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In this stery Mark Linley's younger brother comes to Grey-
friars, very much against Mark’'s wish.  VFor, though the
people in the Lancashire home are better off now than they
woere, the fees are far more than they can 1'1.'al|3' aftord to pay,
and Gerald Lin'ey has not wou a scholarship, as Mark did.
The new boy is a queer mixture of pluck and swank, lacking
entively his brother's stability of chavacter. Ile distinguishes
himself at the outset, but gets into band cowmpany later, and
vanses Mark no end of auxiety, In the long run he makes
Crrevfrinrs too hot te hold hiw, and the geneval opinion is
that, though the fellow had his points, rthe school can very
well gt ol “ilEl”Lli '

“LINLEY MINOR!”

LETTERS TO THE EDITOR,

A Sittingbourne reader wreites to say that the letter he sont
has not been printed, and adds that this is very anhoying.
Whicl is absurd, as Euoclid savs, For there v.az nuothing in
the letter which seemed to me worth printing; and I am the
person who is called upon to judge as to this. Morveover, the
reader referred to did not send his nane and address, 1 could
not answer him through the post, and. though I shall be onty
roo glad when the space avadable allows of my startng the
Replies in Brief agamn, I absolutely refuse to start them for
the benelit of readers who will not comply with a request
made time and again that names and addressez should be
viven, I do not intend to have my hand forced in this way,
aid at does not follow that, because T priut now and then a
herter which strikes me—rightly or wrongly—as being of some
interest, I can give space to any letter sent along.  Why,
there would be something like a viot if gome weck I were to
print all the letiers that theiv sendiovs azk to bave printed,
vatting out the semnal aond a fow pages of. the complete varn
ta make voomn for them ! Ov, if there was not a riot, there
would be a slutmp of the most devided vature e the =ule of
the noxt-woeek's Maexer.

i e .

AMATEUR MAGAZINES.

Fhis is a subjecet an which 1 have beon thinkwg of wpiting
for somie little the. There has been quite an oppdemic of
attempts ar running amateur magnzines lately, and in several
visrs [ have seen headstrong voungsters who would not take
covice cmbavking vpon projects that wert sunply bhound o
tirn out falures You will have zeen notices of learnes
forming, i which the suwnouncenient was i macde that “a
wonthly magazine wounld be ron o connection with  the
engue,”” these nocices coming from boys who had nor, momost
cases, the remotest notwon cf what the cost and- tnboor of
'|ILI|IIit|:f_[ -'rll:h il H_]:i_:.}'.':?.[ll-- 1EETT=] |=||t:ii],

Foall they intended was 2 sall manuscripr o typed sheer,
rv be passed round-—well oand  good ! As long as thyer
with 'rhuT__ it world s ltord =0
But even a I-HIII‘.ii-JHI shoet 1=
af A loss, il o most cases
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wnterest and do no harn
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The Editor is always pleased to hear from his chums, at home or abroad,
i and is only too willine to give his best advice to them if they are in
. Whom to write to : Editor, The “* Marnek ™
Library, The Fleetway House, Farringdon Street, London, E.C,
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Eilh'l].!l"ﬁf H!Ugi:lil‘f]l.l:.{" LR III'
rot out for that suin—-
vou will need, say, 2560
to d00 subscribers, if the
paper 18 to be sold at 1d.
Where are you going 1o
goet them? Secaveely
anwong  your  personal
friends—unless you havo
ity more than most people, Certainly not from the goneral
public, for you cannot give it value for its money !

[ shall return to this subjeet in a later issue. I hope you
will all understand that nothing I have said is meant to crab
honest effort. It is only intended to get some of you to look
Before you leap. If only one or two of the readers who have
lately been running these small magazines will send me their
balance-sheets for, say, three months, I shall be glad, without
i any way divulging the senders’ identity, to take these as
iltustrations of the hopelessuess of the attempt. 1f rthey
Frm'ﬂ, an the other hand, that it haz o fair chanee, T shall not
wsitate to adout myv=elf wrong.

FOOTBALL.,
Matches Wanted By:

At Saxte’ F.C. (170).-—C. Ferrey, 1, Krpingham R,
I'utney, 8.W.

Tuworxwoop F.C. (15-16)—3-mnle r.-.J,
Taylyun 8t., Whiteiuch. 1

HoxeywerL Roap Evexme Ixstivre F.C, (15)--3-mile r,—
A, Winkler, 128, Benuerley Rd., Clapbam Common, 5.W.

Couprox Vicea F.C. (164)—3-mile r.—J. Jones, 199, Avou
Yale Rd., Barton Hill, Brisiol.

TrHistLE F.C. (16).--W. IT, Popper, 70, Station Crescent,
Tottenham, N,

Percy ATHLETIC F.C. (14-15)— 2.mile r.--W. Mumford, 44,
Pervey Rd., Canning Town, k. '

Trixity F.C.—6mile r.--A. McWilliam, 8, Peto %t
Southampton. ; .

A Bethnal Greeu- Club (17).- E. Teennery, 30, 1leriford
=i, Bethnal Green, 15,

A Leeds Club.—- 1, Steanbers, 17, Meanwood
Ru., Leeds.

N. Juohnston, 12,

St., Camp

Awsert F.C. (16).—R. Swmith, 215, SBmithdown Lane,
Liverpool. : ; -
Rovar, Viowrr F.C. (158) Sauile r,-—-A. McDoungull, 108,

Main 8t Bridecron, (i lasoow, .

Grovcester C.L. 13, THurspay A .U, (16)—9-mile ¥, Bee,,
3, Napier 8t,, Gloucester, :

Woop Grees Rovees .0, (13) 2-mile .- E, J. Bradoum,
o), Maurtee Avenue, Noel Pack, Wood Green, N,

Anvy F.C, (14-15). K. Goungh. 13, Murriott Rd., Finsbuy
Mark, N.

Sr. Luke's F.C, (15-16)
s, George's Rd., Redditch.

1I1.J.5.C. (1314 -3 mude v, M.
HFord.

Irpr WarTtaas=1ow Boy Scorrs LI -II].E-JJ
Pa=ala, 75 Hirham Ll lRd., Walthamstow,

BeLcrove AF.C. (18) - S-mile r.- R, Chisholin, 193, Goats-
vorth Rad.. Cintezhead-on"Tvne.

wkrmeLy F.O. (15} -5mile v, L. FE.
.. Fligham Hill, Walthanstow,

Beamrroy F.4'. -A. M. Phelps, 8
konightsbrides, SW, :

Tatsor AF.LU. (16)- auile v, -5
St West Park 2i,. Salford,

MpotLAND Juxiors F.O. (16) - 10wmile vo =F, Heywond, 11,
Whalley Rid.. Puassmonds, Rochdale.

dearienn FoU. (2oud team) (16),- U k.
Ay, Covead L'I-'--h_'t_. I'i”w'l'”"l

12 inile v, G, Wilkinson, 165,
LIRS gaa. FIJ'iIFI"l'_'-' i:'-|..
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Faters, 99 Oakhelid
Monipelwoy  How,
Foxlev, 83, Cavendish

Vodwarr, 2 Seabiefil
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obliged if you will

hand this book,
when finished with,

to a friend. . .

o, B e

e gy B 1 T b -

A Complete School-
Story Book, attrac-
tive to all readers.

|Hl‘llml“llml“l{a

THE DESERTER!

A Magnificent New Long Complete Tale of
Harry Wharton & Co. at Greyiriars School.

By FRANK RICHARDS.
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Bob's right and left camc home full in the rugged face, and Bolsover major went to the floor with a terrific crash.
( See Chapter 3.)

THE FIRST CHAPTER. Bub Cherry was accustomed to expressing his opluions in
Bob Cherry Surprises His Chums ! A somew hat forcible manner, But his chums had never scen

i HE rotter ! hirn guite so emphatic as this,
Jflil-‘f!ll"nl"' The Famous Five of L:;}-}'friinrj had been waiting at the

gate for the postman,
Perhupe, owing to war-time eccuomy on the part of their
rilatives, funds were low amone the chums of the Bemove,
Old Mr. Doggs, the village postman, had come along at
last, and there was a letter for one member of the Co.—Robert
Cherry., A
: . : . Wharton and Nugent, Hurree E"sj[jgil and Johony Bull,
Harry Wharton & Co. zstared blankly ac their ehuni, gathered round him while he opened it, Billy Bunter joined
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*The worm '™
“Bob "
“"dhe rotten funk 1”7
“What the thunder 5
“The miserable, erawling, ovioging, sncakine. Lotrer,
white-livered waster ! roared Bob Cherry, :
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the circle. Anybody who received a remibtance was sure of
polite attentions from Ihlly Dunter.

Dut it was soon clear that there was no remttance in the
letter. Bob took out the folded sheet, and glanced over it;
and then he had gone off in a series of explosions, =0 to speak.
e erumpled the letter in his hand, his ulyn:-s blazed, and he
stamped his foot as he uttered that cloguent  string of
adjectivis,

“What on earth’s the matter, Dob!" exclaimed Harry
Wharton.

“The worm !" roared Bob Cherry,

“Who 1s it?"”

“The waster!”

“Is it from your father, Bob, old chap?” atked Billy
Bunter iatuously.

Bob glared at him.

“You silly fat dufier!” he reared.

“Well, you said you were expecting a letter from your
father,” said Dunter, blinking at him through his big spee-
tacles. *'I heard you tell Wharton so. What hae your father
done, Bob 1"

“You fat idiot "

“Oh, really, Cherry! I don’t think a fcllow ought to
speak of his pater like that, whatever he's done. 1 shouldn’t
have thought Major Cherry was white-livered. Isn’t Qe at
the Front1™

* You—you—you—"" stuttered Bab. ‘

“Has he run away from the Germans ?” asked Bunter, with
a grin,

“Shut up, vou ass!” growled Johnny Bull,

“0Oh, recally, Bull— I gay—yaroch—leggo!” yelled
Bunter, o .

Bob Cherry's reply to Bunter's question was empbatie. Hea
seized the Owl of the Remove by the collar, spun him round,
and applied a heavy boot to his person. Billy Bunter roared.

“There ! gasped Beb, ‘“Now -clear off, you fat dummy,
and if you say another word about my pater, I'll squash
you !’

“Yow-ow-aw !"

Billy Bugnter sat down and rcared. Bob Cherry looked at
the letter agein, his brows knitting darkly, and his cycs
gleaming. His chumg regarded him in wonder. Such an
outbrealk on the part of the usually good-humoured Bob was
amazing.

“Oh, the rotter!” Beb Cherry mumbled over the letter.
“The funk! Disgracing the family! The waster! And he's
ot the cheek to telt me he's dadging away from the Hunsl
he wastrel! The cad!™
“Yow-ow-ow !™
Harry Wharton scized his chum by the shoulder, and shook
him.

““What's it all about?” he demanded. * I :ou're not off
your rocker, what are you driving at, you ass?”

“Oh, leggo! I've a jolly good mind to tell yonu! He
Jeserves to be given away! Dve a jolly good mund to go
straight to the police-station and give him up!” howled Bob
Cherry. y

“He! Who?" yvelled Frank Nugent.

“(Oh, the rotter!  And to tell me—ie!”

“Who's told you what?” demanded Johnny Bull.

“The waster!"

“The mysterviulness is terrific!” remarked Hurree Jameet
Ram Singh., * Has the csteeried Bob gone off his honour-
able erumpet 7" - _

Beb Cherry jammed the letter inte his pocket.
he did not intend to read it ont te his comrades, )

“Can’t you tell us what the matter is, DobI” azked
Nugent,

“No!” snapped Bob. _

“Well, don’t bite a fellew's head off, at any ratel”

“Jarry!  This hes upset me!  The sneaking, cringing,
srawlin ;
o Wegkm}w the list by this time,” grinned Johuny Bull.
“Don't go over it again, Bob. Can’t you tell us who 1t 127

i Nﬂ !H'

“3Well what about tea?” said Nugent. “'IL reems pretty
clear that there isn't a remittance in that letter.”

“Ha, bm, ha!l”

“ Blow tea! Hang tea!l"” enorted Bob Cherry.
want any tea! D've got to get off 17 T

“1 think you're off already—off your blessed onton !

“Where are you going ¥ shouted Wharton, as Bob Cherry
strode out of the gates.

“I'm goinz to sce him1”

“11im! Whot" _ :

“Phat waster! That polecat who's
Germans ! roared Bob, “ That rotten
famnilv ! That skulking deserter !” : :

«Vou howling ass! Whom are you speaking of "

“Oh, rats!” .
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Bob Cherry strode down the road. .

“Do you want us to come ?” ecalled out Johnny Bull,

“No, I don’s!” said Bob, without turning his head.

"' Short, if not sweet,” grinned Nugent,

The chums of the Remove stared after Bob. He was going
down the road with great strides, and he disappeared at a
bend in the lane, Then they gazed at one another blankly,

“Well, my hat!” said Wharton, with a whistle.

“Off his silly rocker "

* Blessed if 16 doesn’t look like 1617

“1 say, you fellows "—Billy Bumter serambled up in a dusty
and dishevelled, state—'"'1 eay, that’s pretty bad, isn't it?
Fang¢y that, you know !”

“What do you know about it, Porpoise 77

“1 think it’s pretiy clear,” said Bunter, with a sniff,
“Bob’s pater has shown the white feather, and bunked.”

“ What [" roared the Co. together,

“You necdn’t yell at me,” said Bunter. It's plain enough.
He won't tell you who it is, but he was expecting a letter
from his pater, you know that. You heard what he said—
funk and waster and deserter, It's clear enough. ~His
pater's deserted 1™

“You silly, frabjous ass |"

“Then who is 1t that's a disgrace to the family, and a
deserter " grinned Bunter. “It’s clear enough! Fanecy
Cherry's pater deserting in face of the enemy! ‘They get
potted for that, you know! Here, I say, wharrer you at?’

The Co. seized Billy Bunter in wrathful hands, and sat him
down again, with a bump. Then they walked gway. What-
ever might be the explanation of Bob Cherry’s remarkable
outbreak, they were quite certain that Bunter's explanation

Tlu;li_.'r:m. scized Billy Bunter in wrathful hands, and sat him
gasped.
“Yow! Deasts! You know it's true!"” he yelled.

And Dunfer scrambled up again, and scuttled off to the
School Ilouse as fast as his fat little legs would carry him,
with quite an exciting item of news to detail in the common-
IGOom,

— e A

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
A BRow in the Common-room !

ki ﬂ’l" ]-"
“Dry 1':1p d
“Kicl him, somebody !?

Harry Wharton & Co. heard those remarks as

they came into the junior Common-room a little

later.  As the afterncon’s poest had not turned up trumps, tea

in the study was still a problem that remained to be solved.

They were fuﬂking for Vernon-Smith, or Lord Mauleverer, or

Rake, gr Squiff, or anybody who could spring a small loan
till Baturday,

There were a number of Remove fellows in the Common-
room, and some of the Fourth, and they were all gathered
round Willlam Gecrge Bunter.

Bunter was bursting with news. Bunter prided himself
upon always knowing what was going on, and he liked to
meke unpreesive announcements, But certainly he had never
made so startling a statement as that Bob Cherry's father,
the major, had vun avay from the Germans, and had written
to tell his son so. A howl of derision greeted his startling
news, Major Cherry had been seen several times at Greyfriars
wlitle on lsem'e from the Frout, and the idea of the ruddy old
major having bunked from the Front was, ae Rake remarked,
too idtotie for anybody but Dunter to believe.

“You silly cuckoo!”™ said Vernon-Smith. “You'd better
nat let Cherry hear you saying anything of the sort.”

“1t's trae " reared Bunter indignantly.

“OL, shut up!” said Squiff. *“As Hﬂ% isn't here, I'll dot
vou ou the nose for him it you don’t ehut up ™

“Where did you hear it, Bunter?” grinned Skinner,

Okinner didn’t believe it, but he was always glad io hear
anything against the Famous Five. He did not pull with
those cheery juniora,

“ T heavd it from Cherry himaself !

“What 2" exclaimed Tom DBrown.

“Ouly las lies!™ aaid Peter Todd, with a snort. “1 keep
a stump n the study for Bonter when he Prussianizes. Come
up o the study, Bunter!”

“ 0. really, Toddy, you beast, I tell you it's true!
Liad a letter from Lia pater, and he's gone to éce him now
“His pater’a in Flanders, you fathead ! said the Bounder.

“Don't I keep on telling you he’s bunked 1

*Shat up!”?

v And those chapes know it, too” execlaimed Dunter, as
Haurry Wharton & Co. came in.  *“They heard him =2y s0.”

“ By gum, looks as if there was somcthing in_ it!” said
Skinner maliciously., * Did Cherry tell you so, Whartont”

Harry Wharton frowued angrily,

Bob's
"

i lste Tale of Tom Merry & Co.
" Eplel?ld!l{'ihsqpﬂth:" Ia.ihrar;f. Price id.
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paira of eombatants {ramped to and fro, punching and
pommelling with great vigour.

“(Cave!” called out Mark Linley suddenly.

But the combatants did not even hear. Mr. Quelch strode
in at the open deoorway with rustling gown, The Remove-
master was frowning ewmmnbously.

“Boys,” he thundered, “cease this instantly!
you "

“Oh, my hat!"”

The juniore separated at ouce. 'They bhnked at the
Form-master, dabbing their noses, and paeping for breath.
Mr. Quelch eyed them grimly,

“Are you aware that [ could hear this din in my study 27
e demanded.,

“ Nunno, siv ! gaszped Wharton,

“"How dare you fight in the Commoun-room-—or, indeed, at
all7”

“ Allem V! .

“Kindly tell mo the cause of this outrageouns Jdisturbance
at once!” snapped the mastey of the Remove.

* Ahem ¥

“You hear me?™ zaid Mr. Quelch,

“1t—it was—was really nothin®, eir!"” etammered Temple.
“Only—only a little serap, you know, sir, ahem '
“Then yow were hghiing about nothing 1™

“* Ahem 17

“Temple, I order you to answer me!"”

“Waell, sir, Wharton punched iny pose 1" confessed Temple,

“Why did you strike Temple, Wharton 1

“1—1 didu't exactly stvike him, sir—only punched hie
noge ! said Wharton cauntjously,  “Juet & tap on the boko-—
I mean the nese, s !”

“Aund why ™

“He—he was talking too much, sir

" What?" thuodered Mr. Quelch, as some of the junicrs
e rinned, i

“ Ahein 1

“Bull, you have also been fzhting, with Belsover,”

“"He went for me, si,” sail Bolsover sullenly.

“And I'll go for you agamn, you cad, if you savy you belicve
Buunter's vot about Bob's father !” growled Johnny Bull,

“What is thia!” exclaimed Mr. Quelch.  * Bunter, it
appears that you awre concerned in this, ™

Bunter jumped.

*Not at all, sir! Not in the least! T haven't said a woid,
aned 1 haven't been fighting anybody, sir! I consider fighting
low., Besides, it's true about Bob Cherry's father.”

