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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Todd Obliges,

- AGM

* Fag!"

Loder the prefeect stood at the end of the Sixth-Form
passapge at Greyfriars and called, and called again. But no
voioe anawered.

‘There had bean & dozen juniors at least within sound of
his voice whon he called first. Dut only two or threa heard
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his second eall. And his third passed totally unheard. The
fars were not fond of fagging for Loder. His voice was
quite enough to send them scuttling away out of hearing.

Loder scowled. He wanted a fap particularly just then.
Tor the fourth timo ha raised his voice and shouted:

FagEt”

’l'hrn;:% juniors were coming downstairs from the Remove
quarters, and they stopped as timﬂ' heard the call.

“ That's Loder's voice,"” romarked Harry Wharton.

‘ [la wants a fag," said Nugent. * Do you feol inclined
to fag for him?"

e Eﬁut much I’

* ¥ou, Inky?” .
Flurrea Jamset Ram Singh, the Nabob of Bhampur,
familiarly known as Inky, shook his dusky head.

“ The not-muchfulness is terrific,” he replied.

““ Then let’s get out tho other way,” eaid Nugent, grinning.

And the chums of the Remove retraced their ateps. As
they wont towards tho back stairs, they heard the angry
voice of Loder once more:

“Faa-ag!”

“ 1 sav, you fellows,” said Billy Bunter, as thev passed him
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;’n tha Remove passage, "1 can hear Leder yeling for a
npr’

* Better go,'" supgested Nugent.

Bunter prunted.

“I'm jolly well not gﬂinﬁ. I've had enough of fapgin
for Loder; mmore kicks than ha'pence. One of you chaps hug
better po—il somebody doesn't ro, he'll come up here, and
mgst hikely bring & eocket-stump with lam, and—"

* Well, we're going out.”

** Oh, really, you know! He's bound to come to tius study
first of all, you know, and if I'm alone here——"*

* Well, come out, too,” said Harry Wharton.

Bunter blinked at him through his big spectacles.

* How can 1 come out when I haven't finished my tea?”
Yie demanded. *“I've got some cheese toasting atb this
Llessed minute. I—1 say, you're not gomng "

" You, we arel"

' It's not fair to—"

Put the chums of the Remove were gone.

Bunter blinked after them in dismay, and listened for a
repetition of the wvoice from  the distance.  Bunter was
unecasy. The other feillows in No. 1 Study had finished tea,
but Bunter was lingering while there was anything loft, in
ks usual way. Ide wae tonsting cheese now, and he blinked
back into the study to see how it was geiting on. He could
not have left that cheese uneaten for any consideration. But
to remain alone in the study and face & wrathful prefect—

If it had been Carne, or Jenides, Bunter would not have
cared =0 mueh, He would have locked the door of the study,
ard pretended not to hear any knocking., DBut it was im-
possible to lock a prefect out of the study.

*“Apnd he's bound to come here, first shot,” murmured
Bunter. " He's got a spite against this study. IF he takes
the trouble to come up at all, he'll poke his nose in here
first thing. Bomebody cught to go. After all, a prefect ia
eutitled to a fag when he wants cne.”

Diut Bunter did not go himself. Ile evidently did not con-
sider William George Bunter as the person who ought to go.

There was a step in the passape, and Bob Cherry came
along from the end stedy. Dunter brightenced up at once,

* Buck up, Cherry!" he exclaimed.

Bob Cherry paused, and looked at him in surprise.

“EhT he exclaimed. * What do you mean?’

“ Buck up! There's no lime to lose!”

" What on earth is there to buck up for?' demanded Bob
Cherry. " What are you driving at?’

** Loder has called four times.”

& L:}dﬂl‘ E”

“ Yes. Aren’t you going to him—I thought vou heard
hun calling fag, and—"'

“ Calling fag, is8 he!” said Bob Cherry, with a grin.
“Then I'm jolly well not geing down that way! Thanks
for the tip, Bunter!"
~** 0h, really, Cherry—"'

Bob Cherry turned away, and strode off in the direction
Harry Wharton & Co. had taken, Bunter blinked after him
i dismay.

In his eegerness to commit Dlob to the tender mercies of
Loder, he had over-reached himself.

“* Well, really,”” he murmured, " that is rotten of Cherry!
Somebody ought to go. Here, 1 say, Hazeldene, are you
going down?®"

Hazeldene chuckled.

* Not much! I'm going up!™

s But_._‘.'

“You'd better clear, too.
eoine up !’

** That's just what T was thinking, and—well, of all the
rotters, to walk away while I'm talking to bim " exclaimed
Billy Bunter, in disgust.

Flﬁ!;lgb&lﬂw came an exasperated call once more:

L . !H

Bunter jumped as he heard it. The prefect’s tone showed
that he was losing patience, if he had not lost it already.
Ere long he would come striding up the stairs, and then woe
to the unhappy junior he found in the Remove passage.

**1 shall have to buzz off, I suppose,” muttered Bunter
discontentediy. " It's rotten! I—1 wonder if I could get
enybody to go. Dutton! Dutten!™

Dutton. the deaf junior in the Remove, was coming out. of

Loder sounds wrathy—he may

his study. He had a kettle in his hand, which he wasz going
to Jfﬁ]l at the tap at the end of the passagpe, Dunter shouted
to him,

“ Dutton! Dutton 1V

“ Hallot” said Dutton.

“Tutton! Are you going down’"

* Going to tea with Brown " said Dutton.
Yaving tea alone!”

“ On, dear! Are you going down?
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“¥es; 1 eaw him about a quarter of an hour ago. o
was roing ot with Linley.™

“ My word! Loder wants a fapl”

L1} -E!;h ?H

“ Loder's calling for a fag.”

“ Who's in a bag?’ 3

“ Oh, I didn’t say anybody was in a bag !"" shrieked Bunter.
“1 said Loder waz calling for a {az, you duffer?’

“ Well, if anybody’s in a bag le's bound to suffer, T cup-
rese,' said Dutton, in wonder. ' But how «alid he got iuie
tiie bapi"

“ (O, burzs off, vou chump!’ gasped Dunter.
good talking to you!"

* Making a stew?’ said Dutton.
toasted cheese." ,

1Io snilfed, and went on to the tap, and Glled his ketilo
and roturned to his study. Bunter did not atteinpt to nake
Lim hear apain. e felt that he would rather have gono
down himself and fagged for Loder than have tried to
maks Dutton understand the inatter.  Dutten was dealer
than ever to-day, and he was always a little tryving. .

Bunter wrinkled his brows in thought. At the same time
he was listening intently. At the first sound of Loder on the
stuirs hs meant to scuttle away to safety, and leave his
toasted cheese.

But suddenly his fat face bmghiened up.

“ The Duller!"™ he excluimed. ;

Of course! It was Alonzo Tedd, the Duffer of Grexfriars,
“]:-t].'rz:\ hex {lir&d thought of suddenly. He knew that Todd waa
in his study.

In two g&ﬂﬂﬂdﬁ more Bunter was in Todd's study, too,
Adonzo Todd looked round with his simple, good natured
{ace, Todd was a fellow who would believe anything, ox
could be got to do anything, and there were many mis-
chievous youths at Greyfriars who took pleasure in taking
advantage of his innocence.

“ Dreay me, it's Bunter "' said Todd.

“ Vag " said Billy Bunter. * Haven't you heard Loder?

Ed %cd.er&!i! ll f f : .

“ ¥Yag; he's calling for a fag?

“ Mo; I have nut.gl.-e.urd him,’” =aid Todd, with a shake of

“1t's no

“ 1t smells more like

the head. " You sece, my study door bas been closed uniil
now."

* Yoz, hut—there he 13 agamn!"

“EFAGH

“Yee, I hear it now,” said Todd, hending his head to
listen. ** Is that Loder?"” _

“ Yes; and ho wants a fag. ¥You'd better cut off,” said
Bunter.

i T

“ Certainly. I suppose you know that the newest boy in
the Form is always expected to fag,” said Bunter, inventing
the rule on the spot. **It's am old-established custom in
Greyfriars. I suppose you're mot going to try and get out
of it, are you!'"

“ Not at all,’” said Alonzo, '‘I should be wery sorry to
nttempt to avoid the performance of a duty, however pain-
ful.”  Alonze Todd had been brought up in a secluded way
gmong old-fashioned people, and he had a style of English
all his own, as remarkable in its way as the wonderful lan-
guage of Hurrce Jamset Ram Singh, ** My uncle Benjamin
has always impressed upon me to make myself useful, even
when it 1s not, strictly speaking, my duty to do so. And
il it is my duty in this case—""

“ Batter buck up ! .

“ Certainly ! Todd rose. ** Where is Loder?”

“In the gixt,h-Furm passage,’’

“ Very good. You are sure he wants me?” _

“ He'll be up here in a minute if you don't go,'' said
Eunter. : :

“Dear me!  I'm so sorry I did not hear him before! 1
will hasten at once!" _ ,

And Todd left the study. Billy Bunter grinned softly, and
went back to No. 1 Study, where in a2 few minutes he was
deep in the delights of toasted cheese, and had forgofien all
asbout both Todd snd Loder.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
The Sportsmen of the Sixth,

ODER, the prefect, was not a sweet-tempered youth,
And if anything annoyed him more than another
thing, it was to have his call for a fag disregarded.
He considered it a defiance of his autherity as a pre-

foct. If he had used his authority a little better, 1t would
never have beon disregarded, but that was a matier Loder
never even considered. As it happencd, he was in special
need of a fag just now, and so he was in a towenng rage
by the time Alonzo Todd came downstairs.

At the sight of the jumior Loder snapped his tecth.

A Bplendid Tale of Harry Wharton & Co.
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u E;muse me Toddy!” sald the Remove bully, taking out his pﬂtket-hnudkemiﬂﬂ. “ ] can't h&l? it. The thonght
of the happloess you are golng to bring about makes nie ¢c-c-c=cry.” (&fee page 12
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“ 8o you've come at last,” he said.

" Yes, Loder,” zaid Todd meekly.

Y Uoma horse.”

Alonzo came, and Loder's first proceeding was to fasben
thumb and & finpor upon his ear, and proceed to bwist ihat

rmomber until Todd shrieked.
0w, ow, owl!l" velled Todd

That hurts! Yaow!*
“That's for not comn

Loder, releasing his ear an

“What do you mean?

before, you yoyng cad !’ said
glowering at him wrathfully.
Todd rubbed hiz ear.

“But I didn't hear you bafore,"” he oxplained. I didn't
know you wore ezlling till Bunter came to tell me. Ow!
You have hurt my ear!™

‘: Er't:rlrll,' you should have heard, then,” said Loder.

w !

“ Bhut up that row! You'ro not hurt, but vou'll be hurt
jolly soon if vou don't look out!” said Loder, scowling.
" Look hare, I want vou to o down to the village for me.”

Todd retraatad a pace.

“1 trust it is not to fetch cigarettes or tobacco for you,
Loder?” he said. *' I have thought the matter out, and de-
eided that I cannot, consistently with my doty, break the
rulas of the school. It is also very reprehiensible of you, as a
prefoct, to tempt juniors to disregacd the rules.”

Loder's faca was a study.

Todd had 5901':'?“ without jlﬁ'ﬁ’ﬂ]'ing his woice in the lpast,
El:'ul anybody passing along the passagoes might have heard
1137,

Fovtunately for Loder there was no one.

* You Foung cub!" sard L{:u'.]m', bBetween his toeth.,
your tongue

Tuep Macuer Linrary.—No. 132,
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“ T thought I ought to make that clear to you,” said Todd.
“ If the errand is anything clse, T shall ba happy to oblige
vou, I do not like vou p-l.ar::d.m-:thy. but my Unele Benjamin
told mo to be always willing to oblige people even if. I did
not hko thom.'

Loder gritted his teeth. He was strongly inclined to
march Todd into his study and give him, then and there, the
Ehrashing of hiz life.

Hut he reflectod that this, however satisfactory it would
Lo, would prevent his errand to the villago h:}in;f dona,

*Hold your tongue!" he growled, mentally promising
Todd the thrashing when he returned from Friardalo.

** Laston to me! You're to zo to the post-office.”’

Todd looked relioved.

**Oh, the post-office!” he zaid. * Very good! I shall Le
pleazed to go to the post-office for you, Loder”

“I'm expecting a telezvam," Loder oxplained.  *F Tt's

‘;:uu-n_t;::l{lri-ﬂ:'iud ko me at the post-officee You're to call
or ik

Todd stared at him,

A telegram "' he repeated.

£ Yﬂ‘.ﬂ-”

“ At the post-office [V

“ Yes, dummy "'

o -F_h.it why has not the {olegram been sent on here ¥
asked Todd. *Is it not very peculisr to have a telegram
addressed to vou at the post-office, Loder? It seems to me
guite odd.  Why not have it sent hore ¥

Tany moro questions to ask?'’ sald Loder, between hia
teeth.

Todd shool: his head.

“ No, I think not,” he said seriously.

Y Look heee,” sabd Loder, in a low, concontrated wolee.

A Splandid Tala of Wharton
By FRANK RIGHALDaon & Co.
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“reon will do as you are told, and not nsk gquestions, or it
will be the worse for vou. 1o vou understand thag ¥

“¥es, I think I understand, Loder.™

“Then go aud got the telegram.”

" But——"'

“Bring it back fo ma as quickly a8 you ean; and mind,
rnot & word to anvone.™

Todd logked astonished.

" But—"

it off I

“Am I to fall no one, do you mean, that you have sent
me for tho elepram ¥

“That's it: and mind ne one sces it, either ' said Loder.
“ Bring it to my study as soon as you get 1t, and if anyonc
14 there, you ¢an kecp it in your pocket till I am alone.
Lo you understand ¥

“* Yes, but—"

** Buzz off, then.”

“Yery well, but—""

Tonides, the Greek in the Sizth Form, ¢ame out of his
gtudy, and seeing Loder at the end of the passage, ¢came to-
wards.him. Loder made Todd an angry gesture to go, and
the Duffer of Greylriars went, very slowly, and evidently
still dgubt{ul in his mind. Ionides nodded to Loder, and
stoppoed.

“T1 expected you in my etudy,’”” he szid.

“I've been delayed by that stupid fag,” said Loder. *1I
was Just coming.”

* What about Black Prince ¥

"“ I've been thinking about it,” said Loder.
make up my mind.”

Ignidea laughed, as they walked together towards his
gtudy.

“Como in znd have a smoke,” ho.said. " You'd better
malko up your mind, as the race iz run to-day, Loder, As
o matter of fact, it must be over by now."

*Oh, hardly yet, X think.”

“ Anyway, '8 run this afterncon, and the result will be
in the evening papers,” said the Greck.

Loder laughed. )

“We don't get the evening papers,” he replied.
tha'n't know the result till to-morrow morning."

Tonides smilied.

“ But we sha'n't leave the bet too lafe,” he remarked.
“There may be ways of getting an evening paper, or even
a letter.”

“Hang it all, Ionides—"*

The Greek shrugged his shoulders.

“ My dear frimﬁ, we are both up to the ways of this
wicked world, I suppose " he exclaimed, laughing. * Come !
If tho bet iz to be made, it must be made now. You fancy
Black Princo for the Haversham Stakes, and I fancy
Rory II. 1f you're willing to back your opinion, there's
my mangy."

And the Greck, with a magnificent wave of the hand,
dropped & ten-pound note on the table. Ionides was tho
richest fellow at Greviriars, and therse was & sporting sct
in the Sixth which did very well out of him.

Loder's eyes glistened at the sight of the Huttering, erisp
tonner.

* Plank down your fiver beside that,” eaid Iontdes. “1I
giva you two to one.'”

Loder hesitated. )

“ Come, come,” said the Greek, *“are you afraid to back
yvour opinion? I give you two to ong, and 1i's your last
chance. You are sure of Black Prince, iﬂu gay.”

" ¥ou are equally sure of Rory IL" eaid Loder.

III am.l!

" Well, five
said Loder.
ry mand.

%hc Creel laughed scoffingly.

“ You have not made it up vel?” he asked.

* Not quite.” ' .

Ienides replaced the bank note in his pocket. He
crumpled it carelessly in as if it were waste paper and of
no value.

“Then the matter iz ended 7' he asked.

Loder shook his head. !

“ Hang it, no! Give me time to think.” )

“ How much more time do you require?”’ Tonides asked
mniemptuqusi‘v, Y%ou have becon thinking sbhout 1t the
whole day.™ : . _

“Well, as I said, Bve quid is a big sum to me,” zaid
Loder. I haven’t pot a rich father--at all events, he
docsn’t shell out like yours. Look here, I'll let you know
in an hour at the latest,™

“The race will eartainly be run by then™

** That muke: no difference to wvs; we she'n't know the
result.’”

“True; but—"

Tue Masher LIBRARY.—Ng. 132,
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*I'll stick to that,” said Loder. I can’t afford to chuck
down a fiver as you do. If 1 decide to back Black Prince,
I'll let you know.'

The Greek glanced at his walch.

“In an hour's time

&4 YESL”

“Good! Shall we go in to the gym. 7™

“If—if you like,” said Loder hesitatingly.
ing of doing & little work in my study.”

2 ou are taking to swotting—ch ¥’

“ Not exactly ; but I seuppose a fellow must do some work.”

Tonides gave him ancther keen look:

“ Good ! he said. " I'll come and smoke in your study
while you work.”

Loder stared at him.

“ That won't' be very amusing for you,” he said.

The Greek showed his white teeth in a smile.
Ionides smiled, there was always a gleam of white teeth.
They were handsome tedth, and very prominent, too; and
when they gleamed, the Greck had a curiously ecatlike look.

“On the contrary,” he eaid, “I sghall find it wvery
amusing.”

Loder shrugged his shoulders,

** All right; come, then.”

They went ta Loder’a study. The Greck was still smiling.

r eat down to work, and Ionides to smnoke, and there
was silence in the study. Once Loder stole a glance at the
Greck, and met Ionides's black eves fastened upon him. And
again the Greeik’s tecth gleamed in a smile.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
A Chance for Todd.
HLDI‘IED TODI} took his cap, and ieft the School House

“1 was think-

When

slowly, with a wvery perplexed expression upon his

face. He was indeed perplexed.  The Dufler of

Greyfriars was not particularly bright, and he was far
from muzpicious. But he could not help sceing that there
was something very peculiar in Loder having a telegram
addressed to him at the post-office to be called for. If it
had been Wingate, or Couriney, or any of the decent fellows
in the Sixth, Todd would have been reassurcd, DBui Leder,
prefect as he was, wos the black sheep of Greyfriars, as
many of the juniors well knew. He smoked, and he was
suspected of drinking; and he was not above sonding {aps
for his supplies {o the Cross Keys or the tobacconist’'s in
Friardale. Now the mysterious telegram was to bo fetched,
and Todd, in spite of his simplicity, could not help fecling
that there was something wrong about it. Why was he cn
joined to such strict secrecy, too?

Todd was perplexed and troubled as he left the house.
He was strongly against doing anything underhand or de-
ceitful, and he was resolved that even a prefect should not
force him to breck the laws of the college. But——o

He had undertaken to fetch the telegram now, and, after
E!tl, it might be quite innocent, ke went slowly across the

loae.

The trouble was, that having undertaken secrecy, ho could
not ask counszel of any of the fellows on the subject. He
was greatly inclined to confide the matter to Harry Wharton,
and get his opinion. .

As he went along, with his eyes on the ground, he sud-
denly staggered und=r a powerful slap on the shoulder, and
uttered a gasping cjaculation.

“Oh! Really—" .

“ Penny for vour thoughts!"? zaid Bob Cherry cheerfully.

““ Really, Cherry——"

“ What's the trouble 7' asked Harry Wharton, who was
with Bob., " You look like a blessed Atlas, with a world
on your shoulders, Toddy "
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Todd stopped. _ )

“TI am feeling somewhat disturbed in my mind,” he said.
“ As g matter of fact, T am in a state of considerable doubt
and perplexity.”

Bob Cherry chuckled.

“ Good old dictionary " he murmured.

“ Did you speak, Cherey?”

"“Wonderful flow of language you have, old fellow !" said
Bob. “ Mirht a chap ask where you picked it up¥™

Alonzo bheamed.

“T havo tricd to model my manner upeon that of my
Uncle Benjamin,” he replied, “ My Uncle Benjamin iz a
very cstimable gentleman.”

“Good old Benny !

t'“ Really, Cherry, that is hardly a respectful way to spenk
o N 1)

“ Brave, Ben!" aaid Doh.

Ii Hl?&ll:."' kb

“But what's tho trouble?” asked Harry Wharton, “1Is
somebody pulling your leg again, Tudd;r? You look as if
vou had a peck of trouble all your owni™

*“1 am in & dubious state of mind. I have been asked fo
i:” to the villagi, and as I am always trying to be obliging,

am goin

AT ell, EEE have bean fo the village before, and lived to
tell the dread tale,' said Bob Cherry comfortingly,

“ Pray do not jest, Chorry,'” said Todd. It i3 o sorious
matter, and I really wish you would not jest so——"

“ Jest s0!" assented Bob. * Sorry! I mean jusi so. Go
ahead 1"

“It 13 a secret,” said Todd.
village by somoone—-="

“Who "

“"That’s a secret ™

" ¥hot for*"

“That's a sccrct, too .

“My hat! He's a regular secrcet merchant,” said Bob
Cherry. )

“T1 should very much like to ask you {ellows to advise me
ahout it,"" said Todd.

“Ga ahead, then; unfold the harrowing tale”

“ 71 pannot tell you more than I have told you already.™

“Ha., ha, ha'!"

“ Really, you know—" i

“ ¥ou ass!" roarcd Beb Cherry. * Wou've teld us nothing
so far, except ihat it's a sccret. That's not encugh to advise
you upon.'”

HT1—I asupposc not.
more.”'

“*“1 am being sent to the

i
L

I'm so0 =zorry I can't tell you any

Aud Todd walked on, with a shake of the head. Wharton
and Bob Cherry exchanged clances, and grinned.
“ Somebody's pulling his lez again,’” Bob remarked.

“1 suppose s0,"" assented Wharton. ]

Alonzo was generally in a state of being “done' by
sompone. That was why he was called the Duffer of Grey-
friara. But if Hlarry Wharton had known the exact facts
of the caso this time, he would prebably not have dis-
missed tho matier so casily,

Alonzo walked on, slill deep in thought. Dulstrode and
Skinner wore standing at the mate, and as they saw Todd
coming along they winked at ono another. Ruolstrodo began
to speak, pretanding not to have seen the Dufier of Grey-
friars approaching.

*“The only thing 1z that Todd might do something for
them,”” he remarked.

“Todd?" repeated Bkioner, Lkeeping hiz back
approaching junior.

Alonzo started as ho Deard hiz name. He pglanced quickdy
at tha two junters, but they did not look towards hin.

“¥es," anid Bulstrode, intontly studying the ledga across
the road as e spoke. ' I think that perhaps Todd might do
something. You know what a good-natured cliap he is.”

“¥Yes: and so tactful, too.”

“Yes, tact 13 his great gift,” sard Bulstrode. “* Whera a
chap like one of us would o and make some awful blundar,

d would go straight on and make everything viglt.”

(13 JIIEE. Rﬂh?l

“Trust Todd for that. T never met o kesnor or mors
toctful chap,” said Bulstrodo. “If anybody can help My,
Quelch out of Lhis diffieulty it's Todd."”

“ Yes, you're right. Shall we speak to him about it#”

“Well, I don't know,” said Bulstrode, in a very thoughtful
eort of way., * You see, Lodd doesn't trust us. Ie might
think wo were rotting.”

“Wall, ves, bat—"

“Exeuse me," said Todd, coming up. “*T'm so sorry, but
I could not help hearing what you were saying, Bulsirode.”

The two juniors swung round, and faced him with looks
of tho rreatest astonishment.

“Todd 1" razped Shinner.

“Todd " suid Bulstrode faintly,

“Yois. T heavd—""

" Great Scott?”’ ejaculated Dulstrode. o knows now,
I—T Lopa I did not mention Miss Primrose’s namo, Toddy *

o the
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“Miss Primrose—the head-mistress of CUf House?' said
Todd, in surprize. )

3 E’Jes- Bic{ii I {;ﬁﬁtmn her name?"'

“MNo,"" sal .

“"l'l?ink zoodness! I must be mova caseful, or I shall be
givineg away the secret,” said Bulstrode, with an air of great
re]in{I._ “Mr. Quelch would never forgive me, teo.”

“You were sRYINg o ) .

“ Never mind what I was saying,” said Bulstrode quickly.
“You overheard 1t by accident, and you must be a3 mum a3
—3 tha Frave.'"

“ Cortainly,” snid Todd; “ most decidedly! I should never
dream of repeating a word., But T understoed you to say that
Mr. Quelech was in some difficulty. I respeck our Form-
master very rouch, and i I could help him——"

** 8hall we tell him, Bulstrode?” asked Skinner,

Bulstrode shook his head.

“* No,” he spid—" no. We must not tell even Todd, though
cartainly he is tho only person whe could help Mr. Quelch.
But, no, we will not tell him.""

