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A Grand, Long, Complete

—_— BY ——

FRANK RICHARDS.

THE FIRST CHAPTER.

Bulstrode Does Not Rejoice !
BULETRDDE of the Remove came dowan the assage with

Iis hands thrust deep into his trousers’ pockets, and
his brows knitted together in 2 moody frown., Fags
of the Second or Third Form, who saw Bulstrode
coming, judiciously seattered out of his way. Bulstrode did
not look in a gpood temper; and when Bulstrode was in a
bad temper it was generally bad for amall boys who got
mm his wey. Bulstrode, it is true, had of late shown much
improvement ; but his repatation as a bully sbill clung te
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himy, and was likely to cling. Reputations of that sort are
not easily lived down,

There was cortainly something amiss with Bulstrode. His
knitted brows told of unpleasant thoughts. He was thinking
0 deeply, in fact, that he was not looking where he was
going, and he cannoaed into Nugent minor, of the Second,
at the corner of the pastage.

He stopped, with a sharp exclamation.

Dicky Nugent jumped away, and backed against the
wall, and put up his hands instinetively. Not that his hands
would have been of much use against the burly Bulatrode,
the biggest fellow in the Lower Fourth, DBut Dicky was fully
expecting a ragbging for running into Bulstrode, or, rather,
being run into by him, and Dicky was * game.”

“ Handa off 1" he exclaimed.

Bulstrode glared at him.

¢ Eh,' he ejaculated. * What '™

* Beeep your paws off me, that's all,” said the fag, watching
him warily., “You ran inte me! Why couldn't you look
where you were going "

Bulstrode clenched his hand for a moment.

For that moment he was the old Bulstrode again, irritable
and overbearing, more ready with o blow than with a ward,
and more ready with a savage word than s kind one,
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But that was only for a moment. His hand unclenched,
and his face cleared. )

“ It's all right, you young ass!” he said. *“ What are you
afraid of ¥

“I'm not afraid ! said Dicky Nugent promptly.

I mean-I'm not going to touch you!*

“Well, it was your fanlt you ran intc me,’” said Dic
Nugeot. * But—ahem!—I suppose you're not ill, Bul-
at rode T

“TH P said Bulstrode, staring., © Certainly not! Why

“0Oh, I thought you might be,” said Nugent minor; and
he skipped away down the passage before Bulstrode could

reply.

Eullatrﬂda stared aiter him for some moments. Nugent's
nicaning dawned upon bim then, and he flushed. Nugent
minor meant that he must be ill because he had not bullied
or ragged & fag who was at his mercy. It showed the
eatimation in which the fags of Greyfriars held him,

But it was only for a few seconds that the incident
occupicd Bulstrode’s mind. He had other things to think
of, and the mondy frown returned to hiz face. He strode
on, and ascended the stairs to the Kemove pasapge. He did
not stap at his own study, but went on to Ne. 2, and knocked
at the doar.

“Come in, fathead!” sang out the cheery voice of Nugent
major—Frank MNugent, of the Remove—the elder brother
of Dicky.

Bulstrode opened the door. i

There were two juniors in the study, Harry Wharton, for-
merly captain of the HRemowve—the position now held by
Bulstrode-~and Frank Nugent. Both of them were busy

ith their preparation.

Bulstrede looked at thewn, . .

“1 suppose you haven't any time to spare, Wharton,” ho
rentarked.

Harry SWung his chair round from the table,

“Certatnly I he said.  * Anything up ¥

Y es

Bulstrode's expression was s0 gloomy and troubled that
Fronk Nugent also tursed away from his work, and fixed
his ever curiously upon the bully of the Remove,

“Borry !” said Wharton sincerely. *' Borry, Bulsirode!
What iz it—something wrong with the encket 17

(M, no, it's not the cricket I’

“ Chups talking again about ¢lecting a new Formvecapiain 7
asked Frank Nagent, with o grin:

Bulstrode grinned faintly.

* No, it's not that !

“ Row with the Upper Fourth—""

“ No, no!"” )

“YWell, what 15 it then?"” said Harry Wharlon, in wonder.
“Can I help vou?®"

“ Yes, perhaps !

“ o ahead, then!"

Bulstrodo hesitated.

Wharton and Nugent rose from their chairs, They could
se¢ that the caplain of the Bemove was deeply troubled in
gomo way ; but for the life of them they could not guess the
cause. Lately, true, Dulstrode had been on bad terms with
his people, owing to a misunderstanding while Mr. Bulstrode
was visiting the school; but that had all been cleared up
perfectly satisfactorily,

The way of o Form-caplain was set with thorns, eertainly ;
and Balstrode was far from being a perfect charaeter. AMany
of the Remove wanted Harry Wharton to be Forin-captain
again, and although Wharton had steadily refused to be
nominated, Bulstrode’s position was a little uncertain, But
it could not be only that which brought such & deep frown
of concern to the face of the burly Remaovite.

He had evidently come to Harry Wharton's stady for
counsel, but now he was there his longue seemed tied.

The chiums of the Remove waited for him to speak, but
na worda came. He shifted from one leg to another, and
turned very red.

Wugent looked oot of the window.

U Well 7 said Wharton, at last.

“I'm in a rollen position!”
effort.

HAith the Form, do you mean?”

Bulsirode wade a scornful gesture. )

“Oh, no! A lot of them are yapping at me, just as
they nzed to yap at you, and jawing about clecting & new
captain. I don't care if they do.  It’s not that!”

* WNo more trouble with your people, I hope?™

“ Not exactly I7

“Then what is it?"

Bulstrode did not reply.

Nugent looked round from the window.

“ ﬁgll I got aut of the room?"’ he asked.
in the least, if it's nqythlng private.”

Bulstrode shook his head.
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said Bulstrode, with an

"1 don't mind

“ No—it's not that!"

“Bure? I don't mind in the least ™

“It'a all right !

“Yery well

Frank drummed on the window-pane.
glanced at his books, but waited politely.
quite understand Bulstrode.

“Well, you sce—" began Bulstrode at last.

 Yes T

# I-—=I—I've got & brother—"

Frank Nugent laughed.

““Bo have I," he.said. * 8o have lots of chaps. There's
nothing- particularly peculiar in that. Fellows have had
brothors Ei.:f:}ﬁ:, and ng harm done.”

“ He's coming to Greyiriars!"” .

“Well, mine has come—and a troublesome little beggar
he 15 said Nugent.

Bulstrode's expression was still gloomy. y :

My minor 13 different from yours,” he said, with &
sigh. " I—I—well, Herbert isn’t in the usual run of kids!
He—" Bulstrode paused.

“Go on,” said Harry. g

“*1 don’t know that I've got any right to Jaw to you
sbout it,"" said Bulstrode ruefully. " We've never been
chums—in fact, very seldom on good terms, Hut—"

““That's all right, if I can help youn in any way !’

“I don't know whether you can advise me. The faet
is=—" Bulstrode paused apain, and then went on, with an
effort : *The fact s, T don't sce thipngs in Iq{uita the same
light now that I used to, and—and—well, Herbert is still
the same old Herbert. We used fo be as alike as two peas,
bui—but I think there will be a rift now.”

Wharton nodded. He understood at last.

Bulstrode, the bully of the Remove, was one person; Bul-
strode, the Form-captain—the fellow who was trying to do
his duty—was quite another. And Bulstrode minor was a
replica of the furmer of the two, that was clear. !

“ I've had a letter from Herbert,” said Bulstrode. * He's
coming to-day—he'll be here this evening. And—and here's
his lettor '

Bulstrode handed a leiter to Wharton.

“Do yvou want me to read this?'”’ asked Harry.

* Please dol” . .

And Bulstrode stood with his hands thrust deep inio his
pockets, and a frowning wrinkle in his brow, while Harry
Wharton read the letter.

Harry Wiarton
He could not

THE SECOND CHAFPTER.

Nice Boy [

ARRY WHARTON'S brows wrinkled over the lelier
from Herbort Bulstrode, till he was frowning abuost
as much as Bulstrode major himself.
at himn curiously. o

“Rend it out,” said Bulstraode, noticing Frank's glance.

Wharton nodded, and read out the letter. )

“Dear George,”'—it ran—"I"'m coming to Greyiriars at
last! T believe the governor mentioned it to jou when he
was down there for the cricket match last week.

“I'm glad I'm coming. I've been anxious to come ever
singn what you told me about your life there in the last vac.
It's sickening at home—the mater always mm].'.-l-:unlngh about
spmething, and the governor going for a fellow bald-headed
if he Ands him with a cigar, or even a cigarette, )

“ 1 dare say you will be able to teach me lols af things,
but I think I can teach you some. I can beat Nobby Jim
at billinrds now—I ran out ten ahead of him at a hundred-
up yosterday, I am going to bring o good supply of
smolies to the school with me—in my box—as you mentioned
that it was difficult to get them into the place. I shall have
some cards in my box, too, sxnd if there are some lively
chaps in the Remaove, we may be able to get up ¢ game m
the dorm. of a night. Therc might be some tin to be
picked up thal way, if some of your fellows are flush. I
hope you ara still en good terms with Vernon-Smith, the
millionaire’s son you told me about, A chap might make
a good ncome out of o fellow like that. _

“T'm looking forward fo having = high ¢ld time a
Greyfriars. It will be ripping o get away from bome, and
all this watching, and complaining, and grumbling. 'm
jolly well going to have my fling, I can tell you!l

“fee you to-night I—BenTie.’

Harry Wharton banded the letter back to Dulstrode,

Fle did not say anything. He did not feel equal fo
saying anything. Such a letter from o fag was cnough to
take his breath away. .

Certainly there were somo reckless fellows at Qreyfriars,
Vernon-Smith, the Bounder, as he was called, was an arrant
Hackpuard. In the Sixth there were black sheep, like Loder
and Carne and Tonides. But in the lowest Forms—the Becond
and the Third—there certainly was no youth like Bulstrode

Nugent glanced
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Bulstrode minm:”'u;r;:;t. duw;: tor the third t-i;:-a_hé-tnra Dicky Hugent‘s fists, and this time he did not rise. Then the

form.room door opened and George Bulstrode looked In,
you doing to my brother 2" (See page 8.1

LERA W W 1

minor. The utker recklessness and want of principle in the
lottor shocked Wharton, though he was not easily shocked.

Bulstrods gave him a miserablo grie.

AWl what do vou think of K77 he sad, *OF conrse,
thiz iz i conlidence. Dut what do you thank of it?”

“ Blossod if T know what to think of it,”" said Harry slowly.
“It's a bit rotten. How old 1 the kid ¥

“Bame aroe as Nowent's young brother.”

“Then he'll go into the Second.”

“ Yes

“lle talks a3z if he were the worst old bounder in the
Qixth,"” snid Frank Nugent. * My voung brother is o hit
of a cough-drop, but ['vo never knewn haim to play cards,
and he doesn't smoke. This chap of yours scoms to be a
rugnlar blighter” :

“He's bhad bad companions, of course,” said Bulstrode.
“That's ohe reason why my father is gnin%t-u send hum
Lo Croyfriars—to ot him away from them. nfortunately,
[—I—I've oot sot hitn much of a good example. You fallows
say ['ve changed a lot lutely; well, T can aee I've changed
sinen last vac., whon I used to jaw to Bertic about Greyiriars.
[—I'tn afratd T used to tzlk somethine in that strain myself;
and as I'm captain of the Remove, and o hi%nha he oxpects
mo to back him up and see him through. Only I can’t back
him up in this sort of thing."” _

“T should rather say not " Wharton exclaimed.

Tar MacyrT Linrary,—No. 178,

NEXT
TUESDAY :

— —aLmnEe

“BOB CHERRY IN SEARCH OF HIS FATHER!”

“You young cads!” he shouted angrily. * What are

Y inly, what's a chap to Jo®" :

Bulstrodo thrust the lotter into his pocket, and his brows
contracted again, The burly Removite was ovidently n a
worried and troubled state of mind. .

“Blessed if T know ! said Harry slﬁwii. “1 think 1
should take him into my study as scon as he gols to Grey-
friars, and give him a good talking to."

“Pitch it straight at him, like o Dutch uncle,” said
MNugont. *‘Straight from tho shoulder, you know. My
oung brother was a regular young sweep when he came

wra, bt he's sattled down.™

“That's true,”” Wharton romarked.

Bulstrode nodded gloomily. It was Fl‘_&kt]‘ clear that he
did not anticipate much good from talking to his hopeful
minoer. )

In the pause that ensued, & squeaky woice was audible st
the door. Bulstrode had left it open behind him when he
entered,

1 say, yvou follows—

Bulstrode swung round with an m‘tg!‘_}"
Bunter, the Owl of the Remove, was blin
thrml_n:‘t'l his big spectacles,

“You youn rotter "' shouted Bulitrode
“ You've heen ree

oxclamation. Billy
king into the study

furiously.
istening !
““ (3h, really, Bulstrede——"'

“¥You heard Wharton read the lettor?"

““ No, no, no'" roared Buntor, eyeing Bulstrode nervously,
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a8 the Lurly Removite clenched his hands. “I never heard
a word ! Desides, why shouldn’t the chap smoke and have
w little game in the dorm., if he likes? I'm sure I don't
wan! to nterfere with him.”

Bulstrode snapped his tecth, It was clear that Bunter had
hif“mdmltsidc the door all the time the letter wus being read
DO,

“You fat cad!” muttered Bulstrode aﬂ.vngus(.

“I—=I say, you fellows, I didn't hear a word, you know—
honest Injun. [ won't tell anybody about Bulstrode minor
having smokes in his box, either.”

*0h, shut up, you ﬂtllﬁ]d owl I'" said Mugent.
** (bh, really ! 1—I looked in here to—to—"
“"To spy ! said Wharton.

“0Oh, really, Wharton! Certainly not. T hope I should
georn to do so, I—I1 wanted to see Dulstrode, really. ¥You
sne, I'm expecting a npostal-order this ovening, and as [
know Bulstrode iz in funds, I thought he might lend me
sorothing. '

“Lend him a thick car, Bulstrode,"” said Nugent.

Bulstrode did not necd telling. He was already grasping
at the fat junior. Bunter dodged into the doorway.

“Ow ! he roared. “"Yow! Leggo! Yah!™

Bulstrode grasped him.

“ Now, you fat swee b

“Yarooh! I--I—I'll tell Wingate about the smokes.
Yow! I never heard a word. Oh, really! Ow! T say, if
you make my glasses fall off, they may get broken—ow !—
and then you'll have to pay for them. Yow! Yarooh!”

And with that last exclamation Billy Bunter went shooting
through the doorway into the passage, with Bulstrode's heavy
boot behind him.

Biff !

The fat junior bumped on the opposite wall, and rolled
on the floor. He sat up and roared.

“"Owl Ow! Help!"” .

Buletrode stepped out of the study. His foot was drawn
hnqiﬁ: i_fm- :nuthar kick, but the Owl of the Remove did not
walt 10T It

With surprising agility, considering his weight, Billy Bunter
]e:Ered up, and bounded away down the passage.

ulstrode delivered the kick, but his boot swept only the
cmpty air.
unter was gone!

“The fat cad!’ muttered Bulstrode, as he re-entored the
study. I supposs he heard all that was in the letter. Not
that it makes much difference, az all the fellows will "scon
know what kind of chap DBertie 15."

Harry Wharton nodded.

“This is rotten for you, Bulstrode,” he said.

*Ves, you're right; only "—Bulstrode paused and coloured
—"I"'m not reolly thinking only of myself,” ho went on
“What's to become of Herbert? He's expecting to have
s high old time, as he calls it, here, but I can’t let him, I
ghall have to stop him, and—"

" En’ii come to eee it in the proper light."

Bulstrode shook his head,

“He jolly well won't,”” he replied, with eonviction.
I try to change him, he'll hate me, that’s all.

" Nice boy " murmured Frank.

Bulstrode made a hopeless gesture. . i

“Well, T suppose it's no %cmd hﬂthenng you with my
troubles, anyway, Wharton," he said. “It's jolly good of
vou to listen to me at all, considering.™

T h{rl}a you all T ean,” said Wharton gquietly. * We
might all of us take some notice of your minor, and give him
a good time, as far as we can—teach him cricket, keep him
oceupied, and help him with his work, and give him some-
thing better to think about than smoking and playing cards

in”thﬂ”d:}rm. Then he would gradually settle down to the
O Y.

Bulstrode gave him & grateful lock.

H1It's jolly good of you to supgest it,” he said. I think
it's a gaod wdea—the best that can be thought of—if you cara
ta take the trouble.”

“0Oh, that's nothing !™

“* Thanks, then—thanks! I'll burz off now. I'm going to
meet Herbert at the station. Thanks ™

And Bulstrode quitted the study. The chums of the Remova
Iooked at one another, as DBulstrode’s heavy footstepas died
away down the passage.

“Well ?" said Wharton.

*Well 7' said Nugent.

“"What do you think (™

“T think I never heard or read of such a horrid young
blackguard,” said Frank deliberetely. ‘ Bulstrode at his
worst was mever so bad as Bulstrode miner. Why, cven
Vernon-8mith couldn’t have been such an utter blighter at
his age. Bulstrode is going to have his handa full with the
:ri:ruug bgast., that's what I think. And it's really no bizney
of ours.”

Tax Maawer Lierary.—No. 178.

L] IE
I know him."

Harry Wharton nodded.

“ But we'll help him all we can,” he saia, ]
And the chums of the Remove icll to their prep. amgim,

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Bulstrode Minor!

5 HIS Friardale?"

A youthful, discontented face was
carriage wmdow, as the framn stopped
wooden platform in Friapdale Station. A sleepy

porter looked up only half awake, and nodded slowly.
“Yes, zur; this be Friardale.” .
Herbert Bulstrode opened the door of the earriage, and
stepped cut. He had a bag in his hand, a2 coat over hie arm,
and an umbrella under it
“ Look oiter my box,” h
I ?EE, et
A box was bumped out on the platform, and the train
rolled on. Buletrode minor locked up snd down the half-

ut out of the
by the long

¢ said.

lichted station. Night had fallen upon Friardale, and Friar-
dale railwey-station was never well lighted. .
Bulstrode mincr grunted in a dissatisfied way. He did not

look as if he was ever quite satisfied. He was sturd{.lenﬁu h
so for as build went, but it was pretty clear from his looks
thht his way of life had not been a healthy one. )

His complexion was pale and sickly, and he walked with
a stoop of the shoulders, and there was a general air ¢f
fatigue about him at the aﬂghjcest exertion, which told that
he was hopelessly out of condition.

Brown stains on his finger-neils told of the use of tobaceo,
and that gave away the secret of his short wind, his palpitat-
ing breath, and hie sickly complexion.

Bulstrode minor was what he himself termed a * goer”™

Hia “going "’ seemed chiefly to consist in making & fool
of himeelf in as many ways a3 possible—any way being good
enough, so long as it was reckless and unsportsmanlike.

Horbert Bulstrode gronted, and grunted sguin.

“I dop’t see why George couldn't have come to meet me,”
he growled.

¢ Hallo, Bertie!" .

Bulstrode, of the Remove, came runniag up the platform,

Herbert's face cleared, and he shook hands with his
brother, as the latter stopped, paniing.

“I was a hit late,” Bulstrode explained, 1 hed to run.
You've only just got in, baven't you?"

“ About & minute,” said Herbert. .

“QGood! Shove that box on the heck, porter, will you;
ou can take this coat and umbrells and bog.”

“1 don't know about the bag' said Herbert, “it's got
some things in—"' :

Bulstrode's {ace clonded.

“ What thingz " he asked shortly.

“ Smokes, and other things' "

“Well, it will ba safe emough with the porter.

“ (Oh, all gserene 1 ] )

Bulstrode minor yielded his poseessions to the porter, and
they were piled on & trolley. The trolley creaked away down
the platform. . ] ]

Bulstrode linked his arm in his brother's, tnd led him
towards the station exit. .

As they walked side by side, it could be seen that there
was n great resemblance between the brothers, but the con-
trast between Bulstrode’s healthy, ruddy face and the sickly
countenance of his young brother was startling. i

Yﬂlt thi-fm I::‘fas no rozl I:'tli-hmit;i_i inmli'};.:rhert's looks; 1t was
simply that he was utterly out of condition.

“pFiml ail right after your journey?” asked Bulstrode.

Herbert grunted.

“Oh, yes, well az I can expect.”

“It won't take us long to get to the school”

Another grunt. . "
“T don't know that I'm in a hurry to get to the school,
said Herbert. “ 1 suppose you've got a pass out of gates to

coine and meet me ¥

o1 -‘,.I,r'ﬂ's. i . ) I ,

* Then vou can stay out a bit longer il you like? sug-
gosted Herbert. * You're not bound to go straight back to
achool, I supposc®"

Bulstrodn hesiiated, )

“Weall, I suppose not,”” he saul.

“Then we won't go right in®

“ But—=—"" Bulstrodo began.

“ Took here, if your pass will allew wyou to stay out for
a bit, let’s stay out,” said Herbert. " The things can bo
sont on to the school, and we can walk afterwards—after you
have shown me round the town a bat”

Bulstrode was silent.

A few weeks before, perhaps, he would have assented
cheerfully encugh to his brother's proposition, and they
would have gono “*round the town ™' in a way that wonld
have been very far from meeting with the approval of tha
Head of Groviciars 3 ho had known.

READ lasrnecisLnew story of the “THE STOWAWAY OF ST. JIM'S " 1 Ve w on Saio. Frice wa



But things were different now.

Only a3 fow weeks had made a great change in George
Bulstrode. The better side of his nature was uppermost—
ha was honestly striving to do his best, and to put the
unpleasant past behind him.

It seemed az if Herbert had come to Greyfriars now to
drag him back into the old ways—inte his old habits when
he wasz the associate of Vernon-3mith, the Bounder of Grey-
friars, and the other black sheep of the Lower School.

Horbert looked at him sharply.

“Well?™ he said, *“ Don't you like the idea?”

“T think we ought to go straight up to the school,
Bulstrode slowly.

(1} "?hy ?ll

“The pass was given me by Wingate to come down to
the station and meet you,” Bulstrode explained. *If I
stay out it will bo rather taking an advantage of Wingate,
don't vou think?*

Herbert prunted.

“I dare say it will. What does 1t matter:™

“"Well, it really amounts to this—that he's trusting me,
and I shall be taking him n.”

Herbert gave him another sharp look. There was clearly
something about his major that puzzled him.

“1 suppose you're not ill, George?' he asked.

1117 Nol¥

“Then what's the matter with you?'’

“ Nothing."

“You're not like yourself. You told me last vae, what
jolly times I should have 1if T came to Greviriars—ryains
about little parties on the sland, with card games and
stnokes, and so on.  Now—-""

Bulsirode Aushed.

*1 dare say I talked a lot of rof,” he said.
for it,"™ -
) :?Then vou were only swanking—thers was nothing in
it

said

“1'm sorrs

I wasn't swanking, but—""

“But what?' exclaimed Herbert, shavply and irritably.

“But things have chanred 2 bit since then, Bertie, After
all, it's a mug’'s game, “What’s the good of ruining one's
health by smoking and keeping late hours, to say nothing
of the risk of being expelled from the school®

Herbert sneered.

* Hang the risk! Are you turning preacher, then?’

% Oh, hang it, no—mo! But s
. “Then let's have a walk round the town befors we go
in,'" said Herbert sulkily., °“ Hang it all, vou don't have a
minor como to the school every day !

“Well, come on then!” said Bulstrode, shortly engurh.

And Herbert's bag and wmbrella and box being left 1n
charge of the Friardale porter, to be sent on to Greyfriars
College, the two brothers walked down the old Hirh Street
tn%?{ ar.

hera was n look of anticipation on Herbert's face, but

George Balzsirede's brow was darkly clouded. The corung
ﬁi: his minor to Greyfriars meant nothing but trouble to

im.

—_—

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Round the Town.

ERBERT glanced st his major several times. He could
not quite make hiz brother out, but he realised that
something had influenced DBulstrode in an _unusual
direchion sinco thoe last fime they had mot. But that
no difference to Herbert. He was accustomed to
having his own way, and he had littla doubt that his major
would scon *'eome round."

Bulstrodo halted at the village tuckshon,
establishment kept by Uncle Clegg.
crusty old gentleman, but he was very pleased to seo
Bulstrode, who penerally had money to spend. Ha bads
the captain of the Remove good-evening in his least gruff
tones. -

Herbort looked round the little shop with a Jdizcontented
"ir.

“What have we coma in here for?"' he asked.

