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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Wingate Says “ No.”

“ INGATE—"
“ Wingate, old man—""
' 1 say, Wingate—""

Wingate, of the Bixth, the big. stalwart captain

of Groyfiiara, turned round irritably. He was stending at
his study windew, looking out into the Close of Greyfriars;
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where the eltn-trees were putting on their spring garh of
proan, and the Fif;mna were cooing merrily in the sunlight.
It was a cheertul scene, but Wingate's face did not scam
cheerful as he looked oub upon it.

Thres juniors had presented themselves at the daor of the
study—Harry Wharton, Frank Nugent, and Tom Brown, of
the Remove. They had to speak several times before they
aroused Wingate from his brown study, and then ha tupned
round with an irritability in his manner that was surprising
to them.

For Wingate wsz known all through Grevfriars for his
pleasant and egquable temper; and the juniors were nawch
:nore gt their ease with him than with any other senicr—
thay knew they could always depend on old Wingate,

But the usual serenity of the Greyfriars captain was de-
cidedly ruffled now. The juniors had apparently interrupted
him in the midst of some troublesome reverie, and he was

not pleased.
‘' What do you want®”’ he rapped out.

The chums of the Remove did not immediatelv reply. Tha;
Lad come to the captain's study, as a mafter of fact, to ash o
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vour. Wingate’s manner was nof promising, under the

mstAnces.

S0 they looked at him doubtfully instcad of speaking, and
that npim.nred to make the Greyfriars captain mora irritable
than before.

“* Why don't you speak?’ he exclaimed.

:‘ %ﬁtllnm—v” began Wharton hesitatingly.

[ IE ¥

“ We—yon see—"?

*“ What do yvou wanti™

“ We want & pass out of gates " said Harvry desperately, ub
Inst. " You see, Wingate—"

The sentor mads an irrikable gesture.

“ You're slways wanting a pass!” he exelaimed.

* Well, you sep—"

“1¢’s only for a little run half-way to the village,” said

Tom: Brown.

“ Hardly outside the gates, in fact,” said Frank Nugent.
“ Mot a quarter of & mile, anyway.”

“ Oh, stoff I : :

*f We—we've come at the wrong time, T can see” said
Wharten, " I'm sorry we've intervupted you, Wingate, if
you're bothered sbout anything. DBut—"

Wingate seomed to make an effort.

*0Oh, it's all right!” he exelaimed. ** I—I was thinking,
that'a all, and you interrupted me. You want a pasa out of
gates?’

wi Y%*j

" For this evening "

I+ Yﬂp,'

L& HEW lﬂﬂg‘?ﬂ .

* Well, say up till nine o'clock.” )

** Nonsense! What can you want to stay out till nine
o'clock for?' exclaimed Wingate brusquely.

“ There's a carcus—-"

Wingate started,

A A whati” i

* There's a circus come to Friardele," explained Whavton.
* Signor Benson’s Circus. We want to sce 1t."”

Wingate did nok ‘]ﬁ]}l_f

“Of ecourse, we 1 ba all right," said Nugent. * We
sffall take eare Bf—of each other, you know, Wingate. And
Jﬁiuiigpnw weo -can be depended upon to keep out of—of mis-
ehief,

Tom Brown coughed 5]iﬁ1}r. He wondered whether Win-
gate would believe that. e captain of Greyfriars was stil]
ominoutly stlent.

“ There are some of the other fellows who would like: to
%*ﬂ’ too,”” Wharton ventured. ** Beb Cherry, and Bull, and

odd, and Hazeldense, and ﬂ%}v}n and Morgan, and Treluce,
end Russell, and Fisii, and Wun Lung, and—="

-+ And the whole Eemove, I * sugpested Wingate
sarcastically.

“ Well, yes."

“¥ou can't go!”

Eh E‘h‘?”

*¥ou can’t have & pass. That's all.”

And Wingate made s gesture dismissing the juniors.

They did not stir. They were too surprized to do so for the
moment. Wingate, of the -Bixth, to their knowledge, had
never adopted this autocratic manner before? What was
the matter with old Wingata?

“QOh, 1 ~'* began Tom Brown.

“ That's enough, Brown!"

“ But the circus may stay here only s fow days,"” urged
Harry Wharton, * It may be gone to-morrow for all we
know. We three have simply nothing to keep us in—we've
&nﬂﬂ our prep. early on purpose, and we've gol no impots,
AnNi——

““You ecan't go g

*“* Why not?

** Don't ask guestions. Buzz off I"*

“ Plessed if 1 can make you out, Wingate. Look here,
there’'s the Indian Jugﬁile:-, and the Girl Equestrienne, and
the Famous Bareback Rider, and i

** That will do, Wharton. I've said you can't go!"

Wharton drew s sharp breath. As a rule, the juniors «f
Grevfnars were only too glad to cbey Wingate. But they
had never known Wingate like this before. To refuse them a
harmless pleasure, without rhyme or reason—it was not like
Wingete, and it was not the kind of thing they could he
expected to take patiently.

"1 suppose we can speak fo our Form-master shout it,"”
zid Wharton.

Wingate thook his head.

il H’D 11‘1

“ Look here, Wingate, we could have gone to Mr. Quelch
first, only—"

Winlfataa came & step towerds the juniore.

suppose

His face wan very harsh.
“ Look here, you kids!” he exclaimed. " You're not to
Tz Masnzr Y. —No. 162.

go to the circus! You've not to ask any master for permis
sion to go. There’s m reason—but I'm not called upen to
explain it to you youngsters. Now, get out!”

1] Bllt—"-”

“ Gret out, T say I

There was no choice for the juniorz. They got out, and
Wingate closed the door after them. In the passage the
thres juniors looked at one another wrathfully,

“Of all the blessed cheek I said Nugent.

“ Can't understand Wingate " Tom Brown remarked,

Wharton knitted his brows.

‘' Are we going to stand it?' he exclaimed.

Nugent grinned.

* What can we do? Wingate's word is law, sod know”

" Not when he mounts the high harse like that! =aid
Harry Wharton resolutely. *f Lock heve, I'm going!"”

Nugent whistled, and Tom Brown staved,

** Better think over it, Harry.”

* It's risky, old chap!™ .

Wharton's face was set hard. He could be very deter-
mined, and very obstinate; and what he regarded as the
captain's injustice had roused all the obstinacy in his nature,
"'ﬁ.fjf‘ly should they not go to the cirews? The village boys
were all going, Wharton knew that—and he knew that some
of the Greyfriars fellows had been. Wingate himself had
been there, Wharton remembered, with several of the Sixth,
What did ﬁe mean by prohibiting the Removites from goingt

“I'm going!” Wharton repeated.

Frank shrugged his shoulders.

““ Oh, I'm game!” he said. ** If you go, T come with you,”
" Bame here!” zaid Tom Brown cheerfully. ' New Zealand
isn't going to be left behind, But I think there'll be
trouble.™

"1 don't care.”

'* Then it's settled.”

The juniors walked aw:é;'
Wharton's face darkly clouded.
some minutes, _

** Look here,” he said, at last, ' we'd betler zo by our-
selves, If there's going to be trouble, we don't want to drog
athers into 1t."”

* Right you are!"

** Then after tea——"

““ We'll be ready.”

i Gund E!I

And so it was settled.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Todd Implores in Yain.
HARR? WHARTON ecame down after ter, and stood at

down the passage, Harry
He did not speak again for

the door of the KHouse, looking out into the
growing dusk of the Close. He was waiting till the
time fixed for leavmgc-hﬂ}q school te go to the circus,
Wharton had come to the decision hastily, in his cxaspera-
tion at the abrupt and apparenty unressonable refusal of
the captain to give him a pass out of gates. There was no
harm in what he intended to do—but it was a breach of the
rules, and it meant a caning or & gating if he werd discovered.
As he stood looking into the Close, Wingate came out with

his ccat and cap on.

Wharton glanced at the captain of Greyiriars as he passed.
Wingate pauzed for & moment, as if about to speak to the
junior, but walked on instead and disappesred into the dusk
of tlhie Close, in the direction of the gates.

Wharten's eves gleamed for & moment.

Wingate was gomg out, that was eclear. Where was he
going—to the cireus? It was quile prebable.

A ]%!ern we arel'" exclaimed Tom Brown, as he came up
with Hug{.‘nh " Ready, mani”’

Harry Wharton nodded. .

“I'm ready, Tom. Wingate has just gone out.™

“ Phew! We shall have to be careful not to drop on him."

“It's occurred to me that he might be going to the
cirens.””

“ My hat!"

':.ph, we can keep our coyes open,” zawl Frenk.
U1 -

“ My dear Whartpn—""

* Halle, Taodd! Don't bother now!"

Alonzo Todd blinked at Harry Wharton, It was not much
use Ite]ling him not to bother; Todd was born to bother
people.

“My dear Wharton, I could not help ecatching what you
=pid. ¥You are going to break Lounds for the purpose of
visiting a circus—""

“ Oh, cheese 1t; don't shout, vou assz!™’

“71 did not intend to shout, my dear Wharton. But T be
of you, my dear Form fellows, to refrain from this act,” sai

solemnly. * I beg and implore of you, Wharton, not to
break bounds in this surreptitious mannep—-"

Y Come
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“ Hark 1 " exclaimed Tom Brown, as suddenly from th=: caravan there came a sharp EII:‘IEI;HDII, In a voice the ‘

I juniors knew. * You hognd!™

It was the voice of Wingate, the Captain of Greyfriars.

(Ses page 7.}

““0h, go and ecat coke!™

“ My dear Wharton, my Uncle Benjamin always impressed
upon me that——""

“I with your Uncle Benjamin had drowned you when you
were young!'” growled Wharton., " Do run away and play,
for goodness’ sake!"

“ But, my dear—"

The three juniors walked away, leaving Alonzo Todd still
talking. A fat junior in big glasses scudded out of the house
after them, and laid a detaining hand upon Harry Wharton’s
arm.

" I-~T say, vou fellows—"'

Wharton uttered an exclamation of wrath. Tt seemed as if
he never was to pot away. Billy Bunter hald him tight, and
blinked at him through his big spectacles.

“0Oh, buzz off. Bunter I™ he exclaimed

*Oh, really, Whavrton 2

* Deon't Bother now."

“I eny, you fellows, I'll come to the circus with you if
you like,'"

! Fathead !

“ Oh, rveallr, Nurent—""

“We're going to get over the school wall'™ growle
Wharton. * We couldn’t licist vou over—vou wefg"h tu::ﬂ
much. uzz off I

The three juniors teramped off. Billy Bunter volled after
them. It was easier to get rid of & lecch than of Diile
Dunter, of the Greviriars Remove. )

1 say, yvou fellows—"

“ Bhut up ! roared the juniors.
“But I say, I'll come. vou know,
Tue Macxer Lirrary.—No, 162,
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I haven’t any morey

to pay for admission, but you fellows can pay, and I'll sacttle
out of a postal-order I'm expecting this evening.””

" Rats [

The junicra reached the school wall. It was not easy to

climeb, but the active chuwins clambered up the bricks. Bily
Bunter caught Yharton by the arm again,

“I'm coming with you, Whnrton."

Wharton uttered an impationt ejaculation,

“* Look here, Banter——"'

“Gimme a bunk up, and—"

“0Oh, very well I

Harry made up his mind to it. He Lknsw that Bunter

wold a cortinual worry and troubla, a3 e alwas wasy
but Bunter had his way., Bunter generaliy get bis way, by
sheer persisience

Wharton grasped the fat junior, and burked lim up the
wall. Hil]}*ﬁ]uutw sprawled blindily against the brickhwork,
“Ow! Yow!" he voaved. "' I've knocked v nose ! Yal !

“Quet, you ass !t

i Yﬂw !n

“Hold on! You're too heavy for me!™ gasped Wiiarton.

“Yow! Oh!"

“[—T can't stand [ My lat!"

Wharton stargered under Dunter's tremendonr welsht, and
fail, The fat junier shd s=raping down Hie walll and Larmblad
over on Wharton, Harry gave a gasp of anguish as 2l tie
breath was driven out of his body by the shock.

“Oh! Groo!™

“Yow " rearved Billy Duntor. “I'm hort? Ok

“ Quict, vou chump 1" whispered Nugent, from the tap of
the wall, ** ¥You'll have the prefests down on us ™

“Dw! Yow!"™

n & Cop. at Greyliriaps.
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Wharton staggered to his feed,

' Get up, Bunter,”

“Vow| I'nmy hurd! Oh!”?

“Do you want mo to help you over thoe wall}** asked
Harry, with ell the patience he could muster.

“Yow| I'm i12' ared " groansd Bunter, * C.earry mo
into the houss, and—-"

“ Fathead 1"

“0Oh, reslly, Wharton——"*

“ Do you want to come?”

“T—I'm too injured! I—I'll go and get some refreshment
at the tuclkshop,” said Bunter, sitting up, ' I—I don't feel
equal to goetting over the wail™

“ All right. Good-bye [ s

And arton slung himsalf up the wall. Billy Dunter

led.

F'E‘!"I-I«:nia::! on, Wharton! I'm stony, you know. I've been

dissppointed about a postal-order thia afternoen. Look here,

if you lend me five bob——" )

b “* Bhut up " gaid Tom DBrown fiercely, * Everybody will
car wou !

"“I'don’t cave! I'm burt! ¥ah! Oh!"

It ared to be Bunier'a ub]}?gt to make everybody hear
hina. Herry Wharton, gritting his tecth, felt in his pocket
for money.

“ Here's o bob for you, Buntar.”

“Yow!| Make it twol Oh! Yah!l” ol

Wharton dropped two shillings upon the fat junior. They
clinked on the ground.

“ Now shut up ! he said .'a-ﬂn:rnﬁz:r,*l(i:i )

The three juniors dropped outside the school wall. Dilly
Bunter, suddenly recovering from his terrible injuries, got
upon his hands end knecs, and gmp&ﬂ in the dorkness for tho
two coina Wharton had dropped. ]

A dim figure loomed up out of the dusk, The howling. of
the fat junmior had guided Alonzo Todd to the he
Duffor of Greyfriars medo hisstill, amall voice heard.

“My dear Wharton! My desr fellows! Reflect before
vou tako this stepl I bog and imploro you to——¥arcoh !’

Todd stumbled over Bunter, whom he did not seo in the
darkness. He came down with a p upon the fat junior,
wjuashing him to the earth.

“ Yow " roared Bantcr.

“ (Oh i* gupad Todd. “*My dear Bunter—"

Id m 1!

1l Gh !H\ !

Bunter scrambled up into a sitting poslure with a deadly
gloam behind his spectacles. He groped for Tod@'s head,
and lot out with a fat fist

“ There, vOu ass—"

'I;{EI::WI My dear Bunter—"*

afE !

Bunter's fat fist caught Todd under the chin this time.
Todd rolled over on the earth, seeing more stars than arc
generally seen in the Milky Way on a clear night. By the
time ho had recovered, Bunter had found his two shillings
and departed.

“ Dear mal” gasped Alonzo. “ 1t Ia very, very painful Lo
be treated thue when ona is trying 1o do ﬁuodli h, dear, my
nose pains me very much! But I sheil stick to_the good
work--1 shall pever cease to beg and implore my dear Form
fellows to share the advantages I have gained from the in-
structions of my Unele Benjamin.’” o

And Todd tottered awsy, holding his nose in Ius handker-
chief,

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
An Ama¥ing Meeting.

Yy AVE M
Harry Wharton whispered the word suddenly in the
lane, 'E'ha three juniors were tramping along in the
dusk towards Friardale. The moon was rising slowly
over the summit of the Black Pike, and the soft light was
s=qiing over the fields. A footstep behind him had caught
Wharton’s keen ear. .

The three juniors stopped instantly.

* Somebody’s following us,” said Tom Brown.

“Tt can't l:.fa Bunter."” _

“No; it may be nohody we know,” said Wharton
nurriedly, " but we'd better be careful, Get in cover here,”

The juniors had reached the cross roads. In the centre
where the lancs crossed, was a bunch of trees, gquite thick
cnough to afford cover after dark. though porhaps not in the
dn‘}'time. In.z moment the juniors were the treecs.

‘It mayn't be anyhody from Greyfriars at all,”’ Hairy
Wharton remarked, * But he'll be gone in a few minutes,
anyway.' .

‘J“Ha:l.rilu! There's somebody coming from the village, too !
Footsteps ocould be heard further up the lane, towards

Friardale, Somebody was coming from each direction. Bat
Tur Miower LIpRaRY.—No, 162,
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it was the pedestrian from tho school that interested the
juniora, They watched from the trees as the sound ‘came
nearer. A patch of moonlight fell upon the n lanc close
by the clump of trees, and Em approaching pedestrian had to
cross 18 to pass on. . .

Wharton uttered s suppressod ejaculation.

* The Head "

“ Phow [

“My hat I

It was the Head of Greyfmars! :

The juniors well knew the form im the overcoat and the
sillk hat. It was Dr. Locke, the Ilead-mastoey of Greyiviars!l
It was well that-the juniors had takep cover!

“Quiet I murmured Wharton,

1] hﬂt"}m !!I ]

The Head came abreast of the trees. He was evidently
going down to Friardale, and had no idea that the clemp of
trees in the middle of the crossing concealed anyone.

Just a8 he step into the pateh of moonlight, the figure
of 8 man in a slouch hat loomed up from the divection of
Friardale. It was the man whose footsteps the juniors had

heard.

He was a man of powerful build, with leggings and boots,
and a velveteen jacket. His slouched hat shaded his eyer,
and under it glowed the red end of & cigar.

He stopped as he came face to face with the Heed ol
Greyiriars. .

The Head utiored a sudden exclamation,

* Lasalle I''

The man in ths slouched hat started back, and the startled
iunim’a caught the moonlight on his fece—a dark, swarthy

ace of & foroign cast, with a4 pointed black moustache, and
keen, glittering black eyes.

He starcd at Dr. Locke, ’

“Vou!” he oxclaimed. ** Ma foil™

Tha Head started forward, and grasped the man by the
shoulder.

“8o it is you, Lasalle! After all these years?”’

The Frenchman laughed.

Y As vou see,” he replied.

" Lasalle! You scoundrel 1"

The man laughed again. )

“ If you have not mors nolite words for me, monsieur, the
sooper we part, the better,”” he said “ I never expected to
meat you here.”

“ Doubtless. Dut—-"*

“ It iz an uncxpected pleasure,’ said Lasalle, blowing out
8 cloud of smoke. A ﬂugh you do not scem pleased—"'

“ Lasalle! Whera is she ™

“She! Whom " ]

“You know whom I refer to,” said the Hesd, in an
agitated voice, still keeping his grip on the Frenchman's
shoulder. * Felix Lasalle, if you tell me where she is, I will
say nothing more of the past—mot a word! All shall be
passed over, but—" _

* You telk in riddles' =sid TLasalle, with & shrug of the
shonlders.

* Y¥ou know what T mean.™

“Ma foi! I know nothing of the sort!" i

The Head ecemed to poant for breath. The juniors in the
trees locked on in alarm and amazement.

What to do they did not know. To remain where they
wcre, and listen to this—that was not right. But to show
themselves at such & moment— : ;

They remained inactive, astounded, wondering. What did
it all mean? What could the Head of Greyfriars have to do
with this swagpering foreign ruffian?

“ Bon soir, monsieur,” said Lasalle mockingly.

The Head’s grip tightened. _
“Stap, Llasalla! YVou know whom I was specking of—my
little Rosie [

“ Oh !" said Lasalle, flicking the ash from his cigar, “Ohl
Dead "

* What 1" ; !

% Yeara ago,” spid Lasalle, with a smile.

“ Tt ja falsc,” said the doctor thickly. *It is falee—you
were always & Bar! Tell me where she is now, or, old as [
ame, I will thrash you like a dog 1™

His cane rang in the air.

The Frenchman changed colour for a momoent,

“0ld fool!” he sad contemptucusly. ““1f that cane
touches me, 5ou lie in the road the next moment! What are
rou beside me . .

Indeed, the doctor looked old and frail cnough beside the
powerfully-built man. But he did not falter.

" 1 will keep my waord, you scoundrel 17 he said,

The cane descended, lashing. :

The Frenchman gave a sharp cry. The cigar dm}rpaﬁ
into the road, and the man closed with the doctor, and tha
old man reeled back in his fierce grip.

‘* Now--—"" hissed Lasalle.
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* Rescue ! roared Harry Wharton. :

The three juniors leaped from the thicket, and ran at
the ¥renchman. They closed upon him, and dragged him
iiergaly_ away from the doctor, and Aung him bodily into the
road.

Lasalle went down with s crash, and the juniors piled
upon him, keeping him down. He struggled ficreely under
their weight.

“?h " gasped the Head. “DBoys! Wharton! Thank
Foul"”

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
At the Circus.

HE Head was staggering, as if overcome by the excite-
ment and the cxertion of the sudden ntruﬂgle.
Wharton ran o Jend him aid, while Nugent and Tom
Brown kept the ruffian plnned down. Lasalle was

atruggling furiously, spitting out maledictions in his own
ongue. 3 :

Dr. Locke leaned heavily upon Wharton's shoulder for a
foew moments, his breath coming in short guick gasps.

“Thank yvou, Wharton !" he panted ot last.

“ " jolly glad we were here, sir!"

“ Look out!” shouted Tom Brown.

The Frenchman was brn.nl:lni locse, He scemed to
possess the strength of a horse. He hurled the two juniors
aside, and made a leap to escape. He dashed through a
gap in the hedge, and disappeared into the darkness.

'The juniors were rushing after him, when the Head called
them back.

‘ Btop—stop, my boya!”

They turned reluctantly back.

“Tet him go ! said the Head. Dr. Locke seemed to have
rocovered now, though his breathing was still a little
irregular, He locked at the Removiten with a searching
gligﬁa. “What are you doing out of gates nowi” he
uskod, )

The juniors coloured. ) 0 : R

“YWeo—we were going to the circus, sir,” said Wharton
awkwardty.

“The circus!”

" Benson's Circua, sic.”

“Oh! Haove you a pasa out of the gates?”

“N-n-no, sic!”

Tha Head's brow grew stern. ]

“ But you have no right to be out without one!” he
Elf]ﬂimei “ Have I discovered yoy in the act of breaking
bounds, Wharton '

Wharton hung his head.

“J—I'm sorry, sir!” he said. *“We—we wanted to go
to the circus, snd Wingate wouldn't give us a pass for some
resson, & we—we—""

“* B0 you broke bounds 1

“Ye-o-e3, sir.”’ o )

The three juniors stood swaiting their fate. They had
obeved & natural impulse in rushing to the rescue of the
Head when they saw him in the grasp’of the Frenchman;
but it scemed fikely to cost them dear. They would miss
:N?!:lng the circus, at all events, if they were not gated as
well.

Dir. Locke paused before he spoke again.

*This i1s very wrong, Wharton !™ he said.

“1'm sorry, sir 1"

** But, under the circumstances, I cannot very well com-
plain of you for being here, a3 vou have lent me such
necessary aid," said the Ilead. “*You may go to the
circus, Wharton and Nugent and Brown., You need not have
fet me see you, and so I ahall excuse your, as voa have been
viry hrave and very uacful to moe. You may go.'

“Oh, thank you, sir!”

The Head smiled, and passsd on, and vanished in thoe dusk
towards the village. The juniors looked ab each other with
considerable satisfaction.

“It's all serene!” said Tom Brown.