* But, really—"" began Todd.
“No!" said Bulstrode firmly.
Skinnor ' ; :

And the two Removites walked away, leaving Todd staring
after them. They remained perfectly serious till they were
put of his sight. Then they chuckled. )

“* Do you think he took the bait?' asked Skinner.

“What-ho!"" grinned Bulstrode. " IIpok and all! He
caught on, and he'll be after us till we'tell him. My hatl
It will be the most gorgeous jape ever japed at Greyfriarst”

And the two younr rascals chucklad,

“Not a word! Come,

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Todd Does Not Want to Glve Trouble.

QDI stood in the gpateway for some minutes in a doubtful
T frame of mind. As he had =aid, he respected his Form.
master vory much, and if Mr. Quelch was in any difh-
enlty, and 1t was a matter in which Alonzo could help,
Alonzo would have been glad to help. His desire to make
bimizelf useful, according to the precepts of his estimable
Uncle Benjamin, was vory strong, e was greatly inch
to follow Bulstrode, and ask him further questions, but he
remembered Loder's telegram, and that the prefect had
enjuined him to make hastz. So he went down the road
towards Friardale.

Tt was not a long walk to the post-office. The post-office
in Friardale was alse a grocer’s shop, a provision nrerchant’s,
and an oil and Itnlian warehouse, according te the sign out-
side, In a little place liko Friardale one tradesman played
many parts. The post-office department was crowded up to
a durle end of the counter. Todd blinked lus way there, and
tapped, and the postmastor, who was also grocer, provision
merchant, and oil and Italian warchouseman as aloresaid,
cano out of the little stofly parlour hebind the shop, My,
{‘outs, tho pestinaster, was evidently having his tea, for a
whitl of fried bacon followed Lim frem the parieur, and hung
lovinzly abaut him as ho ecamo to attend to Todd,

“Ji you plense-——"" hegan Todd politely.

“ Jlow many!"" ashed Mr. Coots.

B L l.::}l ?‘l

YTow many?"

U Only one,™ said Todd, in wonder. ** But——"

“ Penny or ha'penny "

O ELT

Y Ponmy or ha'penny stamps?'

i "}'.[Imn‘.: you so mucl, but I do not want any stamps,” =aid
okl

“Wob did you say you did for, then? grunted Mr, Coots,
“YWhat de vou want, thon?"”

A telegram. please.’ ]

YO prunfed My Coots, foreseeing a long delay in pet-
ting bhack to his tea. ' There's the forms over there. Tagp
on the counter when you've Olled 1t in."

Apd ho made two steps back into Jis little parlour, and
closed the door Lefore the astonished Duifer of Greyinars
could reply.

“Dear me!” said Todd * IHow very odd!
allow mo to hnish what 1 have to say.”

Todd tapped on the counter. - He tapped again, and again,
Tho parlour deor opened, and Mr, Uools caome out, with a
fresh whilf of bacon, and a smell of coffce, too.

“ Well?” ho denunded.

di PI'-"-’I'I-HI.'!"""'—"I

“ YWhero iz it

“What

“Thoe telegram, of course!" roxred Mr. Coobs. * Didn't
you say that you wanied to send a telogram '

“llear me!” said Todd. * What a curious mizapprehens
ston! INo, I did not say 1 wanited to send a telegrain, my

He will not
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good sir. I have no desire at all to send a telegram. That
was nof my wish. ™

»"May I make so bold as to ask what you do want, then?”
said Mr. Coois, in a tone of deadly and determined patience.

“ Certainly. I want a telegram——""

* What "

“1 should say that I have called for o telegram,” said
Todd—"' a telegram which was addressed here o be ealled

for.”
“Oh, T see!” said Mr. Coots, with a grunt. ' Why
coullin't you say so at first?

** Really, you did not give me an opportunity, I—"

“What's yonr name?'"

" Todd—Alonzo Todd.””

* "Tain't ‘ere,” said Mr. Coots. *' No felegram for nobody
of that name,”

. And he stamped back into the little parlour, and closed the
door with a force that made the strings of onions on the
wallz and the piles of firewood before the counter shake and
tremble with tho shock.

Todd stared in surprize.

" How very odd!” he murmured, tapping agani on the
oounter, ''I think this person is a very hasty and unreason-
abla man.”

Tap, tap, tap!

Mr. Coots threw open the parlour door and reoppeared in
a state of great exasperation. [t was a curiouws circumstanee,
but people generaily got exasperated when they had to deal
with Alonzo Todd. 4Todd himself had noticed it, though no
explanation of the circumstance had ever cccurred to him.

“ 80 you're a-knocking again!” said Mr. Coots wrathfully.
" What do you want? Why don't you go?”’

"1 you please, I have called for a telegram—"

" Fhere ain’t no telegram for you. Ain't I said that before
in plain Eoglish ™'

* Yes, but—-"

';}*’rl’inps :l.'-:r]g think I cm; :n{:.a.kla 'e.:n‘E’I’ :mi:i MMy 'ff:in-ﬂrta SAT-
castically, " P'raps you think I've on ot to "old up my
‘and for 3t to ron telegrams® =% R

* The telogram was not for me,” explained Todd. I have
called for it for another person.’”

“Then why couldn’t you say so—"

“¥ou did not allow me—""

"™ What name?"’ jerked Mr. Coois.

“The name of the person for whom the telesram is sent
do you mean i*

“ ¥es,” said Mr. Coots. ' Not the name of his grand-
mother, or the name of his deccased wile's sister, or the
name of his pet dog.”

** Really—""

** What's tho name?"’

* Loder."

“Oh, Loder!" grunted Mr. Coots, looking over his pigeon-
hodes behind the counter. ** Loder.”
" VYes, Loder of the Sixth, sir.

telegram. ™

" Well, "ere it 15" said Mr. Coots.
yuarter of an hour.”

He handed out the telegram in an envelape.

" Thanks, so much!" szaid Toedd. “I am sorry to have
troubled you, Mr. Coots.™

“Not so rorry as I am!” growled tho postmaster-grocer-
provision-merchant-oil-and-Italian-warehouseman.  ** You're
so bright and clever that you must be a joy to yvour parents
znd a comfort to your un and aunts—I don’t think ! Good-
afternoon 1"

And Mr. Cootz went back to his bacon and coffee.

Tedd put the telepram in his pocket and went fo the door.
Then a thought struck him, and he cama back to the counter.

Tap, tap, tap!

Thero was some delay Lefore Mr. Coots reappeared. His
{at faco becamo o deop si:nda in erimson as he saw Todd stand-
ing before tho wire netting at tho counter,

" You?? ho ejaculated.

Todd nodded pleasantly.

“Yes, it has occurred to me while I am here I may as
well get some stamps,” he remarked. "' I shall require zomao
this week, and it will save tronbling you a second time. My
Uncle Renjamin always told me to give people as little trouble
ns pogsible, T think i

" How many ! ashed Mr. Coots, in & suppreszed voice.

“ Let me see. 1 think I had betier Lave two penny stamps
and two ha'penny ones,’’ said Todd, in a thoughtful way.
*Lhat will ba threepence.”

“Threepence, please!™ sawd Mr. Coots, jerking the stamps
off thw sheets and pessing them out under the wire.

** Thanks, so much [

onzo took out a Jittle leather purse, and carefnlly de-
posited the stamps in 15, His Uncle Benjannn had told han,
nmong other things never to bo careless with anything of
value, and Alonzo never forgot o Hrecept.

Tae Maaxer Lispary.—No. 132,
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Mr. Coots watched him, fumine.
* Threepence "' he repeated, in a higher key,
" LCertaindy. Wait a moment, pleasa!™

“Will you Fay for them stamps cr will you not pay for
them stamps?’ asked Mr. Coots categorically.

" Of course I intend to pay for tho stamps !’ said Alonzo,
m suerprise. ' I trust you do not imagine me capable of any-
thing dishonest. Mr. Cootsi”

Y Threepence ' setd Mr. Coots, in a choking voies,

“¥es, vou have already told me the amount. DBesides, 1
was alreudy aware of it,” szaid Todd, going through hls
pockets. 3 .

He found a penny in one pocket, and laid it on the counter,
Then he found a halfpenny in anotheér pocket, and laid 3§
besicdo the penny.

Mr. Cootzs watched him, looking as if all the blood in his
body was being slowly pumped into his faoce.

“Dear me ! said Alonzo. I am afraid I am rather short
of money, and I do not seem to have any more about me, It
ts very unfortunate.’

“ Are you going fo pay for them stampsi”

1 am afraid I cannot do so,"" zaid Todd, in distress.
* Would {uu core fto trust me for three-halfpence, Mr.
Coots, until Saturday?”’

Mr. Coots appeared to be abouk to suffocate.

* Pay for them stamps, or 'and them back ! he gosped.

“¥Yery well.l” Todd made apother despairing search
through his pockets, but nothing in the shape of money came
to hight. ' Certainly.”

lle fumbled for his purse and opened it slowly, and took
out the stamps, and carefully selecied a penny one and a
halfpenny one, tore them off, and laid them on the counter.
Mr. Coots drew them in and threw them into the stamp
drawer. Then he strutted back to the parlour and slammed
the door.

Todd was leaving the shop, but he suddenly stopped.

“ Dear me!" he murmored. * How very odd! forgot
ta look in my purse itself, and I am sure T have o shilling
there, Yes, indeed, here it is. 1 can take the stamps after
all, and avoid troubling Mr. Coots again. He seems to be
g very unpieasant person to cause any trouble ta.'?

And Todd marched back to the counter and tapped.

My, Coots opened the parlour door

He gasped az ha saw Alonzo Todd. The Duffer of Grey-
friars greated him with a beaming smile,

Mr. Coots felt behind the counter fuor a stick, and came
towards the part of the counter which was formed of a lid,
wihich, being raised, gave access to the shop.

- ,I,t’ﬁ all right,” bepan Alenzo cheerily, ““I have found

“ Al right, 13 it?"" roared Mr. Coots, suddenly throwing up
the flap of the counter and rushing out, brandishing the
stick, ** All ripht—eh? I'll teach wou to play your little
games on me, you young scoundrel ! Take that!”

And the stick rang across Alonzo's jacket

“0Oh! Ow! Dear me] I—"

4 .“I-!.I'I{i t,l‘:luts"

Todd gave up the idea of repurchasing the stamps, and
made a rush for the door. My Ceots dashed after him, and
got in & late cut as the Duffer of Greyiriars swept cut into
the street.

Then thte angry postmaster-grocer-provision merchant, ete,
stood in the doorway, brandishing the stick.

“You come back 'ere with any of your larks, that's all!”
he roared,

Alenzo Todd did not come back, and Mr. Conts went in to
finich hiz tea, uninterrupted by the Doffer of Greyiriars,

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
P.-c. Tozer Is Susplcious.
o H, dear!"” gasped Alonzo Todd, stopping st a safe
distance from the post-office, and rubbing his back
ns well as he could reach it. * Qh, doar! The man

must be mad—quite mad! He is employed by the
Government to zell stamps to the publie, and he has assaulted

me s,a,v:a:{gely because I desired to purchaze stamps. How
mr&r ?d t ¥ think there can be no doubt thot the men is
mad P

* Hallo, "era! Wot's all this?" said a deep, majestic voice.

And P.-o. Tozer, the representative of law and order in
Friardale, and the terror of small boys and unmuzzled dogs,
dropped his hand majesticaily upon the shoulder of the Dufice
of Grevfriars.

Todd stered at him.

* Really—"" he began.

“1've ot my heye on you," satd Mr, Tozer: and, as o
matter of faet, he had botk his eyes on Todd as he spoke.
“*I've got wy heye on you. ou can't bamboozle P..g

gy

Tozer!

A Bplendid Tale of Harr

Wharto=s & Cos
By FRANK RIC

ARDES.
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The angry Mr. Coots flashed through the doorway, brandishing the stick,

‘i You come back 'ere with any of

your larks, that's all !" he roared. [Ses Page 6.)

ik R(‘ﬂ"} T

“ Cigarettes—eh?" said Mr. Torer.
ettea into the school—that's your game!
and buying cigarettes!”

“1 have never bought any cigareties 1o my hife,"” said
Alonze imdignantly. I trust I have not the appearance
of a juvenils smoker.”

“and them hover!" said Mr. Tozer.

“ But—-""

“'And them hover!”

“1 have none )

“*And them hover, beafora T search vour pockets, as I am
hempowerad to do by the lor ! said Mr. Tozer, in his most
magestie wav,

Y Bat T assure youp—""

“rAnd them hover!™

" Bir—"'

“Werry well,"” said Mr. Tozer; ' then I'll search your
packets, and—"

Todd backed away. _

“As a citiven of a free country, [ decline to submit to
this indignity,” he said. I have te consider my personal
pride. My Uncle Benjamin=—"

13 ':'i:'mE :'E:a______l'l

But Todd did not ¢ome thera. He backed away, and
as the stout police-constable reached for him, he took to
flight. P.-c. Tozer started in pursuit. Down the lane to
Greviriars Todd went at top speed. Todd was not an athlete,
but neither was P.-c. Tozer, and the race was a hard one.

d ran on desperately, with the burly constable pounding
on his track. P.-c. Tozer was fully convinced by this time
that the junior was in possession of cigarettes, and he meant
to hrin%‘ the truth to light. Todd was in sight of the gates

Tur Magxver Liorary.—No. 132.
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of Greyfriars, and was being watched with great interest by
a consderable number of juniors gathered thers, when a
sudden thought cecurred to him, and he stopped.

P..c. Tozer had almost overtaken him, and was just behind,
with cutstretched hand, when Todd stopped.

Tho result was disastrous. ;

My, Tozer, unable to stop himself in time, crashed right
into Toedd, and sent him spinning forward upon his face, and
rolled himself in the dusk

The bump with which the burly officer came down knocked
all the wind out of him, and he sat in the dust gesping, his
holmot on one side of his head.

“ Lummy " gasped Mpe. Tozer. ** Ho, oh, oh, hol"”

Todd sfaggered up.

“ Dear me!"” he pantad. ' How very odd! Surely, con
atable, you must know that you are exceeding your rights
in assauiting me in this munner!"

“ Oh, oh!™

““1 shall certainly complain of
blinking at the breathless consteble.
ing vour rights and duty,™

“Ha, ha, ha!" roared Bob Cherry.
Toddy !

Todd blinked round at the crowd of juniors, who were
upon the scene in next to no time, They were enjoying tho
proceedings immensely,

“ The constable 13 quite in the wrong, my dear fellows."
snid Todd.» * I think I ought to point that out fo him. 1
was stopping to explain that I had suddenly remembored a
precent of my Uncle Benjamin——"

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“ My Uncle Benjamin always impressed upon me never to

our conduct,'” said Todd,
“You aro far excead-

“Go for him,

A Splendid Tale of Ha Wharton & Co.
By FRANK RICHARDS.
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resist comstituted autherity, and so I was stopping, to allow
this parson to search me—"" '

: rch you ! exelaimed Harry Wharton.

“Yes; he has somchow got an iden into his head that 1

taking cigarettes to the echool,”” explained Todd.

*Oh, i3 he on that again?’ exclaimed Harry, turning a
scornful glance l.:ﬁun the constable, who was struggling to
his feet now. " Why can't you get sumathiu{g fresh, Tozer(
'!H"?:i ve made an aes of yourself over that before.”

" TI'm doin’ my dooty,” saljd Mr. Tozer, gasping. “I'm
gn'r.n'.tn soarch th,nt young rs ion, and the cigaretbes—""
lwi:lli:}tt I haven't any,'” Todd. * You are welcome to

Aund Mr. Tozer did look. He found many odd articles in
Todd’s pockets, including the telegram which he looked at
very curiously. juniors saw it, too.

“ Bo that's what you were going down to the village for,
is it?’ said Bob Cherry.

Tedd coloured.

*Oh, desr! Yes, certminly
. Which your name isn't Loder!" said P.-c. Tazer crush-
mgi{- ** This 'ere telegram is nddressed to G. Loder.”

" 1 wag fetching it for him,” said Todd. *' It is very un-
fortunate, 28 he wished me to keep the fhatter secret. Very
unfortunate indeed. However, please refurn me the tele-
g;rﬂM. a3 I have o take it to Loder. He is im a hurry for
1

“ Which I ain’t satisfied,” said Mr. Tozer doggedly.
Wharton turned on him guickly.
5 L Y?u'va found mno smokes on Todd! he exclasimed.
You've ne right to touch the telegram, and you know it.

Give it him back.’

, Mz Tozer frowned. He was always st warfare with the

i;ﬂmﬁ_l of Greyfriars, and there were many grievances on
th sides, and on which side the balance afy right or wrong

rested it would be diffcult to say.

" Which I saw this yﬂunﬁ rascal bolting out of the post-
office, and Mr. Coots after him with s stick,” he said. ** It
Eﬂk%_tu me as if he's taken a telegpramn that didn't belong to

im.

* Hats I'*

" Was Coots after you, Toddy 1" asked Nugent.

Alonzo nodded. et i ¢

“ Yes, that is troe. I think he is mad—at sll events, he
suddenly ru at me with a stick, for no reason whatever
that I could discover.”

I!c".-cr. Tozer sniffed ineredulously.

‘ A likely story,” he sneered. ** Well, if thia iz for Master
Loder, there's no "arm jn my taking it to him, and that's wob
1’::’: ﬁum to TEI:L“ s

n r. Lozer strode in at the gates of Greyfriars, with
the telagram in his hand. € 7t S
Todd blinked after him in dismay.
“ Oh, dear! he gaid. * This is very unfortunate. Loder

rticl;:llh.rljr wanted me to keep that telegram a secret, you
oWy,

“ Why!'

* I really do not know,” said Alonzo, with a shake of the
head. “ But he was very particular about i, I know that.”

“* Somuthing shady,” said Bulstrode, with a sneer.

“ Very likely," Eﬂ:la Wharton quietly. * Wa know Lodor
Bomething to do with the races perhaps. Well, it can't be
W now, Toddy. And I don’t see that it matters; it's

er's own look-out.” :

** But Loder may be angry,” said Todd vneasily. * He is
very brutal when he is angrs. Perhaps I had ter keep
out of his way.”

“Ha, hs, ha! I think you had ™

And Alonzo did.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Trotter Glves the Tip.

-C. TOZER walked on with a majestic step fo the
School House, locked at curiously by all the fellows
m the Close. My Tozer was well known as a man
who overdid his duty, and for that reason he was not
pular. Nothing ever happened at Friardale; Mr. Tozer's
heart was never gladden by & robbery or a murder. As
it waz said from uﬂf: old that & certain gentleman finds work
for idla hands to do, perhaps he had found work for P.-c.
Tozer. A timely robbery, even of a henroost, might have
saved Mr. Tozer from hecoming so terrible to little boys,
and from cultivating so great a grudee against the Grev-
friars jumiors. But the robbery did not come.  Harry
Wharton & Co. were not slow to rapay the sttentions of the
constable, snd o the feud had zrown and waxed. When the
stout ofhcer appeared et Greyfriars, it was known that he
came with some complaint; and the juniors greeted him with
suppressed hisses and cateallss Dut Mr. Tozer marched on
Tae Msener LipRart.—No. 132,
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unheeding, strong and stout in the ¢consciousness of doing his
duty, and never suspecting that he woas doing it oo well
Trotter, the page, cune to snswer his ring at the bell, and
g'r::-té:]ar stared at him with as mueh impertinence as he

arad,

* The 'Ead’s cecupied now,” he remarked, hefore the burly
visitor had time to

P.-¢, Toeer frowned

“ None of your cheek, my lad’ he gaid. *'I've had my
heye on vou for a Jong time. I want to see Master Loder.

Trotter started. Trotter, the page, had sometimes been
tip by Loder to make certain little expeditions into tho
village. Thers were fow things that went on in Greyiriars
without Trotter’s knowledge. Trotter knew of the whisky-
bottle in Loder's locker, and the box of cigars in Jonides'
study, He koew of communications that passed betweén
Carne of the Sizth and the landlord of the Cross Keys, and
he knew of the personal uaintance between some of the
Bixth Form sportsmen and Mr. Banks, the bookmaker.
Trotter knew much—too much, some thonght—and he knew
moat of all about Loder, who was certainly the blackest
sheep at Greyfriars eince Carberry had been expelled. And
now, as P..o. Tozor asked for the black sheep of the Sixth,
Trotter quite changed ecolour. He thought that Loder’s
gins had feund him-out at last.

“ Master Loder 1" he faltered.

“That's ths namel"” said Mr. Torer.

Trotter hesitated.

“ Bhow me to his room, pleasze,” said Mr. Tezer commands

ingly.
mﬁ%.’hnt*s he done?” whispered Trotter confidentially.

P.-c. Tozer stared.

T Eh?” I""l"" EiEid.

* What's he done?"’

“¥ou young rogue!"” gaid Mr. Tozer. * Don't you ask
impudent guestions, bub you just show me in toe Master
Loder.”

“(h, all right!"" eaid Trotter.

Trotter's brain worked quickly., He usually shoewed a
vigitor for a member of the Sixth to tho study of the persen
asked for. But he did not mean to do that for Mr. Tozer.
Trottar was convineed that Loder had gobt himself | into
trouble of some sort with the law, and he did not mean te
deliver him into the hands of the enemy.

Loder certainly was not a pleasant fellow, and ke had o
cnffl for thoe page aos often as a tip. Btill, he had sometimea

tipped Tretter liberally, and the Dutions felt that he would

not desert the prefect in the hour of need.

“ This way, sir " he said.

P..c. Tozer followed the page with his heavy tread.
Trotter showed him into a room on tha ground floor, where
the French-master sometimes held a class, bubt which was of
course gquite emply oow, lessons being long over at Grey-
friare for the day.

“ Wait ‘ere!” zaid Trotter.

“1 want to sce Mr. Loder.”

“I'll tell him you'ro "ere."” .

“Why can't you shew me to his room?” dempnded Mr,
Tozer impsatiently. "I ain’t got any fime to waste.”

Trotter did nob appear to hear the question. He went
out of the room, and closed the door, and F..c. Tozer gave
a grunt, and sat down on & form to waik

Trotter dashed upstairs at top speed.

He ran guickly into the Sixth Form passage, and dashed
fairly into the arms of Carne, who was coming out of his
study. The cad of the Sixth gasped, and clutched him.

: “¥ou young hound 1" he muttered. " How dare you!

Trotter wriggled in the B8ixth-Former's grasp.

“ Hold on, Master Carne!" he exclaimed. * I—I mean,
leggo! Ow! It's important! It's the— Cw! Oh!
aster Loder—" ]

“ Well, what about Loder ¥’ asked Carne, who was boxing
the page's cars

“Ow! Loggo! The police have come for him 1" gasped
Trotter. ' I—['m %uing to warn him.”

Carne staggered back in surprize.

“* The police

" Yoz, ves™

“ For Loder?"

“ Ves. Lot me go't*

“Wait a minute,” gasped Carna. % What has he done 't

“1I don’t know. I—7

“Cut off 1" said Carne guickly. _

Trotter dashed on. Carne guve g low whistle, and went
into his study zgain, and closed the door. 1lis face waa
rather pale, ]

e lcmly hat I he murmured. “It's coine to this,
then.'” Carne had been mixed up with Loder and lonides
in more than one shady transaction, and he was not slow
to imagine that Loder might have overstepped the law in
same direction. * What on earth has ho done? What haa
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he been fool enough to do? My hatl He'll go after Car-
h%n_r,’ and no mistake! I'd better keep clear of the whole
altair.

And with that loval and friendly resolve, Carno remained
in his study. Trotter, in the meantime, dashed on to Loder's
study. He dashed in without waiting to knock, and gaaped
in an atmosphore of tobacco amoke.

Loder waa sitting at his table, at work, and Yonides, the
Greak, was In the armchair at the open window, smoking.
The number of cigarotto astumps on the floor round him
and on the ash-tray at his elbow showed thab the Greek was
an incessant smoker. Ide had had a cigarette between his
lips ever since he had taken up his place in Loder’s study.
Ha had remained there untiringly, for reasons of his own.
Certainly he eould not have found it very amusing to watch
the prefect at worl.

Both the senioras jumped up in alarm as Trotter dashed in.

“You rascal!"” plmost shouted Loder, graspiog the pago
by the shoulder and shaking him. * How dara vou burst
tnte my room like that?"

“Ow! Owi”

“Shake the life out of him!" said the Greel, hastily
throwing his cigarette away. * Shake him till his teeth
rattla! Shake him!"”

“Ow! Yow!™

Loder was doing it. Trotter tried to gasp out why he
had come, but he could only glrgle and gasp inarticulately.

“There., you worm !’ said Loder, flinging Trotter from
him at last. “That'l'! teach vou manoers. Now get oub!”

*Groo-och [V

“Out of my study

“Groo! Yarooh! Ow!' gurgled Trobter. : 1

“Give him a taste of the ruler,” sald Ionides, with his
eruel smile,

Loder picked up the ruler.
way, trying to get his breath.

Trotter backed to the door-

“Don't!™ he gasped. *“Don’t, Master Loder! I-—I
cacamfii here fo warn you''
“ What I

“ The—the police—"

“What are you babbling about?” asked Loder, in sur-

Eeag.