“¥Yon have been making derogatory remarks concerning
Cherry’s father, a soldier now fighting at the Tront!”
vuclarmed Mr. Quelch in a terrific vetce,

“Nunno, sirt”? gasped Bunter. “I didn't—T wasn't—I
never——  And he o't at the Frout now, sir, as he's
deserted.

" What 1"

“I—=T mean, sir—that is to say, sir, T—1I never said a woid
—nrever even opened my lips, siv, All T osaid wasg——"

“Ha, ha, ha ™

“Bilence ! Bunter, vou have dared to utter such a 'l'.}'i_{"]_{t-_'l{i
slander econcernmg a very gallant officer, now engaged in
delending this country against a barbarous ecnemy! T can
F*'.ltI‘L‘I}' belies o wy ears! DBolsover, T ll]]',]le, f you paid any
attention to such a statement vou are deserving enly of con-
tetmpt ! Bunter, vou will follow me to my study !

w1 wasped Buntee, * But 1 never said a word—not a
single syllible. T only just remarked that—that—that —
Yaronah 1"

_ Mr. Queleh’s grasp fell on Bunter's shoulder, and the [at
juntor was marched out of the Common-room. Temple and
Holsover looked rather shecpish.  Mr. Queleh’s sharp tongue
Lad eut them like a lash.

M I=T never saud 1 hebieved it, you know,” stammered
Temple,

"1 duda't either,” sald Bol:over major.
But——"

“Oh, rats!” prowled Wharton,

“Ulallo !t Merthinks 1 hear sweet mugie !
Swith

How dare

“Not exact]y.

exciaimioed Vernon-
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- There was a wild wail of angoish from the direction of My,
Gueleh's study. 1t was continued for scme minutes. Billy
Bunicy mas receiving bic reward for the steresting news he
had imparted to the Remove,

— — —

THE THIRD CHAPTER.

Bob Cherry’s Reply ]
ARBRY WHARTEOXN & Q. waited suxious'y for Beb
Uherry's return to the school,
" They were worried abeut their chum,
HBolby's inexplicable words made them uneasy.
They could not put npon them the construction
Buiter had put. Bat what else Bob could possibly have
meant wias a mystery,  And where had he poite? Evidently
to meet the witter of the mysterious letter, whom he had
charvacterist as a funk, a waster, a deserter, and a Jisgrace
to the family. It was clear that the unknown person must ba
a relation of Bob's; and, so far as kis chums knew, his father
was his only relation g khaki. And if the unknown was not
a relation in khaki, how could he be a deserter? Yet it was
quite certain that Bob had noet been alluding to hus father—
whatever the major had o had not done. Bob wounld certainly
never have spoken of lim disrvespectfully. It was simply a
mystery, and & worrying mystery.

Most of the Remove were anxious to «ce Bob a= well as his
elimina, Bunter's yarn found no believers, excepting Skinner
atd Hnoop, but several of the fellows considered that Bob
vaght to explain. There was something in the wind, at ali
evont:, and they wanted to know what it, was,

Ten—a frugal tea—was Rnished in No, 1 Studr, and Bob
Cherry had neot yet reappeared.  The early winter darkness
had fallen, and Gosling had closed the scliool gates. DBob wes
shill absent,

He missed calling-over, and Mr. Proat, the Fifth-Fam
ruaster, wno took the rvoll-call, marked him down ss absent.

Billy Bun®er had been chiefly occupied with groaning and
mumbling since his interview with Mr. Quelch, DBut after
calling-over he had recovered sufficiently to let his fat tongue
wag again. Bunter had a most interesting theory to aceount
for Bob Cherry’'s absence. He surmiged that HBob had run
away from school, unable 1o fuce his schoolfellowe after what
had happened. ;

Unfortunately for Bunter’s theorr, Bob Cheiry came in
comewhat Inter, looking tired and muddy and morose. Gosling
blinked at him enriously as he opened the giate,

“Which veu're to report to Mr. Quelch, Master Cherry,”
he said,

Bob nodded and strode away across the quadrangle.

The (0. were waiting at the School House door, having
postponed their prep m their anxiety for Bob.

“Here he is!” exclaimed Nugent, as Bob loomed up in
the misty gquad. * Bo rou ve got back, you duffer?”

Hob grunted,

“We are delighifully pleased to sce vou again, my esteemed
Bob.” remarked the Nahob of Bhanipur. * Frave you fed
teafully *”

[ _"':ﬁ‘_"

*Well, vou must be hangry.”” said Wharteon.

“Ehi Oh, ves! I'l' have some tommy, if there’s any
poine, " sand Bol, )

“Haven't you got to vpoerts” acked Johnnr Bull

“0h, yes! 1 forgot.”

“Yergot!™ echoed Wharton.

Bob Cherry did not reply. He strode away fo the Rémecve-
master’s study, leaving his chums exchinging uneasy glances,
They had never seen Bob in this humour before.  His sunny
tempner was '.|:=1m]|3.' proct ﬂgﬁinﬂl‘- any trouble, and it was
ainnzing to see him morose and muom. _

Dob tapped at Mr. Quelels door, hic face hard and zvim
in expression,

“{Cone il \

The junior entcrod,

Mr, {,.h”hlq h laded dewn 1ids pen ‘r'i""i{], lacked at him. Bob
stood cap i hand, his face unrelaxing, _

“You were not piesenin at calling-over, Cherrr.’
Rewmove-mastor mild!y,

o, sy

MY were out of cotes?”

¥ os, sin”

“Have voua any cxcise 1o offc. 1

“* No, #ip,

Mr. Quelch looked at him =harply. )

“1 do not Guite widevstand yeu, Chexxr! Wiere bave you

49

i

eanl the

Lieens
*QOuat. s’ .
*“That is not quite delinite cnesgh,” saig Mo Quelch drily.

¢ require to know why vou have failed to rveturn to the

echoc]l before lockirg-up.
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Bob was silent.

“Come, CUherry!"” said the Form-master kindly enougn.
“I am suve that you have been doing nothing vou need fear
to acquaint me with, Tell ine where you have been.”

“1n Friardale Wood, sir.”

“You remiained in the wood after dark?” asked Mr. Quelih,
raising his evebrows,

“Yes, sir,™

“For what reacon®”

“I was just tramping about, sir,”

“A very extraordinar: taste,” satd Mre. Queleh. “ Do you
find any plessure  tramping about a damp and dark wood,
Cherey?”

“No, 8"

“Then why were you occupled in such an eatraordinacy
mannerp?"’

*1 forgot callinT-over, wiv.'”

“This 1= very odd, Cherry.”

‘The Form-master looked very keenly at the junio:'s dark,
almost sullen. (ace.

Anytbing like sullenness was amazing in Bob Cherry. i
was nor surprising that the Remove-master failed to under-
stand lim. He did not speak,

“Is anvining the matter with you, my boy?” Mr. Quelch
asked syvmpathotically,

*No, sir."”

Y Surely,” said the Remove-master, remembering suddeuly,
“surely, Chercy, vou have not been upset by Bunter's foolish
statcments, for which I have punished him severely ¥

“Buooter?” zaid Bob vaguely., “ Buuter? Oh no, sie!”

“1 certainly fail to understand you, Cherry. You wiil iake
filty lines for failing to attend call-over.”

“Vervy well, sir.”

Bob Cherry left the studv. Mr. Quelch frowned thought-
fuily. He liked Bob, as nearls evorybody at Greyleiavs did,
and he could see that there was something amiss with the
junior. But it was clear thar, whatever it was, Bob did not
mtend to conblide 1t to him.,

Bob found his ehnms and a evowd of other fellows waiting
for hitn when he left the Remove-master’s study,  Tle was the
centre of mrerest in the Remove now, and all eves were
tuined enriously upou hinn.  He hardly seemed to notice it

“We've got some supper in the sludy, Bob,” said Wharton,
“Come alone !

“ Right-ho 1™

“Hold on!” inteijected Temple of the Fourth.
us want to esk vou somerhinz, Bob Cherry.™

“Oh, rats!” said Bob. and he followed the captain of the
Remove to the stairs,

“Aren't you roing to explain?"’ roared Bolsover major.

Bob locked round with a gleam in his eyes.

“ Kxplain what?"” he Bliltl.[]'[]{'{{ E

“You know what Bunter's been savinz !

“Wo, I don't.”

“Then we'll tell you——"

“You needn't trouble,” said Bob, and he turned hack to
the stairs. “ 1 don't want to Lear™

“It's up to vou to explain,” said Bolsaver,

“Shut up!” mutiered Squill,

“I'm not goiny to shut up!” said Bolsover major., with a
snort.  “Cherry has a right to know what's being said about
his father”

Bob zpun round on the staires,

“ My Iather! What do you mean, Bolsover®"

“There's a yarn going round about your father, and Bunter
started it,"” said Bolsover major. * You ouvght ro explain.
I don’t say I believe it—in [act, 1 don't believe it, but you
ought to explaia.”

Bob cime down the stairs again, witlh a glitter i hiz eves,

“Well, what 15 17" Lie asked. “Ii you've got anvthing to
say about my father, vou can say ir 1o me.”

“Reep vour wool on, Bob!" said Vernon-Smich, “It's
only one of Dunter’s yarns. e lheard you say something
when yon got a letter tii= afternoon, and he's put two and
two together and made five of i, us usual.”

Bob Jid not heed.

*What 1s it about my father, Bolsover®” he asked euietlvy,

“You needo’t rey to bully mwe ™ said Bolsover., 1 don't
vdra Lwopence fur ol ok looks, Bob f.}i-‘_‘-ﬂ'l'-,'_ amd voil
cait put that s vour pipe sud smoke it Buater says 5"1_1:_11'
pater Laz deserted ——""

et 3 o P e :'.'i'“k':l Bals,

“IE it su't true you can sav sa, T sunpose——  Ahl, would
vou ! shouted Bolsover, as Bob sprave at bim Like a tiger,

It had never been guite settled whether Bob Cherey or
Bolsover mapor was the better fighting man.  Bob bad Lo
thie best of tvwo or three encounters, but the bully of the
ltemove was r|!-'-'::_1'= t'F-m’[j.' ro piag the matter to the tr:_a.t -'|guir|_
But on the preocnt occasion, the burly Bolsswer was mopped
up i~ 1if he lhad boeen a fae o the Secnnd Forn,

Fis heavy fists voere koocked aside, and Bob's right and lefi
caine borme fuli in dos mgged face, and Bolsover mator wens
to the Aoor with a tersiic crasl :

[le lav there gasning,
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Bob Cherry looked round at the startled juniors with
blazing eves.

“Auybody else got any qiestions to ask about my father"
Le asked between his teeth.

“You haven't denied it,” said Temple of the Fourth.

Bob rushed at him.

Temple's hands went up at once, and in 2 twinkling they
vere fighting furiously,  But the hght did not last ten
seconds. Temple went down with a crash, landing on
Buisover, who was still gasping on the floor.

“For goodness’ sake, draw it mild, Bob!” exolaimed
Wharton, catching his chum's arm. * Keep your wool on!"

Bob dragged his arm away,

“Let me alone! Let the cads coms on—one at a time, or
both together, for ull I care! That's how 1 answer their
rotten questions!"

“Oh, my hat!” gasped Temple, sitting up dazedly. His
nose was streaming crimson. b

Wingate of the Sixth came along the passage, with his
ashplant in his hands and a frown on his face,

“What the dickens is this row!” he exclaimed angrily.
“Clear off, all of you!™

Bob Cherry gave the captain of Groyfriara a dogged look ;
but his chums caught bold of him and fairly hust eﬁ him up
tne stairs and into Study No. L

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Out of Sorts !

HERE was a grim silence in Study No. 1 for some
time. Bob Cherry did not speak, and hif chums did
not know what to sav. Wharton and Nugent silently
brought supper out of the cupboard and laid it on
the table. Bob made a gesture of repugnance.
“You're hungry?” said Wharton,
“No—yes—] don't want oany supper. Thanks, all the
gsame !’
“Look here, you'd better eat something, whatever the
muotter may be,” said Johnny Ball
“1 won't, 1 tell you!"”
Johuny Bull shrugged his shoulders.
“Well, don't, then! And be blowed!” he said.
Bob snorted.
“The esteemed Dob secms a little ratty,” murmured Hurree
Jamset Ram Singh.
Bob rose to his feet.
“I don’t want any supper,” he said.
study.”
“Hold on a minute !" said Wharton.
what’s the matter, Bob?"
“Nat”
Wharton coloured a little. Bob’s reply could not be called
polite. Dut Haery realised that something must be very
wrong with Dob to cause him to speak and act as Lie was

(lnit? NOW. -
“Tf wvou're in tronble, Bob,
here,” he saud quietly, “1 shoul

Bob made an irritable gesture.

“I can't tell you. The rotter wrote to me in confidence—
like his confounded cheek! But I can’t talk about him. I
can’t give him away—not till I've seen him, at any rate,”

“You went to see him?"' said Nugeut,

]‘I-II-{hIﬂ the person referred to might be was a mystery to
Tha .

“He wasn't there!” growled Bob. *1 thouglit T might
caleh the rotter there to-day, but he wasn't there.”

“And you waited, T suppose?” said Harry.

“Yez: [ warted. I forgot that confounded call-over!™

l“ And you dou’t want us to know where you've beeu, or
why* '

o

“Well, it's your avwn business, I suppose,” said Wharion, a
little tartly. *“I'm not inguisitive, for one.”

“The inguisitiveness is not terrifie, my esteemed Bob: but
vour chumtul pals would like to help you.”

Bob's face relaxed a little,
M You can't help me,” he said. “I'm not in any scrape, if
it comes to that,  It's nothing to do with me, really. I can't
talk about the Lrute, or he'd be in danger: and I can't give
bim away till T've seen him, at least. I'm going to itry to
peranade him to do the right thing. If he wou't——"" Bob
broke off abiruptly.

“1 suppose you know you're tulking in riddles!” granted
Johnny Bull

“1 suppose so. But T can’t explain. Look here, whan T
got that letter T said some things, and you heard me. T waa
a fool to say anything, but I didn’t stop to think. Of course,
sou wou't say anvtlung about what I said?

5

A Grand Long Completa Sto FH
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“Rather too late to think of that,” said Harry drily.
‘* Bunter heard you, too, and he's spread it all over the
lﬂhﬂﬂ]a”

“ Hang the spying little beast 1"

“Look here, Bob, it would really be better to make some
explanation instead of flying -out at fellows. I'm speaking
as your paf We know it's a silly yarn about your pater.
Bunter jumped to the wrong conclusion, of course. Kvery
chap in the school would take your word if you sald so. Why
can't you say sot”

Bob's lips curled bitterly.

“My pater’s at the Front,” he said. “Am I going to lct
milly cads ask me whether he's run away from the Germans?
Don't be an ass !

“Well, you've said so now,” said Harry, with a smile. *If

our pater's at the Front, that scttles it, and we ean tell the
{Ellnws you've said so.”

Y You needn’t tell them anything from me!” growled Bob.
“1'll his any chap who asks me ! ﬁ';hat- would you do if they
asked you whether your uncle, Colonel Wharton, had run
gway from the Huns?”

“Well, I think I should hit out,” said Harry.
see, there's your own words for them to go on.
what you said—from Bunter.”

“Eh? What did I say?®

“You've forgotten; but Bunter hasn't forgotten, and he's
told everybody. You said the man who wrote vou that letter
was a funk and a deserter, and a disgrace to the family.”

“I—1 was upset by it,” muttered Bob. *“T ought to have
held my tongue.. Nobody but a silly idiot like Bunter could
have fancied I could speak of my father like that.”

“Well, we know it wasn't your father,” said Harry.
" That's silly rot, of course. But nobody knew you had any
other relatiog in khaki, you see,”

“1 haven't.”

“ You—you haven't$"

“* Eh—yes—not near relations, though,” said Beb. * Nobaody
[’ve heard from lately.”

“Then—then—— Dask it all, Bob, you ought to explain!
Hew can the chap be a deserter if he's not in khaki?"

“1 haven’t anything to say. It's my business, anyway.”

* That’s right enough. But——"

“Well, that's all!”

Bob Cherry quitted Study No. 1 without another word, and
went along to his own study. There was a grim silence in

“But, you
They know

the room. It was utterly unlike Bob to make a mystery about
uniything., He detested anything in the nature of secrecy or
mysteriousness. Since he had received that strange letter he

secimied to have changed his character.

“Well, we'd better get on with our prep,” said Johnny Bull
al iast. “ DPrep's got to be done, cven if Bob is playing the
giddy ox."

And Johnny Bull went along to his own quarters.  Wharton
kid Nugent sat down to their work in silence, They were
worried and troubled about Bob., DBut work had to be done,

Hurree Jamsct Ram Singh went thonghtfully along to
Btudy No. 12, wluch he shared with Bob Cherry, Mark Linley,
and little Wun Lung, the Chinee. He found Bob Clierry in
the armehair, his long legs stretched out, his hands driven
deep into his pockets, and a deep line in his forehead.

Mark Linley was regarding his chum anxiously.

‘ :i‘rﬂit you gumg to do your prep, Bobi" he asked.

-r-.. I:'].!

“Queichy wiil go for you in the morning,”

“Let lum !

“The rattifulness of Quelchy will be terrific!” murmured
Hurree Ringh." Better get on workfully, my esteemed Dob.”

““Oh, give us a rest!”

" Uertainfully,” said the nabol, with unmoved politeness.
“T will not continue my friendly and ludicrous remarks.”

" Hamhmlnp Bob Chelly in baddee tempee,” murmured Wun
Lung.  “PTaps handsome Bob Chelly hungly. Me gottee
lalsbit-pie in cupboard.™

“Brp-royor i

" Handsome Bob Chelly likee labbit-pie?”” asked Wun Lung.

" XNo, you ase|”

“Plape handsome Bob Chelly tellee whattee matter?”
Egg{.ﬁtﬁd Wun Lung. * Handsome Bob Chelly talkee likeeo

un.’

Bab Cherry rose impatiently to his feet,

“TH get ocut if you're going to jaw!” he said.

" Bob ! exclaimed Mark Lanley; but Bob Cherry left the
ptady without turning his head.

“Well, my hat” ejaculated Mark, in sstonishment.

“The csteemed Bob s upfully st remarked the nabob.

" Handsome Bob Chelly offee locker!” said Wun Lung.
* Nicee labbit-pie—uie eutee, if Bob Clclly no wantece. What
von tinkee ™

Bub Jid not return to the study, and he was not seen again
0! ilie Remove went to their dormitory,
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THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Bolsover Major on the Warpath ]
i SAY, you fellows!”
Billy DBunter blinked into the bath-room where
Bolsover major was bathing his nose. Skinner was
with him, looking sympathetic. Anybody who was
up against the Famous Five was sure of Skinner's
sympathy, though, as a matter of absolute fact, Skinner was
not sorry to see the bully of the Remove severely handled for
onee.

“Oh, get out!” snorted Bolsover major, turning a streaming
face from the tap.