Thers were plenty of things in the Little shop to pleasn
a boyish eve, Jam tarts wero thero in abundance, and dough-
puts, and all sorts of pastry; mnger-beer and lemonade,
And iees and iced drinks, but Hoerbert apparentiv was not
temapted by any of Unele Clegg’s stock.

“*Well, rhis 15 the tuckshop,” said Bulsrrode.
you'd like to see it ?"

“YWell, I'vo seen i, zaid Herbert.

“IYWouldn't you like some tarts®'

“No.?

“ Aren’t you hungry after your journcy ™

“No. I had somo grub in tho train.”

“Thess cream puffs—"

“I didn't come to Greyfriars to eat ercam puifs’ said
Herbert sulkily. ““For goodness’ sake, let’s gpot out of this
stuffy shop!”

Tue Magner Lmmrary.—No. 178,

NEXT
TUESDAY :

made

tha little
Uncls Glep{F was a

1 supposa

* Liet's got on™

EVERY
TURBDAY,

ONE
PENNY.

The « Iﬂa%mt "

Uncle Clegg looked daggers across the counter. Herbork
EM already walking to the door, and his major [ollowed

i,

“ Won't you have someo ginger-pop, Bertie?

No, I won't!"

. Bulstrode made 8 hopeless gesture, and followed his minor
into the street. The High Streot of Friardale was lighred
IIF, and the moon was soaring high over the steepls of the
ald church.

Herbert stopped, with his hands thrust deep into his
trousers’ pockets, and a sulky frown upon his brows.

“ Where are we going now!™ he demanded.

“Oh, up the High Street,” said Bulstrode,

" No mora of thosa blessed pastrycooks, mind ™

“ Al right." )

They walked up the High Street. Bulstrode stopped at
the outfitter’s, and pointed out where the boys of Greyiriars
l.:5ua.'|13.rd bought their cricket batz and fishing tackle. Herbert
griunted.

Then they strolled round the church, and Bulstrode ex-
{vlqiqed to his minor that part of it dated from the time of
Villiam Rufus—a piece of information which his minor
received with a discourteous snort. .

“For goodness' sake, come on!" Herlert exclaimed.

* Right-ho "

They walked on.

o “ﬁl{"rﬂ are wo going now ! ) .

“We'll have a look at the river, above Hmlht‘ldﬁm” said
Bulstrode. " It's very ripping seen by moonlight.

“ What "’ o

“Pninter chaps_often come down here to paint it”
Bulstrode said. ' It's really a very taking sight.”

Herbert halted, and stood facing his brother, his hands
irn his pockets, his eyes cglittering under contracied brows.

“Arp you mad?” he asked.

Bulstrodoe started.

“N-n-nol"
“T think you must ba™
i “I‘h.}r-il T

“What are we supposed to be doing now?' Herbert
demanded.,

“I'm showing you round the town"
innegently.

“Round the town!' almost shrieked Herbert. “ Do you
eall this showing = chap round the town—taking him nto
pastrycooks’ shops and round churches and gravevardsi'

“I'm showing you the sights—"

* Hang the sights!”

“Well, if you don't want to see the sights, what's the
good of going round the town?' asked the Hemovo captain.

Herbeort snorted. i )

“T want to zeo something lively,” he said. ** Where™s the
Cross Keyst ‘ i

“It's on the border of the village, by Friardale Lane.”

“ Let's go there."

“Wa can't.”

“YWhy not?’

“It's out of bounds."

“ You'vo been thers before, haven't you?
20, ab any rate.”

(1] 'lireﬂ.i‘!

" Wasn's it always out of bounds?”

“Yeu, T suppose so0.

“Well, if you've been there before when it's out of
bounds, you can go there again when it's out of bounds,'
sricd Herboert, ** Let's go™

Dulstrode did not move,

““ Aro you goming '’

T |.,'m._.!.i!-,':“ll

“AWhy not?™” .

“1 can’t, Bertlie, Even if I went myself I couldn’t take
a2 kid of vour age—it would be too rotten. Besides, what
is thers to see there? Only a set of fellows drinking and
plaving cards, It's rotten!™

Herbert's eyes glistened.

““ Tust what 1 want,’" he said.

“Yon sce——"" .

“Vou promised me somo fun when I came to Greyiriars,
It i:'aa quite understood that I was to go te the Uross Keys
with wou."

“'['?u afraid I—I said too much., The fact 15, DBertie,
things have altered a bit since then. I—I don’t do that
sort of thing now."

ANSWERS

sald Bulstrode

You've told me

““BOB CHERRY IN SEARCH OF HIS FATHER 1" A “wrértth S sa e o™
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“Bats! Are you trying to gammon inef™
No, I'm nat,” said Bulstrode flushing. * I=1've thought

berter of some things, that's all.”

Herbert gave & scofling Jaugh.
m_‘f;!f you mean that, we may as well get to the school,” he

ux,

“Veory well.”?

And the brothers walked to Greyfriars. They did not
exchango another word the wholo of tho way.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.

The New Boy in the Schoof,

: OUR minor come, Bulstrode ™
Harry Wharton asked the guestion
Bulstrode in the Remove passage.
Bulstrode nedded.
*Yer,” he sald,
* Whera is he?"
“Oh, he's with Mr. Pyle now."
" Tho Becond Form-master? He's going into the Second
" Then he'll iave the inestimable pleasure of making the
?ccuuﬁ;mance of my wyoung brother,” said Frank Nugent,
aughing.
Bulstrode's brow was gloomy.
“"He won't do your young brother any good,” he said.
MNugent made o grimace.
“Thanks for the warning. DBut-—""

at he met

“He's a rvecklees young blighter,” said Bulstrode. “I've
Eut to stand by hun, I suppose, i.:-e-‘.-nuse he's my brother,

ut——""*

“ But otherwise—""

“ Otherwige, I'd wring his neck !

And Bulstrode walked nway  pglumly, Wharton and
Mugent exchangod glances, and Frank smiled a little.

“It's a bit rough on Bulstrede, when he's turning over a
new leaf,” Frank romarked. ' His young brother, I sup-
pose, is his old self come bock again.”

Harry Wharton nodded.
L | gwha liko it,”" he said. :

“0h, I dave =ay he'll get hieked into shape n time!” said
Boby {:‘herrﬁ- “Let's have a look at the kid, and see what
wo can make of him."”

“Thut's o good idea! I'd like to help Bulstrode if I can,™
saidd Harry.

And the chums of the Remove were in the passage outside
My, Pyle's study when the new junior came out,

Bulstrode minor looked up and down the passage dis-
contentedly.  Apparently his interview with the %coond
Form-master had not been wholly satisfactory., He did not,
of course, know Harry Wharten & Co. by sight; but they
kunew him at once by his resemblunce to Bulstrode, and by
the fact that he was a new fellow.

“ Halle, hallo, halle ! exclaimed Bob Cherry.

Herbert looked ot them.

“Halloe!"" he said. “Can you tell me where the Second
Form-room is#"’

“Yes, rvathor! {Come this way,” said Hairy Wharton.
"FYou're Bulstrode minor, 1 suppose?

“1 suppose I am,”” grunted Herbert,

“We're Form-fellows of Bulstrade's. All in the Remove
—the Lower Fourth, you know,” Harry Wharton explamed.
“We're plad to see you."

“Arve you?' said Herbert, looking at them suspiciously.
“ Aro you old fricnds of my major’s?"

“Well, ves, in a way.”

“1 mcan, are you friends he's made since he started this

v-goody bizney ! sawd Bulstrode minor.

“ Nice boy 1" murmred Bob Cherry.

“ Ahem ! We—we hadn't noticed the gund}:,--gquy hizney,*
seid Nugent. " Bulstrode is o deccnt chap.’

Bulstrode minor snorted.

“I came herc expecting to hoave a good time,” he said.
“1 seem to be going to have nothing but preaching.
suppose they serve out tracts alter brekker every morning 7
* Harry Wharton lavghed.

“ It's not quite so bad as that.” he sesid. " But we expect
a chap to be decont. Coma along, and I'll show vou the
Zecond Form-room. Nupoent's pot & brother there, and he'll
trtroduce you ™

“0Oh, all rght ™

The reply was not gracious, but the chums of the Remove
affected not to notice that. They felt o sincere dezive to
back Bulstrede up, and help him in the difficolt prolilem
of his young brother.

Herbert followed them to the Second Formeroom. There
was g peculiny smell proceeding from that room—a smell in
wl;:i{-.li: ;ﬁuking herrimgs and burning toffee were tastefully
mingled.
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Balstrade minor sniffed emphatieally.

“ Anyvthing wrong with the draing here?" he aske:d,

“Ha, ia! No. The Sccond Form are having supper,
that's a]l.”

“ hi™

Nugeni fung open the door of the Form-reom. Although
tire Becond and Third Forms had the right to use the jumor
Comunon-room, they generally preferved their own Form-
rooans, which they were allowed to use as they liked after
lessons, excepting for the hour and a half deveted to evening
preparation in the presence of their Form-master.

Prep. wes over now, and the Second were free till hed-
}-ilﬂ{‘.‘, and they were enjoying their leisure in the way of
iRig-H

Nugent minor was cooking herrings, impuled upon pens,
at. the Form-room fire—and there was a big fire, although
the month was July, and the weather very hot. Guos-cockers
were not provided in the Forme-room, as Gatty had humor-
ously remarked. So what was a fellow to do?

Gatty was occupied st the same fire, making toffee in a
frying-pan.  The {rying-pan had been very imperfectly
cleaned after its last using—and it had last i;enn uted for
freimmg bloaters. This peve a very peculiar smell to the
toffee, and probably imparted a peculiar lavour to it. Gatty
was burning his toffee, too—a fact which he mmputed loudly
io Nugent minor's occupying too much room at the fire.

* Can’t you keep those rotten herrings off a bit?” E,Tuwled
Gatty. “'The smell of them will get info the toffee.

“They're not rotten,” suid Nugent minor indignantly,
“I gave a penny for four—it was a bargain, off o hawlker
in the lane.”

Gatty sniffed.

“Well, give 3 chap more room, then.'?

“Oh, rats! ¥You won't be able to eat that toffee; you
may as well throw it away at onee.”

“*This toffes iz jolly good—"

“More like a burnt brick then toffes, when
Goished, I think,"” said Nugent miner.
to chuck it out of the window at onee.”

* Look: here——"’

" Look hero——-"

“ Hallo, hallo, halle!” exclaimed Bob Cherry.
a new disinfectant you fags are trying here?”

““Ha, ha, ha!”

Gatly and Dicky Nugent at once suspended their own little
dispute, to turn upon the Removites who had ventured into
tho domain sacred to the SBecond Form.

“What do you want?’ enapped Gatty, * Buzz off 7

" Get out ! said Nugent minor.

“Te's all right ! said Harry Wharton, with a smile.
“We've brought vou a new recruit. ‘This is the Becond
Form-room, Bulstrode minor, and this is the Second Form.™

Tha faps gathered round Bulstrode minor and looked at
him.

Herbort was not troubled with shivness or diffidence. Ha
returned the stares of the fags with a stare and o sniff.

“ ¥ou can keep him,”” said Dicky Nugent.

“ Bury him il you like,” said Myers,

**Oh, this iz the SBccond Forme-room, is %" said Bulstrode
minor. ** Where's my study '

“Your what?” demanded the three Hemovites, with one
voiee,

“My study? My major has a study, I believe?”

“My dear kid, fags in the Becond don’t have studies,'
saitdd Harry Wharton kindly cnough. “¥ou do your prep.
here, under old Pyle's e&gi};& eve, atdd you have a locker to
keep your props in”?

“Oh, T zee! It’s rather rotien, not having a study.”

" Better speak to the Head about it,” Bob Cherry sug-
rested, " He may turn out of his own study and let you
Lave that whon he knows what an important chap you are.”

“ Oh, rats!" .

“ Look here, you checky young bounder, if you say “rats’
to me—"" hegan Bob Cherry, growing red in the face.

" Jats ¥ eaid Herbert, :

Bob made a step towards him.

Harry Wharton caught him by the wrist and jerked him
away. Bob turned on him wrathfully,

“ What the—"

Y Cheese it, Tob! Den't go for him."

““Rut the cheeky young——""

Y MNaver mind, let him alone.”

* He ought to have a lesson——

“71 dare say he'll get one in time.”

Bob Cherry burst into o laugh. Ifis anger never justed
longr.

'Fﬂh, all serene '* he exclaimed.  * Let's buzz off ! T don't
think T eould stand this smell nuch longer, anywax.”

And the chums of the Bemove quitted the room, leaving
the new fag alone with the Second Form.

you've
1 recommend you

“Is thak
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| The durly Removite fried to comstruc but suddenly lald down his book, and covered his face with his

hands, and burst igto tears.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Licked.

HE Sccond-Formers had gathered curiously round Bul-
gtrode minor. They wanted to look at tho new boy,
and to know all about him. That was only natural.
Their looks were not very favourable to the new boy.

Bulstrode tninor had a dogged, olfensive aic that did not
propitiate people in his favour, and there was a prejudico
appinst him even before he spoke. Bulstrode major had
often made things rough for the Second-Formors; and they
weoro not inclined to like his minor. Indeed, many of them
thought it un excellent idea to take it out of Duistrode minor
for the faulis of Bulstrode major—which was net very just,
Lut probably very human.

And Herliert's manner was not the manner to disarm dis-
like. He loocked up and down round the Fonm-room, wiil
a smiffing, discontented air.

“Terhaps you don't like tha place?’ Myera sugprested,
with a danperous look in hiz eves.

“That I jolly well don't!” said Herboet.
to myself.'”

“ Cheeky cad

1 don’t sea why I should be penned up here in a crowd
with you kids,” said the new junior sulkily.
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My hat!

“The cheek!™

:: EI-‘IP {:ud !I;!-‘- 'H'

isten to him ! :

“§ guppuse I've gos to put up with it," said Horbert
sulkily. * I suppose it can't be helped, as I'm here.”

The fags looked at one another with gleaming cyes.

Now boys had all sorts of manners and customs, true, and
many sorts of new boys had arrived st Greyiriars since that
anciont foundation had a local habitation and a pame.  But
surely no new boy had ever had the temerity to venturd
among a erowd of fags, already hostile, and expross hig
opinions in that wey before,

And the curiows part of it was that Herbert  Bulstrode
soemed to have no wlea that ho was in dunger of “ getting
it in the neck,” as Myors put it

He sniffed round him like & discontented dog, blind ta
the fact that the fogs were already almost at boiling-point.

“Is there anything we can do to make things nicor for
vout' asked Idcky Nugent, adopting & menner of heavy
sarcasm  which was completely lost upon the new jumor.

“ Yos—throw those beastly herrings out of the window "

Nugent minor jumped.

“What?'" he roared.

“You're muking the place smell sickening."”

A Grand, Long, Complete Tale of tha Ch
of Greytriars. By FRANK RICHARDE. °°
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“ W.w-what{"

“'Well, he's quite right,” said Gatty, with a grin. " But
the cheak—7
" * You're no better with that beastly toffee,” said Herbert,

Chuck it away!”

" Hey? roured Gatty.
ed if T can stand the smell of it!’” said Herbert.

Look here, chuck it away 1"

" What ¥

" 1f you don't, I'lIl joll fn i " gai
Horbnis Jolly soon chuck it away for you! said

ﬁ-utt,y looked at him dazediy.

"I suppoze I'm dreaming,” he said at last,

He's 2 chip of the old block,” said Nugent minor, with

8 grn. "“1It's as good as having Bulstrode in the Second—
Bulstrode in his palmy days, too.'”

“Ha, ha, ha " '

“Tho cad 1"

“The rotter I

‘:E;Iﬁﬁ worm !

; » shut up ! said Herbert Bulstrede. * 8hui u , for

ness” gake! Look here, you can throw those Eﬂtten

arrings away, or take them out of the room.*

Nugent minor gasped.

i L suppese I'm dreaming, too,” he said.

' Are you going to do it 7"
i Eh ?“i
“1tell you I can't stand the smell of them,” said Herbert

irritably.  “I’m not acoustomed to :
sort, I can tell you.” an atmosphere of this

T’:Iu ent minor looked at him.
0, he said very quictly, *I'm not going to throw

tiiﬁﬂ% away, or t_x}l:e them away. I'm going to cook them.”
ou're not !

“Who's going to step me?™”
1 am."”

SOk, he's mad!™ said Myors,
his rocky rocker.”

“¥Yes, rather 1"

“Boump him ™

“ Frog's march him 1"

"' Bquash him !

The voices of the angry faps rosc to a voar, and there was
a ﬁﬂnﬂml movement towards Dulstrode minor.

He glared round at them savagely.

You'd bettoer keep your paws off me ! he exelaimed,

“Hold on ' said Nugent minor, very blandly. Dicky was
n!w?:p'ﬂ very bland when he was vory dangerous. * Hold on !
II;.]e s going to stop me cooking these piuddy warricrs. Let

1 ©

The fags drew back.

Aithough the Bevond Form did not formally elect a Form-
captain, like the higher Forms, they generally had a leader,
and Nugent minor was the acknowledged leader of the Form
at this time,

¢ faF:a weare quite content to leave the chastiscment of
ﬂ"iﬂ mtsa:r ent new-comer in the capable hands of Dicky
ugent.

Dicky turned to his herrings, and pushed them a little
closer to the fire. They rea]]}'gdid not II:DE{_!_ it, for they were
half-burnt already. Dut Dicky Nugent was thinking less of
the horrings than of the threat made by the mew junior.

Herbort's eves gleamed,

He made a ﬂte{F forward, and thrust out his foot, and kicked
thethﬂrnngﬂ and the pens they were impaled upon into the
grate.

Thore was a perfect yell of wrath from Dicky Nugent.

“You utter worm "' he roared.

“I told you I would., Ow!™

Nugent's hard knucld h

ugent’s hard knuckles caught the new fag u tiie noge,
and he went over backwards !:rith a crash trc!f timmli?imr. The
fegs yolled.

* Hurrah 1™

“Give him another !

¥ Lick him "™

" Bquash the cad!”

* Yo tl™

Bulstrode minor sat up dazedly. Evidently he had not
expected that rvetalintion for his high-handed action,

JOw P he ejaculated,

Nugent minor was tearing off his jacket, and tossing it
excitedly to Gatty. He pushed up his eaffa, and fairly danced
round the new jumor, as he sat gasping on the floor.

Get up " he voared.  Got up 7

“Ow! Wow!"

“*Get up, and have some maore "

And the fags voared in chorus.

“Get up! Germmp! Yoh !

Herbert Bulstrode stagpered to his feet. He was Aushed
with rage, and his hands were convulsively clenched. Bully,

Tre Maower Lainrary.—No, 178,

“He must be fairly off

as far as he was able, he certainly was, but he did not lack
courage.

He rushed right at the leader of the Second.

“ ¥ou hound "' he roared.

Biff, baff, nft ! ) )

Left and ripi_lht, and then left again, WNugent minor Jet him
have it, and Herbert relled over on the floor for a second
tirne.

“Yah! Ow! CGh!™

Nugent minor brandished his fists.

“Yah! G&rrugl ¥ah ! he roared.

"o it, Dicky '

" Bmash the cacd [

' Bguash him [

Up jumped Bulstrode minor again. Nugent gave him time
to get upon his feet, and then went for him. They crashed
upon one another hammer and tongs, and for three or four
minutes they were pommelling wildly, and locked like a
curious network of arms and legs and flaming faces.

Then Bulstrode minor went down for the third time, with
& crash that seemed to shake the flcor of the Form-room.

Thizs time he did not rise.

Dicky Nugent stood gasping and panting, but quite rcady
te on, but his opponent did not come up to the scratch,
Bulstrede minor was done,

The fags howled with glee,

[ 1] Licked !!!

_ The Form-room door epencd, and George Bulstrode looked
in, The captsin of the Remove had come to look for his
minor, but he had not expected to find him like this.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Chucked Qut !

GE@'H’GE BULSTRODE stopped in the doorway, looking

1.
“ Licked I" roared the faps,
“Berve him right 1"

¢ Hurrah !"

Nugent minor mopped his streaming face with a handker-
chief. He was weik with perspiration, and there was o liberal
trickle of erimson from his nose.

" Ask him if he wants any more,”” he said.

Gatty stooped over Herbert.

“Want any more?”’ he asked,

L] 01.? !!1

“ He's done !"*

£ 1] Gruh .!‘!‘1‘

“ Done to & turn I said Myers.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

" You young cads, what are you deing to my brother ™
shouted Bulstrode angrily, striding into the room.

The Second-Formers turned upon him fieveely enough,

. Bulstrode major might be a terror-to fags in the Close or
in the 5;&55.11:::1:-5, but in their own Form-room, strong in nunt
bers, they would not have been bullied by half a dozen
Bulstrodes.

1Ie ran to the side of his fallen minor, and picked him up.
Herbert was dazed and helpless, and he leaned heavily upon
his brother’s arm,

" Wheo did this?” shouted Bulstrode,

He was quite the old Bulstrode again for the moment—tha
bully of the Remove, the overbearing * bounder” whomn
everybody had disliked or fearcd.

Nugent minor stopped mopping his perspiring face for &
momaont.

“T did it,” he replicd coolly.

" YVou—you young hound 1

“Yes, and I'll do it again if I have any more of his cheek,™
said Nugent minor. “ We don’t allow new-comers to swank
in the Sccond Form.™

“MNo fear " said Gaity.

“ Bmash him """ muttered Ilerbert.
the cad, Ceorge! Smash him !

He dragged himself from his hrother’s arm, his face flamin
with rage and spite.  But Bulstrode major did not rmuﬁ
urging om.

He ran straipht at Nugent nminor.

** Here, hold on ' exclaimed Gatty, getiing Letweon them.
“ Chuck it! Oh!

Gatly was swopt off his feet by a furieus back-hander, and
he went sprawling on the floor of the Form-room.

“Yarook " he roared.

There was a resentful yell from the fapa

“{io for the Remove cad !'

“ Puzz him out !

“ Down him 1"

Bulstrade had grasped Nugent minor.  Dicky strui:;ghrrl'
fiercely, but hiz struggles would not have been of much use
against the burly DBulstrode, had not help been at hand.

But there was plenty of help to be hud., The Second Form

“ Bmash him! Go for
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wero not disposed fo stand by and sée their leader handled
by a fellow in the Remove,

They rushed upon Bulstrode as one man—or, more
correctly, as one fagRe )

The bully of the Remove hit out savagely.

" Take t! Hanls cff, you young cads! [—— Oh!"

Bulstrode was swept off his feet by the rush of the fags.

He went rolling en the floor, dragging down half a doezen
of the fass with him, and a dozen more piled on him and
pinned him down. )

The bully of the Remove almost disappeared under a
crowd of excited, yelling youngsters. S

There was pandemonium, to judge by the noise, in tho
Eesiiﬁﬂd Form-room. Scldom had it witnessed such a terrific
tussle.

Bulstrode was burly and powerful, and his blood was up.
Fle strugeled and fought, hitting his hardest, and the fags
had a rough time of it.

But numbers told.

Bulstrode was held down b ] ,
over and bumped upon the floor till he roaved with }{'}am.

Herbert ran to his aid. But half a dozen pairs of hands
grasped Flerbert, and ho was rolled over .and bumped too.

“ Hold that cad ! gasped Nugent minor, staggering to
nis feet, * He wanted to chuck my herrings away; he shall
tako them awayv himself."

Dicky picked up the half-cold herrings from the ashes, and
plosterad them upon Herbert's face, and jammed them down
Lz oollar. . il

The fags roared with laughter, and Herbert roared wiih
rage and disgust; but he had all the herrings before Dicky
Nurent desisted. o 1

“The other beast may as well have my toffee,” said Gatty.

* a, ha, hal”

E;Git'o it hiiinﬁj’ :

; gave im !

Tﬁ:ﬂt{ﬁ ec was half cold, but liquid enough for thr(-’(tn}:rppsn.

Gatty smeared it over Buletrode’s face, and jammed 16 nte

hiz hair. Oh! Stop!

“Oh!" gasped Bulstrode. * Yah!
“ Ha, ha, ha!” _ ) _
The two Bulstrodes presented o shocking picture by this

e,

g i Now kick them out!” gasped Gil.t-jt-:f. =
¢ Purrah! Kick 'em out—both of 'em!

';'hHﬂi: h&fi S hauled and shoved to the door
fothers were haule ! .
Hu‘:};e::; n:inar held it open, and the Bulstrodes, major end
minor, were hurled forth into the flagpged possage. _
There was a shout of laughter as they came whirling nu_réi

The noise in the Second Form-room had attracted a crow

ﬂf“f%!ﬁmi-” exclaimed Micky Desmond, of the Remove, * and

phwat are they intirely? Sure, it's the wild man from Borneo
and his minor!”