PR The—the polise. They've come for you. {1 came to
Fa}::n you," gasped Trotter reproachfully, * and—and this
iz how e

“What are you driving ak, you fool?" said Loder. But
Tonides uttered o low exclamation of alarm, and closed the
study door guickly.

“Let him speak, Loder,” he said.
Ivow, then, Trotter, explain yourself.”

“ Tozer, the ;l)u:r!'meman. has come for Lodar!™ panted
Trotter. **I've left him in the French master's room white
I camo to warn you.”

Loder changed colour.

“Impossible ! he exclaimed.
he want with mo?"

FHo azid nt

“ He said he wanted Lodoer?™ asked Icnides

“Yoi,"" gasped Trotber.
f‘:'It's all rot,” said Loder.
of.

“Aro vou sure?” said the Greek, in a low voico.
there nothing—nothing just over the line, you kuow.”

Loder made an impatient gesture.

Y Nathing, of course!"

““Then what can Tozer want?®

Thore was a tap ab the door.
fn.th.

“"That's him! He's come up.” . _ ]

“(Come in!" called out Loder, and in apite of himself his
voica was unzteady.

More than one evil deed ha had done, but none, ha
Lelieved, that placed him within the pals of the law, or
near it. Yot an uncasy conscicnea would ool be denioed,
and he shivered internally nt the knowledge that a police-
man wag gocking him.

The door epened, and the burly form of P.-e. Tozer pre-
senled itself. Skinner, of the Ilemove, was jJust bastind him,
grinning.

i Master Loder?” said P.¢. Tozer.

“I'm Loder,” said the prefect.

And his voice almost died a3 he spoke.

“This is serious.

“ Nonscnsa! What could

“I've nothing to be afraid
“IE

Trotter gavo a gasp of

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER,
A Close Chum,

ODER stepped back, half unconsciously placing the
h table Letween himself and the peolicemean.
I?.-z. Tozer stopped heavily into the study. He cast
a severe glanse upon Trotter, who seemod {0 be trying
to Hatten himself against the wall.
“1 asked lo seo you, air,” 2aid Mre. Tozer. * That voung
person took me inte a clasz-rcow, and left me there.”

WI—I—"" stammercd Trotber,
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“t This young gentloman kindly showed me up,” said Mr.
Torer, with 8 nod towards Skinner.

“ I found Mr. Tozer in the passage,” said Skinner blandly.
““ He told me he wanted you, Loder, so 1 showed him up.’

Loder snapped his tecth, Mr. Tozer's manner reassur

im, and he saw that Trotter had jumped to a wrong con-
olusion. Skinner had evidently jumped to the same con-
clusion, and he had equally evidently shown the policoman
E[: ﬁul[-cﬂicr‘s study with great relish. Loder gave him &

ark look.

“ Bit down, Mr. Tozer!” Loder said. * You can 80,
Skinner. And you toc, Trotter, you young fool. Get out!

Trotter loft, very crestfallen. He had taken z lot of
trouble for Loder's sake, and put up with some ill-usage,
but it was evidently of no use to expoct thanks from a
fellow like Locar.

“ Zhut the door, Ionides, will you?"”

Tonidea closed the door. 7

“* You want to sce me, Tozer?'" said Loder.

vl Maﬁtfﬁ W hat is it?

 Well, A . What 1s it?"

“1 'ad ﬂasian to stop a boy belonging to this school,”
said Mr. Tozer. [ 'ad found 'im [requentin’ the neigh-
bourhood of a tobacconist's before, and I suspected him——

“ Was it Wharton?” asked Loder eagerly. Glad -enough
would the prefect have been to maks up a case againel the
junior he disliked bitterly.

Mr., Tozer shook hiz head.

“Mo: I think hia name was Todd.”

Loder started.

“ Todd 1* . ]

“Yes. I aparchod him for -:Iiarettes.” said Mr. TFozor.
“That was my dooty. 1 didn't find anything of that sorf,
but I found something belonging to you, ster Loder,
and I thought I'd better bring it to you myself."

Loder changed colour.

He Lknew that the policeman could only allude to the
telegram.

* Just 3 minute!" he exclaimed.
must ask you to excuse me."

The Gresk nodded, and left the study. Loder breathed
mare froely as soon as the door had closed behind him.

“MNow, what is 47" eaid Loder. -

P.-c. Tozer looked surprised. He did not see why Tonides
should have been dismissed before the telegram was pro-
duced. He was already groping in his pocket for it.

“ Thers it is, Master er,” he said, laying the buff
envelope on the table. T ?

“Qh, is that all?’ said Loder indifferontly. I thought
from your manner that it was something important—soma-
thing that I should have to look into as a prefect.

“1—I thought—"-" < g y

“ I sent the boy 4o fetch the tolegram,” said Loder. I
had it nddressed to me at the post-office, as—as—" Te
tried to think of an explanation. He was not bound te
give one to Mr. Tozer, certainly; but he knew that the
constable would bo curious, and he did not want fo elark
himm spoculating upon the matter. * As—as it's cheaper,
you know. It's a shorter address—Leoder, Post-pffice, Friar-
dale—than—— ¥You sec?”

Mr. Tozer did not see, but he nodded. @

“Thanks for taking so much troubls, thoagh,” said
Toder, pressing a shilling into the conetable’s hand. _

“ Not at all " said Mr. Tozer. “ Always happy to oblige
you, Master Loder.' ) )

And he left the atudy with his hqa:riy step.

As soon a3 the door closed behind him, the agreeable
amile loft Loder's face, and a look of angry spite aud scorn

laced it. A
re!:‘r%?;aa fiu:nl’.“ muttered the prefect. * The meddling fooll
s meddling fool !

[Te may have spoiled it all, o

He took up the telegram. Iie was about fo slit it open,
when Tonides eame in, without knocking. Loder had just
time to thrast the telegram into his pocket. lonides did
not see tho telegram, but he saw the action. Loder drow
aut his cigarstte-case with the samo movement, to disarm
suspicion, and procceded to solect a cigarette with a hand
that shook in apite of himself.

Tanides looked at him curiously.

“Well 1 he said.

# Wall,"” said Loder. \

“ What did fhe man want 2" )

“ Oh, only his silly meddling!" said Loder, throwing

“ Tonides, old man, I
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away the match, after lighting the cigaretio very clumsily.
* He suspected Todd of-—of fetching in cigarettes, and—"

" But he said he found nothing of the sort on him "

“* No, he dide’t find any, and—">

“* He said he found sgmething belonging to you

“ Ex-exnctly.”

“* Well, what was 1t?" asked Ionides, in surprise.
ara vou Reeping it a secret for?
about ¥

“There isn't any mystery,” said Loder, as easily as he
could. “ As a matter of fact, the fellow found a—a letter
I had given Todd to post. As it was addressed to my—my
father, he thought it belonged fo me, from the name, you
see, and he took it away from Todd and brought it in.
Of course, he knew very well that it was all right, and he
only wanted to make himself officious and get a tip.”

“Ch, I see! I don’t see that it was necessary to get mea
out of the room for that,” said Ionides.

“Well, I didn't know what he was going to say,” said
Loder, with an appearance of groat frankness. ** Alter what
that focl Trotter said, I didn't know what might happen.”

- Jonides chuckled.

“You mean you thought something or other had heen
found out, and you were in a blue funk, and didn't know
what you were doing,” he suggested.

“YWell, put it that way if vou like,” said Loder.

“ Finished your work *" asked Ionides.

" Not quite. I don’t want to detain you, though.”

Ionides laughed.

* (Oh, you're not detaining me.
fond of your company.”

Loder muttered something.

“Oh, I won't interrupt your work,"” said the Greek. I
can smoke here without talking. You can get on.”

“I don’t know that I shall do any more,” said Loder.
), E‘i as well get out for o breather,"

“ Certainly.™

** Are you coming "' said Loder ungracicusly.

* Oh, yes, I'll come with you!" They left the study to-
ether, Loder very silent, and the Greek smiling in his cat-
ke way. "I find your company awfully interesting to-day,
Loder, mj friend.”

Loder did nob reply.

"By the way, have you decided about Black Prinece, or
have you been putting all your thought into your work ?™
asked Ionides.

*1 haven't decided wyet.”

“ Time's m‘:ur!j}r up.”

“0Oh, hang it]1"” said Loder. * I suppose it deesn't matler
to you when I make up my mind, doea if, so long as
it's in time 7

lonides langhed.

“No. Only you must make it up before you know the
result of the race.”

Loder started.

“What do vou mean®" he exclaimed breathlessly.

“¥ou know what I mean.”

“I don't!" said Loder angrily.
What are you driving at?"

The Greek's teeth gloamed again, as he shrugped his
shoulders.

“Well, the race is run by now,” he said. " The result is
known at Haversham already, whether Black Prince has
won or not.’

“It’'s not known here, and that's all that concerns us.”

It might be known here by a letter to-night, or by »
telegram,” eaid Jonides, with o grin. " And then the bet
would be very safo.”

Lodder turned crimson.

“ Bo you suspect me—"'

Tonides shrugged his shoulders again.

“ Na, ne theatrical words I"' he exclaimed. "1 suppose wo
both know the world. You are poing to back Black Frince,
vet vou put off the backing unaccountably. Very well! If
you receive a letter or a telogram, yvou will open it in my
presance, and let me see it, or the bet will not be made.
There is such a thing as wiring the result of a race, you
know, for a bet then o be made npon o certainty., Have
you never heard of it?"”

Loder terned white,

*I have heard of such things,” he said.
not suspect me-—<"

Ionides's teeth gleamed.

“In matters of this sort, my dear fellow, I suspoct every-
body. I trust no one. If you had made the bet before the
roce was run, you would be above suspicion. Why have you

““What
What's all the mystery

I'll stay with you; I'm

" Explain  yvourself.

“Buat you dare

left it 7 _ _
;" Because & fiver means a lot to me. I can't decide, that's
all.’? i
“Very good. I believe you, only I remain with you all
Tur Macrer Liprany.—No. 132,
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the time, and if you receive a telegram or an express letter
which I do not see, the bet 15 off.™

“ You suspect me—-"

‘Don’t let us go over that apain,” eaid Ionides. " Talk
of something elze. I do not mean to throw my ten pounds
away, if that is what you mean.”

Loder bit his lip—and the two friends—such friends!—
wallked on in silence. The telegram, at which he had not
vet looked—the telegram, still unopened, was still in Loder’s
pocket, and rustled under his band as he walked.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
No. 1 Study Have a Little Scheme.

= AVE vyou seen Bulsirode®"

Alonzo Todd tapped Harry Wharton on thIE arm
as he asked the question. Wharton was golng 1In
from the cricket field, with his bai under his arm,

and a healthy flush in his cheeks. He stopped.

I“ Eg}strudﬁl Yes, He's with Skinoer, in the gym., I
think.

“*Thanks, zo much ™

Todd herried off towards the gymmasiam, and Wharton
looked after him with a puzzied expréssion.

‘* Bome new wheese on, I suppose,” he remarked. " What
a duffer that fellow 15! Somebody 15 pulling his leg again [

* Wharton [*

It was the voice of Mr. Quelch, the master of the Remove.
Ha was looking out of his study door as Wharton came into
the School House. Harry turned towards him checriully
enough. He was not in Mr. Quelch's black books, that he
knew of.

“Yes, sir!"" he said.

“Come in to my study, Wharton.”

“Certainly, air 177

The captain of the Remove stepped into the study, Thers
was o shade upon Mr. Queleh’s face.

1 hear that a boy belonging to the Bemove has been
stopped by Mr. Tozer,” he satd. '"This is not the first tima
it has happened. Do you know which boy it was?"

“Todd, sie,” said Harry,

“(Oh, Todd! He was suspected, I suppose, of being in
possession of tobacco ¥

““ Yes, sir; but it was sll right,”" said Harry cagerly
" He had nothing of the sort about hin, sir.  Tozer looked.”

“Very good. Mr. Tozer appears to be very zealous on
this subject just pow,” Mr. Quelch said. 1 know that such
thinga as cending fags for smokes have happened, Wharton;
andE.”[ must say that 1t is your duty as ceptain of the Remove
to keep your eves open on the subject.”

Wharton was silent. He could have toid Mr. Queleh a
good many things of the little ways of Loder and Carne
and their eronies. Buat he would have been branded az a
sneal if he had done z0. His duty as Form-captain stopped
short of that.

“ But it seema that Mr, Tozer came in to see the llead,
after all,” said Mr. Quelch, “You are aware, of course,
that it is very unpleasant for me to have this sort of thing
happening to bove in my Form.™

“He didn't see the Head, sin,'” explained Wharlon, * He
cpme in to sce Loder.™

“loder! Whyt"

“Todd had something he was feiching for Loder, and Mr.
Tozer brought it in," said Harry. * He pretended to think
—ahem '—I mean he sald he thoughlt perhaps Todd baed
stolen it."”

“ What was it?"”

A telegram, sie”’

A telegram for Loder 7

“Yes, qir,”

“ How did Toedd come to ke bringing it in, instead of the
telepraph-boy " asked the Homove-master, 1n surprize.

“T—T1 think he had fetched it from the post-office, =ir”

“In that ecase the telegram was addressed to the post-
office for Loder?"

"1 don't know, sir"

Mr. Quelch gave him o sharp glance.

“Yery well, Wharton, that will do. I hope vou wiil in
future do your best to avoid Mr. Tozer, and especially to
give him no excuse—ahem, 1 mean reason—Ifor complaining
to the Iead., You may go.”

And Wharton went.

COutside the etudy he frowned. It was too hard that Mr.
Tozer's zeal should cause trouble like this. A desire for
retaliation was growing up in Wharton's breast.  He was
thinking, toe, about the telepram. It was certainly curious
that Loder should have had it addressod fto him at the
post-office, as he had evidently done; and it was clear that
Mr. Quelch was auspicious about it 1n some way.  1lis com-
preszed lips and glinting oves had shown Wharton very
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claarly that he meant to make some [nguiry about that
telegram. '

Harry Wharlon went up to his study. It was getling
darit, and he struck a match as he went in, and lichted the
gas. A snoro came from the armchair; Billy Bunter was
curled up ithere asleep.

“ Haello, Bunter!"™ said Harry, throwing hiz bat into a
COTner.

The crash of the falling bat awoke the fat jurior. He
started up in the chair, hlinking and rubbing his oyes, and
then adjusted his big spectaclos.

"0k, really, Wharton! I've beon asleep! Is the post
in yet?'

il I";ﬂf }rﬂ'.u

“aAh!  I'm sincerely sorry for that! I'm expecting a

postal-order by to-might's post,”” said Bunter, geiting up.
“Could you lend me five shillings for an hour or s0, and
take the postal-order when it comes?”

“"INo foar!”

“Y could make o bob do,” szaid Bunter. *I've woke u
bungry. It may have a scrious effeet on my constitution if
go about hungry. I've got the kind of constitution that
needs keeping up with continual nourishment,”

“You've had your teaz, porpoise.”

“Oh, roally—"

Nugent and Hurree Singh came inte the study, with their

kats.  DBoth of them were looking a little excited,
: H'E«E::'d the news?'" said Nugent.

M No,” answered Harry, while Billy Bunter pricked up
his ¢ara. ** What js it?'"

“* About Loder®™

“Loder! No."

“1 suppose it's all rot,” said Frank. “ But some of the
fellows are saying it—they say they had it from Skinner,
someg of them—and some zay it came from young Trotter.
They're gossing about Loder being arrested for debt or
somelhing.”

Y loder arrosted ™

“That's it ! It seerns pretty cortain that Tozer went in to
aee him," saild MNugent. * But he cectainly isn't arrested,
for I just saw him walking in the Close with lonides, the
other cad. Bnoop says he thinks Loder bribed Tozer to give
him a chance. He says he gave him ten shillings, but he
can't explain how he knows,"

** Ha, ha, ha!" roared Wharton,

“Hallo! What's the joke ¥

“J1a, ha, hat"

“Cut the cackle!™ said WNugent., “ What iz "

** Ha, ha, ha! I know why Tozer went in to seo Loder—
he found n telegram for Loder in Todd's pocket when ha
waz searching him for emokes. He took it to Loder himself.”

Nugent gave a snort of disgust.

“ My hatt Iz that the whaole story?

"I Loelieve so. A good many of the fellows saw him take
the telegram from Todd=—I mwong the number; Dob was
there, too, and Dulstrode.™

“Well, T zaid it was all moonshine, didn't I, Tnky?" said
Wuroent.

“The saidiulness waz terrific,” murmured the INabob of
Bhanipur. “ My honourable chum made ths esieemed
rewlmrk that he was not surprized that Loder had been causht
at Jast.”

Wharton laughed, and Nugent reddenad. Hurree Singh's
words hardly bore out his claim to have scouted the story
ail alons,

“1 say, vou fellows," said Billy Bunter, his round eves
ghstening belind his spectacles,  ** There may be something
m it, you know., We all know what Loder is."'

* There's notlung in i8,"" said Wharton.

“There might be,'" said Bunter. * I'm jolly well going
to look into b A

“* What business is ik of yours, anyway?”’

0, really, Whareton, I suppose we're all ealled upon to
stand up for the—the honour of the school, and—angd ity
reputation, vou know, and—and that sort of thing.”

* You nquisitive young bounder—""

But Billy Bunter was gone. DBilly Bunter could alwavs
worle hasd at one thing—minding other people's business—
if at nothing else. Bunter meant to know the beginning,
mididle, and end of the Loder story without deloy; and e
wag certein to spread all he learned, with many imasinative
additions of Lis own, too.

“Well, if there's anything to be found out, Dunter will
noze ik out,” swid Nugent, with a grin.  ** What was Todd
doing with a telegram belongine to Lodert™

* He'd [otehed 1t from the post-office.”

Nurent whistled.

“Oh, I koow the game—felegram from a bookia," said
Wugent. ** Loder dared nob have it sent to the school. I
konow be's had telegramsz kept for him in the P:ﬁt-{lfﬁm
before. Nice for ham if the Head chanced upon it

“ It was like the estesmed checkfnlness of the esteomed
police-zahib to display  his interlerefulness,” remarked the

Tag MAGNET LIBRARY.—No. 132,

MEXT
WEEK:

“THE POSTAL ORDER CONSPIRACY.”

1: EVERY
TUESDAY,

- ———

The “Maagnet”

LIBMARTY.

Nahob of Bhanipur. 1 for one am growing fediully up
with the cheely rot of the estecmed ass [ .

i Just what T was thinking,” said Frank., ' It's reaily
about time that we put it quite plainly to Tozer to mind lus
own business."

Wharton's ayes sparkled. : .

“T've been thinking aboud that,” be said. " I've gob a

dodge Ty

”Fi-[urrah {2

“ Tho hurrahfulness is terrific " —

“It's up to us to take him down a peg or two,” said
Harry. “ We've had him on our track long enough. TI've
rot a plan for toking him in, and mukiug a fool of hin—
making him look un ass before everybody.'

“ Hurrah "

“If you chaps like Lo take a hand in it—""

“ What-ha ! .

“ Yes, what-ho!” said a voice, as Bob Cherry came i
“What's the whesze—something up agamst the Tozer
hird '

“ That's it."

* Then count me in!"

“ Good " said Harry. _
lotter to-night to Mr. Bates in the village, and
postal-order,”

* What the—"

* Look here” . : 5

Harry Wharton dipped his pen in the ink, and wrote. The
chums of the Remove looked over lus shoulder as hae indited
the letter.

“ Dear Mr. Bates,—I have decided to take the football you
showed me yesterday, and I will call for it to-morrow—
Wodnosday—afternoon. As I shall be in a great hurry, will
you pleaso leave it on the showcsss outside, so that I can
pick it up in passing, and take it away with me. Do not
wrap it up in any way. I encloso a postal-order for twelve
shillings. Pleass send recaipt by return of post —Yours truly,

““ T1. WHARTON."

Wharton blotted tha latter, folded it up, and slipped it inlo
i..mn Em-eln[-u. Then he took a postal-order from his pocket~

ool

* My uncle sent me thia to get a new footer.” he remarked.
:Nut.hing liko being ready for the season in time, you
snow

Ho slipped the postal-erder into tho lotter and sealed tho
envelope. His chums stared at him in blank astonisl ment.

“ That'z all very well,” said Nugent, at last. ** But what
on earth hazs your naw footer to do with taking in P.-c.
Torer?"

** That's the point.” y :

* Blessed if I can 380 tho point,” eaid Bob Cherry. * And
what do you want him to leave the footer on the showcase
outside for?’

“ Thereby hangs a tala.””

“ Blessed il I con seo it

*“ Bama here,”” snid Nugent.

“ Tho samefulness is terrific.”

Wharton put a stomp on the letter and rose.

“T'll shave this into the Istter-box at oneo,’” he said
“ Better g{at it posted. I shall have Bates's receipt to-
maorrow. You don't sce the whaess™

iL N'D "

“ Then I'l explain.™

And Wharton explained as they went down to the letter-
Lox, and, to judge by tho chuckles of s juniorms, they
judged the * wheeza ' to bo a gpood one, and constderad
the fate of P.-c. Tozer as sealod.

“Then we shall lave to wrnile &
encloss a

THE NINTH CHAPTER.

Laying the Snare,

a ULSTRODE!™

Bulstrode did not appear to hear. Ha was sibtting

on a bench in the gym., chatiing with Skinner, and

he did net lock round as the Duffer of Greyfriara

approached. Alonze Todd came up to thom, blinking in
his good-natured, uncertain way.

“* Bulstrode I

Tho Bemove bully looked round lazily at last.

“ Hallo! Is that you, Todd?"' ho said.

“ Yes," said Todd, * You may romembor what you were
gsaying at the gate when I went cut some time ago—""

“ Mind, that's o secrob,” saud Bulstrode, waggiog his fore
fingar warningly. * You overiward us by acoident, and
you're hound not to repeat it.”

* Yes, yes—certainly, Bulstrede. 1 hopo you foel yourself
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%‘ﬁd to place reliance upon my peromal honour,” said

* Well, mind you're eareful, that's all.”

"1 shall ba extremely careful, of course. My Uncle Ben-
jamin has always told mo to be very careful,” said Todd.
" But you were saying——"'

* Never mind what I was saying : keep it dark.”

" Yes; but you said that Mr. Quelch—"'

* Hush " =aid Bulstrode mysteriously.

" Mr. Quelch was in a difbculty of some s=ort,” went on
Todd, lowering his voice, ! in which I could help him."”

“Well, it's quite true,” raid Bulstrode.

“1 elso understood you to hint that the difficuliy was
cne wlich concerned Miss Penelope Primrose, the head-
mistress of Chif House Bchaol, m some way, Bulstrode.”™

Bulstrode locked at Skinner

“ Bhall we tell him, Skinner®' he asked, in & hushed voice.

“ Well, we've agreed that Tedd is the only chap who can
help in the matter,” said Skinner. “ I think we ought to
tell him, and let him do ns he thinks best. The best of it
15, that Miss Primrose admives him very much, because ha
pulled Marjorie Hazeldene out of the river that time, you
know; and bocause she Lknows lnm to be zuech o fine
character.”

“Trear ma!" said Todd.

“1 heard her say =o to Miss Locke.” explained Skinner
mendaciously.  * Her werds were: * What o misiortune it
is that there are not many move boys with the same fine
sharzcter that Alonze Todd has'”

“I'm sure she was very kind,” =aid Alonzo.

“ Mot a bit of it,” said Skinner. ' 8he was only saying
whit everybody thinks. There's not a more popular fellow in
the school than you, Toddy. And why! Decause you're so
ecod-natured—always veady to do anybody & gosd turn—
and becausze you're o tactful ™

Alonzo nedded with o pleased look.

“I am sure I do all I can to make tho fellows like me”
ke said. " My Unecle Benjanin always told me to be as
obliging to everybody sz I could, and always to make myself
uzeful. I have never been called tactful before, T adinit;
but I have always tried to be. That iz why I have come to
ask vou about thiz matter, Bulstrode—hecausza from what
you said. I felt that I could be useful to Mr. Queleh, znd
that is what I am very anxious to be™

“1 suppose I had bebter tell him," said Bulstrode, with
snother very thoughtful lock at his confederase.

“ Certainly,” said Bkinner.

* Bit down, Toddy, old man,” said Bulstrode, making reom
cn the bench between himself and Zkinner. * 5it down!
Mind, if you decide not to help Queleh, all this iz to be the
game as if it has never been said. It's in strict confidence.”

“ That's understood,” said Tedd. -

“Yon

“Well, perhaps I'd better begin,”” zaid Balstrode.
see¢, I know cone part of the story, and Bkinner knows the
other, and we've been comparing notes. What T koow is
about Mr. Quelch.” Bulstrode lowered his voice mysteri-
ously, " Mr. Quelch iz in love.™

Todd started viclently.

1f Bulstrode had told him that Mr. Quelch was o muv-
derer, he could not have been more astonished. He 2ot
blinking at Bulstrode.

“ Mr. Quelch !

i% -YEH_I'

“ In—in lave!"

“ Desperately mm lova ! said Bulstrode solemnly.