““Yes, rather!” _

“T'm jolly glad wo were here ! said Wharton, *° Blessad
if I know what that scens could mean-——looks as if the Head
ueed to linow that French ehap, Queer sort of acquaintance
far the Head”

* Yes, rather | Let's get on; we shall be late !

The juniors tramped on, and reached the point where o
bianch lane led to the field eceupicd by Benson's Circus.

They were in o puzeled frame of mind.

_ The Head had not uttered & word of explanation concern-
mg the strangze scone they had witnessed., THd he Lknow
that they hiad heard enything? At all eventa, ha must know
that they had scen all that had passed. e had said
nothing.

“ Better keep mum about it,” said Harry. breaking a
leng silence.  “No good talking about it, you kunow,”

':'(,!Fute rizht; mum's the word ! And here's ths cirens!™
gaid Tom DBrown cheerfully.

The blare of o cornot and a drumt and s glare of lights
sufficiently guided the juniors townrds the cireus tent.
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Feople belonging to Friardale were taking tho same routs
in twos and threcs, the crowd converging upon the tent.

QOutside, in the glare of the naphtha Eim[:u,.a. clown stood
uPﬂn 8 cart, addressing tho crowd, and cracking & sories of
old, familiar wheezes, intermingled with invitations o
Walk up.”

“Walk up, gents! Walk up! 'Ere's Benson's famcus
gircus ! M?ldctmniaella Rosina, the child equestrienne!
Monsiear Felix, the bareback rider ! Chowder Chutnee, the
Indian juggler! All the wonders of the world] Walk
u

1%

The juniors walked up with the rest, paid their sixpence
each, and passed into ths tent. ]

It wos a large tent, and rapidly Ellindg. Evidently tho
posters and handbills of Signor Benzon had done good work
and the natives of Friardale and the neighbourhood had
token the bait. Thoy were turning up in great numbers.

Harry Whartan and his comrades obtained front seats,
skipping over the benches instead of walking round, and
as thoy woere carly comers, they had few before them.

Seated together in the front row, with only s rope dividin
thein from the arena, they sat at their ease, and survey
the place, _

Among the country smock-frocks and the Friardale coats
they distinguished more than one Eton jacket. Thero were
ather fellows from Greyfriars who had taken French leave
to visit the circus.

And [Tarry recognised Panan:rnbi and Gadsby and several
ather fellows from Higheoliffe School, as well ss Trumper
and Sollv Lazarus and Grahame, from Courtfield County
Couneil School—all of themm old acquaintances of Harry
Wharton & Ce, ]

The juniors waited cheerfuily, for the circus to begin,

Beveral heavy horses were turned into the arens to gallop
round, by way of starting the entortainment—a sort of
prelinanary canter, as Nugent put it. ]

Thon came a fat and fair lady rider, who jumped through
hoops, and leaped from one horse to another, “’It-h_ﬁ'ﬂnd{'r-
ful agility, considering the amount of flesh she carried.

* This ean’t be Rosina, the child equestrienne [ cxclaimed
Harrey Wharton.

“Well, she’s not more than forty,"” said Nugent. *I dare
say thoy're called children up to forty in the profession.
I've heard of Infant Predigica of thirty.”

“1Ia, ha, ha

* Wharton !™

Ay hat! It's Wingate !" . i

Wingate was standin uf) in the row behind. His face
wns darle with anger n.a.%le ooked at the throe juniors.

“What aro you doing here?" he demanded.

“{"ome fo see the cirens, Wingate.”

“1 oedered you——""

# Head’a nermission !

“What I )

“Wo have tho Head's special permission—honest injun
saidl Ilarry. X

* You asked him—after what I paid?'"

“Well, vou ses, we didn't exactly ask him—he gave us
permission of his own accord.”

Wingate looked dubious. .

i knew that Wharton would not lie; but he knew, fco,
that the circumnstances of tho case must have been very
peculive, if the Hond had given the juniors leave out of the
gates without their having first specially requested it.

* Very well,' he said quietly. . ] ]

The juniors sat down again. Various voices behind were
regitesiing them to do so in far from gentle tones. Wingate
had evilently decided to let tho matter drop. ]

The juniors turned their anttention to the ring again.
A fat peotloman in evening.-dress, spparently Signor Benson
himnzscll, had made some announcement in a fab, oily veice.

Thore was & rattle of hoofs at the ring entrance, and a
hanc=ome black horse came in, with a man standing upright
on lis back.

Wharton uttered an exclamation.

““My hat! You know that chap, kids?™

[ Mypw 1

Wll odid the juniors know the dark face and black
nuwi=taehe and unpleasantly glittering eves, although they
hed seen that swarthy face but once before.

It was the Frenchman of the lane.

The man they had seized and torn from his savags grasp
upoi ihe doctor, and who had Hed across the dark fields to
esei e Hhom.

“Lazalle ' mutterad Nugent,

11« the same chap!”

Lasalle, the Head's strange enemy, was Monsieur. Felix,
the barebaek rider of Benson's Circua. And the chums of the
};t-::nm‘u vatched him with & new interest as they realized
5.

(Ll
+*

5
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Wharton happened to glance round as the French rider
varesred round the ring, and his glance fell upon Wingate.

The captain of Greyfriars did not see him.

“His eyes were fixed upon the careering form of the circus
eider, and they were gleaming. with an expression in them
that Wharton had never seen there before. The boy gazed
at the 8ixth-Former in wonder. Did Wingate know the man,
too? Was he some enemy of the ecaptain of Greyiriars, as
well as of the Head? _

Wharton felt strangely troubled and Eer.plexed. His
attention was ealled back to the ring by a burst of checrin

and he gazed with admiration at the giclish form that ha
entoered the arena.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Nugeni Knows,

ADEMOISELLE ROSINA—for it was evidently the

girl cquestrienne at last—was elad’ in white, with a

scarlet sagh, and her long dark locks were bound

with a ribbon. She looked, as the circus posters

stated it, & child equestrienne, but her age was’ probably

sixteen. Bhe rode wonderfully well, standing up on the
horse’s back with the light apgility of a fairy,

“By Jove! What s ripping rider I exclaimed Harry
Wharton.

“ Splendid M

The girl seemed to -have no eyves for the audience.

Bhe made the circuit of the ring, and then the clown and
Elgﬂﬂr Bengon held up paper hoops for her to jump through.

She passed through the * balloona™ with case and prace,
alighting surely on the back of the galloping horse,

A l"ﬁr_ﬁ'ls she's a ripper " said Nugent. “A merge kid,
00 -

“* First-rate I'*

_ “That ugly chap can’t be her father,” said Wharten, look-
ing puzzled. = But the bills say Monsicur Felix and his
1lm¢|g ter, Mademoiselle Rosina.’

‘FA grape {rom a thorn ' grinned Tom Brown,

“ By Jove—yeal”

The chums watched the circus girl with great interest,
There was one thing they ohserved —which was observed by
o good many more in the audience. The girl seemed to
shrink involuntarily when she came near the French rider.
ng might be her father, but there was no love lost between

ml‘

““The beast doesn’t treat that kid well,” h .
MNugent nodded. B T e ¢ remarked

“Yes. I wish we'd bumped him a bit harder, now."

Harry Wharton looked round at Wingate, as the perform-
ance ended; why, he could hardly have told. The captain of
GGreyfriars did not meet his glance. He seemed to have
lorgotten the presence of the juniors, He was rising from

his seat, and he left the spot without locking in the direction
of the chums,
""He hasn"t

‘“ Something up with Wingate,"” said Frank.
been himself all day, or yesterday, either, for that matter.

Linley “told me he was kicking wild at footer practice
vesterday.”

- Winﬁate was 1"

T3 T{r&.,

“Then he must be ill. I wonder—"

Wharton did not fimsh. He wondered whether the unusual
manner of the Greyiriars captain was in any way connected
with Monsicur Felix, What had meant the hard, ficrco
glance that Wingate had bestowed upon the French rider?

The audience cheered the pecformers loudly as they retived;
but the greater part of the applause was for mademoiselle.

That, Harry believed, was not wholly pleasant to Monsieur
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‘Felix, for he saw the rider pive the girl a very dark look, &3

she paused to baw her acknowledgement to the cheering.

“Come ! he exclaimed, voughly seizing her rein.

And they maoved out of the arena.

“* Hotter " said Wharton,

" What-ho " gaid Frank. I don't like that chap’s loolks.
Hallo, here’s the giddy juegler ™

And the juniors were scon interested in the new tarn,

A little later Monsieur Felix reappesved, but without
mademoise]le. 3 2

He was in & new turn this time, dolag acrobatic feals on

the trapere, feats which he performed passably well; and

which were, at all events, good encugh to satisfy an un-
exacting country audience.

He was the last turn. _

When it was over the audience filed out, and the Greyfriam
juniors managed to meet the Courtfield fellows in the crowd.

When the juniors of the rivel schools met, there wore
frequently rows, but on this occazion all, as the poet =ays,
was calm and bright.

“ Hallo !" said Trumper, with a grin,
mademoizelle 15, 150"t she 1"

“ Yoz, vather!"

“ Fanthy meeting you,”” said Solly Lazarus
that young lady is tﬁimlﬂy thtunning, you know.
chaps know her?”’

Wharton logked at him in astonishment.

H Know her ! he exclaimed. * How should we know her?
Never heard of her before this evening, Lazarus."

Solly chuckled. :

“ Thumbody at Greyiriars knows her,” he replied.

“0Oh! Who's that '

" You don't know 1"

f Not a it

“Your thkipper,” said Lazarus.

“Wingate I’" exclaimed Harry.

" ¥oth, tather!™

Wharton locked greoatly puzzled.

" Blessed if I know how, then,” he said. "1 suppose
you're pulling my leg, Lazaruz. Of course, it's no bizney of
mina if he does know her; but I don't see haw he counld.”

Solly grinned.

“T've theen them,"” he explained.

“ Seen them 7" exclaimed MNugent.

“Yoth, rather !’

" Where, Solly "

“Walking on the thands,” said Eelly. * Yethterday they
wore walking by the thee, snd talking. Yeth, rather ™

“Walking by the =zea and talking!"" =aid Wharton, in
amazement.

“ ¥eoth; quite like old friendth, rou know.”

‘** Blessed if I can make it out !

Nugent burst into a sudden vell,

“$a, ha, ha!"

His chums stared at ham.

“\What's the matter, Fianl "

““1a, ha, ha "

“¥ou assg—" )

“(oh, he's off his thilly rocker!” said Lazarus. “ Come
on, you bounderth ; we shall be late home if we don't thpeed
o I

“ Good-night, you Greyfriars chumps "

“ Good-night, you Ceourtfield dueffers I

And with those polite valedictions, they parted.
Nugent was still laughing. Harry Wh
stared at him.

U AVhat on earth’s bitivg you?” Tom demanded.

“Fa, ha, ha!”

“ Yau howling asg——-="

“Ia, ha, hal"

The two juniors scized Frank by the shoulders, end ran
him out of the tent, and jemumed him ageinst & caravan,
They pinned him there by main foree,

“Now cxplain, yvou silly ass!"’ exclaimed Harvy Wharton
wrathfully. “ What are you cackling akout?”

*“Ha, ha, ha!”

“You fathead !”

“ Ha, ha, ha!™ velled Nugent.

“ Oh, bump him "

Bump | ;

Frank was bumped against the wagoon.
enoupgh; he velled in o diffevent way.

Y Ripping rider that

““T thay,
Do you

Frank

arton and Tom Brown

Oie bump was

“Yow! Stop itl"

AT you explain?’ demanded Wharton.
“Yow! Yes!”

“ Then get on, you slly chump ™

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“Why, he's beginning again!"” exclaimed Tem Brown
indignantly. * Collay him, and we'll—=*

“ Hold on !’ gasped Nugent., "'l explain.”

“Go ahead—quick 1"
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¢ Rescue 1'? shouted Harcry Wharlont. The three juniors leaped from the thicket and ran at the Frenchman,
They closed upon him and dragged him away from Dr, Locke. (See page 5.)
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He knows mademoiselle--ha, ha.  girl looked awfully nice—not at all a spoony sort. What you

ha! 'That's why he has been mucking up froter latelv—
that’s why he's been badtempered to nice, civil, obliging
juniors in the Remove—ha, ha, ha "

“YWhy " howled Wharton and Brown together,

“ Because he's spoons,™

** What I""

* Hey I'*
“ Bpoans "' roared Frank., *17a, ha, Lat"
“Oh, rot I" exelaimed Wharton, “*As if Wingate would be

such an ass!™

“ But he is—hs, ha, ha! Dida't vou see the Lhitline loak-
he wasz giving old Felix—=1 expect Felix has been doing the
heavy father bizney, and warning him off.”

“You ass "

* Wingate's turned seventeen.” said Frank, prinninx. ¥ [Te's
old enough to make en ass of himse!f; lots of chap: do at
seventeen.'”

** Hx, ha, ha!™

“ And it’s the giddy springtine, you know. Tn rhe sjring
thE-. ﬁaung man's fancy lightly turns to thonshts af ——"

‘Rot ¥

“ Exactly. The poet said "love'—hut it mcans he syme™

Harry Wharton laughed.

“ Look here, you nss, Wingaie's pot far oo much genze
to be spoons on anyvbody, at hiz ame,” he said: “and that

THE mwﬂ Laerary.—No, 162,
gax:  THE ARTFUL DODCER.”

A Splendid Tale of

want is a jolly good bumping, Frank Nugent.”

“You see if I'm not right,” erinned Frank., * You mark
my words, as they sav in the newspaper serials.”

“ But look here——"' ]

“ That's why Wingate didu’s want us fo come to the civeus,
He thonght we should ~pot it.  Ia, ha, ha!"

Wharton started a lictle, There certainly did scem to be
something in that view of the case. But he shook his

head.
1 den't believe 1, Frank.”
“RatsT 1 <do.”
“You're an ass "’
" Thanks! Bame to vau, and many of them."

“I tell you—--""

* Hark ' exelaimed Toan Brawn.

The juniors had staved behind the crowd, snd the ground
was pretty well clear. Most of the naphtha lamps were out,
excepting near the supper-tent, where ti’m cirets company had
rathered o refresh themselves with bread and choeso »
beer after their labotirs. _

Suddenly, from the divection of & caravan a short distance
away, there came a sharp exclamation—in a voice they knew.

1# Tm} hound !™ -

The juniors simple jumped.
f1It- ‘:1.‘!.5 Wingate's voice—Wingate, the captain of Grey-
riars !

Wharton & Co, at Greryfiriare.

By FRA RICHARDS.
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THE SIXTH CHAPTER,
Chums !

INGATE, captain of Greyfriars, had left the circus-tent
with & dark and moody brow. The performance was
still in full awing when he quitted the lighted tent
snd snerged into the gloom of the common.

The captain of Greyfriars pauvsed for a few moments out-
side the tent,

Then, in of passing down tha lane towards the school,
he moved round the tbot, among the carnvans belonging to
the. circus company. :

He stopped beside the canvas stebles, under the shadow
of a Jarga caravan, and waited there, peering into the gloom
towards the tent. )

There was a foolstep in the dusk o hittle later.

Wingate started forward.

* Rosine 1"

It was the slim, graceful figure of the girl-rider that

br_e-dc]! through the dvsk. She was leading her horse by
ridle,

The girl gave a little start.

““Oh, it is you!” she said.

" Yes, Houna” ] ] ]

“1 am 30 glad to see vou,” said the girl quietly.
let me put my borse away.”

“Can I belp voui™

Rosina lau ied

“ Oh, no, thank you!

She disappeared.

Wingate waited. “There was a strange expression upon
Wingate's face. Whether the suggsstion that occurred to
Franz Nugent was correct or not, it was certain that George
Wingate, the captain of Greyfriars, had a very strong repard
for the circus gul.

Rotina came back in & few moments,

* Now,” she said.

She gave Wingate her hand.

“1 had tf: Bce you again,” said Wingate.
that vou're leaving Friardale so soon, Rosina.
™ The day after to-morrow,” said the girl

“1 wish—"" Wingate paused.

. My father 13 urging Signor Bensonm to leave to-morrew
instead, for some reason,” said Rosina. *“ He was out this
evening, before the performance, and he came back in a very
bad temper. There was mud on his clothes, and I think,
perhaps, he had got into one of his usual guarrels. Yet this
time he had not been drinking—as usumal. But for some
reason he has changed his mind about staying here. After
sesterday’'s business he said the pitch was a onc, and
sdvized the signor to stay here a week at least. Now he
withes to go to-morrow. 1 den't know why.”'

“You 't wish to go?”

“Oh, no!”

*“It was such s lucky chanco that the circus came so near
the school,” said Wingate. “ When I saw the bills up that
Benson's Circus was here, I cou.d hardly believe my eyes
It scemed such luck.”

Rosina laug softly.

* Yyere vou so glad to see me again?” she exclaimed.

“Yes,"” mid JWm%itu quietly, "1 was. It seems ages since
the vacation when I met you {ve!urp, Rosina; and we became
friendly very quickly, didn't we?™

“1 was fra.h-ful to you,” said the girl, * You interfsred
when he—l will not call him my father—was beating me,
and—and—" ]

“And I'm afraid he made you suffer for it afterwards”™
said Wingate ruefully.

Rosina was silent ’

‘- Tt’s too rotten, Rosina, that vou should remain with such
a man,”? said Wingate, with a wrinkled brow. * Does he
ill-use you now 2" .

“ Sometimes, when he has been drinking.”

“The brute !” ) i i

““ But it is not so bad.now,” said Rosina. “ The signor
interferes. ¥You see, I am growing to be more valuable to
the cireus, and the signor does not want to risk my running
away. And I have told him that T will run away if I am
ill-used any more."

“ And that man is vour father?®

“ Qometimes, when he hac been drnking, and does nob
koow what he i3 saying, he has ealled me a beggar, whom
‘he picked up in the gutter,” said Rosina. ‘T hope it is true.
I would rather it were drue.”’

ANSWERS
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i But

I shall not be a minute.”

“1t'a _rotten
When 13 it ¥

“Oh,” exclaimed Wingate, “*if T could take you away—"

“ But you cannot,” said Rosina softly, ‘‘and—and T tell
you it is not so bad now—not 5o bed ss the time whan you
mﬁrﬁerﬁ. But he must not see pou,’

o ‘

“ He hates you, and still speaks sometimes of the time when
you knocked him down, George. he saw us together, 1
am sure he would make a guerrel.”

* Tho rotter I”” muttered Wingate. .

“But I am v lad to see you,” went on the girl. " Yon
are the best fri:lfg famr had—or, rather, the only real friend.
Perbaps we shall meet again."’ ! 3

“Wea shall,” sgid Wingate; * thers is no perhaps about it
We shall meet again, Rosina, I am helpless now—only a
schoolboy ; Ilfut w h:n Ii:m a man—;—"

“You will not have forgotten me?”

*¥ou know 1 ghall mhgkaainm When I am a man Ea}u:'ﬂ
find you out, and take you awav from this somehow,"” said
Wingate sturdil “1 dorn't know how yet, but I shall
manage it somehow." :

The girl bent her head ac if to hsten. .

““ Are you afraid he will come?” asked Wingate. .

“Yeos. He i3 doing &n extra turn to close the entertains
ment, and then—~" '

Wingate looked towards the circus tent,

“1t 13 over!"” he said.

Rosinu loo uneasy. :
& 'Euuw:.'gy must go i she said.

* But—-

“ You must not. meet him,” said Rosina hurriedly. '"He—
he would be furious. ¥You do not know what he szid when
he knew that 1 had met you before.” ‘

“ What did he say 1" said Wingate, between his teeth.

 Never mind. -night, Gecrge l"

He pressed her hand.

4 But I shall see you sgain.”

“Yes, ves! But go: he is coming.” . o

Wingate hesitated for 2 moment. e was little inclined to
retrest in this way before a man whom he digliked and
despised.

Bpm, it was for Rosina’s sake. The anger of Folix Lasalle
would alway: fall upon her, and she was powerless.

Wingataf'lideﬂ away behind the caravan.

Put he did not go further. From the unsteady steps of
the man who was approaching, Wingate knew that he had
heen drinking. He knew that mademoiselle might need pro-
tection, and he delayed.

“ Tho rotter!” he muttered. “ The roiter! If he were
not her father—— But I doh’t believe he is her father! He
is o Frenchman, and she docs not look in the least French.
The cad ! How I would like—" .

The thick, muttering voice of the Frenchman stopped his
veflections. It came clearly to Wingate's ears. _

“*Ma foi! And what are you doing here, mademoisella?
Why are you not gone to bed? You have been meeting your
schoolboy friend again? Is it not so1” o

Rosina did not reply. Her silence seemed to ivritate the
ruffian.

* Do you hear me?"

?iﬁf was & ]iti‘_iil fmnt ory.

2 g0 ™Y Wrist.

W}lngate breathed hard.
Ia?‘gﬂﬁt answer me, then! I will twist your wrist, my dear,
You comprehend me? 1—"'

The faint cry agaim.

Wingate could stand no more. He ran round the caravan,
hia fista clenched, his blood boiting, his eyes ablaze.

** You hound " he shouted. .

The Frenchman let go the girl's wrist, and turned towards
Wingate. He put up his hands instinctively, but they did
not save him. Straight and hard, Wingate’s fist came crashe
ing inte his face, and ne rollicd in the grass,

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Harry Wharton Takes a Hand.
HARRY WHARTON and hie chuma stood in doubt as they

He heard a harsh, unmusieal

heard the voice of Wingaie through the gloom. It was
followed by the sounds of a struggle, and that decided
them. They hurried to the spot.

Tha Frenchman was upon his feet again, and he had closed
with the eaptain of Greyfriars. Wingate, skilful boxer that he
was, would probably heve made short work of the circus rider
at arm’s length. But the man had closed with him, and was
pxorting all his strength, and he was much older and more
bulky than the Sixth-Former of Greyfriara.

Put Wingate did not feel the slightest tremor of fear,

His only thought wes to protect mademoiselle, and to inflick
Funishm&nt upon the bru:al rufian who called himself her

ather.

The two resled to and [to in a savage struggle.
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Mudemoiselle stood by, her hands clasped, her face white
with fear She feared for Wingate, and perhaps for the
Frenchman. Wingate, with his blood up as it was, was likely
to do the man some injury.

The sound of the strugple had brought others to the spot
as woll a3 the chums of tﬁe Greviriars Remove. Fat and oily
Bignor Benzon came rolling out of the supper tent, and the
clown came up with & naphtha lamp in his hand to show light,
Two or throe more of the circus hands came up, but without
any apparent intention of interfering. They rezarded the
matter as a ﬁiht that was interesting to watch, that was all.

* Oh, stop them ! panted Rosina.

To and fro, to and fro went the reeling combatants.

*“ Oh, stop, stop!" cried the givl.

Wharton looked dubsously at his comrades.

“* Bhall we interfera? he murmured.

Tom Brown shook his head decidedly.

“MNo. That's the same brute who was slangine tha Head.
Lot Wingate give him a hiding. He jolly well dezprves it”

- But he's her father.”

“Uan't be helped. We can't irterfere, anyway.
would give us a jolly good licking if we meddled.”

“What-ho " said Frank Nugent. )

Wharton was silent. Bat the time came for intecference.
Wingate stumbled over a rop» in the grass, and went reeling
backwards, The Freachiran was quick to take advantage of
the stumble.