Billy Bunter grinned at the size of it. Bolsover's face was
not handsome at the best of times, but what beauty it had
was sadly marred now. His nose scemed almost to have
doubled i size, and one of his eyes was growing very shady.

“What are you grinning at, you fat idiot?” roared Bolsover,
making a movement towards the Owl of the Remove,

Bunter became grave at once.

“I—I wa:-n't, you know,” he said. “J say, you know, I've
got an idea. It was rojten of Cherry to knock you about like
that, Bolsover——"

“Knock me about, you fat dummy? Do you think I'm the
kind of fcllow to be knocked about?™

“Nunno! Of course not! 1 mean, he didn't knock you
about——"

“0Oh, shut up!™

“I've been caned, all through him,"” said Bunter. “It
wasn't my fault his pater deserted, was it? I couldn’t help
hearing him say so0."” '

“He denies it,” said Skinner. “ He's told the chaps in
No. 1 Study that that letter wasn’t from his father,”

“Then who was it from? Some relation of his who's
deserted?” said Bunter, ‘‘And he hasn't eother relations in
khaki. Look here, I think it ought to be proved, to show
those rotters up, you know. And I know a way.”

Bolsover major towelled his inflamed face.

“Well, what way?” he grunted. *I belicve it myself now,
and I'd like to prove it and show the cad up to all Greyfriars.”

“ There's the letter, you know. Ten to one it's still in his
pocket,” said Bunter eagerly. *“What about getting it out
to-night, while the beast iz in bed, you know? ¢ sleeps
like o top.”

“ By gad, that’s an idea!™ said Skinner.

Bolsover major gave the Owl of the Remove a thunderous
lonk. He was a little more scrupulous than Skinner,

“You fat toad! Do you think I'm going to spy into a
fellow’s porkets when he's asleep? Take that!”

“Yarooh!"” roared Bunter, a¢ he took it. It was a thump
on his fat chest which sent him spinning into the passage,

Skinner remained silent. In Bolsover major's present maood
he was as likely to turn upon friend as upon foc. The bully
of the Remove towelled his face savagely.

“You're not going to let the matter drop here?” aszked
Bkinner, as Bolsover put on his collar and tie. 1 hear that
Temple is going to ask Bob Cherry to meet him in the gym
to-morrow,”

“I'm not going to wait till to-morrew. He's going ta settle
with me to-night!” said Bolsover major savagely. ‘' He'll
come into the gym, or we'll have it out in his study, just as
he likes. (Come on!"

“Good egg!® said Skinner heartily.

He followed Bolsover major to the Remave passage. Snoop
and Stott joined them on the war-path, and the party pro-
ceeded to No. 13 Study to look for Bob Cherry. They found
Mark Linley and Hurree Singh and Wun Lung there, but
there was no sign of the junior they sought. . =

“Where's Bab Cherryi” roared Bolsover major, glaring
round the study.

“He went down some time age,” said Mark Linley,
glancing up from his work.

“Hiding, 1 suppose!” gnerred Bolsover.

“You know he's not hiding,” saud the Lancashire jumior
quictly, “*If vou want him, you'll ind him easily enough.”

“The findlulness will be casy, and the punehfulness tervifie !
suggested the Nabob of Bhanipur,

Bolsover major grunted and stamped out of the studs,
He looked in at Neo. 1, where Wharton and Nugent were at
prep.

“Jsn't Cherry here?”

“No," said Harry curtly.

”Qu you know where be isf?

i b 'u_ll

" Rkulking awar, of course,” eaid Bolsover.
find him "

He strode out before the capiain of the Remaove could
reply, and strode glong to Johnny Bull s study, where Johnny
was at prep with Squiffi and Fisher T, Fish, He gave the
three juniors a disappointed glare,

i3

“But I'l
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" Where's Bob Cherry?” he demanded.

“Find out!” said Johnny Bull politely,

“Don't you know where he's hiding ¥ sneercd Baolsover.

Johnny Bull laid down his pen and rose to his fect,

“Ob, come on!" said Skinner, pulling the bully of tha
Romaove by the arm. “It'a Bob Cherry vou want, you know."”

“T'll sce you afterwards, Bull," growled Balsover.

“Do! I Bob leaves anything for me to mop up when he's
done with you!" said Johnnv Bull,

Bolsover & Co. descended to the Common-room. A good
many of the Remove were there, but Bob Cherry was not to
be =scen.

“He must have gone out.” said Snoop.
he's keeping out of the wav.”

“Any of you fellows know where Bob Cherry iz hiding
himself 7" bawled Bolsover.

“Begad! Is he hidin’ 2" asked Lord Mauleveror,

““*Yes, the rotten funk.”

“He didn't look much like a funk when he was maopping
you up, Bolsover,” chuckied Dick Rake. *“Are you looking
for him?!"

“Yes, fathead!"”

“Then 1 advise yon not to find him. You may get anathicr
eye fo match that onc.™

*Ha, ha, ha !

“He must be in one of the studied,” said Skinner. “Tet's
make a round of the Remove studies and rout him out.”

Up the stairs went Bolsover & Co. again. ghey started at
No. 2, where Bulstrode and Tom Brown and Hazdldene wore
at work.

‘' Is that rotter here®” demanded Bolsover, putiing his head
in at the door.

“ Only one rotter here,' zaid Tom Brown cheerfully. * Ha's
just dome.” AndBulstrode and Hazeldene chuckled,

Bolsover major locked round the study and withdrew with-
out replying to.the New “Zealander’s remark.

In No. 3 he found Ogilvy and Russell; in No. 4 Vernon-
Smith was at work; in No. § Kipps was doing some conjurin
practice ; in"I™No. & Morgan ‘and Wibley and Micky Dezmon
were at home: in Wo, 7 -he found Peter &odd  and Tom
Dutton and Billy Bunter: &No. B wns vacant: in No. ‘9 Dick
Penfold and Monty Newland gave him inquiring dooks: No.
10 was his own study; No. 11 belonged to Snoop and ﬁt{'}tt;
No. 12, which belonged to Lord Mnu!fevc-n-r and Delarey, was
empty ; and hé had alreally looked into the others, ia pro-
gress from ehd to end of the Remove passage was frintless;
Bob Cherry was not there. '

“He's hiding away, and no mistake,” said Stoti.

Bolsover major really began to think so himself. Certainly
Bob Cherry did not seem to 'be in the House at all,

“ Well, he will have to turn up in the«dorm,” said Bol:over,
gritting his teeth. ** He can’t skulk away after bedtime."

“Must be out in the quad,” sald Snoop. “ T suppose he
isn't walking about in the mist for pleasure. He's skulking.”

The call to the dormitory rame soon afterwards. The
Remove marched off to their sleeping quarters—all exeepting
Bob Cherry. But Bob came in just us Wingate of the Sixth
was about to inquire Jfter him.

He did not look at Bolsover major. His boota were muddy,
a3 1f he had becn out of doors, and he looked pale and
harassed. The prefect gave him a sharp glanee,

“*Where have yvou been, Cherrv ™ he asked,

“In the guad, Wingate,”

“What on earth have vou been doing there™ exclaimed
Wingate,

“Taking a walk.”

“Oh! Well, turn in."

Bob Cherry turned in without anothar word, Winzate put
the light out, and left the dormitory. Skinner & Co. wers
chuckling. Bob's confession that he had been takine a walk
in the dark and misty quadranglo eeemed to bear out their
theary that he had been hiding from the bully of the Remove,

Ae soon as the captain of Greviriars was rone, Harvald
Skinner's vows was hiecard.

“Did you enjoy your walk, Cherryi™

Bob did not roply.

“Waan't 1t awfully nice in the guad—nice and cold and

“It's prettr clear

misty " chuckled SBkmner. *Just the place for a pleasans
prom !
“He, e, he!'” fame from Bunter.

“Niee place for a walk when there's somebodr wou don't
want 0 et [ chortled Snoop.

“Shut up!” rapped ont Bob savagely,

“He, he, hie!™

“Youre in a hurry to o to sleep—what ™ sneered Bolsaver
major, “Well, you're not coing to sleep yet, my pippin '
There's something to be settled first.  You've heen ring
ma all the cvening, but you can’t dodge me here, Sec?”
i “I[}-’Jd-.:in;; vou!" said Bob, “"Why should I dodge you, von
ool P

* Beeanse T was looking for you, yvon funk!”

“How should I know you were looking for me, you silly
ass? Ehut up, and let me go to aleep ! ’
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T supposas you've forgotten that you biff=1 me over!™
sard Dolsover major sarcastically,

“Eh? . Yes, [{md.”

“Then I'm going to remind you!” Dolsover major slipped
out of bed. “Are you going to get up, or shall I yank you

(35

ont ;!

“I'll get up fast enough if yon want me ' said Bob Ch
savagely., “I warn you that I'm not in a hmnour to st
your rot, Bolsover!" '

“And I don't care twopence what humour you happen te
bo sul’ said Bolsover, groping his way towards Bob Cherry's
bed. “If you want something to buck you up, I'! tell you
what I think of your pater—a deserter and a funk—""

Bob Cherry was out of bed in a twinkling, The next
moment there was the sounid of a fierce sirigzls in tha dark
dormitory,

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Broken Bounds !
HARRY WHARTON jumped out of bed. Half the

Remorve followed his example; the rest were sitting
up, 1in a state of great excitement,
Matchea were scratched on all sides, and candle-
ends lighted. In thé 'dim Jight Bob Cherry an
Bolsover major coudd be seen fighting furiously. :

Dob’s prompt gttack inﬂit‘ﬂh‘g that he had not, as Skinner
& Co. charitably supposed, been dodging the f)ul!_r of the
Remove that evening, .

*Go it, Bolsover!"” breatlied Skinner.

“Pile an, Bob!™

“Don’t meke too much row.” grinned Vernon-Smith.
“Wingate will be back here in ajifly if he heara you."

The combatants did not hear or heed. The juniors gathared
round in their pyjamas in a cirele, looking on ‘at tﬁe fight.
There were no rounds in that contest, and it was forght with
bare knucklea.

Bolsover major was red with rage, but Bob looked mors
angry than his epponent, His faco was pile and set, and ‘his
eves burning.,  He was hitting out with all his strength,
takimgr no trouble to guard, carcless of the punishment he
received.

And he received a good deal of . Bolsover was a powerful
follow, and full of bulldog courage. But Beb hardly scemed
to feel his savage drives. The bare foet made no sonnd u
the floor; the silence was only broken by the quick panting
breath and the thuddmg of heavy blows.

There was a crash as Bﬂth:mr major went down at last.

Bob recled back unsteadily, and Harry Wharton caught
him. Wharton looked very anxioualy at his chum. He
never seen Bob like this before, and he was a little alarmed,

Skinner helped Bolsover np.  Tha borly Remavica ghtood
very grogeily on his feet, Ho could scarcely blink out of his
eyes,

“Going on?” muttered Skiuner,

“Hanyg you, vea!"

But Bolsover was stagzeritty as Lo moved blindlz towards
his adversary. It was pretty clear that he was done, and only
his savaroe obstinacy enabled him to keep on his feat at all,

The fight recommenced, with the smme savaze encrgy as
before, but it was finishad in leas than a minute. Bolsover
major went down again, gasping, and lay on ti:> foor quite
ox hanated,

Bob Cherry glared down at him.

* Huve you had enough, you rotrer?”

Perey Bolsover groaned.  Evidentlwn Lie Lad Lad snouch, W
not more than enough. He had put up a toush fight ; but Bob
Clierry had seemed to be posscssed of the strength of two
or three fellowa,

Without a work or look at Bolsover major, Bob turned back
to his bed, and plunged jn, with a dark and moody brow.

Skinner and Snoop helped Bolsover major up. The Remova
bully could not stand alone. Skinner and 8noop wers very
silont. They were not without anxicty that their turn mighe
come next, and they would sooner Lhave faced a savage Hun
than Bob Cherry 1n lua present mood.

Bolsover wasped and groaned ss his followers helped him
into bed.  He collapsed there, groaming. Never Lad the
burly Hemovite received so terrific a licking,

"By pad, thera'll be a row toanorrow !™ Skinner muttered,
a3 e survered Bolsover's braised face in the candle-licht,

Boleover only groaned, He was not thinking about tha
morrow, The prescnt was guite enough for him to think of.

Harry Wharton & Co, returned to bed, tho candle-ends wera
blown out, and the emove settled down to slumber.

Not a word came from Bob Cherry, and La did not jsin in
the chat that ran from bed to bed for ten minutes or so
before the juniors fell asleep. :
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But Bob wae not sleeping.

Hi= eyes remained open, staring into the gloom, slecplessly,
(ine by one the juniors dropped into slumber,

Midnight was chiming out when Skinner awoke.

Bolsover major had received Bunter's suggestion of search-
ing for the mysterious letter very roughly; but Skinner took
4 different view of the matter. Skinner intended to sec that
letter, and ascertam what it contained. It was not only that
his curiosity was excited, but he was very keen to get a handloe
against tho Famous Five; and if the letter contained proof of
Bunter's assertions, Skinner intended all the Remove to know
ahout it

It was almost pitch-dark in the dormitory. There was neither
moeon nor star i the wintry shy withouat, and thick blinds were
over the windows. Dut Skinner knew hie way about the
dornitery in the dark well enough.

He =lipped out of bed and stood listening for some momaents.
i1 hieard only the steady breathing of the juniors and the
decp, unmusical enore of DBilly Bunter,

Satisfied that his Form-fellows were asleep, he felt his
way to Bob Cherry’s bed, and groped over the chair by the
hwadsade, where Bob had placed his clothes, neatly folded ae
ll."“.l.lﬂ.l.

He gave a start then. The chair was bare.
o lothea nnder Jhis hand.

Skinner breathed quickly in the darknees. He had seen the
vlothes there when the candles were blow ont,

Had Bob suepected some such attempt, and removed them?
It would have been easier to take the letter from his pocket
and place 1t in safety,

There was only ene explanation—the elothes were no longer
there, beenuse Bob Cherry had dressed again.  In other
waords, ho had broken bounics!

Rkinner's eyes gleamed. He erept eloser to Bol's bed and
listened intently. In the davkness he conld =ee nothing, But
there was no sound of breathing from the bed, and he
ventnred to grope over it with his hand, The bed wus empty !

iob Cherry was gone.

“My hat!” murmured Skinner.  “Gone out, and it's past
midnight ! One of that spotless pang of Good Little Georpies
breaking bounds at midnighe! My hat!”

The discovery pleased Skinner more than the sight of the
myvsterions letter would have dome.  Bob Cherry wae fairly
cight ont !

Skinner crept awav to Snoop’s bed and shook him.,

“*Yaw-aw!” cawe from Booop. ** Wharrer marrer?”’

“Wake up!” whispered Skonmer.  * DBob Cherry's broken
bounds.”

“Great Reott!” mumabled Snoop. “ At
this time of migin '

* Past twelve!”

‘*Sure he's gone?"

“Yoes, His bed'a empty and his elothes gone,™

My hat!”

The juntors blinked at one another m the darknese,

“Where the dickens can hie have rone ™ muitered Sioop.
“lle can'i be p!ll}'ihf.' any game lke-——ahem '—Hke our bitle
In.ltm}'.“

Skinner ehiekiad,

“Who kunows? Thoee rottere are so j::]?}' caveful to Lkeop
Vil Appearaneds, ["vo CIIHI._"H 'lhl_r]:_th_ llI-"'I"l.‘ INust ];_1._'3 ‘r.uni.'_-lhi“!_.-
Lendnd i, Anyway, you know what Cherry's aaid to us ofton
--]n_'-ugl.l j'::n' Ff_ll_f.i!l;: ot it ]E'i'_']lf fop i I;Ttl.'- 1'.;1;!.;{}.* at tlu_— { "ro=a
heve!  Now he's at the samwe guime lomself. 1 ocar't stand
W pm'rirm. I think lh:'}' nil;.:ilt to be ehow thp, dot’t yon

" Yes, vather.” chuckled Bnoop,

“*He wmust bave got onr of  the
Suoopey .

“Most hkely.,  What have yvou got in your head paw 't

“lasy enough to sneak out and fasen the window,™

“He, be. he!™

“Shush! Get along, old chap, and do 10"

“1'I} wait here while you doar!™ grinned Snoop.

*'s easy enongh——"

“Well, why den’t von do it, then??

Skinner growled vnder his breath,  Like the mopkey in
the fable, he preferred a eatspaw to pull his chestints out of
the hire,

“Ir'e a good idea.” muarmured Snoop,
Lt too q'l-u!‘h.]}‘ with his fists' 1 X patet '] b o for ns
10 IOFFOW, It he's caught oot of boonds, 10 will give hun
roonething else to thik abont,  Go and fasten the window ™

“Well, vou come with mwe, Snoop.”

“Too in-j]jf 1:‘|.rh] LN FTET | Hl|1|:'|;|_ “Youn Jdur't woot nmy ];i.u-]rr_
o off 177

“kinner gramiad discontentadly, but he mgde up Lis swind
to do 1. The opportunity was toa gowd ta be last. He
vmtted the dormitory slently, and crept along 1o the box-
FOCIN,

At he expected. he found the
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carefully closed the catch, =o that it could not be opened from
the outside,

“1 fancy that zettles you, my pippin!” murmured Skinner.

And he crept back to the dormitory satizfied. i

“ All serene®” whispered Bnoop, as he heard Skinner tiptos
cautiously back to bed. '

“All serene ! muttered Skinter,

“He, he, he ™ o

And the two yvoung rascals settled Jdown to sleep egain in a
very contented mood,

———

THE SEVENTH CHAFPTER.
The Absentee !

OB CHERRY was tramping away through the davk,
wet lane, while his comrades were sound asleep in
the Remove dormitory.

The blackness of the night was broken mﬂ{"?h}r tho
eudden white flashes of the searchlights from Wapshot
Camp, vigilantly searching the skies for Zeppelins,

It was a black, moonless night, a real * deppelin ™' night;
but Bob was nat thinking of the German sir-raiders as he
tramped on through the mist and the keen wind from the
503,

He passed ro one in the loncly lane. IHe turned off at
lust into the footpath through Friurdale Wood.

He tramped along at a greatr rate through the wet undesr-
woods, und anyone observing him would have been puzzled lo
guess his destination at that hour of the night.

But for his thorough seguaintance with the wood and iis

aths, be would ecertainly have been lost in the darkness,

Jut the Grevfriars Seouts had learned every mook and corner
of the old wood, and Dob Cherry tramped on his way without
a panse,

ijlu came out of the wood at last, where the ruined Priory
lay beside the lonely luke, embosomned in irees,

vireat masees of masoury, the remains of ancient walls end
buttresses, rose dimly to view in the gloom.

Bob  tramped ou through the shattered gateway, and
entered the rmine, e did not pavze there, but kept on to
the dark opening which gave acorss to the old vanits wnder
the Priory.