“ Dear me!” said Todd., ** How very cdd!™

“Well, yves, I suppose he's a little—well, a little fully
grown, we'll say, but you fall in love at any age,” zaid Bal-
strade. " Look at Bob Cherry, for instange——"'

Todd locked round the pym.

" Cherry 15 not bere,” he said,

“1 didn't say he was!"” growled Bulstrode. **I meant
lock at him—he's smitten, you know—he's moony about Mar-
jorie Hazeldene. and he's not filteen yot.'”

“ Oh, dear! T did not think Cherey was so siliy"

“YWell, he is—and if a kid under fiffeen can act the glr]ﬂii
Sngt fike that, there's nothing to be scrprised at in Quelch

mnf; it

“ 1—I suppose not.

But—but who -

“ Who is he in leve with? Ah, that's it said Bulstrode,
in a cautious whisper. "' 1 knew lie was in love, of course;
I have heard him muttering about it in the class-room, and
if you saw him locking up at the moon, and blowing kisses
in the air—well, my hat!"'

“How wvery odd!" said Alonzo.
enything of the sort”

Neither had Balstrode, as a matier of foct; but he sup-
pressed a chuckle, and went on with deadly solemnity, in the
eame caufious tone.
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“ Only last night, T locked out of my study window, and

there was Quelch, stering at the stars—"
“It was very cloudy last night,” szaid Alenze. “T re-
member that it wes impossible to seo any stars. How very

Ddd]”

“ Btaring at the sky, I mean,"” went on Bulstrode, without
the change of a muscle. ** Staring at the sky, and all of
2 sudden I heard him say: *If I could but meet her alone

and tell her of my love! Oh, my sweet—my sweet Penelope
Just those words.™

“Dear me! Mr. Quelch does not seem fo be that kind of
man at all,’” said Todd, deeply interested. * But you never
know, I remember hearing my Uncle Benjamin say once
that you never know. My Uncle Benjamin——"

“ Exactly, Well, T told thia to Skinner, and then ha
told me what ha knew,” said Pulstrode. ** Tell it to Todd
exactly as you told it to me, Bkinny,"

" Certainly,” said SBkinner. *“ I had been over ta CLff
House to take some flowers to one of the girls—"

" Which one!” asked Todd, whe had rather & mind for
details.

“ Miss Clara!  Well, I had taken the flowers, and was
leaving through the garden, when I suddenly caught sicht of
Miss Primrose. Bhe was sitling on a garden seat, and she
didhin’t know anybody was rcar. She was talking to herself,
but guite aloud—and I heard her sav: *Oh, my beloved
Hﬂl‘;_l;.‘.ﬂ. if ha' but knew the depth of my boundless love® ™

car me ™

:: E:Fllznﬂw,gucelch's front name iz Horace,” said Skinner.
Hy—

“And Miss Primrose’s Christian name is Penelope,”
added Dulstrode. * Of course, as svon as Skinner compared
notes with me, we both knew what was tho matior. Mr
Quelch and Miss Primrose are dying . of love for one
another, but they're too shy to speak, or to make au cppor-
tunity of petting the ‘matter settled. It's a shame

A rolten shame,"™ said Skinner. ¥ Two loving hearts
disunitogd——-u

“For want of a friend to bring them into—into loving
unisan,”” said Bulsirode.

Todd nodded slowly,
“ Tt seems very hard,” he agrecd.

“We've thought it over,” said Bulstrode. * Weo fec] that
wi ought to do something. We all like and respeet Mr,
Queleh, and we like Miss Primrose very much. Something
ought to be done. But I feel—and Skinner focls—that we're
not the chaps to do it A fellow of great tact and good
judgment 1s really wanted.™

“Just 50! assented Alonzo.

“ As a matter of fact, you're the chap,” said Skinner.

‘1 should be very happy to make myself useful,” said
Alonzo. My Uncle Benjamin has always told me to do
0. 1 am especially anxious to oblipe My, Queleh, who has
been verv kind to me. But—"

“You'll manage it," said Bulstrods,
tact.”

“And Todd has heaps of tact,” sald 8kinner solemnly.

“Yeou are very kind, I'm sore,” said Alonzo.  ® You
fellows would really advise me to do what I can in the
matter "’

* Certainly !"" said the humorists of the Remove together.

“Then I will do_my best,” said Todd, rising. I will
think it out, and I will-do my best to—to dizperse this
cloud between two loving hoarts, and bring them together.”

“Good man!” said Bulstrode, tzking out his pocket-
handlkerchief. * Excuse me; I ean’t help it. The thought
af the happiness you cre going to bring about makes mo
c-eery.’

Todd was very much touched,

“T'm sure that shows vou have a very kind heart, Bul-
strode,” he zaid "I beg your pardon for having thought
sometimes that you were o rough and bad-natured boy.”

“Don't mention it, Toddy. But L think T'll go to my
rer-rogom now,' zaid DBulstrode.

And he loft the gy, with Skinner. He did ga straight
to his study, and Skinner went with him. He shut the
door, and then the two svoung rascals faicly threw them-
s¢lves on the carpet and howled with laughter,

“ Do vou think he'll-do it shrieked Shkinner.

Bulstrode gasped.

“*Sure to. He's fairly hookeo.”

““Ha, ha, ha!”

**Ho, ho, ho!"

Tom Urown came into the siudy, and found them shriek-
ing with laughtar. The New Zealand jumior stared a® thewm
171 Surprico,

“What’s the joke " he demanded.

But they did not tell him.

“It only needs
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THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Two to One In Sovereigns!

ODER walked into his study in the Sixth Form passage
h with almost a hunted look in his eyes. ITonides walked
in with him, his teeth gleaming in a smile. The two
gentors had been strolling in the Cloze, and then they
had been in the gym. togsether. Then Loder suggesied a
smolke in the siudy, and they had come in, in company.
All the time Loder had had no opportunity of opening the
telegram. Ionides did nof know that he had it; buf an
suspicious movernent would have put the keen-witted Gree
upon the track. Inside that buff envelope was information
which was worth ten pounds to Loder if he could only get
at it without the Greek’s knowledge; but as yet he had
not dared to make the venture The telepram scemed to
bure in his pocket.

Loder lighted the gaz and pulled down the blind. Then
ha groped 1n the drawer of tho table for a box of cigarettes,
and letd them before Ionides, as the Greek threw himself
into an easy-chair. T—

Ionides was smiling in his feline way. The aituation
amused him. That his honourable friend would cheat him
if he could the Greek had no doubt. Not that he believed
Loder had planned it. But he thought it possible; and
Tonides, the Greek, was the last person in the world to be
easily hoodwinked or over-reached.

But, if he ever met his match, it was likely to be In
Gerald Loder. Loder locked round the study for o box of
matches, and felt in hia pockets. He felt the telegram
thore, not the matchbox,

“ Nover mind, I have some of my own,” said Ionides.

“It's all right,” said Loder. *There are some safety-
matches in the cupboard.” .

ITa went to the cupboard., and opened the deoor. Hisz
hand, as it came out of his pocke', had the telegram
crumpled up in it, oud of sight.

The Greek senior had hia back partly turned towards
Loder, and he was engaged in lighting a cigarette with one
of his own matches. In any case, however, he could hardly
have suspected what Loder was deoing.

The prefect moved two or three things to and fro in the
cupboard, as if searching for matehes. In doing so he
cponed the telegram, tearing the envelopo open, and the
wihite slip inside came oul. o .

There wore only two words written upon if, in the familiar
dead-black lettering.

“ Black Prince !

Loder's eyes danced.

He needed only one glanu& at the telegram, and then tha
paper was erushed in his hand again, together with the torn
ecnvelons, . )

Then be moved about two or three more articlas in the
cupboard, and uttered an exclamation in an annoyed tone.

“ Tho matches aren’t hers!’ he exclaimed. Tl Lek
I,Em,t voung scoundrel Snoop. I told him to gek me a fresh
DLH :

He thrust his hands into hia jacket pockets, as if to make
a final search for the matches. In doing so he laft the
crumpled telegram and its envelope in one pocket, and his
hands came out amlptjr. ; 2

“Can't find the blessed things?' he exclaimed.

“ Use mine,” said lonides carelessly.

“0Oh, all right!” . ] )

Loder sank down into the armchair epposita Tontdes,
sclectod a cigareite, and lighted it. Ha smoked calmly and
chearfully.

He had scen the inside of the telegram now. It was a
telegram sent him from the racecourse immediately after a
certain race had boen run, and contained the name of the
winner. There are gentlemen in connection with the Turf
who run guite a thriving business in this way—by getting
rapid information of the resuit of 2 race, and then backing
the horse that hasz already won among their acquaintances,
who naturally have no suspicion of the game. is lowest
of low-down tricks wni what Loder had thought of, being
particnlarly hard ap just then, and in great need of money,
and egged on, too, I?:i:-’ the *awank " of the rich senior, who
flazhed hizs maoney about in the most ostentabtious way.

The five-pound note Loder now posiessad was not his
own, 29 a matter of fact, but represented most of the funds
of ona of the Sixth Form clubs of which he was treasurer,
gnd be would never have dared to use it to het with excent
upon a certainty—not one of the dead "certs”™ of the
tipsters, but a real certainty, as in the presont case. Black
Prince having already won the race, there could be ne risk
in backing hin. .

Loder folt wonderfully at his ease.

The Greok had been ﬂeen and suspicious, but Loder had
pulled the waoel over his eyes completely. He puffed at ‘his
gigaretie with much satisfaction. ]

“Well 2 said the Greelk, his tecth gleamin
cigaretic. “ Have you mada up your mind yeti"

* About what?"

¢ Ahout the race, of course.”

aver his
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“(Oh, as far o that goes, I was going to back Black
Prince all the time,” aaid der caralussf[{. “But I'm
hanged if I like your suspicions, that's flat. I don't fsel
mgﬁn inclined to bet at all with you after what you've
said.”

Tonides shrugged his shoulders. .

“Take your choice about the matier,”™ he replied. *I
should like to have the bet on, for [ am certain of Rory 1L
But as you like.” :

“ Well, I'm pretty certain of Black Prinea”

“ Put your money on him, then,” said Ionides. "I have
a ten-pound note ready. Bah!  You are afraid to back
your opiniomn”

“ Afraid " exclaimed Loder, simulating anger very well.

“ Vas, that's what I said. If vow're not afraid to back

our opinion, put your money on the horse you faney, end
ot Carnc hold the stakes’™ : :

“I'll show you whether I'm afraid,” exclaimed Loder
u::ngril;.r, throwing the five-pound note upon the tabue.
“There's my monpey "

The Greek laughed. : ,

“Ho you hﬁu pcided :;1: last. hg‘ngre"i ména."

Hea placed the ten-pound note beside the fiva.

i Ufma can hold Ft:ﬁn atakes,”” said Loder, ‘' and hand
them over to the winner. Let's go o his siudy.”

“Yary good."”

The two seniors procesded to Carne’s study. They found
the senior-talking to Walker, and there was a haze of amoka
in the room. : . i

“Oh, it's you ["h said E‘;a,rne. relioved. “Come in and
have a fag. Anything on?’

“ Yes,' Es,ajd I?}nid&i “Loder and I are making a bet
on the Havorsham Stakes, and we want you to hold tha
money."” )

“The race iz run long ago.' said Carne.

" But the result is not yet known."

““ No, that's true.”’ i . .

“Jonides ia offering me two to one, in quids, against
Black Princs,’’ said Loder. " I'm taking him on. I've had
it straight from the stable that Black Prince will win, and
I'm ready to back it with my money." B ]

5 ‘&‘ﬂn!l, I’'ll hold the stakes,' said Carne. Hand it
Over.

And he locked up tha banknotes in & drawer. =

“They're Loder's if Black Prince wins, and mine if he
loses,” said Tonides, showing his testh. *I have booked the
bet. I think they will be mine."

T.odar laughed confidently. He had reason to be con-
fident, with the name of the winner of the race ipseribed
upon the crumpled telegram in his pocket.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Alonzo Nearly Dees It.

LONZO TODD wore a very thoughtful look zs he went
up to bed with the Remove that night.

Bulstrode and Skinner grinned quiotly as they
locked at him. They could see that the Duffer of
Grayfriars was turning over the problem in his mind. He
was evidently in earnest; and when Alonzo Todd was in
earnest, in his ‘desire to maks himself useful, he ganﬂrnlli
went ahead ragardless of obstacles. And if he went ahea
in the delicate matter of bringing Mr. Quelch and Miss
Penelope FPrimroze together, the two Fnung rascals could
foresee whola oceans of fun. Probably trouble, too, for
the well-meaning Todd, in the long-run; but of that Bul-
strode and Ekilnngr th-:n_ﬁg;hl: nothing. ;II'hey wors oot in the
habit of considering others very much.

“ Peanny for p::uE thoughts, Toddy!” said Bob Chorry
ganmmus%v, giving the Duffer of Greyfriars a slap on the
back in the dormitory.

‘I"m]dl agped. I

“Reallv, you know—

et 2till bothering about the telegram?” asked Bob Cherry.
* Loder scems to have taken it all right.”

i No, T was not thinking about tbat, Cherry. T have a
much waightier gatter on my mind—a matter that concarns
the lifslong happiness of two people I respect very highly,
said Alonzo solemnly.

“By Jove!" said Bob Cherry. :
L H;Lnn& the shade of reflection on my brow, which you
have doubtless observed,” said Alonzo.

“Jwallowed a dictionary. I always sald he bad,
mured Tom Brown ; :

“ (o to bed and sleep on if, then,'” said Bob Cherry con-
solingly. ** When you wake up, I hope you will be guite
gana again.''

“ Really, Cherrv——"" . —

“T say, you fcllows,” said Billy Bunter, blinking round
the dormitory through his big spectaclea as be unlaced his
boots. * It's guite true about Loder.”

F¥
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" Loder’s in a jolly lot of trouble,” said Bunter. *“I know
for a fact that Tozer came here to arrest %im, ond it was
only bunkum sbhout the telegram, to get lo his room.”

" How do you hnow #"

HI'va dedueced it" said Bantep.
I ought to have been a detoctive,
clear ouf and give him a chance.”

“"Rate 1™

* Oh, really, Wharton! I'm certain of it. Snoop saw him

spit on & shilling, and see if it was good when he left
Lodor’s study.™ : E

: Well, that was a tip.”

., It was part of the bribe, of course. I shoulda't wonder
if Loder had been committing o robbery. I know I saw a
fiva-pound note in his purse, when he opened it in the tuck-
shop_this morning."

" Well, can’t n Bixth-Former have a fiver without stealing
it, you young ass?" asked Nugent, laughing.

Bunter shook his head.

“ Not Loder. We know he's not rich, and he gambles
mfaé all the money he has™

‘amblers win sometimes” said Bulstrode, * DBesides,
Loder is treasurcr of the Sixth Form hockey club, and the
beagles, and it may be the club funds he carries about with
him, to keep up appearances. I know fellows who do that.”

“ Well, you mark my words,” said Bunter, who, like
other -people, used that formula when he had no solid
srguments to advance—'"you mark my words, that's all.
Loder will be sacked from Greyfriars before any of us are
very much older !

“ Rats !

‘:" ‘:.'[['ha r]nitfuiiness ig torrifie 1™

‘1 ren ope Mr. Tozer conveyed the telegram safel
Lo Iﬂdcr,';su:d Todd uneasily. "It did not Egm:ur to mrvl;
thEl: he might have failed to do so.”

Ch, er's got it all right I"" said Wharton.

1 should liko to be sure of that,” seid Todd,
Hlini‘ﬁel hadkbettert'nﬁk Loder, to make sure."

* Better keop clear of Loder, you young ass!™
Bob . Cherry. £ RN TRNE T R

“ But reslly——-"

“Bhut up! IHere's Wingate.”

: 'I;:hﬂ captain of Greyfriars came in, with his usual pleasant
ook.

) ‘:’;%t in bed yet!"” he suid good-humouredly. ¢ Fumbla
in !

“Right you are, Wingato !”

The juniors tumbled in.

Wingate extinguished the light, and retired. There was
POMO wh:,iﬂ‘permg and chuckling among the Removites. Tho
Famous Four were very much pleased over their intended
jape upon the great P..c. Tozer. Bulstrodo and Skinner
were chuckling over their jape on the Duffer of Greyfriars.

A voice was heard in the darkness & fow minutés after
Wlnlgam; had ‘retired. Alonzo Todd eat up in bed.

“1 think I had better go down and sce Loder,” he re-
marked,

“Oh, go to sleep !

” %htint ukp i”h

“I thin ad better go,” said Alonze Rrmly, slippin
out 'of bed. * My Uncle %»en;iamin always :‘m[:-r‘zmed p].lljpﬂﬁ
me never to leave a duty undone.”

“¥ou ess!” zaid Tom Brown.
Loder's atudl'f ng we came up, and Carne. They'll be
smoking, and they'll skin you if you go in.”

. " ¥es, T trust 1 shall avoid any ill-usage, but I must go
in any case,” said Todd, slipping his trousers on. *I think
it 18 my duty.” -

(1] R& !l}

“ Leave
Wharton.

“I can do these things.
Loder bribed Tozer to

“T really

“I saw Jonides go into

it till the morning, anyway,” said Harry

e e
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v Impossible ' said Todd. My Urnclo Benjamin—="

““ (Jh, blow your Uncle Benjamin '

“ Always told me never to put off till {o-rnorrow what
ougrnt to be done to-day,” Todd went on firmly.

“Good old Benny ! said Bob Cherry.

" Really, Cherpy——"

Y Oh, get to bed ! said Ogilvy.
with Unele Ben !

“I aim guin% to se¢ Loder."”

“ You'll get licked, look you,” =aid Morgan.

*1 ELI_F[mm I must risk that.”

And Todd put on & muffier and a jacket, and quitted
the dormitory. Ide went guictly dowustairs, desirous of
avouling any possible meeting with a master, who would
want to know what he was doing out ef his dormitory at
that time. IHe reached the S8ixth Form passage, and tapped
af tha door of Loder's study, and opened it.

Loder, Carne, and Ionides sat there, smoking eigaratios—
their wsual habit at an hour when they felt safe from in-
tercuption by the masters—and chatting on such congenial
subjects as the latest races and a fellow’s chances at banker.
All three ol them hastily lowered the smokes as the door
was oponed, and throw them into the grate. The haze in
the study would have betrayed them, however, if it had been
a maaster,

It was not n master, to their grest relief; but as they
saw Todd, their relief changed to anger. er sprang to
hia foet. :

“What the dicken: ere you doing here? he exclained.
“It's past vour bedtime.”

“Yes, I've come down from the dormitory,” said Todd,
blinking 1 the light.

“You cub—"

“I felt that T ought to come,” said Todd.
am uwneasy—""

“Fet up to bed ! said Loder angrily.
?ﬁ{heriﬂg me! Get oul!

“But I've come to ask you—->"

““What? DBe quick!” said Loder, thinking that perliaps
Todd might have had some business in coming to the study
aiter all, * What is it ?"

“ Mr. Tozer stoppced me coming back from Friardale,”
said Todd, in explanation. “He suspected that I had
cigarettes—"

der changed colour.

In & flash it dawned wpon him that Todd was about to
blurt out the whole story of the telegram in the presence
of Jonides and Carne—Jonides who had made the fore-
doomed bet, Carne who was holding the stakes.

“Tt's all right,” Loder interrupted hastily, with dry lips.
“1 had it all from Tozer. You can go back to bed,”

“ But did he give you the—"

“Get out, I say!”

" Bunter thinks he may not have given you the—"

Loder rushed at the Duffer of Gmeyiriars, seized him by
the collar, and shook him so savagely that the weords wero
chaked in his mouth.

““There, you rat! Tdke that—and that!”’

Todd spluttered and choked.

“Oh! Ow! Yoop!"” he gasped.
know if—if you had received—"

“Out you ge!"

Loder flung the junior out inte the passage. Todd
staggered across it, and crashed against the opposite wall,
and elid to the floor, where he sat dazed.

“Zet up !" velled Loder. * 1}r Jove !
off, I'll tickle you with a cane!
Carne |

“Certainly ! grinned Carne,

But Alonzoe Todd did not weait for the cane. He leaped
up and dashed away at top speed, and aimply flew upstairs.

“We're polting fed up

"You see, 1

VU Bon't come
If yvou aren't gone in two sceonds,

“I—I only wanted o

If you don’t buze
Hand me out that cane,

o g S P,
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The study door opemed, and the burly form of the village policeman presented lisell.

e

e burst into the Roemove dormitory, and =lammed {he
door behind hita with a slam that made the juriors jump in
their beds.

“My hat!" ejaoulated Harry Wharton,

“It's me—I mean it's I-—Todd 1"

“{h! dnd vou cateh it #

“"Loder 13 2 beast! He ¢id not even allow me fo sgay
wltat T had come o say,"” gasped Teodd. * He s a rough
anid very brutal rotter "

" What did we tell vou?" grinned Bob Cherry. ** Why
ceulda't you let well alone?™

Todd crept into bed, still gasping.

T shall certainly not mention the matterof the telegram
to Loder apain,” he said. * I eonsider him a low and rourh
beast. I sholl take no further notico of him.' My Uncle
Benjamin warned me to be careful to avoid bad charactersz.™

“Ha, ha, ha!t”

And that yell of laughter was all the consolation Alonzo
Todd received from the Romovites,

THE TWELETH CHAPTER.

Loder's Luck!
LGDER was not, as n rule, down early in the moraing.

“Who's that 7"

The Sixth Form fellows at Greyiriars went fo bed of
what time they chose, and Loder was gencrally up
late : with the result thpt he came down in the morn-
irg at the last possible minute, with heavy cyes, and in a
bhad temper, ut on thia particular Wednesday he wos
down carly. e was down with the earliest housemaid, who
efared to see him, having never seen him so early before to
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¥ Master Loder?™

sald P.-c. Tozer. “I'm Loder, said the prefect, his voice almost dying as he spoke. (See Puge 9.)

her recolleetion. Loder looked out into the fresh mornin
air of the (lose, and called to the housemaid who ha
censed work with her broom in her surprise.

“YWhat time is the merning paper left hore, Nelly '

AL eight o'clock, Master Loder.”

Loder grunted.

“ Not earhier ¥

“ Mo, Master Loder.™

Y Vour're down over an howur carly, then ' said lonides,
coming downstairs, " Goetting a little anxious about Black
Pringe—eh 17 :

Loder pave him a warning glance, with & look at the
housemaid. e i

“Came for a stroll dawn the road, Ionides,” he eaid.

“ Certainly,” assented the Greok.

Anrd the two seniors went out into the Close.

Ionides was smiling calmly. He believed that Loder was
euffering from a leen anxiety, and it emused his catlike
nature, As a motter of fact, Loder had not the slightest
anxicty on the subject of the result of the race; he knew
that a'fread:.r. But he was snxious o feel Ionides's crisp
tenner in his fingers.

That was his only cause for anxiety, But he felt that it
E“E Eniy prudent to keep up a shuw of doubt before the

CEEH .

“ It's rotten that we can't get the papers earlier here!”
he cxelaimed.

“ Bah ! said Yonides. '"'What motters? The recult in
the same whether you learn it early or late.”

“Then you don't feel anxious about your tenner?”
““ Not at all. If it 15 lost, it is lost.”
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" Well, I can’t afford to throw money about,” said Lodar.

“¥pu should not bet then™

“ That's my business.”

They left Greyiriars, and waliced down the road to Friar-
dale. There they would either meet the newsagent’s lad on
the road, or arrive at his thop, where they could purchase
a paper for themselvea.

Ionides, in spite of his boastful talk, was very Leen fo
know the result of the roce. He had plenty of money, but
ha was not generous.  As a matter of fact, he was very
anxicus to deprive Loder of his fiver,

They walked fast, talking but little on the way. They
reached the newsagent’s shop, but Mr. Byles had no com-
fort for them; he had not retcived the London papers yet.

r gave a growl,

“ Rotton !

“Borry, sin,’" said Mr. Byles.
number of the local ‘ Gazette '—*

“You can E'&EP it."

“Yesterday’s ‘ Daily Mail'™—"

“ What's :ia goad of that to-day?”

‘;jfhﬂ You wa?t lo ﬁaa aami 1:I:H:mil::nl news, I supposa?”
BRi o newdagent, with a twinkle in his eye, guassing ver
wall what th:gaﬂc;nl News was. et & ¥

*Yes,” growhd Loder.

* Wa got thesn at half-past seven, sir.
sehool immeoediately—-—"

“ I1t's all right—we'll call in again.”

*“Yes sir.
Lodar and Ionides laft tha shop. In the street they met
-morning with them. The

P.-c. Tozer, who exchanged a i
worthy constable seemed inclined to talk, and Leder hurried

“I bove yesterday's

I'll send up to Eﬁa

his companion on.  Ile was afraid that some.incauticus word
might be drﬂpged respecting  the telegram. "He had been
living on tenter

ooks lately lest that un uclﬁv felagram should
come to the ears of Tonides. Ho had not dared to leave the
school to fetch it from the post-offics himself the previous
day, because he had known that the Gresk's suspicions eyes
ware upon him—and his sending s fag for it had not been
wholly & suceess. But it was said of old that the way

of the transgressor is hard; and Gerald Loder was finding it
BO.