He threw his whole weight upon the Grexfriars captain,
and Wingate went heavily to the earth, with the cirens rider
on top of him.

Wingate's grasp relaxed as he fell. Lasalle was hneeling
over lim now, his ayes blaziny with fury, and his clenched
fista beat into the schoolboy’s face.

- "You coward "’ shouted Harry Wharton.

He sprang forward and grasped the Frenchman by the

shoulders, and dragged him backwards off Wingzete.

Winzate

" ¥You won't hit a chap when he's down, yon dirty coward I'*

ho exolaumed.

The Frenchman snarled, and turned upon him.

Wingate was upon his feot in a moment. The cowardly
blows ﬁad somewhat dazed him, but he was quife fi to go ow.
I"T?i!l way, vou hound ! he ecxclaimed. - Let thal lad
alone 1"

Signor Denson pushed belween them.

“*O01d on!" he said. * There's enough of this! We shall
‘ave the perlice about us afore we know where we are.”

Benson had scen that Lasalle did not wish to go on. The
man's drunken fury was spent, and he was secvetly afraid of
tho handsome, sturdy captain of Grerfriars. He was glad
cnough now to keep behind the portly figure of the circus
praprictor.

Wingate dropped his bands at onece,

“T would like to wipe up the ground with the brute ' he
said, ““but I'm willing te chuck . I didn’t come here for

n row."” .
He looked at Rosina. _
“Oh, go, go ! murmured the girl,

Wingate hesitated.

“ Look here, Mr. Benson, if that is vour name,” he ex-
elaimed, *I interfered to stop that hound from ill-using
Mademoiselle Rosina. It's your duty te see that he doecsn’t
do ik I warn you that if he does thers will be trouble.
If I can’t protect her, the law can, and I will seo what in-
forming the Pc-lica will do."

The signor’s fat, red face became a trifle less red.

Signor Benson had ample reasons for not wishing to come
into too close & contact with the law. The law to Signor
Benson was a troublesome thing it was always very advisahle
to avoid. It was a thing that interfered most cxasperatingly
to provent a boy from working fourteen hours a dar, or a
child from being exposed to the dangers of a risky mid-aic
;ﬂtéd The less Signor Benson saw of the law, the better he
iked it.

“ It’s all vight, young gentleman,” said Signor Benson quite
cagerly. *“ He's been at the drvink: that's wot it i«. 'l look
arter him. He won't play them gamea no more, [ azenre vou,
or he'll get the boot from this circus”

Wingate nodded shortly, end, raising his cap to Rosing, he
turned away.

The juniors followed him.

Benson turned angrily to Felix Lasalle when they had zone.
His fat face wos very au;i:}r.

“* You drunken fool!™ he exclaimed. * That young fellow
might have brought dozens of his schoolfellows to see the
show, and you must quarrel with: him."

Lazalle muttered an oath.

# Ha attacked me!™ he snarled.

¥ Yos, bocause you were being o brute again. And haven't
I told you you're not o touwch mademoiselle ' shouted the

FTLOL.

“I' do as I like."

“You won't! You won't lay a finger on her again I said
the signor. *‘ Mademoiselle is move use in the show than
you are, if you want to know the truth; and if T have too
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!mufh of your cheek, I'll Bre vou, my man, and kcep her
‘E‘ralfl

And the signor strode away puffing and blowing with anger.

Linsalle gave the girl a deadly look; but he did not speak
to her again, nor did he approach her. Rosina went quiet!
into her van.  Meanwhile, the Grexfriars fellows hud rea
the line, and were tramping towards the sehosol. Wingate
was very silent and moody, and the juniors did not care to
speak.

Greyfriars was loom ng up before them in the gloom. whea
Wingate spoke at last.

“Thank vou for interfering as vou did, Wharton,"” he =aid
abruptly.

“That's all vight, Wingate." ] .

| here, 1 don't want you kids to jaw about this 1o
the school,” said Wingate, pausing, and locking st them
divectly. **The feliows will make a lot of jaw about it if you
do. You know. T suppose, now that I'm scquainted with
Mademoizselle Rosba ™

£ T"Bﬁ- L} ) .

“I met her a lony time ago,” said Wingate, **It was m
the summer vae. last voar. | happened to go to the eircus—
it was down in Devonshire then—and alterwards I interfered
on ah oecasion something like the one to-night. The French:
man is a brute, and— But vou understand. I knocked
him down., That was how I camc to know mademoiselle.
I'm explaining this so that you won't be curious about it.
We are just pood friends. But if tho fellows got hold of it
they would say it was a casc of spoons, or some rot of that
sort. And I don't eare to have mademoiselle’s name talked
nhm]!:;_ it i‘t{nt way,

* Xes, Wingate.”

“Then keep your mouths shut about what happened afrer
the pecformance.™

“We'll do it.”" said Tom Brown.

“ IHonour bright " added Harrey.

“Thank you!™ o

And they enteved the school. The juniors had over-stayed
their time, but returning in company with the caplain made
that all right, Gosling, the porter, gave them a grim look
as he opened the gate. They were very late, and he could
Ecrt-rrmmrr them—which was a great disappointment for

osling.

Wingate loft them at the door of the School Honse, and
the juniors joined their Form, who were going up to bed.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Snoop Krows Something.

5 HERE have you bounders been®” demanded John
w Bull, az soon as the Remove were in their
tlormitory.,
“Cireus,” said Flarry Wharton,

:: ’!.’_m!:_rlir'ln't have leave ™' asked Hazeldene.

“ Vou broke bounds? exclaimed Bulstrode.

“We did” ]

“But vou came in with Wingate,” said Bob Cherry. n
surprise. " And vou haven't been licked.  What do you
mean by it

Harry Wharton laughed. o .
i L 'ﬁjg met the Head out, and he gave us pormission to go,’
i said. :

“YWell, T guess that was real decent of him,” remarked
f:!i:sh-:r T. Fish, the American junior. “ What was the circus
tke "

“0h, rippang !

“ind 1.?::1.: g.:-e the Famous Bareback Rider and Made-
moiselle Rosina, the Child Equestrienne?” asked Bkinner.

“Yes. Thevire good—especinlly mademeselle.™

“He, he, he!” smipgrered Snoop.

Earey Wharton 'Iucfmd at the sncak of the Remove. 3noop
seomed to be very much amused about something. Billy
Bunter was grinning. too.

“ What's the joke!” demanded Wharton abruptly.

“ You're nat the only chap at Grevfriars who thinks that
Mademoizelle Rozina is especially nice!” chuckled Snoop.

“ Wot half " said Bally Dunter.

Wharton's eves phinted.

“[ don't know what von meon, Snoop.”

“I know what I mean,” soid Snoop. * 8o does Bunter!
He, he, he'"

““He. he, he!” echocd Bunter,

“ Look heve, you'd better explain what you mean, then,”
said Harry Wharton sharply—""1f yvou're not talking out of
your hat " % : 4

::5;13.*31:&:1 Wingate with her, that's all!

1!
“1 saw them talking on the shore, near Pegg," said Snoop,
]

You understand *'

“THE ARTFUL DODOER.” A -eieneid Tuig 2t lia RisHRR SO o Oroviinms
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with great relish. * Wingate is speons on the cireus gicl.

He, he, hel” . ;
“He, he, ha!” giggled Bunter, like an echo.
Wharton kmtt is brows, and Nugent turned very red.

Frank Nugent had made the same suggestion before, but in
n jesting spirit, with none of the ill-nature that Snoop in-
fused into it. But he [elt ashamed of it now. It was a
dimﬁm to have ever thought in the same way with Snoop
of tha Remove.

“¥ou rotter |" said Frank.

“Well, I like that—from you!" murmured Tom Brown.
& Whr. Iﬂ” 1%

Ok, shut up!" said Frank ireitably.

ll_lBut'_._____H‘

' Checse it, you ass! I—" :

“Well, it's & fact,”” =zaid Snoop. **I saw them, and so did
Bunter! It was only this afternoon. I didn't know who she
was then—she wasn't dressed like a circus girl! But when
I saw her in the ring———" ‘

50h, you've been to the circus, have vyoui” cxzclaimed
HErry Wharton.

noop :

“"You're not the only chap who can break bounds, I su
posei” he said. ''I suppose you don't keep that to yourse f
as & privilege because you're Form captain®”’

"hf;tduar Snoop,” exclaimed Alonzo Teodd, * Wharton,
o8 Form captain, is celled upon to set the Farm a
sxample! He 'should endeavour to be a shining light to us.”

Wharion coloured angrily. ‘

As o matter of fact, felt “that there was some truth in
what Todd said, and he was not quite satisfied with what he
bad dohe. ]

“ (b, ring off, Todd!"” he exclainged.

“My dear Wharton, I hopoe to induce you to return to
betier ways,”" said Todd, in the bost manner of his Uncle
H-m'énmin. “X assure you, Wharton-—""

“ Shut up, ass !

I assure you that vou will do better to return to the right

th, Wharton, Bresking bounds is only the opemng.
Eﬂﬂ& of the openimgs, my Uncle Benjamin always says
i ¥

"1 don't ‘kmow,” szaid MNugent. "“"The end games are just
as bad.”

“Eh? said Todd, who did not play chess. * My dear
Mugent, ¥ur do not interrunt me with frivelous remerks.
Heware of the openings, my dear Wharton. I beg and im-
plore you, my dear Wharton-—-""

o 'D}i shut up!” growled Wharton,

" But I beg—"

Biff |

A pillow hurled by Nugent caught the Dulier of Gray-
friars under the chin and bowled him over. Alonco sat down
ﬂiﬁh qui’t;a a shock, and ‘gasped.

W

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Mvy dear fellows, I——""

The juniors roarved, . _

, Alonzo Todd picked himzelf up, but he did not beg and
implora Wharton any more. Ide undressed and went to bed.
Porhaps, under the circumstances, he considered that furthex
exhortatidns would be bettor po tponed until the MOFNINg.

Wharton wes looking annoyed—not so much with the
shaurd Todd as with ﬁuutw snid Bnoop. The two most
talkative and il}-natured fellows in the Remove knew about
Wingate’'s chum! They would talk about it, too. And if
it came to Wingote's cars—ass was vory likely—he wonld
imagine that the chums had tulked of what they had learned
at the circus. . .

Snoon watched the face of the Form captain, prinning. He
was always glad of & chaneco of zcoving off Wharton, He
raw that was scoring now, thongh he did net quite under-
stand why, and he pursued the subject.

" Blessed if I blame Wingate!” he said. I dare say hoe
finds it amusing. I don’t Blame him for a Iitle fun”

* Hold vour tongue P" saul Harry. )

“Well, he's making hay while rhe sun shines. you know.
Only T never thought it was in old Wingate, that's all.”

* He was alwars such a gquict chap, and never seemed fo
care Iﬂr pirls,” saud Bkimer. 1 expect you're lying,

(M courze he 15! saad Bull
ﬂ‘ﬁ'ﬂ?"

“Ha, ha, ha!" ] _

Bnoop goave the sturdy junior an unpleasant look.

“T'm telling the truch pow, anvway.” he sand, 1 saw
Wingate on the sands with the civeus givl this alterncon.”

*“Bo dud 1," said Banter. _

“(th, you're os blind as a but ' =said Ogilvy. “ You
n'urlg;ln*t know mademoiselle from Captain Stump at six
1,3 t"
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“1oes hie ever Jdo anything

“0h, really, Ogillvy-—="" :

“Ie vou think therc's anything in it, Wharton ¥ acked
Hazeldene.

Wharton knitted his brows. )

“I prefer not to talk sbout it,” he said. ¥ It's no husiness
of ours, anyway, and the best thing Snoop and Bunter can
do is to shut up. It won't be good for them if Wingate hears

them chatiering about him." . i
“0Oh, rats!"” =aid Bnoop. ' Why shouldn’t we tg]k ]rf wo
like?  Wingate wouldn't chum up with circus girls if ho
didn't want us to know it."” ) ,
“1 know jolly well now ‘n‘h}f he wouldn't give the fellows
passes out to go to the civens!” said Billy Bunter. ' He was
afraid of their spotting him with Mademoiselle Rosina.™

" Thet's it 1" said Stuoop.

“It's rotten!” said Bunter, with an air of virtuous indig-
nation. “ I really think thut a chap belongipg to Greyfriars
ought to draw the line somewhere. I do really, you know.
He oughtn't to let Greyfriars down 1n this way."

“ Just what I think,” agreed Snoop, with a corner of his
eve on Harry Wharton, whose face wns growing crimeson
with anger. “I’s a disgrace to the school. I expect the
girl 18 an artful bagpage, and——

“Hold your tongue, you rotten cad ™ burst out Wharton,
uneble to control his temoer any longer. _

“8ha'n't!"” said Snoop. ‘T cen say what T like, T suppose.
The girl isn't any {riend of yours, is shef What do you want
to stand up for hor for, I'd like to know 7’

“T chould think any decent chap would stand up for any
girl when she’s being talked about by & rotten low cadi™
sald Wharton.

“0h, draw it mild—""

“Oh, really, Wharton——"

“Hold your tongues, both of you!" oxclaimed Harry
eavagely. '‘You're not fit to speak to any girl, either of
you! You rotters!”

“1 don't see——"

“ Look here—'"

“ Bhut up, I tell you!"
[ 13 S]’I:!'I'lf* !u

“Oh, really—"

“Then I'll jolly zoon make youl” said Havey Wharton.
And he strode towards the twe juntors, with kmtted brows
Before they could dodge him ho had grasped them by the
back of their collars—Snoop in his strong right hand, Bunter
iﬁchia II:F'“' He brought their heads together with & bang.
rack !

THE NINTH CHAPTER,
News for Loder,

CHJ!-{.'E !
NE ﬂw !"
“ Yow M

Billy Bunter and Snoop wriggled furiovsly in Harry

Whoiton's grasp, But they could not escape fromn it

* Yow ! roared Bunter. * Oh, really! Stop—ow! I my,
vou fellows. make him let go! Beasts! Yow! Yaraop!”

“Teggo ! gurgled Snoop. “*0Oh! Owl'’" )

S vou shut s, then? said Harry Wharton quietly.

“¥Yow! Legzo!l

i G]"EID- !r:l

“Look out!" mutiored Frank Nuogent.

The dormnitory door opened, and Loder, the prefect, cama
im. He bad come o see lights out.

He stopped and stared at the juniors,

“What on earth——"" he began.

Wharton rveleased the twe juniors. Billy Banfer rolled,
gasping, to his bed, where he collapsed in o breathless state
Snoop rubbed his head furiously.

“ Bullying, Wharton eh?" said Loder, in 2 very un-
pleasant tone.

Wharten turned crimson. The aceusation was very un-
just, -for Harry wae anyihing but a bully. Leder. the pre-
fect, was greatly addictesl to fhat peculiar form of aniusc-
ment himeelf, and it was the [act that Harry Wharton
would not stand it that made the prefect detest i
‘bitterky,

“No ! exclaimed Wharton angrily.

“Well, 1t [ooks like (. What were you landling those
Lids for?” demanded Loder, 'in his moest aypres-ive aud
disagreeable tone,

“f L.

“You can't explain--eh "’

“1 don't choose 1o, then ! said ITarry Wharton fiercely.

“ Hear, hear ! vang out Bob Cherry.

Loder snowled,
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silly ass " exclaimed Harry Wharlon.

“What are you cackling abont? "

e

l The two Junlors ssized Frank Nugent tg_tha'shnuldcrs and Jammed him agalnst the caravan.

“ Now explain, you
{8ee page B,)

e i

“What was Wharton pitehing inte you for, Bunter?™ he
asked.

Hiaroo-och !

“ Explain this to me, Baoop "'

Snoop gasped for breath.

M IL was only a jJ-j-joke about Wingate and the circus
girl,” he gasped '

W Hald your tongue ! mutterod Wharton zavagely.

Snoop did not appear to hear him. He knew perlectly
well that Loder, the prefect, was Wingafe's rival in the
Bixth, and on the worst possible terme wilth the captain of
Greyfriars. Loder was. only too glad to hear anything
apainst Wingate, and Snoop was quite aware of it

“"YWhat's that about Wingate?” exclaimed the prefect.

“ The~the circus girl-—"

" What "circus girl "

““ The—the girl at Benson's circus,” stamwmered Sncop.
“ Look here, Wharton, it's no good your clenching your fist
at me. I'm bound to anewer & prelfect’'s questions, ain't I7
If you lick me afterwards, I'll tell Loder.”

Loder gave Wharton & fierce look. _

“Let Snoop alone!” ho exclaimed. “If you touch him
after I've gone, I'll report you to the Head for bullying.
Now, Bnoop, go on with what ]:{{:u were saring. You can
rely on protection from any bully.”

“ I don't want to say any morg--—

“You'll do as your prefect orders you, or vou'll get into
trouble, Snoop,’” eald Loder anegrily. “Go on, I tell you.”

“Well, I happened to see Wingate and the circus girl,
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Mademoiselle Hosina, talking on the shore this afternoon,
down by Pegg,” said Snoop. I just mentioned it, and
Wharton went for me, though I don't see what -businces 1t
1z of his."

“ Neither do 1, zaid Leder, with a vicious leok at “"'hln:'-
ton. * You've no right to talk about your seniors, but it'e
no business of another junior to interfere. Bezides, “‘ll'll'
gate, I suppose, 1sn't ashamed of what he does, and doesn’t
want a ki<l in the Lower Fourth to stand up for kim.

“0Of course not,’” said Snoop. .

““ But T expect vou're Iving, or mistaken,"” said Loder, in
a bullying tone. I don't really belicve you saw anxything
of the sort.”

“ Bunter saw them, foo!"” exclaimed Snoop eagerlr.

“Did you, Bunter®"

“I—1 did gee them,” gaid Bunfer, blinking ne:vously at
Harry Wharton. ““I--I can’t help telling Loder. Wharton,

vou know. I'm jelly well not going to be licked by a rotten
srafect to please you. I--1 mean s prefect -a nice pre-
ot

““ ITa, ha, ha!" yelled the Remowites.

Even Loder could not help Erinning.

“ Bo you saw them, Bunter?”' he exclaimed.

“Yes, Loder. They were -were talkinz. There waen't
any spooning, vou know. BShe's quite a jolly girl, and -7

“ Don't tell lies, Bunter !”

HEh M

“It's no business of yourz how they were amusing them-
golves.” sald Loder, in a terrifving tone. " What does it
matter to you?''

Wharton & Co, at Greyfiriars.
RICHARDS.
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“Oh! T-Y- know
spooning—"

“ Hold your tongue, Bunter I’ eaid Wharton.

“NWharton, let him alone !” rapped ocut Loder,

“I wont!" said Horry fiercely. * You're trying to
hiﬂlﬁén him into telling lies, and I won't have it 1"

er scowled ficreely.

He made a etep towards the capiain of the Remove.
Wharton clenched his hande, angd Bob Cherry, and Frank
Eil;agent' and John Bull, and Mark Linley drew nearer to

Yes, I—— Of course, they wera

1f Loder hed touched Wharton, there would have been o
“row,” which would have got the juniors inta trouble, but
which would certainly have dons the prefect no good.
Loder stapped.

. “That's encugh of this taitle!” he exclaimed. * Tumble
imto bed.”

“0Oh, really, Loder—"

“Get to bed, vou fat duffer!™

Bunter blinked at the prefect, and turned in. Loder

sxtinguished the light in the Remove dormitory, and went out.
Billy Bunter's voice wos heard in the darknere,

*1 say, Wharton—--"'

“ Oh, gshut up, and go to sleep !” growled Harry.

“Yes; but, I say, it waen't my fault, I wae bound to
answer Loder-—"'

“Shut up!”

* Under the circumstances, my dear Bunter,” said Alonzo

odd, “you would have acted more wisely in maintaining
s judicious silence, My Uncle Benjamin would have
counselled that plan of procedure, under the peculiar cir-
cumnstances of the case.”

“0Oh, ring off, Todd ™

Meanwhile, Loder had gaone <down, with a dawning grin
on his face. He paseed Wingate in the passage, and gave
him a peculiar look, but did not speak. Wingate glanced
after him, wondering what weas the matter with Loder.
Many a time Wingate had interfered to stop Loder's bully-
ing, and there was no love Jost between them. Wingate
had a will of iron, and, as he was head prefect and captain
of the school, Loder had alwaye had to give wey., Dub it
seemed to Loder that bis turn was coming now.

He went into JIonides’ etudy. Ionides, the Greek, had
tsked Loder and Carne into his study to a game of cards—
quitd unknown to the masters of Greyfriars, it is needless
to say. Carne was therc, talking to lonides, when Loder
entered, and closed the door behind him.

Ionides and Carne looked ecuriously at Loder, etruck by
the %‘ﬂnulmr glint in his eyes and the smile upon his lips.

“What'a up ?"’ asked Carne.

“¥You have had some pocd luck?’ agked the Greek
curiously. " ¥Your horse has won in a lig race, perhaps®”’

Loder shook his head.

“ Better than that,” he said.

" (Go ahead, then. What i3 1t 5’

“ There's 1? l:hlulanil 51;1 ﬂ'!l'l.‘l Form,” eaid Elﬂer, in a low
volce—'' & chap who has always put on y-pocdy airs,
and held Mmself above us—a chap who doesn't smcke, and
doesn’t drink, and doesn’t play cards, and doesn’t do any-
thing that we bad fellows do—a chap, in fact, who is either
too good for this world, or clee is o rotten humbug !”

Carne and lonides stared at him. Ionides lighted a fresh
cigaratte,

“Whom are yvou talking aboul*” exclaimed Carne.
wouldn't be Courtney or North.

“Yos, rather !
“1I have always snid,” remarked the Greek, * thint our

di It_
it's Wingate, I suppoze ™

good friend Wingate was what you eall spoofing us. 1 4o
vot believe that any fellow at Greviriars is any better than

I am, and Wingato least of all. We are all tarred with
the same brush, as the proverb says; but some of us are
more hypoeritical than others.”

“Well, 1 must say I always believed in old Wingate,”
eatd Carne, in eurprise. “ If he's & humbug, he's imposed
on me. He's not my eort; but as he is, 've always believed
him genuine.”

Loder sneered.

“*1 may have believed in him," he said,

" But don't now '

* No fear!”

“You've found something out I asked the Greek.

“Yes. He—"

Loder broke off suddeniy. There wae a knock ai the
door, and it opened, and Wingate, the fellow they were
talking about, stepped into the atud‘}p
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THE TENTH CHAPTER.
The Plot Against Wingate,

HE sudden appearance of Wingate had a startling effect
upon the three seniors. Ionides jerked the: cigaretin
from his mouth, and threw it into tho grate. Cama
_skilfully put his hand behind him, holding the cigar-

ette 1n 1f, which he happened to have just taken from his
lips. Loder, confused by the entrance of the fellow whaeo
name was on his lips, stared blankly at Wingate with a
reddening face,

The captain of Grevfriars gave a sniff.

_The scent of tobacco smoke was strong in the study, even
if he had not seen the cigarette Ionides had flung away.

“Wowingaie !" muttered Carne.

The Greek smiled uneasily.

” anlcﬂme * he said. * {'uu have come to join our [Hile
party '

Wingate looked at him directly.

Y No." he said.

The Greek sneered.

“You arve not what we eall polite,” he said.
manners are- Koglish ! DBut go on.
eay to me.’’

