





e “DRIVEN TO THE WALL® ", B

A Complete School Story-Book, attractive to All Readens,

; The Editor will be obliged if yor will hand this book, when finished with, to a friend. s

Sir Hilion Popper pointéd | '
down the drive. * Get out,”
he sald, ** and don’t let me
see vou again!” Courtney
turned away without a word,
and staggered down the drive
towards the gates.

{See Chap. 16)
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THE . FIRST CHAPTER.
In Torbidden Precincts.
r CﬂUGHT, by Jove!”

Bob Cherry, of the Remove Form at Greyfriars,
uttered that exclamation i tones of dsmay.
Bol was in the prefects’ room at Greyfriars.
room was a sacred apartment—only the prefeets wsed it and
juniors found within its walls were protty certain to leave
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it “on their necks,” as Bob Cherry would have
expressed i, Excepting for Bob, the room was cimply.
Lessons were over for the day ot Grevinars, and in thd
clorious summmoer westher everybody was out of doors,
The Sixth were playing cniciiet, and Dob Cherry had
chosen his moment well for entering the august
ajrrtment.

Not that Dob intended any Rarm there. Ile had
brought a screwdriver and an assortment of screws
with him, with the intention of screwing up Loder's
desk.” That was all. It wasa little polite attention which
the juriors had more than once bestowed upon Tasder,

| of the 8ixth, in return for sundry cuffs which Loder, of

thoe Sixth, occasionally bestowed upon them. Ir was
merely a little joke, but Loder was known to have no
sense of humoar at all i matters of this sort: hence
Bob's alurm when he heard footsteps coming along the
passage towards the door of the prefects’ room.

Onalv one screw had been driven in se far, and Bob
Cherey had expected at least o quarter of an hour
without interruption, But at the sound of footsteps in the
passage he suspended his labours and listened. .

The footsteps—of more than one person, too—were connng
towards the door of the prefects’ room, and Dob guessed thint
they would stop there.  Visions of Loder coming in and eateh-
ing him in the very act foated before Bob Cherry's mind.

When he was with his chums in the Remove quarters, Bob
Cherry frequently trested Loder, of the Sixth, with more die-
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respect than was agrecable to a prefect and a senior. Bt in
the prefects’ roon, far from help, it was o different matter,
Bob locked round for some place (o conceal humeelf, He bl
no dosire whaiever to be cuffed by an angry prefect, and
kicked out of the room ; and Lader could kick vory hard when
ne choase,

The footsteps stopped at the doov, and the handle was
terned.  Bob Cherey loft off considering all of a sudden, and
ruwde a dive behind the desk. The desk was o large one, and
stood 11 2 corner of the room.  There was Just space enough
for Bob Cherey to crouch behind it by deawing up his loane
legs in o most uncsiofortable attitude.  He cronched there,
devoutly hoping that wheever was coming nte the room
mizht not be Loder, and that he might not stay long,

Tha door opened,

Dwo fellows came in, but Bob Cherry could not sce them,
Fortunately, they could nob see him either.  The door was
closed agein very carefully and latched, Then Bob Cherrv
heard a sound of someone sitting down, us a chairles seraped
vu the floor. He listened for the sound of voices. But there
wus 0o sound.

Cne of the two scniors who had come in was sitting down.
The other was pacing to and fro in a hurried manner, DBut
neither of themn spoke.

Bob Cherry groaned inwardly.

“ How long are the beasts poing to stay?’ he murmuored.
" Why couldn't they stick to the cricket? 1 suppose it must
be Loder, as he wasn't playing; but I thought the ced had
gone out. IE he Gnds me here, and his desk  serewed
down—"

Bob Cherry's painful yeflections eame fo a sudden stop.
The fellow, who was walking up and down, spoke in a hurried
vOICL,

* Look heve, what have you got lo say, Couriney? You
may as well get it over.  I'm ready.  But if it's another
blessed sermon, 1 don't want to hear it."?

Bob Cherry drew a quick breath,

It was the voice of Valence, of the Sixth—Rupert Valenee.

And Valence wus a very close friend of Loder's.  And the
other fellow was Comrtney—Wingate's chum, and one of the
best Fellows at Groyfriavs,
- Bob Cherry began to feel decidedly uncomfertable, It
dawned upon him that he was in the position of an eaves-
tdeopper—a position that was very painful to a fellow of Bob's
nature.

“It's not a serinon, Valence.” Courfney’s voice was low
and very steady, "1 don't take it upon me to give scirmons
io a fellow of my gown age.”

** It secms’ to me that you've done it often enough. ¥You
}'.'Ec H:‘uhclung al e the other day because I was out with

oder.

“You were out alter locking-up, and you know jolly
well where you went,” said Courtney sharply. * You went
to the Green Man in-Friardule.”

* Well, supposing I did,” said Valence defiantly, **T don't
sec that it need concern you,”

“1¢ paturslly concerns all your friends to see you poing
that way, old man,” said Courtney. “And I hope I'm a
frieml of yours.”

Valence gritted his tecth.

“You won't be for long, if T gmot this sovt of thing from
you,” he said. ‘“ But what is it now? It isn"t Loder this
time, I suppose?™

44 ﬂﬂ‘.]l

“ Then what s 67" broke out Valence irrvitably,
you speak ™

Courtney was very silent. He sat with his hands in his

kets, looking at the fellow who was pacing to and fro,
wsitating to speak.

Valence stopped in his hurried walk, and looked at him,

* Will you wll me what it is7” he exclaimed. ** You make
mo tired. 1f you've got something up against me, why ran’t
vou tell me whal it is?"

“I've got nothing up against you.™

Valence came quickly towards him.

" Has my sister been speaking to you?" he exclaimed. “Is
it that? Haas Vielet been telling you anything

Courtney did not re {;

.- B0 it's that!™ said Valence savagely. *You have beon
discussing mo with her! By Jove, Courtney, if you keep on
lika thiz you IB.I'l-ii I will have a row."”

“*Look here,” said Courtney abruptly, “I'd better speak
out, I know where you mre going to-night.”

Valence shrugged {niu shoulders.

“You are going ng,”” said Courtney. I know it
perfectly well. You havo been out for the same reason two
or threo times lately.”
ik ;’!ﬂ.ra %u.yviinu ?ﬂ't,gﬂﬂ seb i l'itI-Iinestm prﬂmr;;ed

aters,”’ su once, with a sneer. * Hang it ever
at the school has done it!" R SEERER
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“(Can't

KOW ON
ALE.
S 1'm not speaking of that.  ¥ou have bewn afler the

I;':Ht]l:". K

“Well, supposing [ have? T rememnber you had somo of
the pariridzes when I steod a game supper in my siudy.”

“That's not 50 bad. I don't hold \‘-‘]Eﬁ if, constdering ihat
the bivds are private property; but peaching a partndge or
two for a feed isn't so bad, But——"

'* But what?'

“You've Jdone wore than that!” =aid Couriney sternly.
“ You've been poaching birds to sell,  ¥ou know you have.
You =eld a dozen brace in Friardale.”

Valenee Bushedd red.

“H you've been spying on me—-

| haven’t,” said Courtney angrily; * but you don't even
lake the trouble to hide what you do. And, look here,
poaching a bird or iwo for a lark is one thing—you can call
that fun, But taking birds to scll is quite another matter—
it's ztealing.”™

Valence clenched his hands,

“ Stealing '

“ That's what 1t 35" said Courtnoey.
for them !