“Ha, ha, ha !’ ]
= Ill:li}r hat! I've paid a tanner to seec less funny things at

& cireus !’ exolaimed Coker of the Fifth. © Who are they?
“'}:aé: Yol thﬁy . Quelchy !

. ve ! ere comes GQuelehy - - .

Mr.a(;ﬁmlch, the master of the Remove, was coming d.:n._\r!
the passage, with an_ angry face, and in so preat o hurry
that [ﬁs gawn was tralling Behind him in the breeze he made
in his rapid progress. _

But Bulstrode did not see him. _ .

Rulstrode was blind to everything—excepting the grinning
faces crammed in the doorway of the Becond Form-room,

He struggled to his feet, and charged at the fags madly.

“ Bulstrode "

But Bulstrode did not hear. . i

Right at the fags he rushed—and they met him with a
vell, and he was hurled forth into the passage again,

He landed zasping at Mr. Queleh's feet, and the Remove-
master just saved himself in time from falling over him,

i Bulstrode ! shouted Mr. Quelch,

The crowd i the passage melted away,

Bulstrode sat up dazediy, and blinked at his Form-master
through imatted hair and elinging toffee,

innumerable hands, and rolled

Oh 1™

S0w! Yoes, sirf O™

HWhat does this mean, Bulsirode ¥V
“ O 1

“ Nugent minor! What—"

“Hp came hore bullying ws," said Wugent minor stouily.
“ Weo chucked him ont M : ‘

“ Ahem ! Bulstrode, vou had no right in the Becond
Form-romm.”

ol 4 | L

“Take a hundred lines, Bulstrode, t:nr entering the Form-
room and causing @ disturbance there ™

dd ﬂw :”‘

:‘ {Be qlf with you at once, sir, and get yvourself cleaned.”

Jw !

“ Do vou hear me ¥ shouted Mr. Quelch.

DBulstrode stagrered away.

Mr. Quelch turned a very expressive ook upon Herbert,
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w]]llu was [rantically trying to extract the herrings from his
cOliar.

*1f you belonged to my Form, I should have something to
say to you, too,” he said sternly. * As it is, I advise you
to clean yourself also.”

And the new fag followed his brother,

“ Keep order here, and less noise,” said Mr. Quelch, " or
1 shall ask your Form-master to look into the matter.”

Y Yes, sir,” said Nugent minor meekly.

Mr. Quelch rustled away.

The fags of the Second turned into their Form-room again,
grinning. Nugent minor had lost his herrings, and Gatty
his toffee, and most of the faps had some mark to show of
the combat. DBut they did not care. Thoy had scored over
the bully of the Remave, and they had shown the new fag,
as Gatty said, what was what. And they were content.

" And that young cud will have'a lively time in the Second,
if he doesn’t change his manners and customs a bit,” Dicky
Nugent said.

In which opinion all the Second Form heartily concurred,

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.

A Bad Beginniog.
& RGD !:i-l
“Gerrooh

“*Wr-r-r-r-r-r I

Such were the remarks that Bulstrode major and Bulstrodo
minor made, in the bath-room, as they cleaned themselves
after their unpleasant experience in the Sccond Form-room.

Thoy had dragged off their clothes, and were scmhhing
themselves under hot water, but it was not ecasy to get ri
of the toffes and the herrings.

The flavour of the latter clung to Bulstrede minor in the
most affactionate way.

Bulstrode major looked at hizs brother through a cloud of
steam and a foam of soap-lather.

“You voung asa ' he prowled.

Bulstrode minor snorted.

f You silly chump " he veplied.

““ What did you want to get into a row in the Second
Form for, on your first blessed day at the school.”

“Mind vour own hizney !

““ Nice siate I've got into, helping you out, haven't It
growled Bulstrode.

1] th rats [1-!

“I've a jolly %ﬂﬂﬂ mind to——"

f0h, ghut op i

Bulstrode, clenched his hand and made a step towards his
inor.

Herbert looked at him with sullen defiance, grasping =
serubbing-brush.

““You'd better not touch me ! he snarled.

Bulstrode swallowed his rage with an effort. The late
ocourrences seemed to have soured his temper, and made him
much maorve like the old Bulstrode—the bully of the Remove,
and the torror of the faps.

But he was still trying to be pationt with his brother., Hae
had determined from the first thot whatever Herbert did, he
would stand by him and help him. But Herbert was a
difficult person to help.

“Well, don't jaw me, Bortie,” said Bulstrode, with an
effort. * Don't jaw me, and—and I'll do all T carn for you."”

1 don’t want you to do anything for me," said Herbert
sullenly. * You've not kept your word to me. I was to have
a Jolly time when I came to Greyfriars™ ]

“Ss you may, if you set about it the right way,” said
Bulstrade. * Getting the backs of your own Form up against
you isn't the way.”

“ (Oh, hang the Form !

" You've got to live among them, and work among them,”
saitdl Dulstrode. * You can't get on if they're all against
vou.'’

“ Hang them, T zay

Bulstrode said no more, .

He finished his cleaning, and quitted the bath-room, going
upstairs collarless to get some clean linen.

It occupied his minor much longer to get rid of the traces
af the herrings, and even when he had finished. there was a
strong fishy Aavour about him,

It was close upon beditme now, and the juniﬂr@ were called
in to their supper of bread and cheese in the dining-room—
such of them as wanted supper. Hecbert came inte contact
with the SBecond Form azain ab the table,

They grinned when he came in; but in the presence of the
masters it was impossible to do more than grin.

Herbert's face showed wery plain signs of his fistical
encounter with Nugent minor., Ilis nose was sweollen on %I‘l.ﬂ-

rh'i

A Grand, Long, Complete Tale of tha Chums
of Greyfrlars. By FRLHK& R{ﬂﬂﬁ.ﬁﬂﬂ-
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tidal; and one of his eyes had a dark circle round it, growing
AT LET,

"' We'll give the cad a high ¢ld time in the dorm. to-nuight,”

aaxnd ra.

But Dicky Nugent shook his head.

" Let him alone,’ he =aid.

' But Jook here——" )

“He's had enough,” said Dicky, with a compassionate
ﬁhnmlat the disfigured, sullen face, ‘‘Let him alone, unless

e berins again,”

“1 don’t think he’s hkely to do that,” said Gatty.

And Gatty was right.  Bulstrode minor was sullen and
'uﬂt{.]{e,} but he did not pursue his too candid way of speech.
If Hecond Form dormitory dissatisfied him when he saw
it, ha did not say so. He was learning manners, if not con-
tentment, already. < :

His box had been delivered at the school, but it was not yet
unguked, or even uncorded. Bulstroede minor cut the cod,
and opened the box. . .

Several of the fags drew round him with somewhat less
Mstile expressions upon their faces. _

Bulstrode was known to have money, and it was ;m:-hnhie
that his minor had come to the school with a well-stocked
box, and if he intended to stand a dormitory feed to the
]E!ac-.'l:nd they were prepared to tolerate him—for the time, at
m 1]

.E:It Bulstrode minor was not thinking of anvthing of the
20

There was no feed in the box—nothing in the shape of
o ds' &i'-d jam and currant-wine—nothing to cat, and nothing

FINK.

Herbert Bulstrode’s refreshments were of a different order.
Among the thir;gs he unpacked from the box was a packet
-l;ar{jfuﬁy wrapped in tissue-paper; but through the tissue the
Juniors could see that it was a cigarette-box.

" 8mokes, by gum I Gatty exclaimed.

Bulstrode minor looked up with a sneer upon his face.

*Well, what about it ?" exclaimed.

" 8o you smoke, do vou !’ said Dicky Nugent.

“Yes, I do.”

" You'd better not smoke here”

" Why not " ‘

** Because the prefects will catch you and make things warm
for vou, that's all.”

“"H the prefects!™

Dicky r}ﬂugent. chuckled.

“ With pleasure,” he replied. *“But it can’t be done.
see, fags don't rule the roost in a public school.”

“1 shall do as I like.”

* Very well—start smoking, and sea when Pyle comes in.”

Herbert’'s eyos gleamed. He was tempted to do so; but
even his “nerve™ was not agual to that.

He went on sullenly unpacking his box.

“Hallo! Pink paper,” said Myers. “Sporting paper—
eh? 8o we bet on races, do we, as well as smoke "

[ L] Eu Béx I du ?11

“Well, in that caze, I should sa u're & precious youn
blackguard, that's all* B ¥ TonE

You

‘' ¥es, rather!™
" The chap’s an unspeakable " gaid Bmith minimus.
. him alone! He's not fit to falk to '™

! ¥es, let me slone—that's all I want,” growled Bulstrode
mingr, “T don’t want to have anything to say to you.”

* Look out—here’s Pyle 1™

Mr. Pyle, the master of the Secomd Form, entered the
dormitory to see lights out. Nugent minor had good-
naturedly called out the warning; but it was too late to be
of gervice to Herbert Bulstrode.

He had the cigarette-box in his hand, and the pink paper
was lying on the bed beside his box. sl

Mr. Pyls jumped as he sdw it.

* What—what ie this * he exclaimed, in a voice of thunder.

Herbert mado a grasp at the aner to put it out of sight.
But the Form-master caught it from his hand,

" Good heavens, boy, does this belong to you?”

Herbert was silent.

** Bulstrods minor, does this belong to vou "
+ L Yes,” said Herbert sullenly.

You—you have a sporting paper in ﬁﬂur possession ! You

dare to bring such a * 1 ] R
Fﬂl‘ﬂhmast.ef paper into this school I thundered the

Hirh:?“hhit‘bgig ]’ip, and was silent.

* And that box,"” exclaimed Mr. Pyle—* what is ; at "

Herbert did nok reply. s
I ean see that it 1= a cigarette-box,' said Mr. Pyle. * But

1 hesitate to beliave, Bulstrode minor, that it ' i
ettes. Open 1t " 1 It contains cigar

Hprheﬂ opened the box.

igarettes with gold tipa were packed closely in it—a
hundred of them. %r- FPyle stared at them as :Ff he could
scarcely believe his eyes.

e Miower Lyspary.—No. 178.

““Boy 1" he gasped, “is it possible that E"‘s-unu smoke—that
ou ameke to this extent—you, a mere lad in the Second
orm "

"1 smoke at home ! gaid Herbert sullily.

“ Does your father permit it¥”

Herbert did not answer. ] )

“T undorstand, then, that you have formed this habit—a
disgusting habit in 8 young boy—without your father's know-
ledge or consent !’

No reply.

HWall” gaid Mr. Pyle, " with what you have done before
coming to Greyfriara I have nothing to do. But boys here
aro not allowed to smoke, and they are aeverel,;.r punished
when found to have tobacco in their possession!”

Herbert breathed hard through his nose, but said nething.

“ Give me that box 1"

“It's mine!"

“ What "

“It's mina!"” gaid Herbert sullenly. I bought it and
paid for it. It's mine ™

"*Hand it to0 me at onee !' shouted Mr. Pyle.

He took the box from the fag’s hand.

“1 shall destroy these cigarettes!” said Mr. Pyle. Y1
shall not punish you for having them in your possession, as
{fau are apparently in jgnorance of the rules of this school.

ut such ignorance will not be allowed g8 an excuse in the
future. Remember that, Bulstrode minor !

The new junior stood gnawing his under lip without
speaking.

o UIE you are found with tobaceo, or with racing papers,

in your possession again, you will be caned severely ! said

Mr. Pyle. * Encugh now—go to bed I
The Sccond Form turned in,

Mr. Pyle extinguished the lights, and retired from tha
dormitory, taking with him the cigareties and the racing
paper—both of which he duly burnt in the grate in his
OWn TOOMI.

There was a volleying of chatter in the Second Form
dormitory until the boys dropped off to sleep, one by one,

But Herbert Bulstrode did not take part in it. He lay
with sullen brows, and savage eyes, staring into the darkness
of the dormitory—with bitterness, and hatred, and all un-
charitableness in his heart—wide awake, and thinking angry,
bitter thoughts long after the rest of the dormitory slept.

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Merely a Loan.

ARRY WHARTON looked out for Bulstrode's minor
the next morning. Ho was curious to know how the
new fag had fared v the Second Form; and he wae
& little concerned for Herbert, an Bulstrode's account.

. He found Bulstrode minor in the Close, with his hands
ilrg ]1;3 pockets, quite alone, and with a sulky ¢xpression upon
in face.

Wharton tapped him cheerily upon the shoulder.

“Hullo!” he seid, pleasantly enough. “ How are vou
getting on in the Second, kid

Herbert looked at him sulkily.

“ Rotten 1" he said.

i Ilm mrl‘:." !'ll
r‘::fuu needn’t be—it's no bizney of vyours, that I know
of I’

Harry Wharton controlled his temper with an effort.
Ho did not want to lick Bulstrodo mingr: but he was very
much tempted to do so at that moment.

“You look as though youw've been through it,”” he said
quietly. “ I hopo you'll pulk with the other chaps in time.
You'll find Nugent minar 8 decent fellow.™

Herbert's eyes glintod EE.‘FHE"E];,-'.

“I owe this to Nugent minor 1" he said, passing his hand
over his bruised foce. X sha’n’t forget it, either [*

“* You've been fighting with him ¥'

" ?’ES '!11‘

“*It was a fair b rib

i r fight, T suppose

* And he licked you, did he?"

“¥es!" growled Herbert. * Hang him!
smart for it yet, somchow 1"

Wharton locked at him sternly.

My advice to you is not to bear malice,” he said, “If
it was a fair fight, what have you got to complain wbout?
Nugent minor is decent, and he'll treat you well if you are
decent to him.  Don’t bear malice, that's my advice ™

“When I want your advice I’ll ask for it

Harry Wharton turned and walked away. He could not
trust himself near Bulstrode minor any longer; he fclt that
he could not have kept his hands off him.

Bulstrode minor looked after him with 2 sullen brow,

tle was miserable enough at the school, and the fact that

he had brought it upon himself—even if ho would have
admitted that—was no comfort.

'l make him
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“ New then, all together " shouted Tom Merry. The junivrs crowded on the ladder gave a simullaneous |
heave. * Creak, Crash! But it was not the trapdoor that gave way—it was the ladder, and the four juniors
bumped to the floo of the barn with wild yells! {An amusing incident in the splendid {ale of Tom Merry & Co.,
entitled * The Stoweway of 8t Jim's,” by Mariin Clifford, confained in this week's “ Gem ' ILnbrary. Out on
Thursday, Price One Penny.)
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The amusements that he had promised himseli, with lis “ Oh, indeed 1" .
brother's assistance, did not seem to be forthcoming—and his “ Yoz, ['m Billy Tunter's young brother,” S8ammy Bun-
discontent and bad temper had brought gpencral dislike and  ter explained. * You sce, wa've both got majors in the
hostility upon ham, Roemove—so has young Nugent.”

He was not likely to feel very happy under the circum. *Oh " .
stances. Herbert's dry roply showed that he was not in the

Tho bell rang for classes, and Herbert turned sullenly  slightest degree interested in cither Sammy Bunter or Billy
towarda the Housn. A fat junior in spectacles joined i, Bunter—in cither Nugent major or Nugent minor.
with an agrecable grin. But Sammy was not casily rebuffed.
Herbort looked at him. “You soe, [ rather like you," bhe explainad, 1 saw you
“ You're Bulstrode minor, pin't you ! asked the fat youth,  take the smokes out of your box in the derm. last night, and

“Yes!” growlod Herboet, I thought you were just the chap I should like."
“1"in Bunter minor 1" “0n1

Tae Maiower Linrary.—No. 178,
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“T1 snid to myself that you were just the chum for me,"”
said Sammy DBunter confidentinlly. ' Loolk here, 1f you
want some more smokes, I'll get them for you!”

Herbert's face brightencd a little.

“Well, I do!" he said.

(4! {;(}E} Ir! i I

“I'm not going fo be stopped smoking if I choose to
smoke,” said Herbert, ' If I can't do it openly, I'll do ik
gecrotly 1

“Brave ! said Sammy admiringly. * That's what I call
courage, you know, I do really. 1 say, shall I zet in ihe
amokes for you?"'

“Can you?" asked Herbert. :

“Oh, quite easily,” said Sammy, blinking at Herbert
through his big glasses, in a way very like his clder brother’s.

“You anna mea the money, and I'll get them for you. How
many do vou want '’

‘““A bob's worth!" =aid Herbert.

“ Zive mo the bob, then.”

“ Bure you can do it 7" asked Herbert dubiously. I hear

that the prefects keep a sharp oye on fellows here.”
sammy chuckled.

“¥You can trust me to dodge tha prefects,” he saidd. I
often get in smokes for fellows in the Upper Forms—Loder,
and Carne, and Ionides in the Sixth."

“Oh. all'right !

Herbort placed the shilling in Bunter minor’s fat hand.

Sammy slipped it into his pocket. They went inte the
Form-room together.

Mr. DPyle had a sharp cyve upon Bulsirade minor that
morning.

The new boy had made o very bad impression upon him,
naturally, and he was not inclined fo be easy with Herbert.

And Herbert was not a pleasing pupil.

He was careless and slovenly in his work, and had an
irritating way of appearing to regard it as a matter of no
great mnportance.

Naturally enough, Mr. Pyle was not grotified.
, During the morning Herbert earned a caning and two
imposilions, and when the Form was dismissed after morning
iﬂﬁﬁ-ﬂl‘tﬁ, Herbert gquitted the class-room in a savege and sulky
CImpaor. :

nglﬂll!tﬂﬂ ronnd for Sammy Bunter, the anly fellow in
the Form with whom he was on spealung terms eo far,

Bunter minor had dissppeared.

* Have you seen Bunter minor #"' Herbert asked, addressing
Bob Cherry, of the Remave, whom he met in the Close.

Bob Cherry jerked lis thumb in the direction of the school
tuckzhop.

“ He's thera ! he eaid,

Herbert walked away without even a * Thank you!™

b Cherry looked after him with a rather droll expression.

Bunter minor was standing at the counter of the little
tuckshop when Herbert found him. He was cating ices.

“"Where are thase smmokes?"’ asked Herbert.

Sammy blinked at him through his spectacles.

""Bmokes !" he repeated vaguely,

" Yea, ave you g shilling to get them,” said Herbeort,

TOR! pad Sammy, as il suddenly recollecting. " Yon
mean that shilling you lent me this morning [™

Herbert stared at him.

" Lent vou " he exclaimed.

“¥es; that little lean vou made me just hefore first
legsons. T suppose that that's what you're alluding to.”

“It wasn't & loan. 1 gave it to you to o

“Ices., I've got themi—I'm just -eating the sixth !

“¥You—you swindler !" said Herbert. " You know I gave

ou t,he; illing because you said you would get cigarctics
or me "

“If you want your shilling back,” =amid Sammy loftily,
“T'IT et you have it

“Hand 1t over. then ™

Sammy gulped down the rest of the ice before replying.
Then he blinked at the indignant and angry new junior,

“I'm sorry I ean’y do it at the present moment,” he said.
“¥You see, I shall have to get it from my major, and he
can't lend it to me until he gets o postal-order he’s expecting.
“When that comes, I'll settle up with you at once.”

“You'll settle up with me new, or I'll go to the head-
master and complain that you've cheated me ! zaid Herbert,
trembling with rage.

“You'll go and tell Dr. Locke that you wanted me to
fetch in smokes for you!" =aid Sammy blandly. " All
serene! I don't envy you what you'll get when you've
told him."

Herbert clenched his hands.

“¥ou hound ! he mutiered.

“0h, rate!” gaid Bammy. “I'll tell you what I'll do!
Land me another bob, and I'fl give you back half-a-crown
when I get it from my major.”

Herbert did not reply. He stood before the fat fag

Tee Maewer Lisgart.—No. 178,
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with elenched fisis—but upon the whole Sammy Bunter was
too bip for him fo fackle. Ile thrust his hands into his
ockets and stamped out of the tuck-shop. Sammy turned
Eack to the counter with a soft chuckle. ]
“ Another ice, please, Mrs. Mimble,” he said,

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
In Charge.

“ ¥ EEN mvy minor " ]
Bulstrode, of the Remove, asked the r{u-astmn.

It was Wednesday afterncon—ea half-holiday at

Greyiriars,.  Bulstrode minor had been at the school
nearly a weelk now, and he had not won golden opimions.

Ho had settled down in the Becond Form to have no
friends, and few acquaintances even. The fellows did not
like him, and he did not take any trouble to make them do
so.  As o matter of fact, his tastes were older than theirs

Bulstrode minor was, in plain language, a precocious young
razeal.  His amusements ware those of a man, not of 2 boy—
and not of o high-minded man either.

If his majoy ]E':nd been the old reckless Bulstrode, he would
hardly have been quite zo hardy and reckless as Herbert
wizshed to be.

As Bulstrode had
COMIMOn.

From & senze of duty and affection Bulstrode stood by
hiz minor as wuch a: he could. But he wag in a different
Form—two Forms above his minor—and there was little ho
could do, beside give advice

And adviee was the last thing that Herbert Bulstrode
wanted,

He wanted to negleet his lessons, do his prep. in a slovenly,
eareless way, and find all sorts of forbidden amusenents out-
side the school. He had leoked to his brother to help in that
all; and at one time Bulstrode might have done so.  But that
time was past. He was willing to hEI}] Herbert, but only in
the right path——and the bitterness of the younger brother
against the clder grew and augmented every day. ]

Bulstrode generally went abont with a gloomy expression
upon his face in these days, and Harry Wharton & Co., who
understood what his feclings were, did all they could fo make
things easy for hini

But they could not stand Ierherk ;

The best they could do with the new fag was to let him
alone, and that they did.

Herbert's major had refusad to introduee him to Mr. Cobb
and the set of sporting rentlemen who met &t the Cross Keys
to make things lively, and sometimes to make night hideous
But Herbert Eimd no intention whatever of being laft oud of

changed, the brothers had little in

that select set. e knew all about it, from what Bulstrode hod
told him, and his intenfion was to join the company at the

Cross Keys at the earliest possible moment. And, as he had
plenty of pocket-money, he was certain to be & welcome guest
thare—at all events, so long as his pocket-money lasted.

On this special half-heliday, the Remove were playing a
practice matoh, with two elevens from their own Form in
the field. Dulstrode ought to have been thinking whelly of
cricket, as captain of the Remove. As a matter of fact, be
was thinking almost whelly of his minor,

After dinner, Bulstrode minor had disappeared. Bulstrode
had intended to take him down to the nets and instruct him
in the rudiments of cricket—a game for which the new junior
showed the keenest dislike.

But Herbert was not to bz found.

Bulstrode looked up snd down and round ebout for him,
but hie was not to be discovered; the Closa and the cloisters
were drawn blank, and he was not in the passages or in the
Form-rooms. .

Bulstrode asked everyone he met for news of him, and
he received unsympathetic replies from most of the fellows.

““ T haven't seen the cad, and 1 don’t want to,'' said Coker,
of the Fifth. _

“ Lost him?” asked Temple, of the Fourth. * Good thing,
too! I hope you'll never find the young blighter again.”

Harry Wharton and Bob Cherry were locking for Bul
strode, and they met him in the Close, heated and worried
by his long search,

“* Been my minor i

Wharton shook hi? head.

Y Mo, I suppose be's gone out.”

“We're waiting to begin,'” added Bob Cherry.
on, Bulstrode "

Bulstrode’s brows eontracted, )

“ J—I can’t come,” he said. **I'm anxious about Herbert.
You know what he is—I can’t help thinking the young ass
has %:3;’.- i?tu trouble."

Ll ".t I..”

“ He's made the acquaintance of Cobb and his sct.” said
Bulstrode, with a worried look, ** I heard it from Vernon-
Smith, He saw Herbert at the Cross Keye"

" Cone
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Wharton 1rowned. ) )

* Vernon-Sinith's not over-brathful,” he zaid, I shouldn’t
ftake too wmuch notice of what he says, if it's apainst any-
body."

Bulstrode shook his head.

“Oh, 1 asked Herbert 1™ he zaid.

“ And what did Herbert say i

“ He told me to mind my own business.”'

§i Iiﬁrfltl’

“ And now I suppose the young fool haz gone down to the
Cross Keys,” soid Bulstrode. “ I know Vernon-Smith's
gone there, and he'd be glad to lead Bertis into anything of
that sort, out of sheer caddishness.'

* I shouldn't wonder.”

But—-" h-E‘Fﬂn. Boh Cherry.
What's the row?”