“* 1 hope” my mannerz and my customs are English ™" <aud
Wingate scornfully. *' I should be very eorry to have thein
like yours, Ionides.™

Ionides shirugiced his shoulders. _

“But I haven't come here to bandy words with you,” eanl
‘Ti]‘ig&m' “1've como to say something straight and

amg."

“1 am listening, my polite friend.”

*Bunter minor, of the Second Form, was caught to-duy
smuggling cigarcties info the school," said Wingate,

“That 18 of no particular interest to me,” Ionides said. T
am ot a prefect, and the doings of Bunter minor, of. the
Jecond Form, do not interest me in the least. But, perhape
you eame hera to menfion thé matier to Loder.”

“I came here to mention it to you,” sard Wingate. " As
I am head prefect, I should have no gecasion to mention it
to Loder.™

““Yes. I had really forgotten that you were a prefect,
tngate.’”

* You had net I said the Greyfriars captain coldly,

Tonides turned red. Wingate, of the Sixth, had a way of
hitting out straight {rom the shoulder that was disconcert-
g, to say the least of it.

‘It was Courtney who caught the young
Wingate, 2ol he referred the matter to me.
viewed Bunter minor.?

L
-

“Your
You have eomeihing o

rascal,” said
I have mnter-

“ Indec}

“¥es; and T offered him the alternative of telling me
who sent him for the cigareties and of taking a licking.”

* Really ! I shoukd finagine that he bought the cigareties
for himself,”* drawled Tonides. “71 heligve some of tho
juniors are addicted to smoking in their studies.”’

““1 believe ¢0,"” assented Wingate. ' But if they are, they
had an example in the Sixth to lead them into such rotten
habite.”

* How upnforlunate !”

Wingate set his teeth. The cool, mocking, insulting
manner of the £zrcek was very hard to bear, and Wingate
had a quick temper, but he kept 1t well 1n hand.

“Bunter niror confessed,” he went on. “Ha gave me
the name. I was half expecting it to be that of- Vernon-
Bmith, of the Remove, but it was not. The name he gave
me was yours, lonides,”™

“Wretched little liar ™

“ You <deny 1t ¥

The Greek shruweed his shoulders agzain.

“1 shall eeviainly not enter into a controversy with a
fag i the Second Form,” he replied. " I you choose to
believe Buntar minor, you mny do s

“1 belirve Tinm.™
] “L'Tl!mn 1 have no more to cay,” replied the Greck carve-
esslv.

“1 believed Jin," said Winrate, " But T intended io
hear what vou had to sey before making up ey mind. Ilave
yvoir anything to =ay?"”

Loder maﬁe a sign to Ionides, and the Greck understond
it. It was uscless to dely the captain of Ureyfriars too far.
Wingate was quite Eﬂ.fﬂﬂbi: of mnr::hin[f even o Sixth-Former
before the Head to answer for his conduct.

“ I say the twat hed,"" said lonides

" Yon deny that you sent him for the cizavettes??

“ Certainly 17

" You say that liec was accusing you lalsely, then?"

Y Quite =0 ! drawled Ionides.

Wingete's eves flashed,

“But vou are smeking now ! e excluned.

] " There is
smoke in this study,

Cavne has a ecigarctie in his hand.*
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[ Carne fAushed, and brought hiz band round from behind
iis back.

" Look here, Wingata,” cxclaimed Loder anpgrily, “I'm a
prefect, and wihen I'm in a study, you ecan deave that study
to me. You czn keop the juniors in order as much gs you
lite, but vou can't dictate to the Sixth."

** Hear, hear!” =aid Carne,

“ That is my view,”
quarrel with Wingate,
if I were a fag.”

Wingate loocked at thewn steadily.

" You know what the rules are,” he said. * You know
how stern the Head is on the subject of scoret smoking, as
much among the SBixth as among the fags.”

“Oh, hang the Head ™

“If you speak like that of I1Xr. FLocke again, Ionides, I'll
knook the words back down your threat!” =aid Wingate,
clenching his hands.

The Greck laughed unecasily, involuntarily taking a step
backward.

* Oh, keep your temper!' ho exclaimed.
what have you come here for®"

“To tell you plaioly that this has got to stop!™ said Win-

ate icily, *'I have left it to Leder long envug:—and Loder

aks i.-uu up in vour rascality—""

“What!" exclaimed the three seniors togoether,

“In your rascality,” repeated Wingate coolly, * instead of
stopping you. I have caned DBunter minor, and given hiw
an impot., for fetclung cigarettes. What a rotter I should
be to punish the [ag and let off the senior who scnt him I

Ionides showed his teeth,

* Bo you ave going to punizh me!"

g Eeﬁ LEJ

ramarked Iontdes. . ghei | do not wilh to
But I must not be intorfered with as

“In a word,

“In what way!™

“T'm goinz to stop smokiog i this stedy," said Wingate
grimly. * ¥You'll hand me al%yﬂur smokes, and I shall put
them in the fire. And if there is any mwore of it, I shall
rqmrt‘- you to the Head, as in duty bound.”

‘ What I''

“You heard what T said

Loder was palz with rage.

“¥ou come here—and say this—this to e, u prefect ! he
exclaimed, almost stuttering in his fury.

“ ¥ea," said Wingate calmly.

The three seniors looked at one another.
a few moments.

“ Well," he said, =t last, * what are you gowng to do?
You'll hand your cigarettes out to me, or you'll hand them
cut to the Head. Take your choice.”

“ ¥You de not mean that!"" muttered Ionidss.

“1 mean every word I say." ]

Tonides, with a muttered curse, lung n cigarcite.case npon
the table. Wingate opened it, and took eut the half-dozen
smokes it gontained. He gave Ionides a look of bitter scorn.

* They are of the same brand as those that were taken {rom
Buntor minor,” he said. * He told me the truth.”

Ionides did not reply. Wingata ecalmly pitched the cigar-
ettes inte the fire, and watched them burn up. Then he
turned to the other two seniors.

“I'm waiting for you,” he said, _

Carne and er, white with rage, laid their cigarctics
on the table. Wingate threw them after the rest.

“ That's acttled,” he said. *' I want you fellows to bear in
mind what I've said. I'm in no mood at present to be
hothered by you, and if you trouble me too much, you'll
ba sorry for it. That's all"

And he strode from the study, and closed the door behind
him, There was silence for a few minutes 1n Ionides' room.
The three black sheep of the Jixth were too enraged to apesk.

It was Heracles lonides who broke the silence.

“This i c{mw ha dares to
If we dofy himy, he will

Winrate walted

# The hound!” he muttersd.
diotate to ns—ard we are helpless.
taka the matter Lefore the Head."

L.oder burst into a harsh end bitter laugh,

“ Of course, he was acting,” he said,

Carne shook his head. )

“* He wasn't acting,” he rephed. * IU's o0 good, Laoder.
Wingate isn't that sort of chap. ¥You can’t dizlike Lim more
than I de—but he's in carnest.” ;

“ In earnest or not, we cannot allow tlas,"" said the Greek.

“ Nt if we ean help it—but how can we?"” 4

Ioador eritted 1os tecth.

“1 tell you he was acting; he docs 1his sort of thing 1o
keap up his reputation as a sant! he sawd savagely. I tell
vou I've found lhim cut”

“ That's all very well—=—" )

“ What have you found out, Loder?” asked Ionides, hi-
whita teeth showing like the teeth of a8 wild animal as he
asked the question, * Anything that will give us a hold upon
our good and highly moral friend, Wingate?"”

b ?952__‘"

“Go ahead "' sadd Carne.

“I'm up agains the hound, of
eonrse, and if we could get a hald an ?Ii

m—""

Head, he loscs

RVERY & " B
Sum, Che “Magnet”™ om, |

“1t's only talk eo far,” said Loder, “ but I bLelicre ik
Wingato has takem up with some low circus-rider from the
show at Friardale.”

" Impossible "'

* Two kids in the Remove saw them together.”

“ Phew " _

“ That's how Wingate amuses himself in his sparc time,"”
said Loder savagely. * That's our good Wirgate s litkle
weakness. Wo smoke a little, and play cards a lictle: but we
don't hang round with circusgicls.™

" My hat!™

“ But arc you surc, Carne®

* Bnoop and Bunter both saw them." .

* Snoop and Bunter! They're the biggest liar: in the
scionl,” satd Carne distrustfully.

Loder nodded impatiently. .

“ T know they arel” he =anid. ** But they were telling the
truth this time. They can't have imagined such a thing.
What should put it info their heads?"

“ That's truc enough.” . . i

“ I fancy, too, that Wharton knows something of it,” said
Ioder. “ He was trying to keep Bunter and Snoop from talk-
ing about it, the interfcring soung hound! But I gol the
story out of them!"”

Tonides' cyes glittered,

“ Good " he exclaimed.

“Tt is truc!" .

“ Well, then, it gives us a great chance,” said the Greck,
showing his tecth. * We will bring our virtuous fricnd Win-
gate to terms. Why did you not tell him atJthiz woment
what vou knew, when he was swuanling over us uerct

oder grinned unpleasantly. ) .

** Because it's only talk so far,” he =aid. " I've nn prosh
I believe it—but I've nothing I can lay before the Tload.'

Tonides and Carno both started.

* Before the Elead, Loder?" i

“ Certainly " said the prefect coolly. *" We've citier got
to cliange our ways—which I for one don’t intend ta do—or
else draw Wingate's teeth. If we can disgrace him with the
his position as head prefect and captain, even
if he doesn't have to leave Greylfriars.”

** My hat!" .

“I'm going to look into the matter,”” went on Loder,
** You fellows can help. You can come down to the cicus
with me, and we'll look out things there. The girl, .
ing to the circus-bills I've scen, is the daughter of a French
circus-rider—and we can find cut all we want from hun, by
standing him a few drinks, I expect. And when we've got
our proof against Wingate—' :

“ Vowll give him away to the Head?" asked Ionides.

“ 1 shall be bound by my duty and conscience as a prefect
to report a matter to the Head, which il it goes on may
become a public disgrace to Greyfriars! said Leder coolly.

“ Ha, ha, hat" ] )

“ Wingate is very strong on his d“:l':? ns captain,” said
Loder viciously, ‘I can be cqually strong on mine as a
prefect. What's sauce for the goose 1s sauce for the gander.
I'll make the hound sit up for dictating to ma!”

“ But—hut I can hardly believe it," said Carne slowlr
“ Wingate's not that sort. Suppose the girl is nice, and it’s
a harmless friendship, and no spoony bizney at all®™

Lioder laughed scoffingly. 1

“ What would that matter? We could still make out tie
sama case to the Head—he won't sce the girl, and Wingate
couldn't deny the friendship."”

“ Quite right.”

“ We have our good Wingate in the hollow of our han.,”
said Lomides. ** We will crush him. And now lock the door,
Loder: wo will have a quiet smoke. T have some mnio
cigarcttes which I did not hand to our excellent Wingate.™

THE ELEYENTH CHAPTER.
Wingate is Worried.

INGATE, of the Sixth, was not guife lam=elf all
through the following day. There was a wonry on
hiz mind: and the lLicalthy, cheerful captain of Grey-
friars was not accustomed to worrving. 1t had an

offcet upon his spirits and his nerves, and tt made him irn-
falile, and his temper almost snappish. The other fellows in
his Form, who knew Wingate as the cheeriest and best-
temnpered fellow n the [.i'-']:rl'l.' Hehuoal, wondered at hiz now
humour. Even lus specal chum, Courtney, found that he
could not keop quite right with Wingate that day, and lad ta
bhe careful how he talked to him.  Although whea Wingats
had spoken hastily or unjustiy, he would alwavs admit the
fault afterwards, and show that he was sorrv. And tien
would come that strange irritability again.

Wingate was dnm}' trouhled about the circue-girl.

OUn the morrow Benson's circas was to leave Friardale. and

“If this 1s trus—""
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Mademoizclle Rosina would pass out of his life again. Often
and often Wingate had thought of the ctmuzggn't, since their
first mcetine a year age. He had wondered what her life
was like—smong rough and cearse companions, and under
the tyranny of a father who was a ruffian and a drunkard.

MNow that_he had met her again, matters scemed worsa
than ever. 1t seemed terrible to leave Hosina to her lifé at
the vircus: vet the utter impossibility of a schoolboy inter-
fering in the watter struck Wingate at once. He had 2
vaging sense of hielplessness, and it teacted upon his temper. -

is frirndship for.Rosina was deep and sincere—and there

was nothing elsa in i, Nugent's little joke, and Bnoop's ill-
natured gibes, had no foundation in Tact. Wingate was
snxious and concerned about Rosina, whom he hked very
mucli—that was all. "But whot was he to do? What could
lie do? Nothing! )

After morning school that day Wingate left the Sixth-Form
OO0, with & clouded brow. ¢ had been very absent all the
tworning, ‘and had made replics that astonished Dr. Locke,
who was taking the Sixth. But the Head foreboro to remark
upon it. Wingate was evidently not quite himself, and the
Head let it pass,

- Wingate, with Lis hands thrust deep imto his pockets, strode
sway without epeaking to anyone, Courtney walked with
hom o few paces.

Ly ]_d'.I?’E here, Wingate,” he exclaimed, **is there anvthing
wrnngr

Mo andpped Wingate.

“Then why ave vou going about like a bear with a zoce
lead?" demanded Courtney.

“Oh, ratz!"”

Yeu've been taking lessons in politencss, perhaps ¥ ashed
Clourtney.

Wingate frowned, and then grimned slightly.

ey, old cehap, he said, “I'm worried, and thai's
wiat it 18, I'm in a beastly fix—-or, rether, somebody elic is
n a fix, and that's worse.”

* Somebody you know, of courss 1™

L1 Y(_'E.” !

“ Groyfriarg chap 7

S Greyfriurs chap ¥ repeated Wingate, in wonder. ' No,
i course not, you ass! Ft's not o chap at all. I—I mean—-
lung it! I don’t waent to talk about it, Courtney. You'll
vxcuse me, won't you ¥’

And Wingate strode on, Jeaving' Courincy standing, and
varving after him in blank amazement.

" Well, i‘ﬂif ﬂﬂ!‘f‘ hat !"' fi!'uculmed Courtney aloud. * Net
m chap at alll  What the dickens dces lie niean? He ecen't
be bLotheving his silly head about & girl, I suppose #*

“Way not?” asked an unpleasant veice.

Courtney turned his head and looked at Loder.

"1}} hy not?” -he repeated. *“*Because he isn’t such an
am

* Perhaps not.””

Courtney staved at jnm,

" Do you know zovthing about this, Loder 7" he asked.

** About what ¥ )

* Abcut what's worrying Wingate.”

“ Perhaps I do.™

“Oh, hang your siily per-
hrymes " exclaimed Courtney
engrity.  What iait? What's
the matter? What's the
blessed mystery about '

*'Yau’lf know soon, 1
expect,” said Loder, and he
turned away.

Meanwhile, Wingate had
walked on, looking neither to
vight nor left, his brows cor-
rugated in a dark frown. He
strode into the Head's gar-
slen, and there, in the path
through the thick shrubbery,
he tramped to and fro, think-
ing. He expected to
elone there; but the sound of

NEXT WEEK:
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Dodger.”

“Yon are in o bad temper,” she said, in her [rank wag,
holding up a chubby finger and wagging it at Wingate,

The Greyfriars captain coloured.

“Not a }bad temper, Molly,” he =aid,

“You are frowning like papa,’” said Mﬂllfz. 1 I

“1 am surc papa doesn't frown at you, Molly,” Le said,

“Oh, no!” said Molly., “I was thinking of when Todd
braught the goose, and papa--it was so funny! Papa
frowned like—like tiunder. Isn't Todd an odd boy 17 .

1 believe he is’? said Wingate, who had quite forgotien
Tedd's existence,

“But what are vou in a bad temper about ™ asked Moily,
returning to the suh{ﬂft.

“I—1 wasn't, Mally.” :

“Then what were yvou frowning for¥"

“I—I was thinking.”

“ How funny ! suid Melly, “ Do you always frown when
sou thmk®™”

“ N.n-not alwavs,’” said Wingate, somewhat perplexed by
this catechism. °° In fact, T—I—I was a little worried, Molly,
that's all.”’ )

“Over your lessons?"” asked Molly sympathetically,

“0h, no! Kot over my lessons.”’ . .

“1 suppose it is fractions,” said Molly, without hecding
Wingate's denial, “ 1 know what they are—horrid."”

“ W, it isn't fractions,’” ssid Wingate, and "he could not
help laughing. The froctions that werc the terror of Molly's
voung life were not hikely t cause much mental strain to the
head of the Sixth Form.

“ Something worse than fractions ¥ asked Molly.

Y Ye-es, .

“Worse than toothache?” asked Molly, specifying the only
thing she knew that was worse than fraccions, _

|.-|.. E‘!.”

“QOh, I'm so sorry ! )

“ But it's all right,” said Wingate. _ y

“How can it he all vight if ir's worse than ffa?tmns?"
said Meolly, puzzted. ** I say, suppose you tell papa?”

Wingate sounled He could fanc the {rown that
wenld mount upon the dector’s brow i he were asked for
advies upon the subject of his head prefect’s friendship with
a circus rider. : ] .

“ Pang is very clever,” said Molly. “Te can do decimals,

“J—I suppose he can,” said Wingate. * Dut—but—
Ey Jove! fﬂhall be Jate for dinner. You had better run in,

ally.™

= gh, dear 1" said Mally. i

And she clutehed her doll and ran in alarm up the garden
path. Wingate walked away towards the Close, his brows
puzzied and moody. _ o

Molly's words had brought a mew thought into his mind.
Instinctively he had known that it would net do to allow
his friendship with Mlle. Rosina to become known at Grey-
friars: but he had only shought of misunderstanding and
chipping on the part of the fellows, Now it occurred to him
whet the Head would think if he heard of it. That he would
disapprove of such a connection was certain—that he would
be very angry was hardly less sure. . .

»Oh, hang!” said Wingate, in & worried tone. * Poor
' 3 Iittle Molly ! Fancy her sug-
pesting consulting the H !
And wvet—though the Head
wouldn't understand — Rosina
1s as nice a girlas httle Molly
herself. By Jove, they're not
unfike to lock at, too, only
Rosina is 30 miuch older! 1
remember now her blua 'E'E?'E'H
reminded me of littlp Moliv's
when 1 first saw her. Oh
hang! What can I do? And
the circus leaves to-morvow !
Well, I shall see Rosma again
to-day, at all eventa,™

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.

n  footstep Interrupted hus
gloomy theoughts, and madas
litm Jook up with an angry
wleam in g eyes,

But the singer died out of his
{erco at once. The [oolstep
was a child’'s. Tt was Maolly,
the Head's little daughter,
who was looking at him with

Another Amusing, Full-length Tale of
Harry Wharton & Co.

By FRANK RICHARDS,

Todd's Duty.
TS up to Todd!” sad
l Bulstrode.

t That's what I say,”
Snoop remavked.

Todd was always withng ta
do his duty, or anybmdy clse’s
dutv for that matter.  Todd
wus the best-natured and most

wonder in her innocent blue
evos,

“Oh, Molly i suid Wingate
awkwardly.

Molly lauphed. )
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oblunng of fellaws—qgualitics
which, as he often cxplained,
e owed to the care and
training he had recoived from
his Uncle Benjanin.
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The large circus-lent was rapidiy filling, but Harry Wharton & Co. obtained fromt seats, where they sat at
their ease, and surveyed the place. (See Page 6.)
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These qualitics, added to his extrome simplicity, made Todd
the frequent vietim of the practical jokers of the Hemove;
but never had Bulstrode & Co. ventured upon o more risky
practical joke than the one they were now planning.

That there was ony joke in the matter, Todd had not the
siightest idea. He was entering into it very seriously—from =
sense of duty,

“Oh, yes, it's up to Toedd ! eaid S8kinner.

“My dear follows—"" said Todd.

*“¥You scoe, this is how it stands, Todd. Theve's no doubt
that Wingate |1u'fot himself into an awful fix.™

1,

b i =

= -

= [ —

“ 1 was not awzre of it, my dear Skinner, but I am voi¥
pleased to hear it,” said Alonzo Todd. " My Uncle Benjamin
always impressed upon me to maintain a high moral tonc on
oll occasions. 1 trust—"

* Just s0,” said Bulstrode. ** You sce that you're the man
to put it to Wingate, don’t you? We're only commeon chape
--on a much lower plans.™ )

* Quite so,” asscnied Teodd innocently. I agree with rou
there, Bulstrode, and I consider it very frank and wanly of
vou to sdmit it so candidly.” 2

Alonze Todd was very near at that moment to receiving a

““ No doubt at all,” said Bnoop. teivific punch; but Bulstrode controlled his desive to wipe
*It's terrible to think of.”" said Skinner, with a shake in his  up the floor with the Duffer of Greyirars. )
voee,  * When I think of it, I could c.coory.™ - Begeexactly ! he stammered. ¥ I—I try to be candid,

“ My dear Skinner,” ssid Todd, very much troubled, “pray  Todd. But all the Remnove knows what an effect you've had

da not erv, It will attract attention, my dear Skineer.
vourself,'

“I—1 will try,” faltered BSkinmer. “DBut—but I'm #o
touched about Wingate. You see, he's such an awiully decent

i I!JEI“-E- Fﬂ-m;,“ .

“ Yes, rather. .

i M}-}daar Bulatrode, this is most kind of you. But—bui
is it certain that Wingate is in need of any remonstrance

Brace

chap, that it's & howling pity to see him going to the dogs
in this manner.” : _
“Yos, I can quite snderstand that, And if a fow words in
season would save him ? Tudd remarked thoughtfully,
“ That's just it,"” =aid DBulstrode blandly. " A word 1n
scascn is what Wingate wants. 1f you put it to hin in your
splendid way—"
“ Yag gsee, Todd, vou're really the only chap fit to do it.”
Skinner explained. * You are aware that you have imtro-
duced & mush higher moral tone into the Remove since
yuuw've been at Groyfriars.™
Ture Macner Lierary.—No. 162,

feom me?" 5 X :
“Pretty certain, I othink,” said Dulstrede. ! He's alter
that cireus girl, and I'm sure your Uncle Denjanun would
ke shocked 1f he know.” ) o
 He would certainly be shocked—nay, disgusted.” said
Alonzo. "I am very mmech surpriced at Wingate myseli.
ot perbaps the eircus givl is & really nice gicl, and—7
“Well, Snoop’s reen her,’”” said llulstrode, with an £x-
FLEEEi‘-‘c shrug of the shoulders. * He can tell you what ~he’s
ke
“ Awful " sard Sooop.
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2 My dear Bnoop—""

“ About fifty years old,"” said the veracious Snoop, *° nearly
wix feet high, and drinks like e—lJike & fish."

* Goodogess gracious "' )

“8he has a voice like & syren,” said Snoop—‘a steamer’s
syron, I mean. And you should see her fists !

' But—but how "is 3 that Wingate is attracted by such a
dreadful creature " gasped amazed Alonzo. o

Bulstrode kicked Snoop, as a sign that-he was overdoing it.
He did not went Todd to suspect that it was a jape,

““ Well, perhaps she’s not quite so bad as that,” said Snoop
with ad air of deep thought. % 8he msy have her goo-ci
points. Omly I haven’t noticed 'em.™

“*h, it's & common snoimh thin&l for-chaps of Wingate's
age to be drawn into flirtations with old women,"” said Bul-
strode, with 8 judicial eir. " I've read of that sort of thing
in novals.''