“ 1 was haeed up”’ i,

“ A man might steal your watch, and say he was hard up,
said Courtney, with a curl of the lip, * ¥You know that’s no
excuse.’” : ;

“ Pegides, why shouldn™ 17" said Valence angeily.

“You've taken moncy

£ A
groat fun to get at the birds, and ijut:-ll;,r axciting dﬂdﬁing tho
keepers.  And old Popper is an old cad, anyway, and always
down on G I,‘E:,"‘!-'fk'j.ll re Chaps. It's tif for tad”’ ,

“Yes, - if it were only powching, But doing
IS it

1 don't see much difference.” .

“Well, anybody else would sea a difference,” said Court-
ney. “*If there wore &8 word of it como out, you'd bo ex-
pelled from Greyfriars instantly, even if you weren’t prose-
cuted, you know that.™ )

“ Vou're not thinking of telling the 1Iead, X suppose?”’ said
Valener, with o sneer.

* ¥ou know I'in not. But—"

“ But what ™ ) o

* Stop it, Valence. It must leak oul, if you keep 1t up,
snid Courtney. ** Stop it, before you get into disgrace over
it. TIt's a rotten biznoy, suywsy, you know that.”

*T don't think so. I think it's ban.” . .

*It's a kind of fun that hus landed poor men in prison,
and may land you there, too, if you're not careful. Now, look
here, Valence, you must stop it!"

* Must 1" exclaimed Valence fiereely.

Courtney rose to his feet. . .

“ ¥og," he said firmly, ‘you must! A thing of this sort
can't o on. You know I'm a prefect; and if I did my duty
1 should report this, now I know it."

* Report 1t, then, and be hanged !

“1 can’t—st least, I don't woent to! But you've got to
stop it! Can't you sce how unfair it 13 to me? Courtney
exclaimed. ; ; :

N, I don't ses it. Mind your own business,” said
Valence savagely. ava me alone, and lcave my affairs
alene. That's all T want you to do™

Courtney clenched his handa.

“ [ ecan’t do that,”” he said, ' becauze—-'

“ Ahem " : ,

It was not Valence who said that; the cjaculation come
from behind Loder'z desk, as Bob Cherry rose into wview,
The junior hod becn turming the matter over in s mind;
and, upon yoflection, he decided that it was better to show
himself and take o licking, than to sit there and listen to
what was not intended for his eavs.

The two seniors swung round towards him with startled ex-
clamations. Bob Cherry blinked at them, very dusty and very
wary, from bechind er’s deshk,

S Abhem!” ho vemarked,

—— —

THE SECOND CHAPTER,
Unpleasant for Bob.
v&LEHGE and Courtney stared at the dusty face of the

it for

¥

junior as it rose over the top of Loder's desk, in the
cornor of the fects' room, Courtney was locking
astonished, and Valence furiously angry. It had im-

medintely oecurred to the latter that the junior must have
heavd all that had been said.

“ Ahem 1" repeated Bob Cherry,

" Cherry,” exclaimed Courtney, ' what have you been
doing hero?™
" Hiding behind the desk,” said Bob cheerfully.

“Don't be a young ass! What else?!

* Getting dusty.”

“*He has been listening " exclaimed Valence furiously.
* He came in here to listen and spy.”

TaE
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Two men came slowly by in the dim 1light, and stopped. Valence muttered an Imprecation. They had stopped

within o lew feet of him. **He came this way.”

It was the voice of Parker, the head-keeper on Sir Hilton
Popper's estate. **I'm sure of that.” (See Chapter 10.)

s —— -

Baob Chorry looked at him steadily.

I did nothing of the sort,” he replied. * If you $ﬂr+.i-'.-n-
lavly want to know, I came in herve to screw up Loder's desk,
for a little joke on loder. And as I was in the reom before
v came, and didn't koow vou were coming, von cught to
Enow that I had no iden of spying on vou”

“That's right enonrh,” sud Couvtnev. ' He must have
been in here,”

Valence made an angry gesture,

“"He has been spyving, all the same—he linz heard——"'

“1f I had wanted to spy. I shouldn't have shown myself,”
sail Bob Cherev, I could bave sat tight and said notlung,
if T'd hked.™

Qe true,”” sakd Cousinoy.
self, you yvoung vascalt™

“ Because I didn’t want to lisien.'”

Valenee burst into a scoffing laugh.

“ You shall jolly well have a good licking for listening s
fav " he exclaimed, and he ran straight at the junior,

Bob Cherey dodged out froam behind the desle, and dodged
round the table. The anary senior purswed him, and Bob
Chorry dodged roeund Courtner.

H5top him "' shouted Velenee.

Courtney hesitated, and Bob was gone. e made for the
door, and Valrnee dashed after him. Tob had his fineers on
the handle of the door, when the senior overtook him and
Erasned him by the shoulders.

Bob Cherry was swung back into the room, and the next
moment Valence had fastened s deadly grip upon him and
was forcing him backwards over tha table.  Bob Cherry
ifan‘.:ﬂi up tn seme alave: into the furious face of the Sixth.
SN,
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“YWhy did von show vourp-

“DRIVEN TO THE WALL/”

“Let me go! he pasped.

* Valence, what are vou up te?’ ovelaimed Courtney,
sfarbing forward.

“T'm going to make him promize not to repeot what he
has heard  here,” snid Valence., ** Now, you spying ret

H
[ T T—

4 I'm not a spy.  And vou're a rat,” said Bob dauntlessly.
“If you weren't a cad you wouldn't suspeet a chap of
spyving without pesitive proof.”

Valence knocked the back of his head down on the table
with & sharp and savege rap, and Bob gave a cry of pan.

“Valence ! exclaimed Courtney.

“Let me alone!” growled Valence. ¥ Now, Cherry,
promise, on yvour word of honour, not te repeat to any ¥
a word vou've heard, or I'll give you such a licking wou
won't get aver it for weeks!”

Bob locked at him deliantly.

“ I won't " he replicd.

“You—you won't?"

“No! II vou asked me decently I would; but (3 y-u
chonse to huﬂy me instead I won™t. And now vou can go
ahead with your licking, hang you!"

Valence gritted his tecth.

Az a rule, he. was not & bully; but he had a2 weak and
passionate naturve that was easily moved to fierco enger, and
then he could be very cruel.

He twisted Bob backwards over the table till it scemed
to the junior that the bones in his back would crack, and he
cried out with poin again.

“Let me go! Let me go, you cod!”

e struggled in vain in the grip of the senior. Valence's
face locked down upon him with a savage grin.

FRANK RICHARDS,
By Order Early.



¢  THE BEST 3" LIBRARY D= THE “BOYS’ FRIEND” 3™ LIBRARY. "™

“ Now will you promise, you voung cad?"

“No,” gasped Bob, "I won't!”

Valence pressed him harder, and Bob's face was wlhite
with pan. Courtney ran forward and grasped Valence by
the shoulder.

** Stop it, Rupert!”

“ Let me alone I"*

“ You are hurting him 1"’

“1 know that. I mean to!”

“You feol, you may injure him!" exclaimed Court:oy.
“Let him alous, I say., Valence; if you don't let him go
at once I chall moke yon.”

* Stand back, Courtney !™

“ Lot him go, then ™

“I wiell not !

Courtney laid a poweeful grasp upon the bully. Valonce
look . d at {uim savagely, without veleasing Dob Cherry.