The two seniors strolled about in the fresh morning, with-
eut much enjoying its freshness and beauty. They were
thinking of othor thing&. By the time they returned to the
nawsagent's shop Mr. Byles had the morning paper ready for

aln.

- Loder took it engkn.':rlg. threw down & coin, and left the

shop. - There was & keen eagerness in Ionides’s mannor now.
* Lot's look 1™ ho axcla
* Here you are "
Loder turned to the racin

imed.

) news pago.
Ho opaned the paper, and two pairs of eyes scanned the
oolumns. i
Here it is," said Loder, indicating with his finger.

“ Haversham Stekag—-"

Tonides uttered an exclamation as ha read tho names of tha

O D it Avgelus: and &
“ Bla rince, Angelus, a tory IL"
“ Phew !"" said Locf::‘. . ki

Tonides face was dark with anger.

" My horse has come in third,”” he said,
certain of him. I had it s a sure tip."

Ludain hughﬁd. '

) ow thoss sure tips and dead certs,” he replied.
“ Well, Black Prince has pulled it off, and I've won IJIIE bat,
Ionides.”

The Greek nodded sullanly.

" You have won," he said. * How rotten! If any other

horse had won, not even Rory II., it iz very curious th
Black Prince should win.” ¥ eurious that

" Why?" said Loder. ““ He was a good horse, and many
peopls wers backing him.™ :

v Truel But—you laid your five pounds against the whols
field and won,” said the Greel;, with a gleain of lus white
teeth. * It is very curious.”
_ "I don't sea anything curious about it,” said Loder, fold-
ing up the paper. ** Anyway, Black Prince has won, and
the tenner’'s mine. Let's got back."

They walked beck towards the school.
gleaming under his black brows

Eﬂfim: hummed a tune.

t-13 very curious!” broke out Ionides again, at last

Eo&ag Eqrnad on ]';imhirrét.nbljr-d &
) at 13 curious?’ he demanded. * What are yvou repea
ing that for like a giddy chorus? I don't see an}'bh';rlg cu?imf::.
about it at all. I backed the horse, and it won. You backed
the field against me, and Black Prince beat the fisld. That's
all there is about it ™

““ Is that all?"

“ Of ourse.”
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“Tt was after {he raoo was run, and won, that you bocled
Black Prince,” said Tonides. ** You would not lay the bet
in the afterncon, though I asked you.” :

“I've had all that before, and you know my reasons,’ said

or, [ suppose you're suspecting again that I jmd
orivate information. But you were watching me all the time.
1S-Iu:lu gught to bo satisfied upon thet point.™

“ Ves," said the Greek slowly, ‘I suppose I ought to be
satizfied upon that point."

" Then let’s hoar no more sbout it."

Ten minutes later Loder was knocking at Carne's door.
The sentor was not yot up, but he called out to his visitor to
come in. He sat up in bed, and Leder showed him the
paper.

*You've won"' asked Carne.

*“ Look for yourself—Black Prince is &t the top."

M Good 17

“ Hand over the stakes, spony,” said Loder, in great good-
humour,

* Yes, hand them over,” said Tonides; * I suppose it is
all rieht.”

Yet a lingering suspicion in the manner of the Greek
seermed bo him tﬁat he was nobt really quite satsificd that it
was all right.

“ This i= a hit of luck for me,” said Loder. * I don't often
pull off &' thing like this. I shall stand something decent
out of it. You'll come, Carne—and vou, ITonides.™

“ What-ho ! said Carne; and the Greek nodded.

Carne unlocked his drawer, and took out the two bank.
notes, which he handed to Loder. The prefect deposited
them earefully in his pocket-boolk.

*“ Thanka!" he said.

And ho left the study with a cheory faca.
with a lowerin

Tonides followed
brow. Carne was left looking puzzled.

*“ Bleszsed if I know how Loder pulled that otl;!" he mut-
tered. “ T supposo it's all right. Anyway, it's nonec of my
busingss,”

And Carne dismizsed the mafter with a shrug of tha
shoulders. But Horacles Ionides did not dismiss it quite so
easily. In spite of his boastful manners, ten pounds was a
considerable sum to him, and ho felt the loss. And in his
suspicious mind thore was o lingering doubt that there had
besn foul play,

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER,
Alonzo’s Little Plot

URING morning school that day thera was a cloud of
thoughtfulness upon the brow of Alonzo Todd. Bul
strode and Bkinner noticed i, and exchanged winks

~occasionally. The Duffer of Greyfriarz was evidently
thinking of the problem he had set himself—of uniting the
two supposed loving hearts which were still asunder. The
rascals noticed that Alonze watched Mr. Quelch, at timos,
very earnostly. Doubtless he was seeking to find some sign
in the Form-master's manner of absent-mindedness, or of
thoughts wandering to ac absent loved one. They chuckled
at’ the idea.

Mr. Quelch certainly would never have given an observer
tha impression that he wos in love. He was calm, keen,
businesslike, and his mind never wandered for a moment.
But that only showed Alopzo how carefully he hid his
fealings.

Suddenly, in the midst of an exoursion into the heart of
.ﬁ._EriEa—Su: the map—Alonzo uttered a sharp exclamation.

1] Qﬂ 1|‘|‘

Bvery eye in the class turned upon him at once. Mr
Quelch lowered his peinter, and stared at Todd.

The Duffer's face weont crimson.

He had uttered that ejaculation quite involuntarily ay a
thought had darfed into his mind, and he now sat hflu:ahing
1o confusion.

“Todd!" exclaimed the Remove-master,

“ Ye-p-es, sir!” faltered Alonzo.

“ What do you mean?"”

“ Mean, sic?"

“ Yes; what do you mean by exclaiming liko that?”

* Exclaiming, sir!”

It was an old habit of Todd's to repeat what was said to
him, when he was startled or frichtened. Some found it an
wrritating halat,

Mr. Quelch took a tighter grip on his pointor.

A Yes, Todd, Explain yourself."

* Hxplain myaclf, sir!” stammered Alonzo,

** Yes, at oneo!"

= At—at once, sir—"'

“ Todd!" thundered Mr, Quelch,

“Yo-o-geps !

* la that meant for deliborata impertinence 1**

“ Dd-d-deliberate impertinenco, sir,'

A Bplendid Tale of Ha Wharto .
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“ Boy! Take filty lines!"

" Yeo-e-a5 pirl"”

Mr. Quelch turned from him with a heated brow. He was
very near piving Alonze some of the pointer, but he re-
frained. Todd blushed all ovor, but he was glad to espape
with the fifty lines. It wag rather hard, cortainly, to receive
Bfty lines from the man he was going to help, just heeause
he had thought of an excellent plan for helping him. But
it was one of the things a really well-meaning fellow had to
put up with,

Bulstrode grinned at Skinmner, and whispered:

“ He's got i, Skinny 1"

" Wllat’-zim " murmured Skinner.
* [le's going ahesd.”

“My hat!"" murmured Skinner.
works 1™

When the class was dismissed the two young raseals joined
Alonze Todd going out.  The Duffer of Greyfriars was
locking very thnugEt-I'ul-

*Well,” said Bulstrode, * have you thought of a plan®’

Alonzo nodded.

“ Yeas," he sald, ** I should like to ask vour advice."

“ Come here, where we can talk guictly,” said Tulstrode;
aril he drew the Duffer of Greyfriars into an empty class-
room and closed the door. ' Now, then, go ahead.”

*I've thought of & good scheme, I think,” said Todd,
blinking at him. ‘It seems that My Quelch 15 in love with
Miss Primrose, and Miss Primrose is in love with Mr. Queleh,
and they are too shy and neevous to tell one another.™

“ Exactly,"” zaid Bulstrode.

“1 remember reading zsomething of the sort in Shoke-
speare,” said Todd. * It's in * Much Ado About Hamlet,
I think—or i it ' Measure for Macheth,! or ° Julius and
Cleopatra,” I forget. Ti is vory romantic, i=zn't it?

“ Awfolly romantic,” agreed Bulstrode.

" BSomething ought to be done to bring those loving hearts
together,' said Skinner, in o tone of deep feeling.

“ Quite IIF]‘]t, and Teodd's peing to do it

“Just go,'" said Todd, * I'm o sorry for both of them—
I really feel as of I oupght to do something obliging, you
know, and make myself useful. Under the elircumstances,
don’t you think a little plot wonld be justifiable, to clear up
doubts, and—and bring the two loving hearts together?" '

** Lertamly I

“Tha very thing "

* Well, then,"” smd Todd, with a beaming smile, " I hava
thought of a httle plot. In the first place, Mr. Quelch and
Miss Primreose must be brought together,™

* ¥Yes, rather '

" And cach must boe made awave of the other's passion 1"

“ Euactly 1"

" Now, suppose Mr Quelch received a telegram—a tele-
gram, you know, because a lettor would reveal by the hand-
writing who had written it——"'

““"There will be fro-

" Reveal I said Skinner. ' That’s a pood werd, and quite
in kﬂﬂﬂlﬁa Good !’ :
Bulstrade stamped on his foot, and Todd went on:

Y Buppose Mr. Quelch received a telegram, to the efTect
that someone who loved him was waiting for him in a certuin
epot.  Then, suppose Miss Primrose received a telegram, that
sommeone who loved her was waiting for her in the sawe spot.
They would both go—recognise one another—and tho trick
would be done. Afterwards, they would wonder who had
gent the telegrams, and 1 could reveal myself or not, as I
chose. I should be quite satisfied with baving united two
loving hearts, without obtaining any glory.”

Bulstrode nearly choked.

“rgad ' he said. Y The telegram would fetch Miss Prim-
rose, I think—but I don't know about Quelehy. He would
think it & jape.”

Todd rubbed hiz nose thoughtfully,

‘* But as he is in love—"" ho argued o

Bulstrode ghook his head.

" Ha's a wary old bird," he replicd,

Todd reflected. He was evidently pleazed with his plan,
but he was willing to modify it ‘odd was always very
modest about eticking to his own opinion, and it was easy
to putde him.

1 think I ecould make a suggestion,” said Skinner diffi-
dently. *¥You know Quelch always eits in the summer-
house in the doctor’s garden on & fine half-holiday, and gocs
over his manuscripts—that rotten book he's writing., I
Miss Primrose could be got there—""

“ First chop " said Bulstrode * That's right! Lot the
telegram to Quelch simply say that one who loves him will
see him to-day, and the one to Miss Primrose ¢an tell hor
that her adorer waits for her in the doclor’s summer-house.
Sha'll come like n shot 17!

Todd nodded.

“ Very Eﬁﬂd " he said. I will send the telegrams.”

Bulstrode laid a hand on his arm.

“1f therc's any gratitude going, you're welcome to all
of 1it,” he said. ** Mind, we don't want to bo mixed up in
the matter at all.™
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* That's understood.”

“Our names are not to be mentioned uwonder any cirguam-
gtances whatever. ¥You promise that, honour bright ¥

“ Honour bright ! said Tadd,

And Bulstrode waa satisfied. Duffer Alonzo Todd might
be, but there wasn't a fellow at Groyfriars with a stricter
sonse of honour.

" E]:::Liil go and send the wires before dinner,’ said Todd.

af PEE

And the Duffer of Greyifriars departed. Bulstrode and
Skinner remained in the empty class-room, and stared at
one angther.

““My only hat!” murmured Bulstrode. " Did you ever

“No, I never ! pasped Skinner.

““Tsu't he simply gorgeous! T wonder what Quelch will
think when he gerﬂ that wire?" )

““I1a, ha, ha ™

“ And Mi=a Primrose—""

““ Ha, ha, ha!” —

* Bhe'll come like a shot,” said Bulstrode, grinning. “ You
know there's something between her end the mathematics-
master here. Old Phipps is always so attentive to her in
church on a Sunday, and the fellows have often seen them
taking walks by tho eliffs. Of course, it's all very sclemn
and serious, but we all know what it mesns. Phipps is
wondering whether it's worth while. You know what a
deep bounder he is, the way he ecatches ua up in_maothee

maties. Mizs Primrose will think the wire is Irom Phipps,
and she'll come, and we must be on hand io sec ths
meeting."”

Y Gorgeous " murmured Skinner,

And the plotters departed, chuckling., Alonzo Todd was
already on his way to the post-office.

There Mr. Coots, the post-master, reepived him with a far
from friendly brow, not kaving forgotten the adventure of
the previous day, Mr. Coots looked surprised when Todd
handed in the telegrams, but he conld not decline to send
therm : but he made o mental note of the circumstances, and
of Tadd, which was destined to be of disadvantage to Todd
fater on.

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
A Little Joke on Mr. Tozer.

ARRY WHARTON took a letter from the rach, and
waved it in the view of his chuma, as they came oul
of the dining-room. It was s letter with the local
postmark on it, and addressed in the handwriting of

Mr. Bates, the local sports cutfitter.

“ That the receipt?” asked Bob Cherry.

Whartuf{.l opened the letter.

“ Look " he said, -

It was a receipt from the outfitter, for twelve B]_'ﬂ]]u'?
for a new football. Wharton grinned, and folded it, and
put it in his pocket. i

H Now we're off 1" he szid, ,

HMu.rlt Linley and Tom Brown met them as they left the

QU SE,

“ Coming down to the cricket?” asked Mark.

" Not just vet," said Harry. " We're going to see Toze:
the Great. If you want to see some fun, you ¢an be looking
out of the gates in an hour or two's time.”

Mark laughed.

“All vight! Come on, Tom !"

And the Lancashiro lad and the New Zealander went
down to the neots, where most of the Remove wers gather-
ing. The Famous Four left Greyfriars, and strolled down

to the village. They reached the guaint old High Btreet,
and lounged outsida Unela Clegg’s tuckshop, discussing
ginger-beer, till Bob Cherry gave warning.

“"There he is " o

The juniors locked gquiekly in the direction of Bob
Cherrys nod, 'The portly form of Police-constable Tozer
had heaved in might.

The juniors exchanged a grin, .

“There he is " eaid Harry, *“Good! Now to business!
Mind, don’t let him sec that we've geen him. He musin't
smell a rat.”

“ What-ho '’

The juniors paid for their ginger-beer, and strolled on
down the strect. Mr. Tozer's eyes gleamed as he saw them.
Mr. Tozer's business was to protect the law, but it is pro-
bable that he would have given a great deal to see Harry
Wharton & Co. break it at that moment. He wondered
whether he weuld ever have a chance with those clusive
UnieTs.

; He waiched them gloomily. He started as he saw them
stop outside Tucker’s. Tucker’s was the local t-:rhnm:um?g’u,

A Bplandid Tale o Wharton &
al E;rs'nnfm.inbﬂ. o
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Mr. Tucker sold sweels as well, but as he dealt in tohacco,
t!f"l_ﬁ' shop was placed out of bounds by the Hesd of Grey-
TIATS.

"Ht:l,"hﬂl" murmured FP.-e. Tozer.
on you.

And the portly constable drew as much out of sight as
he eould, in the shade of a hig trec that grew at tho cornec
of the street, in Lhe high hope of secing the juniors entec
the tobacconist’s.

E‘;arta.mly their movements were very suspicious.

They stayed cutside the shop, looking in at the windaw,
and Iooking up and down the street, apparently not secing
the half-hidden form of the constable,

P.-¢. Tozer chuckled softly to himself,

That the juniors wers going for cigarettes, and that he
would soon catch them in the act, with the contraband goods
upon them, he was sure. _

Then what a triumph for Horatio Tozar!

If he marched the culprits red-handed into lhe presence
ol the Head, aven Dr. Locke would have to admit that he
had not been over-zealous, and that his strict attention to
duty was extremely meritorious and worthy of a conzider-
able tip.

And Mr. Tozer waited and watched.

The four juniors hung about outside the tobacconist's,
talking together in low tones. Mr. Tozer would not have
[olt so satisfied if he had known what they were saying,

“The bleased porpoise is watching us [ike anvthing,"” Bob
Chorry remarked. -

“I beliove ha thinks we can't ace him," chuckled Nugent.
;Hﬂndﬂm't scem to know that he's twice as wide as the

0.

“Ha, ha, ho ™

“The ha-ha-ha-fulnass is terrific!"

Harry Wharton grinned.

“ 1 think matters are about ripe now,'" he remarked.
“ We'vea wound him up properly. You chaps remain here
while I go and do the burgling act.”

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“If Tozer docsn't jump right into the trap, I'm a giddy
duffer, that's all.”

“0Oh, he'll jump !’

"Tha jumpfulness will be terrific!"

Harry Wharton sauntered on. Bob Cherry, Nugont, and
Hurree Jamset Ram- Singh remained outside the tobace-
conist’s, their elbows leaning on the shop front, chatting.
P..c. Tozer watched them curiously, and his glance followed
Wharton.

He wondered what Wharton was going to do.  Harry
pa Mr. Bates's shop, which was a few doors down. and
Elnnmd at the goods oulside. Thero were many articles

iaplayed for sale there, in the sunny weather—cricket
necossaries, bats and balls, poles and nets, teonis rackets,
and hummiﬁ-tﬂpa and spinning-tops, and several footbells.
Harry looked over the stock, and thon looked into the shop
with such & quick, suspicious glance that P..c. Tozer in-
vluntarily. started as he saw it.

“My heye!" murmured Mr. Tozer. * Blassed if T don’t
thinl the young willain is going for to steal something i

Mr. Tozar's heart boat at the thought. How his charncter
would be vindicated if he could eateh the hero of the Grey-
friars Remove in the very act of theft!

And Harry certainly looked like it!

His manner was stealthy, suspicious, uneasy. It did not
occur to Mr. Tozer that he was dealing with the beat actor
in the Greyfriara Junior Dramatic Bociety. Harry Wharton
was playing his part to perfection, and roflected in the shop
window ho could see tha constabla watching him intently.

A eustomer came out of the shcrp, and Harry hastily
retreated, and pretended to be lgoking into the next window.
P.o. Tozer chuclled softly. He neoded no further proof,
and now he watched with all hia eyes.

The customer walked away, and Harry strolled past the
shop again. Agein that suspicious glance into the shop, and
then—then the act P.-¢. Tozer was faicly waiting for! With
a guick motion of his hand, Wharton grabbed a football
from the shepbosard outside, and ran down the strect with it.

P.-c. Tozer fairly gpasped.

Nover had he soen or heard about such s flagrant theft,
in the broad daylight, too, in the very High Strect!

But he was ready for netion!

From his cover lguhind the tree, like an arrow from a bow,
P.-c. Tozer shot in pursuit, and as Harry ran down tho
street, the policeman pounded after him.

““ Btop ! {aﬂad P.-o. Tozer. * Bring that ball back, you
young thief! Btop!™

Harry glanced back over his shoulder. His jaw dropped
a3 he saw the fat constable i1n full pursuit, and a loolk of
torror camo over his faco—the same look that he had used
a2 Hamlet, when he saw the Ghost, in some of the repre-
sentations of the Junior Dramatic Soclely.
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FOh! he gasped.

Ho did not stop.,

Instead of that, he increased his speed, and dashed away
down Lhe lane, the football hugged tight under his arm.

P..c. Tozer dashed after him, _

They were out of the village in a second or two, in the
direction opposite to Greyfriars, and dashing down the road
to Uﬂurtﬁeﬁ ;

Harry Wharton fairly flow. ) .

If he kad been a shoplifter, with stolen property in his
possession, and a policeman on the track, he could not have
run more swiftly. _

The portly constable pounded after him, puffing and
blowing, gaspirmg for breath, with streams of perspiration
trickling down his fat face.

P..c. Tozor was not in good condition for a foot race. The
chase of Toedd, on the previous day, had been enough for
him. But to chase a runner like Harry Wharton was a far
more serions matter, The champion junior athlete of Grey-
friars could simply have walked away from Mr. Tozer if
he had chasen.

-But he did not choose. He meant to give the constable
a good run. As soon a3 he saw that he was gaining, ho
slackencd speed,

P.-c. Tozer saw it, with great satizsfaction. The pace was
felling on him, and he was already slackening himself,

He began to overhaul the fugitive.

They drew near to the village of Courkfield, and Mr. Tozer
had hopes of getting Wharton stopped by someone in the
atreet. DBut before they reached the village, Wharton
turned off inte a byroad, a rough and rutty lase, and the
fat constablo swerved and chased after him.

The going here was very rough, and it toid upon Mr.
Tozer.

He gasped and panted more than ever,*and his fat faco
was dreached with sweat, and resembled in colour a freshly-
boilad beetroot.

But he stuck gamely to the chase. He was determined to
captura Wharton red-handed, with the stolen property upon
hirm. It was worth a run to do that!

Wharton turned through another lare, and another.  Ho
knew the country well; many a run he had had over it
He was still very nearly as fresh na at the start, though he
had covered nearly two miles. His pace was much slower,
not because he was weakening, but because he wished to
l:enfj Mr. Tozor following him.

He looked back several times, and Mr. Tozer heard him
pant and gasp—artistic panting and gasping which gave the
impression that he was almost on his last legs.

Mr. Tozer had ceased to call upon Wharton to stop now.
Wharton wouldn't ston, and the stout constable needed what
breath he had for running.

On they dashed, and another turning brought Wharton
out into Friardale Lane again, and he ran on towards the
school. The football was still tightly clutched under lhis
arm. It did not scem to occur to him to throw it awar,
and so get rid of the proof of his guilt.

The tower of Greyfriars came in sight, and P.-c. Tozer
gave a gasp of relief,

Wharton was evidently heading for home. He was pro
bably so terrified that he hardly knew what he was doinz,
Tozer thought. e wounld be run down n the Close at
Greyiriars. .

At the gates of Greviriars a group of juniors had
colleeted.,  Wugont, Cherry, and the nabob wore there, They
Iiad collected with a crowd of others to seo Wharton coma
in. A genesal grin greeted the appearance of Haory
Wharton, with the fab constable labouring at his heels.

" o it shouted Bulstrode.

“ Buck up!™

“*Woall run ™

“* Hurrah ™

“Two to one on the fab "un!™ .

Amid these yells and loud laughter the pursuer and

pursuaed drew close to the gateway.
The juniors opened out for Wharton to rash through, and
he panted on into the Close:
P.-o. Tozer found tha gateway blocked as he rushed up.
“ Lommo pass, you young rascals!" he gasped. " Lemnie

in!"
- The jumiors did not move. P.-c. Towrr squeozed and
elbowed his way through, and looked ronnd for Whartan.
His pace had slackened to a walk, and he was sauntering
coolly on towards the School House. ;
Mr. Quelch was coming out of the School Housze with a
bundle of manuseript under his arm, : .
[-L?‘ stopped as he saw the policeman come panting nte
the Ulose.
“ Dear me! That man again!” muftered the Remove
master, with a frown. “What can ho want? I am really
growing tired of all this.”
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P.-e. Tozer .staggered up, and {ouched his helmet with
one hand to Mr. Quelch, while has other hand dropped vpon
the shoulder of Harry Wharton. S

“What doea this mean?’” demanded Mr. Quelch acidly.

"1t means that I arrest thiz person, sir.”

A4 “‘hnt 11‘:‘

"I arrcstz him, sir.

“ For what?”

* Btealing, sir”

Mr. Queleh could zcarcely believe his coars,

“ Are you mad, constable?"” he exclaimed. * lMow dare
von make such an accusation against one of my boys?! 1
shall report you for this" .

“Which he won't dare to deny dt, sir,”’ satd Mr. Tozer,
with dignity. "I had my heye on him, =ir, having, as L
may say, suspected him for gome time. I saw him steal
that there foothall, sir, from ocutside Mr. Bates's shop™

And the burly officar, having discharged his thunderbolt,

asped for breath, and mopped the perspiration from his
ace with 2 big red handkerchief.

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
Fairly Done!
MH. UELCH looked at Mr. Tozer and looked at Harry

I takes him into charge”

Wharton. Ile waa so utterly astounded that he

hardly knew what to say or do. That Harry Wharton

was a thief, that he had stolen a football from a
shop, seomed ineredible, Yet—

A crowd had gathered round in little more than a
second, The juniors from the gateway, and juniors and
seniiors from all sides, gathered round thickly, and more
than half Greyfriars was round the group of three—Mr.
Queich, Harry Wharion, and the constable. P.-c. Tozer's
hand was stil]y on Harry's shoulder.

Y Impessible 1" said Mr. Quelch at last.

“1 saw him, sir”

“¥ou actually saw him "'

“Yesz, sir, with my own heyes,”™ zaid Mr. Tozer.
my hown heyes,” he added, still more emphaticelly,

“T do not understand this.”

““ He was watchin® the shop, and I was suspicious of him,"”
sald Mr. Torer. ** All of a sudden he made a grab for the
foothall and bolted.™

“Biuff " saad Winf;ate, of the Sixth, audibly. “ T den't
belicve a word of it.”

“Silence, Wingate ! said Mr. Quelch, while Po-e. Torer's
face grew a shade more purple. " This matler must be
thrashed out. What have you to say, Wharton?! Do you
deny having taken this ball from outside the shop ¥

" No, sir,”" said Harry meckly.

“You took 1w

“Yasz, sir.”