“Bo have I, in the mewspapers,' said Bkinner. )

Y My Uncle Benjamin dees. not BPpIOVE of my reading
novels and newspapers,” said Todd. ' He is very strict on
that point, and will only allow me to read school stories.”
W? Quite 'rigrgltj, too,” said Bulstrode. * But-speaking about

““Indeed, if Wingate is in such a terrible position, it is the
duty of his school-mates to speak te him, and to bBeg and
implore him to resist the temptation, and to- tell Batan to
get behind him,”. said Todd. * He might be led into drink,
or.into gambling, or into using swear-words, by these dread-
ful associations, I saw one of the circus men the other day,

and he certainly to me as if he would not be at all
Ehﬂt:ga’d to hear & swear-word.”
* Oh, they're simply awful,” said Bulstrode. ' The ques-

tion is, are you going to remonstrate with Wingate, "and
point out the errors of his ways to him "

“ A word in season——"" urged Skinoer. ;

“It might save him from—irgm going to prison or some-
th.lnf. in the lodg run,"” Bnoop suggested, rather vaguely.

“1If you fellows reslly think itjs my duty—"

“(Oh, oo doubt about that!"

“ Certamly, Todd—most certainly.”

“In that case,” said Alonzo, “I1 shall most nsaumd];v put
tho matter Flain]}" to Wingate, and beg and implore him to
drop his evil acquaintances.'”

“Good old Todd I _

“* That's the way to pitch it to him.”

“ Pile in" L

“If you fellows koow where Wingate 13 now——"

“He's in his study.”

“I will proceed there at once.”

The three humorous Removiies locked after Alonzo Todd
as e walked away in the divection of Wingate's atudy,

4 “ My only bat[” gasped SBnoop. "l1s he really going to
ot

“¥es rather "

“ Ha, ha, ha!™ ;

“ Wingate will squash him !”

“ I shouldn't wonder,” said Bulstrode coolly.

“ Ha, ba, ha!"

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
A Word in Season.

LONZ0O TODID tapped firmly at Wingata's study door,
Many fellows might have felt nervous at going on such
an errand. Not 50 Alenve Todd. He was buoyed up
by the consciousness that he was deing his duty, and

that his Uncle Benjamin, could he have known, would have
fully approved of his conduct. With the approval of hLis
conscience and his Uncle Benjanidin, why should Alonzo
hesitate ?

“ Come in!"’ rapped out Wingate's veice.

It was much less genial then usual. But Todd was not to
be discouraged. Fools rush in where angels fear to tread;
and Alonzo Todd was not called the Duffer of Greviriary
for nothing..

Wingate was sitting at his table.
neither reading nor writing. He did not appear pleased at
being disturbed, however. He fixed a far from encouraging
look upon Alonzo Todd. .

“Fm so sorry to interrupt you, Wingate,” began Todd
apologetically. ) )

“ Never mand that,” said ilie Greviriars captain bruscuely.
* What do you want?"

“I? Oh, nothing 1"

Wingate stared at ham.

** You want nothing ™’

** Mothing at all, thank you, Wingate.”

*Then what de you cowme bothering me for? Cet out?”
exclaimed the Sixth-Former, pointing to the door.

[ have something to sav.” :

He was not working—
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*Well, sar it another time,” said Wingate tnepeali=ntiy.
“I'm not in 2 humour to be bothered by a silly dotler. Got
out ! ]

“I am afraid that another timeo will not do. Wingate”
said the Duffer of Greyfriars, gently and firmly. “1It is a
most important matter—a matter of the most terrible

moment, my dear Wingate.” .
Wingate half-started up. The dreadiully earnesi manner
of the Duffer of Gregfriars impreased himelor the moment,

“ What is it?"" he exclaimed. * Is the hous: on fira?”

“* House on' fire¥ Oh, no!"

“ An accident " . )

“I do not think so, my dear Wingate. There may, of
courss, have been an accident,” said Todd, who was almost
painfully accurate in his statements, * but if so, I have not
yet received the news of it )

Wingate murmured something below his breath. 2 wos
great] inclined to hurl his inkpot at the Remova junios, but

¢ refrained.

“ Wall, what is tho matter, thenT' he asked.

“It concerns you, my dear Wingate.”

“Me?t I

“¥ea, you! You ave in danger.”

Wingate jumped.

1% In danger?
silly ﬁouug duffer 1"

* My dear Wingate——" . . .

“Come to the point," said Wingate, rising to his feetl.
”Q&ﬁck-e::pl&in voursclf, before I throw you out of the
study !" ’

M::;nm backed away, and stocd Teady to dodge round the
table if Wingate should make a rush at<him. " Hz did not n:
tend to leave the etudy, whataver happenad, until his errand
was accomplished. . :

“This ia how the case stands, my dear Wingate., You
have entersd into an association which can only hasve' the
most detrimental effects—""

“ 17" said Wingate dazedly. :

“Wes,"” said Todd. * Pnause, my dear Wingate.” Ho
wagged a bony and solemn forefinger at the Creviriars
captain, **Pause! Refiect!”

“* Are you mad, Todd ¥

“Cortainly not. Pause! Pause and reflect !
1 beg and implore you to pause and reflect "

Wingate stared hard at the junier. For the munent the
suspicion came into his mind that Todd was really wunder-
ing. He had often noticed that the Duffer of Groviriars voan
a little odd. ;

But Todd locked sane encugh. Ko blinked at Wingate
with intense earnestness,

“ Pause !" he repeated. *‘l beg and implore——"' i

“What are you talking about, Todd!" asked ‘ingale, 10
a dangerously guuet tone. 4

““The dreadful assccialions vou have entered inte at the
circus near Friardele,” said Alonze Todd solemmniy,

Wingate gave a start. ¢

“ My friends at the circus—my friend, rather!
you know about it?" _ _

‘“Omly what I have heard, Wingate.
Remove." ]

Wingate ground his teeth.

What are vou drivelitng about, you

Y ingade,

What do
It 13 the taik of tho

Of Sncop’s and DPuater's
spying and tattling he knew nothing. He had believed that
Wharton, Nugent, and Brown were the ouly juniors whe
knew of his acquaintance with Mademoiselle IRosina.

His teeth came hard together. This was what came of
trusting the juniors, He clenched his hands hard.

2 %ﬂu—ruu suy 1t 13 the talk of the Remove, Todd 7"

(11 Eﬂ..‘r

“ About me, and-—and---—=""

““* And the circus girl " said Todd. * Yea, my dear Win-
%ME' I need not say how horrnified, how amazed [ way whon

heard at."

“What ! roared Wingate.

“ My Uncle Benjamin would have been zhocked---nnay, dis-
gusted,” said Todd. “ My dear Wingate, what good can
come of such an acguaintance ?™

“ What ! stommered Wingate.

He was too dazed to de amyiling else. That a junior in
the Lower Fourth should have the waparalleled nerve to
come to his study and lecture him, simply took his breath
away. He could only gaze at Alonzo Todd as if fascinated,

iy silence encouraged the Duffer of Gresfriare. Todd
felt that his exhortations were beginning to tell upon the
captain of the school.

Already inwardly, he felt the glow of satisfaction that
follows good work well dene. He realised clearly that he
had plucked Wingate, as it were, like a brand from the
burning. Heow pleased his Uncle Benjamin would be when
ha heard of it!

“¥Yes, Wingate. I felt it my duty, and cthers regarded
it as my duty, to come hore and remonstrate with you, to

Thz
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point out the evil effects which must inevitably follow such a
wretched acqaintanceship, and to beg and implore you to
turn h%ckiintn .H'I.*B right path, mv dear Wingate."

i I__ I __l‘

Wingate could only stommer.
words. :

“ Wingate, will vou not pause, will you not reflect?* said
Todd solemnly. * Will you not lay your hand upon your
heart, and say—'I sbandon this sinful course® Will you
not say=— gh! Yaroch 1" :

Todd dodged Wingate just as the captain made a rush.
He escaped with a clemp on ‘the head, instend of being
swept off his fest. He dodged vound the table, and stocd
panting and looking.at Wingate across it

“Oh gasped Todd. “Oh! Ah! Ugh!™

He rubbed his head. ) : 9

“You cheeky young hound ! ropred Wingate, * Who
has put you up to this?”

My dear Wingate—"

“Come here!” !

“ Under the cirewmstances, Wingate, I decline to come
there,” said Todd warily. “ I cannot but suspect that you
mtend to act in a violent manner—oh [

Wingate rushed round the table.

“Todd! I—j—]—" .

“ Pray calm vourself, mE dear Wingate! [I'm so ﬁﬂ[r% if
anything I have said may have wounded your feelings. But
consider the terrible importance of the matter, Wingate.
Your whole future iz at stake—and & word in senson may
save you. My dear Wingate, once more let me beg and
implorg=—— Ow! Ow! Oh!" —

Wingate made another rush, and this time the Duffer of
Greyirisrs was too late in dodging. _

The powerful grasp of the Greyfriars captain was upon
hiny, and he was swung off his fect. He roared in anbicipa-
tion, but he scon had ample reason to roar,

Tor Wingate Hung him face downwards across the table,
and caught up a cane, and the dust was soon rising in clouds
from Todd's trousers. . ] ‘

The Duffer of Greviriars yelled, and squirined, and

wriggled frauntically. .

% owl Ow! My dear Wingate! Oh! I say!
Yarooh! Look here! 1 beg—I—— Stop i, you beast!
My Unele Benjamin always told me to remoustrate with a
chinp on the downward path. Ow! Yow!”

“Your Uncle Benjamin seems to have forgotien to tell
vou not to cheek your elders, vou young sweep ! panted
Wingate. * Take that, and that, and that!”

Thwaek ! Thwack! Thwack!

“Yow! Yow! Yow!” r

“If I didn't think somcbody had put you wup to this, I'd
nmiazke you sore for a week,” saud Wingute, slinging the
junior to the door. * Get out "

My dear Wingate—-"1

Y Outside I roared Wingate.

“1 beg and imwlore you

“ What !"

“To give up your evil conrseg—-"*

Wingate made o rush, and Todd slammed the door’ and
dashed out of the study., [He did not pruse until he reached
1he end of the passuge. There he stopped, panting, and
rubbing his mjuries.

0w " he grouned. Y Yow!
fgaoke a word in zeason, and- —
Lucle Benjamin sayy Ow ™

His roge was too great for

Groo! 1 only
What would my

I am hurt!?
Yow!

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER,
A Warning to Wingate.

ARRY WHARTON started.
Wingate had just passed him in the Close, and the

coptain of Grevirviars, instead of giving him the vsual
cheery nod, had turned on lhim a momentary glance
+3 cold and hard as steel, and then averted his eyes,

Wharton stared after the stalwart hgure of Georsze
VWingate, in amazement,

9le had not the least idea of what he had done to offend
the captuin of the school, and if it was some infraglion of the
vulea, he would have expocted Wingate to punish it by &
caning, not hy treating him in thiz way,

Whnt did it sueon ?

Wingate was sividing towards the gates. Harry Wiharion,
alter o few moimments’ lositation, ran aftec him. e overtook
tiwe Greyiriars capiain just as he guitted 1he school, and
strode out into Frinrdale Lane,

“Wingate! I sav, Wingate!"

Wingate turned lis hend,

*What «lo yon want "' he asked harshly.

Wharton faced bim dauntlassby. .

“1 want to know what's the matter,” he exclaimed hotly,
YAV Ly did you passane hke ihatY What have I done?”

Wingate hiad balted. He looked steadily at the juwor, bis
Lip curhing in bifter scovu.

“What have vou dope?” he repeaied,
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*You don't know "

* Certainly I don't."

*You'va broken your word."

“YWhat !"?

“ You've proved yourself a liar,” said Wingate; * that's
all. Is it enough "

Harry Wharton's face turned erimson,

“If a chap in my own Form said that to me, I'd know
how to answeg,'” ho said, clenching his fists. " I suppose you
can_insult me if you hike 1"

Wingafe gave him a bitter look,

“It 18n’t true ' he exclaimed,

“No: it isn't !

“¥ou haven't talked about what you saw at the circus,
after promising me not to say & word!"” the Greyiriars
uaptﬂa{‘n”gxclaimed sternly.

“*Ah! You see, 1 know about it!™

Wharton met hig glance steadily, :

“I have net talked about it,” he said. I haven't told
even Bob Cherry or John Bull—my own chums™

Wingate made 3 gesture of unbeliaf. . .

“1 know it's the talk of the Hemove,” he said. *I've had
that from Todd."

“1'm certair Todd did not sey I had told him anything.”

“ He mentioned no names."”

' Noj if he had mentioned a name, it would not have been
mare.” f

“ You put it down to Nugent or Brown? 1 don't care
which it was—you were all threo in 1t! I suppose I could
expeet nothing clse, and it was only natural for you fo
chatter. But I've no time to speak of it now—and I don't
want to.'”

Wingate turned awn{;

* Stop I exclaimed Wharton angrily,

Wingate puused, in spite of himself,

“ What dg yvou mean, Wharton 1" . .

“I mean that you've mnade a mistake. It is known in the
lower Forms—about you and Mademoiselle Roeina.  But
1 did not say & word—neither did Nugent nor Brown. You
don't seem to think that the other fellows have eves and
cars, You have met Miss Rosfna several times, and the
other fellows have scen you. It was jawed over in the
dormitory—two fellows had seen you with Mademaiselle, and
I tried to shut them up, but it was no use. There wos
Lazarus, too, of Courtfield School—He saw you.”

Wingate's face relaxed.

He had becn so wrapped up in his own thoughts and
warries of late, that it had not occurred to him, as Wharton

ut it, that other fellows at Greyiriars had ears and eyes

“0Oh! Then you said nothing, Wharton 1"’

¢ Nothing.”

“ And the fellows yon speak of—"' .

“They saw you with mademoiselle by the shore,” said
Harry.  “ They told the whole Form about it."

Wingate bit his lips.

“1 suppose it was likely encugh to happen, though I
never thought of it,” he admitted.  ** I—I'm sorry I sccused
vou, Wharton. But—but I've been horribly worried lately.
in a way you can’t understand, and—and I was annoyed ot
finding the juniors jawing over my affairs, I'm sorry,
[a:.

“It's all right, Wingate,” said Harry, touched deeply l}_l'g
what was really an apology from the captain of the school,
“T'm glad it's cleared. up. But while we're on the subject,
Wingrate, I want to tell you something—to warn you.”

“Warn mo ! said Wingate, in surprise,

“Yeu. Loder was in the dorm. when they were falking
about you, and he made the—the fellow—I necdo't give his
name—Lodér made him explain all about it."”

* Loder ! said Winente, with darkening brows.

“ Yoy, Ho extrocted the whole story, and I could sce by
the expression of his face that—that he put o bad construe-
tion on it,"” said Wharton, colouring. "I suppose he hasn’t
seen Miss Rosina, and doesn’t know what o ripping girl
she is1 I—I don't know whether you know it, Wingate, but
we know it, that——"'

““ That what ! _ -

*That Loder and his set are up agsinst vou,” said
Wharton, somewhat uneasily, for it wag no light matter for
a junior to discuss Sixth Fovmoers with the head of the Sixth.
1 couldn't help being afraid, Wingate, that Loder meant
to make some use of this—to uge it against you in some way,
1 mean.”’

Wingate shook hix head. ;

1 think not, Wharton. HHow could he use it against me?
T iliink vou've got wide of the mark; but thank you, all the
siwne. And I'm sorev 1 disbrusted you™

And Wingate strode awny, ¥
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Harrs Wharton stood in the gateway, looking after the
atalwart figure az it vanished into the dusk. Wharton felt,
more by instinct than anything else, that his suspicion was
ecorrect—that Loder intended, in some unseen manner, to t|t1l1jn
the information ho had gained to the imjury of the captain
of the school. But it was evidently useless to tell Wingate
to: he could not understand the baseness of the black sheep
of the Sixth. ;

Wharton was turning awey from the gate, when two seniors
zame down, with their coats on, and their caps pulled low
duwn over their foreheads.

The Removite recognisod Loder and Carne.

They were poing out. o gm

Loder and Carne did not even glanee at the junior stand-
ing in the dusk of the gate. They passed out into Friardale
Lane, and strode away towards the village.

Wharton gaced after them dubiously. :

Were they following Wingate? o

1t was only too prebable. But the junior could not be
surc, and in any case the Greyiriars captain was too far
away now to be warned.

i Gosling came out of his lodge to lock up, and Wharten had
o go in.

Ifut the Remove captain was feeling very uneaev 1 his
mind. He was troubled about Wingate; he felt by zome
instinet that there was deep trouble brooding over the
captain of Greylriars,

Alonzo Todd met the captain of the Remove ss he entored
tha School House. There was a smell of embrocation about
Alonzo Todd, and his face was very Iu:rnp% 1

-4 dear Wharton,” ho exclaimed, I want vou to advise
me! Wingate has just gone out. I fear that he has gone
to the circus.'

“ Ivo business of yours if he has!™" growled Wharton.

Todd Llinked at him reproachfally.

“Under normal cireumstances, Wharton, sour remark
would be perfectly correct, and I trust I should never disploy
an undue curiosity with regard to the private afairs of
another individual, At the same time, my dear Wharton, I
cannot obliterate from my mind the fack that Wingate s
following the downward path, and that he is in great danger
of succumbing to various temptations. I have elready
spoken 4 word in season to Wingate, warning him 1o guit his

d mequaintances at the aircus—"

“ What !"" shouted Wharton.

* Bulstrode nand Sncep advised me to do so, showing in
this an amount of good and proper feeling which really sur-
prises me in them. I did not suspret them of possessing
such delicacy, my dear’ Wharton, But Wingate would not
listen to me—in fact, he proceeded to personal violence, and
I was obliged to take a hurried departure.”

“You ass!" X

“Abhem! I want you to mdvise me, my dear Wharton.
Ought I to request a pass out of gates from Mr. Queleh,
and follow Wingate?”

i Eh T”

" Follow him, and sgain remonstrate with him, and bex
and implore of him to return o tho path of rectitude?" said
Alonzo Todd.

“ ¥You unutterable ass ! shouted Wharton.

“My dear Wharton—"

“You frabjons chump !

“My dear——"

“¥ou unspeakable dummy 1™

NE R-Gl] I}"—'-'—”

“If you say another word to Wingate T'll squash rou !
eaid Harry. “ You ass! Can't you sec that Bulstrode was
pulling vour leg, as usual 7"

“ Goodness gracious !" )

“ Mize Romng 15 a nice girl—as nicr as little Mally—and
vou are o silly chump !"' said Harry Wharton.” You've put
your silly foot in it ™

“Oh dear!”

“The best thing you can do is to shut up—and keep
shut up! If you could ge! = gaz at a reasonable price, vou
ought to get 1t. and never keep it out of your mouth !

My dear Wharton—-"'

But dear Wharton strode on, and Todd was left blinking.

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
Loder is Quite Sure.
FELIK LASALLE romoved the eigar from his mouth and

spat. Signor Benson, who was sitting upon the slopin
shaft of a caravan, pulled at his pipe, and grunted.
The Frenchman had n speaking earnestly; Bonson
}iat.aned with a dozged look of dissent upon hs fat, red
ade, .
“ Better move on,”” said Lesalle. *° After all, what is this
plece to 3! What arc a day's takinge in a village?”
“We're cdoing pood business," spid Stgnor Benson—*' better
busincas here than we've done for some time.”
Tur Maiorer Lisrary —No. 162,

“Tt's not of much consequence.” 3

“JIsn't it? I have to make the ghost walk!" said the
signor irritably. * We're doing well here, owing to being
50 near the school. The boys come again and again. It's
a good piteh, and 1 don't mean to leave it."

** Look here! I'm a pretty good attraction at the show, I
beliove.”

* Oh, yes!t” .

* And Mademoiselle Rosina-—-" -

“Bhe's n better attraction.™

Lasalle gritted his teeth for 8 moment.

“Very well, grant that" he said. * Both together, ws
form a Lig park of the show. If you ghould lose us, you lose
more than you lose by changing the pitch.”

The signor laughed contemptucusly.

“¥ou can't take mademoiselle away,” he replied.
got you bound fast encugh by contracts.”

“T may be able to help her going.”

Benson stared at him.

“What do you mean?
ill-use her "

Lasalle bit his lip.

* No; it is not that.”

HI've warned you about that often enough,” said the
signor wurmli, *“and I've promised the girl that you shall
never touch her again. If you do, wou'il have to reckon
with me! I won't have my show busted to please vour
beastly temper.”

“ It iz not that, I tell you,

" Then what can happen?®"

" Bhe might be taken”

“Taken away("

“ Yea,"

““(3h, you're dotty! I suppose you don't think sha's old
encurh to think of eloping with that scheolboy ? said
Benson, with a broad grin.

Tasalle made an irritable gesture,

“No; I was not thinking of him."”

“0f whom, then?"

 Never mind of whom " replied the Frenchman evasively.
“But if you remain in this district, and she is seen by—
by somebody, we may lose her, both of ust”

*“I don’t cateh on. You'ro Lier father, ain't you ?”

“Oui, oui ! said Lasalle uneasily.

“Then there's no law in England that can take her from
vou. Is her mother still alive ?"" asked the signor curiously.

“* ¥es," said Lasalle.

“I've never heard of her”

""Bha 12 alive—and she has power to take Rosina from
ma,'" said Loasalle, in a low voice. " There 15 another danger,
too—and, look vou, it comes upon us if we stay in this
neiechbourhood.

The signor drew s deep broath.

iy E{m mean thet Rosina's mother lives about here

[ ﬂslrl

:‘_ %nd she hns a legal right to take awar Rosina 1"

4 Es,li

“Oh, that alters the ecase! You should have told me that
before,'" said the signor uneasily,

“T've told you now,” said Felix Lasalle.

Ths signor rose with a grunt

“1 can see it's scrious, now,' le remarked. " T suppose
Rosina's mother doesn’t want her alter all these years—
and we do woant her. Look here! Couldn't you make it up
with her, Felix?

“Eh! With whom?!"

“With vour girl's mother, of courss '

The Frenchman pave a peculiar laurh.

“You do not understand,” he satd. *It's impossible!
But one thing's certain—if we remain in the neighbourhood
we're 1n gpreat danger of losing Rosina. ‘hen wo came
herg I did not knodw. I did not know that he—I mean she—
wﬂg at Eim:r'fri w3 School. It was not 20 in the other days,
and—

“VYou mean to say that Rosina's mother is at the school?™

“1—I mean to say nothing.™

* Flousekeeper, or something, I suppose?’

" Yes," zaid Lasalle, with a prin.

“Oh! Well, we move on to-morrow,” siid the signor,
with a grunt. “ We muost look after ourselves firat, I sup-
pose, and we can't afford to lose Rosina. It's rotten, though.
Wa're duin? pood business hera."

And the fat showman rolled away.

The Frenchman stocd biting his cigar without smaking it,
an unpleasant expression upon s dark face,

He moved away, too, and strode towards his caravan,
and suddenlv, when he had nearly reached it in the dusk,
he halted, a black lock on his brow.

He heard the sound of voices.

“That bovy again!” he muttered.

“ I'va

You think she'll bolt because vou

She will not run away."”

“Dh, I know this will
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lead to  mischicf! copnection  is
thie—"' ;

Rosina was standing in the shadow of the carsvan talking
to Wingate. The capisin of Greyfriars turned his head os
Lazalla cameo up.