“If you lay your hands on me, Courtney, it's an end of
owr friendship. ¥You understand that?  That's tla last
straw I

* You sha'n't hurt that ked!™”

“ Let go®™

“* Releazo him, thep!™

“I wou'tl” ,

* Thoen 1I'll make you!™

With a wrench of his powerful armm Courtney tore the
senior from his prasp and whirled him away from the fable.
Vulence stagpered away as Cowrtney releosed him  and
crushed against the wall, and stood leaning there, gasping.

Bob Cherry dragged himself from the table, He was Lurt
ond aching, aod his face was very white.

Uourtney pointed to the door.

“Cut 1" he said. -

“Thank you, Courtney.”™

“T1t's all right! Cut¥™®

Bob Cherry left the prefect’'s room. Valenco was pasping
for breath. Ho took no further notice of Bob Cherry, hut
siood iaﬂmdg Courtney, Mis eyes fixed upon the prefect with

u stare of deadly rage and hatred.
“I'm sorry, Valence," said Courtney awkwardly., * But
you were going sltogether too far, vou know. You'll realise

that yourself when you're calmer.”

" “Hang you!" said Valence, hotwoen his teeth. I don't
ever want to speak to you again! And as for that young
cad, I'll maeke him smurt for his cheek yet, when you are
not by to protect him!™

He turned to the door, and Courtney made a Xasty step
towards hnm.

“ Rupert, old man—""

Valence did not ri';:KI{ He strode out of the room, anci
closed the door behi im with an echoing slam.

Courtney was left alone, with a pale fuce and a worried
brow. He stood in the room, hizs hands in his kets, hiy
brow lined and dark, for zome Hime. Matters could not have
%nne more unpleasantly for him. His influence over -.uperl

nlence was gone now for good; no word of his would sver
nguin check the black sheep of the Sixth. And it was not
only that, but there was Valence's sister. Courtney thought
e preat deal more of her than of Valence. He knew how
screy she would be to hear that the friendship was Lroken.

Thﬁ‘dﬂﬂl‘ opened, and Wingate, the captain of Greviriars,
came m. He glanced at Courtney, and clapped him on the
shoulder in his rough, hearty way.

“ Anything up?’ he asked.

Courtney nodded.

“Only & row with Valence,” he said.

Wingate's brow darkened a little. Big, ruggzed Wingate,
ne honest and frank as the day, had never been able to pull
well with Rupert Valence.

“Oh, that will blow ever! he said.
befora.™

“* Not this time, I think. "

It won't be much the worse for you if it docsn't,
Courtney.*

“It_may be the worse for him,” said Courtney. * That's
what T'm thinking of. But I suppose it can’t be helped.”

And he tried to dismiss the matter from his mind, withoat
rauch success.

“You've had rows

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Bob Cherry's Little Idea
“ g O13 17

“What's the matter®

“What's happened #**

Bob Cherry had gone uEﬂintc- the Remove passage
to ro to his study. Most of the Lower Fourth had come in
to ten, and the Remove passage waa pretty well crowded.
As Bob came up there were inquiries fram all sides. Bob's
fuce was white, and he walked with a curious twist, as if

TR MaicxeEr Liprary.—No, 136.

he had a pain somewhere—as, mdeed, he had. The n.ni:g_'f_.

pessionats senior had gone very mnear to hurting  him
seiously.

“What is thoe matter, Bob?®' asked Haoy Wharton
anxionsly., * An gceident ¥

* ¥es" said Bob, with a faint grin.

“ What was it!”

“ I was caught i the prefects’ room.™

“Oh! Loder?”

*Wo. Valence. Come into my study and I°H tell yxa"'

“Come into mine,” gaid Wharton. “We're just going
to have tea, and we've got a pood spread. Marky's gone
cut, 50 you'll be in your study alone.”

ANl vight! Thanks!™

Bl Cherry came into Study No. 1, the apartment sharad
I's Havry Wharton and Frank Nugent. Hob Cherry had
been a tenant of that ﬁt.ud%ﬂnee,, and he was always a wel-
come guest there. John Bull and Fisher 7. Fish ol the
Remove were also there to tea. Bob Cherry tank mto a
chair, with a shight gasp. ¥

**What did they do to you, Bob?' Frank Nugen: sskad.
“¥ou look as if you had been through it rather Fad.”

Bob gronted.

“Ho I have,"” he said. "It was that beast Valence. You
s¢e, I dodged behind Loder's desk when I heard somebody
come in, and thay began to talk; and I thought it out, and
showed myself, so as not to listen. But I had heard some-
ithing, you sce, and Valence started on me. He twistcd me
over the table and hurt my back.”

Wharton's eyes gleamed with anger,

. “The brute!” he exclaimed. *The fool!
injured you.”

“He wonld have, T think, only Courtney stopped hir.
{ ourtney was very dfcl?llt!” sail Bob, rubbing his aching
back. * He's had a row with Valence on my account.”

“I wonder he's been able to stand that chap so long,” said
John Bull. “It's perfectly well known that Valence poes
down to the Croes Keys with Loder and Carne and Ionides,
and that he goes poaching of a night. Courtney isn't that
scat himself.’

“There's a reason, I guess,” grinned Fisher T. Fish 1
g_u: I know, too. Courtney i3 spoons on Valence's
s1ster."

* Ok, the duffor:™
“ But why should Valence be so vatty about your heing
there, Boh?” usked Harry Wharton., * They couldnt have
had any deadly secrets to discuss, 1 suppose !’
Tt wos about the rotter poaching,” said Bob Cherrg.
romise not to tell what T had heard,

“Ha tried to make ma
him I would have if he had asked

He might hae

and I wouldn't. [ tol
me decently ; but I wouldi't be Lullied.”

“]Iiear, hear I i 5 ;

“I'm poing to make the cad sit up for piving me thie
bwist,” said %—g}h Cherry. "1 want one of Jﬁ:ru tfé rub my
bazek with Elliman's to-night. It's aching like anything.
And you're going to help me make that bounder sit up®™

“Yes, rather?” said Wharton.

“ Courtney was rowing him for selling game aftor poach-
iz it. The ungpeakahlu animal has begngsellin partridgea
belonging to old Hilton Popper,” said Bob. *“If that isn't
burgl@r:,r I don’t know what is. I can understand .. chap
poaching for a bit of fun; but to snare game and sell it
that's stealing. Courtney told him so, and it got Valence's
rag out awifully. He knew it was true, I suppose. He's
going out to-night, poaching; and my idea is that we vught
to be on the scene.”

“ And stop himi"

“¥es. He'll go out after lights-out, you know; and I
don’t see why we can’t be waiting for him at the end of the

SANDOW'S BOOK
FREE!

Just published, a new book showing how Sandow won
Health and Fame, beautifully iliuatra%ed » and explaining
how every man and woman can obtain robust health and
perfect development by exercise.

SPECIAL OFFER.

To every reader who writes at onoe a i
will be sent free, PBF erHr heik

Addrese: No. 18, SANDOW HALL, BURY STRE
LONDON, W.C. PERERTy

READ BRSEsSrhesTriomaatins “THE RALLY OF THE RIVAL C0.'S.” R et ot sibrary.



Sixth Form pasage—say, with a pail of scot-apd-water, It
will be rai]mzPa surpsise for him in the dark.”

“Ha, ba, ha!" i ] &

“ Tt will also stop his poaching for a bit,"” said Bob Cherry,
with a chuckle. *“‘He won't dare to make a row either, 1n
case he has to explain where he was going."