There was u hubbub in the direction of the zates. A erowd
of juniors could be seen thers, and over the forest of Groy-
friars caps appearad the holmet of a policeman.

“Poe Tozer!" exclaimed Bob Cherry.

“ What's the row, I wonder?

The thres Romovites walked down quickiy towards the
gates,  The exciamations they heard as they approached
quickly enlightened them.

Tozer's got him 1"’

“1It's Bulstrode's minore!™

Y He's been caught !

o Berve how rghe 7

“ YWhat are vou goity to do with him, Tozewx?*

Bulstrode turned pale.

“It's my minor ! e oxcleiimed,

“ Looks like it."

Bulstrode pushed his way forcibly through  the excited
erowd. There were angry sjaculations as he shoved and
elbowed ; but when the fellows saw whom & was they let
him pass.

ﬂllilﬂ.l‘ﬂ-fl{'-'ﬁ face was pale and sck,

“ Herhert1" he exclaimoed, as be rveazhed the spob where
the policeman stood. with his grasp wpon Bulstrode minor,

1’-0. Torer, the constable of Fracdale, had hus grazp upon
the seroff of Herbert's neek. and the black sheep of the
Becond Form was a helpless prisoner,

He was wriggling in the grasp of the fat policeman, but
Lic had no chance ol getting away,

“ Hallo, hallo, hallal

*What's the matier!” demanded Balstrode huskily.
“What have you been doing, Bertio?”

“Which I've caught "im 1" said P.-c. Tozer loftily.

“ Caught him! What was he deoing "'

‘' Bmoking M

i P

“And I'm taking "im to the "Ead,” =aid P.-e. Tozer.

“I'm taking 'im to Dr. Locke. as in dooty bound.”

“Berve him right,"” said Dicky Nuogent. Y I warned him
about hiz caddish tricks, and he won't take a warning.'

“ A licking will do him gocd,” Sammy Bunter remarked.
“ You ses, he's sotting a horrible example to all us decent
chaps 1"

“E.i."'irﬁt I"ve hivard of your being decent,” said Dicky.

‘* Ila, ha, ha!"

P.-c. Tozer pushed his way on, dragging the reluctant
Herbert after him. Bulstrode whispered to the i:nlicr:man.

“ Lot him go,” I muttered, * he's my brother. Look
hera, if half-a-crown's any good to you, Mr Tozer—"

Mr. Tozer hesitated.

Half-a-crown would have been of a great deal of use to
him, and would have beon speadily expended in higquid re-
frashimont if it had come into his possession.

But there were too many eves upon him; Mr. Tozer felt
tliat he could not asoept the half-a-crown while he was thus
the cynosure of all eyes. And az iE was mnpossible to take
it, he declined it with great dignity.

“1 "ope you are not attemptin’ to bhribe a hofficer in the
Lexecution of his dooty, Master Bulstrode,” he said.

“ Look here, Tozor——""

“ Come hon, you young rip!”

I make it five hol—""

“You can't bribe the polics, Master Bulstpode ™

" Not in public, anyway.” said Jolmn Thall.

Bulstrode eritted his teeth. o Torer macehsd Balstrods
minor onward, and they disappearsd into the [House. Tono
minutes later, anvbody whe had passed the Floal's atudy
could bhave heard mournful howls procosding from o,

Bulstrode minor was paying Tor lus sins

THE ELEYENTH CHAPTER.
The Bounder Does Not (o.
OB CIHERRY sat up in bed,
All was dack i tiwe Bemove darmitory ot Grevfrinres.
Bob, as o vule, was o sound aleeper. o knew rlad
sorre sound must have awalened bon, and he sab oup
in Led listening.
Theve was & drageing sound in the Remove dormitory—
the faint sound of someons getting ont of bad and pu=lune
off the bodelothes,

Tue Maawer Linpary.—No. 175.
rubspAy:  BOB CHERRY IN SEARCK OF HIS FATHER!"

EVERY
TUESDAY,

ONE
PENNMY,

T _i;m““ "

“ Hallo, halls, halle " said Bob Cherry drowsily.
gebling up®”

There was no reply.

The sounds ceazed st once.

" What's the little game?'" asked Dob.

Silence !

“ What the dickens don’t vou answer for?' Bob Cherr
asked, getting puzzled. “ Who's getting up, I say? What's
the mame?”

 Hallo ™" came Bulstrode's voice.

** Bulstrode! That you?" L

“¥Yes. What are vou jawing about—talking in your
sleep?’ asked the ecaptain of tho Remove. ** ¥ou woke me

*Who's

“p !1‘]‘ s
** Are you getting up?’
“ Gething aup?’
“¥Yes," said Bob, " Somcone 151"

“Well, I'm not.™

Bob Cherry reached out for a box of matches, and struck
one. The Eght glimmered out into the darkaess of the dor-
miitory. )

_l_-"t t:ilunin:rr wos stonding beside his bed, dressing quickly and
silently. ]

It was Vernon-Swith, the Bounder of Greyfrinrs—tho
Llnckest of the black sheep in the Lower Sehool, .

“ Hallo, hallo, hollo! Where are you going, Smithy "

The Boundor turned an angry scowl upen ab,

“ Mind veur own bizney!" he said savagely.

Bob shrugged his shoulders

“It's mot my bizney ! he said, “but i T were Form-
H.'Hj':ltu.ill, I'd Ijr woell i-r,'rmw what vou were dressingr }'ﬂﬂr&t‘*”
for at this tine of night! Why, it's past celeven!”

Bulstrode =at up in bad.

“ I'm Forim-captain,' he said, * and I'm pgoing to know.
Where are you gpoing, Vernon-Smith?’

* Find out 1" ]

“*That's what T'm going to de,”” said Bulstrode, puthing o
legg over the side of his bed. * 1 think I can guess—you're
gotng to break bounds.™

“ What if T ain?

“And go down bo the Cross Keys, T supposwe?’

“ Perhaps "'

“ 1 guess thera’s no porhaps about it,'" =aid the voice of
Fisher T. Fish, the American junior. Hall a dozen of the
Remove were awake by this time, awakened from sleap by
the voices in the dormitory., I guess it's a solid fact.”

Bob Cherry lighted a candle-end.

Bulstrade stepped out of bed.  There was a dangerous
leam in his eyes as he stepped towards the Bounder of Grey-
riars.

“You are going out?” he asked.

“‘Perhaps.'

“ Answor me plainly.”’

Yernon-Smith gave him a savage look.

“Wall, ves, I'm going out, if you want to know."” he snid,
between his toeth; “and you're not going to stop me, il
that's what you're thinking of.”

“I'm captain of this Iorm, and you know what a Foriu-
captain's business is in this cell.,' said Dulistrode quietly.
“You've not going to break bounds at night.”

::'I'."Fh::r's“gnmg to stop me?"

am.

Vernon-Smith clemched his hands.

“So you are Following Wharton's tacties ¥ he exelaimoed,
with & sneer. * Wa're all to be pood littie bovs, or else be

spanked. We didn't make vou captain of the Remove for
this sort of thing, Bulstrode,

“I don't care why I was made captain of the Hemove, I
know I should get inte & vow if T allowed rhis sort of thing.
now ['m hoad of the dormitory.”

“Go to gleop, then, and don't know anyvthine about L."

“ ot back to Ded 7 send Bulstosdo,

“ Rats 1"’

“ Mind, T mean businesa.”

S0, po amd eat coke

Bulstrode’s lips tremblod with anger.  Tlalf the Remove
wore awake by now, awml there were severnl candles alighd,
The juniora locked on cuviously, wondering what the captain
of the Remove would do

“Laook here,” zaid Balstrode, as calinly a3 he could,
Hyou're not going out, 1 can’t boave it, snd 1 won't™

“ e opreene adl the same”

SoTake vour things off, amd gel back o bed

“1 won't!"”

U Wepy owell, I'I make vou,  Put up veur hands'™ saild
]_"Iu]s..trnju, advancing upon the Dounder of Greyiviars with

hi= fists up.

Vornon-Bmith backed away. .

T don't want brouble with you now,” he sad. Y 'm
reudy to meet you to-morrow in the gyo, if you like" i3
A Grand, Lnnfr. Complete Tala of tha Chums

of Grayfriars. By FRAKK RICHARDS.
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“¥ou'll have trouble now if you don't get back to bed
at once.™

“Well, T sha'n't do that.”

"“Then put your hands up.”

Anud Vernon-Smith had no choice about that.
waa hitting out, and he was hitting hard.

The Bounder of Groyfriars put his hands up.

In a moment more they were going at one another, hammer
and tongs.

Their bare feet made little sound in the dormitory, and
only their quick, hurried breathing and the thuds of the
blows broke the silence.

“Go it, Bulstrode!” said several voiccs. But there was
no voice to speak up for the Bounder of Greyinars.

“Pite in V'

“ Lick him 1"

“Qo it!" :

Bulstrode was going it with a vengeance. It wasa strange
scene—the long, lofty darmitory, dimly lighted by the flicker-
ing candles, the jumiors sitting up in bed watching with eager
faces, and the two combatants, i their pyjamas, hammering
one another with savape carnestness.

The Bounder was strong enough, and he was a good boxer,
but he was no mateh for the burly Bulstrode, the fellow who
had been cock of the walk in the lower school when he wss
the bully of the Remove.

In f¥e minutes the Bounder was knocked across his bed,
and he ley there gasping for breath, with all the combative-
ness knocked out of him.

Bulstrode stood panting.

“Are you %ing on ™ Iim asked.

““Oh, oh! o!" pazped Vornon-Smith.

" Will you pgo bac!% lo bed ¥

“ Hang you !"

Bulstrode advanced towards him, hiz fists olenched snd his
eyes gleaming. Vernon-Bmith watched him like a spiteful
cat.

“Are yvon

“"Yes,"” gai

" Yery well

Bulstrode stood, broathing hard, while the Bounder slipped
off his clothes, and returned to his bed. Mr. Cobb and the
select party at the Cross Kevs who were oxpecting Vernon-
Bmith that night were destined to bo disappointed,

CHMGood old Bulstrode ! said Dob Cherry.  * Blow those
lights out, and lot's get to sleep. T don't think the Bowmder
will bound to-might.”

‘“Ha, ha, ha !

Bulstrode turned to his bed. But a sudden thought struck
him, and he turncd back, and came towards Vernon-Smith,
The Bounder looked at him with eyes that scintillated like
o cat's in the dark.

" Smithy,”" said Bulstrede, in a low voice, ** you were going
to the Cross Keys. Were you going alone 1

A bitter sneer crossed the Bounder's lips.

"Find out "' he said,

Bulstrode breathed hard.

“* Will you tell me if you were going alone ™ he said,

“MWo, T won't."

“Was my voung brother going with you?”

“Find out !

Bulstrode

going back to bed?” Dulstrode repeated.
the Bounder sullenly.

rel

iy,

i,
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mind that hizs minor had intended to accompany Vernon-
Smith on that night expedition. It was only a suspicion,
but the Hemove captain irLtended to know whether it was
well-founded or not before he went back to bed.

He paused near the door of the Second Foria dormilory.

The passage was very dark, and he had to grope his way
along; but he knew his surroundings pretty well, and he
raused within a couple of feet of the door.

As he did s0 a voice came from the darkness.

“1s that you, Smithy "

Bulstrode started and gritted his teoth.

1t was the voice of his brother. . _
. His suspicion had been eorrect—Vernon-8mith's companicn
in the night excursion was to have been Herbert Bulstrode,

“The hound!” muttcred Bulstrode inaudibly.

He was speaking of Vernon-Smith, not of Horbert.

Herbert canght some faint murmur of his voice, amd
peered at him through the gloom. They locked like black
shadows to one another in the dark passage,

* Bmithy, is that youi™

“It is I, Bertie.”

Thero was a gasping cxclamation,

“You, George?"

L T b

“Hang it! What are you doing heret”

) I] have come instead of Vornon-8mith,” said Balsivede
grimly,

Herbert muttered something.

“You ses, he couldn’t come,” Bulstrode ¢xplained.

“Are you coming with me?" MHerbert asked, in a low
YOl

“¥Yeg=—into the dorm."

“(Out, T mean.'

“¥You are not going out.”

Herbert ground his teeth.

* Are you going to interfore with me?' he muttered.

“1 must, Bertie.”

“You can't! You sha’n't!”

Herbert's voice came in a hissing whisper,
trembling with anger and disappointment.

“T must! You can't go out, Bertie.”

“Why not?

“¥You know why not as well as I do. Vou can’t po. You
must go back to bed. Bertie, old man, you know you must.”

Bulstrode's veoice _had dropped to o low tone, and it Lad
become pleading. Fellows in the Remove would have been
amazed if they had heard it then, so unlike was it to the
usual tones ol George Bulstrode, the bully of the Lower
Fourth.

But it had no effect upon the obstinate Second-Former.

"I know nothing of the sort,” he said, with & kind of
sparl. “I'm going out! You hear me? I'm going out,
with Vernon-Smith."”

“ Vernon-Smith is not going out.”

“* How do you know? Has he chanpged his nind 2

“I've changed it for him,” said Bulstrade grimly.

" What ! Ifaw do vou mean 7

“1 mean that I found him sncaling out, and I've licked
him till he can't stand,” said the eantain of the Remove.
* Vernon-Smith won't get out of bed apain to-night. Even

~ if he felt inclined for i,

He was

Bulstrede turned away. He
did not go back to bed; he
slipped on his trousers and o
f;ur of slippars, and turned

the door of the dormitory.
He paused to call back a
word fo Harry Wharton.

“* Wharton, old man—"

“ Do you want me?"’ asked
Harry at once.

“Only to see that Vernon-
Bmith does not get out—so
long a8 you are awake, any-
wa.i.;, I can depend on you
to hammer him if he does.”

NEXT WEEK:

Boh Cherey in Search
of His Father

Horry Wharton i keeping
an ¢ve an him™

* Yoo Pr{wenmd him [rom
comng ¥’

i Y‘:‘s.:‘l

Al I suppose you intend
ta prevent me from poing
out, toot"? Ilerbert asked. in
& low wvoice of concenirated

rage.'’

“ Yo M

uWell, ¥ wont ‘b pre.
vented.” said Herbert, “'I'm

%;:-mg. [f you touch me, ]
shall” strike back. You hkoar

o “ ?&:irrather " gaid Harry that 1*
romptly, " “Dertie, old man, don't
“ Thanks 1” A Splendid, Long, Complete Tale e ’

And the caplain of the Re- P £ HORE: P | E];:-g, :,":ﬂtu E;:]-‘,itf EST 1 5::?‘5.

move quitted the dormitory.

of Harry Wharton & Co., of |

let you. What would the
pater eay M he knew 1

H Herbert ! hed -

Greyfriars College, Gl RGN Wmes T

THE TWELFTB CHAPTER. . 1 Wh}ﬂ wnul}{jl ke !n.a}l' if h_-.;i

Lﬂtﬂ w r NAaving one

ULATRODE  strod By FRANK RICHARDS l youteelf, a8 you ueed 1o tel
“uth“ﬂl; al;nt;ﬂt.h; . moe?” he asked bitterly.

dormitory passage. The
suspicion was in hie =
AQ¥ET Liemany ~—No. 178,

] Bulstrode was etricken
silent.
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‘Bulstrode read the terrible treih In his form-master's face. He sank Into a chair beside his brother's bed, his 1

Tt was only woe {rue; what he was forbidding to Ilerbert
wis what he had done himself, many a time—what lie had
boasted about doing, too.

But that did not make it right. Hoerbert's words hit him
hard, but they dicd not change his resohution.

“Well, I'n going i snid Herbert, breaking the silence.
“ 1% vather have gone with Smith, bat I can go alone™

“ You can't go alone.”

“*Come with me, then. Stop all this rot, and come with
me, and have a good fime, as you used to do,” said Ierbert.

“*That's all over.”

“It's not over for me."”

“ Bertie, old man—"" _

“ Look here,” said Herbert, “I've lost enough time
alrcady. I'm late. 1U'm going out now, and yow're not going
to stop me.” 2

ITe made & movement to pass Bulstrode in the passage.
His brother's armi elosed wpon his shoulder and held him
[ast.

Herbert pauscd. e had no choiee in the matter; there
was no escaping the tron grip thet was fustened upon him.

“Let me go " he muttored thickly,

“You can't go”’

I will go!™

Bulstrode drew him towards the dormitory door.

“Get back to bed, Bertic. IUs the best thing you can do.
Get back 1™

“T won't !

“You know I don't want to hurt you,” Bulstrode said,

The Masxer Lisgary.—No. 174,

face dropped into his hands, and he sobbed as il his heart would hfrgnk._

with a quiver in his voiee. " But I can't lot you go ¢out {o
visit those scoundrels, and that's the end of . T shall keyp
vou here; and if you compel me to wse force, 1 shall use it.
Think of what vou are doing; vou're risking being expelied
from the =chool.’

Y You've risked it in the same way.”

“Yox, biteebhut——-"" )

“ But—but—" mimicked ¥erbert. "Oh, I'm sick of
vour ‘ buls.' Look here, I don't ask any favours of you.
I'm wvour brather, and you don't choose to help mo—well,
let us be strangoers, then, I've other friends. Let me gol”

YT ean’t.”

Herbort tremblod with passion.

“1f you don’t let go my shoulder, I shall hit out,” heo
zaicl.

1 won't let you ga!™

Thud !

From the darknezs a clencked fist came crashing—{full upon
Dulstrode’s face. He pave o sharp cry and stappered back.
Iz grasp relaxed, am?iu a sccond the fag had torn himself
away, and dashed down the passage.

Bulstrode staggercd against the wall, almost blinded by
the blow, his senses reeling,

Herbert had roached the top of the stairs before his brother
could think of following him. Then Bulstrode dashed in
purrant.

“ Herbert, stop 1™

A low ejaculation of defiance answered him, and thel was
all, save for the sound of Herbert's receding footfalls.
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Bulstrode dashed down the stairs.

Ho was afraid of missing Herbert in the darkness—and
there were a dozen windows from which the fag could easily
have mads his escape. Bulstrode threw himseli upon the
banisters, and went sliding down at a terrific speed. It was
dangerous enough, in the dark, but Bulstrode was not think-
tn%:}r caring about danger just then.

o reached the bottom of the dormitory stairs just as
Herbort roached it. Fleo knocked against the far in tha
darkness, and Harbert fell to the floor.

Bulstrode’s grasp was upon him the next moment.

T .
Horue Let me oo™

:: Hang 1Elr:ru}':I o

r me back,” said Bulstrode angrily. “ You young cad!
Come back! ~Mind, T mean business; if you }cri-on'E come
quistly, I'll thrash you as I've thrashed Vernon-Smith,”

Hang you

g1ve you one minute.'

Bulstrode minor did not require the minute. He sullenly
returned upstairs with his brother, and they reached the door
of the Second Form dormitory.

:i?ulatr?da opened it, and pushed his minor in.

Yon'll go k to bed,” he zaid. “I'm going to lock this
door on the outside; I'll come early in the morning and
unlock it. Good-pight !"

“Hang you!"

Bulstrode changed the key to the outside of the lock. closed

the door, and locked it. Then he returned to the Removoe
dormitory,

]

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Breaking Bounds.

ERBERT BULSTRODE stood within the Second Form
dormitory, trembling with rage.

He was locked in.

Thersa was no escape from the Sceond Form dormi-
tory; Mr. Cobb & Co. would wait in vain for him in the
little parlour of the Cross Keys,

IHerbert was u prisoner.

He clenched and unclenched his hands, he ground his teeth,
all the wild ungoverned passion of his nature coming to the
surface then.

For his brother, he felt nothing but hatred—bitter hate, and
a longing for rovenge,

gut he was helpless,

rom one of the beds came a dro voiee.

“ Who's that making a row " i

Horbert stood silent.

He did not want to awaken any of the Second Form boys;
he knew that Nugent minor would probably be just as
*down " upon his night excursion as Bulstrode was,

And Herbert had not by any means givan up the idea of
getting out of the school that night and wvisiting the rascals
at the Cross Keys.

Ho remained silent for full ive minutes, thinking it out,

Then he crossed to one of the dormitory windows, drew
himaelf up to 1t with his hands, and looked out.

The moon was climbing above the old tower of Grey-
Er;ara: Ighlit; Close, and the old cloisters, glimmered in the
mlv yrht.

Bulstrode minor dropped back and veturned to hiz hed.
Not with the intention of going to bed, however. He had
far other thoughts in his mind.

e drew the sheets silently from the bed, ripped them with
his Em:l-:crt-kmf{e, and twisted them into ropes.

The countorpane followed suit, and then he knotted the
twisted strips together at the ends and guite 3 long rope was
manufactured.

He returned to the window, climbed upon the deep wooden
frame, and opened the lattice. Ho fastened the end of his
mmprovised rope to an iron bar across the centre of tho
;-.l']m:lifaw. ‘There was ample room for him to squeezo out below

o bar.

His eyes wero glittering as he squeezad through the windaw.

The rope, he know, was hardly long caough, but it woulid
aliow him to reach the sill of & windew on the hrst floor,
from which he could easily clamber to the rround.

Asg for what would be the consequences of his escapade, the
passionate lad did not scem to think of that at all,

The inguiry that was certain to follow the damage done to
his bedelothes would not occur till the morning, and by then
he might have some story invented. It would ho casy to sa
that the other fags had rapsed him by cutting yp his bed-
¢lothes. And a lie or two would not fic very heavily upon
Hevbert's conscionee. It had a zreat doal to bear olroady,
and bore the load quite casily, ;

Harbert squeezed himsell oub of the window, grazped the
rope of sheets, and swnng himself off the sil.

_ A tremor ran through his frame as he found himeelf hang-
mng SPACD.
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Suppose the improvised rope should break—suppose he
should fall? It was death upon the hard flagstones below !

For & moment he regretted his foolhardy enterprize, and
was minded to climb back into the window of the dormijtory,

But it was only for a moment.

All the obstinacy in his nature had been aroused by
opposition, and he was determined to go through with this,
cost what it might,

He siid carefully down the rope.

Hand below hand he went, swinging in space, his feek
clinking against the wall, sometimes on hard stones, some-
times on rustling W{,r.

Loweyr and lower! ;

He swung past 2 window, and then another, Then his
hands were at the end of the rope; and his feet were on a
window-sill.

He let the rops swing loose, and clambered down from the
sill ko the ground.

He paused for a moment to shake his fist at the building,
and then ran quickly across the Close towards the wall on the

road.
The rope of sheets hung and flutkerad in the breeze. Thae
been a warm day, and a warm

brepze was rising; it ha
A drift of clonds

evening, but the nizht was turning stormy.
ohacured the moon, and o few drops of warm rain fell in
the Close of Groviriars.

Herbort hardly noticed it.

He hurried across the Close and reached the ivied wall,
and swung himself up to the top of it and looked over into
the road, :

There was no one in sight—the road was Ii}l‘lﬂl{ and dark.

Bulstrode minor dropped lightly from the wall

Tramp! Tramp!

Heavily the footsteps sounded in the gloom,

The junior at-}rpe . shivering, and crouched low in the
shadow of the wall,

Tramp !

Through the gloom of the road a portly fizure loomed up,
and the fag of the Second dimly recognised P.. Tozer, of
Friardale.

The drift of clouds was still over the moon, and the con-
ﬁl;.:'-!-}:]:lﬂ did not seo the crouching figure in the shadow of the
vwall.

If he had seen him, he would certainly have taken him in
charge, and rung up the porter of Greyfriars and marchod
the junior into the school.

Bulstrode minor waited with beating heart for the .police-
man to [rass.

The clouds fled from the moon, and light streamed down
a,gﬁ,in into the lane, and over the old stone walla of the
college.

But the policeman was past by that time; and he did not
turn his head.

He was only four or five feet from the crouching junior:
but his broad back was turned, and he tramped forward
steadily upon his round, never dreaming of what was just
behind him,

Herbert Bulstrode scarcely breathed.

Tramp! Tramp!

P.c. Toger's steps died away in the distance, and his portly
figure disappeared among the shadows along the road. )

Herbert rose to his feet.

’ He was shaking a little, but a sneering smile curled his
ip,
*That was a narrow shave,’” he muttored.

ile glanced after P.-c. Tozer, and then set his face towards
riardale, and tram away himself as fast as he could go.

Half-past the hour rang ont in chimes from the tower of
Greyfriara, It wanted but a half-hour to midnight.

It was npo time for a jumior of the Secomd to bo abroad;
bt late hours were no new experience to Bulstrode's brother.