The Frenchman gave him a bitter look.

" Bo you ara herp again?™” ho exclaimed.

Win amtgL egarded him steadily. -

“Why Mould I not see Miss Rosina?” he asked quuetly.
Y What harm is there 10 my friendship For her?"”

“1 am her [zther, and I do not cave for you to como
hore,” sajd the Prenchman. **Ts not that enough for you?”

* Father " ) ]

“{3o1" said Taszalle, ratsing hizs hand te Rosina.

1] | 3]

Yizo, 1 tvti‘}‘uu‘.”

The girl went nuetly,

Wingate clenched his hands hard. He would zladly have
thrown himself upon the Frenchman, and beaten him to the
varth.

Bat tho theught of Rosina restrained him.

Tasalle looked 8t him with a sneer. ) ]

" You may go!’ he said. " Fou will not teo Rosine again.
Wa leave Y¥rardalo tomorrow. You will never seo hev
again, you }.ﬂunﬁi cub o ;

““Takea care what you say to me,” said Wingate thickiy.
*1 can hardly keep my hands off vou as it is."”

The Frenchman lasughed mockingly.

“1f you do not go I will eall tho cireus-hands to throw
you out,” he said. ** Here, Bill—8am!”

Twao stable-hands came up. :

They woera ruffanly-looking fellows, and locked as if
nothing would pleaso them better than to roughly handle
thn captain of Greylriars, )

Wingats looked at them ocalmly.

“ Don’'t come near me,” he said. “T shall hit out.”

*You'd better go, you young cub!” said Lasalle. * Throw
him out! Kick him off the helds, lads, and then come and
have a drink with me.”

" Right you are, guv'nor!” ‘

The two roughs advanced uwpon Wingate,
ery, and Rosina ran betwoen them.
Wingate, had not gone far away.

' "g:ﬂ 1" gha cried.

Fasalle deagped her aszide,

“Gol” ha exclaimed.

Wingate made a step forward. The two stablomen
in his way, in & moment the captain of Gureyfriara was
strugghng with them. : .

One of them went heavily down, with Wingate's st crash-
ing a:s-:m his jaw, grunting with pain as he touched the
ground.

Wingate struggled furiously with the other, while Lasalla
held the girl augo with & grip of iron on her wrist,

The struggle lasted only a few seconds.

The rough went down heavily besido the other, and lay
gazping on tho ground. At the same moment two forms
loomed up in thoe dushk.

Loder and Carne had appesved en the scene. They stared
at Wingate in affected amazement.

“ Wingate ! exelaimed Loder.

Tho Greyfriars captain gave lim a fievee look.

"'ir"i’hat are you spring here for?’ he exclimed.

““1 was not spying—

“Well, go!"” o

“We'll o' said Loder spitefully; “and I shall have to
consider whether, as a prefect, it 13 not my duty to report
vour disgraceful conduct at Greyfriars,™

Wingate uttered an exclamation of rage, and advanced
fawards the Greyiriars prefect with blazing eyes and clenched
lizks.

“(fome on, Loder I said Carne hurriedly.

And the two seniors walked quickly away.

Wingate turned back.

“ 1o you want any more, you cads?' he azked, leoking
at the two roughs, .who had risen, and were muttering

sullenly together.
- They evidently did not, for they slouched away, still
muttering. Rosina gave Wingate s last look, and went to
hor* earavan, Lasallo shook hizs fist at the eaptain of
virevfriara,
“Go! ho said. * Don't come heve agrin! Go!**
Wingate strode away without replying. He could not go
|!1erﬂ% agmin—he fclt that. Had he scen Rosina for the last
Torree

Any dangerous, and

There was a
e girl, fearful for

i —

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER,
Loder Speaks.

R. LLOCKE was seated in his study. Thero was a pon
in the docior’s hand, and a sheet of paper before him
on bis desik. The Head was not writing, however.
Evon his favourite work-—the new edition of Eschylus,

which was to astonish the scholastic world some day—failed
to interest him.
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Dr. Locke was thinking.

In spite of him=zelf, his thoughts would ﬁ back to that
méeting with Folte Lasalle in the Friscdale Lane.

The faco of Lzsalle called buck to him ‘memories of years
long past—memories that he had long tried to stifle in vain.

In the heart of tho old doctor there was a sorrow
that was seldom shown, bué which was seldom or never
forgotten. ;

Calm and quiet and kind as the old doctor was, mever
:]niltjing in his kindness. be was o man whom Fate had stricken

alt.

He boro it bravely, and gavo few or no signs of it out-
wardly, tbut it was there: and the only ono who knew, the
only one who shared his grief, was his wile, but the subject
was seldom mentioned between them.

It was a scaled book, yet cach know that the other had
never forgotten—could never forget. ]

Tha door of the study opened, and Mrx. Locke came in.
T!I«}nm was & shade of anxiety on the faco of the Head's
wife,

Dr. Locke rose at once.

* What is it, my dear?’ he asked.

** Am I disturbang youi™

The Head smiled faintly. )

*““I have written noithing,”" he said.

“¥ou are ill."

He shook his head

“For soms time,"” said his wile anxiously, *“you have
been warried and uneasy. What is it—what {Iﬂ.'l happened?
I know thers is sdmething.”

Dyr. Locke hesitated. . : ,

Mrs. Locke came closer to him, and laid a trembliog hand
vpon his arm. : :

“TIt is not—not—— There is no news?" sha asked breath-

lessly.

% i!a; no news.’’ . ] i
H“?#t—hm something has happened in conncction with
thet

Ha nodded.

“Tell me

::] ]‘i.!.:l;'ﬂ sgen Falix Lasaile.™

“71 mot him," said the Head guictly. *' I asked him aboui
her.”™ -

“* And ho said?™

“The worst.”

Wi Dmd ?II

‘“ Ho said so.""

Mrs. Locke pressed her hand to her heart, .

*I have alwavs feared that.” she said; and it is better
than what might have been. Dut is it trus?”

“*The man_is false to the very heart,” said Dr. Locke
musingly. *“I caunct tell. I have been thinking of callicg
in the aid of & detective.”

B Cagh hing ngainst thi ially aft

*We can prove nothing agains i2-MMan, cspeo alter
all these years, but now tiat I have seen him I may ge ahle
to dizcover something—scmething from which we may learn
the truth.™ .

It iz possible. Do vou know whero he is?"

“No: I met him by chance. But I shall think it over—
My dear, you look overcome!”

rs. Locke sat zilent for a few moments.

:::II shull never lose hope till ‘I know for certein,” she
anid.

She quitted the study. Dr. Locke sat in his chair, think-
. Il-}uw long he sit there ho did not know. Time was
not counted whila dark and moody thoughts thronged 1a
e i T

A tap at tho door interru m. _

Ho started up and switched on the electric light, and
seated Dmaclf at hiz desk agein. He was once more the
calm, self-contained Hoad of Greviriars,

“Come " hoe said, in his vsual tones.

T.oder entored.

The Head looked at him iuqniringlp.

1 am sorry to troubla vou, sir,” said Loder, * but—"

“ Yaon need not apologize if you have sorrething to repors
to me,"” said the Head. "I am not occupied. What js it?"”

' A very serious matter, sir,"

“Go on.”’

“ Tt is about Wingate, sir."

ad '!;‘"'I“E.ﬂie !II'

“ Yoa, sir.”

Ly, Locke raised his hand.

*One monient, Loder. 1 supposs you have no complaint
to make about vour head prefect to me? I hope not. 1
trust Wingate comipletely.”

* Cortain facts have come to my knowledge, sir. I have
thought over the matter earefully, and come to the -::uqltgu-
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sion that it is duty to acguaint you with them,” sad
Loder, with an air of great sincerity. “If I am wrong, I
hops you will forgive me, but as a prefect enjoving your
conbdence I feel t I am bouwnd to epcak to you on the
matter.”

“¥ou may go on, Loder.”

“ Bome of the fellows have noticed, sir, lately, that Wingate
seemns to have some sort of trouble en his mind, and my
attention was drawn to it."”

The Head started s little.

““I may have noticed that myself,” he zaid. * But go on.™

“ I learned, sir, that it was common talk in the lower Forms
that Wingate had formed a dispraceful ¢onnection——""

“ What "

“That he had formed a disgraceful connection, sir, with
some low riffraff at a circus, and that be was following a

woman who performs at Benson's circus near the village.”
! Loder."

“1 could hardly believe it, sir. It seemed so utterly unlike
Wingate. But I found that.even one of the juniors had gl?ma
80 far as to remonstrate with Wingate, and pdint out te him
that he was disgracing Greyfriars. Wingate treated him
violentiy.™

It was impertinent of him to speak in such a' manner to
his school captain!" the Head exclaimed severely.

*Yes, sir; but T think matters must have been pretty bad
when ‘a jumior ventured to do such a thing.”

**Perhaps ! Continue, please.”

““ As & prefect, sir, T considered it my duty to look into the
matter. I did so, with a firm belief that there was some
horrible mistake, and that I should be able to clear Wingate's
%hnrmtﬁr, and zilence the scandalous tongues in the lower

Orms.

“guih: right; Loder.™

“ But, sic—"'

“ Well 5"

“T took the course, sir, of following Wingate when he left
the school this evening, and I took a wvitness with me in case
ons should be needed.”

The Head's brow clouded a little.

* Well, Loder, and what then "’

“1I found Wingate st the cireus. He was having a violent
?Ml‘l‘ﬂi with two ruffiana, associates of the woman he has been

ol mg I could see thet it was a drunken quarrel, sir,
ﬁcmmrmﬁ this woman—and I spoke to Wingate. Ha
threatened ma with viclence if I did not leave at once.”

The Head stared blankly st Loder.

¥ Impossible "' he gasped.

“1t 1 true, sic."

“You had & witnarﬂi you aay "

**Yea, gir; Carng, of my Form.”

“He will bear cut what you say?"’

* Every word, sir.”

""Wingate must be questioned first,” said the Head, in
gome tation. ' [ canmnot understand this at all. It seems
impossible ; exactly the contrary of Wingate's character, as
I have always und it.""

“You were no more surpriscd than I was, sir. I was
amazed when I saw Wingate on familiar termsz with this
woman, old enough to be his mother, slthough she i3 called
Mademoizelle RBosina.”

“ A Freachwoman®"

“Yes, sir—an unscrupulous sdrenturess, if appearances arve
anything te go by. Wingate must be under some cvil
influence. That is the only way I can sccount for it.”

“Ts Wingate in the school

“I do not know, sir."’

* Leave me, Loder. I will send word for Wingate to come
to me the moment he arrives, You have done quite right
to aoquaint me with this—quite right. It is terrible! But
it is better for me to know. But leave me now.”

8 T ion of tful h

er, with an expression of respectful regret upon his
faoe, quitted the study.

That exprossion changed when he was in the corrider. Hea
grinned maliciougly, and hurried slong to the corner of the

, where Carne and Ionides were walting for him.

“ Wall 7" said Carne sagerly.

“JIt'a all night.”

: %uu‘lra. reported 7" asked the Greek.

9.

Tonides grinned till every tooth in his head was gleaming.

1 Good—good ! And Wingate—"

** Ha's to sea the Head as soon as be comes in."”

“Good!™

And the three black sheep of the 8ixth chuckled and
walked away to Iomides’s study, where they discussed their
scheme and smoked ci in security.
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THE SEVENTCENTH CHAPTER,
Accused!

INGATE came in a little later, with a mondy brow.
He jmssed Harry Wharton as he came into the Scheol
House, and nodded te him. e paused to speak
after & moment. .
. “7 think you were right, Wharton,” he remarked, with a
bitter smile. * Loder followed me this evening, But I doa't
soe how he can make mischief.”

Wharton looked anxious. ]

“Would it hurt vou if he reported it to the Ileud?™ be
asked, in a low voice.

Wingate started. _

“He would not do that!"” he exclaimed., 1

“J don't know. I saw him come in with Carpe,” said
Harry. *“He went almost divectly to the Head's study. 1
thought I'd mention that, in case e

¢ Master Wingate.”

It was Trotter, the page.
towards him.

“ What i3 it, Trotter?" N

“'Fad wants to see you in his study, Master Wingate,
immadiate,” said Trotter. 1 was to tell you wnmediate
you come in, sir."" ) .

“ Very well,” said Wingato guietly; and Trotter departed.

The Groyiriars captain gave Wharton a glance.

“ Thank you, lad,” he said, “‘I suppose you were right;
you seem te sce more into Loder than I do. DBut T don't
seg how he can hurt me, even if he has sneaked about me.
But thank vou, lad."

He strode away towards the Head's study. Nugent and
Tom Brown joined Wharton, who was looking clouded and
ANXIOUS.

“Wingate's in deep waters just now,” Tom Drown
remarked. I wonder whether those rotters will be abie to
do him any harm. It was awfully reckless of him to pget
nuixed up with the circus people as iw has done.”

Y harton nodded.

“ But ﬁ*in‘gate’s as good as gold, and true blue!" he
exclaimed. “I wish we ecould help him. I wonder if wa
could 1"

And the three juniors put their heads together, to discuss
the matter and think it over.

How could they help Wingate, the idel of all the juniors
at Greyiriars? That he was in trouble, growing worse, way
no secrot to them. But what could they do?

Wingate strode to the Head's study without a pause. If
Loder had made any accusation against him, the Greviriam
captain did not mean to be slow in meeting it. He tapped
at the Head's door, and Dr. Locke bade him enter.

Wiopgate entered, and closed the door beghind him.  Then,
with a firm and steady glance, he met the troubled gaze of
the Head. ;

“ You wished me to come, sir, I understand,” he said.

“¥es, Wingate."

“Well, sir?gl am here."

The Head looked long and hard at Wingate.
a sad shadow on his kind old face.

Tt seemed impossible that the accusstion brought apgainst
this brave-looking, frank, open-hearted lad could be true.
Yob evon now in Wingate's face, ag the Head looked at it,
wers plainly to be secn signs of the mental struggle he had
pone through—signs that his hife was not following its vsual
calm and peaceful course.

“ Wingate, I have to speak to you upon a scrious matter—
a most serioys matter,” said the Hoad slowly.

“Yes, sir."”

“I will send for Loder.”

. The Head touched the bell, and Trotter was despatched to
fetch the prefect. ‘ _

A bitter smile curled Wingate's lip.

It was Loder, then. Harry Wharton had been rirhit in his
WATrNnE. . ]

o ?:Iﬂ Loder has brought an accusation against mo, sic?"” he
askod.

““ Ho has informed me of something, Wingate."

“ Very wall! T have no doubt I can answer it."

“ 1 hope so. Wingate—I sincerely hope 50" aaid the [load
earnestly. I have always had faith in vou, and it would
be o terrible shock to discover that I had misplaced my
trust."

Wingate met his eyes frmly.

“ That will never the case, sir."

Loder entered. ; !

Ho avoided Wingate's glance, keeping hiz eyes towards the
Head., He was accompanted by Carne; party to bear witness
for him, party to support him by backing him up through
what was likely to be something of an_ ordeal.
casy to face Wingate's scornful eyves, and lie.
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" Loder, Wingate is here. I wish you to repeat what you
bave told me, and we will hear whether Wingate has any
explanation to give.”

“Vary well, sir. I hope,"" said Loder, *“that Wingate
understands that I have ken only from my sense of duty
as & prefect, and not in the least ff'ﬂm any personal feeling
towards himself.”

“That is quite understood,” said the Head.
Wingate gives you credit for the best motives.”

Wingate's lip curled. < .

“I pive Loder credit for his true motives, at all evenis!"”
he exclaimed, * But let him come to the point.”

The Head raised his hand.

“1 will e‘t_]iunstion you, Loder. You learned that Wingate
was worried by some trouble that he kept secret from the
other boys."

“Yeg, sir.” ,

“You found that an attachment he had formed with a
woman in a circus was the subject for Jests among the
juniors 7"

“* Precigely." i

"“You looked into the matter with the view of clearing
W]l‘.l&ﬂ.lﬂ in the eves of his schoolfellows "

“* Quite so, sir.” ;

“ My motive also, sir,” said Carne.

“¥Yes! And both of vou saw Wingate at the cireus, on
Iriendly terms with people of disreputable appearance. You
saw that he bad really formed a ifriendship with an adven-
turess, much older than himself, and that he wa2 engaged in
a ﬂuarrai with drunken ruffians on her account.”

Yes, sir.”

Wingate's face blazed with rage.
Loder and Carne, his fists clenched,

“ You lhars!" he shouted.

The doctor rase to s feek,

“\Wingate !

“They are lying, sir.
than I am—she i1z younger,
splendid girl. And—"

“ Nonsonse, Wingate 1"

¢ And these lying cads know it, sic!™

“Wingate !" _ _

“You ought not to have believed thum,. sir, you_ought not
to have listened ¢o them in such a story!” shouted Wingate,
quite beside himself now, and reckless of what he said.

The Head turned pale. :

In all his career he had never been spoken to like that
before, and it was no wonder that even his kind temper
failed.

Loder and Carne exchanged a look. Wingate was playing
their game as if he wished i1t to succeed a2z much as they

“I am sure

He made a step towards

Mademoiselle Rosina is not older
She is a lady, sir—a really

id.

""Wingate, how dare you!™ gasped the Head.

“71 mean 1t, sir—I te]l your—-"

Y Enough !

“1 tell you, sir——"

Dr, Locke waved his hand,

% Hilence, Wingate! You must, indeed, have changed,
when yeou dare to treat your head-master in this manner—
else 1 have slwaye been deceived in you. Wingate, I am
disgusted ! Your violence leaves me only one conclusion to
draw-—that you ﬂ.rﬁ‘f:ua.lty; that you have really fallen into
low aescciations, and—"'

Y1t ie not true, eir! I—"

“ Bilence ! Winf;u.t_e. if it were any lad I had respected
less, I chould expel him immediately from Greyfriars. With
you, I hardly know what course to take. But, in the first
place, Fou must promise me never, under any circumstances,
to see this woman again—never to epeak to thise adven-
turees,’’

‘““3he iz not an adventuress.'

“Will you give me the promise required, Wingate "

“1 cannot, sir.)' :

“ What I

“ It 15 impossible, sir'?

“You refuse ! said the Head, in a terrible voice,

“ Ves, gir.”

“Go to your room at once, Wingate! (o to vour room,
and pack your box to-might. You shall not remain in this
school another day! You are expelled from GreyEriars!”

Wingate gave the Head one look, and then strode from
the study. He was too angry to feel, for the moment, the
full force of the blow that had fallen upon him,

i ;!i_.ua're me now,’” sald the Head briefly to the two seniors,

il 'E'E-r EJI‘.‘} ;

Loder and Carne quitted the study. In the passage they
almost gasped. Their triumph, their complete seoring, had
almost taken their breath away. They had been far from
expecting so complete and so swift a vietory.

“* My hat!” said Loder. * IHe's done!”

Carne chuckled.

“ Quite done.”

“ Ixpelled I said Loder. I hardly hoped for that.

The Macrner Liszany.—No. 162

NEXT
WEEK:

EVERY
TUESDAY,

Tne sMagnet” om, |

Carne, old man, you or I must get in as captain in the nexd
election.”

11 Whﬂtﬂhﬁ 1:: .

“Let's to Ionides' study, and tosa up which shall ba
candidate.””

" Done 1"

The two rasgals went their way rejoicing. Wingate hed
gona to his study. As the anger and excitement faded away
in his breath, the full eignificance of the Head's words cames
mora clearly home to him. pelled from the zchool !

Expelled from Greyfriars

THE EIGHTEENTH CHAPTER,
Wharton Knows What to Do,

ARRY WHARTON had been waiting anxiowsly for
Wingate to come out of the Head's study, but when
the captain of Gteghmrs appeared, the lock upon
his face prevented Harry from speaking to him. He

realieed at once that Wingate was not in & mood for epeech
juet then.

The juniors saw him go into his study, i

Wharton waited some time, in painful reflection. That
the cads of the Sixth had ecored over the captain of the
school was only too clear Wharton had seen them, too,
going thetr way with triumphant faces.

YWhat had happened ?

What was Winpate’s fate? What had the Head eaid to
him? Tt was not enricsity that actuated Wharten now. It
was & deep, friendly regard for Wingate, who, he knew, was
never cunning enough to cope with such enemies as Loder
and Carne.

3o long as a fight was in the open, and only courage was
required, Wingate was the man; but for Machiavellian plot-
ting, ho had no head—mo chance at all against fellows of
Lagur'a kidney.

Harry Wharton made up his mind at last. He tapped at
the door of the captain’s studl_r,'. There wa® no reply, and
he tapped again. Still no reply. Wondering whether Win-
gate might have gone out without his seeing him, Wharton
opened the door of the study,

Wingate was there. : : 2

He was geated at the table, with hie elbows resting upon
it, and hiz head in his hands, his face hidden from eight.

His attitude wns one of the deepest dee cncy and
dejection. Wharton felt a painful throb at the heart as he
B Wingate I he eaid toftl

ingate I'" he said zoftly. ]

The Gﬂrfriun captain started and looked up. He did nok
look angry now, only intensely de{'?cted. c

“ Wharton !"’ he exclaimed. * What do you want?'

“I want to speak to you, Wingate. Don't think I'm in-
quisitive,” said Harry earnestly. " It is not that, really.

Winpgate smiled [aintly. L

“I'ma gure it isn't, Wharton. Bul what is it you want tg
ask me?" “

4 gu-l.aude: done as I suspected ?

({1 m.?l

“ And—and the Head—-" :

“1 am expelled,” said Wingate drearily.

Wharton almost staggered. -

:" E:pﬂl&d?”

** ITmpossible, Wingate! You expelled I'*

The captain nodded. ; ;

Harry Wharton stared at him blenkly. Wingate expelled !
It ceemed to Wharton as if the room were turning round
him.

Wineate expelled! He could not imagine Greyfriare with-

out Wingate, What would the fellows say? It was in-
credible ! :

“ Expelled ¥ pazped Wharton again.

[19 ?ﬂ'l-”

““ But-—but why 7"

“ Loder has lied ebout me—and about Rosina,” said Win-.
pate guietly and bitterly. * He has made the Head beliove
her an adventuress—a woman older than I, who has been
exercizing o bad influence over me. You've seen her.
Wharton. You know what she is like."

* Oh, the cad !”

“ You know what a really ripping girl ehe is,” said Win-
gate miserably, ‘' But Loder had the first pull, you eee, and
he's poisoned the Head's mind on the subject. I sup
lost my temper then, and I-—~I waa disrespectiul to the
Iead.™

“Oh, Wingate "'

“ Well, it's all up now.™

Wingate made & restless movement,

" Are you going ! #

“THE ARTFUL DODGER,” A Selenatd Talg or M FhSHARSa"> o4 Orewirinre.
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*Jut when

*To-night.”

"To-night ¥ exclaimed Harry, in dismay.
h, you can't - vou eha'n't!
can be done,"”

The Grevirviarz captain shook his head.

“It's all over,” he said. I don’t want her 1o koow,
that'2 all”

-..H“t_ll

“Don't talk about iF in the school, Wharion.
want nuj‘ihing;‘ satd on the sabject--till
erents,” eaid Wingate.

“1 won't epeak, But— "

“Leave me now, lad, I'm feeling rollen ™

“ I wish I could help you, Wingate." said Havry wisifully.

“1 know vou do, kid: but you can't.”

Wharton left the study.

e left Wingate restlesaly pacing the rooin.