“There vou har!" said Mr. Torer triumphantly.

Mr. Queleh starcd blankly at Wharton.

“ Do vou admit, Wharton, that you stole this football 3
he almost gasped.

Wharton shook his head.

*Certainly not, gir. I said that I teok if, not that I stole
it- I eartainly did net steal it"

“Y do not understand this, Wharton. ¥ou took {87

“Cortainly.™

“1t was the property of Mr. Dates?™

“ Mo, sir. He had sold it to me.™

[ L] Gh !:‘?

F.-e, Tozer gasped.

“rMTain’t true, sir,” ha remarked. “T takes him in chargo
for stealing. Why, sir, Mr. Bates wasn't to be seen all the
time, sir. He just grabbed the ball and belted, But I had
my heye on him, sir.”

“¥ou say the bail was sold to you, Wharton?"" said Mr.
Queleh qu;mt?lg.r, and without looking at the puffing officer.

“ Yo, sr.

“AWill Mr. Batea bear you out in that statement?'’

“ It is not necessary, sir; I have his rcc:nil%}t, But he
i;mu!:}l certainly corroborate my statement if vou asked

him,

“Bhow me the receipt.’

Wharton took it from his pocket and handed it to Mr
Queleh, The Formemaster read it over, and then held it
out to the constable.

“'Phis iz & receipt for bwelve shillings, received for a foot-
bail, and signed by Mr. Bates, and dated to-day,” said the
Remove-master icily. )

Mr. Tozer glared at the receipt.

e hegan to fecl the ground slipping away under his feet,
5s it were, and he grew a little more purpiﬂ in his uneasi-
T35,

“ [ don't understand that, sir,” he said. “T only knows
that I saw Master Wharton grab the ball and beolt

“Porhapa vou can explain, Wharton, If you had the
receipt for the ball in your pocket, why did vou act in that
decidedly suzpicious menaner ¥

Wharton faced the Form-master firmly. He had no
hesitation in spoaking out.

Tur Magrer Lingarr.—No. 132,

NEXT
VWEEK:

* With

“THE POSTAL ORDER CONSPIRACY.”

rovsny, Che “IRagner”

[ EYERY
PENMY.

" Becaunse I wanted to get my own back on Mr, Tozer,
eir,” he said. ' We can’t go to the village without his
watching us, az if wo were going to commit some Crime,
If we pass the tobacconist’s he thinks we're going for
smokes, and follows us. Ile has searched several of the
fellows lately for cigarettes, and never found any., We're
getting fed up with his cheek.

“My heya!'" gasped Mr. Tozer. :

A ciunhﬁ: went through the crowd. Mr. Quelch tried to
frown, but in spite of himsell he smiled instead. There
was something refreshing in Wharton's candour.

“1 bought the ball by post,” went on Harry deliberately,
“and asked Mr. Bates to leave it outside his shop for me.”

““Ha, ha, ha "' roared Wingate suddenly. “Then, as Mr.
Quelch’s eye turned upon him, he coloured and stammered,
“Sorry, sir; I—I couldn't help it."

The juniors were all chuckling. .

“{(3o on, Wharton,'" said the Remove-master guiet]y.

“Well, sir, T went to Friardale this afternoon and took
the ball, that’s ¢ll. Mr. Tozer had no right to jump to the
conclusion that I was stealing it. IHe ought to have known
that a decent chap wes incapable of stealing. I thought
1'd teach him a lesson for his cheek in watching us up and
down,”

‘“Ha, ha, hal” ,

Tt was a roar of laughter from the crowd. P..o. Tozer's
face was & study. Even Mr. Queleh could not help smiling
a3 he saw it

“Is that all, Wharton?"” he asked.

““ That's all, sir.”

“ And we can prove it all, sir,"" sa’d Nugent.
all in the game, sir—the four of ws.”

" That's s0," said Bob Cherry. :

“The so-fulness iz terrific, honoured sir.”

““ Which I've beoen took in,” gasped Mr.
purple than ever. * The young willainsg !"

“Ha, ha, hal"

“ Young willaing, I say!” ]

“That will do, Mr. Tozer,” said the Remove.master
quietly. "1 suppose ﬂuu are willing to admit that you have
unjustly suspected Wharton 7'

¢ [—i—I &'pose so, sir,” said Mr. Tozer, as reluntartt}j?
as if each of the words was a tooth being pwinfully extracted.

“You do not desire to take him in charge?™

“ N-n-n-no, sir.” y z

“*Very well. Then your business here is concluded. If
I might offer you a word of advice, you might turn your
zeal in ather directions, and not give my boys quite so much
of your attention in future™ _

Irir. Torer answered not a word. He hadn’t & word to
answer, He walked away towards the gate, with a walk
very unlike his usual imposing stride, and a shrick of
langhter followed him.

Mr. Queleh fixed his ¢yes upon Wharten.

* You have acted very recklessly,” he snid. “ T cannct
approvae of it; bul under the eircumstances I chall say
:m‘t;l!;_ﬂg. exeept that it must not oceur again.

s, sir.’”’

And Mr. Quelch walked away towards the Head’s garden.
The juniors shrieked with laughter as they watched the

rtly form of P.-c. Torer disappear at the gates. Never
Egd they seen such a trivmph ovet their old enemy. Mr.
Tozer went down the dusty lanc a sadder and wiser man,
resolving in hiz mind to take Mr. Quelch’s advice, and let
theB ‘ihg"}]lmhia“ jpr;{iurﬁlaewmlj alona.

ob Cherry wi is eyes, .

“Qh, my Eut!E he almost sobbed. 1T sha'n't forget his
face when he saw the receipt. It was a thing for a cine-
matograph. Ha, ha, ha!” o

“T think we've done with him for a bit,” grinned Harry
Wharton. ] )

“ The dﬂmlzjfu]r:&ss s terrifie.””

“Ha, ha, hal’

- And the crowd broke up, Iaughi::f. There was no doubt
that Mr. Tozer had been fairly “done' that time.

i Wa wore

Tozar, more

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
A Telegram for Mr, Queich.

T was a long time before the Greyfriars juniors eeased
to chuckle over the absurd adventure of P..c. Tozer,
Bulstrode and Skinner, however, thnuﬁh they enjoyed
the discomfiture of the portly constable to the full,

did not ferget the little joke they had in hand themselves.
As the crowd broke up after lhe departure of P.-c. Tozer,
the two humaorists of the Remove strolled down to the gate
to meet Alonzo Todd, The Duaffer of Greyfriars was not
long in coming He came along the dusty lane looking
warm and fatigued, but with a smile of well-meaning satis-
faction upon his face. Alonzo Todd had evidently dm:i; B
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good deed that afternoon, and—as was usual when Todd
dried to make himself useful—there was troubls in store for
somebody.

“It'a all right,” grinned Bulstrode, as ho caught 51',5;51{'.
sf the Duffer of Groyfriars. * Ho's sent the telegrams.”

“ Locks like it cﬁuc&led Skinner.

Todd nodded to them as ho came up to the gates.

“All serene ! asked Bulstrode.

“Quite,” said Todd. “I 4rust that what T have done
may have the affect of uniting two loving hearts.'

“Ha, ha, ha!"

Todd surveyed them in mild surprise.

* 1 do not sce anything comic in t?m matier,” he remarked.
“ Burely it is o most serious crisis in the lives of Mr, Quclch
and Miss Penelope Primrose."

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“ Roally, you know——"

“Of course, it's a serious matter,” agreed Bulstrode
“We're only laughing because—hbeocause 1t's so touching,
vou kuow. It takes ua like that—sort of hystecics. Come
on, Skinner!"

Thoy walked away, loaving Todd staring after them
dubiously.

“Howover, I have done right,"” he murmured. * It was
certainly a delicate matter for an outzider to interfere with,
but my Unecle Benjamin has slways impressed upon me to
make myself uzeful. I feel guite satisfied.”

Todd hung about the gates for some time to see the
tolegraph-boy arrive. Bulstrode and Skinner watched, too,
from a distance. They did not want to be too much with
Todd now, in case of the discovery of his part in the transac.
tion. Dulstrode and his comrade meant to lis very low if
thera was an inquiry.

The telegraph-boy arrived at last. He came into the Close,
and crossed directly towards the School House. The three
juniors watched him enter the Flouse, and then he came out
again, with the buff envelope in his hand.

" Looking for Quelch,” murmured Bulstrode.

“ What-ho!™

A maid appoared in the doorway, and pointed out to the
telagraph-lad the direction, and he went into the Hoad's
garden.

“He's taking it to Quelch,” said Bulstrode. ** This is
where we come on in the scene. Come on, kid!”

They scuttled away to the Head's garden, and reached it
bafore the telepraph-boy. The summer-house was at the end
of the garden, close by a big vlm-tree. Behind the tree the
two young rascnls took cover, and thence, through the open-
ings in the summer-house, they could cateh glimpses of Mr.
Quelch. He had his manuscripts on a little table beforo
him, and had a fountain-pen in his hand. Mr. Quelch was
nevar 50 happy as when he had a few hours free and could
dovota them, in & quiect spot, to the book which he hoped
to complcte, porhaps in ten years. The telogra h-Eﬁy
roached the summer-house, and the Romove-master looked

up.

* Mr. Quelch, sir.”

“Yes," said tha BRemove-master.

He took the telegram, and opened it

Bulstrode and Skinner, from their place of concealment,
watched breathlessly.

They saw Mr, Quelch look at the telegram, and watched
bis face grow in amazement as he read it.

He road it once, and he read it again, and then he read it
a third timo.

His face was a study.

“Any answer, sir!" asked tho telegraph-boy, after waiting
somo time, during which Mr Quelch did not break the
silenca.

The Form-master started.

“What—er—no,” he replied.

“Thank you, eir!"”

The lad departed, and Mr. Quelch was left alone with his
amazing telegram.
~ Bulstrode and Skinner were about six yards distant, peep-
ing round the elm. They were gctting a little frightened st
their noar proximity; but they dared not make a movement
to retroat, apart from their desire to sce the offect of the
telagram upon Mr. Quelch.

The oxpression upon the Form-master's face alarmed them.

They hardly breathed aa they watched him.

“ Dear me,” said Mr. Quelch at last—* dear me! T Jdo not
understand this in the least, but I suppose it iz a joke.”

Bulstrodo prinnad.

Then, to the delight of the hidden juniors, Mr. Quelch
procesded to read the telegram aloud, slowly, conning over
ovory word, as though trying to make out what it all mennt,

“ No; no answer.

“Dear Friend,—Will come to-day. I return your love,

Wait for me."”
Mr. Quelch rubbed his nose thoughtiully,
Tk MacNer LIBRARY.—No. 142,
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_ “"What can it mean? Tt must bo a joke—a japs, as the
boys would say. Surely no boy in Greyiriara could have the
impudence o send me such a telegram !

Mr. Quelch paused, and a crimson fush spread to the very
roots of his hair at the thought.

The absurdity of the thing, and tho fact that the * jape™
was ovidently known to tho post-master in Friardale, and by
him would probably be retailed to others, made the Form-
mazter writhe inwardly.

Who had dared to play this joke upon him? For that it
was a joke was certain to the mind of the Form-master.

That any lady had fallen in love with him, and waa
mgkmf; an assignation with him, did not cross Mr. Quelch's
mind for a moment,

_He put the talsgram in his pocket at last, and stood con-
sidering whether to make inguiries into the matter at once
or to go on with his occupation. He decided upoa the latter,
Inguirics could be made at any time,

¢ sat down at the little table, and drew his papers
towards him again.

But several times o3 he wrote and corrected, he stopped,
and raised hia head, with a look of perplexity upon his face.

It was evident that the curious incident of the telegrarm
wnskst-lll in hizs mind, in apifte of his efforts to think of hia
work.

Bulstrode and Skinner cautionsly refreated, At & safa
distanco from the summer-house, hidden in a thick shrubbery,
thoey ?uum_d.

“It's going strong,” murmured Bulstrode.

“Therse will be & row,"” said Jkinner.

Bulstrode th.‘l.'lﬁg'ﬂd his shoulders.

“That won't hurt us.”

“I suppose not.”

“ Wait till Penelope comes, then the fun will begin,” ssaid
Bulstrode, with a soft chuckle.

Bkinner rubbed his hands.

“0Oh, I hope she'il come ™

“I'm sure of it,"" said Bulstrode.

And Bulstrode was right.

The two young rascals waited in the cover of the shrubber
for what seemod to them a very long timo, but at last theie
pationce was rewarcded.

Tho lock of the garden-gate clicked

Bulstrode ﬂt«artef up.

““¥You heard that, ‘glcimljr?"

“¥eos; it was the gate.”

“Come on, then!"

“It mayn't be she"

“We'll geo, anvway.”

Skinner nodded, and followed his comrade. They crept
cautionsly through the shrubbery, and silently approached
the elm-tree that shadowed the suramer-houso, ulstrode
suddenly prasped Skinner's arm, and stopped him as they
came 1n sight once more of Mr. Quelch through the openings
of the Et}lia%ﬂ round the summer-house,

** Look!” he whispered.

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER.
Dr, Locke 1s Very Much Surprisedl

3 IS5 PRIMROBE!"

It was Blarjorio Hazeldene who spoke, in the

parden of Clif Houao,

Thoe girl came down the parden-path with a
t.::-leg'ram in her hand, and Miss Primrose, the head-mistress
of ClLiff House, looked up from hor needlowork. Miss Trim-
roge, when she was not teaching, was always engaged with
her necdle, thus setting on excellent example to youth—
which youth did not always [ollow.

“Wes, Marjorio dear? said Miss Penelope Primrose.

Marjorie held out the telegram.

“This has just come, Mizss Primrose.”

“Thank vou, my dear!"

Bizs Prunrose carcfully laid down the article which she
was engnged uitmn. and which she ha:t been ongaged upon
for months without any apparently great progross with it,
and took the telegram.

Marjorte went down the path again, and Miss Penclope
opened Fho envelope.

Miss Primrose did not really like receiving telegrams,
They threw her into a fHuatter. She passed a very guint
oxistonee, and a telegram was like the noisy world knocking
at the door of her guiet life.

She opencd the envelope with fluttering fingers.

Then she adjusted her glasses, and read.

The astonishment 3r. Quelch had shown on receipt of his
telegram was nothing to that Miss Primrose displayed.

But  mingled with astonishment there was  another
emotion, abzent in Mr. Quelch's case.

A simpering smile came over the calm, middle-aged face
of Miss Primroso, and her eyes beamed a little.

Her whole attitude bore a resemblance to that known oas
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“ bridling,”” as she read the telegram through for the second
fime.

“ Bless me!” she murmured.

Miss Penelope was considered “awlully good™ by her
youthfnl pupils. But the good lady, like most of us, grew
older ‘ outside than inside. Time had written its wrinkles
:g:on her, cortainly ; but hor hoart was etill young, her spirit

eorful and somewhat romantic.

It is o thing the young find it difficult to understand; and
many & lad ot fifteen would be greatly surprised to find that
hiz old unecle was really quite a gay young fellow at heart,
only a little crusted outside with years. Miss Primrose, af
twenty, had dreams like most of us, and they had not left
{a:r yet, though many and many a year had passed since

2T,

** Blesz me!” said Miss Primrose again.

She toyed with the telegram, and a soft pink blush over-
spread her cheeks, Miss Primrose looked very pretty then.

For a third and a fourth time she read the telegram.

It rean as follows:

M1 must see you and tell you all. Dare I hope that you
will be in the summer-house at Greyiriars this afternooni™

That was all.

‘here was no signature: aven Alonzo Todd had stopped
thort of that. But Miss Primrose had little doubt as to
wha tha felegram was from,

Mr. Phipps, the mathematics-master at Greyfriars, who
also gave instruction in that interesting sciemce at CIiff
Hcuse, had always been most attentive.

Lately, Mr. Phipps had been = little unwell and had been
obliged to miss his usual visit to Clif House, and Miss
Primrose had missed him. Mere was a proof that he had
missed her also.

Doubtless he did not fecl equal to coming over to ClLff
Housge, but he was very eager to gee her and tell her + all.”

That was the cxplanation that naturally occurred to Miss

TEITH FRSEE.

The good lady rose at last, and want into_the house,

She did not emerge for more than half an hour: and when

tla:gn "'ﬂ* she was clad in her sweetest gown and a wonderful
nne

Misz Locke, tho sccond mistress at CLff House, glanced at
her ag she went out. Miss Primrose gave her an embarrassed
smile, but no explanation.

The good lady walked over to Gresfriars like one in a
drecam. She reached the school, and entered the Head's
garden without going to the house.

. Miss Primrose was an old friend of the Ifead's, whose
sister was her assistant-mistress at CLff House, and visiis
were often exchanged. Miss Primrose knew the garden
from end to end.

I'Mk:iqudch was busy with his manuscripts when the gato
clic

But the Form-master had succeeded in dismissing the
matter of the telegram from his mind, and had concentrated
bis thoughts at last upon the work before him,

He did not notica the click of the gate, nor hear the sound
of footsteps and & rustling dress in the garden. Neither waa
he aware that two young rascala belonging to the Remove
wers watching him with keen eyes.

Miss Primrosa reached the open deorway of the summer-

1L

Bhe stood there, framed in the thick elusters of ereepors
that formed the doorway, and her shadow fecll acress Mr.
Quelch’a table, ;

But he was 8o busily oceupied that he did not obeerve it

Miss Primroso stood silent, watching him.

Her surpriso was_great to see Mr, l.?uelch there instead of
Mr, Phlﬁgﬁ. Mr, Phipps was the only gentleman at Grey.
friars who had shown her the particular attention which
might lead to business, so to speak, and she had nover
thought of the Remove-master in that light at all.

.Mr. Quelch, true, was her own age, or & little older, and
she respected him very much, and they were on very
terma. Certainly this was very flattering. Upon the whole,
thers was no donbt that the Remove-master was a very much
l@ﬂupﬁrmr man to Mr. Phipps. Miss Primrose felt hor heart

utter.

For & lady of uncertain years to have two devoted admirera
was really a little out of the common, and, for the moment,

Mizs Primrose could not make up her mind which of the tw
gho liked the better. u B two

She waited.

Mr. Quelch worked on.

Miss Primrose’s face softcned wery much. Poor fellow—
he was so anxious about his fate, that he had brought papera
with him, to work and occupy his mind during the period of
suspense, while he waited for her coming.

hat waa clear to Miss Primrose,

And naturally it touched her heart. As she thought of i,
ahe felt that ghe liked Mr. Quelch better than Mr. Phipps

But the waiting was growing irksome. She wished that
Mr. Queich would look up.
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She wondered if she could venture upon a slight cough.

The good Jady made several little attempts, but she was
too timid to let them become sudible, snd Mr. Quelch did
not look up.

Miss Primrose moved slightly at last, and there was a rustle
of the wistaria. Then the Hemovemaster raised his eyed
from his papers. )

He started at the sight of the form standing before him.

' Dear me!" he exclaimed, *° Misa Primrose [V

The lady blushed and nodded.

‘It iz 11" she zaid.

1 did not hear you."

Wi Nﬂ?l‘l‘

Mr. Queleh rose to hig feet, and stood regarding the lady.
His look showed surprise; he wondered what she had come
to tho summer-house for, concluding nasturally that she was
at Greyviriars on 8 visit to the Head.

But Miss Primrose attributed the surprise in the Form.
mastcr’s face fo snother cause. Bhe thought be was sur.
prized at her kindness in coming in person in answer to his
telegram.

She smiled sweetly.

“* ¥Yes," she went on, with & ned.
‘: My i:FIegmmi‘”

L

23,
Mr. Quelch stared at her.

“ I had your telegram.”

“ M-m-my telegram?™ he murmured again,
“ Yes, It was so swest of you."

* Bweet ¥

£ Eﬂ E-W'&‘f-'ti'- b3

And Miss Primrose smiled and blushed. 3Sho rather ex-
ected Mr. Quelch to advance and hold out his srm to her.

d'}::ln was dehating what she rhould do if he did. But he
dn't,

He stocd and stared. ]

Miss Primrose's words puzzled him; but her looks and her
manner puzzled him still more. He had never seen a lady
smile and pod in that maoner before, and i he had mot
known and respected Miss Primroze so much, he would have
suspected that she had been drinking. That was impossible;
::;mcli’l the other, and only other explanation was, that she was
a little weak in the head.

Mr. Quelch felt wr'{ embarrassed, o
_ He had had to deal with all sorts and conditions of boys
in his time, and men, too, but a middle-aged lady with o
wandering mind was & new exporience to him.

What to do he bad not the faintest ides. '

And Miss Primroge was blushing and smiling on in the
most emhbarrassing manner. : :

“It waa & surprise to me,"” added Misa Primrose.

“ Jodeed?" stammered Mr. Quelch.

“ Ves, indeed. But a plessant surprise."”

o Dh I"‘:"

“And I came”

“ Ah—vyes—I see you have come,” murmured Mr. Quelch.
“ How very kind of youo to—to come.”

Miss Primrose beamed. :

“ But I am very pleased to come,’’ she said softly. * And
you are really glad to zee me, Horacel™

Mr. Quelch jumped,

Horace! . e

Miss Penelope had never called him by his Christian name.
before, and ghe simply astounded him by deing so now.

Horaco! ) .

Ha could hardly belicve his ears.

Was he dreaming?

In spite of himself, ho coloured, and Mr. Queloch's blush
made Miss Primrose think that Horace was really very band-
some when he had a little colour, . ‘

“ You may call me Penelope, if you like,” she said

Mr, Quel::{l gasped again,

Fenelope! . i ]

Certainly, if Miss Primrose called him Horace, thers was
na reason why he should. not ¢all her Penelope; but—

The Remove-master felt like a man in a dream.

“ You do not speak !’ marmured Miss Primrose.

* Really, madam " starmmered Mr. Quelch.
f;;Madum—t-n me?"” murmured Misa Primrose reproach-

L1 .

“yMu:Ia:am!”

g Hﬂmm !Il

Mr. Quelch looked round helplessly.

“ May—may I take you to the Head !’ ha murmured.

“ The Head !

“ Vas—you 1™

" Horace [ i

* Degr me,” murmured Mr. Quelch, * she i3 certainly out
of her mind. What a dreadful =ituation.”

“Ho—eo kind of you to sond me the telegram,” gaid Mise
Primrose. * But why did you not writei™

21
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“ Write 1"

* Yes. You could beve said more.”

Y But——""

:* Dut the telegram was very gratifying— "

‘But—I—1I did not send you a telegram, madam,’
the orhappy Remove-master. 1
takot*

Miss Primrese took the telegram from her Lag.

The Remove-master looked at it, He felt as if his Lead
was gomg round and round.

She held 16 out to bim.

He read i,

“Good heavens ! he exclaimed,

“ Me. Queleh!”

“ 1 did not send that, madam ™

Miss Primrose turncd quite fuint.

“ You did not zend ity

“ Cortainly not 1™

* But—hut—-""

““It is not signed, madam !"

LT Bl:lt——"

“ 1t i5 from someone else "

' But—but you are here—-"'

Mr. Queleh wiped his damp brow.

* Madam! I—I am sorry—it seems fo mo that we are
both the victims of & joke,™ he satd stammeringly. ““ A—a
eruel and practical wicked joke,
ubaugglll telegram this afternocn,”

Fd ri‘!‘

* Zome villainous practical joker is at the bottom of it,"
said Mr. Quelch. I never sbnt that wire, and never thought
of d{?;l?g anything of the kind!""

(11 rfi

' The matter shall be inquired ioto and the culprit sevore!
puniér;led." said Mr. Qua?-:ﬂl, ? d

i I”

Miss Primrose swayed, and Mr. Quelch stepped quick!
forward and caught her ag she fall. She had faﬁﬁiﬂd.ﬂ 5

“Good heavens!"™ exclaimed Mr. Quelch.

He held the unconscious lady in his arms, almost distracted,
and wondering what to do. erp was a step on the path,
and & majestic fgure paused before the summer-house.

“Mr. Quelch ! exelaimed a surprised and shooked voice.

It was the Head.

gasped
*Thoere—thora i3 =09 0S-

I also have regeived an

e

THE EIGHTEENTH CHAPTER.
Not Pleasant.

R. LOCEE stopped, and stared in amazement at the
Remove-master.
The last sight he would have expected to sce was
Mr., Quelch supporting & female in his arms in the
open doorway of the summer-house.

For a moment ho did not sec that Miss Primrose had
fainted.

Tho doctor stared at Mr. Quelch,

Y Mr. Quelch!” he repeated severcly.

The Hemove-master gasped.

“ Dr. Locke—-""'

% érmu.st"nsk you what this means, Mr. Quelch.”

T

“ Nlost ubscemly—"

48 nl".. Iﬂilﬁl:kﬂ"l_“

“ My wile, sir, or my little daughter might have passed at
any moment,’’ said Dr. Locke, “ and to sea you cmbracing
this lady—"'

Mr. Quelch turned secariet.

“ Doctor "

“1 repeat it, sir, embracing—="

“* Misa Primrose has fointed.”

“* What "

“ M-m-me-m-m-m " murmured Miss Pifraroso [aintly,

© She is coming to, thank goodness.”