“Ha, ha, ha!l"

“T =say, vou fellows—

The study door had opened, and a fat face, adorned*by a
pair of very big spectacles, was locking in.  The jumoiy
all glanced round, but there were no welcoming smiles on
tzw"ilr foces. Billy Bunter never wis a welcome guest in any
&Ly,

“Get out " said Wharton briefly.

“0Oh, really, Wharton-——"

Eob Cherry picked up the butter-dish.

“Where will you have it?" he asked.

-Bunter blinked at him warnly.

“0Oh, veally, Cherry! Don't be a beast, you know., I
didn't come here for your rotten feed. I thought you'd like
to know what's happening."

“What it it7"" asked IFFrank Nugent suspiciously.

“Old Popper's dogeart has just driven " chuckled Billy

L

Bunter; *and-old Popper's in it, looking as red as o tarkey-

cock.”

Y Phow

The juniors were on their fest at once, and fea was f[or-
potten. Well they knew Sir Hilton Popper, onc of the
largest landowners in the district, and an enthusiastic pre-
server of game. They had had many little rubs with dam
themselves on such guestions as picnicing on the upper
reaches of the Bark; but of late they had not sinmed in that
Eart[::ulur way, and it was unlikely that Siv Hilton Popper

ad come to the school on their account.

“It's a row for somehody,”

" Yos, rather.”

“I guess it's for Valence," said Fisher T. INish. * Let's

and sec the guy come in. I've seen him on the war-path
fore, and ho's comie.”

“We'll see him, rather!”

And the chums of the Remove ran out of the study in
haste, forgetting Billy Bunter, and forgetting the tea.

Biily Dunter’s httle round eyes gleamed behind his spec-
tacles. He did not forget the tea, and he did not foige:
himself. As the juniors ran down the passage Billy Bunter
closed the door seftly behind them, and then took Harry
Wharton's empty chair at the table. In a second more Billy
Bunter was busy, and the pood things the chums of the
Remove had provided for their tea were disappearing ot an
amazing HI]!’."EEE

said Nugent.

i

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
An Aogry Yislior!

the chums of the Remove 2s they reached the door-

way. A crowd of fellows, senicrs and juniors, had
alvcady collected there. They, teo, found Siv Hilton Popper
comic when he was angry. And the baronet could get very
wngry  indeed. Just now he appeared to be in a towering
ssion. His ruddy, fat face was pecfeetly erimson, his light-
lue eves seemed to glitter and seintillate from. the deep red

2 CH!"
H The well-known gruni of Sir Hilton I’{}pémt' preeted

of his countenance, and his while moustache was frombling

with rage. The stout and raddy baronet seemed to be on the
verge of an explosion, and that was very frequently his state
of mind.

dome of the Greyfriars fellows took off theiv caps as the
ha._mm-fl alighted from his dogeort. Seme didn't.  Bome
rinned,
- The baronct strode up the steps.

“Huh! Begad!™

The bovs fell away on both sides to allew him room.
It mirht have been quite dangerouws to stand in the way of
Sir Hilton Popper at that moment. He had a niding-crop in
his hand, snd LE looked as of he parbicularly wished for an
excuse to bring it down across somebody’s shoulders.

Wingate waz in the hall, and he met the irate baronet with
?Ilmk of surprise.  Sir Hilton Popper stopped, and stared at
Hmn.

% Are vou the fellow ! he demanded.

Wingate stared.

“Am I the what?” he asked.

“The fellow?”

“What fellow?

“The fellow who has been poacliung on my land, and steal-
ing my partridges!” roared the baronet, turning from
crimson to purple. .

*What on earth do you mean?" demanded Wingate, I
yoor have been drinking, you had better o home, sir.”

Sir Hilton Popper seemed on the verre of a4 severe attack
of apoplexy. The niding-crop $rembled in hizs hand. It really
looked as f Wingate would feel the weight of if. and the
captain of Greviviars eclenched hia hands. If Sir Hilton
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Popper had touched him, he would have measured hislength
alongz the floor the next wmoment. Tho little angry baronet
donld not have stood for a moment against the powerful
captain of Greyfriars. Perhiaps he knew that, and the koow-
le:&jga acted as a brake upon his passion,

““One of you has besn ching on my estate!™ he gasped
o, at last. ** My head Ef:;per gaw him—not his face, as ha
was running—but he recognised him as a Greyfriars boy by
his clothes.”

“{h, one of the juniors, perhapa.”

“No, sir! rearcd Sir Hilton. "It was a big fellow—a
fellow as tall as a man, my keeper decleres—one of the head
bovs of the school.”

* Impossible !

“ Impossible "' roared the baronet.
ﬂr?adn?* you doubt my word, you young puppy, hay!

] !

"gThem 15 some mistake, siv,” sud Wingate guietly. I
don’t believe a senior of this school would play such tricks.

psideg——"

“Was it you?' demanded Sir Hilton Papper, as Courtney
came up to join Wingate. Courtuey gave him a stare of
astonishment.

** I don't know what _you are talking about,” he said,

“Have you been poaching on my estate, you voung
villain?"

* Certainly not

“Have you!"” roared Sir Hilton, turning to Valenes, wha
was standing leaning against the wall, andvegacding the seone
with a smile.

Valence laughed.

“If 1 had 1 should hardly say so, I suppose,”™ he replied.
“1 should recommend you to go and lie down, old gentle-
man."’

And there was a laugh from the fellows near at hand.

The baronet gasped for breath. His little blue evds almost
disappeared into his puffed and crimson face.

o %r'ilere is the Head " he shouted. ' I demand to zee the
Head! Where 15 Dr. Locke? 3 ; :

“1 will show you to his study, sir,” sud Wingate.

“Very well! Begad, I'll make the young villain smart,
whoever ho was! Hub " ]

And Sir Hilton Popper followed the captain of Greyfriars
to'the Head's study. The Greyiriars eaptasin tapped at the
door, and looked in.

“Will you see Sir Hilton T'opper, sir?” he asked. |

“ Certainly "’ said Dr. Locke. ' Ask him to step in."

The baronet stepped in, or, rather stamped in. Wingate
withdrew guietly and eclosed tho door, leaving the enraged
land-owner alone with the Head of Greyfriars.

Dr. Locke rose to his feet. He had received visits from
the baronet before, and generally to hear some complaing
The baronet's manner was sufficient indication that it was
to make another complaint that he had come, and 8 morse
serious one than usual. Bub the Head's manner was very
urhane and courteous.

“Pray be seated, my dear sir,”" he said.

* Thank you, I prefer to stand,” said Sir Hilton. T have
a very scrious complaint to make, Dr. Locke—a very scrious
cﬂmF'amt. begad !

“1 an sorry to hear it."

; “dI rhtu.'e complajued before of juniors trespassing upon my
and,’

“You have,” assented the Head, with a slight inflection of
irmlyuin his voice. "I remember that with perfect distinet-
ness.

“ Hoys," said the baronet, in & tona that clearly indicated
thet his opinion was that all bops were dangerous animals
that ought to kept in cages—"' boys have trespassed on m
land, and picmcked there, $ir—]ig'f1rﬁd fires, sir, and burne
riny woodd.  Burned my wood, sir—my private property.”