In & vaulted room, open to wind and rain, a gap yawned

in the stone floor, where «tone fteps lod downward, Just
within the room the jeniae holted,

" Ave vou herel"

He ealled out loudly,

His voice echoed and re-ceboed ameng the roins. There

wis aoconmd of o movement at t e bottom of the =teps, and 3
light gleame:dl,

“ I« that yvon, BEob{”

N

*Cone down !

“W hicre are vou "

“amped in the vanlt,  Come down !

Iob Cherry grunted, and greped hkis way to the stairs, and
tpasiped] down them,

e foumd himself in a stone veult with an arched roel.
A Lotern was burning upon a slab of stone, casting dim light
throungh the vaunlt.  The ravs fell upon a bag, a reg, and
soveral hlankets, and othior articles, <howing that the vault
hited boeen nsed for camping-ont,

A wan had risen from the blankeis and highted ithe lanicrn
at the eall of the jumior from above, He was a yvoung
iman, under thirty, with a well-init frame. and a hard, evnieal
fuco and shifty eves,

1f Horry Wharton & Co. conld have seen him, ibey would
By e recognized a man they had seen before, for it was Paul
Tyreell, Bob Cherer’s seapegrace consin, whe was the denizen
of the lensly rin,

He held ont his hand to his visitor,
at. anel puit his hands into his pockete,
Tyrerell shrugeed hig shoulders,
* 1z this g friendly call. Bob?

“No, it isn'e,” saud Bob grimiy, :

“ Yo oot miy letter, 1 suppose, as yon are here?

) oot your letter tlida afternacn, 1 rame here at anee,”

“ | tald von 1 shauld not e here till afrer dark, Bob,”

“1 hoped T might see your. 1 waited o long time, and
nissedd enlling-over 1 the sehnol.™

“1'm =T Buali, But 1 had o be careful.
the positions 'm in--1 dare not be spen ™

N, venn don't dare anything .’ saiid Boh bitterly, 7
Ty 1[;;31|HE:1 VOl nere O fiirk befnre, i!‘-l"J'.fl,‘:."h I knew p el |
wore i rotier

Tapiell’: fare Quslied,

“lo that the way vou've coine o finh 10 me, Bah ™

“What Jdid vou eapert®  Why aren’t yvou n khaeki?™” said
Jhiils '.l".;l:_"'1‘.!:|. ”1"|L_p'|."-.'1'- g’n‘. M exesise e oo, Vio!'re

1

Bob Cherry stared at

he aszked.

Yoan hnow
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Loe marricd, you've got nn depondents, you're not over
thicty, youw're fit as a fiddle, sou haven't any good position
to give un., Yon ought to have gone long ago, and you
know it.  You oughtn't to have waited for conscription, and
now itz come you're dodging it.  And yon think I'm going
to help vou.  Well, I'll see you hanged fizst ™

* But—-""

“You ought to go, and Yol know ¥l o LWt to go!"™ said
Bou. " You're wanted out there: every man's wanted,
You're just the man they want. “They're taking old fellows
of forty-one, and you're a chap of twentyv-eight or =n.  And
vou've gol the cheek to think that T'in gomg to break the law
and help you to ludei"”

’I‘:.'r:rrjh snecred,

“You're afraid!” he said.
of us, then!”

Bob's face flamed.

“I1f I were yvour age, you'd see whether I'm o funk or not.
I'm not afraid of the law,. either, but I'm npot gomng to
break it to help a waster snaak out of doing his duty !

“Easy enough for a chap of fifteen to be a keen con-
seripiionist [ sneerod T_vrrc-]f. “Thes're mostly over forty-
one, but 1it's just as safe at fifteen!” .

“I'm not a conscriptionist; that has nathing to do with
it,  You know it's your duty to go. You ought to have
cgrone at tho start!”

Tyrrell shrugged his shoulders.

“1've boen o bit of o rolling etone,” he remarked,. “I'vo
never made much since T left Oxftord, but I've gencrally
managed to scrape in something better than a bob a day "

“ What has money to do with it? You only want rations
and a rifle to Tight the Germans. It's sickening encugh for
Tomnies to get a bob a day, while rotten politicians bag
thousands a year, I know. But that's no exfuse. Do you
mean to say that that’s why you've not gonel"”

“1 ddid have a try for a cowmission, Bol, honour bright:
but—but some things that have bappened in my caroor were
aguinst me,”" said Vyrrell ‘ _

“Buppose all the chaps waited till they could get com-
missigns )"’ said Bob, " I've heard that the Yuenkee army
has more colonels than privates. Do you think a real anny
could be run oit those lines?”

“Y know I'in not going ints the ranks,” szaid Tyrrell
moodilv.  “T'm not a funk, Boly, and you know 1'm not:
but I'm not zoing to rough it in the ranks, while chaps 1 used
to be fricndly with are geotting into soft joba!"

“That's all rot!  An officer doesu’t heve a soft job at the
Front! He gets a bullet azs soon a3 any Tommy. But
perhaps you want a nice soft billet at home?” zaid Bob
sareastionlly,

“T1 suppose thizs wmeans that you're not
friendly ¥ said Tyrrell.

“| came to have a friendly tslk, in a way,” anid the
Grroviriars junior. * Your letter fairly knocked me over,
1 talked o bit too mueh, and from what T have sawd, some of
the fellows got an impression that my father has disgraced
himself. They don't know anything about you.  1've had
more thun one gserap to-dav about that!™

“f wonderad what was the mattee with vour face ! grinued
Tyrrell.

“And I ean’t explain withod grving vou awasy,"

“Well, if vou're not going to give we away, that's zome-
thing.” said LTyrrell; with a deep breutl, You should have
been more carcful, Bob, 1 warncd you in my lebler fo be
careful !

“A chap isn't always on his goard, sud I badne’t noticed
Bunter listening.  DBut never mund that, 1 wanted to see
vou, to talk to you,” said Bob, *If there's anything I ran
do for vou, I'm more than willing to forget past troubles,
T'll ask my pater to belp you m any way he ean, too—if vou
do the rvight thing. Lock here, why don’t you do it?
There's better men than voo doing o, Why can't youl”

I won't, anyway !

“That won't last lung. for under the vew law you've gob
to, whetber vou want to or not, Dut you ought o do it of
yonur own accord [

“ I micht do 1t of iny own accond, in my own tinie,” said
Twrrell sullitly, “Dui I'm not goiug to be driven into it."

“You're a doserter mow,” said Bob. *Men of vour age
wore called up lomg ago,  You're what they eall an abecntee."

Tyrrell nodded.

“ it car't last dung. You can's
end of the war, I suppose.”

“ I ogoinge to try,”

* You must be off vour chwap ! You've came hioee t9 hide,
vy this out-of-the-way ploce. You can’t bve here for long ™

“1 eonld, if vou'd Liclp me. I don't want much -food and
SO L'lulhl_"-,‘. Vou cowd ecome Liere ones a R ATLE (8 if Tou
Liked, and keep me supplied. T've got some mouey., I don's
want your dr'l.E']}]t‘d pochet-money,  Only a litthe friendly help,
T must have supplies 10 keep me gownz while 1 he low®

“ But the war may last for five or six years yei,” exclaimed
BPaol, )
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“ And it may end any time,” =aid Tyrrell  * Something

miay turn up, teo. I may get into other quartera. I've got
friends. I may ga some job in a certified occupation, and
bo safe. It's only for the present, just to keep me out of
their clutches while I muke my plans.” ‘

“ You might be found any time. Fellows come here to-pic-
nie on hﬂlf:hﬁlidn]'!."

“1 shall lie low in the vaults when there's anybody about.
You can trust me tg look after myself. But I can't .ahf-lw
up in public. I dare not go to the village for f::mcl. I've
got to have help. 1 want you to eee me through.”

PBob drew a deep brenth.

“You want me to break+the law, you mean?™

Tyriell shrug@;c-ﬂ hiz ghounlders. _ ; ;

“Well, T can't do it, and I won't do it," said Dob. ° 1t
you had any cxecuse except slacking, it might be different.
Why, I've been thinking of you lately, and I supposed you
were 1n the Army, and fmiher thought T might get a letter
from-you from the Front! I vever dreamed for a moment
thai you were dodging.” You can't keeg it ap, and I won't
help you to keep it up. It's hke your thumping cheek to
askk me. That's all I've got to say, and I may as well go!

And Bob turned savagely away to the atawva.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
The Shadow of Shame ! :
PAUL TYRRELL'S eyes glittered as his cousin turned

his back upon him., :

Bob's ecornful words had brought the colour into
his cheeks,  But
chstinacy i his heart,

they had roused nothing but
Puul Tyrrell had been a
rolling-stoue and a slacker all his lile; and the bare wdon
of regular discipline was abhorrent to him. He chose to say
that he would not be driven; but, as a wmatter of fect, it was
slackness that was the matier with him.

He ground his teeth as Ilob Cherry set his foot on the stone
gtaira,

“Stop a minute, Bob "

Bob looked round impatiently. s

“What's the good of stoppiug? There's nothing more to
2ay.""

““You won't help me?”

“[ can’t!"

“ Are yon going to give me away?”

Bob erimsoned,

“You know I'm not!™ he snapped. *¥ou told me your
roticn seeret in confidence, though it was like your chedk to
do so. I'm not an informer.” | y .

“Tt comes to the same thing. if you don’t help me. T've
got enough grub here for a few days, and then I shall fiave
to wive myself up, I['ve had two or three narrow cscapes
gotting here. I was questioned by a bobby this afternoorn,
and tripped him up and ran for at. I n-;hg]l be nailed if 1
clear out of here, and I ean’t stay here without a friend to
see me throngh" ] 4

“1'm willing to give you some advice to see you through,
said Bob grimly. “I'll tell you the nearcst wav to the re-
crniting-office at Courtfield I

“QOh, ring off,"” growled Vyrreil. :

“ That's the best I can do for vou,” said Bob. *““I wonder
von've the cheek to ask me such things, when my own
father's out there, and might be knocked over any day. [
hope you'll decide to take my advice by the mormng. l:n
any cise, you'd better clear out of here. I don’t foel easy in
my mind, keeping it a secret that you're skulking here,
don't know whether I ought to keep it dark.”

Twvrrell eave him a bitter look. ,

#“T ghall clear out of here Tast enongh,” he said. “ Yon
were my last hope, Dob, and you've failed me, I shall elear
out of here. I've got another hiding-place in miad.”

“ Better not tell me. 1 don't promise to keep it dark,”

“I'N tell you, and I think you'll keep it davk. It's the
old tower at Greyfriars,” said T}'l‘nrll coolly.

Bob Cherry jumped.

““ At Greyiriars!” he cxeclauncd,

“VYes. I've becn over the place years ago, and T remember
it. pretty well. T can camp out there, T think.”

“You'd be found within twenty-tour hours, There are
scme cads who go there to smoke, out of sight of the prefects,
and they'd epot it at once il there was anybody udden in
the tower.”

“I'll ehance that,”

“ More fool you!" said Dob. “I've warned you. And I'il
tell you something more; if you come near Greyfriars, T'll
get on to Quelchy's telephone, and ring up the recruiting-
offrce at l’!uurtﬁelr{ and tell them where to look for you.”

Do, if you choose,” said Tyreell coclly, *If you wani

A Qrand Long Complete Blory o! Harry
Wharton & Co., By FRANK RICHARDS,
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0ld Mr. Boggs, the village postman, had come along at last, and there was a letter for one
“member of the Co.—Robert Cherry. (See Chapter 1.)

(¢ have your ¢cuasin a crested az a deserter
with all your schoolfellows locking on,

Bolbh Cherrv elenched Tis hands,

“1 tihink T cateh on!™ he exelaimed savagely. “H I
don’t help vou dodge vour plain duty, you're going to disgrace
moe at Greyiviars |

“Dne E'-;_l-']-d firn Jdeserves :.-1:n|h-'-'_. A
Tyrrell.

“¥ou rotter ! How could I beld my head np again at tae
echiool if rhe fellows knew that wy eonsin was dodging mwiii-
tary gervice,” mutterced Beb, “llaven’t you any eense of
ehame lefr?”

> Gelfprecorvation is the Gest law of vatore, T helieve”
st Tyreell, with another shrag., * That’'s my goame if
I'm arrested as an absenter, I'm going to be arrested at
virevfriars, and von can enjoy the speetzele, and what your
sehoolletlows woll qgay 10 ¥ou alterwards !

Bob Cherry did not speak.

“Jadn't you better think it over, Bob? 1 only want vaur
help for a few weeks, wll 1T get inte a saie corner sons
whiere ™ .

rsd ,
T I.lllil.':l:'il?l‘é:_i -
do 1

¥ = 1 e E
wnow, sneered

Roh came back towards the wasteel, los exes gleaming.,

“1've sandl T won't give you awav.,” he sand, " And 1
won't! Dot let mie find yon at Greviriars, amd Il pave xoo
away on the spor, if evervhody in the country was looking
i to see vou eollared,  Move than that, You're not going
tor stay here! I mive sou theee days to do yvonr duty,  After
that, I'mi going to inguire whethery you've in khaki, and f
vou're not, vou enn depend on me to put you there, Thar'a
what I eare [or your threats, Cousin Paul !

And DBob Cherry tramiped vp the stone staive, and disap.
prared from the eves of his consin,

Paul Tyreell ealled ta him, but he did not lock back,

[{e left the vaulred room above, and tramped ous into e
ghorp winter air. e had done with the seapeprace,

Bob strede away homeward through the wet wooos,
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He ha litile real
doubt that Trrrell would
carey out  his  threat,
hoping to scare him nto
giving the help de-
manded. Boo’s  mind
was made up. But, de-
termined as he was, he
could no: think without
dismay of the fulfil-
ment of Tyrrell's menace.
What would the Grey-
friar’s fellows say?

It was not only that
Tyrrell was dodging the
law of compulsion ; there
might be two cpinons
about that. But he was
young and sirong and
fit, he had no ties to Lold
him back, and yet he re-
fused to do s duty.
His present trickery was
not the worst; the worst
was that e had not gone
already, that he did not
want 10 go. By dong
his duty in the trenches
he eculd bave stoned: for
a recklcss and sponds
thrift life, and all he
was thinking of was to
dodge the grim necessity,
and continue a lifle o
reckless slacking and
wasted opportunities.

What would all Grer-
friars say when that
soene was enacled, the
elusive elacker rounded
up at last, and murched
off by the police, with
the whole school staring
at the scene?

Bol's leart esickened
within "him at the
thouglhit,

How rould he face the
srhing! afterwards?  And
how could the wan do
it?  Bob had, in his
anger, called Tyrrell a
fank, but he knew that
the wastrel did not lack
coutage.  What he rcally feared were the harydship and
disconnfort, not the danger. An eusy, slacking life of eell-
il ence hind not fitted him to take his part in sternm work
ariong atern men.,  Yet the agxicly and discomiort of inces-
eniit dodging was probahly far greater than what he wonld
hiave experienced in the ranks on the hardest dury. Bob's
Nip curled with contempt ae he thought ol the wretched
slacker ckulking in the hidden vanlt.

The junior reached Greviriars at last. Searchbights were
glimmering white on a kv of biack velver ovevhead. He
viimbed the wall and dropped mto the gyuadravgle, and made
his way to the back of the School House,

He coambered silently in the darkness upon the leadved roof
of the outhonse 1r'Jl':i-:J‘.'l.' E]:LL‘ -l,-u_‘-,'_-t'ﬂﬂul window,

BBt as he attempted to push up the sash, Le found that i
was tmnoyable,

He sty his lips, aud tried sgaio.

11e had left the window unfastened for e veturn, and he
Lindd svpeeted it to upen casily,

et the sash remained immovable, and he reaiecd that ot
popsr hasve been fastened since he weol out,

I[: 1_|_l .-;..1_11_4-'1_] il'lb J"i.':.'-'»_. "|.:'|1['I f‘-_jfl.'l'l'l:[:llﬂ Hf i[l'*[.

bt it 1 he mattered, **Oh, my hat! Wic's piayed
i wrick on me?  Arnd—and what the thunder am 1 going
ta dol

THE NKNINTH CHAPTER.
Skinner's Chance !
ARRY WHARITON stivred i big sleep, nnd awche,
e did not know swhat had awankened Ja, anad
e turned bhis Lhead on the piicw, ond ciosed s
CVOR AREALL
l.,"',:l-L. !
LR fris f."-'l'."'\- t"]."l'!II.'LI "‘:L-:.Et. ;
& po bbie had straek the window of rhe Remove doymitory,




end slid down into the Erﬁ, Wharton starfed ii*o bread

wakefulness, and sat up in bed,

Clink |

It wae another pebble on the window,

“What the meirry thunder——"" ¢juculated Wharton, in
actonishment,

“You awake, Harry” It was Frank Nugcnt's voice.
“Somebody’s bunging stones at the window."

“The bungiulness 1s terrific,” murmured Huiree Jameet
Ram Singh., * Some esteemed rvorter has beca ou the tiles,
and is shut out,”

Clink !

“Skinner or Snoop, I suppose!™ growled Wharton.
“Well, they can get in without my help! Rotters!”

“Bkinner's i bed,” came the Bounder's voice. “1 can
hear himi suoring, Might as well ler the chap in, if it's a
Remove chap. We all have our little weaknesses at times,™

Wharton grunted,

“Like his cheeli, whoever it 151" he growled., *1 suppose
I may as well lend him 2 hand, Tt weans a flogging if he's
caught out!”

“Let him take his chance,” canie Sucop’s voice, 1 know
vou jolly well wouldn't open the window for me, Wharton "

**Hallo, Snoop’s here!” said Vernon-S3mith, It i=n’t
Srnoop or Skinner out thore, Is 1t Btott?”

" No. it 1=n't " came Stott’s grewling voice,

““And "it izn't Bunter--he's snoring here, Some other

fellow’s
Bounder.
Clink !
* Better open ithe window il vou're poing to,” said Rake.
“I[ that row goes on Quelchy will hear it sooncr or later.”
Harry Wharton slipped out of bed. It was no business of
hiz to help a belated roysterer escape deteetion, but he conld
not quite make up his mind to leave him unsided. He
mounted on a chaiv at the window, and puzhed up the heavy
i-1!'l.5|i. He put his head out, and stared bhelow in the
aarkness,
“Who's there?” he ecalled out, in a low, cautious tone,
L,-n;-u!_-_,- loud enongh to reach the unseen feliow on the ground
elow,

“It’s I

starting life ag a merry blade,” griomed the

Te that vou,

Wharton "

*Yes "

“Unfasten the box-
room window for e,

will you?"

Wharton fairly blinked
downward into the
glocm. The wvoice of
Bob (Chevry from below
had astounded him. The
last  {ellow he would
have expected o find
cut of bounds alter mid-
night waszs Beb Cherry.

“Yes,” he paceped.

He drew  back, amd
closed the window,

“Who 1 it?"
Wibley. Ncarly all the
Remove W anako
now, but 1t waz= 100 davk
io sec wuaich bed was
empty.

Wharton did not reply

a-kel

to the question. He
hurried townards he
door.