“*M-meme-m-m

“What does this mean, Mr. Quelch? I did not know that
Miss Primrose was here-—and whoet reason can she have had
to faint?"

“I—1 don't know, sir.
been played."

HE El-'ll

" A telezram was sent to Miss Primrose, hintine that T—
I—=I wished to propose to her, sic!” said dMre. Queleh with a
scarlet face.

' Bleas my sonl 1"

"I need not say that there was not ths slizhtest founda-
tion for it,'” =aid Mr. q:_m]c:h hurriedly.

“ I—I presume nob.'

“* Now Mis: Primrose has fainted——""'

“M-man-m "

“Pray help her info the house,” said Dr. Tocke, * Mrs.
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Locke will look after her. This is a most extraordinary
ocourvence, Mr. Quelch.”

Y Most extraordinary, =ie”

“ A practical joke, you say.”

“And a vary wicked and cruel one™

The Head frowned.

, ' The practical joker shall be made to feel sorry for it, if
it iz within my power to punizh him,"” he exclaimed.

My, GQuoleh compressed his lips

“ Yes, sir; 1 shall look inte the matter at once.”

' Pray help Miss Prinrose to the house now.”

R 0 (B I O

Mr. l:fluelr.-h hesitatad,

“Perhaps the sight of me m-m.may increase Miss Prim-
rese’s disiress whon she recovers,” he suggested nervousiy.
“Perhaps you would not mind taking charge of her.”

The Iiend backed away.

“ 11 'have had no experience in dealing with [aioting
ladies,” he said hastily.

** Meither have I, sir.™

" However, you—""

“ Put yog-e——"

“ Mo, vou, Mr. Quelch—-"

T Hut "['JILI—-‘-‘”

= [1'.’,|a.=1lil $

T must say——-

“ Moareem-memem,"” mumbled Misz Primyose.
I[? What has happened ¥

She opened her eyes.

Me. Queleh promptly placed her upon a seat, and backed
out of the summer house. [le even forgob kis preclious matu-
acripta on tha table.

e, Locke made a2 movament o follow him,

But it was impessible to leave the unfortunate lady aloms.

“Mr. Queleh I he ealled oul feably.

But Mr. Quelch cither did not hear or did not heed. He
hurried on through the shrubbery, and was gone in a few
seconds.  Dr. Locke resigned himsclf to his fate.  Mr.
CGuelch breathed more easily as he escaped from the garden.

He went into the house for his coal and hat, and then
eirode awey to the village of Friardale, with a grim aund
detarmined expression of countenance.

He knew that he could learn from Mce. Coolas who the
eender of the telegrams was, and he meant to find out at
DTRE,

And if the sender of the telegrams belonged to Grey-
friars, there was a reckoning in store for him.

Mr. Quelch was not long gone to the village.

Mr Coots, as mentioned before, had remarked Alonzo
Tadd ab the time that he took in the telegrams to be sent,
and he was guite willing to give information: all the more
because of his prudge against the Duffer of Greyviriars.

In a few minutes talk with Mr, Coots, the Removo-
master clicited Todd's name, and then he strode back to
Greyiriara in vengelul mood,

ITe came back looking for Alonzo Todd, and if Todd had
seen the expression upon hizs face, he would have done hia
best to keep out of the way.

¥
¥ -
11

“Where am

THE NINETEENTH CHAPTER,
Bunter Is Willlog,

H UNTER !
Loder, the prefect, called up fhe stairs that led
to the Hemove passage, in a voice that was clearly
y audible in No, 1 Btudy. .

Billy Bunter heard it, but he Jdid not heed it.

Bunter had no doubt that Loder wanted a fag again, and
Dunter <id net mean to fag, and so the far junior lay low,

“ Bunter '’

Billy Dunter, who was develing his afttention fo the con-
tontz of o bag of jam tarts, ahift-.‘:% a little uneasily.

“Why can't he call somebody elsa? he gmwfecl, “ Tt
isn't foir to pick on me in this way. I'm jolly well not
going.”

“ Bunter I''

The fat junior munched tarts in silenca,

Loder did net call again, but there was a sound of quick
footsteps on the stairs.  Billy Dunter jumped up in alarm.

The pretect was coming up for him.

There was no time to be lost. Leaving the bag of tarts
etill on the table, and with a half-ealen one in éixia hand,
Billy Bunter slipped under the table, the cover of which
almost num:oa]edl II:im from viaw,

There, with wildly-beating hearf, he remained as guist ag
ke could.

The door of the study was flung open the next moment,

Loder looked in.

“ Bunter !"" he rapped out.

“ He's not here,” said another voice, which Billy Bunter
recognised as that of lonides, the Greels.

A Splandid Tale of Har Wharto
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Loder growled angrily,

* Brnoop said he was o his etudy, and 1 saw him come up-
etairs myself,” h2 said. * Bunter ! Bunter! Bunter!”

** Here's his bag of tarts still on the table,” said Lonides.
“He's been herve lately. I wonder——"

The Greel paused,

He bad & koeen ear, and the sound of Bunter's sterforous,
:.-:%1}1:-95-.:911 breathing was famtly awdible from under the

[

The Greek grinned and made g sign to Loder,

“ He thinks you want him to fagr, and he's hidden himself,”
he remarked, in & whisper. *'Can't you hear him snorbing
under the table?"

Loder nodded and grinned.

Tonides drew a little back from the table and looked down.
Mow that he koew Bun‘er was there, he eould make out
part of the fat junior’s form, between the edge of the cover
and the floor.

He drew back his right foot.

"I faney there's a dog ander the table, Loder,” ha re-
marked,

And he kicked.

_ The kick took effect upon the plump body of the junior,
and Billy Bunter gave vent to a wild how!.

“Yarooh 1" :

“ Hallo " exciaimed the Greek, in apparent surprice.
Bt a dn{x—it‘ﬁ Bunter.™

“"Yow ™

Iz that you, Bunter i

“Yarooch! Yes"

“"Ha, ha, ha !

“Ow! Ow! 'm hurt "

“ 'ome out, you fat young rascal I'

41 "'E":.w !TJ

Bunter crawled out from under the table, Im}cingr‘ var
flustered, and rubbing himself where the Greek eenior's kic
had taken effect.

LC:‘]Wha.t. were you doing under the table®' demanded

e,

Bunter blinked at him through his big spectacles.

“I—1 got down there to—to look for a tart I dropped,”
he stammered.

“Liar!"

“ Oh, really, Loder—

“¥You got there to hide when vou heard me coming,” said
the prefect. * You know I wanted vou to fag for me.”

*“I—— Oh, really—>

“]Dﬂn't tell hies, you young ass,”" said Loder, contemptu-
gusly.

“Well,"" =aid Bunter, shifiting his ground, **I don’t see
why vou should pick on me to fag for you. Why couldn’t
vou eall Nugent or Inky ¥

“ | want vou to cook," said Loder.

Bunter's expression chanwed 26 onee,
brightened up wonderfully.

“Cool " he ropeated,

i YE!.”

“ You're standing a fead 7*°

“ Just 50

“ Now vou're talking 1" said Dunter emphatically. * Whey,
veru know how willing T always win to oblize o fellow T like.
I like you. I'd cook anything fur you with pleasure.  1If you
want any shoppine done—-"

*1 dao”

“Reod ! P do . I rather nof have tep 1o Ghis study,
really. The fellows here are awfully mean with me,”
Runter f&:{plninml confidentially. ™I never gef enough to
eat, nnd it's no pood my cxplaining to them that T've ot a
waenl :;umitir.u:'tnu, that has to he !{1'_‘.1}1. g wilh cotizltant
nourishment. They only laugh™

“I'm standing the feed,” said Loder. "1 want you to
get in the things, and do the cooling, and have everything
ready by seven.”

Thunter rubbed kis hands.

“ Certainfy, Loder. I shall be very pleased. 1 suppose
vou want me to come to the fecd, too, don't yvou i

Loder smiffed.

* I'm not lilkelv o have a far to a Sixth-Form feed,” bLe
aaid ; ' but you can elear away after we have done, and yon
ecan have the leavings”

Bunter blinked doubtfully.

* Well, 1 dave sav that's all right,”” he remarked. *'Givae
me the money, and I'll cut off to Mrs. Minble's ot onece.™

L give vou a list of things, and you can ireprove on if,
if you bike,"” eaid Loder. “I'Hl settle with Mre. Mimble
myself: I have to changoe a fen-pound note. Look here,
there's the list.”

FHe threw a seribbled paper to the fat junior.

Billy Bunter picked it up, put his spectacles straight, and
blinked over the list.

“You haven’t dough-nutz down here,” he said,

“ 1 don't want dough-nuts,™

“RBot T do.” said Bunter.
creamn puffa——->"

“'Leave those aut.”

LE It

Hiz fat face

“ Botler have some. And
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“ But they're good, and-—="

* And you hke them,” grinned Loder,

“ Well, as a8 matter of tact—=""

“ Weli, leave them out; don't bring one, or I'll lamn you,”
said Loder.  ** Mow, get to business, and don't waste time, I
want that feed ready at seven."

" All right,”” said Bunter. ' By the way, I EuEpuﬁ& I can
have s snack to go on with? I don't suppose I shall be able
to do my best cooking unless 1 have a snack. You see, I've
ot a delieate constitution, and——""

“h, shut up ™

a9 Eut__'l!

“Get that feed ready, and don't touch a morsel, or I'l}
tn]:-aEit. out of you with o cricket-stmnp," said Loder.

L 'Ell]-——”

The prefect made a threatening gesture.

“ Cut olf !" he excluimed.

Billy Bunter seuttled out of the sludy.

He ran down the ecorridor, and bumped intoe Alonze Tadd,
who was coming along to hiz study. The short-sightoed
Lquiﬂr had a way of bumping into people, but he never Leld

imsell to blame {or it.

He staggered back, and caught at the wall.

* Oh, really Wharton—"" he exclaimed.

Taodd blinked at him,

s I‘lm B0 mrr},*h ha Eﬂ.id' III 1

“{Jh, it’s you. you ass!” growled Dunter.

“ Really, Bunter——" ) .

“You chump I" said Bunter, setting his spectacles strasght.
“Yeu're always blundering somehow.  You might have
mjured me serously, running into me hike that.”

*“ But you ran inte me," said Todd., ** Reallsg—"'

“Oh, shut up! Look ijer-:-, you might come and help me
carry some parcels,” sard Bunter, " 1've got a lot of shop-
ping to do for Loder.”

“Certainly,” eaid Todd; "I am always ready to be
ebliging. v Unecle Bﬂnﬁmin alwaye said to me—"'

HWell, come on,' said Bunter, ruthlessly cutting short the
reminiscences of Unele Beojaming “ I'm in & burey.”

“Certainly, DBunter”

And Billy Bunter led the way to tho school shop. Fer
once Billy Bunter was willing to do wmﬁthin%i’m eomebody.
Had Loder wanted any other fageing done, Bunior was the
least promising person to ask to do it; but preparing & fced
was a different matter. There Bentor was in his ¢lement.
And if tho trouble had been twice a3 great, Billy Buntpfr
would havo been willing.

THE TWENTIETH CHAPTER.

Todd Helps.

ARRY WHARTQON camo in from the ericket-field,
hiz bat under his arm, with Nugent and Hurree Singh.
112 met Billy Bunter and Todd as they wers going out,
and he signed to the fat jJunior to stop.

“ Hold on, Bunter !’ . . ’

Billy Bunter blinked at him with & new expression. As
a rule, he was alweys politest at meal-times, and ho never
remembered offences agoninet anybody whe could bo induced
by any possibility to stand & fecd, I

But when Bunter had no immediate need of his friends, he
generally developed a rugeed independenco of charaeter,
upon which he prided himsclf very mueh.

At the present moment Loder’a foed, ond his own expecled
share in it, filled up his mind, and he was ineclined to be
very lofty with his study-mates in the Remove.

“DHd you spealk, Wharton ¥ he asked, with his_little fat
nese very high up in the air and his spectacles glimmering
aver 1b .

Harry Wharton looked at him in surprise. He never could
got quite used to Bunter, or fully understand his character.

“ Yes,” he said; **it's nearly tea-time.”

Y 1t 7" eaid Bunter indifferontly.

MNurent whistled. ; ;

“ What's happened ¥ he exclaimed. ' Bunter's forgotten
a mealtime! Who was it said the age of miracles was

ast?’

“Ha, ha, ha!™ <

* (vh, really, Nugent—-

" Flon't hBFEI.TI n,tg? Bunter " said Wharten pood-naturedly.
“Vou know it's tea-time, and you must be hungry—you
always are. We're going to have .ﬂ.~§.§§rer and ham for fea,
too. and so you ean eut up and get the frying-pan ready.

Hanter amiffed. - o

“ Borry I sha'n’L be able to join you at tea, you fellows,
he remarked, in an alry way.

“ What '

“retting deaf, like Dutton 7 asked Bunter. 1 thewpht
T spoke plainly encuglh., I'm sorry I sha'n't be able to join
you et tea”
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*You're not going to have tea in Hall?

L1 E’h' II.CI" ] i

:th:rr mizz it? You'ra not ill 3"

‘Certainly not! T've got another invitation,” said Bunter
loftily.  “Borry I shan't be able to join you. Ta-ta!
Come on, Toddy!" '

And Bunter walked away with the Dulfer of Greyfriars.
Harry Wharton & Co. stared after him in surprise.

“ Bomebody must be feeding Bunter on o large scale to
make him turn up his nose at ham and eggs,’” remarked
Nugent.

“The ecalefulness of the feed must bo terrific.”

Wharton looked puzzled.

 Blessed if I know who can be feeding him, then,” he
said. “ &till, it doesn’t mattor—we ean cook the things
ourselves; and, after all, it will be better without Bunter.
Let’s got up to the study."

“* Right you are.”

And the chums of the Remave went up to No. 1 Study, and
soon forgot about Billy Bunter and his remarkable refusal
to boe prasent at a meal.

Bunter lost no time in getting Lo the duckshop. He ordered
all the articles on Loder's list, and some more, too, and they
were made up indo two very considerable parcels,

Bunter and Todd took one each, and carried them off to
the Bchocl House. They met Skinner and Bulstrode on
the way, and were promptly stopped.

“Hallo¥" exclaimed Bulstrode. * Here's Bunter goin
to rain his health by reckless gorping again.”’ GO

“(Oh, reall ', Bulstrode—""

. 1 really think it's our duty to stop him,” said Bulstrode,
jerking Bunter's parcel away from him. ** Halves!™

*You'd better loave it alone, Bulstrode I'*

“You cheeky young ass, are you going to jaw with me "
demanded Eur;trﬂ&-&, putting on his most bullying expres-
sion.

But for once the fat junior was not daunted.

:: g{;‘%}hmgu belong to Loder,' ho said.

“Vou'd better qi*.re them back,” grinned Bunler.

ki herg—='"

A fnger and thumb closed on Bulstrode's ear, and ho
twisted round, fo find himself looking at Loder.

“QOw!" he gaspod.

“ What are you geing to do with my grub?” demanded
Lodar,

{Iﬂw! I - [ ]

“Ho's going to carry it to your study, Toder,' said

Bunter, with a grin.

" Go shead, then!"

-And Bulstrode did. Bunter followed, empty-handed. Tho
bully of the Romove departed scowling, leaving Bunter and
Todd in the senior's study.

“You can stay and help me, if you like, Todd," enid
Bunter, blinking at him. " I've got & lot to do to get the
toas ready for seven."

Todd nodded assent.

“I will help you with pleasure, Bunter. I shall ba very
glud of an opportunity to make myself veeful.”

**Serape out the grate, then, and get the fire going.”

“ Certainly 1"

And Alonzo started. Bunter laid the cloth and unpacked
the eatables. He had just finished when Master Mimble, the
hopeful son of the tuckshop-keepor, appeared at the doorway
of the study.

** Master Loder here?” asked Mimbhle,

“Can't you sce he fan't?"

- Mother says the bill was wrapped up in the things, and
it comes to one pound eoven-and-sixpence.'’

“I'll give it to Loder.”

Young Mimble hesitated. The truth was that Mrs. Mimblo
had her doubts sbout letting Loder have so much without
immediate payment, and she alsoe had a suspicion that
Bunter might have used the profect’s name to get o feed.
The boy hung about the Elué]’ door, evidently undesided
whether to go.

Bunter blinked at him impationtly.

“Well, what do you want?’ ho rapped out.

““ Mother gaid I was to take back the money.”

Bunter snorted. i

“0Oh, rats! Come again when Loder's hers, then, or look
for him in the Cloge.”

The boy departed, avidently very doubtful in his mind.

Todd rese from the grate with 2 burning face.

“There! I'vo managed it!" he said, as the fire roared up
the chimney. * Bhall I go and fll the kettle 3

“Yes; and buck up."

Todd filled the lkettle, and jammed it on tha fira. #ao

ropped it up with coals, and as they waore dislodged in tha

roing, the kottle swooped over to one side. There was a
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rush of water on the fire, and immediately ihe study was
filled with steam and an acrid amell.

Bunter gave a yvell.

“¥You ass ! What are you doing "

“I'm so sorey,” gasped Todd,  **The keltle appears to
have lost its balance a little, and I fear that some of the
water 1s—"

“Well, why don't you take it off the fre, you chump!”
roared Bunter. .

“Dear me! Of course, that would be the mest advisable
course Lo pursue under the circumstances.”

And Todd made a dash for the kettle. :

The handle had been licked by the flames for some {ime,
a;u;l was very hot, but Todd did not know that, or think
of it

He plucked the kettle off the firo and burnt his finzers,
and allowed the keitle to drop, uttering a fearful yelk

Crash went the kettle on the hoarthrug, and what was left
of the water streamed out over the carpet.

“Ow " yelled Todd, sucking his fingers. “0Ow! Ow !

“ What's the matter, idiot¥"”

“Yow! 've burned my fingers! Ow!”

“You've elopped all ever the carpet!” howled DBunter.
“ Bhove that kettle in the grate, you ass, and get that water
mcm&:cd up before Loder eomes, or he'll skin you 1

E1d “r !"‘

“Don't make that row over a little pain,’ said Bunter

5::?&[1[?5&.'. “You disgust me. Why can't you show some
PO 1

# 0Oh, shut up!”

Alonzo Toded lifted the kettln into the fender with tho

tongs, and then, sucking his burnt fingers, he used the other
hand to mop up the wet with o cloth.

Meanwhile, Bunter was preparing the feed, Todd mopping
away industricusly., Leder looked into the study and
aniffed.

“ What a scont you've got here ! ho exelaimed.

“It's guly Todd been upsetting the kettle in the fire,” said
Bunter. “ Tea's nearly reads.”™

* I soe you've got dongh-nuts,” said Loder grimly, looking

at a plate of them, from which Bunter had been helping
himself every fow minutes. ,

“ Br—yes. You said dough-nuls, didn't you?" slemmered
Bunter.

HMNo: T didn't.,”

“I—1 thought you did, you know.

Tonides came into the stody.

““Weil. here I am,"” he said. * It's time"

“ Megrly ready.”” said Loder. * Where's Carne #

“Here I am,” said Carne, following the Greek senior
m; “oand I've missed my tea specially to have & good
appetite.”

“*Lood "

“ Duck up, Bunter!”

" Noarly ready,” said the fat juninr cheerfully,

There was a sound of hurred foosteps in the passamo.
Carne looked round towards the door.

“ ot any more guests coming, Loder #7

Twder shook his head.

il H.n-l:l

“YWell, here's By Jovae! It's Quelch !

Mr., Queleh, with a pale and angry faece, appeared in the
apen doorway of the study. e glanced reund the coom.

“Is Todd here?'’ he exclaimaed.

Anyway. they're nice.”

THE TWENTY-FIRST CHAPTER.
Toe Obliging.

LONZO TODD was kneeling by the hearth, still engaged
in mopping up the water, and Mr. ?mlcl! did not seo
him for thoe moment. If Todd had seen the Foro-
master’s face he would probably have been tempied

to crawl under the table instead of getring up. But as he
heard Mr. Quelch asking for lim he rose to his fect. Flo
looked a rather forlorn object as he stood blinking ot tho
Form-master, with the sopping rag in one hand and the
fingers of the other crammed info lis mouth.

Mr. Quelch looked at him with a brow of thunder.

*“Ah, you aro here, Todd!"” he said grimly.

I“"?mi_, sir,” sald Todd tirmdly. ** Making myself useful,
sir.

The three seniors drew away towards the window. They
could see that My, Quelch was very angry—excecdine cven
his usual * tantrums' What was the wmatter they did not
know, but they proferred not to attract the attention of Mr,
Quelch when he was in that mood, He had a bitter tonsue
when he was annoyved, and he was more than annoved now,
His eyes were fairly gloaming.

*1 have been to tho post-offize, Todd,” said Mr. Quelch,
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gpeaking: as though he was alone with Todd ; and, indeed, he

was hardly aware, for the moment, of the presence of the
othors.

* Indeed, sir,” said Todd casually.

“ ¥es" thundered Mre Quelch: “*and T have spoken to
Mr. Coots, and he has Fi\ren me your name!”

“ Has ho really, sizd™

“Yes. You sent two telegrams to-day "'

Todd started.

He had not wished that matter to pot to Mr. %]Etﬂh'ﬁ
eara; not because he was afraid of any consequences, but be-
cause he did not wish to appear in search of glory. He could
not understand why the Remove-master should be angry,
even if he had discovered the truth about the telegrams.

“* Yoz, siv,” ho repeated meekly.

“You sent a telegram to me, purporting to come from
someone else," said Mr, Quelch sulphurously.

-HI
e | —

" You sent a telegram to a lady, purporting to come from
HRE S g

* What was your motive tn daoin

“T wished to bring two loving
Todid cheerfully,

Mr. Quelch jumped.

H What ' he shouted.

“I wished to bring two loving hearta topether, sir. The
fact that you loved Miss Primrose in secret——""

Mr. Queleh stogmered back.

“What 1" he sad feebly.

:' i-‘ind”t'hn.t Miss Primyose had long loved you, sip—"

' Poy |

“Lame to my knowledme,” went on Todd. “ My Uncls
Benjumm  always told me, =r, to make mvself useful in
every nossiblo way, and to do obliging things to averybody.
I kave always tried to benefit by bis precepts, zir. I wiczh
vou knew my Uncle Benjamin—"

YT oadd
" How could T make myself move useful, or be more ollig-
g, than by Lrnging fwo loving hearts topether? exclaimed
Tockd snthnsastically.

Mr. Quelel appeared to be suffocating.

“ 1 hape the vesult will be happy, siv,” went on Todd, 1
trixt I shall be allowed a small portion of the wedding cake;
not to eat, str, I am nob greedy, but to Ir.w_t.l_r A5 8 HGAVETIr
of the happiuess T have been the means of bringing about, in
eliceting the umon of fwo lovinge heprlg—""

* Bilence ' shouted Mr. Quelch.

* Yo-eg, sl

1 do not know who has heen practising on vour credulity
this time,” suid Me Quelch, breathing hard through lis
no=e. " From what 1 have abserved of you, I think you did
not play this wicked trick frona shesr malice-—""

* Oh, sir!”

“And I can only conclude that you have been deccived
by some woulkd-be humorous persen,™

T Oh

* Did anyone tell you this vidicnlows story ¥ demunded 1he
Remove-master.

O T—T was certainly informed as to the state of your affec-
tions, sir, and—"

" Hy whomi"

* 1=1 promised not to tell, =ir.”

Mr, Quelch snapped his teeth.

“Todd, you have insulted me, your Form-inaster, and von
have cruclly insulted & very estimable lady,” he =aid.

“0Oh, = Alonze was almost in tears. “ I—=I"m sure I
meant to make myself useful, siv. It's very odd, but——"

“ You must give moe thoe name of the person who decelived
vou, or you must take the full punishmend of wvour cut-
rageous condaet, Tadd.”

“IT—I"m reacdy to take the punishment, sir,’”? said Todd
r::m?lk!y. “I-1 suppose I deserve 1t but—bub I meant well,
BIT,

Mr. Queleh turned vpon Loder. -

" It way nob you, by any chance?’ he exclaimed. )

“1, sir ! exclaimed the prefect, with & start, and turning
red. I am not likéi:_p to play snch a trick, 1 hope, or to
impose on o silly boy.'

Mr. Quelch compressed his lips.

"I am not so sure of that,” he said. " That vou have
imposed upon o mlly boy, and that bBoy iz Todd, I am
ahready aware, Loder,™

i E":-il" 1

“T know what T am esaying.” said Mr. Quelch sharply.
" Yesterday you sent Todd to the postoffice for o telegram
which had been addreszed to you there.”

Loder furned deadly pale. He made a movement forward
us Mr. Queleh began, as if he would somehow have stopped
him ; but he could do nothing. He felt rather than =aw the
glanee of savage suspicion that Ionides turned upon him.

The truth was out now with a vengeance.

Loder turned cold at heart.