*Dear me!™

“ But that iz not what I have called upon you about, sir.
That is a minor matter, a matter of no consequence, in com-
rarison with what has lately happened—with the crime that
1as been commitied now, Dr. Locke."

" Crime, sir.””

Dr. Locke knew the irascible baranel too well to attach ver
wach impottance to what he said ; but he was a little startled.

“Yes, sir!" exclaimed Sic Hilton Poppdr. * Crime, sir!
I suppose vou call poaching a crime, de you not, s ?”

"i should hardly eall it o erime, though certainly it is
vory reprehensible,” said the Hewd of Greglriars. °° Bat
surely the police would be the proper quar!;m—,"'

1 shall certainly invoke the aid of the police, Dr. Locke.
But the mabtter concerns you very direetly

“In what way?"’

“ Your boyz have been poaching in my preserves, sir—
stealing my partridges! My partridges !” roared Sir Hilton
“My birds, sir."

5
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" Impossible !
’l ha ranet choked,
- Impossible ! But it is troe, sir.”’

1 am sure that even the most reckless juniors would never
];:tr_q::ih your birds, sir,” said the Head.

i E:Lt,r—l-—n-?} speaking of the juniovs,

“Lazt night, sir, nly head keeper caught one of the
ecoundrels at work, Me was a Greviviars boy, bul he was not
B junior. He was a b boy—cerlainly ope of the beyvs in
your Fifth or Sisth Form.™

* Impossible 1

" My keeper is eertain of what he saw. The fellow escaped,
and the man did not see his face, but he i cortain that it was
w Greyiviars boy.”?

“ 1 cannot bﬂi’;eve g

" For some time past,” reared Sir Hilten, ** my partridges
have beenlemlﬂu- They were taken in snaves, sir, and I
attributed it to the village poachers, There are a great many
roazching scoundrels in this district. DBut | know now, sir,
that your boys are the delinquents. You teach them, siv,
to steal the preperty of others—tho most sacred property,
sir—preserved birds, 5. >

* Bir Hilton !

“ There have been dozens and dozens of the birds taken—
taken at night, sie—and by your boye"

* I cannet think so."

“My head keeper 15 a reliable man, sir. Parker waz my
servant in the Army, sir, and [ know him to be trostworthy.
He declares that it was a Greviviars bey whom he saw in

o wood,””

Dr. Locke shoole his head.

* Ha did not speak to the boy ™’

“The boy gave him no chance, sir.’

“Can he identify him "

“ He ¢id not see his face."

“Then I do not see what ean be done. If anv boy was in
vour woods last night, he must have broken bounds after
ocking wp. T rannet think it was the case without the
clearest prool, Sir Hilton.”

ki Huh EH

' Bring me some evidence that it is the case, someone who
ean identify such a boy, and certainly he shall be severely
punished,” eaid tho Head, frowning. "I should expel such
& hﬂly from the school instantly.”

1 tefl you—="

* But T should rﬂguf:ﬁe the clearest proof.’”™

“Is nob my word sufficient?” roared 8ir Hiiton.

“ But it i3 not your weord—it is the word of your keeper,
who may be mistaken.”

* Parker i3 a most reliable man.”

" And you do neot aceuse any boy specifically. You do not
expect mo to expel the whole of the upper school on sus-
picion, I presume,” said Dr. Locke, growing sarcastic.

The baronet gasped with wrath.

" Parade them, sir, and question thom before me!" ha
exclaimed. "1 will question them. I will bring the guilt
bame to the guilty party, sir.”

* That 18 impossible, 1 cannot subject my boys to such an
Insult,’ said the Head tartly. " Really, Sir Hilten, you pasa
all bounds.'

" You refuse?”?

i3 flertainiﬁf'

* Then—then—then "—8ir Hilton geemed o be at a loss
for words—" gir, I regard you as being responsible! I regard
you as ingtructing the boya in your charpe, sir, to pick and
steal, I regard you as an unworthy schoolmaster, siv”

Dr. Locke touched the beil, and Trotter entered.

" %hnw t}liﬂ gentleman out, Trotter,” said the Head,

* Yessir."

Bir Hilton Popper almeost exploded.

“ 1 will go, gir—I will go, begad!”

“ This way, sir,”’ said Trotter, .

1 will appeal to the law, sir. I will have the woods
watchued, sir. 1 will have the scoundrels found end arrested.
I will=I will— Huh! Begad!”

Sir Hilton Popper stamped cut after Trotter. Dr. Locke
eat deown, and breathed hard. Sir Hilton Popper was & very
trying visitor. _The most dissatisfied parent was not so trying
&3 Sir Hilton Popper.

The baronet stamped aleng the passage to the door, whers
his dogeart and m were walting, alf Greviriara seemed
to have collected to see him, and a general chuckle greeted
the sight of his flaming face.

ANSWERS
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THE FIFTH CHAPTER,
Chucked Qut!

IR HILTON POPPER glared round at the crowd of
boys, and grasped hiz nding-crop a little tighter. He
had come to Greyiriars in a towering rage, and his
mterview with the Head had given the imshing touch

1o it. Hot Indian suns had warmed up the baronet’s temper;
and m the Army he had been as a little god, and men had
been in terror of his temper. In private iiffe he was not so
terrible, and that was o continusl source of rritation to him.
He wanted to se¢ the whole of the public regard him as
tervified Sepoys and unfortunate Tommies had regarded him ;
and he never could bo satished vpon that pomnt. iz keepers
renerally remained with him a very short time, and hated
ﬁhn all the time.  Sir Hilton was, in fact, the best-hated
mai ¢n the countryside, and he was respected as lifttle sa
he was liked. The Greylrairs fellows had nothing to fear
from him, and they were not likely to be scared by his Jove-
like frowns.

Y Huh ! gasped the baronet, glanng at the gripning faces,
“Huh?! ¥Yes, you may laugh vow, vou young rascals; but
1 will lay you by the heels some time! i will teach you to
peach may biveds, you young scoundrels ™

“{h, draw it miﬁ!” exclaimed Courtney sharply., *"'We
ﬂ-un’b like names like that, and the less you use them, the

etter.”?

Sir Hilton fixed his eyes upon Courtney.

“1 think you are very likely the young thief who was in
my woods last night ! he exclaimed. * You look as if you
mizht ho. You lock like a young scoundrel 1

Counrtney farned red.

* Oh, cheese it " he exclaimed angrily.

Sir Hilton choked again,

“What—what—what did 3you
a ‘Kl]i:ltl?“!'

Y Cheese 1t ! said Courtney sharply. “If you weren't a
man old enough to be my father, I wouldn™ allow you to
apeak like that. But that’s enough, anyway.”

“ What—what 7"’

“You'd better go home,” said Wingata.

“ You impertinent young rascal [”

“Oh, shut up!™

“Yes, shut up ! exelaimed Bob Cherry indignantly. * You
ought to be ashamed of vourself, sir.”

The baronet exploded then. He made a rush at Bob
Cherry, and caught him by the collar. IHis riding-erop san
through the air, and came down with a sounding t_hwaqﬁ
aeross the Removite's shoulders.

Y Ow " velled Bob.

Courtney ran forward, and grasped the baronet’s arm. He
tore the riding-crop away, and tossed it out into the Close,

“You'd better pet out,”” he =aid.

D, Locke hurried do®en the passage. The good old doctor’s

" Boya, stand back! Sie

fare was much perturbed.

“Btop! Btop!” he exclaimed.