Skinner sat up in bed
and sroped lor a matei.
He knew, of coursc, that
1t was Bob Cherrv who
lad thrown the I]l']:-h] g
np to the dormitory win-
dow, in the hope of
avwakenming lie cliuns,
Skinner's amiable pro-
ject of keeping DBob ovd
;|,|.1 hi_ght, 1id hao r1-i-'-
cocvered 1 the mosning,
was a failure: but he
mtended to let all the
Remove know, at least,
rliat 1t was Bob wiho was
out of bounde,

A match llared up, and
skinner  stopped. out  of
ped, halding it

“ Now, who's out?’? he
egid. "' Hallo, here’s an
empty bed—two of Tem !
Wharton a2ud Bob
Cherry i
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“ Wharton's just got up,” said Tom Brown,

“Then it's ll'iﬂb Cherry who was out !

“What rot I said the New Zealand junior.

“The rotfulncss is  tervilic, my esteemed, sneaking

Skinner 1™

* Are you looking for a thick ear, Skicner?”
Bull's rambling voice.

“Look aut hiz bed vourself,” said Bkinper coolly. “ He's
cout, As Smithv sayvs, we all have our litl'e weakneosses at
times. Ha, ha!" .

e struck another mateh, and keld it over Bob Cherry's
hed,  Even Johnny Bull had to admit then thot Bob . was
abzent.

Meanwhile Wharton had hurried to the bhox-room. He
mfastened the window, and found Bob already on the leads
outside.  The junior elimbed in throngh the window, and
W harton closed it after him, and fastened it, without a word.

“Thanks ! said Bob, .

“You're welcome,” said Wharton rather drily, “I didn’¢
kiow it was you out, Bob."

" Let’s get back to the dorn.™ . y

They hurried silenily to the Remove dormitory. Skioner
etruek another match as they came in, o that all the Rrinove
could gee Bob Cherry fully dressed,

“Put that light out, yon fathead!” snopped Wharton,

Skinner chuckled ag the mateh went out,

“Had a good iime, Bob?” he asked. And there was a
chortle from Snoop and Stott. ' Did you bave any luck §”

“Tuek ! repeated Bob., ** What do you mean, 51-‘.”1}‘1:!31‘?“

““ Are they keeping it up as lete as this ¥ pursued Bkmner
cheerfully., *They gencrally knock off at one at the Cross
Keys,"”

“You miserable worm !” said Bob Cherry, in sulphurous
tones, Do vou mean to say you think I've been uvp to any
of vour rotten tricks?”

came Johnnv

)

T
i =
T T =

Harry Wharton jumped out of bed. 1n the dim light, Bob Cherry and Bolsover major could be
seen fighting [uricusly,

(See Chapter B.)
" 11
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“Where have you been, then "

“Find- out,  you worm!"

“ Dash it all, Bob, this is jolly queer!™ said Johnny Bull,

“IDo you think I've been to the Cross Keyrs, Johnny ?"

“No, vou know I don’t; but 1 don't see what you want
¢o break bounds in the middle of the night for, like one of
those smoky cads, or what you want to icep 1t a sceret for
where vou've been!” gaid Johnny Buil tartly,

“Well, I've been out!” growled Bob., “I haven't been
enjoying mysclf, if yon waunt to know. And I daresay all
the Rewove will know all about it in a few days. And I
don’t eare a twopcuny rap what anybody thinks 1

And Bob, uodresfing rapidly, turned in.

“Well, we shall all kifow what to think,” said Skinner.

“Oh, shut up!”

Harry Wharton went back to bed in grim silence. He was
utterly astounded by this escapade of his chum’s. If Bob had,
broken bowids for any harmless cause, there was no reason
why he should not state it. Yet it was impossible to think
that Bob had taken up any shady pursuits in the style of
Bkinner & Co. That is to say, it was impossible for Wharton
to think so; but there were a good many fellows in the
dormitory who began to think so.

Dob Cherry did not speak a word, however, and silence
soon reighed.  Dut Hareld Skinner did not sleep,

Bob Cherry had returned, and Skinner’s kind scheme had
been baliled. But Bunter's suggesiion recurred to his mind
now. The mysterious letter was there, if he could get at it,
Skinner was almost devoured with ill-natured curinsity upon
the subject, and he guessed that the letter might throw some
light upon Dob's amazing action. But he left nothing to
chancce. It was two hours or more later when he slipped
from his bed.

Bob Cherry, tired out by his long tramp, was sleeping
deeply, and Skinner could hear his heavy Eronthing ps he
approached the bed. With the ekill and eunning of a pick-
poecket, Skinner went through the pockets of Dob's clothes,
thrown earclessly on the chair. o dared not strike a light.
But, as it happened, there was only one letter to be discovered
in any of the pockets, and Skinner extracted it, hoping that
1t was the once he sought. If the letter was there at all, this
was the letter; there could be ro doult about that,

Skinner returned to bed, and the letler reposed under his
pilow. IIe had to wait till the morning to read it. Put he
eiept very contentedly, with his head over the purloined
letter. Bob Cherry slept on, litile dreaming of the ead of the
Remove or his action. It had never even oceurred to Bob
that anyone might think of extracting the letter from his
poclket; in fact, he had almost forgoticn ifs cxistence since
thrusting it into his pocket that afterncon when he started
on his first visit to the old Priory.

Bob was heavy-cyed when the rising-bell clanged out in the
morning, but he rose with the rest,

His usual high spirits were lacking, howey i
; g iing, however, He did not
jerk Lord Mauleverer out of bed, or use his bolster to rouse

up Billy Dunter. He hardly spoke a word before he left the
dormitory,

Harry Wharton & Co. joined him in the quadrangle, where

ho was striding to and fro at a great rate, with his hands

idrii.;ﬂu decp into his pockets. Dol gave them a rather sour
ook,

“It's no good asking me where I went last night,” he said
httfnr_u "Ir‘h"hnrltuu‘ could speak. “I'm not going to tell :ﬁ:ﬂll"j
wol'm not going to ask you, Bob,” said Harry quietly.

For goodness’ sake don't get your back upi{ Youve got
cnough rows on at present without rowing with me."”

Bob’s face relaxed a litile,

“1 don’t mean to be ratty,” he muttered.
worried, and—and I can’t tell vou about it
soon enough, I expect.
P]ijut a family disgrace
it.

“Some of the fellows think jou're taking up the old ways
that the Bounder Las left off, Bob. Your clearing off lasc
night wants explaining, you kuow, Of course, we don’t think
60. In fact, T belicve 1 know where you went.”

Bob started.

“You—you know 4
o X mean why you went—not exactly where,” said Harry.

It was to see the man who wrote to you vesterday—the man

you couldn’t see in the afternoon. It's wot very hard to
guess that much.”

“Well, it is s0,” enid Bob.
&k L [l
The man you've called a funk and a deserter,” said

Johnny Bull. *What the merry dickens do you want to see
him for?"

Bob was silent.
“Bob,” said Harry seriously, “don’t you think you might
explain something to the chaps? That yarn about your pater
18 growing. and you're backing it up yourself by the way
you act. It's already been suggested that he's deserted, and
18 hiding near heve, aud that you went to see him last night.”

Bob Cherry clenched his fists.

“Who's suggoested it?" he asked,

“Never mind that. You've done enough punching, Bob|
You can’t fight half the Remove, and you've got a fight on
to-day with Temple, anyway, But if you'd explain what tho
matter 18, and clear the air, you know! Whoever this man
15, he can't have any claim on you, and you seem to be
playing the ftdr!}' ox, 60 far as T can see "

“The giddy oxfulness is terrific, my estcemed Bob !

Bob gave an impatient shirog.

“I'm going to keep it dark if I can,” be said. “But, as
a matter ol fact, 1 expect it will be all out in a few days—
perhaps to-morrow—perhaps even to-day. And when it's out,
everybody will know, and Greyfriars will have scen the last
of me! I sha'n’t stay afterwards. That's all I've got to say
oW,

. And Bob strode away with a black brow, leaving Lis chums
i eilence and dismay.

“ But—but I'm

You'll know
But a fellow doesn’s want to shout
from the housetops, if he can help

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Bolsover Major Makes Amends !

R. QUELCH looked sternly at Dob Cherry and
Bolsover major in the form-room that morning.
Bolsover's face was a study in black and blue,
and Bob lecked considerably damaged. M.
Quelch was a judicious mtaster, and knew when to

close one eye at thinges it was better not to see. But on this
occasion he could not allow the mutter to pass unnoticed.
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UPulover! Clieory!
bt oxclunned. sternly.

*Yes, sir!” said Bolsover major,

“Without ploves, T presume, from your looke?™

“Yes, sir!”

You have been fghiing, I supnose?”

sieh

“Are von not ashamed to appesr in pubic with ]
Lreat

faces?” exelaimed Mp. Queleh. *“Are you nct aware
you ace a disgrace to your Formi”

Silence! Certainly neither Bolsover nor Bob Cherry looked
g credit to the Form at that moment.

“You will both be detained for two half-holidays, and on
each oeeasion you will write out five hundred lines of Virgil |”
wiid Mr. Queleh,

And, having come down thus heavily, the Remove-master
said no wore on the subject. The punishment was heavy
enough o make Dolsover major wish he had not looked for
Bob Cherrv the previons eveming., Bob did not seem to heed
it.  Detention for two half-holidays meant keeping out of the
[ooter mitches on those ocrasions. But footer was net in
Bob'a miid now. He did not geem to care whether he waa
detained or not.

[Tarold Skinner wae in high feather that morning. When
Me, Queleh’s back wae turned, there were whispers among
Snocp, and Stott, aud Skinner, and Billy Bunter. And when
the Hemaove were dismissed, the four of them joined Bolsover
major. The latter was in the quad, tramping under the elms
with a sullen, savage brow, He was aching and scedy from
the terrific encounter m  the dormitory, and extremely
hunnliated by his defeat. He scowled at Skinner & Co. as
they come ap.

“T've vot eome news for you, Dolsover,” bhegan Skinner,
#about Cherry——"

“Hang Cherry!” prowled Bolsover major.

“Dan’t vou think he ought to be shown up®”

“Wune him! 1 think he's shown up pretty well. Every-
body now knows that his father is a deserter ! snarled Bols-
aover major, *He went out to szce him last might. It'e as
clear ns dayheht.”

Skinner shook his head.

Pain’t his father afrer all,” he sadd, “T had my dJdeanbis
all wlonge.  Tv was rather thick 1o think of a major deserting
—rather too thick, voua know, 1—I1 bhappened to come across
that letter——"

“What lerter?”

“Vou remember the letter Cherry had vesterday, when he
wa~ talking about a funk and deserter and all the resty of it,
amd Bunter heard him. Well, I've zeen the letter !

“Yon sneaked i+ out of his pocker, yon mean!” sneered
Bol=ner,

*Never mind that!  I've got it !” seid Skinner. * Look
here, it'2 from Pob Cherry’s cousin—a chap named Tyrreli,
I've Lieard of him before—a regular waster. He's dodging
conseription, and hiding at the old Priovy mn Friardale
Wood,

“Grest Seoty !

“He, he, Le!” eackled Billy Bunter, " Of course, T never
thoarhs of s constn ar the time. I'd forgotten he liad a
coagin, | thoueht it miost be his pater. 1 knew it was a
decertor, anvway,

“J1t's in a letrer,” said Skinner. “ The fellow wanta Beab
Cherry to help him dodee the bobbiecs, That’s why Cherry
went, of course.  He's helping a deserter keep out of the
Army,”

“Yhen—then 1
Bulsovier maior

“?'-::'r_ R ir

“RBut s his cousin,” sald DBilly Bunter, “and he ought
ty be shown np. Me pulled my ear thie morming, the brast,
jurat becanas | azked liim whether he had any other dezerters
i the family '

“Yeou far rovter ™

RS

“¥Yon told me 1t was los fathee.”

“I—1 thought —"

“Yuu fay beast ! Nice position you've put me in, running
dovn & man who's au the Froue fighting the Germane!”

“Oh. really, Holsovep-—-="'

I zay. don’s begin 10 rae now !” sard Skinner anxiously.
“T .o got an cdea, Polkover, What about setting thie bobbiss
on 1o the chap, and getting him lagged? e ought to be
bicwed, yon Keow.  Irs yeally our duty vo bfornn againzt
him.™

“ Ve inforunng i< in vour lime !’ sneervad Bolsaver., “ Yuon
e o toaf vou hke. T'm oot going to play any divty tricks ™

1 should think yod'd like to make Bob Cherry sit up for
givhie you a face ke thar,” said Skinnesr vartly.

*TH give son e tace like it i vou dou't held wyour jaw,
Skinper ! As for you, Buster, yoo fat. slandering beast, 1711
teach yuu not 1o teli me hes about a chap's father "

“Yeow-ow ! Leggo! roared Buamer, g5 the baly of the
Revacve craspad hinm,
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Skinner & Co. promptly backed ewar. PBolesver major was
a rather unreliable fellow, Skinner had expected lum to
jump at the chance of getiing even with Bob by informing
arainst his cousin. But Boelsover, bully as he was, had a
rather ligher senge of honour than Skinner. The part of spy
and informer did not =it him, And he was sincerely sarry
for what he had said concerning a brave officer who, as he
now knew, was doing his duty at the Front. He could have
kicked himeelf for paying any regard to Billy Bunter's yarns,
but it was more satiefactory to kick Bunter, and he proceeded
to do =0 with great vigour.

Billy Bunter fled, yelling, with Bolsover helind him. land-
it out with his heavy boots, as if he-were ditbbling Bunter
like a football.

“ Cherry I velled Bunter, eatching sight of Beb near the
Cloistere, * Rescue! T sav, Bob, old chap! Yaroch!”

Bob Cherry looked round savagely, Billy Bunter dodged
roand him, gasping.

“Keep him off 1" he velled.

“0Oh, cut off, you fat fool!”™ growled RBob.
alona, Bolsover!”

Bunter dashed away through the Cloistere towards the old
tower, and Bolsover made a motion to follow him, Bob
stepped in the way.

The bully of the Remove stopped. _

For a moment his hands clenched, but he unclenched them
again.

F:'I want to speak to you, Cherry——" he hegan,

“You needn't trouble.”

“]—1'm sorry for what I said about your father
stammered Bolsover major:

Baob stared at him, ;

“Well, I've done my best to make you sorry!® he gaid

rimly.
g “It'a mot because of that!"” said DBolsover, frimmning.
“T'm willing to take vou on again, anv time vou like. with
or without gloves. But—but I've found out that it's all lies,
and I'm sorry 1 said anything of the kind. 1 was taken in.
1 can’t do more than say 'm zorry.”

Biob's hard face relaxed.

“Well, if you put it like that, it's all right,” he said. "1
don't eee how vou can have found out anything you didu's
know before, thourh.”™

“alkinner's found it out, and he's juet told me it's your
Cousin Tyrrell wha's a deserter.”

Bob started,

“Qkinner!" he exclaimed. "“How the dickens——"

“T dan't ask vou whether it's true,” said Bolsover major.
“It's no business of mine. But ' sorry for what I sanl
about vour father, and that’s what I was kicking Bunter for
—for stuffing me up. That's all.” |

Bolsover major strode awsy. He had made the amende
hanorable, I_‘-::L Cherry stood rooted to the ground,  Skinner
knew ! Hew did he know? There was obly one explanation,
and Bob's hand weut to his pocket for the forgotten letter.
It was no longer there, :

He hurvied away in search of Skinner. That individual
looked very uneasy when he came up with lowering brows.

“You've got a letter belonging to me, Skinner ! said Bob,
between his tecth,

i I__I LE |

“Vou stole it from my pocket last night ™

“J—]——" stuttered Skinner.

“Give it to me!” :

Snoop aud Stott strolled away, But Skinner couldn’t s’r.n?ﬂ
awav. He had to face the music. There was no help for it,
and he took the letter from his pocket and handed it to Bob
Cherey,  Bab tore it into [ragments, and throw them into the
fruntain. Then he puzhed back his cuffs,

“ Now put up your hands, you rotter!”

Skinner backed away, his eyes glittesing.

“1f vou lav a finzer on me, I'll go straight to the police-
etation aind tell them you're hiding a deserter from the
Avmiy !” he said, betvwcen his teeth, *I'll—oh—ah~—-och—ah—
ah ™

SRkinner had no time to Onish., HHe was driven round the
feuntuin under r shower of blows till he went down with a
crash. Bob, without another word te him, turned and
walked away.

Skinner sat on the gpround, with hie hand to his note,
casping.  1e picked hunself up at last. with a Jdeadly gleam
in his eves. Without even waiting to bathe his nose, which
needed it badly, he horried to the bike-shed, and wheeled out
his machine, In a minute or two more he was pedalling
avway to Frinrdale—to the police-station ! 13

A Qrand Long Complete Story of Harry
VW harion & Co. By FRANK RICHARDS.
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“ P'i'aps handsome Bob Chelly tellee whattee matter,"’ suggested Wun Lung. “ Handsome Bob
Bob Cherry rose impatlently to his feet.
going to jaw I’ he sald. (See Chapter 4.)

Chelly talkee likes Hun."

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Harry Wharton's Plan !

KINNER came in late to dinner, #nd his face was davlk
and sulky as he dropped into his place at the Remove
table. Bob Cherry zave him one glance. Ile knew
what the cad of the Romove had done, but Skinner did
not look as of he had been successful in his revenze.

Aftor dinner Snoop and Stott joined Skinner in the passage.

“You've done it?" asked Snoop,

skinner ground his teeth.

“Yes; but v waa N.G. He's gone™

“Gone ! said Stott. “Ilow could he bo ponc if he waa
there? It was plain enongh in the letter,”

“He wna gone, all the same. I took old Tozer to the
P;':.'JIL"-'. atil ih_" searched the |:i:1--|1 froitn end to E‘-T‘H:I Wik
me." said SBkinner savagely, “There were tracea of the
rotter—he had been camping in the vanlt—but he's taken the
alarm now and cleared off,”

* Bob Cherry couldn’t have warned him

“He must have seen us ecoming, 1 suppose, atd cleared,
aatd Skinner. ' But it was plain enourh he'd been hidine
rhere, pnd the police will bo tooking for him now, Thev'll
tiave him sooner or later, and, anvway, all Greyfriavs 1= goiuc
10 know that Bob (‘Herry's cousin 18 a desector !’

All Greviriars did know it Before afternoon school, Lot
tiey did not guite belicve it, Bkinner had no proof of his
ALOEY The refugee of the Priory had not been found, and
tie tell-tale letter wus destroved now. Bob Cherry refused
to anawor a single question on the siibject ; indeed, he cud
L 80 rusty at the first guestion that he was ot asked a
gecolnd time,

Bob hardly knew whether to Le sorrv or glad that Skinner
had failed in his attempt to cavse the arrest of the deserter,
It came as a surprise to Bob to learn that the refugee was no
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ToaiERTBRipEe longer in  the old

SHIEHL M - fie) Priory. He knew what
LLELTELLETR f 1 ) | ; jursl 1t mceont—that Tyrrell
i 1k = had carried out his

threat. After Bob had
left him the previous
night, the absentee had
quitied the Priorv; and
Bob knew where he was
now—hidden in the old
tower  of  Greylriavs,
Tyrreell had threatened
it, and the fact that he
was no longer in his
hiding-placo proved thai
he ivd carricd out his
thioat.