Young as hio was, he was old in reckless ways: and at howme
many and many a time he had crept into his room ar tho
window, while his -father and his mother wore asleop and
never even droaming of where and how the lad was occupied.

Right on down the lonely lane tho junior went, never
looking to rvight or left, caving nothing for the silence, the
solitude, the darkness.

A muttering voica from the stile in the lane made him
pause—a cdrunken tramp sat there, balancing bhimsolf with
difficulty, and huskily jerking out snatehes of some coarse
SONE.

[T raized his frowsy head, and looked at the lad with ¢ed
bleared eyes, and Herbert involuntarily guickened his steps.

"1 muttered the tramp.

oo’ -nyrht!
The junior did not reply. He hurried on as fast as he
could. The man slid unsteadily off the stile, and stumblad

after him.,

1 said goo'-nigh' I"' he stammered thickly. * You young
vip! Gimme a bob, I say, to get o bed to-night.”

Hevbert broke into a run

¥
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He heard stumbling footsteps behind him, and ran the
faster. Lights gleamed up through the thin summer rain—
the lights of & public-house on the border if the village.

The footsteps behind him died away; he had shaken off
his pureuer. The lad slackened e, breathing hard. He
wag web with the rain, but he hardly noticed it.  He avolded
the front entrance to the Crow Keys, plunging into the dark
alley beside the inn.

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
A Night * Qut”]

R. COBB, the landlord of the Crose Kevs, and the
reatest raseal in Friardale—or in the whole county,
or that matter—eat in his little parlour. The hour

way late, but Mr. Cobb showed no signe of fai‘:ip_:%le.
Perhaps that was beecaunse he was amuﬁtv:nmeg to lie in bed
until ten or eleven o'clock in the morning; or perhaps he
derived support from the bottle that stoad at his elbow, and
from whic'ﬁ he incessantly replenished his plass, Mr. Cobb
had a very red face and a still redder nose, which showed
that he was a frequent indulger in the cup that chears, or,
at all events, inebriates

Mr. Cobb was not alone. Mr. Banks, the beokmaler, wae
eitting at the table opposite to him, alea with a glass at his
elbow and a fat cigar in his mouth.

There was no one else in the room, bui the French window
opening upon the garden was open, and it looked as if the
two men wera expecting somaona. ]

They were playing cards. When Mr. Banks wae at the
inn he generally spent his evenings in that way.

The expression upon Mr. Banks's fat face ghowed that he
hed been losing. Although accustomed to work together
when there were pigeons to be plucked, the two rascals
filled up the time by gambling with one another, and on
this particular evening the luck hed evidently been with
Mr. Cobb, ]

The bookmaker threw the carde down at last with an oath.
Mr. Cobb looked acress at him and grinned, and filled his
glass again.

“ Finished " he asked.

* ¥Yes, hang you—and the cards!™ i 1

The landlord of the Cross Kevs chuckled, and mixed his
whisky-and-water—very little water and a great deal of
whisky. )

Mr. Banks glanced at the clock with a growl.

“ They're late,'” he said.

“ An hour late,” said Mr. Cobl.

“ They can't be coming.” ; o

“I den't know. Give them a chance fill midnight, any-
way. You see, they may have found some difheulty in
petting away.”

S What 18 the kid coming for?” Mr. Banks asked
nhml;}tiﬁr. “1 suppose his few ehillings are not worth the
trouble.”

Mr. Cobb chuckled again—a very covil chuckle.

“TIn the first place, young Bulstrode has more than a few
shillinge,”’ he said. * He is well supplied with money, and
I have made a five-pound note out of him already. But ift's
mostly Vernon-Smith’s idea. The young raseal 15 the brother
of the fellow Buletrode who used to come here. DBulstrode
is what they call Form captain of Smith's Forin. If he
should get bowled out, he would he able to Jdrag Bulstrode
minor into it, and force Bulstrode to protect him.™

Mr. Banks grunted.

¥¥

"1 soe——

" Yarnon-Smith will make a pretty villain when he grm-.'a
older,” eaid Mr. Cobb, with evident admirztion. “If he
weren't the san of a millionaire, 1 suppose he would become
a racing tout, or something of that eort. That's what he
was born for, I'm sure. He—— Hallel"

There was a step in the garden.

“ Good-ovening, young genllemen ! Cobb
blandly, rising to his feet.

But it was only one person that eame through the open
French windows—DBulstrode minor, red with haste and drip-
ping with rain.

Mr. Cobb looked past him into the darkness and dripping
LA

“Where is Master Vernon-Smith ! he ashed.

Bulstrode miner Fﬂ-ﬁ[}fd for breath.

‘" He can't come,” he said.

“Zan't come !"

"* He's been prevented.”

“0Oh! So you've come alone 7' zaid Mr. Cobb surlily.

Herbert Aushed.

“¥es, If I'm not welcome——"'

0Oh, you're right welcome!" eaid Mr. Banks, whe, in
hie present state of stoniness, was eager fo relieve the junior
even of a few half-crowne. *“8ii down and dry your boots.
Better take vour jacket off.,”

" Thank you !

Mr. Cobb ran the cards through his fingers. They were
not the cards he had used to play with Mr. Banke, Mr.
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Banks was for {oo old a bird to play with cards provided
by his amiable friend of the Croes Keys.

Mr, Cobb had taken a new pack of cards out of a drawer
for Herbert Bulstrode's benefit. They were convenient]
marked on the backs so that the dealer could fell whic
¢ards he was giving out, and Mr. Cobb was an old znd
experienced dealer, and well accustomed to the marks on

those cards.
The swishing of the cards as Mr. Cobb shuffled them was
like music to the enre of the foolish lad from Greyiriars.

He turned towards the table with eager, gleaming eyes.

“I'm ready to play ! he exclaimed.

" Better dry your boots——"

“0Oh, my boote are all right !’

“ Juzt as you like,"" said Mr. Cobb.
be—nap or banker "

* Nap,”™ said Mr. Banks.

* Right-ho I

Herbert Bulstrode dropped into a chair by the table.

As a matter of faet, hie trousers and his jachket were both
wet, and he felt a_chill as he sat down, but he hardly
noticed 1t in his excitement.

'The unfortunate junior felt highly honoured at being
allowed {o play with old, experienced eportsmen like AMr.
Cobb and Mr. Banks, He dicl not seem to have the least
susplcion that he was as wax in their hands, and that their
only use for him was to fleece him of his money. :

“The luck was against you last time, young sir,” eaid Mr,
Banks. "I dare &0y you will ¢lean us out this evening.”

““ Oh, I hope #0!" eaid Herbert,

“* Are you heeled " asked Mr. Cobb facetiously. ;

The landlord of the Cross Keys meant by that question
to ask 1f the junior had come supplied with money.

For answer, Herbert drew his purse from his pocket, and
tnrned out a banknote for five pounds and a couple of
EOVETO1E g,

" Look at that !™ he said.

Tha two rascals looked, and their eyes glistened.

Seven pounds would be quite a little haul for them, and,
for once in a way, Herbert wae as valusble s pigeon io
pluck as Vernon-8mith himself. :

‘I suppose that money's youre?'"” said Mr. Banks, with a
grin,

Herbert flushed.

“I'm not a thief, if that's what you mean,” he said.

“ Mot at all; bu i .

“ My father sent it to me fo gel a bike™ Herbert ax-
plained. “I'm having one made in Courtfield, and some of
the money is paid down, This 18 the rest; but I can s
it in any way [ like.”

“0f couree !'’ :

 Besides, if I win, I shall Tﬂ the bike all the same.’

Mr. Cobhb grinm:fi cheerfully.

“ Exactly—if you win,”’ he assented.

“Change the fiver, and let's start,” said Herbert.

Mr. Cobb went into the bar, and brought back change for
a five-pound note. e laid the money upon the table belore
Herbert, who did not even count it, iz saved Mr.
from laying down the five shillinge he had kept back out of
the amount, and which he would have produced, pleading a
mistake, if Herbert had counted the money. But this was
really honest for Mr. Cobb.

Herbert's eyes glittered as Mr. Banke dealt out the carde.
He had a pile of small eilver before him, and it seemed to
himi that he must win before that money was gone. ]

Then he would return to Greyfriare several pounds in
pocket, and would pay the balance due on his bicycle all the
same,

What he would do il he Jost the money he did not etop to
refloct, That was n coneideration which would not oceur to
his mind till afterwards, For the present, he had the money,
and he intended to gamble with it.

Map is & gama at which a}g;reat- deal of money may be
won or lost—generally lost. Herbert had not the elightest
chance against the two experienced players, even if they
plaved fairly. ; 1

But that they never dreamed of doing. They cheated bim
almost openly, and if he won eometimes, it was only to kee
up the hollow pretence of a game; they could have fleec
him in every round if they had chosen.

An hour e¢licked away on the metal clock on Mr. Cobb's

mantelpiece. The whole building was silent save for the
movements and ﬂLTH&EI}HEIi muttered remarks of
«amblers in the 1nn parlour.
: All the time the r!ile of tilver before Herbert Buletrode
diminished more and more. At the end of the hour he was
down to his last coin, and he lost again, and had to owe &
balance to the others.

Then he poused, white and haggard. ]

Luck, as EE: fancied it, had been againet him, eud he l'l}?a&

“What is the game fo
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Jost: he was eleaned out. He had not a coin Jeft in his
pockats,

Mr. Ufobb and Mr. Banks exchanged glances. Mot a
glimmer of pity for their unhappy vietim was in their loghks
pr in their hogrte; only grim amusement, which they haraly
troubled to conceal. ey were tod accustomed to fleening
tha fonlish and ignorant to have any iender feclings left
on the subject.

Herhert gave them a haggard look.

“I'm cleaned out ! he muttored.

“ Quite out 1" asked Mr. Banks.
£ Quito.  Will you take my 1.0 U™

Mr. Banks rose from the table.

“I'm afraid I must be off now,"” he remarked. *“I've
E};Epg}l too long, ag it As, You'll excuse my hurrying off,

r' e

“ Certainly,” said Mre. Cobb.

Mr. Banks want by way of the bar, and Mr. Cobb accom-
panied him. Herbert sat alone and miserable. He heard a
clinking of glasses in the bar. Mr. Cobb came back into
the littie parlour alone. .

Herbert lookad at him gloomily. ]

“ 8o you won't play on my T O UT" he said.

Mr. (Cobb smiled Llandly.

“I would with pleasure,” lie roplied, " but it's 50 late.
Do you know it'z close on one o'¢lock? Wo've been closed
here a long time. 1 must get to bed.”

“You could stay up long ecocuzh to win all my money,”
said Herbert bitterly.

Mr. Cobb turned upon him.

“Do yvou want me to give it you back ¥’ he asked ecorn-
fullv. * When we let vou into this game, we took you for
a sportsman.”

“1 don't want it back; but—""

“We'll give you your revenge at any time," said Mr
Cabb.

Yo, bhot—"

“But just now you ought to be pgetting back to bed.
Blees it all, vou came an houer late, and you've. been here
over an hour,” said the landlord of the Cross Weys, 1
should got inte troubls if it were known, anyway."

Horbert rose heavily to his feet.

“ [ suppose I'd better go."' he said dully

“Yes. Good-night!"

Horbort Bulstrode did not reply.

He crossed to tho door, put on  his cap, and strode out
into the darkness and the rain. Mr. Cobb meditatively
mixed a fresh glass of whisky-and-water, with a amaller
proportion of water than ever.

# Bevan quid,” he murmured.
and three-pun-ten for Banks.
hour's work, neither.' g

He sipped his whisky-and-water with great enjoyment.
When it was finished, he cressed to the window to close it.
He started a little as a drench of rain came into his face.

“By gum!” murmured Mr. Cobb. **It's still raining.™

He gazed out into the rainy night in some uneasiness.

The rain was descending in ﬁlindirﬁ torrents, and the
Greyfriars lad had gone out into the heart of it, without
pven an umbrella, without even an overcoat.

“ By gum!" murmured Mr. Cobb. “ IHe'll get wot

He closed the window.

“Three-pun-ten for me,
And not so bad for an

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Way of the Transgressor,

FRRBERT walked blindly away from the darkened inn,
There was not a single light gleaming from a
window in the front of the Cross Keys, as Herberf
came out into the street. There waa no light in the
street save the glimmer of a street lamp far away.,

The moon was hidden behind black clouds. The rain was
goming down fast, thicker and thicker every moment.

Herbert Bulstrode hardly noticed it.

Or rather, the dash of the eold rain in his face had a
veviving effect upon him. He did not think for the moment
of the danger of getting wet, after the heated and stifling
atmosphere of the inn parlour, ! :

Ho tramped out blindly and doggedly into the rain.
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The unfortunate lad turned his face towards the distant
school. IIe was exhausted, tired out, depressed, utterly
miserable.

His money was gone.

The Tuck he had hoped for had niot boen his—~he had lost
all his money, and now he had the prospect of the result of
it to face. ] ,

For the money could not be lost without inguiry. His
father had sent it to him te pay for his bicycle. If the
machine was not paid for, his father would hear of it, How
would he explain the loss of the money !

He could not even say that he had lost it, for the number
of the note would then bhe sent to the police, and it would
Lbe stopped. And thab note was in Mr. Cobb's possessicn,

Certainly, it would serve Mr. Cobb right to lose it if
he had te give it up. Buat it would be only too clearly
proved that Herbert i‘lEH.l. gone to the Cross I‘L:-is that night
—and that meant expulsion from Greyfriars. And he knew
what kind of a reception his father would give him at home
if he returned there expelled in disgrace from Greyiriars,

How was he to account for the loss of the money ¥

iz brother might help him. He thought of that with a
sudden sense of relief,

His brother, whom he had insulted and injured—would
he help him? Could he help him to that extent?

But even that was not all! FEven if the money wera re-
placed, what then? The foolish lad was already thinking
of further attempts to win baek what he had lost. To win
back onc's lossos—the mirage that has led so many gamesters
on to thetr doom. That was the wild vision that Herbert
could not drive from his mind.

He tramped on through the rain,

The water was soaking through his clothea, He wae
drenched to the skin, even hia boots were soaked. But he
did not notice it. Rapid motion kept him warm, and he did
not care for the rain,

A figure loomed up in the gloom and wet.

“ Btop, there!"

Horbort Bulstrode starled.

He knew apgain the husky, drunken voice—it was that of
the tramp he had passed in the lane on his way to the
Cross Keya, ]

He had fnr%::rttan the man—quite forgotten him. The
drunken wretch had been revived, probably, from sleep
under a hedge by the cold rain. He was staggering along
iz the direction of Friardale, and he almost ran into Herbert
Bulstrode.

“ Stop 1Y

A foul hand grasped the boy's shoulder.

Through the rain came a momentary ﬁ‘leam of the moon,
and the man blinked at the junior with bleary eyes.

“ 8o it's you," he muttered.

Herbert struggled in his grasp.

“Let me go! Let me go!”

“ You give me your purse!™ -

i{:rhﬁrt, with a ferce laugh, drew the purse from his
pocket. ;

“You may take it,"" he said.

“VYour watch, then”

“I won't!" L

A heavy hand crashed upon the junior, and he recled
under the blow., He rathered all his strength, and crashed
his two fists into the brutal, bleared face,

The ruffian gave a cry and fell,

Herbort ran down the lanes,

He hoard a savage voice behind him, but he ran on
furiously, and the tramp did not follow him far.

Herbert stopped at the school wall, out of breath.

“ Hang him ! he muttered. . 1

He clambered over the wall. He was [eeling eick and
faint. The blow the tramp had given him had made hia
heaad sing. ] . o

He rolled over the wall, missed his hold, and fell inside.
He had not the strength to rise fob the moment. Ile lay
dazed in the rain. . .

When he staggeved to his feat at last, he groped his way
across the Cloze, the rain beating down upon him hard and
fiercely,

T}‘mrhﬂ}f paused by the house wall, where the rope of
shieets hung fluttering from the window of the Second-Form
dormitory. ; y :

He supported himself with his hand upon the stone wall,
while he groped for the window-sill above him. _

As o matter of fact, the unfortunate lad was almost in a
fever by this time, nlthough he did not realise it.

He climbed upon the window-sill, and groped and groped
far the Buttering rope, which the wind carried out of his
roach. :

He grasped it ot last, and began to climb. His head was
swimming.

i | mu§t get in ! he muttered fiercely.

He olung desperately o the rope.

“There is not a coin in it."

“1 must get in!"'
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But he could not climb, Again and again he tried, but it
w::.:i_ impossible.  His strength was spent; his brain was
recling, ] :

He made an effort to get upon the lower eill again, and
milsisenih iE.. The rope slid through his hands, and he fell.

F

He hardly felt the shock as he fell—only a dull pain, and
then cohlivion. ) )

He made one feeble movement, and lay still—=ilont—his
white, set face ugtun]ed to the pouring rain. _

Heavier and heavier the rain beat down upon him—
horder and heavier. It ran over him in little streamlets, it
covered him and sosked him. He did not move.

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
An Alarm In the Right.
R. QUELCH, the master of the Remove, stirred in
his bad and awoke. 2
A strange sound was echoing through his room,
- and several times he had sfirred in his sleep, un-
consciously disturbed by it, and now at last his cyes opened.

Swish, ewish !

The Remove-master sat up in bed.

Swish, awish !

What was that strange sound? It was as if someone were
lashing at the panes of hiz window with a cloth.

But surely it could not be that!

He listenad intently,

Swish, swish !

Clout !

“ Dear ma!” murmured Mr. %:lﬁin}h i

He stepped out of bed. The thought of burglars was in
his mind—the thought that someone was trying to enter his
window.

Ha stepped to the window and loocked ocut. There waes
no blind down, and the window was ?en at the top. Mr.
Quelch was hygienic in his ways, and did not sleep with his
window hermetically sealed.

Nothing was to be seen.

Darkness blotted the window, broken only by a fitful gleam
of the panes as the rain lashed upon them.

Bwish, awish !

Mr. Queleh started as the rfound came again at the
window,

Something white fluttered through the darkness, and
swished on the window-panes, and fluttered away again.

For some moments the Remove-master stood petrified.
Then a ewift thought flashed into his mund, and he threw
the window up.

Swish !

He caught ot the fluttering objeet with his hand, as the
wind blew it nearer.

It was & rope of szheets, soaked and drippiug with rain,
blown about by the wind, which was rising snd blowing
more freshly from the sen every moment,

Y Pear me! said Mr, Quelch.

He Lknew what the rope of sheets meant, It meant that
somoone had descended from a window above, and., from
the situation of the rope, Mr. Quelch knew that it must be
from the Second-Form Jﬂrmitur}r.

A very grim look came over his face.

He turned on his electric light, dressed himself quickly,
and quitted the bed-reom.

With quiet steps he made his way up to the next Roor, and
stopped at the door of the Second-Form dormitory.

The door did not open to his hand.,

But as he tried the handle, he felt the key in the lock on
the outside.

The Remove master wids amazed. Somcone had evident]y
quitted the dormitory by way of the window. But who had
lacked the door on the outside?

It was amazing !

Nut the Hemove-master did not stop to wrestle with that
problem then, He unlocked the door, entered the dornu-
tory, and switched on the light.

The zound of the door opening, and the sudden plare aof
light, awakened many of the boys. Dicky Nugent sat up in

bed rubbing his eves.
* Halla 1 he mutterad.
“Gireo ! said Galty,

“Wharrer marrer 7" murmured Samuny Buanter, half in
hig sleep,

Mr. Quelch strode into the room.

** Bomeone has broken bounds and gone out of this dormi-
tory by means of & rope from the window,” he exclaimed
gternly. )

* My hat!"” .

Mr. Quelch glanced up and down the dormitory, The
bed next to E‘;ﬂ.mm;,r Bunter's was empty.

* Bunter minor

"“"Groo! Yessir! Yaw-aw!”

“ Whose bed waa this, next to yours?"

" Bulstrode minor's, sir.”

“ e ONE
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something of the little ways of Bulstrode minor, slthough

the new boy was not in his Form. ] .,

' Bulstrode minor!" he repeated. * Where is he now?

Sammy Bunter groped under his pillow for his spectacle-
case, put his glasses upon his fat round nose, and blinked
at the empty ged

“ He seams to be gone, sir,” he stammered.

“ 1 know he is gone. He had evidently left the room by &
rope from the window,” said the master of the Remove,

“My hat!" sjaculated Sammy Bunter involuntarily.

“ Do you know where he iz gone T

* WNao, sir"

“ Do you know, Nugent minor?™

Dicky Nugent shook his head.

“*No, sir. I had no idea that he was gone™

" Does anyone herve knowi™

There was no reply. L

Most of the Becond-Formers were awake by this time,
but the few who had some suspicion of where the new boy
was gona were not inclined to betray him to a Form-master.
They might dislike Bulstrode minor, md_thE¥: might rag
him, but their code of honour forbade anything like sneaking
to a master about a Form-fellow.

“ Has Bulstrode minor ever been absent of a night before,
Nugent?" asked Mr. Quelr:.h,

“1 don’t know, sir’ _

“ And you canmot tell me where he is gone ¥'"

“I don’t kpow, sir.” ] = 2

“*Very well, 1 shali acquaint Mr. Pyle with this, and nhe
will doubtless look into the matter,’” snid the Remove-master
quictly. * What are you getting up for, Nugent minor?”

“T was thinking, sir——"" Dicky Nugent hesitated a little.

" Well?" said Mr. Quelch sharply.

“I1t was o jolly risky bizney getting down from the
window, =g’ faltered Nupent minor. “ The silly young
ass may have fallen, and—"

M. éuelr:h started. .

“1 will look in the Close at once,” he said.
go back to bed™

" Yes, sir.” o )

The Remove-master ext!nﬁumhedlthﬂ light and left the
fﬂrmitﬁr&‘, but the Second Form did not ge to sleep in a
ICTY. ;

Tha novel ceourronee had excited them too much for that.
They ezat up in bed discussing it in low, exeited tones.

Mr. Quelch hurried down to the bed-rcom of the Second
Form-master, and called Mr. Pyle. Thet gentleman when
he heard what the Remove-master had to tell him, dressed
himself at once. .

“This is vory shocking, Mr. Quelch,” he said. “T had
observed that Buletrade minor had no very rood character,
but I never suspectod anﬁhm of this sort.”

“ Weither did 1, said Mr. Euelah, with a frown.

* It is terrible.” e :

* There iz some danger that the reckless lad may have
fallen, although I do not really think it is likely," said the
Remove-master. 1 thought that we had better take a
look into the Close. Of course, the matter is yours to deal
with.”

“We will go at onee.”

Mr. Pyl lighted a bieyele lantern, and the two masters
descendod the steirs. They put on macintoshes, and went
ont into tho Close. . )

The wind and the rain drove foreefully into their feces,
and they gasped for breath as they gquitted the shelter of
the deorway.

“ Bless my zond |
My, Pylo gasped.

“ T imagine he went out before the storm came on,” Mr.
Quelch said ,

* Veg, yes. I suppose zo."

* Thiz 13 tho way.” ) .

Keeping closo to the wall, to aveid, as far as possible, the
force of the wind, the two masters made their way to the
spot. directly beneath the window of the Second Form
{]i-n-rmimrg. .

Mr. Pyle flashed the light through the rain.

A sudden cry broke from him.

" Good heavens!™

“ What is it exclaimed Mr. Quelch,

“ Ok, look!™ 1

Then the Remove-master echoed the other’s exclamation.

The hight of the lantern gleamed upon a white face up-
turned in the rain—a white, set face, that seemed alveady
to have the seal of death set upon it :

“ Bulstrode minor !’ exelaimed Mr. Queleh, in horror,
“Then he had fallen !

** Oh, heavens " ‘ _ .

M. 'P':fln- looked at the white face in fascinated horror.

“You may

What & night lor a lad to venture out!™

Mr. Qﬁelch compressed his lips. He had already observed For tha moment he could not find his voice. Heo trembled
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in every limb az he loocked upon the ghastly countenance
of Bulstrode minor.

“Is he—izs he—"" ho faltered )

Ho oould not finish the sentence. The terrible word that
was in his mind seemed to refuse to pass his lips.

Mr. Quelch did not reply immediately. -

He knelt beside the insensible junior, and felt his heart
for 8 moment. A low exclamation of relief escaped him.

“ Neo,'" he said quietly.

“He lives "

£E Y‘EF,'I

““ Thank Heaven!"”’ :

“He is insensible,” said the Remove-master, in a low,
aritated voice, “ How much he is injured it is impossible
to tell here. Help me to get him into the house.”

1] Y'E-"-P.'_r F'Eﬂl!”