“1 am glad to have an oprortunity of speaking to von
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about this matter, Loder,” said Mr. Quelch sternly. * Here,
before yvour friends, 1 want to give vou o plain warning.
that telegram was of a perfectly innocent nature, there was
na reason why it should not have come directly to Greylriars.
The conclusion iz that it was not of an innocent nature.
suspect that 1t had something to do with racing. I do not
know, and I shall not inquire But I warn you plainly that
1 consider your conduct open to the gravest suspicion, and
that if any matter of the sort comes to my knowledge again,
I shall lay the wheole facts before the Head."

And Mr. Quelch, making a sign to Todd to follow hira, lelt
the study. The Duffer of Greyiriars followed him gloomily,
He was about to suffer for pood intentions, as people fre-
quently do in this world; but at all events he had pluck to
take his punishment, and to keep his promise to Bulstrode,

FHe left a dead silence belind him in the study. Carne
looked at Loder and Ionides, and then turned to the window.
He knew that a storm was coming; he puessed what Loder
had done, and he was none too pood for such a trick himself.
Hea fcilit. that 1t was rough on Endﬁr to be found out, that
was all.

Fally Bunter was eating cake, with no sound but an active
munching of the jaws. ¢ was keenly interested in the pro-
coedings, with a view to retailing them i the junior
eommon-room later: but he did not mean te lose time. Tha
cake wos good, and the eyes of the semiors were not upon
hirn just then.-

Icnides fixed his black cyes upen Loder; hiz lips ported in
a kind of snarl, and he showed a gleam of prominent teeth.

" Bo that was 1t he said, breaking the ailence.

Loder tried to bluster.

“1 don't under-

“YWhat do you mean?' he demanded.
The Greek's pleaming eyes never laft his face.

stand you.”

“You had a telegram yesterday, after all, and you had it
sent to the post-office, so that I should not know,” he zaid.
* Fool that I was—I zee all now! Todd fotched it for vou,

and it was that, and not a letter, that the policeman took
from him and brought to you. That was why you fent me
cut of the study when Tozer bezan to speak.”™

(] I_'_:l:l

“* That telegram reached you, and must have reached the
post-office after the race was run. That was why you were
willing to bet on Black Prince. It was because you already
had the result of the race in your hand.”

**1 deny it I-—"

The Greek shrugged hiz shouldera.

* You can deny it if you like,” he said. * I know the
truth, znd so does Carne. You cheated me of ten pounds
1 was not satisfied all the tinie, but I did not see how you
ecould have got information from the racecourse without my
knowing it, as 1 was watching you all the time. Now I know
how you did i&"

“1 tell you—"

The Greek held out his hand.

“{Five me my banknote.”

“What 1"

* Give me my ten-pound note,” said tho Greek sevapely.

“Do vou think I am going to be robbed? Give it me at
mm-!l
“1 won't: I—"

The Greel zof his tecth.

* ¥You will V" he said, in a concentrated voice.
I go straight to the Head 1

" Y ou—you beastly sneak !
:I'{;u' ET1EX tlll_"']'lr H‘ﬂ‘lﬂ_”

Carne turned round from the window.

~ giwz it to him, Loder,” he said quietly,

L L] ut- an

“Don’t be an ass'™ said Garne. * Can't vou see the
game's up? You can't posmbly keep the stakes under the
circumstances. It's all out now.”

Laoder drew the ten-pound note from his pocket, and Aung
it on the table,

“ Take it—and go!” he snarled,

Tonides picked up the banknote, put it in his purse, and
left. the stody without snother word. Carne gave Loder a
curious look, and followed him. It waz pretty clear that
there would be no feed now—except for Bunter,

Loder ground his teeth. The momey was gone—and he
was found out. Tt was not a pleesant sifuation. It was not
madea any, more pleasant at that moment by younp Mimble
pittting s head in at the door with & meszage from BMrs,
Mimble.

“If you pleaze, Master Loder, mother zays will you pay
for the things now, er she wanta me to fake them back.”

Loder smuled grimly. He had no money to pay for the
thinpy new; and he cerininly did not feel like stabding o
feed to his two dear friends, Ionides and Carne.

“ Otherwiza

It will be &8s bad for you as
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“ Take the rubbish back, and be hanged to you!" hs
growled. :

“Bome of it's gons,” said Mimblo, * Apd—"

* Oh, hold your tongue, you brat!""
*I—1 say. Leder,” said Bunter, in alarm, ° this won't
do, you know! Aren't you going to stand a feed? I'm jolly
hungry, you know, and I've taken a lot of trouble to get this
feed reagjr I think—ow—yow "

Loder sprang towards the fat junior.

E Ho was glad of a
victim just then.

His grasp closed upon Billy Bunter's
eollar.

“You fat rotter, get oubt!" he growled. “I"'ve stood
encugh, without standmg anything from you., Qut you go!™

“"Ow! Yow! Yowl

Loder Aung the fat junior through the doorway.  Billy
Bunter brought up against the opposite wall, and slid to the
Hoor. He sat there blinking.

“Ow," he groaned—"ow! I'm injured! My legs ara
broken, and my ankles are aprained awfully, and three of
m,gnlns are—ow=—yow-—gerroh "'

unter leaped up as the anpry prefect kicked him, and
darted down the passage. Ho fled at top speed, and did not
stop till he was in the lower hall. There, near the door of
Mr. Quelch's study, he paused to take breath.

“w ! he murmured, * The beast! Yow! The rolter!
I've been awindled! And it will bo too late for tea in the
study now! Yow!"

The door of Mr. Quelch's room opened, and Alonzo Todd
CAENe InuL He was !‘l]hhill,‘.‘; his hands vAary hard tugr:fhf_tr.
and his face was a little white, He gave Bunter the ghost
of & grin, and walked past him without speaking. Alonzo
Todd had evidently reaped his reward, and Bulstrode and
Skinner were, for the present, at least, unpunished. Bug
parl:ram their time was comang.

Billy Bunter blinked unsympathetically at Todd: he had
ne fecling just then for anybody's troubles but his own.  He
drifted away diseonsolately towards the Remove passage, and
blicked into Harey Wharton's study, The three chums wers

oy

On the Track.

From Eckermann's account it appeared that Petera was a
ship's steward, that he had sersed on yochits, and that he was
lately home from the Mediterranean.

“But I do not know the name of his last ship," concluded
the German. " When I ask him, ke say, * That s iy
pisnoaa. Your pisness is to provide me mit peard and lodg-
ing; I will pay you well' After that [ ask no more ques-
tions, lor he was a goob customer™

“Curions that he shoold abject to tell you the name of
his last ship,” said Dare. “ That is not like a sailor, Bat
never mend that now. O courze, you saw him go away
after breakfast. IDid he go In a cab?™

“Yos: a fourswheel czb,™

“Did yvou notice the pumber or the driver®"

“Thoe numbar? Ne. DBut the driver was a man mit a
prown peard and a white hat”

“ That deseription will be near enough,” said Dara

After refreshing himsell with a wash, the young dotective
patd his bill, and went out to make inquiries at the nearest
pab-rank for tho driver whoe wore 3 white hat. As gosld-
luck would have it, he found him without much difficatty.
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there just rising from the table, with the unmistakable ex-
prassion upon their faces of fellows who had had a good feed.

They looked at Bunfor, and ho blinked at them.

“ Come to do yvour prep.?” asked Harry Wharton choer-
fully. ** We've finished tea=vou can have your whack of the
tabla."

H#I—T've come to tea,' grunted Dunter.

 Hallo! What's the matter with the other iavitation?™

It s—it'a all off 1™

“ Ha, ha, hat"

* Oh, really. Wharton——"'

“Bo iz tea hore—qguite off " said Nugent, with a roar of
langhter. * Between two stoola vou've fallen to the around,
Bunty. Ha, ha, ha!™

(1] ]]ut_'__"_f'

“The ha, ha, ha-fulness is terrifie,”
Singh, ‘with a beaming smile.

“T1—1I say, you fellows, isn't there anything left?™" groaned
Bunter.

“* Ha, ha! MNothing!"

Y iNobt an epg?’

* INot ono!™

* Nor a slica of ham?"

“ Naot the ghost of a slice ™

“* Nar—-nor anything ¥

** Ha. ha, hat Nor anything!"

st IrI think I shall expire! said Bunter faintly. * J—

“ Well, there's no objection to that, that I can see,' zaid
Nugent thoughtfully. * Bot would vou mind doine it out
in the passage. Close the door after vou; thanks.”

Bunter closed the door with a slam.

THE ENDN.
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INTRODUGTION.

Dare, the boy detective, is investigatin

& straoge case nere
ndia Dwocks, on bBehalf qr' a man named

ilpart. Fleming, the

Stanley Dare, disguised as a merchant seaman,

The youn

pocket-book. On recovering consclousness Stanley Dare

(New go on with the Sioryh

He had just returned from driving his fare—the half-caste-—
to Waterloo Station,

He answeeed Dare’s questions readily enough, but he had
little encugh to tell. He had driven him te the main line
platferm at Waterloo, but did not hear where he was going
Lo

“Hea told the German he was going to Hull,” said Dare
to himself. * An obvious lie, as he can't book to IHull from
Waterloe, The idea was to put me off the scent. 1 wonder
he didn't think of semething smarter than that™

Dare jumped into a hansom, and drove off at ance to
Waterlop, Here again ho learnt all that he expected to be
able to find out, without much trouble. The porter who
had tfaken charge of tne half-caste’s lugrage said that he
had left in the Sputhampion express.

“His luggage was labelled for Southampion,” added the
porter, *and he had a ticket for Southampton, for 1 hap-
pencd Boosoe iE7

“H Then Southampton must bae my next deskination,”
thonght Dare, as he tipped the porter and hurried out of
the station.

[t was by thizs time one o'clock. He drove to his ronms
in order frit of all to change into hiz ordinary clothes, then
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enateh o hasty lunch before returning to Waterloo 1n order
to catch the three o'elock train to Southampton.

While he was having lunch, who should come in but
Prodessor Seth MacAndrew, his old friend and adwviser in
many a complicated case.

1 recetved your note, laddie,” said the professor, after
tie usaal greetings had been exchanged. “lloo are ye
pelting on wi' the business !

As briefly as possible Dare outlimed the case as far as 1t
badd gone.

“Your half-caste loon is smart in some things, but no
that smeard in o athers' obrervod MacAndrew., * Ye'd think
Lo would have {aken mair troubla to cover up his tracks.
I shall come doon wi' ve to Souithampion. I've my bag
ciready puacked, It's in the hall”

" That's the best news I've heard to-day,” laughed Stanley
Dare. I was hopiog you wounld turn up.™

o incident weorthy of note oeceurred during the journcy
<down, but on arriving at thelr destination a disappomntment
awaited them, On reaching Southampton it had evidenily
cecurred to the hall-caste that he had hitherto not taken
sufficiont precautions to cover up his troil, and that mistako
he remedied most effectually.

They could not trace him beyond the station. One porter
remembered seeing a man answering to his description
standing on the platforin, bui that was all. It was meagro
cnoaen information, but sg half.castez are by no means
rave in shipping ports, the man referred to may not have
been Peters.

At all events, he had disappeared, baggage and all, with-
¢ut leaving a trace behind him.

“If he went away from the stakion In a cab.” =zaid Dare,
after he had made the most exhaustive inquiries, without
resuit, *he must have bribed the driver pretty heavily to
kuow nothing.™

“That is my opeenion exactly,” replied MacAndrew.

This was a vory decided clhieck to the Investigzations, and
the voung detective was brousht to a dead stop. DBut ot
five o'clock on the [ollowing afternoon hope revived apain,
The professor came into their sitting-room in the guict
note] where they were staving Hourishing an evening paper.

"*"Boe here, laddie!” he eried. **This advertiscment i
the Agony celumn! I'm thinking it'll reler to our mon™

Dlare read the advertisement. It ran as follows:

“H. C. to 8. P. Shall anchor offi Cowes to-night. Pro-
cord to old rendezvous to-morrow. If you can't join, com-
muniea e

"o P. arc thae initials of vour half-caste—Samucl Peters,™
eaid MacAndrew., "It may only be a coincidenco, buat it's
worth acting upon.”

" We'll go over to Cowes by the mail-boat,” replied Dars.
“ As this 15 not the yachting zeason, thero will be no difii-
culty in finding out what yacht has anchored in the road-
stead.”

& |

Bhortly after sight o'clock that evening they reached the
famous headquarters of vachting men, which is somewhat
guiet amd dreary-looking during the winter months.

There they learned thet the only yacht avhich had arrived
in 1he roadstead that day was the Amazon, a steam-vaeht
of about 200 tons. They hired & boat, and rowed off o it.
Diegipline appeared to be rather lax on board the Amazon,
fvr there was nobody keeping a look-out on her deck, which
they reached unchallenged.

There was a licht in the eabin. The professor walkad
ec:itly zeross the afler-deck and peered down tho skylizht.
e gripped Dare’s arm as the latter joined him, and then
elently poluted down into the saloon.

The Owner of the Amazonm—in & Trap—Adrift,

There was only one man in the zaloon—the steward, to
judge by the clothes he wore and the duty he was at that
monwent performing.  He was clearing away thoe dinner-
things from the table. The man's side-face was vieible
irom where they stood, and Dare recognised him at once.
Tt wns Pelers, the half-caste. MNow, the question which the
voung detective naturally ashed himself was: “*Who is
I1. . of the advertisement?"

If it was the Amazon's skipper, 1t was pretity evident that
the owner was not on board.  If, on the other hand, 1t was
the owner, then his relotions with his steward were of an
unuzually intimate character, so much =0 as to warrant the
supposition that they wero accomplices in the paths of
erime.  Tho advertisement 1o the ™ Apony ™ column was ino
i=rif of a suspictous nature.

It is the man I want,” whispered Dare to the professor.
“I1 we could take him by surprise——""

Frofessor MacAndrow shock his head.

“ Nay, laddie, that ecan scarcedy be possible aboard a
vacht ab this time of the evening,” ‘he said. * There’ll be
oihers deoon below. Dinner 13 only just linished.”

*“Yer, we thall have to deal with others,  Perhaps an
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accomplice.  Indeed, I am inclined te eay, certainly an
accomplice.

The scent of a cigar was wafted to them on the lght
breoze, Thoy turned, and saw a man in immaculate yacht-
ingr rig approaching them from the other end of the deck.
He was smoking a cigar, and as be lounged up he tapped
the ash off wiln a movement of his little Anger. )

“Well, gentlemen,” he said, in an unpleasant, sncering
voiee, * may I ask who you are, and who you wish to sec
on board my yacht P )

“* Aw, ay, ye shell learn o' aboot us,” replied Profescor
MacAndrew, ** ilere’s my caird.”

“ And hore,’” gaid Dare, * iz mine.”

“Yeo'll learn mockle frac those twe bits o' pasteboard,”
added the professor. .

The yacht-owner—as he proved to be—glanced at the
cards, and shrugged his shonlders with an air of indiffer-
cnoe: but Staniev Dare, who was watching him very closely,
concluded thot his indiference was cnly assumed.

Thers was a look in his cunning eyes, an expression on
nis pale, dissipated face which beteayed decided unensiness.

“ A professor and a private dewective,” he said. " Well,
T don't require the serviee of either ono or the other. My
studies are long since finished, and T have not been troubled
by any criminal who has intentions either on my life or my
money."” ] .

“* And voet yvou are harbouring one,” replied Dare. * Lot
us hope, for your sake, unknowingly."

“What do you mean ¥ ) .

“Wa will explain our meaning mere fully in the eabin”
snid Dare, *in the prezence of your steward, Samuel Peters,
Lthe hali-cnste ™

The yacht-owner was on the point of refusing to allow
them down into the cabin, but there was something in the
]';caung detective’s cool and assured bearing which caused

im to think better of this determination.

“Very well,” he replied; *fellow me.
hear your explanation.” .

They descended inte a small, ecomfortablyfurniched
enloon, Peters, whe was doing something at the after end
of the eabin, torned round ax they entered. It may have
been that he did not recognize Btanley Dare now that ho
had removed hiz dispuise, but he displuyed neither surprise,
fear, nar any other emotion on secing him. IHe bad a most
wonderful command over his [eatures.

“ Maw, pentlemen—"" began the vachisman; bal his
reamark, woatever it was going to be, was interrupted by
Stanley Dare, who leaped forward and made-a snatch ot
a leather pocket-book which wus lying on the cabin table.

The hali-caste was, however, too guick for him. The
pocket-book was close to his hand, and he picked it up, and
with a sharp movement passed it to his master, or associate,

“ That belongs to this genileman,” he said to the” young
detective., * IL is private property.” ]

“Then he will have to prove his ownership,” Stanley
Dare retorfed. . ] .

“V¥ou are becoming offensive,” exclaimed the yacht.
owner angrily; “and as you don't appear to be drunk, I
can only conclude that you are mad. Quit this vessel =t
anece, and consider yoursell lucky that you are not thrown
bacl into your boat, instead of being allowed to walk down
the side ladder to it in the ordinary way."”

“I'm thinking, Mister Harper Gustan{:c,” observed the
professor quietly, * that ye'd be weel advised if ye adopted
a Jdifferent tone. I'm no’ liking the way you spesk tae my
young Iriend.”

“Who toid you my name?”’ snapped the yachisman,

“ Naebody,” answered MacAndrew. “ It 15 your name,
to we necdna waste time ower that matter. Ye'll dae weel
tae listen tae what Mr. Dare has to say.” )

“What T have to say will not take long,” said Dare, *1
aceuse this man, Samuel Peters, of the muorder of John

leming; and further, of having stolen that pecket-book
from the reom in which the murder was commitied.”

“You hear the accusation, Peters” said Custance.
“YWhat have you to say ta it?V -

“Only that the accusation iz too ridiculons to nced a
serious answer,” replied Peters,

“No doubt wou are right so far as regards yoursell,”
pursied Harper Custance. *“Dut 1 have something io cay
in this matter, too. That pocket-book is my property, and
I wi;]ll’fwt give it up o anybody. Let that be clearly under-
etood,

“ That will be a mabter for the official peolice to dm}i-‘]:_-.."
replied Dare.  “ Your stoward, if that iz the position which
this man Peters holds on the yach:, will be handed over
ta their custody on the charges which I shall prefer against
him ™ :

“Will he? T think youn wiil find yoursell very much ms-
taken on that point.” "

A Splendid Tale of Harry Wharton & Co.
¥ By FRANK RICHARDS.
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Thoey were facing each other across tho cabin table as
they spoke. The half-caste was further aft on Dare’s right.
Happening to glance in his direction, the young detective
noticed a look 1o his eyes which caused him bto turn round
suddenly towards the eniraace of the cabin, In an instant
he saw that he and the professor were trapped.

ook out, Mac!" ho volled. ' Dehind yom!™

His warning came too late. A powerfullooking seaman
had wnoiselessly entered the cabin, no doubt acting on
previous ordera given him by Cuostance. He had a long
eteip of canvas in his hands, and at the very moment that
[Dare shouted out his warning he Aung the canvas over
MacAndrew's head and jerked bim backwards.

With remarkable quickness ho pulled open a small haleh
in the cabin foor, and as the professor was struggling to
risa to his feet again, tha fellow pushed him clean down
through the aperture inta a hold, or store.rcom.

Stanley Dare had, of course, made a rush forward to his
rompanion’s assistance, bub belors he could do anything to
aid him he found himself gripped by the half-caste, and
the next instant he was engaped in a furious struggle on
hia own account . .

Had he only had one antagonist to deal with, there would
have boen no reascn to fear the rosult; but Custance had
joined in the fray, and with a cowardiy blow of a stick
which he had snatched up fellod the young detective to the
dock. The blow rendered him unconsecious.

“What are we to do with them "' demanded Peters.

Thers was an expression of euch fiendish malignity on his
face as ho asked the question that even his accomplice
shranlk from him. _

“Wa must got rid of them somehow,” replied Harper
Custance; *but not the way you are thinking of, Peters—
not the way vou are thinking of. INo bloodshed. I hate
the sight of blood. For the present, the SBcotsman is safe
enough down below. Put on the hatch, Corbett.”

The bir scaman obayed, thus shutting the profeesor down
below.

“Thia other one,” pursued Custance, pointing to Stanley
Dare, “can be locked in a spare cabin. He won't give us
any troubla for an hour or two, at all events."

“That may be all right for the present,’” sparled the half-
-asta; ' but, as scon as we get out to sea, the best thing will
oe to eilence them for good and all! 1t ean be easily done,
and i3 the only safe plan. Remember that if they get their
liberty again they won't rest till 1'.'!!3)' et the hanginan's
nooze round my neck ! Boar in mind, {oe, that 1 am not
the sort of man to aulfer alone !

- *

When Stanley Dare recovered conscicuszness, a monotonous
throbbing noise was the first sound, or series of sounds,
which attracted his attention. [e listened to it in a duli,
unthinking way for some minutes, having no idea what it
was, and, indeed, not caring much on the subject at the
time, for his head was aching terribly.

But as his brain cleared, and the pain in his head fram
the blow which Custance had dealt ﬁim abated somewhat,
he became aware that the monotonous throbbing noise pro-
cosded from the vacht's propeller, thrashing the water as it
ravolved.

The Amazon was under way, and, what was more, she
was out in tha open eea. The slight rolling motion was
gufficient prool of that.

¢ That zcoundrel Cus-
tance 1z every hit as
bad & villain as the
half-caste,” Dare said
to himself, * Hesimply
amploys tha latter to
carry out crimes which
ha i3 either too
cowardly ortoo cunning
to commit himself; but
his cunning  has:n't
made it clear to him
that he has put himself
in the half - caste’s
powor, and his asso-
clata may turn on him
at a critical moment.
Howaover, that dosa not
ooncern me =0 much as
the fact that DMac-
Andrew and I are
tray;lpu-li: and as the
yacht 18 evidently at
gaa, there 13 no easy
mﬁ out of the trap.”

a elipped out of the
bunk in which he had

baen lying, and tried the <door of the eabin. Tt was [ockad
—a3, indeed, he supposed it would be-—and, unifortunately,
he had no skeleton keys with him.

In the main cabin he could hear the voiess of men in con-
varzation, apparently in argument, thourh ecarried 2 in a
loew tone. Ulnder the circumstances, this was certainly nal
the fime to make an attempt fo break open the door.  All
that he could do would be to wait in patience, and allow his
ﬂpF-::uents to make the firet move.

The small cireular port was [astened down, with the iron
“ bad-weather " plate screwed over it. The cabin was, in
consequence, in darkness. He had a box of wax matches in
hig pocket, and he struck one zoftly.

By the feeble light he searched in the berth for something
which might serve ae a weapon. Thero was nothing.

A couple of hours passed, during which time he dozed once
or twice. From the increaszing motion of the wyacht, it was
evident that the sea was getting rougher. He could hoar
tha dull roar of the wind, and occaeionally the ™ swish ™ of
water on the deck overhead as a2 wave broke on board.

Then auddenly the door was unlocked and openad. The
ruffianly seaman who had overpowered the professor was
standing in the doorway. Behind him was Petars. Harper
Euat;?m was at the other side of the cabin, They were all
arivpesd,

Dare stepped out into the main cabin.

“*What have you <done with Professor MacAndrew 7" he
demanded.

“1'm here, laddie " came a reply in the Scotaman's weli-
known voice, which Dare was only too delighted to hear
azain,

He was standing near the <door of the main cabin, wtth
his hands secured behind GLim., His [ace was pale and
haggarsd.

“N'hank Heaven you are alive !”" exclaimed Dare.
afraid the cowards had murdered you!"

“You have murder on the brain!' soearcd Custanso.
“Weo are more tender-hearted than you auppess, for we aro
going to set you at liberty.”

s ﬁldﬁ&d g

“Yes. As vou came aboard without my parmission, T am
not poing to consult vour convenience, of course, as o when
and where and under what circumstances von quit the
Amagon. It suits my converionce that you should leava
now, That 1s all T bave to say. Corbetl, escort our guests
on deck.”

The big =ailor prioned with malictous enjoyment on fhe
svene, He seized hold of Dare's arm with bis muscuiar
fingers, but tho young detective shook himzelf frez of his
grasp.

” ﬁ-eap your dirty hands away from me!" he said. *1I
cen walk on to the deck without your assistance.”

Y Hurry up, then ™ gprowled the fellow.

When Dare and the professor reached the apper deckli, they
found that there waa a tolerably high sea running, and that
it was blowing nearly half a gale of wind. The oroy ehy
lowaered threateningly. There was no land in sicht.

Dare glanced at a clock in the companion-way. The hour
was seven 1o the morning,

A boat was being cleared away by a couple of men, and a
side ladder was hung over the yacht's rail.

Custance went on to the Ln:i-:,i;r:e, and moved the engine.
rocin telegraph down to * Stop.”" The Amazon camo to a
standstill kead on tfo
wind and =ea. Tha
boat was lowered into
the water.

“1 am making wvou
a prescnt of a boat !
called out Harper Cus-
tance from the bridge.
“You can show your
appraeciation of the gift
by getting into it as
guickly as possible."”

“Thore are nooars "'
exclaimed Dare. * And
no mast or sail!  We
can't manage a boat in

1 was

% ¢ THE POSTAL ORDER
CONSPIRACY.”
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A JUNIOR AT GREYFRIARS
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