Skinner little dreamed
how near at hand was
the Lkunted man he had
sought to give up to the
luw. He supposed that
Tyrrell had fled, and
was far from guessing
that the deserter waa
within  two _hundred
vards of the Greyfriars
School House.

After lessong that dayv

Bob Cherry  walked
through the Cloisters,
and loocked up at the

old tower. The tower
was m a dangerous
stute of ruin inside, and
for that reason was out
of bounds for the Grey-
friars fellows, but it was
often dntered by the

}uninr:a. all the same.
Was

f the .absentee
hiding there, he might
be discovered at any
time,

Bob's face hardened,
ancdd he turned away
without entering the
L OWEer.

He would have wno
hand in helping the
deserter. Heo had told
hint so, and he would
keep hizs word,

“Tea's readv, Bob,"
3 said Wharton, meeting
his cham as he camy satiitering back into the guad.

Bob nodded, and followed him to No. 1 Study.

_The Co. were all there in a very uncomfortable mood,
Skinner's story had enlightened them as.to the mystery of
Bob's sirange conduct. They remembered Paul Tyrrell, and
they had no doubt that Skinner was telling the truth for once.
Phey did not speak on the subject.

Bob ate lus tea -ilently, and rose when It was finished. Then
heo zpoke.

“You've heard Skinne:'s latest, 1 zuppose!™ he said.

" Yes"

“Well, it's true ™

“1I thought 1t was, Bob." said Wharton frankle. T don't
sce that von need worry so much about ir, You're not
responzible for vour couswn.™

“You went to him last night?” azsked Nugent,

“YTea

* But—buit—bui
Jolinne Ball.

**No. That was what he asked in the letter, and T went to
tell him what I thonght he ought to do.” said Bob. *1
refused to 1Fl:f‘]]:J him to 1.{un:]-_[u his -[hllf_".. ."H:d—ﬂ.'n{i hE‘ told
ut he wonld come here—if T dida't help him.”

“Heee ! excluimed Wharton,

“You see, he couldn’t stay hidden in the Priory without
somicbody to bring lum food. 1le wanted me to do it. And
—arnd he told me he'd change his quarters; and, as he wasa's
found there to-day. it's pretty clear he's done it. Can vou
euess where he 19 wow?” said Bob grimly,

ek _‘\.l.l._ L]

“In the old tower—at the end of the Cloisters '™

£Q i_;r..hlh p R

“ e told me he would fie himself theve: and if he's caughi
hi's going to be arrested before all Greviviars to payv me ond, ™’
sati]l Bob T1tL‘_=u-|:'ti|1'L'_

“I'll get out If you're

vou're not  helping him*®"  exclaimed

A Eplendid Complete Tale of Torm Merry & Qg
in The “QEM ™ Library. Price 1d.
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1'he awlul rascal!” mutiered Nugent,

“I've a jolly good mind to telephone to the recruiting
oflicer at Courtfield, and fetch him here to-day,” said Bob.
“* But—but—but I can L inform against a l:‘-hnp—nut even a
rotter like that. But it’s bound to come out soon. He can't
stay there after lis rui:-a gone, even if he isn't found, I
don't know what to do.”

Harry Wharton’s f-ﬂﬂi‘ set grimly.

“He's got no claim on you, Bob.

He's a rascal, and he 8
dﬂdgmg his Fhun duty.

Why doesn’t he want to jorn up?

l'oo dashed lazy, I suppose. It's a hard life, and he’s
always had a 5:}fhflf+:= said Bob bitterly. He says he'd
go of his own accord, but he won't be driven. He'd s suy any-

thing rather than line up with the other chaps against the
Huns. I don't know how he's kept out of it so far. He's
come to me as a last resource, :"m-.i—und if I fail ham, hé's
going to disgrace me before all the school. Precious sort of
relation for a fellow to have—what1™

“I wizh you'd spoken out at first,” said H.‘J.Tl‘_'l..'. “Any way,
this has stopped the yvarn about ﬂul pater, You can't '.'rwf
what your cousin does. The fl.’jIU'l.‘lrh won't think any l.lm
worse of you."

“1 L-uuldu’t FEH.}L‘ the clmul afterwards,” said DBob rest-
lessly, * It 1sn't only that he's dodging cﬂmpu]smn. but it’s
the fact that he don't want to go, when he's young and fit
and free of ties. Tf there’'s a scene bere about it 1 couldn’t
stay at the school afterwards.

“There won't be a scene here,” said Wharten, “ A chap
like that wants to be dealt with Grmly. TIf he's within the
walls of Greyiriars, it’s like his confounded check, and he's
goine to be shifted 1

* But—what——""

“Leave it to us,” said Harry, Lis eves gleaming, ™ We can
clear him ont without a scene. Four of us can handle him,
1 suppose, and wo can get out of the dorm to-night and do
it !

“By Jove!™ said Bob, with a deep breath.

“We'll ask him to elear, and if he won't we'll yank
by the neck, and take him down teo the police-station,”
Harry.

“ Ripping good idea”

Bob hesitated,

“He ought to go,”” he said. * but—but I don't like the idea
of giving him up, Rut—but he could he pitched out of Grey-
friars, any way.

“Let it go at that,” zaid Hary.

a1l

said Johnny Bull heartily.

“¥You can leave it to us."

hitm out
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“1 wen't do that! T'1l come with you,” said Bob. “]t'!

awfully decent of you chaps to back me up like this.”

ii U]J .I._ﬂt |!l .
“You ought to have told us before, fathead!” sa id
Nugent.

Bob coloured.

“ It isn’t a thing T wanted to tell anybody about,” he siid.
“I'm not proud of having a shirker in the family, But he's
got to go, and to-might we'll shift him out—hy force, if
]-ll"lf'-'l"'qﬂ-ﬂl""ln"

“ That's settled,”

Bob Cherrv was a little relicved in his mind when that
dacision was taken. It was settled that the Fawnous Five
should leave the dormitory ai midnight, and deal with the
absentee. And if he did not go quietly, Bob's chums were
not likely to deal gently with the rascal who had caused
him so much trouble and anxiety,

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
The Assassins of the Sky !

R. QUELCH saw lights-out for the Remove that
night.

M Eihe l*mm master made a careful exannnation of
the blinds in the dormitory.  Outside, the night
was as black as piteh; but already the searchlights

were stealing into the sky from the direction of Wapdhot

Cam

¢ ]D I say, =ir, are there going to be Zepps to-night ¥ asked

Billy Bunter, blinking at the Form-master through lis big

spectacles.

“ 1t i3 :uE.E-ihh?,
“(h, dear!” :
“Zeppeling are always pos-ible on  moonless mghis. my
bovs,” said the Remove-amaster, “If there should be an

.;I;-_um vou will be very careful not to show any lights. We

have been visited by Zeppeling before, and ne hﬂim W=

done, 1 trust that no boy here will be nerve To he
afraid of Zeppe Jins is plaving nto Ihf hands u[ I|FL enemy,
whoze design 18 to cavse apprehension.

Bunter.™
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“We're not afraid, sio," grunted Johnny Bull,

“No fear, sie!l”

“The no-fearfuiness is teprvific, honoured salnb '™

Mr. Quelch smiled.

“1 am sure that my Form will act in a manner becoming
British boys, in case of an alarm,” he said.

And he put out the light and left the dormitory.
was & buzz of voice: at once.

“That meana that  Quelchiv's been warned on the tele.
paone,” said Bquiff.  “1 suppose the gashags have been seen
conung over Hollaud.™

“Yow-ory |7 came from Billy Bunter.

There

“1—1 gness I'd  rather slcep in the cellara to-night,”
;:mmbilt:d IF'isher T, Fish, *“I—I ecalculate I don't like
2 Pps.

“Well, you can go down into the cellars, Fisly,” grinnad

Nugent.  *It’s a bit cold; but you'll have cold feet, any-
Way.

“Ha, ha, ha!"

Fisher T. Fish grunted. He decided fo stay in his warm
bed. Zepps or no Zepps. And the possibility of Zeppelins did
not keep the juniors awake long.  Grevfriars had been
visited by the aie-raiders before, and no one had shown signs
of funk excenting Bunter and Fisher T, Fish.

Skinner & Co. had something more interesting to think of,
Lo, than Zepps. Skinner and Snoop kept up quite a cheeey
conversation on the subject of conscription and absentees
and deserters, for Bob Cherry's benefit. Skinner had had to
drop his amiable story about Bob Cherry's pater, but he was
almosi equally pieased to wake the most of the story about
Bob's cousin, .

But Dob declined to be drawn, and Skinner gave it up at
last and went to sleep.

Harry Whartou did not sleep, however,

He remained awalke while the hours tollod slowle by, Tle
was not in a2 mowd to sleep. There was business on hand
for that wight, whon the Famous Five were to deal with the
wastrel who had brought so much trouble upon Bob, and
who was taceatening him wiich disgrace.

Midnight tolled out at last, and Harry Wharton slipped
from his bed.

“*You fellows awake?" he whispered.

“I am,” said Baob.

Johmpny Bull and Nugent and Hurree Jamset Ram Singh

were sleeping, but they awoke at a shuke, and turned
ont.

The five joniors dre=sed quietly in the darkuess,

“Halln!™ cawe a drowsy voice from Squiff's bed. “Who's

tinit getring up?”

“Shush !” said Harey.

“ More breaking bounds. what *” mumbled Squifl,

Wa've got to get oui,” said Harev, “Never mind wlhiv,
oid cliap. I rou can keep awake, vou might see that no
rotter Fastens the window after us ™

“Right-ho!” said the Australinn juaior,
oblige. Secen auy Zepps vet?”

Y No, fathead! We're not afrer Zepps. ™

The Famous VFive quitted the dormitocy silemly,  The
School Howse of Greviriars was plunged in darkness and
swumber.  With noiseless steps thev reached the box-yeomn,
and Harry Wharton openad the window.,

Blackness iy withour: but across the velvety skv the
searchlights were plaving in ghﬂﬁﬂ}' beams of white. From
1!u:' silence of thw night thers came a sudden sound that mads
tiae Juniovs stact,

“Anvthing to

Boom !
“My hat!” wntrored Nugent, YA gun !
Boom! Dooit:! Boam!' Boom'

It waa ﬂn‘-I anti-mireraft battery ou Wapshot 1l The
by Waming ‘f]f'lrtf‘ gunz came eerily through the black aiglht.

*Foepp= " notterad Bob Cherre

“We've cotnig, ull the same.”

“Yes rather '™
Iillii.‘_ i-i:-'i" jllltji*.l.'"- Crop o1t on thoe Jeads, and Whaeton divs
tus window shut.  They descended to the ground.

Thers wire sonnds of movenmeat in the howse now, though
ot a =ingie highr gleamed from rhe durkened windows, e
bhaoming of the and-aiveraft guns bad avakened nost of the
guinol,

Whattan set his tecils

“Rotton luck |7 he mutieored.  * We o
I" anybody goes 1o the Remove dovrm——-""

“Clan't be ih"ip{'lil. Clome oie b7

Boow! Doom! Boom:

“Hallo, hollo, hallo!™  Bub Cherry  cauglit his Lweath,
“What's that* Do yvou heer:” - B

A buzring ound in the air overliead came to their cars.
Ther knew what it was—the buzz of rapid engives. Al 15
wis not an acronlane.
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The guns weve booming out now with ioecessaint thunder.
The air-vaider was at hand,

“My hat!” saidd Wharton, between his teeth., = The Leasts
are here: they're [aivly oves the schoul, by the scund!”

Boomn! Boom! Boom!

The juniors hurried on across the dack quadrangle. They
woere committed to the cxpedition now.  Within the house,
everybody was turnicg oul of bed, and to rveturi was to be
discovered breaking bounds,

fl'h{'_'ir"! huriied mto the dark shadows of the Cloisters.

Crash !

A deafening explosion lilled the air with thunderous noisa,

“ A bowb !” muttered Nugent, with chattering teeth,

A bomb had fallon—where, they did vot know—but not on
thie school. The fearful explosion drowied, for 8 moment, thie
roai of the guns,

It was [ollowed by another.

Suddenly from the darkness of ithe night came a red fluve
of light—a daveing tougue of red that blazed ent agains: the
black., .

It danced, and sauk down, and danced again, casting strange
lights and shadows. T'he juniors rushed out of the Cluisters,
The skuliking i1efuges in the tower was [orgotten now, 1o
thevy kuvew that an incendiary bomb bhad started a five, and
that lives were in danger,

Boom! Boom! Boom!

“1t’s the lodge!” pauted Bob Cherrr.

“Old Gosling ™

The flames were leaping and dancing over the porter's
lodge, within the gates of Greyfriars,

The Famous Five rushed towards the little building, their
hearts throbbing with anxicty, no thought of danger to them-
selves entering their minds at that moment.

The incendiary bomb had exploded in the building, alter
pmﬂsinﬂ clean thirough the roof and the floor below nto the
cellar,

There was an acrid odour. aud red and bluish fames
danced abour the building, which was alieady roaring wirh
blaze. The deadly chemicals in the bomb, specially designed
for cansing confllagrations, had done their work quickly.

“(rosling !V shouted Wharton.

The school porter was mn the building. Harry Whaston
hammered at the door, but it was bolted within,

“Cosling ! velled Bob.

But there came no veply.  The heariz of the juniors
sickened within them. Had the old porter been killed by the
explosion? If he was living, why did he not show bimself?

“(iood heavens!” muttered Nugent, with blanched face
“Poor old Gosay ! He—he mast be dead !”

“Gosling " roared Johnny Bull,

The buzzing in the air had died away.
craft had pas:zed on, seeking fresh victimes,

“WWe've got to cee whether he's alive ! muttered Wharton.
“ (et something—quiclk ! Bust in the door ! :

There wera voices in the guadrangle now.  Doors und
windows were open. All Gre:.‘}rinrﬁ was buzeing with exeite-
ment. Harry Wharton & Co. wrenched up the oaken serrle
eutside the porter’s lodee. and rushed it at the deor. The door
shionok and groaved under the shock.

“ Another, and it's in!" said Bob.

Somecone catie dushing into the flamedight and joined the
juniors, grasping the lLeavy oaken bench to help them. #n
the dancing hghrs and shadows they ciid nat pe0, for a
moment, who it was. The benelr was raehed at the door
again, aud there was a crash 23 the woodwori went flyving
1w el s,

“There is somebody in thera ™™

Baob spun ronnd to the speaker.

“You'"' ke shouted.

“Paal Tyreeell!” muitters] Wharton,

: A sardoinie grin Rickered for a moonsest an Uyvrrell’s oonival
i,

“ Yoz, I Is goriicone i there?”

“ NYes: Gosling, tie povier. 1'in gong ym——

Uvrrell canght Bob by the shoulder and swung him baok

“Let me go!” roared Bob,

“Htamd back! This iz 8 man's job !

The next moment Tyreell ad reshied o at ihe brekon dones
way, aud disappeared nto the buening lodge,

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Net a Shirker !

OB CHERRY <tood spelibound,

Tvrreell, the slacker, the shirker, the Jdosertor - Paul
Tyrvell—had rushied into the heact of e dapes wiih-
out besitation, without a moment’ s thoughit © Rlgokes
and shivker hie was, but evidently uat a coward!

There was o sliarp voice beliued the juniocs. My Quelch

| i
§

Dad arcived on the seone, witli o crowd at bis b

The rvaichng air-

A Bplendid Complats Tale of Tom Merry & Ops
in Ths “QEM " Library. Price 1d.



“Jtand back, my boys!" '

He scanmed the junicrs sharply. - Perhape he was wondering
how they were on the scerie so quickly.

"G‘nshng ia gtil]l in there, Wharton?"

“Yes, sir,"” panted Wharton,

“I saw someone rush in, TFKeep back, Cherry!” Mnr,
Quelch caught Bob by the shoulder. ** You shall not run the
risk | ¥ Gosling is still living, one can save him, if he can
be saved. Keep back!”

“It's my cousin!” muttered Bob, with a haggavd [face.

“Your cousin !" : e

“Paul Tyrrell-my eousin! He's gone in!” Bob’s lips
were white. * Only last night T was calling him a funk, and
now——" He broke off. ‘

‘' Stand clear, there!” rang oui Wingate's vowce,

The school fire-brigade were at work already. Wingate
held the hose, and a jet of water sizzled into the flames,

Blaze was bursting from every windpw now, and from the
open doorway. It looked like certain death to venture m.
Where was Paul Tyrrell?

Wharton pressed Bob's arm.

“He's a good plucked one, Bob!" he muttersd.

Bob gave him a miserable look.

“He can't get out alive!”” he groaned, ' He wasn't such a
bad sort—poor old Paul!—only a slacker. And he was
brought up to be a slacker! Look here, I'm going in to help
him 1

Wharton's grip tightened on his arm.

“You can't help him ! he said. ** You couldn’t find him in
the smoke! I'd come in with you if it was any good, but 1t
iEn't. "

“ Keep clear, there!™

Rplash—sizzzzzez! The water was drenching on the flames,
but it seemed to have little effect.  Haif (Meyfriars was
gathered round the burming lodge. From the distance the
booming of the guns still sounded.

There was a roar as a figure was seen staggering through
the doorway, enveloped in smoke, licked by tongues of flame,

1t was Paul Tyrrell

e bore a still form in his arms as he staggered out of the
burning lodge,

“ Paul ! shouted Baob,

" Braval"

There was a rush forward. The insensible Gosling was
taken in a dozen arms az Paul Tyrrell sank on the ground.

Bob Cherry eaught him as he fell.

He lowered him gently to the ground, and supparted his
head. Twyrrell’'s face was scorched and blackened, his hair
was singed, his eyebrows and eyelashes wern gone. Ha
writhed with pain as he lay. But on his blackened face there
flickered for o moment the evnical smile Bob knoew so well,

“Bob,” he muttered, * you—vyou're surprised-—what! Yon
le f'n!l the bobbies now and hand me over, 1 czn't run

or it.’

And he sank heavily npor Dob’s arm, senseless.

Bob's face was white,

That deed of heroism had more than atoned for all the
wastrel's many faults and misdeeds, and Bob had more than
forgiven him.

“Help me with him!"" punted Bob.
Oh, Heaven 1

There wera willing hands to help.

Paul Tyrrell and Guosling were carvied hurriedly to the
school hospital, and while they were being given first-aid Mr.
Queleh hastened to telephone for the school doctor®

Meanwhile, the water was swamping upon the burning
lodge. The fire was got under at last, though not till the
little hm[d}l:% was & smouldering ruin.  Fortunately, the
lodge was isolated from other buildings, and the fire had had
no opportunity to spread.