Hilton, I appeal to you! Thiz iz dispraceful 1"

“ Hold vour tongue, sir I roared the baronet.

" What !’

. "You have encouraged your boys to poach wpon my
estate—"

“Bir, I have already told you that, if any boy is found to
have poached upon your land, I shall expel him from Grey-
friars,” said Dr. Locke. ™I can say no more than that. I
now he% you to retire without making eny further disturb-
ance. his 15 not conduct becoming a gentleman, sie™

Sir Hilton Popper shook his fist in the Head's face. He
was so enraged that he hardly knew what he was doing.
Certainly he could not have intended to actually strike t
reverend Iead of Greyfriars, but that was the imipression he
made upon the boys, who were getting excited too. Thera
was 8 yell of wrath at once,

* Hold him !

*“* Chuck him out !

The fellows made a rush. In a moment Sir Hilton Popper
was grasped by & dozen pairs of hands and whirled away
{vrom the doctor. ] :

He struggled furiously in the grasp of the Greyfriars
follows,

“* Huh! Begad! Let me go!

“* Chuck him out!™

“ Kick him out!”

“ My dear boye!"" gasped the Head, 1 beg of you—-*"

But tha dear 'hnyn waore not Hstening.

They rushed the furious man to the door, atrugiv_ ling vainly
in their grasp. They hurled him forth, and 8ir Hilton rolled
down the steps.

He lay gasping at the foot of the steps till his groom
picked him up, to be rewarded by a torvent of abuse.

Sir Hilton mopped his perspiring [orehead with his hand-

sav?”  he exclaimed.

Young scoundrels—huh "
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1t he urged him and backed hlm up, the wretched fellow would have the courage to lace his punishment,

and ii not—— *“Y¥l, don't—don't!

besaved. I'll manage it somehow. He sha'n’t be expelled from Greyfriars! Y1, I promise youthat !” (See

B pp———

Couriney sprang to his fest. He could endure it no longer. Surely H he put It plainly to this poor girl's brother, i
1 can’t bear to see you ¢ry,’” sald Courtney huskily. * Don't! i{ugart shall ‘

hap. 14.)

e =

korchief, end glared up at the swarm of grinning faces in the
doorway.

Words failed him; there was nothing in the English
language to express hia feclings, and he swung away to the
dogeart and clambered in. The vehicle dashed away towards
the school gates. )

"My hat!” gasped Bob Cherry. * What a blessed fire-
brand !

““ Tho choek, to shake hiz =illy fist at the Head !” exclaimed
Harry Wharton indignantly. “ We ought to have bomped
him !

“* Ha, ha, ha!l”

Tho daxeart disappeared in a cloud of dust, Sir Hilton's
yoice dying away in the distance as he callrd his groom a
clomsy fool. The unfortunate groom would very likely have
boen glad to bump Siv Hilton, too.

“Toys!"” exclaimed the Head, **My dear boys-—"

“ W had to chuck him ount, sir,” said Wingate apolozetic-
ally., " We couldn’t see him being disrespectiul to vou,
air.”

“ Ahem " The Head could not help feeling that the bovs
had been pleased with an oxeuss for handhng Sic Hilcon
Foppor, but he was not ungratﬁfut; arid he was glnc! to be
ri.d of his berrible visitor oo any terms. " Alem ! Yes,
Wingale pre—precisely | Dear me ! This unplenzant scene
has ups=et me very much !

And the doctor wiped his brow.

“Bir Hilton l’ﬂyﬁer came here to make a eomplaint, my
boys,"” he said. * He declares that his keeper saw a Grey-
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friars boy in the wood last night taking the partridges. 1
need not say how aerious an offence that would be, and 1
hope sincercly that there was a mistake; in fact, I am sure
of it. But I must say that, if it chould turn out to bo truce
and the culprit should be discovered, I should have no resource
but to expel him from Greyfriars. = Please beay that n
mind."

And the Head retired to his study. ]

The boys, discussing the matter excitedly, dispersed. The
gpeneral impression was that Sir Hilton Popper was on the
wrong track. But there wore some [ollows who knew better,

Bob Cherry & Uo. guessed whom the culprit had been, and
that the keeper was not mistaken; although that, of course,
waz no exeuse for the baronot’s cutrazeous conduct.

And Courtnes knew.

YValence strolled awav with his hands in his pockets. In
the Bixth Form passage, Courtney tapprd him on  the
shoulder.  Valenco turned round with a very unpleasant
expression upoan his faee.

“What do vou want*" he exclaimed.

“* You heard all that ¥ said Courtney.

* Certainly 7

“ T was you in Popper's wooad last mght ¥

Valence shrugaed hus shoulders.

" YWas it you, Rupert?"

“Mind yvour own business' zaidd Valence coolly. “I've
told you don't want you meddling in my affairs any
furthar."

Courtney bit his lip.

FREANK RICHARDS,
e Order Early. )
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“T don’t want to meddle,” he said.  * Bat von heard what
Eh-e ]Ii:_;a.d was saving—he's poing te expel the chap if he's
gL

“Then the chap will buve to be careful.”’

“Tha keepers will be en the wateh more than ever now,
Valence. Won't you stop this silly game? It's no gond, and
it may lead to awfal trouble for you and your people,”

“ Have you finished 7 asked Valence.

' Xot quite. 1f voun are detoermined to make a foel of

vourself, you might think of your sister—think how cut up
Violet wonld be if anything happened—-1**
Y0, leave my sister alone ' said Valence angrilv. * Yon
jolly well won't see her any maore, anyway. And I don't
shank you for yvour advice—T've had too much of it. I doa't
want your meddling, and I don't want yvour friendship. Is
that plain encugh *™

Courtitey ser his teeth.

“Yes, that's plam enouvgh,”™ he anid.
troubled with either in the fuiure.”™

And ho walked away without another woud
thrugged his shoulders.

“You won't be

Valence

e

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Bob Cherry on the Warpath.

"L IGHTS out!” said Wingate. |
The Remave had gone to their dormitory.  When
Wingate looked in all the jumiors were in bed, and
lnoked as if they were comfortably settled for the
night. The captain of Greyfrines glanced up and down the
dormitory. ‘

“ Good-night ' he sad,

" Giood-night, Wingate ! N .

The light was extingmshed, and Wingate retived,
Bob Chervy sat up in bed. .

“Falo, hallo, hallo!"™ he suid cheerfully.
ta stay awake and keep me company ¥

“{iot anvihing to eat ¥ pcked Billy Bunter.

“Ha, ha! Xao."

The Owl of the Remove granied, :

“Then I'm jolly well going to sleep, for one,” he seid.

“ Do said Bob Cherev.  * Anvthing's better than hear-
mg you talk, Bunfy.”

" Oh, .really——" -

“I'm going to stay awake,” said Harry Wharton, sitting
up. " 8o s Franl,  We thece will be eneugh to give
Valence his dose, I think.”

" Y og, rather !

* Botter got out of bed, or we shall nol off,” said Bob
Cherry, slipping ont of his bedelothes,  * We've got w good
time to wait, bat I haven’t got the stufl ready yet.” ]

Bob lighted o candle-end, and it glimmered dimly in the
long, lofty room. Ile did not wish to tuwrn on the elecbric
light; it would have been seen from the Close, if any
belated seninr or master had happened to be out of doors.

Wharton and Nugent turm:dpmil, ton. The other fellows
walched them with interest. TBob Cherry drew s bucket
from under his bed, and helf filled it with water from {he
u

Then

“Who's zoing

ﬁ““'lﬂ.t on earth'e that for?” asked Dulsirode.