They lifted the lad between them, and, drenched by the
rain_as they went, they bore him into the house,

o E‘ring im into my room,” said Mr. Queleh.

did ut_‘li ]

 He cannot be taken into the dormitory. It may be im-
possible to move him apgain, and he may need guiet. He
ghall be put inte my bed.”

“ But you—"

* Never mind me."

* Yory well”

Bulstrode minor was carried into Mr. Quelch's room. He
was laid upen a couch, and there the Form-master undressed
hin to examine hiz injuries. The junior was still insensible.
Mr. Quelch glanced vound at the agitated master of the
Second.

“Will you wake Wingate?' he asked.

“¥es, yos, certainly ! But——"'

“Tell him a boy has had an aceident, and ask him to cycle
fo Frisrdale for a doctor.”

“In this weather——"'

“Tt may be a case of life and death. Tell Winrate so,
and he will not hesitate.”

“* Very well™

Mr. Pyle quitted the bed.room. The Remove-master
stripped the anhappy fag and rubbed him dry with a towel.
The fall from the rope had not caused any great mjurr—
it had been too short—but the boy was evidentiy 1n a serious
state.  The Remove-master put him ioto the bed and
covered him warmly up. ;

Then Mr, Queleh sat by the bedside watching um, gleop-
less now, anxious only for the lad whose temerity and
desperate hardihood had cost him so dear; and. meanwhile,
Wingate of the Bixth was on his bicycle, niding furiously
through wind and rain for the doctor from Iriardale.

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER.
Black News.

ORNING dawned upon the old school.
M At the first clang of the rising-bell, Bulstrodo of

the Remove jumped out of bed. e had not for-
gotten  the locked door of the Second Form
dormitory.

If that door were found locked it would load to inqguiry
and suspicion, and DBulstwede was very anxious that nothing
should bo discovered of his Lrother’s attemipted oscapade.
OF what had happened sinea ho had locked the dormitory
door npor Herbert, Bulstrode, of course, be knew noething.

The captain of the Kemove hurried on his clothes and
sivade from the dormitory before the rising-bell had ceased
to clang.

Ho veached the Second Form dormitory very quickly, and
aiterapted to turn the key. He gave a start as he dis-
covered that the door was already unlocked.

Ho opened it, and looked inio the room.

The Second-Formers wers already getting up. As a rale,
they stuck 1o their beds till tho last sound of the rising-bell
had died away—some of them later than that. But this
morning they woere all carvly risers, and their excited looks
showed that something very unusual was the causo of it.

+ * Herbert "' called out Bulstrode.

The fars looked at him.

“ Whero is my brother?" asked Bulstrode, looking up and
down thoe dormitory in surprise. " He hasn't gone yet,
surely=—not gono down yet?’ .

" He's not here,” said Nugent minor.

“Then he's pone down?”

[ES :,"‘!D‘II‘

“What do you mean?’ exclaimed DBulsirode angrily.
“ He must have gone down if he's not here, 1 suppose?”

“Ha wont out last night——"

" What ¥

“ And ho hasn't soma back.”

Bulstrode staggered against the door.
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comp back!” he exclaimed

“ Went out, and husn't
hoarsely.

Lu Yaﬁrl‘i

“ But—ht —"" . L .

“1 don't know what to make of it,"” said Nugent minor.
“ Quelehy eame in in the middle of the night inguiring after
him. He found he was wone, and that there was s rops of
sheots from rho window.’

“Tha window! Oh, I never thought of that

% Sinen then we don’t know anything, excepting that your
minor hasn't como back, Bulstrode™

** Ha hasn't come back? Bl.but—— 'Then he was ouf
all night”" gasped Bulstrode. ** Oh, the youn fool—tha
reckless voung duffer ! He'll be expelled for this! Bat
what has becoms of him—why hasu’t ho como bagk?

Dicky Nugent shook his head, ]

“Blessed if T know!” ho said. * Tho rope’s still ’chm:g,
and he could have elimbed in, I su}p_pnﬁf:; and he hasn't
fallen, or we should have heaxd somethimg about 1t, I should
think. I don't know what's beeome of him.”

Bulstrode almest staggored from the dormitory.

Hia face was pale as death. . .

After locking the dormitory door upon his minor tho
previous night, he had gone back to bed thinking that
Herbert was aafo for the night, and never dreaming but
that ho would be found sale in his bed at rising-bell.

That the lad would have the temerity to guit the house
by the window, at such a breakneck height from the ground,
by means of a rope of twisted sheets, had never even
oceurred to him. It oceurrad to him now too late.

His face, as he re-entersd the Remove dormitory, drew
soneral attention towards him.

The Removites were busy with $]J1wnge and towel. Harry
Wharton suspended the sponge that, dripping with cold
water, he was passing over his glowing skin, as the captain
of the Remove come in, ;

"]ded heavens, Bulstrode! What's
exzlaimed.

“Prouble, T guess,’ said Fisher T. Fish.

Bulatrode looked at them almost wildly.

“ My young brother?'

“What's happened to him?"” ;

1 don't knew,"” panted Bulstroade. “ Ile got out 41:-1' the
dormitory window last night, and he basn't come baek.”

* Grear Seott!” ]

Vernon-Smith burst into a scoffing laugh, ]

“Vou'd have donoe better to let’ me po with him, after
all,” ho exelaimed. . i )

Bulstrode did not reply, In his anxiety and fear for his
voung brother he did not even notice the scoffing words of
tha Bounder . i . :

“T say, this iz serious,” Bob Cherry exelaimed. *1I sup-
pose thera hasn't been an ageident? If he had fallen——

BTt was a risky thing to do” L

“Yas but—— Look here, you'd better inguire. The
matter must be known, anyway,” zaid Uarry Wharton
“ Tt pan't ba hidden that he's away from school now."

“ Quelch knows., He was in the SBecond dorm. last night,
looking for Bertie™ e
¥ Then ask Queleh if ho knows anything.
Bulstrode nodded, and guitted the room. Tt was a good
idea. Mr, Quelch knew already as much as he could learn
fram Duolsgrade. and thove could be no betrayal of Herbert in

speaking to him on the subject.

Dulstrode went to Mr. Quelch’s room, and tapped on the
door. The master of the Bemove did not bid him enter.
The door was opencd guietly from within, and Mr. Quelch
himself stepped out into the passage. Bulstrode eauglt a
limpse of a man in black, in the room near the bed, cre Mr,
gl:uﬂich closed the door again. ) o

The Rewmove-master looked at Bulstrode inguiringly. and
very lkindly.

8pealk low,"” he said. . _ .

“ Yo, sir,'” said Bulstrode, in wonder. * Certainly.
want to ask vou about my young brother, sie”

Mr. Queleh looked haed at him, .

“Did vou knew that he was breaking bounds last night,
Dulstrode ¥ he asked.

“ No, sir.” _

“ You know he intended to do s0? VYou had better tell
me all, Bulstrode—this has developed into a fearfully serious
matter.”

“I knew e intended to go, sir

Mr. Quelch started.

“You stopped him, Bulstrode 1" .

“ Yes, sir, and locked the door of the Second dormitery
upon him.” said the captain of the Remove. 1 never
suspreted that he would try to elimb out of the window,

“Ah! It was vou locked the dermitory door on the out-
side, then?"

Y es, Bir.

ll‘l

tho matter®™’ he

I—I

I stopped him.*
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“1 found it 50.7° said Mr. Queleh, " Your brotlrer did not
return ; we found him in the Close, under the window.”

Bulstrode gave a wild ory.

“* Mot—not——""

He broke off helplessly. . 1

“ Calm yourself, Bulstrode,” =aid Mr, Queleh, in his quiet
voice, * Nothing of the sort. Ile had {fallen, bl the fall
wag not dar encugh to hurt him. He had evidently fallen in
hﬂgmmng‘ to climb the rope on his veturn.”

* Then—then—"

“He was inscosible, end—and in a feverish state, foo.
He had lain there in the rain—how lon . I do not konow;
but I suppose we shall discover when we iarn what were his
movements last night, while he Was away from the school.
He was drenched, and he awoke this morning in a high
fever,™

“Oh 1"

*Wingate cycled Jast night to Friardale for the doctor, and
brought him here, and he is here yet,” said Mr. Queleh,
“ Your brother’s state is serions, but we have every hopa.
The poor lad has been through a torrible time, and he was
in no phf'sica! condition to stand 1t, owing, I am afraid, to
his own folly.”

“ Poor old Bertic !

‘1 am very sorry for him, and for you,” =aid Mr, Quelch.
“¥ou have the satisfaction, however. of knowing that he
does not owe this to gﬂu—lhnt his escapade was entively his
own, and that you did your best to save him."

“IE—if 1 had let him go, he wouldn’t have climbed out of
the window." Bulstrode said brokenly., ** He might havo
been all right.”

“¥ou must not think such thoughts as that,” said Mr.
Quelch. * In the first place, the fall did not hurt him: he
certainly did not fall frem a greater height than the lowest
window-sll, upon which he must have elimbed to reach the
rope, and i he had been getting in at the window instead,
he might have fallen in precisely the same way. But even
if he had broken his necl, BuTitrﬂde-, in o fall from the
dormitory window, vou would still have done your duty in
stopping his going out as you did. Tt i3 uscless, and may ko
wicked, to think that things would be better 17 one did net do
right. It iz always best to do what is right.”

“ Yes, sir,”" said Bulstrode miserubly.

“I will ot vou know how vour brothor Progresses, Tiul-
a—th-&lilai‘a’:pﬂaid Mr. Quecleh. “¥ou must bear Lhis bravely,
e :

%u]atmdﬂ nodded, without replying, and Mr. Quelch
entered the bhed-room again. The captain of the Remove
turned slowly away. ‘

It was black news that he had had thet morning, and the
news that was to foillow was blacker.

THE EIGHTEENTH CHAPTER,
Under the Shadow.

INERE were hushed vaoices in Groyfrinrs thut morning.
II I Even the Becond Form were quict, and moved about
on_tiptoe,
Bulstrode minor was sick.

That was all the news at fArst, but it was known, and per-
foctly well understood, that the sickpess wos of a serious
nature,

All kinds of rumours were afleat on the subject; but ono
thing scemed Lo be clear—chat Bulstrode minor had broken
bounds the previous night, that he had failed in lis attemps
to re-cnter the school, and that he had lain for some tine
unprotected in the raing in a faing of soe sort.

Buch an experience was likely to toll leavily upon the
strongrest -:unstitlutiu:n, and Bulstrode minor’s constitution
was far from being strong.

I: might have been, but by his owe wiys and habiizg, he
had reduced himself to o fraill and irvitable comdition, prone
to break up utterly under any unusual strain.

And under this strain, the weak and il-conditioned body
had fatled him.  He was awalencd in a fever, and even yet
e did not know the faces reund him.

I, Payne had not Jeft the school. That alone was o
serious aspect of the case, for the locul doctor was a busy
man. And when Trotter, the puage, was sout down to tho
village at brealfast-time, with a telegram for Bulstrode's
futher, on electric shock rap througlh the school,

Mr. Bulstrode had been telegraphed for,

Then there was no time even for a Jetter !
gave the whole seliool o painful shoek,
there was danger !

Danirar !

And at thet terrble word, veices grew hushed, and the
most careless of faces became serious,

HRulstrode minor was in danger!

The Greyfrars fellows were very guict when they went in
to lessons that morning. There was o stony calinness in
Goeorge Bulstrode’s face.

He was thinking of his brother, and e could hardly realiso
the terrible truth of it DBertic was in danger! Forgolion
now was the sullen, ohstinate natece, the fierce recklessnoss
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of the black sheep of the family, the cruel blow he had
struck the previous night. All was forgotten, cxecpting that
he was Bulstrode's brother, and in dangoer !

Bulstrode moved about like a fellow in a dream. And
every other fellow in the Remove tried to ehow himi some
kindeess. They felt for him—-they undorstood,

Mr. Quelch looked grave and reserved as he tool the class
that morning. He purposely spared Bulstrode, giving the
captain of the Remove little or nothing to do. But presenily
it camne to Bulstrode'’s turn to construe, and he rose to his
feet, book in hand.

His eyes wandered on the page, wildly, as he vainly strove.
to fix his attention upon his work,

. The printed page danced before his cyes—instead of the
lines of the old Roman poct, ho saw a white face with the
mapring of death apon it, leeking at him from the book.

f‘f IL:u on from Est in conspectu Tencdos,” suid Mr. Quelch
softly,

Bulstrode tricd to go on,

But his voice broke.

_He suddenly laid down the book and covered his fuce with
itis_hands, and burst into tears,

There wus a strange thrill in the cluss.

_Such a scene hod never been witnessed in the Remove
Formn-room before.

The hur]i,_r Removite stood, his face hidden by his hands,
his strong forin shaken by o heavy sob, while the class sat
silent, grim.  Mr. Queleh came a step towards the captoin of
tha Bemove.

“You need not go on, Bulstrade,” ho said kindly. * I
vou do not feel it for work this MOrning  you s{mll L
oxcused lessona.’

“Thank you, sir,” Bulsirode faltered.

" You may leave the eluss-room, if you prefer

Bulstrade moved out of his place,

The Form-room door closed behind him, and the Remove
were left with eoncerned faces. Fow hod over deeamed of
seeing Nulstrede, once the bully of the Remeove, break down
in_public in this way.

Lessons were done that morning in o very desultory
Fashion; but the Formonaster wias nob ha upon  the
Remorve,

When the class was dismissed, they trod from the Form-

room on tiptoe, and gathered in groups in the passares pnd
the Close to tallt in bushed “hiaﬁerﬂ.I [ B

How was Bulstrode minor getting on ?

That was the guestion that was in all minds.

He was in bed in Mr. Quelel’s room—the Remove-nraster
had given up his room to the invalid. 1lo was not in a state
to be removed to the schon! saputorium.  Dr. Puyite was still
it the school. He had driven away for a couple of hours in
the morning, but he had returned—and remained.

Bulstrode's fatlier and mother were expected every minutd
iy,

Bulstrade was hanging about the pates to mect thent,
ITis fuce was colourless, and Le was untidy in his sppearance,
his eyes hagravd. The weight that had fallen upon his Jifa
seemed to have completely crushed the captnin of the
Remove,  He had not the Twart to go down to the station
and meet his parenis, but waited for them at the gates of
ihe sehool, hanging about with drooping head, and his hands
in s pockets,

; ]-}wn Gosting, the =chool porter, vave him a sympathetic
ool

Y You cheer hup, sie)" said Gosling, “Wot T savs is this
’rt‘t'ﬁlﬂi,r’----}'uu chevr hup, and ope for the bhest, Master DBul-
strode.

Bulstrade nodded without replyving.

[e eould not speal. Hardly 2 word had passed Lis lips
sinee ho left the Form-room that morning, after breaking
down in his worlk.

There was a sound of wheels in the road, and Dulstrade’s
woury eyes vaised themselves from the ground.

It was the hack from the station that was approaching, and
Julstrode could see bis father and his mother in it

Only lately they had visited Greyfrinrs on the oceasion of
the ericket-imateh with 8t. Jim's College, and on that ocea-
st tirere had been trouble between Bolstrode and  his
preople.  That was over now; but theve was trouble of a
mora serious Kind te greet Mr. and Mrs. Rulstrode on this
visit, to Greyiviars. The [lead’s telegram had  naturally
caused alavm; and Mrs. Dulstrode was erying softly in the
hack, and the old gentleman, who prided hunself upon bheing
hard and self-contnined, wos sitting bolt upright, Lkecping his
features composed, but with a great offort.

The haek stopped, and Bulstrpde opencd the door.

Mr. Bulsirode, forgetting for the moment the attitode of
superhoman calmness he had assamed, grasped the hand of
his elder son.

Y Learge I

Ha broke off, gasping, " Georgel”
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H Yes, dad.”

I*l‘ Gwirga! He's all ripht—so far? For goodness’ sake,
te g

G ﬁg’ﬁ only a little worse, the doctor says.™

“Only a Lttla! Oh!"

They walked to the house together, Mrs. Bulstrode was
leaning heavily upon her son's arm. Her veil was thiock over
her face to hide her tears, but it could not wholly hide
thm;;i The boys tool off their caps respectfully as they

assod.

P Mother,”" whisperad Bulatrode, * it wasn't my fault—you
know that. I looked after him all I could.”

“I'm sure you did, my boy.”

1 tried to keep him 1m. Goodness knows I did my best!
I'd have done anything,” said Dulstrode miserably, ** O,
mother, I wish I wera lying thers now, in his place, if he
could only be well and strong again [

' How did it happen?” said Bulstrede's father.

Bulstrode told him. He made it us kind for Hechert as he
could. The old gentloman listened with knitted brows.

“ Poor old Bertic was only reckless—he never meant any
harm,' said DBulstrode, with a broal in his voice. “ I—I
wigh I could have helped him more.”

“"T've no doubt you did ell you could. George," said the
old gentleman. *‘ Take us to him—we must see him.”

" This way, [athex!" :

Br. Quelch regeived them at the door of his room, and
showed them in to the bedside where the suffercr lay.

THE NINETEENTH CHAPTER.
The Last Scene.

ERBERT lay in bed, and the pillow under his head was
hardly whiter than the face that lay upon it. .
His eyes were wide open, staring blankly at the eeil-
ing overhead, and his white lips were never still for a
mament.

From his moving lips poured an incessant babble of words,
as the fever moved ?zim—-wﬂrds that had a strange sound
upon the lips of one so young—half-told, broken stories of
reckless doings and wild experiences. :

“ Bertie," murmurcd his mother—"" Bertie!
know me?’’

wild eyes did not even turn upon her.

“He is delirious,” ssid Dr. Payne, softly; and he drew the
weeping mother aside, and she sank into a chair by the
window.

My, Bulstrode stood looking down upon the delirious junior.
He heard from his son's lips words he had never dreamed
of hearing from them.

Mutterings of gambling, of night excursions, of smoking,
and even of drinking-—wild mutterings that were helf troe
and half imaginary—thoe fevered images of a maddened, dis-
torted brain,

“Good heavens!” muttered the unhappy father, * Good
heavens!"

Bulstrode stood with frozen lips. e had expected all this.
He !.'ﬁ::l known more than his father what his younger brother
was like.

But there was no condemnation now in Bulstrodo's face.
What Herbert was saying was only what he might himself
have said a few months before. Hoerbert was no worse than
he had been; but he had chanped, and Ierbert had -not.
That was the diffcrence.

And the downward path had led the unhappy bov to this!
Truly it was said, from of old, that the way of the trans-
gressor is hard, .

Mr. Quelch tapped Bulstrode lightly upon the shoulder.

The boy understood, and he left the bed-reom silently,

closing the door behind him.
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Don't you

Ho walked away miserably down the passage. At the end
of the passage a group of Removites were waiting for him.

Harry Wharton squeezed his arm.

* How is he now, Bulstrode?"

Bulstroda groaned.

E1] Wﬂl‘ﬂ-’l'_-" -['l!'

“I'm sprry ! You're sure? . g e

“ The doctor doesn’t say so, but I can see it in his face,"
Bulstrode muttered. * Herbert is delirious now."

“ Btill delirious?"

““Wes, and when that i

Bulstrode did not finish.

The tears started to his eyes, and he strode abruptly away,
his hands thrust deep into his pockets.

“Tt's bad,” said Bob Cherry, with & miserable face. ““It's
rotten! But—but the poor kid ecan't be going to—to—"

Ha broke off with the word unuttered.

Harry Wharton shuddered. The same ferrible thought was
in his own mind, and in the minds of all the other fellows.

“Heaven forbid!™ he mutterad. ]

“1 guess this lays me out,” said Fisher T. Fish. *It's
awfﬁj‘: Poor old kid! I'm glad, now, that I was never down
an him."

“We did our best for him,” said Harry. It wasn’t much

aod, but it was all wo could do, and I'm glad about it.

ut—but I wish I could have dprﬂvﬂntad this. It's terrible!
I never expected to see poor old Bulstrode cut up like this."

The juniors went into efterncon lessons with grim and
gloomy [nces, ) )

A shadow was hanging upon the school! It seemed as if
a shadow hung over the old place, end dimmed the bright
rays of the July sun. :

Was it the shadow of the wings of the Angel of Death?

Work was & mere hollow pretence that afterncon. No one
in the school could put his mind to it, for it was known now
t-l'_m.fl:._1 Bulstrode minor would probably not live through the
nigak.

J'fﬁr*lﬂ.unﬁ the fever went it would leave life at the lowest
flickering point, and the unhappy lad had no fund of vitality
to draw upon to tide him ovar the crisis. R

A lad in good health, a lad who had spent his leisure
hours on the cricket-field, or in healthy exercise, would have
had a good chance. But Bulstrode minor had neyer done
that. & was in no condition to stand the strain put upon
him.

Without anything being -actually stated on the subject,
the juniors came to understand gradually that there was
little or no hope.

It had a stunning ecffect upon them. .

Fellows moved about the school as if in a waking dream,
and spoke only in whispers, or did not speak at all.

Bulstrede minor was dying! | -

Every heart went out to gulstmdc at this hour of anguish,
Even follows who had disliked him tried to show what they
felt, tried to do any little service for him.

The captuin of nﬁ'm- Bemove noticed nothing.

Ho was like a fellow crushed and dazed by a cruel blow.
He nover spoke; he did not eat; he hardly rvaised his cyes
from the ground. )

When, in the cool of the evening, Bulstrode was called
into the sick-room, all the fellows knew what it mocant,
and they pathered in a crowd at the end of the passage,
very eilant. : ;

Tglluls-tmdc- entered the room of death with white face and
faltering steps. .

He know—vet he could hardly realisc—that he was about
to lose his brother! ; .

Flerbert lay back in the bed upen o heap of pillows, his
face white and drawn, his eyes strangely large and scomingly
Iugin-::rua. i .

a WaAS Quile cOonscloud oW,

The delirium had passed, and he had been left at the H‘-c&nt
of utter exhaustion. The candle of life flickered very low;
the fame, with nothing in reserve to draw upon, was about
to expire. Life was spent in the frail and wasted frame.

Herbert's eyes turned upon hie brother. Mra, Bulstrode
waz sobbing silently in a chair by the window. Mr. Bulstrede
stood grim and silent, stunned. Bulstrode drew slowly up
to his brothar's bedside. ‘ . .

Harbert's white lips twitched into a kind of smile.

“Goorge!" he murmured, barely audibly,

Bulstrode came closer,

“ (3h, Dertie!™

“J—=I'm going!" muttered Heorbert.
won't say so, but I know it!

“* Bertio ["

“I've heen totten to yvou, and vou've done all you could
for me,” said Hecbert hoarsely, ** I struck you last night!"

Bulstrode groancd. : .

““ Don't speak of that, Bertie, don't! Do yeou think :E-‘:ﬂ.l,'q}
for that! Oh, if T had only known—if I'd only known.”

Herbert smiled faintly.

“1 know it!

They
I'm so sorry, George !
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“* But you didn't, George; you couldn't help it! 1 pever
thought it was the last wild night—last night—but it was.
What a fool, what a fool I've been™

Bulstrode groaned again.

" d-bye, old George:; and—amnd be zood to mother—
better than I've been,” muttered Herbert, * I've caused
her worry ennupc;(h- You must make 1 up™

Bulstrode nodded, sobs choking his voice,

The white lips did not move again. The light was fading
from the face of Herbert Bulstrode. His brother held his
hand, and terrible fear tugged at his heart as he felt it
-grow cold in his grasp.

Herbert stirred ance,

" It's cold " he muttered, " Cold! Oh, mothor!"™

His mother was sobbing by his bedside. The boy did not
speak apain. Like a flame that iz burnt out, the hfe of

erhert Bulsirode Aickered away.

Mr. Quelch gently detached the ¢old hand from Bulstrode’s
grasp. Bulstrode staggered, s eves turning wildly wpon
the Form-master,

“He—oh, he's not! I won’t beliove ig!”

" Compose yoursell, my r lad.™

Bulstroda read the terrible truth in the Form-master's face.
He sank into a chair by the bedside, and his faee dropped
into his hands, and he sobbed as if his heart would break.

The news had been ex in the school, but it came as
a terrible shock, nevertheless, The sympathy of all for
Bulstrode was very keen.

That the captain of the Remove was fearfully cut up was
easy to be seen.

hose who saw him stagger away from the sick-room, after
the final scene, noted the haggard face, the sunken eyes, the

—
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terrible i:lriol' in every feature, and their hearts ached for the
fellow who had once been called the bully of the Remove.