IMarry’s face was dark with <izsmay as he roticed.
gale expelled ! It secined like s bad drean.

The junior avolded meeting his chams. e could not very
well eea them withoyt giving some explanation. and Win-
gate had asked him to fay nothing.

Ho strode out inte the Close in the dusk. and. with his

hands in his pockets, walked up and down there, trying to
think 1t out.

What could he do?

How could he help Wingate? How could he prevent
Grexlriars from losing itz captain—one of the best fellows
that ever Lireathed ?

To po to the Head-- that thought gecurred to him, bul
Le had te dismiss it. Was the Head likely to licten to a
juntor in the Remeove  to take his word aguainst that of a
prefect, backed un by another Sixth Former?

It was impossible even to hope that the Head would allow
him to enter upon the subiect at all,

But whal could be done?

Wingate could not, should not, be expelled. The Head's
mind had been poisoned apain:t him. What could Wharton
do? How could he make Dr. Locke understund that he had
been deceived—that Loder's story was a {izsue of cunning
mizrepresentntions

It was a difficult task, impo=ible to a junior in the Lower
Fourth; and Wharton waz even prevented now from econ-
sulting his chums aboul it

What was to be done *

Buddenly the junior utiered an exelamation. An idea,
like & ray of light, had flashed into bis brain.

“ Mademoizelle Rosina !

The junior tarned almost pale with excitement. Of
ermrsa !l Why had he not thought of that Lefore?

“ Mademoizelle Rocina!"'

She could eave Wingate. It was a dariug etep to take to
call upon the circus girl to see the Heud of Greyiriars
Wharton's heart almost [ailed him at his own temerity.

Would she conie?

Would she dare to coma? Did ehe eare encugh for Win-
gate to run the risk of ecorn and contumely at Grevfrinrs?
What would Wingate zav? Ile had eaid aleeady thal he
did not want Mademoiselle Rosina fo know.

But if ¢he could save biin— -

Wharton tried to think out the pros and the conz. Rut
for ond against, all good reasons, crowded thickly into his
mind. He decided upon impulse ; suceced or fail, he would
do eomething to save Wingate. Fe put on his eap, an<,
without even waiting for hie cont, he ran down to the gatos

They were closed.

Wharton clambered over the gates, and there was a shout
from Gosling’s window.

“1 see yer! I'll report ver! Wot I zays iz this "ern.
You kim back, or I'll report yer!”

Harry Wharton dropped into the road and ran.

CENTH CHAPTER.

o

£

] “Ho soon?
Look here, Wingate, ennething

T don't
't gone, at all

Win-

THE NINETEENTH
Rosina to the Rescue.

OSINA was dressed for the performance. Ths circus
was doing gocd business, and a large crowd was
already waiting for admission. Good business pro-
mized to be done if the show remained at Friardale.

But the order had gone forth that they were to move on the
worrow. It was the last performance at Friardale, and the
posted-up announcemente to that effect had brought a larger
crawd than ueual.

Mademoisalle Rosina was looking pale and thoughiful
now. She stepped from her caravan, amd walked to the
canvas stables where her horse was kept. A rough circus
hand touched his cap to her. There was a halfcrown in his
other hand—a tip from the Iad in Etons, who was following
ut his hesls.
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“If vou please, miss, this kid wanta to speak to vou’”

Rosina leoked at Harry Wharton.

HP@ recognised him, and pave him a2 somewhat tremulous
smile,

“What is 1§ " she ashed quickly.

Wharton raised his cap.

1 aslked this chap ta let me spe vou,” hie sawd, as the
ttableman meoved off. *“It's very pmpoctant, Mis: Rosina.
It's about Wingate.”

" Nol a me=age?”

i xﬂ-.” )

::qu- he in trouble of any kind ¥ breathed the girl,

E“i 7

A message!”

“OLI Rocina pressed her hand to her hearh. 0,
come, tell me what 3t is 1™

She drew Harry Wharton inte the shadow of her vaun,
Harry was panting for broeath, and red in the cheeks; he hod
run all the way from the school without a pause,

“What is it ¥ breathed the girl. “ Quick ! Tf wmy futher
sees vou there will be trouble. Ho hales George. He——
But never mind! .ﬂﬁ- :i?'j dreﬁ.uing B fu;:r .'hi.-, 'I:'H'l,r"L hlll. hr,-
may conte out of hiz van in a fow minutes. What is 02"

" Wingote's in trouble., A fellow at Groyfriavs has maide
an accusation against him,'" siid Wharton rvapidly. “ You
can help him."'

“ [ " said Rosina.

“Yes you”

“ 1z it something about me*"* panted the zidl,

“ ¥Yes," sald Wharton,

“1 do not understand. What i3 1t ?"?

" They have accused him of—of falling into bad associa-
trons,” said Wharton desperately. " Forgive me, 1 must
E-IH:*:I; plainty, but--but if the Head saw you he would know
that 1t was a lie.”

Even in her agitation the girl eould hardly help smiling.
It was & naive compliment to her, though Wharton was
thinking of anvthing but compliments then.

“¥ou zee,” said Wharton, * the Head, he's a splendid old
boy, but he doesn’t know anything about anything but
school: and colleges, you see. He doesn’t understand that a
CITCUS g;:rl can be as niee as anv other givl, Thexy've heen
telling him that Wingate has got into the hands of o dur:I-
old woman, vou see, who's making a fool! of him. It's all
rot, and he'd know it wus a lie the instant he saw you”

“ How wicled !"

“ They hate Wingate. Thev're a set of cad
he's always down on caddizhness of any sort,’
plained,

“Ihd George send von **™

““No; he doesn't know. Ile wanted to keop it dark from
vou that he had got into trouble on your account.”

[1] Ah !”

Y But—but I couldn’t let him be expelled [vom (freviriars
while there was a chanes," said Iarry ecagerly. * You see,
those rotters—they're deep roltors, and old Wingate = as
simple a5 a child in some things., T don't mean hie's a duifer,
you know, but—but he can't see when a chap is & cad and
a plotting beast. He never sees meanness in anvbody, till he
simply has to. You understand ¥

“T think I do,” said the giel softly,

“He's no match for them. Now he's dawn, he's only
thinking of not letting you kirow that he's in trouble througl;
knowing vou. I dare say he'll ik me for coming and telling
vou," said Wharton, I don't care so long as vou suvve lum.”

“ You thought of this vourself ¥

““Quite by myself "

“And vou think it would help him if T came ™™

1 know it would. As sonn as the Head sees vou he'll
linow that Loder and Carne have bean Iving™

The girl was silent, her heart beatiog ha ,r%‘].

“T will come,” she saul, in a low volee. T will cowne.
I would do anvthing to help him.  He has been a kind fried
to me. Oh, 1t 15 ternble that he should be in trouble on my
account, when he is all kindness and goodnes<"

“ You know him well,” sa1d Harev., " He's the Lest chap
in Grreyiriars.”

The girl glanced towards the cireus tent.

“ They will need me soon,”” she said; "hut it cannob be
helped. Whatever happens, [ must speak for George, if it
will do him any good

“T'm certain it will.™

“What iz vour head-moaster {fike—a havd, stern man, pee-
haps "7 asked the girl nervously, 1 shall be afraid of him."”

“He is stern sometimes,” sad Harry, " bot he's as good
as gold—a real old sport. Ile's got a little daughter, you
know, and he's as fond of her as anvthing. You'd like tha
Head if vou knew him."

“1 will come. You will show me the way "

** What-ho [

“ Wait a moment."

The girl ran into her van, and came out with & heavy

vl hee, aml
Whaitton ox-
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cloak thrown about her, and & lace shawl upon her head.
Her sweet little face looked more than ever fascinating under
the glhimmering shawl,

“ T am ready ! she excleimed,

There was & voice from the g!mm.

" Rosina! Where are you?'

Rosina trembled.

“It's my father " she whispered. * Come!™

She grasped Wharton’s hand, and led him quietly away
aeross the common towards Friardale Lane.

There was a shout behind, The fat, ;ly tones of the signor
were heard, too

“ Mademoizella 1"

“ Rosina I

" Where's the girl ™ & o

Then the voice of the Frenchman was heard, cursang in
his own language Rosina ran on, and Harry Wharton ran
with her. There was s footstep in the darkness, and the
Frenchman came bounding towards them, just as they ran
into the lane.

‘' Rosina ! he shouted. " Stop !
The givl paused, panting.
Wharton clenched his fists. The French ruffian should net

stop the girl now, of that he was assured in his mind, 3o
long as he could hit out, Felix Lasalle should not lay a finger
on Mademoizelle Rosina.

I cannot stop,” said Rosina

“ What " ‘ ; ,

He strode savagely towards her, his eves gleaming. His
hand was clenched as if to strike her, but the presence of
Wharton restrained him so far,

““ 8o you arc bolting at last ! he hissed.

“Wo, no; 1 am not running away.”

“Where arc you going, then (™

** To the school.”

Lasalle almost staggered.

“The school!" he said hoarsely.

Li ?EE.'J

“"¥ou are mxd! Come back!” .

“I cannot come back.’ Yﬂp—guu must let me go. Wi
gate is in trouble,” smd the giv] breathlessly. ' He—he is in
trouble through me, father, and I must go and speak fov
him. Let me go, and I will return.”

The Frenchman burst into a scoffing laugh. 1

“Ma fei! It is hkely, with the performance just com-
meneing "

** Sienor Donson can make scme excuse to the people.

i fE you are mad! Come back !

U Greyiriars 1"

1 cannot !” cricd Rosina. “ I tell you I cannot! T must
' !lf

“ Fool 1"

He grasped her by the shoulder. Wharton sprang forward,
with clencheg fists and gleaming eyes.

*“ Let her nlone, you coward !’ he eried.

“ Young puppy, go, before you are hurt. Come, Reosina i
“1 will not—I cannot [
ad H‘:l.h !ll

Ho dragged her away. That was too much for Harey
Wharten. He sprang straight at the circus rider, and graspoed
him Bercely, and tore him from the girk

Lasalle turned on him like a tiger.

In o moment the boy was in tha d;imap‘ of the poweful
ruffian, and swept to and fro in & deadly grip.

Rosina shrieked in terror. She knew the evil temper of
the Frenchman when it was rouscd, and she feared for the

ad.

PBut Wharton was guite able to take care of himself. Ile
was no match for the powerful ruffian as far as strength went,
though he was strong. But he had other resources, and he
put into practice a wrestling trick he had learned from
Treluce, the Cornish lad in the Remove., Lasalle went fiying
backwards heavily, with Wharton's weight upon him. He
staggered on the edge of the deep ditch. Wharton tore
himself away just in time. The circus rider fell back heavily
into the water.

Splash !

“Come on 1" shouted Wharton.

He took Rozina’s hand, and they ran.

Lasalle, with many a ficrce eurse, struggled in deep water
and mud, and it was some minutes before he gained the bank,
and then he was on ‘the inner side of the ditch. In a bliek
fury he gave chase to the two; but it was too late. They
wore already at the rates of {im}'f[‘iﬁm, and Wharton was
ringing loud poeals at the bell,

———r

THE TWENTILETH CHAPTER.
The Head's Dacghter.

R. LOCKE started out of a deep reverie 2 a knock came
at his deor. The good old doctor’s face was deeply
elouded, There were troubles enough heavy upon Lis
heart at thut moment, and the affair of Wingate h:d

troubled him move. Wingate had always been his favourite—

his wleal schoolboy. The Head had never had 2 zon, but he

had felt a great deal of a father's affection for Wingate.
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Now all was shattered; the character of the Greyfriars eap-
tain was blackened, and he was to go forth from the eld school
in deep disgrace.

It was a heavy blow to the Head.

““Come in ! said the doctor, glad, perhaps, of an intervup-
tion to hiz gloomy thoughts.

He imagined that it was oue of the masters or prefects who
wished to speak to him on some matter of business. Iut as
the door opened, he started to his feel in surprise. For it
was & girl who stood there—a girl of sixteen or seventeen, in
a vlnak with a lace shawl over her head, and her oval face
flushed, and her dark brown eyes full of four, and at the
samie time of resolve.

It was Rosina, pale and trembling.

Younger, slighter than ever the girl loocked, in her ideep
?qﬂ‘ﬁusne&s of the stern old gentleman, the Head of Grey-
riars,

Wharton was by her side, He pressed her hand encourag-
ingly.

E‘{That—what—--“ the Head exclaimed, in amazement.
Wharton lecd the girl inte the study.

“TE {ﬂu please, sip——"

The Head frowned.

“ Wharton, Gosling has reported to me that you have
broken bounds—that you actually zlimbed over the gate while
he was watehing you,”

"It is true, eir."

““Then what—"

“1 went to fetch this lady, sir.”

“1 don't understand you, Wharton. Who is this lady?
Sit down, my child,” said the Head, handing Rosina to a
seat with his old-fashioned courtesy., ‘' I cannot guite under-
stand this.*

“Oh, sir,” goasped the gicl, “*“I—I—"

** This lady has come to clear Wingate, sir,” said Wharton
zteachly, as poor Rosina’s voice failed her.

The Head looked astounded.

" To clear Wingate "

“Yes, sir. I know what he is accused of, and I thought
of fetching her,” said Harry. I don't mind being licked
for bri&king bounds, sir. This is Mademoiselle Rosina.”

** What !

“ Mademoeiselle Rosina, of the vireus, zir.”

The Head stared. 1

“ There must be some mistake," he exclaimed, * The—the
person Wingate was ncquaint«aci with at the circus we: a

woman much older than himself—nothing at all like thie
child.”

“ Loder told you 8o, sir 7'

“ Assuredly ! _

“ e was not speaking the troth, air.”

“ YWharton 1"

“ Well, at all events. he was mistaken, sir,” said Wharloen.
Y This is Mademoisello Rosina; this is Wingate's chum."

“ Dear ma! This is—is extraordinary !’

“It's just as 1 sy, sir.”

“Did—did Wingate wish this young lady to como here

““ He doesn’t know anything about it, sir,” susid Wharton
with a grin. ' He wanted me to keep it davk thal he h-ui
Leen expelled bocauss he know her.  But I thought of bring-
ing her here, sir, so that you could see it was all hies™

' Tlesa mv soul ™ ]

“ Oh, sir,” exclaimed Rosinn, her eyes wet with fears, *if
vou knew- how kind Wingate has been to me, and what a
ditference his friendship made to me, I om sure you would
not be hard wpon him! And what harm did it do him to
know moe¥"

“My dear, dear child,” said the Head kindly, "1 Lave
been misled. If vou arve really Mademoiselle Rosina——"

“Indeed T am ™

“Then there has been a great mistake, T think I am suffi-
ciently a judge of character,” said the Head, **to bo able to
tell at o glance that you are a good and noble young ludy.
1 have not the slightest doubt upen that point. Loder mude
sotne absurd mistake, and led me to beliove that Wingate's
friend was a very difforent sort of person. ¥et all 13 not
cheor, You are an Enplish givl, and the givl in question is
2 Mademoiselle Rosina—the daughter, I understand, of a
Fronch civens rider.”

“I am Felix Lasalle's daughter, sir," said Rosina simply.
“I have been told many times that I look like an DEnglish

ivl, and not at all French; but indeed I am Mademoiselle

ogina."’ .

The Head started back.

* Felix Lesalle's douvghier ¥ he exclaimed.
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“Yes, sir”

“ Whe was your mother?"”

“1 never knew her, sir.”™

“ (Oh, heavens!” murmnred the Head, pressing his hand to
hiz head. *'Can it be ppssible? Iz this a miracle which is
happening to me?"

He stared st Rosina so intently and earnestly that the gicl
was frightened.

Wharton was amazed.

_ “This is Mademoisella Rasina, sir " he exclaimed. “ There
134 no doubt shout it. I suw her in the performance. Be-
sides, Felix Lasalle is following ws, and he will soon be hLere
to prove it. He wos furtous at Bosina coming here. e i3
the same chap, sir, who attacked you in the lane when we
downed him, sie.”

““ His dauqhter?"

“"Yea, sir,” said Rosina, in wonder.

The Head came closer to her.

“ My child,” he oxclaimed, T know T must astonish you,
but listen! Has any doubt ever crossed vour mind that vou
are really the daughter of this Frenchmoan? Has he ever
sald anything leading you to suppose that you might not
truly bo his daughter?”’

The girl looked at him wondering!y.

" Yes, sir—often.'
HARI"

“ Many times, sir, when he has boon dreinking, he has snid
that I arn not hig child; that he found me in the gutter, sir,”
suid Rosina falteringly. * Ol, if it were only truel It is
wicked to dislike one’s father; but 1 cannot like him—he is
hatoful and eruel! If it were only true! I would rather be
any beggar's child!”

* Child,” said the Head, *you cannot be his daughter—
you are English, and he is French."
“I hnlure it is true that he is not mxv father, sir!™ Rosina
cl wier hands. * If it were only possible to know "
Head gazed ot hor fixedly.
“ Your name is Rosina?’ he asked.
“My ecircus name, str. My own name is Rose.”

“Rose! Oh, it must be true! Even the name is the same!
Oh, my child! Listen to mei'” said the Head, in a trembling
voice. He seemed to have forgotten Wharton's presence.
The junior wus dumb with smazement. * Listen to mo.
child! Many years ago, when you must have been a tiny
child, that man Lasalle knew me. He had committed =
crime ; and I gave evidence that sent him to prison. After
ho wans released he revenged himsell by taking away my
child—my little Rosie."

The girl listened, pale, with set lips.

“ He disappeared,” said the Head. ** I never saw him again
until this week. I met him near here. I did not know he
was with & circus; I did not know he had 2 young girl with
him whom he called his daughter. ' No truce was ever found
of him: I had no actusl proof that he had taken my child;
but T was sure of it—my wife wos sure of B! T was not
Head of Greylriars then; it happened for from here. When
I met him lately he said that the child was dead. I felt that
he lied—he was always false to the core!. Child, you are the
ago she would be. Your name is the same. And vou cannot
%ﬂ t?i:h churht«ar of Felix Lasalle—he is French, and you aro

og "

Rosine trembled.

**Heaven has been kind fo me,” said the Head solemnly.

Through thia strange affair I have found my child!™

“Oh!" murmured Rosina.

“My dear little Rosie!™ :

There was & wild tramapling of feet in the passage; the
voicas of Trotter, the pape, roised 1n nlovm.

“1 toll yor—"

“Which is the room™

It was the voice of Felix Lasalle!

The next moment the door of tho-Elead's studyv was Rung
open, and the Frenchman appearcd, ved with rage. He had
his grip upon the collar of the unfortunate Trotter. It was
evident that he had forced his way into the house and had
compelled Trotter to guide him to the Head's studxr.

He flu the page rveeling back as he caught sight of
Roaina. a terrificd Trotter took to his heels

Lasalle strode into the study.

“Ho you aro here!” he eried. *Come! Do you hear me?
Come !’?

The Head stepped between Rosing amd the furious French-
man.

“You will not take away my child a second time, Felix
Lasclle I he said steadily.
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THE TWENTY.FIRST CHAPTER.
Exit Fellx Lasalle!

ELIX LASALLE staggered back.

This was what he hugd fonred, this was what had
scared him—that, with Rosina at CGreyfriars, some re-
cognition might come about.

And it had come!

But the circus rider was not beaten yet. .
Mo hil”- he exclaimed, with a greut effort to recover
his coolness. * What is that? Are vou ravipp, man?"”’

“You know [ am not.”

Lasalle pointed to the trembling Rosina.

“That girl in my daughter!” he exclaimed. * Bhe has
come here without my permission, and I defy you to keep
her from me. The law gives her into my charge tiil she 13
of age, and I shall take her back with me.”

Bosina gave a little cry.

“7T am not vour daughter! You have said it vourself "

" Ah, whan% have been drinking I have said many things!"
said Lasalle, with a grin. * That is all nothing.

The zirl a}hran!c back.

Dr. ke fixed his eves upon her.

“ My child,” he said, * before Heaven I helieve that you
are little girl, whom that scoundrel stole from me. You
yourself do not believe thut he is your father, Will yon
make your choice to remain here?”

“0h, yes, yes!" cried the girl breathlessly., “ Do not let
him taks me!™

“* You would choose to remain®”’

“Yes, yes! Oh, yes!"

The Head fixed & bitter and scornful gaze upon the French-
MIaT.

* You hear that, Lasalle?”

The Frenchman ground his teeth.

"I hear it!"”" he said.

It iz your answer. Go!”
Lasalle shrugged his shoulders. His coolness was returni
IOW. He realised that hoe would need it all, in the strait

things had come to.

"1 go not without Resina,” he szid.

" ¥ou will not take her”

" Zhe poes with me, I eay. Come, Rosing 1"

The man's veice was loud, threatening.

The girl trembled. - It seemed to her that she must obey
this man, as she had always cheyed him.

But Harry Wharton caught hev hand end held it fast, The
stately figure of the Ilead of Greyfriers stood before her in
protection. . )

““No, no!"” cried Rosina. "I will not come!
my father! T will not come!™

¥ E}bﬂy me 1': + " - o ok

“ Never again!”™ eried Rosina, with rising courage. *' You
have always been cruel, you have always hated me; I know
that I am not your daughter! Go without me! I shall

never gee you againl” . . i
His eves burned with

‘ome !

You are not

The Frenchman muttered a curse, .
rage a8 he turned them upon the Head of Grayiriars.
~ "If I go glone,” he said, **I return with the pelice. There
is & law in this country to save a child from being taken
away from its ]’mrents. She will be restored & me by the
law, Dr. Le."

Theé Head smiled scornfully. _

“You may make the attempt,”” he replied.

“Fool!' shouted Lasmalle. " Can you prove, then, that
she is your daughter, that you defy your own laws?"’

“ Perhaps not. But we have a saying in this country that
possession ia nine points of the law,” said the Head coldly.
“8he iz’ here—sho remains here. If you claim her, it is for
you to prove that she is your deughter.”

“What!" he exclaimed. ) )

“VYou are a Fronchman. Trove how it iz that an English
girl is your daughter—prove it to the satisfaction of the law,
and you may claim her.” o

““ Her mother was Enghish—the 13 like her mother," mut-
tered Lasalle. ) i

“Very good! In that case, produce the marrisge cortifi-
cato of her mother, and her own birth certificate,”” said the
Heod. “If she 15 your child you can cbimin both—or copies
of both. Nothing could be more casy.”

Wharton grinned. He had not thought of that, and he
had hardly expected Dr. Locke to be so keen,

The Frenchman was steggored.

“What if she was born sbroad?” he muttered.

“ Neovertheless, the certificates exist, and can be produced
~if gho is your daughter,” said the Head scornfully. ** And
she remains here, under my wife's charge, until your cluim
is proved so conclusively that my lawyers cannot pick o fanlg
in it"

Lasszlle clenched his hands.
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Ak, you, with your money, knd ition, and lawyers,

vou “will Eusflj beat a poor circus riduﬁ the law courts!"
8 exclaimed,

" Yes—with justice, too, upon my side,”™

“1 tell you—" _

The Head pointed to the door

**There iz your way,”” ha said. * Coma to me with a cleim
that can be legally enforced and I will listen to you. Until
then keep clear of this place. Show yourself at Greyfriars
ngg:;n,lglm I will have you beaten away from my doors like
a "

Lasalle’s eyes glittered.

i | {In—-—but I take my child!” he exclaimed.
ttand between usz at your peril I
.ind,Lwith clenched fists, the Frenchman strode forward.
Dr. Locke did not move.