The Greyfriars fellows returned to the hLouse, hut not to
sleep.  Sleep again that night was not to be thought of.

In the Remove dormitory there waz a Luzz of voices,

It was known thers that i1t was Bob Cherry’s cousin who had
plunged into the burning building for Gosling—who had
risked, and perhaps lost, hia life.

;]E_lven Skinner had the grace to be a little ashamed of hin-
pelf,

Bob ('herry =at on his bed, his face haggard. ITo could not
blame himeelf for the line he had taken with the deserter.
He lLad acted rightly. DBut it was a terrible thought that
perliaps at that moment Paul Tyrrell lay at the close of his
misspent life, ihat his first deed of unselfish courage had
brought him to his doom |

Mr. Quelch entered the dormitory at last.
VErYy grave,

Baob started to his feet.

“Has the doctor—="'

“"The doctor has seen them, Cherry,” said Mr. Quelch
auictly. " Gosling is unimjured. He appears to have fainted
from the shock when the homb J-n!'rm-I!t3 the building, I am
porry to zav that his brave rescuer jz severely burned, but the
doctor hopes that he 18 1in no danger of his life."

Bob drew a deep, sobbing hreath.
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““It appears that the man is your cousin, Cherry1”

“Yeog, sir,” muttered Bob.

“1 will not ask you nmow how he came here,” said the
BRemove-master.  “Yon have reason to be pround of
relative, Cherry. Few men would have faced so fearful a risk
for the sake of a stranger. He is asking to see you, Cherry,
and the doctor thinks he had better he nni-ilﬁacf You may
come with me."”

Bob Cherry followed the Form-master in silence from the
dormitory.

In a few minutes he entered the ward in the sanatorium.

Paul Tyrrell lay in the bed, his hlackened face showing
[rom the white pillow. His eyes turned on Bob.

He grinned faintly.

“I wanted to see you, Bob. The medical johnny thinks
I shall get over this—and I know I shall. I'm too tough to
he knocked out ss easily as all that. Bob, old kid, I'm sorry
for the tvouble I've given you! I acted like a rotter, and I'm

eoriy for it!"

“Don’t spesk of that!"” muttered Bob. “You've acted
51f1|I:r:::iE{i‘|;,'! I'm sorry I ever had an unfriendly thought
about vou !’

“ Abont me—the waster, slacker, deserter 1" _griﬂned Tyrrell.
“But that isn’t all T bad to tell you, Bob. I've had a le
to-night, and it serves me right; but I shall get over it. And
when 1 can walk again, Bob, do you know where my first
walk will take me?”

Bol's lips opened, but he did not speak.

“To the recruiting-office,” gaid rel. —“I've been »
shirker, but after this I'm going to have a whack at those
demaons! The day after I can get about again, Bob, you'll
eee me in khaki'

“ (3ood man!” whispered Bob.

He pressed his cousin’s hand.

Mr. Quelch made a sign, and he left the bedside. But his
face was brighter as he returned to the School House. Paul
Tyrrell would live, and he would live down the disgrace he
haid brought upon himself. That terrible night opened
the eyes of the slacker, and he was a slacker no longer.

]

- L] " -

Tt was a long time before Paul Tyrrell recovered from the
effects of that severe burning. Gesling, little hurt by his
experience, was back at his duties in a few days; but Tyrrell
iay for weeks in the school sanatorium, under the best of care.
..-“:31-;] as he mended, and was able to receive visitors, the
Famons Five spent a good deal of time with him—especially
Bob Cherry., The scapegrace held to his resolve taken that
wild night under the shadow of death. Ha had asked Mr.
Queleh to report to the authorities that he was there, and it
had been done. And when he was well at last, and able to go
to his duty, the Greyfriars fellows gave him a tremendous
send-off, and ringing cheers followed the man whoe was going
to join up after being for so long a deserter.

THE EKD.

(Don't miss ‘“LINLEY MINOR !’"—next Monday's

grand story of Harry Wharton & Co., by FRANK
RICHARDS.)
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Private C. C. Walker, No. 66, lst Australian Casual
Clearing Station, France—with readers of *“Magnet
generally,

A.B. James Gray, No. 9 Mess, HM.8. Edinburgh Castle,
e/o G.P.0., London—with readers generally.

Private M. Dempsey, E Coy., Hg Room, R.ALL.I. Depot,
Deal—with a reader of over 17,

FPrivate C. Davies, A.8.C., Egyptian Expeditionary Force,
wishes to thank all readers who responded to his request for
reading matter,

Bandboys W. Bhirran and A, C. Brett, Band, 3rd Black
Wateh, Nigg Camp, Ross-shiro—to correspond with boy
readers of 16-17,

Private H. Ross, No. 1570, C Coy., 1/6th Beaforth High-
landers, attached 2nd Australian Tunnﬂlling Coy., B.E.F.,
Franece, asks for back numbérs of the companion papers.

Private J, Slater, No. 11101, 2nd Argyll and Sutherland
Highlanders, attached 180th Cay. R.E., B.E.F., France
would be glad of back numbers of the eompanion papers, an
also to co-vespond with readers. "

A Grand Long Complete Story ot Harry
Wharton 4 Oe. By FRANK RICHARDS.
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Lob Cherry ficst, Dt for Bolsover, Boly might never havo
boeon e alluarrions fishting-man he is. Fe practises hard
with the wiovies, 1= on the op of bhis foom when he meets
Bolzover, und thrashes him ! :

Manv a fight has I'mh-,m_--.- bad sines then, and sometimes
he hes won the dav, but mowe often he has lost paitly, pec-
hapz, becanse e 1s too .,._rr to assume that anvone who has
itot vet hicked him 13 bonnd to oo under to him, One can
cuzily recall some of these combats- not all of them,
naturmily,

Monty Newland's vietoiry waz a saz J':Ia.l‘i" Who would have
evpected the - quite unjustly *Bheeny 7 to thrash
Folsover !  IPeter Todd created another surprise, When
Horace Coker nol oy theashed the Remove bu[!\ bt
lintzhed up by |H11-’!I1- hlm acioss his knee and slapping him
1'-1' Coker did a bigzer servies ro the Remove than he, or
thee, vealised, I*..«:rmm] : Ie;l:us-'h-ql a fank, and not wichout
L.I.,.H.”“ beat Bolsover after some coaching from Bob Cherry,

i Holt, the bov feom the Faem, put himd through it.  Se
15'1'. -‘Hmlh moogind Dick Boszell, So did Bob Williems, of
the Tereible Twao, So did Tiet Delarey
Yei Bolsove r Femaius a wrior to the un: willing combatant,

il mo mere chiopping-block oven for the iuu_e;Lrn:.x.r Warriora
f the Form. For he is always ready to fzht again, and he
i3 tever leked vntil the e comes,

There ave worse thines soeorded against Bolsover than
Dallvine,  He iz one of the bold, bad blades the young asars
who think smoking and gamibling and pub- |mu1t.|n" maniy
pritusemients -bat his taste for rhiz sort of thing is not veally
as strong as Skinner's. For all kis bhluster, ]Eul-.fn[-r 15 ml'-iF_jr
lod by the rose, Vernon- Smith used to wind hine round his
lirthe {ings er in the dovs when the Bouder really deserved his
name,  Valence of the Sixth took him ent ],-rmr*hm;_ That
thorough-paced  voung rascal. Huarold Skinner, still has
altogether too much intluenece over him.

The blackeat pages in the cerord of Polsover are those
which tell of his trearaent of his vounger lvother—Ilost for
Feurs, and fovnd at la~t in the streets of London. From tha
hivst the bully resents Bolsover minms presence at Gros
Frizes, feeling that the hev's {_Ii_l-.'l;-.'.,]'l,i"l'.' spvireh und conrae
manners let hun down,  Ile gods very far indeed in Lis
presecation of the youngstev: but in the end he repents most
thovroughly, and in thet war is not likely to err again,

There have been other bad beeaks, Thers was his gotrine
e whole Form pr ished beeanse he would not own up
his aszaulé vpon the master teking Mre, Queleh’s place for o
File, 'l'lzu-n'-- were two occasions i least when he showed the
witte [eather--onee againer the nuts of Hiclelite, onee whern
hirle Gatty was drowning,  Bat he redecomoed that latier slie)
in the fire at the saunatoriam,

He did his worst to make the lives of Mark Linley and
Dick Penfold miserable to then, They wore = common cada ™
in his cves, thoush by for bis -.|pn--_{r-r"- i reality.

Yot ever and anon there are eoal wleams of Lettoy thing
i ki, The Bounder has to delude hite 10 order o g i]:llrl
to hein in a plot amainst Linley after Marl: has lefriended
himt in hiz need.  And his feolines are aenuinely touchedd
whoen he finds ont the trurh conce h ing M H..wp ntier's
trouble, e hus the manliness 1o apolozise when it is Praven
that he has beon dn the weone: awd r::nn;_;h his apologic: aive
gy lodd ont ronehily, chor Jdoes ot malie them wovthless—ir
15 not hus Fande thar e lacks ol oriaen of manner

e ois ot a slackep ur Lanies, Both st foorter ;
b stands uat Fav outside
st 1"||“_ Lit, at foast, E':~ does his 11 il

The veeasions on which he has found hinzeli i Unpenshit
aleil rroile ul--m SEOULEIOTS ave I ny, Form raguinegs have
comie hiz way prette often. One remembers hiz demonstra
ton of hiz powers as 4 =“H“n'*t+i *, to the derizion of the
reRf; remcmbers ime voned by the FI.'-u._{ for his follv in
aoinge to protest azaivst the supposed = workhouse bav. ™ wha
1z vonlly Loued Lovell, being allowed o gfay on at the school -
his unseesssfid  attempr to ;-1'm.- himzelf e hero awhe
ressped Freesn Joat)y 'h1 aromyieos Colowial; his teeacling at
flie brands .r' bie t"'- . hir fh;i tnto the marmalud tunk al

|Jr‘-:-.|HI'\-| |

-.'-l lllklxl I
He 13 tan | |HII:¢=-'-. Cor L

| o
I" U LR 4

T _| Phet T e, l":l wany another time when he aiffered
BT OO sd -‘In ratve lose of faee
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Look out for No. 5 of this series—-MARK LINLE Y.
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THE LAST INSTALMENT TOLD HOW

half a dozen juniors from Franklingham School went out by

night for some fun, but did not find it so funny, after all!

For they saw Granville, the popular captain of the =chool, in

the nuexf}ct:tml raie of a visitor to the Crown and Sceptre;
1€

and on their way back they had to take shelter in a lLedge
while two masters stood and talked in the road. Moreover,
l‘shc*:;r are embarrassed by the fondness of Scamp, Mr. Gray-
son's dog, for Goggs, The dog has joincd the boys, but the
masters have not missed him a# yet. *“Scamp has a strong
dislkke for that fellow you got me to take in exchange for
Peunell,” said Mr. Hayter, one of the masters, to his
companion.
(Now read on.)

More Surprises [
“Hae he? I'm not surprised. Perhape T may be prejndiced,
but Cardenden seems tg me a specimen of the type that any
echool is better without.”

“I'm not sure that I don't agree with you, ITow’s Penuell
ghaping in his new job ae pt'(‘ﬂ‘ﬂt?”

“(Capitally! He's a real acquisition. Don’t grudge him to
me, Hayter! We needed him. He is helping Granville and
Parker to pull tha House up, and it's pood work for
Fraukhngham, as well as for the House itself.”

“Oh, [ fully agree! It is not that 1 mind your haviag
I’rrm'.crllf_. but 1 would much rather be without Cardenden.”

The juniors were hearing a great more than they ouzht to
havo done. But what could they do? To walk out of hidiug
and give themselves up seemed quite out of the question,
And it was scarcely their fanlt if their Hopsemasters chosa
to stand in the middle of a high-road and discuss matters
not meant for their ears.

Morecover, nothing either gentlemen could zay about Car-
denden would increase their disiike of him. Some of them
were wonderinig whether any reference would be mado to
the ragging episode. They did not know whether this had
leaked through to the niasters’ ears.

Juat Gogre was thinking about Granvillee  And so, it
scemed, was Tricks, for he whispered in his chum’s car:

“1t may he a jolly good thing that they've stopped hero
to yarn, after all, old man, for it would be beastly awkward
if they ran into that chap coming out of the pub.”

The ecnversation took a new turn. The two masters had
both been reading a fomous Russian novel, and they dis-
cuesed 1t with much interest and at congiderable length. Mr.
Grayson was smoking a pipe.  His companion preferred
cigarettes, He lighted and emoked three in sucecssion, and
gtill neither ha nor Mr. Grayvaon snegestod a move.

They appeared to have forpotten all@about Scamp, whe
had sangeled down at Goggs' feet, apparently thinking
ﬂ'llslt_;}'ihlrilg.f all right, and prepared to stay there for the
nigeEnt,

But at last it seemed to strike the two masters that thay
had been standing there rather 2 long time.

“Bhall we turn back or go on?"” asked Mr. Haster.

The junicrs’ hearts were in their mouths as they awaited
the answer, !
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“(Oh, I think we might go onl"

At that moment the rumbling of wheelsa was heard, and
throngh the gloom could be seen the dim lights of a cab.

The two masters had etarted. Goggs whispered to Scamp,
and the old dog bolted after them. :

Tho cab came crawling up.  The juniors thought it better
to wait until it had passed. il

“Tt's Jarker!” said Tricks. * Wonder who's ingide?

They followed the cab. It was easy enough to keep close
up to it, though Jarker’s old nag was being forced to make
4 better pace than usual |

The r:abpatﬂpped in front of the great gate of Franklingham
School. The juniors drew up in the darkness under the waH
and watched. :

No light showed in the lodge. The masters had their own
keys to the esmaller gate at the side, and Granville, as
captain, also had a key, though it was seldom used.

Jarker got down heavily from his box. Before he had act
foot to the ground the door was open, and the purple-nosed
stranger nppenrec? ;

Then, eceming to come from behind the gate, a voice that
everyone took for Cardenden’s was heard, and in the same
moment Goggs' chume missed him from among them.

“Have you got him there!” asked the voice, :

“I3 that you, dear boy? Yes, we have got him right
enough, and I beg to deliver the goods as promised.™

“ Look sharp, or you'll have someons coming along! Did
I tell you where to find the koy?"

“You did, dear boy, and I have 12"

Then the other five found Goggs with them again,

“1t's Granville inside there,” he whispered; “and he's
insen-ible 1™

“Do you mean drunk?" asked Allardyee,

“Nao, I don’t! That's what they want to make out, I feel
sure ; but I don’t believe it.  There hes been foul play 1™

“Then Cardenden’s in it!” whispered DBags excitedly.
“That wae Iz voice just now.”

— i e

Heavy Trouble !

“What had we better do?" asked Allardyce.

In that critical moment even he turned to Goggas for
leadership,

“Cut ronnd and get over the wall as quickly as possihle!
I;ﬂn’t let them see you. I will etay here, and slip in behind
them.”

Five light-footed forms stole away through the gloom.

Crogos stayed, to wait and watch,

He knew well how much depended upon his nerve and
resource in this crisis, for he saw the whole plot in rough

outline,
Granville brought home in o cab, apparemtly drunk! Not
Dl‘ili{ﬂﬂd—mﬁtiﬂ to seem drunk—
¥

really so, GQogras was sure.
(153 the purple-nosed scoundrel, acting in collusion with
ardenden !

It was not their game to get the captain safely into hia
own quarters.  No, they meant to leave him where he would
be seen, and his sn}ﬂminF*cnnditinn naoted,

To imitate Cardenden's voice and draw a reply from his
fellow-plotter had been a bold stroke. But Goggs was .glad
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hea had visked it. The evidence of his chums would help to
{wnm that Cardenden was in the plot. The other scoundrel
wd answered at once,

“Catch hold of this key and unlock the gate,” said Mr.
Drighton Fortescue to Jurker.

“'Ere, 'old 'ard! Don't you be in no sich ’urry to order
me about! I dunno as T quite cotton to this 'ere job. There's
trickery in it, I'm thinkin "

Goggs Dblessed Aminadab. He was not in the plot,
evidently; and his natural tendency to be awkward was
causing delay. On the whole, delay was welcome. If only
Mr. Hayter and Mr. Grayson would come up before that
purple-nosed ereature departed.

“Trickery be hanged! This young man has taken more
than is good for him, that's all. I waunt to get him safely
back without a row. There may be trouble for him, but it
won't suit me to be mixed up in it. Stir your stumps, and
you shall have a couple of quid for your trouble |

Jarker was won over by this appeal to his greed. He took
the key and unlocked the little gate.

Goggs peered through the gloom up the road to the village.
No sign of the masters” return!

Now the two were getting Granville out of the cab. His
head hung limply, and he was quite unconscious. It might
have been s dead body they carried for all Goges could tell,
and for a moment he felt real fear—such fear as he had never
feit before.

But he mastered it, and slipped in after them, wondering
where Buswell was, and whether finding him—if he could be
found—:night be of any use.

“Detter put him down here,” said Forteseue. Iis voice
was hoarse and shaky, and the boy who heard could guess
that he was in a hurry to get his dirty work over and be
gone,

“'I. might cateh 'is death of cold,” answered Jarkor,

“Oh, no, he won't, Somcbody's sure to come aloug and
find him.
~ “There's somethink above a bit mysterions about this "ere
job,” =aid the cabman. *'I don't fancy it tco mnuch,
mysell.”

“It's no affair of yours, anyway. You have only to keep
your ugily mounth shut,” snarled Forteseue.

“Done with vou—Ffor double the money ! returned Jorker.

The scoundrel was in ton muoch haste to hugele,

“All right,” he said, * Now come along, and drive me
back to the Crown as fast as that old bag of boues will
tiavel !

They made for the gate.

Johinny Gogz: slipped past them, with the kevy in his
pocket. It had been leff in, and he had found it, and lockedd
the gate behind them.

“What did you do with
Learrd Fortescue ask hoarsely.

“*No more of a fool than what yon be, an’ not so much of
a rogue ! angwered Jarker. 1 left the key i the key'ole.™

“Then you've done us! For the gate's fast shat !

“Pon't suy ‘us’, mister! I dunno as there's much call for
me too mwind. My "oss ain't the runnin’ away zeef, not in
generil, an' it won't ‘urt me to wait "gre till somwebody comes
aione.