“Poor old chap!™” Harry Wharton said. *'1 wizsh there
was something 2 fellow could do—somethiog he could say—
but there's noihing."

“ Nothing,”” said Bob Cherry hopelessly.
strode "

It was known that Bulstrede was to leave Greyiriars for a
time, with his people. After what had happened, his life
conld not go on as before without a break.

When the time came for departure he shook hands with
Harry Wharton & Co., his face white and set, but composed.

“I'm poing,” he said, 1 shall come back., I don’t know
when, And T want you to become captain of the Remove,
Wharton, while I'm gone, at any rate. It was your old place,
and you ocught to have it. I think the fellows will respect
my wishes, as far as that gocz; but if not, there can be o
now election. And now, good-bye, and thank you all for
your kindness to me.”

" Good-bye, Bulstrede, old feilow—and buck wp!™

And so Bulstrode went !

The familiar face was mussing from the whale school, bub
Bulstrode was to return.

ONE
PENMNY.

““Poor old Bul+

THE EXD.

(A nother gplendid, long, complete story of Harry Wharten & ©o,, entitled
“hBob Cherry in Segreh of Riz Father!™ By Frank Richards. Ovder
yoier copy qf The MAGNET Lilrary in edvaned. Price Id.)
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A NEW ADVENTURE TALE OF ABSORBING INTEREST!

LION AGAINST BEAR.

A Thrilling Story of the Further Amazing Adventures of

FERRERS LORD, MILLIONAIRE.
By SIDNEY DREW. |

S —

READ THIS FIRST

Rupert Thurston, friend of Ferrers Lord, the millionaire, and
commander of the latter's wonderful submarine, the Lord of the
Deep, receives mysterious orders to sail for the Chiness seas. He
reaches his destination, Shanghal, and at the time arranged goes
ashore to meet Ferrers Lord, He learns that a great conspiracy, io
which Russia plans to get China for her own, 15 being formed, and
that Prince Tu-Li-Hoan, otherwise known as {fhlng:-Lun , alone can
stop the disaster. On the return to the submarine, Lord receives a
message stating that the Ruossians have attacked Ching-Lung's
territory. Lord, Thurston, EhinELung, the MNorwegian bow,
Hagensen, and two of the sailors of the Lord of the Deep, omabark on

a journey to the North of China in 8 balloon. They are driven out of

their course by a gale, and when they land Ching-Lung sets forth to
spy out the land for the advance of the small party.

(Now go on with the story.)

Ching-Lung's Ghost —The Captured Tralnp —Clearing the

Line,
Spddenly, asz Ching-Lung walked on in the dark,
a tall tree rose like a  specire  before him. He

mounted the tree as cleverly as & monkey, and looked
ancad. A dazzling {lach of lightning—the first flnsh durin
the whole of the gale—streaked across the sky, and a cras
of thunder followed that scemed to shake the carth.
Ching-Lung chuckled. The flash had shown him what
he wanted=—the famous railway built by German capital.
Beside the line he had seen a few miserable zinc-roofed
wed s,
‘ He slid down the tree and sped on.
light shono through the gloom.
“ Symeone there,” thought Ching-Lung. © That means
micchief in a place where they only run a train a day.”
There was certzinly a light in the rickety :shed. Ching.
Lung crossed the Ime, ) o
There was a [aint smell of smoke and burning oil in the
pir that made the Ulinese boy guicken his pace. There
was no need for caution, cither, for the neoise made by {he
wind would have deadened the tramp of an anmy. The
light came from a dirty, narrow window let into the side
HE MagwerT Linnary.—No, 178
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of the nearest shed, and the station did not boast a platiorm.
He stumbled against a pile of boxes covered with tarpauline.

“ Cartlidges "' he muttered. ' Alles lightea!” o

The rifle slung over his shoulder—a Mauser—was dripping
with water, but that would make little difference, for the
cartridges were watertight, and a drop of oil would clear
the barrel. He sci his knife to work silently, and pressed
apen one of the boxes. To his disgust the cartridges wero
intended for the Lee-Metford pattern of rifle, and there-
fore useless. .

He filled his pockets all the same, and, creeping towards
the window, cautiously raised his yellow face.

Thera were five men in the room—four Chinese and a
bearded FEuropran. They were squatting round a wood
fire, wmoking and chatting. Ching-Lung saw their rifles
stacked in a corner, and noticed that the European had o
revolver at his hip. _

“ Gome micee Jily pame on, Pl betee!” reflected Ching-
FLung. ‘‘ Letee us sce what smellee so muchee™

He slipped away and ranp down the line, which curved
sharply. The mingled smell of smoke and oil was explained
at once. He saw the fash of & furnace-fire. An engine with
two trucks was standing on the line gett:ngﬁ up steam, a
solitary Chinese stoker shovelling wood and coal into the
furnace.

Ching-Lung rubbed his hands together gleefully, and then,
turnine round, ran like a deer,

“ Coog-ee 1" .

Ferrers Lord started as the ery veached him.
Chinese boy came craﬁhmlﬁ through the brambles,

i Whaizmwﬁ':;’ &f}:{]r.:i a millionaire.

{hing-Lung chuckled.

# Luﬁlv 1 Iirm squeaked. © Dey got a tlain on de—"

“ Fer Heaven's suke,” said the millionaire irritably, **speak
English, and not that %ihhhrensh B .

“ Al right,” suid Ching-Long, not at all abashed, * just
as you like. They arve up to some mischief. There's a traio
on the line with two truckiloads of rifies and ammumlzl?n.

Complete Tale of the Chums
y FRANK RICHARDS
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I axpect it's for Chan-so, for there’s a2 Russian in command of
the six men. Steam will be up in ten minutes. Why
ghouldn™t we go to Kwai-hal in the train ourselvesi™

“ An excellent idea,” drawled Ferrers Lord, *if we could
manage it."

“We can munu%e it,” said Ching-Lung. * Listen to me"

Ho whispored a fow words, and the millionaire laughed.

“"It's cortainly feasible,” said Ferrers Lord, “and our
osition is so despoerate that we must seize any chance.”

Ho spoke to Rupert, and ovdeced Prout and Maddock to
follow. Eric was too weak to walk, so Uhmﬁ-Lung carried
him. With the wind and rain at their backs they moved
towards the misevable station. Then Ching-Lung handed
over his charge to Ferrers Lord and slipped away.

The Chinese stoker was still Ringing ¢nal into the furnace.
Ching-Lung clambered into the vear truck and examined the
gooda it contained. Ile erept forward, and, crouching low
between the buffers of the first truck and the tender of the
engine, watched the toiling man with ghittering eves.  All
unconscious of his peril, the Chince turned to examine the
steam-gauge. Ching-Lung looked at it, too, and saw that it
ragistered sixty pounds pressure to the square inch. It was
oot enouph. & must wast, .

The Aames roated merrily through the boiler-pipes, and
groat red shafts of lights Rashed from the open door.

“IHaw long, Wun-Hu ¥ shouted a vowce,

Wun-Hu called back an answer in Chinese. and the speaker.
with an oath, re-cutered the shed. Ching-Lung thought over
his plan again. It was four unarmed men against six armed
ones. To try and rush the shed and capture its occupants
would be fatul. True, they might wait intil steam was fully
up, overcome the stoker, and escape on tho tramn.

But such & scheme would be fatal, too, for the mesaaﬁﬂ
wniutd be flashed ahead, warning the rebels to pull up the
rails.

“ Dere's only onee way,” thought Ching-Lung, watching
the gauge with eager eyes. ; )

Thoe Chinaman squatted down on the IE{JE&:‘rﬁl&tE to licht his
pipe. Inch by inch Ching-Lung drew his lithe body over the
coal. He wriggled hike a snake until he was within striking
distance, His supple hands shot over the stoker's shoulder,
ono on either side, and closed like o vice upon the man’s
throat.

There was no sound. . _

Ching-Lung's teeth were clenched, his whole amazing
stremgth sesmod thrown into that iron clutch. His fingers
relaxed at last. Wun-Hu remsined motionless and inert, with
blackenod throat and lolling tongue. Ching-Lung gagged
hita, and bound him with his own aash, ]

Then from one of his wonderful pockets. which seemed to
contain averything under the sun, he tock a cord and three
lead tubas, e laid the cork on a shovel and scorched it over
the firo. Taking a drop of oil from the oilean, he mixed the
burnt cork into & greasy paste, and placed a bit of broken
mirror befors him. .

One of the tubes contained red paint, the other a com-
position of phosphorus and oil, which is koown as luminous

int. In a fow minutes the transformation was complete.
o blackened his forehead, cheeks, and shaven head, placed
two glowing ciegles of luminous paint round his oyes, coloured
kis nose and chin a brilliant purple, and then sssumecd a
hideously woird expression that nothing can deseribe.

“ Dat logulal allee lightee,” he tittered. ** Dey tink de
bogov-man gotee dem fol celtain. He, he, he!"

e flung more coal upon the roaring fire and sprang to the
ground.  Wun-Hu stirred, but Ching-Lung knew that he
wag holplesa. He draﬁgod hiz limp body out and swung ik
aver his shoulder. A shadow crept aeross the line.

“ Are vou ready ?" whispered errers Lord,

“In ono lilv moment," chuckled Ching-Lung.
a bit of stling.”

Ho had scen a coil of rope in one of the trucks, and a
stunted tree grew on either side of the shed. He crawled
back for the rope, and., unwinding it, fastoned one end to the
nearer tree, and then hurried to the other. The rope crossed
the doorway about thirty inchea from the ground.

* " Havee vou gotee do sticks?'" he asked.

“Yes; woe cut them while we were waiting for you."

“ Den,” laughed Ching-Tang, *eallee our vonl tloops.™

Like shadows, Rupert, Prout, Maddock, and Ferrers Lord
clusterad round the door, The men were still squatting round
tha fire smoking and talking. There was a crash of glass and
a weind burst of unearthly langhter. They leapt to tﬁcir feet,
astartled, and looked towards the window.

Fven the stolid Russian paled with superstitious dread as
he saw the horrible, prinning face of Ching-Lung.

“Ha, ha, ha, ha, ha!"

Dazed with horror, the Chinamen huddled together. Then
thay rushed madly to the door and dashed it open. The rope
fripped them, and four cudigels wiclded by lusty arms did the
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rest. The Russian alope stood his ground, and snapped his
revolver point-blank at the Chiness boy's hoad.

Tha shot came close, but not close enough, and a cloud of
blinding smocke filled the room. Like some nimble clown or
pantomime demon, Ching-Lung bounded through the
shattered window, dropped lightly on all fours, and then
sprang upon the Russian,

Thay fell with a ¢rash.

“ Help !" shouted Ching-Lung. ; :

Ferrers Lord dashed to the resene and pinned the Russian
%ﬁ“'h& In ten minutes the five men weve papred and securely

o,

“ Now,” said the Chincse boy Jovously, © we justca cut de
teleoraph-wiles, and dere we was”

A fow swift hatehet-blows brousht one of the poles down,
dragging with it in its fall a length of wire. The wire was
severcd, and they mounted the frain. An examination al
the trucks proved more than satisfactory. They eontained
rifles, ammunition, a Maxim, and shells for heavy guns; all
intended, no doubt, for the uvse of Chan-So. thing-Lung
went back to make cortain that the prisoners were secure.

 Where's Wuoun-Hu?"" he shouted. ** He gonee!™

They dashed down in alarm, but it was too late. The
Chinaman had wriggled out of his bonds and x'amsh:::']d. ol
" sai ung-

*We bettel get a movee on 11::-”:.' quickee,
Lung gravely.” “ Dere's anothel station fivee milee up de
line, and if do #'ief getee dere it allee up. Dere’s de long
blidge, lemembel.”

H Hush "' said Ferrers Lord warningly.

He knew what Ching-Lung meant. The whole country
botwoen them and Kwai-hal was im a ferment.  The long
bridea that spanned the Po-sin-whaien was thirty milea ahoad.
To zearch for the escaped prisoner in the darkness and rain
was hopeless. Their one hope was to make good speed belore
‘mTunch u could reach the telerraph-station and ﬂ:-.slh the news
ahead.

Ferrers Lord opened the throttle and the wheels began to
revolve,

The permancnt-way—a single line—was terribly bumpy and
ineven. As the train gathered speed rifles were served out,
and Prout and Maddock set to work to put the Maxim gun
together and mount it Ehing-Lun;i: crawled forward and
]!:3 Itu;:lf the lamp. When he returned little Eric was warming

imsalf.

“ Well, my lily sweethealt,” said Ching-Lung, * how you
feelee now ¥

“ Better, dank you, very mooch,” said Eric, with a zmile.

He was a handsome, sturdy lad, in spite of his freckles and
red hair. Ching-Lung squatted down beside him,

“ Where's Shakespeales Willyum 7" he asked suddenly.

Eric turned deadly white as he thrust his hand into ns wet
pocket. The rat had gone!

“0Oh, T've lost him 1" he wailed.

Ching-Lung patted his red head.

“ Dat allee lightes,” he szaid.
Shakespealee when I on de spotee.
%ﬂ hlus*nrlilmnee I takee him flom you.

an |

Eric seized the draggled white rat and kissed it rapturously.
The train was racing swiftly through the darkness.

Y The station,” said Ferrers ;

They rushed past the few straggling sheds with a roar
Ching-Lung rose.

“1t wouldn't be a bad plan to cut the wires here,” ho
said. ** We muost be well ahead of Wun-hu.”

The brakes grated against the wheels and the train came to
a standstill. Rupert sprang down, axe in hand, and did hie
work swiftly and well. Then the throttle was Aung open and
they rushed on.

Prout and Maddoek knew their business, and speedily had
the Maxiin mounted on the rear truck. Ferrera Lord knew
the line like & book, and could name every station, pradient,
and bridge. He fancied that the greatest danger that
monaced them was the danger of collision, With a single
line, whore trains pass each othor by the clumsy method of
sidings, the risk was tromendows, for a wrong point would
wrocl the train, He whispered his fears to Ching-Lung.

“We've just to take the chance,” said the Chiness boy.
“ No doubt Chan-8o is expecting the train, and everything is
clear for it. There, what did T say ¥

Just as he spoke the train dashed round a curve,  Thera
was a flash of light, and a volley of cheers,

Barne !

It was Prout's rifle that rang out.
upon him furiously.

“You fool ! ha cried.

Prout guziled.

“1 beg vour pardon, sir,” he said dolefully; “the thing
went off by accident. It was on half-cock, too.”

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

There was a spatter of rifles from the vamshing station, and

" I'vo fost him !™

“ Nobody evel losee olo
When you gel seasick
Dere he is alles emiling.

Feorrers Lord turped

“ YWhat have vou done?™
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o dozen bullets whistled harmlessly after the train.  Ferrers
Lord ground his . The chance rifle-shot might speil all.
Tha rebels who had assembled to cheer the train had guessed
something was wrong. Ching-Lung whistled, and shook hiz
head at the steersman.

“ Dat a tellible blunde), Thomas,” he squeaked. " You
no lightee to havee anyt'ing but & popgun.”

“'Qw could T help it ¥ moaned Prout. *It’s one of them
blessed rifies made in Germany.” .

“ Mever mind,” said Bupert; " accidents will happen. We
must eni the wire here, too.”

“If we are in time,"” drawled Ferrers. .

The train was stopped, and the third pole came crashing
down. Thuarston appointed himself stoker-in-chicf, as he
termed it, and he kept the furnace roaring ﬁallanily. But
the miserable engine refused to do move than twenty-five
miles an hour on the level, thirlty, perhaps, down a pgood
incline, and barely twalve uphill. IE was an old-fashioned
six-wheeled affair, probably bought from some American
company, and mughﬁ' tinkered up. Anything 12 good enough
for China in that respect.

Ferrers Lord chafed with impatienco.

“¥ou'd better be careful, Rupert,” he said, Yor vou’ll be
blowing us sky-high. The serap-iron boiler won't stand
much. T don't suppese the old tin pot ever did more than
ten miles an hour before. I wonder if we shall exver be able
to mount the big gradient below the bridge ¥

* Luckily,

“We'll do it, or break her,' said Thurston.
we're not short of fuel.”’

They were de&c&ndinﬁ an incline between two dark walls
of forest. Ferrers Lord leant out and peered ahead. A
ball of fire suddenly leapt into the sky.

A rocket!” cried the millionaire.
steam, for Heaven's enke!
the gun, Prout!
Here they come "'

Above the rattle of the train they heard a chorns of
menacing shouts, The dawn was creeping up steadily. Guns
spitted and eracked, and moving figures fAlitted through the
gloom.  Ferrera Lord answered the fire, emptying the
magazing of his rifle twice in quick succession.

On the slope the trein was travelling well. Not two
hundred yards away figures were struggling frantically to
tear up the line before the rushing monster could reach them.

They were too late. The train dashed down upon them,
scattering them right and left. Shrieking and yelling, others
crowded up behind, snapping rifles and revolvers, and racing
after the train.

" This is wherse wo come in, Tom " growled Maddock.
“Give it to "em ™

Prout sent the ribbon of cartridges flying through the
breech, With a shrill f-r-r-r-r! the deadly gun sent a stream
of lead into Chan-S5c's followers. Then t?;: enging darted
round a ocurve,

“ Phew I'* said Rupert, mopping his forchead.
warm while 1t lasgted I

“"Too warm,” answered the millionaire. “We're 1n 8
tight place now. I think we had better abandon the engine.”

“ Abandon the engine! YWhy on earth do that?"

" Because,”” said the millionuire drily, * we have muddled
things. That idictic shot has spoiled everything. To keep
to the line now is like running our heads into o nocse. They
will make every effort to stop us, even to destroying the
bridge."

Ching-Lung shook his head,

** They'll not do thet,” he answered,
uzeful to Chan-So.”

“Then what do you suggest ¥’

“1 say keep to the line. It will be daylight in an hour.
The hext station i1s eighteen miles, and we shall have to
Jrass thrﬂugfh fat paddyfields all the way to Kwai-hal. Even
if they pull up a rail or two, we can keep them bael till we
repair it, for there is no cover, and the Eﬂids are sure to he
flooded. They may destroy the bridge, but until we are sure
they have destroyed it, stick to the troin, We must got 1o
Kwai-hal."

Rupert flung open the furnace door,

" And when we do get there, Ching 7' he asked.

"1 will tell you then.”

The dawn had grown brighter, and the gale was dying
away. The engine proancd and granted as it clivbed the
steep gradient the milionaire had spoken of. They kept
their riflos ready. and keenly scrutinised the dark wands.

At last the crest of the hill was gained, and the speed
inercased.  The grey light of the morning showed the sub.
merged paddyficlds stretehing cut on either hand, and the
lire wim?in;:; throurh the water like a snake.

All were ravenously hungry, but they could find nothing
kut & tin of pressed beef and a few insipid eakes made out of
rire,

“ There's the river ! eried Ching-Lung. .

They canght sight of a fow distant broawn saile.  The wind
sark into a gentle breeze.  Ferreers Lord shaded his eves.

h“[ zee the bridge, too,” he said. "By gad!  What's
that "
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A plume of black smolie floated sbove the river. Ching-
Lunyr sprang upon the coal to got o better view, ‘

“1t's a steanboat,” he said quietly. °° And they're wat-
ing for us, Thex've got a big gun on her. Give me that
hook. Into the tender. Thomas, [or vour life!”

Ferrers Lord seized him by the shoulder as he scized the
coupling-hoolt,

“ What are you going to do "' he asked.

“You'll see presently,” answered the Chincse boy, * Elow
up o little, Mr. Thurston, and let her g0 when T sayv 1"

Rupert obeyed mechanically as Ching-Lung serambled over
the eoal, and, lying at full length, passed the hook under the
coupling.chaing.

* Let her go,”" he shouted, * for all she’s worth !

They were almaost at the mouth of the bridge. and the gun
on the steamboat sent a shell shrieking towards them. The
engine leapt forward, freed fram the woaggons, and
separated the distance between itzelf and them every second.
With a roar it rushed on to the bridge. A sccond shell,
bottor aimed, struck one of the waggons,

There was z sudden, deafening crash, an avalanche of
flame, and the air grew dark with fragments of shattered
iron znd splintered wood. gaping rent was eut through
the first span of the bridge, but the engine was safe,

Ching-Lung locked at the scarcd faces of his comrades
with a beaming smile. L

“T forpattee to tellee you 1 found a lotee of dynamito in
that tluck,” he chuckled. * Dat shell foundee it. too. He,
he, he! Dew tealin’ deir locks now, I bet. We allee lightee.
He, he, he I

Kwal-Hal—A Dast for Life—The Tower of Sllence—The
Rebels are Beaien Back, and Tom Prout aod Rupert
Thurston Both Meet 01d Acquaintances.

The wind dicd down, and the crimson light of a glorious
morning flooded the castern sky. Tho warm sun revived
their Ragzing spirits and jaded limbs. They were running
ehort of coal to feed the furnace, and the water in the boiler
was low, And suddenly, as the engine rounded a curve,
they saw the strange, Jumbled roofs of Kwai-hal lying at
their feet. ; s

Ferrers Lord slackencd the specd to whisper te Ching
Lung. It was a hazardous thing to rush blindfold mto a
city of riot and bloodshed—a city ot war with itsell. And
when at waor the Chinaman knows neither ecivilisation nor
humanity. He hampers himself with no presoners or
wounded, Teo fall into his mergiless clutehes is death.

Then through the warm morning air eame the crisp rattle
of rifles. Ching-Lung's cyes sparkled.

“ They are holding out!” he said quickly.

“ Who are holding out 7

“ Yos-Kiang and his men. I spoke to you of him. Ile was
my mother's brother, and he is fighting against Chan-8o for
me. He wrote to Fat-Fin-Yow that he bhad scized the
palace. He ie braver than & lion." : ;

Ferrers Lord nodded as ho listened to the eracking rifles.

““an you draw a plae of the town 7" he asked.

With a piceo of challk Ching-Lung serawled a rough plan
af Kwai-hal on the footplate. The railway ran north tgivards
the Russian border, skirting the hill on which the palace
stood. The station was beyond the palace. At the foot of
the hill wes a thick belt of trees, which no doubt sereened
the attackers. It was a strong position for the besieped.

“Tt geems to me,” said the millionaire, " Yes Kiang 18

retty comfortable. Only fwo things ecan drive lnm out—
wnger, or sholl.fire. How many nien do you think he

Bl &% L

“ Probably o thousand.™

“ And plenty of ammunition ¥

“ N, In his messape to Fat-Fin-Yow, he gaid he had
only {en thousand rounds, and mast of it bad."

Torrers Lord rubbed his chin thonghtfully. In the warfare
of to-dpy it hae heen proved that on an average only one
man dice for every twenty thousand cartridges fired.  But
then Yes-Kiang was not firing at long range and a hidden
foe. The distance from the Lelt of trees to the palace forts
was not more than cight hundred yards, and at such o range
cven a4 poor marksman ought to be deadly. )

“We pust act quickly, whatever we do," eaid the
miliiemaire.  * There is no rotreat.”

“AWhy not pet the Maxin on the tender,” enggestod
Rupert, ¥ and make a dash for it? We could pepper them
out of their cover, elimb the hill, and get into the palace.”

Porrers Lord laughed drily,

“ My dewr fellow,” he drawled, “much as I love you, I
eannct think a great deal of your advice. What: enrthly
weo would it be to gain the pelace and abandon the ammuni-
tion ¥ We shonld simply be starved out and murdered after-
wards,"

Rupert flushed, and hent over Ching-Lung's plam

]

o

A Grand, Long, Complate Tals ha Chuma
ef Ceeyvfriars. By 'RANK l%{l:ﬁ.tﬂa
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“* What is this ring here?"” he asked, pointing to a circular
chalk mork.

* The Tower of Silence,” said Ching-Lung. R
tThl;rst{m leoked up inquiringly, and saw the millionsira
Btart.

"A Tower of Silence !" he said quickly, " By Jove, 1 see
a wny! You do not understand what a Tower of Bilence 15,
Bupert. A certain sect of Buddhists and Parsees do not
beliove in burving their dead. They build these towers and
lace thoir dead bodies there to crumble away, or be eaten
v the crows and wvultures. It iz a horrible place, but we
“-'3'31?* pick and choose. Have you the flag. Ching-Lung?”

“¥Yes

“Then take the Maxim to pieces.™

Ching-Lung rubbed hiz hands. Fe underatood the scheme,
but the othors were puzzled. Luckily the Maxim and its
ammunition, together with several rifles, had been placed on
the tendar before the Chinese boy had uncoupled the trucks.
Tho ammunition was scanty, and therafora nriccless.

he engine had coms to a stop at the head of the incline,
and the noise of rifle-fire was londer, When the Maxim was
nnpacked and its portions distributed, the last of the coal was
fung into the furnace, and Ferrers Lord flung open the
throttle,

With a R.Earcing hoot from the whistle, the engine roared
down the hiil.