' Valence."

did E'h IIF”

" He's going out poaching te-nizht,’ explained Bob Cherry,
“How do you know'" )

“ Oh, I happen to kaow ! said Bob. * We're zoing fo try
and save him from his wicked ways. Neot that he deserves
saving; he's an utter rotter. Bul he's got a nice sisler, and
she's a friend of Miss Resic’s, so I think we've bound to
do something.”

Bulstrode chuckled, .

“Aro you gﬂini to mave him from his wicked ways by
rouring water on him ?” he asked. ** Blessed if 1 ever heard
of reforming a sinner in that way before.”

“ That's the idea! We're going to wall for him at the
end of tha Sixth-Form jpassame, vou see, and mop it on him
as he comes out. Of course, he's not going 1o have pure
water. It's too good for him; and ink s cheap. So is

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Boh Cherry had made his preparations during the evening,
He produced a large square packet, and opeied it at one
ond, and a stream of soot shot into the pail. There was a
chuckle, from the Removiles,

My hat! He will repent of his wicked ways if he gofs
that little-lot on his napper,” chuckled Tom Brown,

“1 guess sol”

“0Oh, that's not the lot yei !

Bob Cherry emptied two bottles into the pail—one of red
ink, and the other of black. Then he began to stir the
terrible coneoction with a ericket-stump.

“ Are you really going to slop that horrid stufl over a
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senior P exclamed Vernon-Stnith, ¥ There will be an awful

row.
“Yes; T expeet Valenece will make a row when he gots it.™
“Ha, ha, ha!”

“But T don't see how he can complain, without cxplaining
what he was up in the middle of the might for,”™ said Bob
[Cherry coolly.

"“Ha, ha, ha:”

Bob Cherry stirred away industriously. Tt was =ome time
before the mixture was finished to his satisfaction.

Ten o'clock had rung ont from the clock-tower.

“We shall have to wait an hour yet,” said Nugent, with
a vawn. " The seniors won't all be in bed before eleven, and
Vulence won’t try to bunk until thev’ve turned in. It would
mean trouble for him if Wingate or North caught him.”

“1 pguess it would,” said Fisher T. Fish. **1 shouldn’t
wonder if Courtney keeps an eve on him, too.”

“Of course, Valence wibl wait £l thev're all in bed,” =aid
Bob. *You fellows may as well have o snoose, T'I1 stay
awake."

i ¥ou'll go to sleep, vou mean, and forget all about it
till mornang,” said Wharton, laughing. * Botter leave it
to ma,’™

“IN borrow Carlton’s alarm elock.™

Carleon, the Slacker of the Remove, grinned.

“You can have the alorm clock, and welcome,' he zaid.
“1'm not using it. No more carly rising for me now the
cxam.’a over”

Bob Cherry wound the alarm, amd ticd the clock round
s neck with a piece of twine., Then he blew out the candle,
and laid down on hia bed dressed.

He was asleep in two minutes, o ospite of the ticking of
the clock close to hiz cars. Dob Cherry was a healthy
zloeper.,

The chaiter in the dermitory died away, and all was quict
and still. Bal Cherey had timed the alarm for eleven, and
ps the hour boomed owt, schoing from the elock-tower, the
alarm elock started operations.

The sleeping junior gave a wild jump as the buzz of the
alarm soumded close to his ear. e stavied op on the bed.
He had slept zoundly, and forpotien all abour the alarm.

“* Halle, hallo, hallo! Why, what the——""

He prasped the alarm, and turned i off. It had awakened
Lalf the dormitory by the time he stoppoed it There were
spowling voices on all sides.

* Shut up that blessed row I'' exclaimed Bolsover. ** What
the {licln]:ﬂnf:-';?r_'[u you mean by waking me up in the middle of
fhe nipght ¥

(2 | %v-::ﬁ.u't- waking you up, my son,” said Bolb Cherrs,
slipping off his bed. 1 was waking miyself up. You are a
pure accident; and it doesn't matter, anyway. Arc you
awake, Franky ¥’

Nugent rronted.

X Tr:ssq*r if I see how a dormonse could sleep with that
row going on!’ he satd. Y Mind i docsa't start again!
1'm ]'{"il[]:r! I

“8n am I said Wharton.

“Then come on!"

Bob Cherry proped for the pail of mysterious mixture,
amd picked it up. The three juniors stumbled towards the
tloor in the darkness. :

“ Wind, don't make a row I whispered Bob.

“Whao's making a row

“Rata! Quiet ™

“Tlon't Wff agrainst me with that pail,” said Wharton.
 What was that knocked on my chest¥”

“The pail.” X

“{rw! I ecan feel something wet trickling over me!"

* Ha, ha, ha "

- Quiet ' grinned Nugent.

“h, vou ass!" breathed Wharten,
over ny trousers '

- Horey ! But never mind, there's plenty left.””

“ Plenty left ! howled Wharton, " I'm nat thinking
w h.;.tﬂmr there's plenty left, you chump! I'm thinking of
my haps."

.“l'.}]]f rats! This isn't a time to think of bags,” =aid Bob
Clerey severely. ' A chap ouszht to be ready to make small
saerifices to save & sinner from the road to ruin; good httle
boys in story-books always do.””

Sl T not a good little boy in a story.-book,” growled
Wharton. * Besides, Erie nover had scot and ink rpilled over
hiz bags.”

“* Ha, ha, ha!" ) ,

“ You'll wake the blessod hiouse ! saud Nogent. =T think
Bob had bettor go back to bed, and leave this to us.”

“Rats ! said Bob Cherry. .

He opened the dormitory deor. There was a plimner of
light in_the passage, and Bob carried the pail very carefully.
Harry Wharton and Frank iqll-;nwd him, taking care not to
ot too close to the pal again. .

“Quiet ! said Bob Cherry, in o stage whizper that eould

“You've splled it
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have been heard at the end of the passage, if there had been
anybody there to hear it.

“ Oh, shut up, Bob!™

“Well, be quiet, then”

“Wo're not making a row, ass!”

“Well, you might. We've pot to be cauticns.™

“ (h, cheese it, and get on !

They crept cautiously towards the Bixth Form pessage,
making little or no noise in their stockinged fect.  They
reached th: end of the passage, and found 1t totally in dork-
noas.

There was no light from under & single door, showing that

the Sixth were all gone to hed.
_The Sixth Form at Groyfriars did not sleep in a doymitory
like the juniors, but had bed-rooms to themselves, the studics
being alio bed-rooms. If Valence came out that right, he
had to come along the passage to get downstairs, and he had
tn pass the cormer where the three juniors had pested them-
selves, At that hour, of course, nobody had any business to
b~ coming along the passage—at all events, without a light,
There was, little possibality of making a mistake.

“Here we are,’” whispered Bob Cherry.

e set the ]1u1'i down.

“Quict Y primned Nugent.

“(h, shul apI™

“We may have to wait some Llime,” Wherton mnttored.
H The masters are not all in bed yot, and Valence may wait
tall all 15 safe.'”

“ O he mava't po ont lo-night aftor all, since Sie Hiltcn
Popper came,” Frank Nuwent sugrgosted.