“Yau'll lose your moner. vou drivelling old idiot !™

“Oh, no. I won't! '"Cos I'm a-goin’ to ‘ave that now—see?
1{ vou don'c shell out, T shall yell out. That’s po’try, or
gomewheres near enough, but 1 wean it !™

Goges had rejoined his chunss,

“PBags,” he said, “will you slip in, go to the kitchen
regions, and scc if cook’s got her bobby there? Oh, I kuow
it meanz a row. We're io fur tuat, anyway. DBuat it's up to
s to stand by Granville, and not think of onrselves,”

“ Mear, hear!” murmureed the vest, and Bag: weni at
O,

 Altardeee” said Gesge, “ihery've brought in Granville—-
druziged, L believe, for I'm sure he isn't dounk,  Tle's qute
inactsible,  Uhey mean to leave him lving near the gate, and
MHaveer amd Grayson may be along any mmnte. If you and
Blizsa stuy now, you've gol lo see the whole Lhing through,
and take the con=cquences, But if von like to go—"

“[f waar arm wasn't i a :ling, Goggles, I'd puncli your
head ! hissed Allacdyee, hot with rage. “Do vou think
we're going to slink out and leave vou to do it all?”

“Granville is more our concern than vours, vou ser. Duf
T apologi=:! I mizht have known better. Can you tuink of
anv way to oot him in?”

L5 +'.1|--l."- an "[_"ﬂj'[':g.' him. It's n I'IHI'I_:!FJ,_"(I to one lie will IJ'[:'
spotred before 'we et him up te his den, though., 1 sav,
woulidn't ir be as woell lo fetch Tilson and Penuell to help?”

“No!  We must put thiz thing through on our own. |
riess,  Hallo, there are Bags swd Bosay !

T Next moment the iones of Mr. Grayson's veice smobe upon
the constabie’s oar,

that key, vou old fool*™ he

e —— =

e S

“Take that man in charge, Buswell, for bein -
pr'{-Fujuj “]th an unlawiul EDHTPEFE:!" ; g upon these

Ihe other juniors gasped, For a moment they eould not
ﬁﬁ:}haa t}:hatdl'ii w:t:al _Un_ggs,h rot Me, Fr&gsnn, who spoke.

en they did realise it, they were almost appall th
boldness of the stroke. * Dpatied by, the

“All right, sir!" answered Buswell, hoping to get into the
Hﬂﬂﬁ graces of the Housemaster by prompt obedience.
" Where are you, sir? I can't see vou. Am' where'is "e?
Oh, I've got "im!"

But it was Jarker, not Mr. Brizhton Fortescue, whom
Buswell had collared.

.'Let me go, you fat-"eaded bluebottle !" demanded Jarker.

Ho, it's you, is it? Waitin’ to stick a knife into me as
I come out, or somo game of that sort, I expect! Jealous
rival, eh, Jarker? I'll give you jealous rival, my lad !”

“He's collared the wrong man,” said Goggs. * Never
mind! The other chap can't get out, and J HEE& and Bussy
will kEEE ench other amused, Catch Lold 1"

They had lifted Granville and were carrying him towards
Giagson's when the gaie opencd. and the two Housemasters
came in.

Scamp was at their hecls as they entered, but a second
afterward: he rushed in front of them. He darted past the
unconscious captain and his bearers, past Buswell and Jarker,
struggling together, aud scemed as if he meant to rush Tight
up the wall

But Mr. Brighton Fortescue was his quarry. That gentle-
man, though he had no relish for such acrobatic feats, had
made up his mind that he would have to go out by the way
of aver the wall, and only Scamp had stopped his escape.

Bulldogs do not readily let go a hold once taken. Thus
Mr. Fortescue may have had canse to congratulate himself
that Beamp’s original hold on the seat of his trousers was
quickly relinquished. But if he did so congratulate himself,
it was but for a moment. Then he foiad himself on his
back, with Seamp gripping him by the throat. Luckily for
him, his coat was buttoned up high, but he could fecl the
dog's teeth through it, as be lay still, shaking with fear.

“What does this-mean " azked Mr, Geayson sharply.

All he knew as yet was that the guad, which should at this
éimur be silent and deserted, scemed to be full of struggling

Zures,

“Goggles. shall we go on and ehance it " asked Allardyce.

“It would be of no use, I fecar. They would catch us
before we were half-wav.” 5

*“I'm holdin' on to the willin, sir!" cried Buswell,

“What villain? What on earth do you mean, man 7"

“You told me to vourself, sie!"

“That T certainly did not! T have only just come in.”

“Witchery agin!” muttered Buoswell, but did not relax Lis
hold of Jarker. In all the maddle, one thing scembd clear
to P.-c. Buswell—that, having got his ewn particular and per-
sonal enemy down, it was worth while to keen him down !

“Who is this 1" demanded My, Grayvson, stepping up to the
prostrate Forteseue, while his collengue, who had just caught
sight of the juniors and Granville, hurried towards them with
an exclamation of surprise.

“Call your confounded dog off " blustered the scoundeel,

“(irayson, come here. will vou!”

It was Mr, Havter who called.

“What's the matter:” . . :

“Thesa juniors are carrying Granville, who is quite help-
lese. 1 thought he must have met with an accident, but——'

“He's drunk, that's what i< the matier with him ! sparled
TFortesene. 1 brought him back here out of pure goold
nature, and the thauks T ger for it is to have a demon of a
Jdor worrying my throet.”

“Wha are vou:" Mr. Grayson asked.
eorae hore

“Call vour dog off, or T refuse to anzwer a single guestion!
Az it 12, 1 <hall consult my solicitors as to this enprovoicd
a-zanle,”

“omea Liere, Beamp! Do von hear?”

The bolldog obeyed with evident unwillingness, Me, Gray-
son, with his fivin faith in Seamp’s instinet, was not in the
least likely to believe too readily the lies Fortescue might tell

But the purple-nosad adventursr did not know that. He
wot up, ol begsn readjusting his collar, which had sufferad
Fronn Scamp's grip.

That enuld be scen by the light of an acetylens lamp which
iwow apprared upon the sccne, earmied by Tilson, The head
profect of Hovter’s had chanced to look ouwd of 2 window on
hi= war to bed, and bad geen movements in the guad. He ha
come ot to investigate, and found Jumself at once 1 ithe
thick of heavy tronble.,

Meanwhile, whare wasz Clardenden®

Begs and the post could nor make ont what haa bocorsy of

“And how do vou

(Cantinued on pane iii af corer,)
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]

lim, for ther had been sure it was his voice they heard
-peaking to the <tranger.

(iozg< alone knew that it was wot Cardenden who Tarl
spoken.  But he, too, wondered where the dark senior was.
In the deep game he was playing, his safest course un-
donbtedly would be to lie low; but it could searcely have been
en-yv for him to hold back from some attempt to find out what
Was woing on,

. L

Taking Evidence !
“What's wrong, sir?” asked Tison, secing My Tlaxter.

“I'hat’s more than I ean tell vou, Tilson! AWl I can Lo
siure of is that there is a good deal wrong.”

“1Hallo!  Allardyee, Bliss, Gogus, Trickett,
YVouut! Is thiz another rageing affair, you kids?” _

*¥No, Tilson,” answered Goggs gravely, 1t iz something
rminc-h morve serious,”

“What are yvou doing with Granville?
wecident 77 :

“'This man says, Tilson, that Granville is deonk " said
My, Gray=on.

“Then the fellow’s a liar!” replied Tilson promptly. lle
turned his lamp full upon the face of Mr. Brighton Fortesene.
[t certainly did not look a face to be trusted on its own
LeRENOnY.

Neither master vebuked the big prefect. If Granville was
in the condition he wasz said to be, the purple-noscd raseal
was ot guiltless in the matter, they felt sure,

Jarker and Buswell had now eeased to hald one ancther in
Inving grip. 'The cabman, groaning, limped off towards the
wate, and no one tricd to stop hini,  Buswell came up to the
ivo masiors.

“Is this the man as you told me to take in charge, siv
hie azked of My, Grayzon, indieating Fortescue,

=1 did not tell you to take anyone in charge, you wooden-
headed idiot !” snapped the Housemaster. * Bur vou might
di worse than sce that this fellow docs not make off, ™

Buswell was content to overlook the epither applicd {o
him. He wanted to bear a hand in this aftaiv, end 20 make
wond his footing in Grayeon's Housc.

“Now then, vou feller!™ he said, and grabbed Fortescue
b the shonlder.

“ Be carcful, constable, or you'll find vourself in the wrong
" sparled that personage.

Waters,

11a¢ he mer with an

bk )
.

ho |

“1To. T'll be careful! An’ I guess the vesult will be as
vou ll find yvourself m the stone jug 7 opswered Dusweil
leaftalw,

Tilson had lifted Granville by the head now,  Ile =aid
rothing about ir, but beyvond all doubt the captain smelt very
strongly of spirits, Detween them the prefect and some of
the juniors cavvied him into Grayson’s,

“Take him into my study,” szaid the ITouzemaster,

Then he torned to My, Hayter.

“What shall be done with this creature ! he asked.
1an't there zotne place where we can lock hime up unril
porne

My dear fellow, personally I ghould he quite willing to
shave the rvesponsibility for doing that: but we have the
sedionl to constder, The Head is absent, and there can be
no yeferonce to him in the matter,  An action for illegal
ipri=onnient v

“Yes, ves; I kuow all about that ! DBut T Jdon’t believe the
Follow will dave to bring such an action ™

“Aluke no mistake about that, my
vegrine 2 osaid Mr. Forteseue viciously,
tainly bring it 17

Me, Havter, 1o whom Tilson had handed he Tamp, held it
wp =0 that it shone [wll vpon the :hifty countenance of the
advenrturer.

“You're vight, Cravson !™ he saud.,  “1 dou’t koow about
lowking lum up until the morning, bt P convineod that he
dhtee not do anyeliing, cvim i we went so Tar, Bring him
alonz, Buswell, and we'll examine him now."”

ook Tere, aimn I to be kep® all mghs, an® wiv "oss a-srandin’
et there an the road all alone 2" demanded Jarker,

Rhall we let this man go "7 asked My, Hayter.

“No, 1is evidence may alzo be uecessavy,  We shall hive
a berter chance of getting ro the bottom of this if we inguire
tata it at onee. Lot him draw the cab up o the side of 1he
tenel, aned bvinge the hovse o the gomd.?

“Rwht vou be, v, sund Jaiker, I v twad e the
v, Pl do thar, You peedn®t have ne fear of ae doin’ g
bunk, beeause ithat there specimen ain’t pod me my dous vet,
ant' I imean to "anz on to "im til1 T got wot’= owin® 10 me !

hiwh-handed peda-
“1I shall miost oop-

“*MAGNET"”
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A few miuntes later Mre, Gwayvzon’s study bhad taken on
-omething of the appearance of a court of justice.

The two Housemastera sat together behind the table.
Ciranville, still unconscious, was laid baek in an armchair,
Buswell had peoned Fortescue into a corner; and kept guard
cver him there,  [Tilson stood upright on the hearthrug, close
lo Granville,  Jarker wias by the door, In the middie of the
room the half-dozen «juniors were clustered together, with
Cloggs—his arm still in a sling—foremost.

“We will leave til afteywards any questiong as to what
vian juniors were doing out at this hour,” said Mr. Grayson,
s Mr. Haxter nodded agreement. " What you nmst do
now is to tell frankly all that vou know, without kecping back
anything that tends to make your own offence graver, You
will be punished, of course. Dut there 1s one here whose caze
1+ far more serious than vours, and to tell all that you know
will, in the event, be best for him.# 2

The juntors murmured assent. They were facing the music
pluckily. :

“Goggs will epeak for us,” said Allardyee.

“That mav save confusion. But vou must all prepare to
answer any questions asked.”

. There came a pausze! It was difficult to know where to
egin,

Tilson took a step or two, bent forward, and spoke in Mr,
Hayter's ear,

“Yes, Tilson, I agree. Goggs, will you begin by telling
t: how much you know of this affair 2”

That was the very guestion Goggs had been dreading. He
kunew—or believed he knew—so much more than anyone clze
there did, except Mr, Fortescue. And he did wot want to
te'l yet all that he knew, He believed it best thai the
Fui:-;u;er should relate hiz story first, and give himzelf away
"W iying.,

“We saw Granville go into the Crown and Sceptre, sir,”
L said.

“*At what time was this?"

“ Just about half-past nine.”

My, Hayter made a note on a seribbling-pad, It had struck
lim at once as singular that in an hour, or little more,
Granville should have arrived at such an advanced stage of
drurkenness as he E]?j]:ll‘rlll'ﬂd ta be in.

“And after that?

“I'he cab passed us,
of course 17 ;

“1 will not inquire what you had been doing between half-
past nine and that time,” said Mr., Grayzon., “*But where
were vou when the cab passed 1"

*Homewhere aboutr hall-way between the villaze and the
echool, sir,” :

“Humph! We were on the road, but we did not sce vou.™

“}\'ij gir,  We endeavoured to avoid that,” answered Gogga
vravely.

He did not say anything about their long and nervous wait
within a few yards of the two masters. That was best lelt
untold.

“ Let that pass,
coine up

" Practically with it, sir. It didn’t go very fast.”

“ And what did you sec then 1

“We saw Jarker and that man lift Granville out.
1l]|:1l.,1lr'.]1.1{_;illlhﬂ small gate. IIe did not appear to care about
the joh,’

“That's the gawspel truth., gen'l’'men, though I didn't
expect to "ear it from ‘im ! broke in Jarker, who was feel-
ing anything but comfortable as to his part in the affair,
“ 1t didu't strike mc 23 no ways o

“Hold your tongue ! annp]fmd Mr. Grayson. “You will
have a chance to speak later ™

“They camo to termng,” continned Goggs. *“*Jarker was
promised more money, and withdrew his ug;e{:ticm.“

“*Ho! I might 'ave knowed as 'e wouldn’t de me justice !”
rroaned Jarker.

The other juniors were wondering why Goggs said nothing
about Cardenden. Could it be that he had some secret reason
for sparing the fellow? "They did not understand the pars
which the dark senior seemed to have played, but all five
woere quite sure jhat theoy had heard his voice. He must have
¢ l+~=m-1:?| off directly alter speaking.

Allavdyee whispered in the spokesman’s car.
L« head ever so slightly.

They were not satizfied, but they held their peace.

“Ihid you all go in by the gate ¥’ asked Mr. [laytor.

“*No, sir. The others went round and got over the wall.
T followed those two in, and loeked the gate behind them,
Javker had lefr the key in the lock.”

*And then ™
: {iagsﬂ—liiuun’r, [ wean, sir—{vtched the constable [rom the
SR TGT M

“But how did ven know that the constable was in the
Eitchen 37 asked Mr., Grayson, regarding Buoswell -with no
very fricndly eve.

We didu't know Granville was inside,

How soon after the cab got here did you

Jarker

Gozgs shook

(Continued on page iv of cover.)
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(Continved from puge fii. o] raver.)

“Ten't it @ very nsual place for o policemnan, <0 ?" reiurned
Gogos Tunocently, ) o ‘
. 'F.f'gm' then 1 "eard you el e totake the fvjler in charge,
gir, an’ I didu't sce thiz one, an’ naturally thought as "ow you
meant Jarker, g0 ——", y ;
. “Don’t repeat that falsehood, mr man! When we arnived
you were already at giripz with Jarker.” .

v But T "eavd you, sir, ‘afore cver 1 wont for T
witehery aboit, I reckon @™ N
“Tam afraid I must own that it was me, sir, ! waid Crogas,

“What do you mean, boy ¥

“T imitated your voice.”

« Y Puat-—the andacity —="

“T know it was cheek, sir! Tk T was afeaid Buswell would
not pber if he knew the order came from me.” i

“Not blamed well likely ! growled the constable. ™ Young
rip! I begin to'see "ow. several Lhings "appened riow,

“Bo yon can imitate my voier, Goggs, can yon ?

' There was a brief pause, The young ventrileynist appeared
to be stricken with unusual modesty.
=¥ Jarker, eome here at oncer !

: Jarker moved forward, Ile did not doubt that the order
proceeded from Mr. Grayson. Nor did anvone else fhere
except the master himsolf and Goges,

“Yes. sir 72 said Jarker.

“1 @d not speak to you, my man.
interragato you vet.”

* But, Graysou-——"

Then Mr. Ilavter saw the least Hicker of a sile on Gogps’
face, and he understond,

/4t -sounded ¢xactly like your voice.” he said.
scemed to come from you. Bat it was that boy 17
* Yeu,sir,” - Goggs admitted meckly.

. Mr. Grayson was evideéitly none too well pleased, but he
did not care to go into the matter just then,

. “*That will ‘do for the present, Goggs. - Now, sir. will you
have the kindness to explain what your part in this deplorable
affair was?”

*He lovked straight towards Fortescnr, who came forwaed
blustering.

There &

I am nnt ready ‘*o

Tand it

“MAGNET"

LIBRARY.

“1 don'd like your tone, sir ! I demand the treatment due
to a gpentleman !

“Theu you ared making a most unwarranted demand. At
the worst, there 1s strong suspicion sgainst you of domng that
for which the law will éall you to decount. At the best, your
eondnet leaves something to be cxplained, and an explanation
I mean to have.” s
- “Ask me what you like. T will answer if I thiok fit. 1
want to have done with this offair, into which 1 was led by
pure good-nature,” ‘said Mr.. Brighton Fortescue,

“ Before you question this man, sir, isn’t there something
that ought to be done? . I hope yon will pardon my suggest-
ing it,” said Goggs, in his politest tones.

. *And what do you consider ‘should be done?” asked Mr.
(iravson, just a trifle snappishly, for he hid not relished ths
mimiery of his volee.,

“T think that a doctor should be sent for to examine Gran
ville,” rveplied the bor.

“For what purpose "’ :

“ In order that there may be definite evidence as to whiether
kis condition is due to drink ov to his being driigged.” :

The bay spoke like a man—a man with decision and brains
—and the twe masters woere plpinly impressed:. So was Mr.
Forteseuie, who shifted his feet unearily, and licked his lips
ag if they had gone 'suddenly dry. _

Mr. Havter got up, went to Granviile, who was still uneon-
scious, and stoo ovér him. A
“There 15 nothing in his condition thal suggests dengging,
he said, * “ But he smells very strongly of spirits.” :

“T think, sir. that if you fecl his shivt and collar you will
find them wet.” Goggs answered. ‘*It seems= to me as though
somicthing had been poured over them.”

“Mr. Brighton Fortescue darted a glavee full of malice at
the boy. j

“Upon my word, I believe vou are vight ! said the master,
“Pilson, will you get one -of the ["Efﬁ'15 to go and feich
Dr. Mordaunt from the village?- 1-don't snggest that vou
should go yourself. as you will no doubt wish to stay here.”

Tilsen wasted no time. Ie was off and back again in a
couple of minutee,

“Pennell's going on his motor-bike. gir,” he said. “ ITe will
lend- the doctor it to come back on.”

“Now, sir,” said Mr. Grayson 1o Furtcsvue, el us what
vou know of this affamr ["

(There will he auother grand instalment of this exciting
story in nexl Monday's issue of the Macxer FLibrary, Ovder
woter copy in advanee. )
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of the opposite sex. : :

n, Insertion at any specific date will not Le guaranteed, and no
notice can be expected to appear in less than five weeks from its
reveipt, while it may have to be held back much longer.  Nor will
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space is precious, and readers should do their utmost to keep
nobices as short as possible. ' The afgiinent that more than &d.
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