“Don’t waste a shot!" cried Ferrers Lord. “ And take
care not to oxpose yourselves !

A wild yell rose from below. Ching-Lung tied a flag to
his rifle, and it fluttered sbove them. It was a yellow gug,
with a black dragon in the centre.

The train dashed into the bell of weodland. Shrieking
men poured from the shelter of the trees, amd bullets
whistled round the engine.
uqt:hrmk " shouted Ching-Lung. “Yes-Kiang has scen
A secomd flag fluttered from the palace roof. but Farrers
Lord had no time for a second glance. For an instant a sea
of vellow faces eremed to surround them, and the air was
full of noise and Aome. TUrged forward by their maddened
oomrades behind, men were Aung forward and mangled by
the Aying wheels.

But it was the turn of rhe bLesieped now. The attackers
had lefr their ambuzh, and fAve hosdred rifles eracked
from the palace forts, sending a hail of lsad into theie
purging ranks. It mowed them down like chaff.  They
scatiered, leaving their dead, and plunzed into shelter.

" Now, men, run for your livea!” criod Ferrers Lord.

High above them rose a tower of rough rrey stono—the
tower of the dead. Loathsome birds wheeled about it, or
sat on 1la protruding etones, olatted with their horrible
!'ep.ﬁt- The rebals, from the shelter of the trees, were hiring
wildly as the millionaire forced down the brakes,

“Come!” he shouted. * Run like denpr ™

E"fhmg*-Lum.; canght up Tric: There was little need for
Ferrera Lored's advive. They eroseed the narrow opon epace
swept by shricking bullets, and gained the tower. 1t was a
hideous " place, but they mnﬁl nob  pick  and  choose.
Bleached human bones glistened in every dark niche of
t}la_wnlls as they raeed up the winding stairs.

ﬂahlr}3~LLIng put Erie down, and told thom bo stand bacl.
He <id not wish them fo face the horrors above, and
Farrers Lord knew the rcason. Alone. the Chinese hoy
Ei‘:gpr:d out upon the platform, hojsted lis flag defiantly,
and tnen, shuddering and holding lis breath, he scared
Away the birds and flung down the corpses that lay there.

Allen lightee ! he shouted, with a shiver.

ho others ran up and mounted tha Maxim. Ty twos and
throes they could see the maddened Chinamen stealing from
the shelter which was a shelter no longee.  Pront stradd]ed
down over the Maxim and spal on his hends.  If the ferribla

Eaé!;ul;n:r voyage had unnerved him, le waes like a lion in

“ Now then I he roared.
bit back " i

“You bet I" chuckled Maddoel,

boy —duet ‘em properly !
. With a erash the Maxim eame into action, and raked
the serub and bushes. They could see the white splintors
flying from the tree-trunks, The ambushed rehols bore
the withering fire for five minutes. Then they Lroke from
their hrr.imﬂtlm:e attd swarmed over the line.

It was madness,

The gun went reund, the eartridges raced, throurh the
breech, and a torrent of bullots cut great gaps throngh
'thinﬁ %Ifad with terror, thor plunged again into the troes,
By Jove," enid Rupert, refilling the m ] [ hi
rifle, *they're mmermi[?" T TRl et

“Yes," answerod the millicnairs, “1 fancy they are.
They can only oscape by facing Yes-Kinng's rifles, and
running over the shoulder of the hill. And there they go !™
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The wood was untenable; it was impossible fo eross the
line. Tunies of every eolour--red, white, blue, black—were
mingled at the foot of the hill. There was a dip to the lett
that would screen Chan-So'e rebels, but to ngam it they had
to cross twoe hundred yards of open ground.

As thoy ewarmed up, flinging their guns away, a blaze
of fire sprang from the palaece forts .

“ Bravo, again!” eried Chin -LunF. ““ Look there [

They saw the grent gates of tﬁe palace oped. A troop of
horsemen, two hund strong, thundered out and galloped
down the hill. They cut through Chan-30's flying warriors
liko a knife cuts through butter, reformed cleverly, and
charged again. A*few niderless horses dashed back up the
hill. It was all over. :

Ferrera Lord sped down the steps, followed by hiz men.
The cavaley cantered up to the tower, their swords drip-
ping, and formed in a cirele. A grave-looking Chinoman,
mounted on a tall horse, advane Then he sprapg from
the saddle and knelt at Ching-Tung's {eat.

“This is Yes-Kiang," eaid Ching-Lung; " my uncle. He
speaks English.”

A If Yes-Kiang can speak English as well as he can
fight,”" sald the muillionaire, with = smile, " the rebellion
in Kwat-hal will not last long. That charge was mag-
niicent. We must take advantage of 1t, an gearch the
wouds thers, for we want ammunition badly. May I have
the honour of shaking your Exeellency's hand

Yes-Kiang smiled gravely.

“The honour iz on my side,”” he answered, *“where
Ferrers Lord is cﬂnﬁernacf. I saw you once when 1 was
attached fo the Chinsse FEmbassy in London. Let ma
introduce you to miy right hand—Mandarin Kennedy.”

A Beotsman, I presume?”

" Wor; an Oirishman, be jalers!" said & voice, in a rich
Irish brogue. " An' 1t's plazed O am to meet vez!”

Mandarin Kennedy was an enormous man, with a big,
lavghing face, almost as red in ecolour as DBen Maddock's
hair. He rode an absurdly small horse, und smoked ar
enormous cigar. Ferrers Lord shoolk hands with him. Tom
Prout waa staring open-mouthed.

“Why," he roared, "it's Baby AMile!”

The Ivishman turned and uttered a yell of delight.

“Tom Proat, by ull that's wonderful! Give me tho
flipper av yez! DBedad, I thought yez was drowned in the
ﬂu?rﬂ'ﬂledﬂni-a! Sure, it's meaelf that’s better for a look
at yez agly mag "'

Prout and ** Daby Mike,"" as the Irishman was generally
caled, had been ,-;I:iimutea lopg before on the ill-fated
Caledonia, whiely sank outside Table Bay.  There was
little time for an exchange of confidencas just then, for the
rabels might re-form. 8ix men were sent to bring down
the Maxim, others were despatched to take out the ammuni-
tion and desirey the engine, and the remainder searched
the trees,

Tha search was amply rowarded. In their wild, dis-
organised roat, the robels had abandoned alinost every-
thing. A pile of ammunition-boxes and nearly two hundred
rifles were found. The belt of weedland was filled with
tlead. Ching-Luny picked his way through the trees.

Suddenly he heard o groan close beside him, and poarted
the bushes. A man lay there, dressed in Russian costume.
Chingy-Lung bhent over him, znd then uttered a shrill
whistle thai brought Thuarston ranning ap.

Y Look ' hissed Ching-Lung, his eves ablaze.

Thurston's hands  clenched, and bis  teeth ssnapped
ftogethoer.

Y Nuthan Trethvick !

-

A Council of War and a Desperate Resolve—The Treasures
ol the Palace of Kwal-hal—A Dastardly Shot,

Yez-Kiang was a born leader. He was a travelled China-
man, and during his five years' stav in Europe he had eare-
fully studied all civilised methods of warfare. Tle was far
too clever to perinit the advaotuee he had gained to slip
through his lingers. The town swarmed with rebels, butf
with five or «ix hundeed men he struck home at once, and
st Lhe huildings about the lace ablaze.

‘Then he called B counol of war,

Ching-Lung  was wiklly cheered, a3, dressed in his
princely  tobes, he entersd the council-chamber.  lis
frowned.

“1 don't want any leolish fusa made,” he =aid blunily.
“1t i3 all very well to be a prinee. There must be no
dhistinetion here. You are all my [rtends, and all my
equals. What have you o eny, Yes-Kinng ™™

"es-Kiang bowed low.

* Ilustrious son of the stars —-'

“ HMustrions son of a pig!” eried Ching-Lung. " Don't
make an asa of yourself! I tell you we are friends and

" In this week's “"GEM"™ Lib
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eqhals here, and I want nene of euch rublish. Speak
plainly, T bep of you"
Yes-Kiang did not tell a cheering story. The whole

ccuntry was up in arms.  The loyal army in the north,
commanded by General Yung, lay in deadly peril between
the invading Ruesians and Chan-Bo's force. Chan-So was
hated, and Eiiﬁ army was a weak one, but it was certain
that if he joined hands with the Russians the Jdoom of
Northern China was sealed.

.“Then what is our own Government doing all this
time 7" asked Thurston,

Ferrers Lord laughed,

“Dancing like a doll to the wires they pull at Pekin,”
he answered. “They know there is s webellion; they
know, too, ithat Russia has massed troops on the frontier.
From Pekin they hear that the rebellion is nothing, and
that the Empress is straining every nerve to put it down.
They ask Whﬁ Ruseia is hurrying forward treops. Ruseia
replies that the rebels have made sorties into her territory,
and ehe must protect her border. That seems only right.”

It seems fatal to me,” said Thurston,

The millionaire laughed again.

“My dear fellow,'” he drawled, “‘you do not know your
own country. She always blunders Jike that at first,
wastes {ime, and loses opportunities. That 15 why we are
such a great race, perhaps. We bear a great deal, but
Heaven help the nation that hits us hard enough to hurt!
Let them only give us a faw Bard knocks, and we suddenly
wake up, take off our coats, and, as they say, *dust the
floor with them.” That's what we did with France; that's
what we Jdid with the Khalifa; that's what our friend
Kruger experienced. And Russia will have her second
dose—a proper one this time--if ghe isn’t careful.”

Yee-Kiang nodded his head pravely.

“A wonderful nation ! he said. “Born fighters, I do
%g:, l;llmw which of you is the best—English, Ivish, or

teh."”

Baby Jim grinned, and lighted a fresh cigar,

“* Bedad,” he laughed. i vez have a Scotchman wid yez
I'll soon show yee! I'll tauke him and Prout on together
with one fist1"”

Everybody laughed. Jim Kennedy could have fought a
reginent,

* Not me, thankee !I'" said the steereman. “*I'm off earth-

guakes !
. They were wandering away from the all-important sub-
ject, and Ching-Lung cailed their attention eharply to the
fact. To remam in the palace with no hope of reinforee-
ments was hopeless and useless. Their one chance—a terribly
dangerous and weak one—was to make a forced march and
attack Chan-So's army in the vear. With such a forlorn hope
in view it was necessary to warn General Yung of their in-
tention. Ching-Lung wrote out the despatches, and signed
them with what loocked more like o spider’s web than a
signature.

“"You must pick out six of your most trustworthy men,
Yes-Kiang,” he said, " and let them fry to pet throngh. We
march at ten.”

Though Rupert had been almost petrified with amazement
at the sight of Michael Scarof’s hireling, Nathan Trethvick,
¥Ferrers Lord had evinced no surprise.  He knew well encugh
that the dwarf had joined the Russion after being dismissed
from the Lord of the Deep, and he knew azlso that DPrince
Michael was at the head of the vast conspiracy to win China
for the Taar.

The dwarf was szeriously, but not dangerously, wounded
8s far as could be seen by a rough exammation. His head
had been pashed by o ﬂﬁmg splinter, stunmning him, and caus-
ing him to lose some blood. Yes-Kiang looked quite per
plexed and astomished when Ferrers Lord dechined to let the
wounded man be buichered.

“But he is an enemy,” he said, spreading out his vellow
hands. Tt is foolish to let an cnemy live to kiﬁ you
another time,"

My dear mandarin,’ drawled the millionaire. * there is
certainly a good deal of truth in what you say. This man ig
& bitter enemy, and I have no doubi that nothing would give
him greater pleasure than to stick a knife into me. If I
talked to vou for a week I could not give you a reason for
letting him live that you would understand. We are built on
different lines, you and I.  He is a traitor, fighting against his
Queen and country, but he is sick and wounded. If he had
murdercd my own father it would be my duty to be kind to
him and cure him."

“ And when he was cured "

“ Hang him!"" said Ferrors Lord, with a laugh.

Yes-Kiang zasped.

“Mad!” he muttered. ‘' Cure a man, and then hang him !
AJl these Dritish are ypad!”

The palace of Kwai-hal was a city within itself, surrounded
by forts and cntrenched by a dry most. Some vears had
passed since Ching-Lung had fled from it with Fat-Tin-Yow,
to suve his life, but he remembered every inch of the huge
l.‘-t.lilv.'ﬁnpil:.l and the wonderful gardens outside. The garrison
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lived in a queer row of thatched sheds, and only a few of
the soldiers were allowed to eross the threshold of the palace.

Thurston wandered into the parden. A stream of crystal
water fell with a merry tinkle into o marble basin. He sat
down, inhaling the scent of strange flowers, and watched the
poldfish swimming lazily among the water-plants. Suddenly
4 pebble dropped with a splash into the basin, and he lookdd
;uhh.(}hmgrLung wag standing on the verandsh, beckoning
o him.

Do you want me " asked Rupert. :

“¥Yes. I'm going to show you somcthing. Here's the
latch-key.™

Rupert lzughed. On his shoulder Ching-Lung carried an
coormous key of bronze, as Jong as » good-sized crowbar.

" The key of your money-box, I suppose?’ said Rupert.

"That's it. Nice lily bit of ilonmongely—eh?’ answered
the Chinese boy, dropping into. his pigeon English. * It de
key of de tleasurcchambel, Ole Tu-Li-%{ﬂ-nn & termble misel,
and he knewce how fo geotee hold of money. He heal some
mandalin velly lich. Den he sayee, * Allee lightee, I haves
somen of dat, If de manee no stump up quick, he getec his
nappel chopee off in no times” He, he, ];u:! We go and look
how muchee oof Tu-Li-Hoan got. Oh, my ole uncle velly,
velly smalt 1™

There was a sound of footsteps behind them., Two soldiers
with drawn swords were following,

" What. do you two sons of pige want?" asked Ching-Lung
sharply, in Chinese.

Both men bowed till their pigtails swept the ground.

" His Excellency ¥Yes-Kiang has ordered ug to accompany
your glorious Highness," they answered,

Ching-Lung looked at Rupert, and rroaned.

“De penalty of gleatness,” he sighed. “Me no wantee
ikﬂﬂe two fat louts following me about, and I'll justee tell
them so.'

To show his princely anger at thus heing followed about,
Ching-Lung sprang upon his bodyguard, knocked their heads
together, boxed their ears, and then, when they turned to
ﬂ;.r,khe followed up their retreating forms with & shower of

icks,

" Don’t you think that rather undignified behaviour?”? asked
Rupert, trying hard to keep back his laughter.

" Not a lily bitee. You see, dey not knowee me velly well
yetee, and dey tink Yes-Kiang big chop mandslin, and doee
what he tellee dem. Dat why T showee dem I no stand
nonsense. Good gracious me, you lookee like a tlamp!”

Rupert pavsed before a mirrer, and surveyed himself. The
balloon voyage, the sousing in the lake, his duties of stoker
on the engine, and his fighting had not improved his appear-
ance, His clothes were in raps, and soaked with oil, and
his face was black with grime,

Y Well,"” he snid, * there is uﬂ'tainI;,r a Tired-Tim kind of
« look about me, now you mention it.’

" We soon altel dat,” squeaked Ching-Lung., “ Come to de
waldlobe-place,”

The wardrobe of the pelace of Kwai-hal was well supplied
with wonderiul garments of ﬁuri:;mus silk. There were no
European clothes, so Rupert had to content himself with a
blouse of blue silk, baggy white trousers, and felt slippers
with crimson soles. He buckled on o broad-bladed swor , and
cxamined himsell in the mirror again.

“ 1 feel as if T were off to a fancy-dvess ball? he laughed.
“ What's the next move, Ching "’

"1 t'ink we dless u{!:n Maddock and Thomas, too,” said the
Chinegse boy. I sendee fol dem.”

The two abashed soldiers, who were waiting outside the
door, answered Iiis shout,  ¥He despatched them jor ’:‘he
bo'sun and steersman, and after u short delay they heand o
noise of scuffling and yelling, Hupert sprang forward, but
Ching-Lung caught his arm.

“ Dere no hully " he squeaked.  ** Waitee a lily bit.”

“Dut they're fighting!” cried Rupert, as the noise in-
oreased.

“ Nevel mind,” said Ching-Lung, with a wide grin. " Let
em fight."”

The noise of yells inereased.

" Let me go, ifﬂu yeller ape ! roared Prout’s voice. ** Wot
d’yer want? I'll yank the pigtail off yer *cad, so T will 1"

* Punch him in the eye!” chimed in the bo'sun, Hi, look
out! He's drored his pig-sticker! *Ere, help 1*

The door crashed open, and the twe frightoned sailors
da&hrfig in, followed by o dozen of the bodyguard, with drawn
swords,

Ching-Lung raised his hand, and the badyguard vanished.

“My dear lilly Thomas,” said Ching-Lung, “ what da
mattel ? Yu? lookee whitee 'bout de whiskels. "

* Matter®” roared the panting steersman. “*You'd look
white if you'd been chased by a howling meb of yalles
lupatics! Tell 'em to come back. I'm ready now !
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% But what has happened®’ asked Rupert.

“Well, sire,” said Maddock, * we've just escaped with our
blessed lives! Me and Tom was havin' a quiet smoke in
the garding, sir, when up comes two ugly Chinese chaps with
swords—a %ut. 'un and & thin 'un. ‘Hallo," I says, * wot d'ye
want, buttercups? The fat "un says, pointing to the palace
with his sword, ' Ballo-walla-serap-slush!” or summat like
that. Bein' a3 Henglishman, I wasn't going to stand a dirty,
yaller heathen swearin’ at me Like that,™

* Quite ri;iht. Ben,'” said the steorsman.
think he called me, sir®™

“1 can't imagine.”

“Why," roared the steorsman, ' I'll swear he said I was
s ‘washa-washa." If that ain't Chinese for washerwoman, I
don't know what is. It riled me o bit, so I just biffed him
under the jaw, and knocked him into the fountain. The next
minute there was twenty of "em arter us, so we didn’t think
it very "ealthy to stop.”

Whilo Ching-Lung rolled like o pig on a heap of cushions,
choking with laughter, Rupert nxp{‘amacl to the ruffed sailore
that, far from meaning anvthing insulting, the bodyguard
merely wished to tell them that Ching-Lung had sent for

them. Maddock was convineed, but Prout shook his head
doubtfully.

“Of courso, I must take your word for it. sir,' he said : “ but
s man wot calls me & * washa-washa® had better get insured
firat, that's all. It was another dig at me about me mother-
in-lor. How can I help havin' a mother-in-lor—eh?"

Both men hung back at the thought of dressing in Chinese
clothes ; but Ching-Lung was obdurate on the point, and the
had to Fisld.  Maddoek did not look s6 bad, but Erout, vith
his bald head and flowing board, was like some bloodthirsty
river pirate or mountain bandit. As they stared at cach other
they grinned.

“0Oh, Tom,” said the bo'sun, “I do like the fit of your
trouserctbes "’

* Wot about yer own fect?' snapped the steersman. “ It'a
a wonder you could get any trousers wide enough to let em
through at all "

* Prout!"

The door was open, and Ferrers Lord was standing in the
room. Frout stood atifily at salute.

“Yes, sir!”

Prout answered promptly enough, but he groaned deeply
under his breath. The duty of attending on the man who
had often treated him like a dog was not to his taste. He
gajuted again, and followed Maddock out.

“ How are you amusing yoursclf, Rupert?' asked the
millionaive.
Will yvou

“ And what d'ye

“We are going to view the treasure-chamber.
come "’

“Not now. Yes-Kiang and
[ ore busy planping out the
march. Wa must l%m«rj ST
means  of  concealine  the
troasure bofore we go. Do
net be long, I want all of
you to have vour sayv in the
matter before we decide any-
thing. It 13 a pocd idea to
put on Chinese dress, If we
pet inte a hot corner, aas
seems very probable, we shall
havo a better chance of oscap-
ine being shot down. They
are cerbain to pick out any-
one in European clothes.”

He turned to the daor,

“By the way," said
Rupert, " have you spoken to
Treithvick?"

“Yopa, but he
Chan-80  lefc him here to
Jake the palace. They want
tho treasure badly to boy

13 sullen.

arms and ammunition.  Yes-
Kiang was too quick for
them, Do not be absent
mora than an houg Tha
rebela are reforming.”

A few straggline  ghots
sounded from the forts in

answer to & weak voller from
the rebels, who were stealing
back into the wood at the
foot of the hill. Ching-Lung
still lay among the cushionz

—_—
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smoking a cigar. As Ferrers Lord hurried from the
he rose and picked up the massive key.

“ MNow, Mr. Thurston,” ho squeaked, " we go and lockee
at ole Tu-Li-Hoan's money-box.”

He dragged aside a rich Persian rug, and stamped on the
fagped Hoor with his heel. One of the flags glided back,
revealing a steep flight of winding steps. An old-fashioned
Eastern lamp—like the ono that hrought Aladdin all his
riches in the fairy-tale—hung on the wall. It was filled
with oil, showing that it had been used fairly recently,
Ching-Lung lighted the protruding wick,

“¥ou not aflaid?” he aaid.

“ Afraid? Great Scott! What should I be afraid of ™

“¥ou nevel knowee,” answered Ching-Lung gravely,
“Tleasule a velly funny t'ing, and ole Tu-Li-Hoan a velly
funny ole misel. He wanted nobody to haveo his gold, and
velly likely it gualded pletty stlong.”

“Guarded? How do you mean?' aeked Rupert.

“You nevel knowee,” said Ching-Lung again. “P'laps
dere's a holes likee solid glound, and when you tlead on it
you goee down, down into a well a million feets decpee:
p'laps you knockee your shin against a bitee of wile, and a
gun goee pop, and blowee you outside in—that's alles.”

** Pretty cheerful, too. Never mind. T'll take the risk.™

“ Justeo as you please,” said Ching-Lung, “Only if you
getee killed don’t you blamee de pool Chinese boy.*

The descent was steep and treacherous, and the smoking
lamp gave little light. Ching-Lung led the way, whistling aa
ho went. At the foot of the steps lay a dark corridor. Ching-
Lung raised the lamp and let the light shine on some strango
characters painted on the wall. He started back.

“Dat's a culse,” he said, in a whisper—**a tellible, awful

culse! No one mustee come downea here except the tlue
prince, or de culse getee holdee of him, and he die.*

Rupert laughed. He didn't believo in curses—cspeciall
Chinese ones; but Ching-Lung was white. : X

”I‘i"np no laugh !}‘; Ihﬂ muttered. “I fnrﬁut do culse. T de
real prince, 50 1o halmee comes to me. ut you mustes
back, else you die! I folgot—I folgot I | gﬁ

He was trembling, Astonished, Rupert caught
shoulder.

*“ My dear Ching,” he said, * I thought until now vou wers
& thorough white man, but I see some of the Chinaman atill
]E you. Surcly wou don't believe in such tomfoslery as
thiz?"

* Comee back

rooam,

him by the

1" pasped Ching-Lung—* ¢comoee back’
no undelstand!™

Thurston looked into his

“ou

face. The bright, slantin
eycs  were  dilated  wit
foar.

“Look here, Ching,” said
Rupert, " you're such & queer
littlo irnp that I never know
whether you are joking or
not. TIf there were ffty
thousand curses, written by as
many Chinese magicians, it
wouldn't make an atom of
differeuce. Curses won't put
bullets or stick knives into
people.  Don’t be silly! I'm
going ahead at once!™

“WNo, no!  You no undel-
stand. It's death!”

Rupert snatched the lamp
from hia hand, and hurried
forward. Ching-Lung uttered
# cry that was almost a wail,
and started in pursuit. Hea
said no more, but his yellow
oveballs were rolling, and hia
hands clenched.

“Bob Cherry
| in Seach
0 of His Father.”

Mext Tuesday's story of
Harry Wharton & Co.
deals with the sdventures
of the famous chums on sea
and land, and how Bob
Cherry arrives in the nick
of time to save his RAther
makeés one af the most
dramatic incidents Frank
Richards has ever peaned.

o —

“BOB CHERRY IN
SEARCH - - .
OF HiS FATHER."

(Ancther splendid In-
stalment of this grand
serial next Tuasdaoy In
THE "MAGNET" LIBRARY.
Ordor your copy In gds
vance 80 as to avold dlgs-
appointment. Price 1d.)
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