeaclon.)
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