Old man as he was, and no match physically for the power-
ful ruffian, he did not stir an inch,

Harry Wharton sprang between them.

“"You will tackle me first, vou cur!" he exclaimed,

::ED{:’!’”MM the Frenchman hoarsely, “stend aside !

ats

The Frenchman sprang upon him.

Wharton closed with the rufian, Dr, Locke rang the bell,
and then came to Wharton's aid,

But his aid was not needed,

A stalwart form came in at the doorway—it was Georgo
Wingate's. The cu,ﬁ:tnin of Greyfriars hacr heard the news
that was buzzing all through the schocl—that Mademoiselle
Rosina, of the eircus, had come.

. The moment he heard it, Wingate had guessed her object
i coming—to clear him in the doctor's oyes. He
horriecd to the Head's study—in time to see the cireus rider
maie his deaperate attempt to recapture Rosina.

it wan indeed a desperate attempt on Lasalle’s part, with
s6 many within hearing to rush to the doctor's aid. But it
wis the man's last card, and he plaved it recklessly.

As he struggled with Wharton, Wingate dashed in, and
Biz grasp waa laid upon the shoulders of the circus rider.

“iie powerful wrench, and the man was torn away from
Harry Wharton, and with a swing of Wingate's strong arms,
he was tossed through the open doorway inte the passage,

" Thank you, Wingate I said the Head quietly.

Wingate panted,

“Hosina ! T am sorry, as ke is your father——"

“0ld man,
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““He is not Rosina's father," zaid the Head. * Wingate,
thiz dear child came here to speak tip for you, and it has
led to an’ amazing discovery. FRoszina is not that man's
deughter—she i3 my child I"?

“ Dr, Locke!"

“It is true, Wingate! You knew, I believe, that little
Molly had & zister, though she never saw her—un sister who
waa stolen before she was Molly’s age. This is the child—
J am eonvineed of it. That wretch is the thief who stole her
from me!”

Lasalle staggered to his feet.

Wingate's face was ablaze with exultation. He clazped

Rosina's hand.
“ Rosina ! Rosie dear! I'm so glad—so jolly glad! Then

you won't go back with that man opain ™
H Never—never !''
“ Ohr, it's splendid 1"
“ He is not my father! T shall never see him again !’
The Frenchman was looking in at the door, his face black

with ra But he dared not throw himself upon Wingate,
The Greyfriars captain looked at him with gleaming
gy es.

* You had better go!” he exclaimed. “ You are nothing
to Rosina—nothing to any of us! T'm longing to hammer

you for the way you've treated her! Go while you've o
chance 1"

"1 shall not go without her !

Wingate tg]!‘ahﬁed &t the Heed,

** 8hall I throw the rascal out, sir?”" he said.

* Yes, Wingate. Call some of the prefects, and sce him
off the school grounds 1" said Dr. Locko. )

““ And I'Il jolly well call some of the Remove, tao ! miir
mured Harry rton.

“* Help, Romove "' roared Wharton,

“ Pretects!” called out Wingate.

Thera wag a rush of feet and a roar of volees, La=aTle,

struggling desperately in the midst of a crowd, was rushed
out into the Close.

THE TWENTY-SECOND CHAPTER.
 Mizszs Rosile!”
DR. LOCEE remained alone with Rosina. The French-

mean passed from his mind as soon as he passed from
his sight—the Hcad was thinking only of the child he
recovered.: He had sent Trotter with a message

to Mrs. Locke; he was waiting now for his wife's coming.

Rosina sat with & wildly-fluttering heart,

It was an amazing change to the circus girl—she could riot
realise it yet! She was not Felix Lesalle's ﬁu.uﬁl:iter-nhu
was the child of this severe and yet kind-looking old gentle-
man, whose mere look awed her.

Was it possible? Could it ba true?

Mrs. Locke entered the study, with Molly, The <hild

looked in surprise at the girl whose open cloak showed
the fantastic circus garb.

Mrs. Locke looked amazed.
““ What is it 7"’ she asked. * Why did you send for me?*
“ Look, my dear [

irls side b

The Head fp[awd the two voung
e e likenesa

es the light fell upon their faces,
was striking.

Mrs.}ml%e gave a sharp ery.

“It is! Can it ba Rosie?”

I believe it i in m
“She was found with

side. Then,

etween them

heart and soul,’”” said the Head,
alizx Lasalle—was called Rosina.
. ] Margaret, I believe she
ia the child that was stolen from . us, a franchman will

not tell the truth, but I feel it in my heart, At all events,
sho staye with us!™
‘*I can provo it. I feel that it ia true; but T can prove it "
cried Mrs. Locke.
“ Prove it '’
T ?ﬂﬁ, vos [H
T I'I':'W g1
" ¥ou have forgotten the mark !’
“Ahl My doar, I had forgotten it!
“{Zive me your hand, my Eﬁﬂl’j L
Rosina tremblingly obayed.

Mrs. Locke glunced at the soft, round arm, bare for the
circus riding,  Under the elbow was a Little mark in the form
of o white erescent,

ohe gave a cry.

The Head was watching her with anxious eves.
sought her eyes as she looked round.

“The mark—is it there?” he exclaimed.

[ ] '&FEE-!F

“ Thank Heaven!”

Mra. Locke took little Molly's arm, and turned hack the
sleeve of the wondering child,
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Sie showed a mark to Rosina on the arm—a mark that
was oxactly similar to the little mark on the eircus girl’a
foir skin. . .

“ ¥ our sistor. Molly,"” said Mrs. Locke soltly—** your sister,
mv child, come home at last !’

“{h, mamma!"

“* My child—my little Rosio!”

The cireus girl, with 8 sob, ran into the motherly arms
that were stretehed our to her. She was eryving now, and her
wother waz erving. Dut the tears were tears of happiness.

There was at uprear in the Close, but the happy cccupants
of the Heads study did not hear it or heed 1t

Tu the dusk of the Close, & crowd of Greyiriars fellows
wore cscorting Felix Lasalle to the school gates.

The story had spread ever Greyfriars like wildfire.

The Ilead's lost danzhter—of whom some of the follows
haed heard—had been recovered, and thiz was the man who
had stolen hier long vears ago, and now wished to take her
away again!

That waz guite enough for the Greviriara follows. They
erowded from far and near to lend a hand in kickjng Felix
[.azalle out of the gates of Groyfriars.

The Remave rgliied round nobly to Whartens vell. The
seniors roally had little chanco—Faolix was in possession of
the BRomove nearly all the time. They rolled and bustled
and hustled him across the Close towards the gates.

“Go for him ! roared Bob Cheery. * Kigk him out "

“ Roll kim out ™

“ Bump him ™

“The kickfulness is terrific !™

“Out he goes!™

" Hurray ™

Lasalle struggled furiously ot first. But he was soan
bwnped into A breathless state—ton breathless even Lo run.
Then the fellows caught him ep, and f{rogs’-marched him
down to the gates.

Amid a roar of yelling and cheering, the rulfiay was roshed
through the gates into the road.

Gosling had been routed out of his ladge to open the maies
in time. Lusalle. with his collar torn off, hiz hair like a
111-:-111. hiz clothea buttonless and in tatters, was flung into the
road.

There he lay, gasping, and the Greyfriars fellows crammed
the moteway, yelling and hooting as he lay panting.

“ You'd better buzz off 1" said Wingate, as he turned away.
“1 ever you show yourself near here again, you'll got
bt 1™

“What-ho !

“ The hurtiulnoss will be terrific ™

“Ila, ha, ha "

Wingate strode away towards the S8chool Honse.  Tub most
of Lhe fellows remained in the gateway, in case the French.
ntan should think of returning.

But Frelix Lasalle was thinking of anvthing but that.
e had had a rougher handling than he had ever received
i1 his life before, and he did not want any more of it.

He staggered to his feet, and ensting one glance of furions
Linte ab the hooting crowd. he reeled awar down the road.

The juniors velled after him till he was out of sight. and
thea they retired, feeling very well satisficd with themselvez.

The affair was, 28 15 necdless to mention, the tall: of the
studies and the common-rooms for a long time. The

NEXT WEEK!

amazing recovery of the Iead's lost child was 8 topic thot
was not likely to be scon exhausted.

In the Head's study there were four happy hearts—five,
when Wingate joined them. ‘The captain of Greyiriars
lknocked, and the Head's kindly voice bade him enter. Dr.
Locke pave him a genial smile as he grasped his hand.

“Bless you, Wingate!” he exclaimed. ‘I owe this
happiness to you—it is through yvou that I have found my
child=—my little Rosig !

" Bless vou!” szid Mra. Locke.

Wingate coloured.

“Then wou know the truth new, =ir, and rTou
reseinded vour sentence ™ he snid, lnuiz'ing at the Hoead.

Dr. Locke gave o start.

In the excitement of what had happened, in the flood of
emotions that had thronged in upop Eiﬂ heart, he had for-
gotten,

“Wingate! Of course!” .

“I am not expelled, then " said Wingatn, with a smile.
o could smile now.

The doctor geasped Liz hand agatn.

“Of course mnot, Wingate! Leoder was mistaken—I
sincerely hope it was nothing worse, bubt I shall speak to
him sgeverely. I think more of you than ever I did—I1 owe
you more than I can ever think of repaying !

“It's all right, sir! I=—I bem pardon, too, for what T said
here, when you were questioning me. I had no right to
spua‘]‘-c as T did. I'm sorry, sir.”

“We will forget all about 1t, Wingate.! said the Head
chearily. "1 can only remember now that you have breught
a groat happiness into my life. I shall nover forget that—
and Rosie will never forget it."

And Rosina gave Wingate a happy smile. It was pretiy
certain that she would never forget Wingate's friendahip, or
what it had effected for her.

. - L -

have

When the Head’s daughter—" Miss Roasie," as the fellows
called her—first appeared in public with Mrs. Locke there
was pgreat curiosity to see her. All Greyfriars agreed that
Miss Rosie was 8 charming girl—and, as a matter of fact,
they envied Wingate his friend.

For the change in Rosie's life had made no difference to
her friendship with the. captain of -Grevfiriars. That was
the same as ever, and the Head was glad to see it. There
was not likely to be any change in it, either, now that
* Mademoiselle Rosina,’”" once the star of the circus. was
“* Miss Rosiel’ tiie Head's daughter, and an inmate »f
Greririars College,
. Tt ripping I’ Harry Wharton remarked, to an approv-
ing cirele of Removites. “ It'a jolly ripping, you know !"

‘I sav, you fellows,” said Billy Bunter, ““on an oo siun
like this, the best thing we could. possibly do would be to
stand a feed to celebrate the event.”

*Ha. ha, ha !

But for once Dunter's sugprestion was not frowned vpon.
The Remaove felt that such an ccension required celebrating,
and they celebrated it, with a feed that made a record in
the history of the Bemove. And in harmless Jemonada and
ginger-pop,  the health was drank sgain and aenin of
Mademeiselle Rosina—now DMiss Rosic—Wingato's chum |
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. Wolves of the Deep. :

By SIDNEY DREW,

§ The Story of a Great Conspiracy, introducing Ferrers Lord and Ching-Lung.

READ THIS FIRST.

Ferrers Lord Is the possessor of a wonderful submarine, called
*The Lord of the Deep.” One night the model iz stolan from bim by
Michael Scaroff, a Russian, Ferrers Lord, accompanied by his friend,
Fupart Thurston, sets oot on the track of the Russian. They reach
the French shore, but are compelled to retorn to England. They
then take train for Scarborough. Asrived there, Ferrers Lord takes
his diver, a man named Horton, down to where hiz sobmerine is
being finished. Meanwhile Thurston bas been left in the smoking
reom at Ferrers Grange. He sees an evil face peer from behind a
curtain, bot he is nnable to attack the man, for his arm is broken. He
paces up and dowa the rocm keeping an eye on the cortain,

{Now go oo wiith the story.)

Caught !
Thurston went slowly towards the

What was to be done?
Landl.

Click ! ; .

A bronzed hand shot swiftly out, and switched off the light.
Runert felt two powerful arms thrown round his body from
behind, and uttered & ery. i )

A knes was thrust into his back, something damp was
pressed over his mouth and nostrils, and his head swam.

Hurrying footsteps sounded, and the door crashed open.

“ Hallo! What's this?® cried a deep voice.

Tt was Ferrers Lord, with Horton and a dozen seared
gorvants behind him, i

He turned on the light, and saw Thurston Iying stretched
upan the floer.

A trail of muddy footsteps led across the earpet to the open
window.

. “Look after him, some of wvou!” said che millionaire
hoarsely. " Follow me, Horton!™ ] '

The little revolver was shining in his hond as he dashed to
the window, and sprang out. ]

It was a black, starless night, and the distant moan of the
surf came drifting across the park.

A shadowy figure moved swiftly over the grase, and vanished
like & ghost into a clump of shrubs,

Ferrers Lord did not see it, for the darkness was profound.
Biting his lips, he turned back. 3

“Wa m‘:gﬂt as well look for a needle in a bundle of hay,”
he saicl. ' A thousand men might hide in the park to-night.”

He went back, closing the window. The servants had lifted.
Thurston upon a couch, and were chafing his hands. The
millionaire bent over him. ) _

* Chloroformed ! ha said qmgtl‘y. “I expected it.”

He put his hand to his head quickly, as if a sudden thought
had struck him.

“Come, Horton,” he went on roughly, I want you! Get
Mr. Thurston to bed at once !

The diver followed him as he went into the buliard-reom;
then he stopped.

“ I suppose you know what happened to wme on my way to
France 77" he said. :

“ Yes, sir. Everybody is talking about it."”

“ And what do vou think about it yourself i

Ned Hovton stroked his beard.

“I hardly know, sir,” ho answered bluntly;  but I've got
the same kind of opinion as other people. Bomebody wanted
to stop vou getting to France, and he didn't care if he had to
kill vou to 5 Thets my opinion, siv; and I only wish
I'd pot the man here. I'd murder him 7 .

“¥You are not far from the mark,” said the millionaire.
“As you are in my eervice now, it is only right that you
sfmuhf know., I have a foe—a man who stole the model of
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my submarine boat. He knows that s long as I live, his
own tife is in danger—that I will haunt him and dog him
until I have han face to face. He has his spies all round me;
and what has happened tonight makes me fear that tome
attempt will be made to destroy the boat. Do you know
how to handle a rifle "

“ Wea, aip,"

The diver was perfectly calm and collected. When they.
reached the winc.cellar, the millionsire tdok a couple of
rifles from a chest and Rlled his pockets with cartridges.

Nothing scemed to astonish Ned Horton. He swung the
rifle over his shoulder and tramped into the tunnel.

The work was still going on in the glare of the arc-lamps
as busily ag ever, ‘ i

Ferrers Lord made & gesture with his hand, and a ladder

wasg laid against the rock. .

The millionaire ascended, and as his hand pressed a hidden
lever, the rock opencd before him. ) _

He passed through, and the diver joined him, The door
¢losed behind them. i ]

The tide was rising, filling the cavern with the lash of
waves., It was terribly dark after the glare of the inner cave,
but little by little their eyes became accustomed to the gloom.
They 1;0-:11 sco the increasing water far below them shining

lasenly.

B How high does the water rise, sir 7" asked the diver.

“ High above the door we came through., There are several
other openings below, through which the sea enters the other
cave. It will be high tide in an hour. Be careful, and keep
close to me. The rocks are slippery.”

A steep, winding puth led to the mouth of the cavern.
Ferrers rd hurr along it .like a man who knew his
ground thoroughly, and Horton lumbered after him.

h“I t:nﬂught s0,” said the millionaire hoarsely. ™ Look
there

He crouched behind a jutting rook, and pointed scawards.
A boat, pulled by a single pair of oars, was moving towards
the cave. It passed below them, and & lantern flashed out.
There were two men in the boat, and Horton's eves nearly
bulged from his head.

The oars were shipped, and an anchor splashed over the
stern. - A second lantern wes lighted, and they saw that one
of the men had on & diving-dress, .

His companion screwed on the brazen helmet, adjusted the
air-tubes, and caught the handle of the pump.

The diver-seized a heavy drill, ¢lambered over the side, and
disappeared below the dark waters. . o

“ Christopher,” said Horton, in a whisper, *'tiis Jis
hecoming interesting ! What does a diver want down theve
at this hour of the night?* I

“Ta drill a hole, most likely,” answered the millionaire
calmly.

Horton started. o :

“ Christopher ! That's it, sir! I see it all! They must
have fonnd out that there is & cave behind where we are
fitting un the boat. A few holes, a few dynamite cartridges,
an electric machine fired outside, and down goes enough roof
to knock the boat to pulp.” He ran his eve along the barrcl
of the rifle, and grinned. ‘I should like to bore a few holes
in that rascsl there!”

" Have patience, Horton. Don't shoot unless T chout to
o
’ Ferrers Lord laid down his rifle, and was taking off his
econt.  Bofore Horton could spealk, his boots were off alto, and
ke was clamboring like a rat towards the water. :

He threw his hands sbove his head, and took the dive,
The roar of the surf drowned the noise of the plunge, but
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Horton gérained his eyes in vain for any sign of the plucky
SWImer.

Ap tho moments passed, his heart sank., It wos more than
half tide méw, and the spray was dashing over him.
Fascinated, lie watched the twinkling lights of the boat and
the shaduowy figure toiling at the pump. But wlere was
Ferreras Lord ¢ qmlf suspeose made his pulses fhiob viclently,
and he bagin to retrace
the boat. )

The light had roused the seabirds, who nested in the cave,
and they shrieked wildly and Rapped Leavily in the gloom.

The boat was directly below him now, and he opencd the
breechlock of the rifle, and slipped in & cartridge.

A human head rose above the water, and s white hand
caught the:gunwale of the boat.

Laoud-abeve the thrash of waves and the screaming <f the
terrified birds a cry rang throngh the cavern:

“* Apsassin !" . . :

The man rcleascd the pump, and, tursing with a dropping
jaw, stared round him in horror. :

The word had been shouted glmost in his ear. and the
echoes of the cavern repeated it with a lLundred tongues.
But no on: was mear.

Again the weird voice thundered through the cave:

“ Murderar "'

This time theery seemed to come from under Lis very feet,
He whipped up the lantern, and his blood froze.

A human hand rose above the black water, and pointed ak
him with outstretched finger.

Then the water closed over it, but his staring eyes remainad

riveted to the spot.

burst of wild laughter reng through the cavern, and
then gilense foll, broken only by the rvestless dashing of the
Ca.

A fictee tugging at the line rousad the terrified man, as the
diver =i na’i'leﬁ g}r more air. At first Horton had heen
startled by the strange ery; but he was grinning broadly, for
he had recoguised- the millionaive's voics.

“ What'll the fellow do?" he thougldt.
alraost out of his wits."

He had not long to wait. The diver's head appeared above
the water as his comrade feverisily pulled up the line. The
firat man noscrewed the helmet.

“Cope, come!” he almost shrieked, in Russian, * Come,
Ivan; let us go! This place is haunted by ten thousand
fends P

Another peal of mocking, unearthly laughter cawme ringing
through the darknesa.

One cot of & knife severed the anclior-tope, and the cara
dippod :'intu the water. The boat’s head went vound.

(13 H:}I !""

The hidden door in the rock copened, and a builliant Leam
of light shot through the
gloom.

The frightened miscreants
locked, and saw the burly
figure 6f Ned Horton stand-
ing above them with levelled
rifle.

iz stepa slowly and to draw nearer to

* He's frightenad

The Prisoners.

Rupert Thurston did not
rise until late on the follow-
ing ‘morning, for the after-
B&Becl:g of the drug rvade him
feel siclk and giddy.

Ho had seen the million-
nire, and told his story. At
eleven o'cleck & valet aided
him to dress, and he crept
downetairs.

It was a glorious May
morning, and &3 he Btood
lookiog out-of the open win-
dow grinkilg in the per-
fumed air the park, g
foolman came to him.

¢ The master would hke to
gra you, sir. He i in ihe
consgrvatory, sir'’

Rupert followed the foot-
man. Ferrers Lord, dressed
irn flannéls, was lounging in
a chair.

Horton, the driver, sat
poar him, smoking an enorm-
ous meerschaum pipe.

* Good-merning, Rupert!” said the millionaire pleasantly.
“ You lnok better. 1 thiak a glass of good champagne would
do you finely, and I know Horton is thirsty, ake a chaitr,
my friend. 1 think I have got your assailant safe and
sound.”

He rose, and, opening the door ameng the ferns, shouted

“ Bring up the prisencrs, Field "

A clatter of footsteps was heard, and then o grufl, angry
voice said: .

“ Get up with you, yvou forcign thipve:, before I'n tempted

te kick the lives out of you 1"

The dejected prisoners appedred, landeuffed and sullen,
followed IJ)* the towering Ligure of their gaoler, the million-
aire's head gamekosper.

Horton took the pipe from his lips with a gasp of admira-
tion, and stared at the gamekeeper in awe.

He was at least six feet six in height, hod a chest like an
o%, and 2 hand like s log of mutton.

Beside him his prisoners looked like a couple of clildren,
though both of them were fair-sized men.

“ Christopher,” muttered the diver, “he ought to be in

Earnum's! Why, he could break Bandow up into little
its 1™

Thurston sat forward cagerly, and pointed to onc of the
prisoners.

“That's the face I saw In the mirror, Lord !" Le said. “I
swear to it!l"

“ There is no necessity to do that, my friend,” answered
tlie millionaire, * for they have already confessed evervihing
to me. Open the c-'ha,mII)a ne, [Horton. One of them has a
slight amatiering of English, but the other can speak nothing
but Russian. They are in the pay of Scaroff, and have bheen
watching the cave for waeks, camping out among the cliffs.
Ten thousand pounds was to be the price paid for destroving
the Lord of the Deep. They might have carried out the
Mot if that fool had not been tempied to onter the Lhouse by
the sight of an open window. In a way, Rupert, vou ses,
vou have been the means of saving the boat. Horton went
tdown to-day, and found three holes ready for cartridees, and
they had all the machinery for blasting the rock in the boat.
The question iz, what am T to do with them? Wt can von
st B

He took & sip out of the plass, but Thurston was siisnt.
{1.““1.]1? not hand them over ko the police, sir?"' asked the

iver,

*“ Bah!" answered Ferrers Lord, shrugging his choulders
impatiently. " You know I cannot do that. Take off vour
coat, Field."

The gamekeeper obeyed, and pulled up his ehict-slooves,
revoaling an arm whose steel moscles showed through tha
flosh like tho roots of a gnarled oak.

He put his hand behind

im, and & ory of four broke
from the terrified prisoners,

What the giant heid in his
hand waz mo st rangar to
them. It was Russia’s most
horrible weapon of iorinre—
the knout,

_Qmetl,t: the millionaice
sipped his wine a3 the game.
keeper drew his ftugers
thiough the spiked lushes of
the whip,

_The faces of Bcaroff's hire.
lings blanched sickenlv with
fcar. :

“To hand these men over
o the police,” said Ferrers
Yord, *is impossible: and it
15 equally impossible to et
stich B hidesus thing go un-
punished. Had we not found
wvut this in time, fifty lives
migiit have been sacrificed, [
am going to taks the [aw
into my own hands. Stand
forward, Ivan Marovski!”
he went on, in Russian,

The trembling man obered,
and Ferrers Lord rose from
his chair, his face stern and
ramoracless.
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