“Well, yvou are n pair of blessed Job’s comforters, T must
gay ! prowled Bobk Cherry. © Bhut up, for goodness’ sake !
I sha'nt wait here long. If Valenee doesn't come out, |
shall take this stuff into hiz reom, and maop it over him in
bed., I'm net going to get ready to reform o chap, and then
.'nntl d?:ih simply bocause he leaves his sing over for another
nigeht.

“ Ha, ha, ha ™

'3 Quiﬂt. e

The juniors waited, In the distance they heard a sound of
a closing door, as somce mastor went to Then all was
guict arain. There was no sound in the Sixth Foom poassage.
The half-hour rang out 1in muffled tones from the clock-tower.

The juntors began to feel angry and uncasy.  Bupposo
Valence had already gone—suppose he was not going at all?
It would be decidedly exasperating to have all tlheir trouble
for nothing. These thoughts were in the minds of Ilarny
Wharton & Co., when they heard a sound in the passage.

Tt was the sound of a door opening ouictly.

Bol Cherry .gasl_‘:t'd.

“He's coming

T Quiet 1M

Footsteps !

Faint and cautious, but unmistakable in the deep silence of
the night, the footsteps eame towards the corner where the
juniors waited.

{Closer and closer !
with cxcitement, vaised the pail and stood ready.
moment had come!

Tiobh Cherry, with his hands shaking
Thi

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
A Slight Mistake,
LOSEER and closer!

C The footstops were slow and cautious, but more and
more digtinet as they came down the Sixth Form
passage. The juniors could hear, too, a sound of low

breathing. The unseen senior was almost upon them,

A shiver of ecxcitement ran through Bob Clierry's framoe.
The pail shook, and a portion of its contents slopped over
Dob's waistcoa®. DBut he hardly noliced 16 m his excitement.

It was dark in the passage; the juniors could barely sco
one another. Down the passage & dim form camne—dim and
shadowy

Bob Cherry made 2 quick movement. lad
arcividd !

Thrr pail swept into the air

Bwish !

As the pail whirled over, the contents shot out in a flooding
steearn, right upon the head of the dim figure.

Bwish! Swosh! Bloosh!

“ My hat, he's got 17 gasped Nugoent.

“Yarooh!"

Tt was a wild and mufMed yell

The drenched figure stageered in the passage, relling and
pasping wildly.

‘““Run for it !" gasped Bobh.

Aud the juniors ran. Bob Cherry stuinbled, and the pail
slipped fromy his hand, and rolled clanging and rettling on
the fAcor,

There waa no time to look for it
all sides, and lights - flashing.

The victim of the jape was gaspinyr and spluttering,  The
Boemovites ran on, and gained the staircase, and there, in the
derkness, they peused breathlessly to look over the bamistors.

“Ow! Heip! Yarooh! Groo! Ow! Ow!l”

- Thae Maener Liprany.--No. 186.
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“He doesn't like the flavour " murmured Bob Cherry.

“Ia, ha, ha!”

Y Quicl: 177

TFellows were coming out of the Sixth Form studies in their
nightshirts and piijamaﬂ. some of them lighting matches,
some carrying candles. Half the Bixth Form seemed to hava
turnod out at the sudden alarm.

Thao lights showed up the fellow whoe had received the
drenching. He was dressed, and that was about all that
could be seen about him. e was covered witk the inky,
suaty mixture, and he was utterly unrecognisable.

The juniors chuckled as they watched from their distant
coign of vantage. Bob Cherry’s dose had been thoroughly
adininistered : there was no mistake upon that point. The
Sixth-Formers crowded round the unfortunate victim in
astonishment.

“My onl
are you !

“ oot

“How dild you get into that state?™

Lh ] Y'D“-l'l‘ .:”

“ What are you doing at this time, anyway @™

“*Gerooh '

“Ha, ha, ha "'

» But who iz it?" demanded North.
make ont his chivey! Who are you ¥

“Grog-oh 1"

“a, ha, ba!™ )

“ My hat, it's Courtney !” Wingate exclaimed, in amaze-
ment, peering close to the face of the drenched and blackened
SOT]I0¥E -

Bob Cherry turned quite faint and clung to the banisters
as the words came to his cars from the Bixth Form passage.

“ Courtney ! murmured Wharton.

“ Courtney ! Great  Sectt !

“ Oh, my hat!" murmured Bob Cherry. “ How was 1 tno
know it was Courtney? How was I to know in the dark?
What was he mooching about for in the middle of the night,
anyway? Ilang it, I don't Lelieva it was Courtney at alll
Tt can't be Courtney ! It's all rot!™

Wharton chuckled softly.

“Rot or not, it 15 Courtney,” he said.
There's Valenee, without a speck on hin™

Bob Cherry groaned. .

“ My hat, vou're right! What rotten luck!

Theve, sure” enough, was Rupert Valenee. He was fully
dressed, unlike the other seniors, who were all in their night-
clothes.  Fhere was no speck on Rupert Valence; he had
ovidently been still in his study when the mixture was hurled.
But how had it come about that Courtney had come out
into the passaze in the middle of the night with such cantious
footstops that the juniors had mistaken him for Valence!?
There was no reason ahy he should bave walked so quietly,
or why he should not liave carried a light, so far as they
could discover.

Valence wa: grinning as he looked at the drenched and
blackened senior. Gourtney konuckled the horeid mixture out
of his oyes and mouth, and gasped and sputtered.  He found

lis voice at last.

7 don't know heow it happened” he gusped. 1 was
coming along the passage, and all of a sudden thia stuff waa
flung over me without the least warning.” )

“Some junior trick,” said Walker, of the Bixth.

«“Y suppose so; but I don't know why the juniors should
pl:r.'%r me such_'n trick,” said Courtney.  * If it had been Loder
or Carne——"

Toder and Carne laughed together., They were very
unpopular with the juniors, and Courtne? was very popular:
hut it was Courtney who had suffercd this time, It struck
the two cads of the SBixth as very comic. . N

“Wo'll jolly well find out who did it!" said Wingate,
frowning.  ** A thing like this can’t be aliowed to pass.
We sha'n’t be able to keep any eorder in the Lower Hchool
coon. You had bhetter go and clean yourself, Courtnep.
We'll look for the wyoung rascals. You might get some
canes, Loder and Walker, and come with me.™

i Cartainly I replied the two seniors promptly,

Courtney went into his room again. It was in darknesa.
e turned on the gas and lighted it.  As the light flared on
he saw that Rupert Valence liad followed him into his
studv. Valence grinned a5 Courtuey bent over the wash-
stand n the corner,

] must sny voun've had a pleasant dose,” he remarked.

“Gl‘ﬁﬂ :IH

Splash! :

“The kids scemed to have zelected vou for special treat-

ment,”? said Valence, “ Bul what on carth werg you doing

out of vour room at this time of night, Couriney; and

fully dressed too! Were you going outt”
“ Oroooh !

hat ! exclaimed Wingate. ** What 15 at? Whe
Vhat's happened ?"'

“ Blicssed if I can

“ Look there!

9
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“Or were you watching for someone?” asked Valence
En sleasantly.  ““ Havo you been playing the spy for some-
ody 77

water,

“I waited up to stop you if you went out,” he eaid. “ As
& prefect, T cun’t allow you to play any such blackguardly
fricks, I heard a sound in the passage, and thought it was
Fou, and went out to speak to ¥our, went gquietly, because
I didn't want to make a row and show you up before every-

dy—unless vou refuzed to come bael.”

“Then you'd have donae i 1

“1 should have stoppred you, anyway."”

“Thank you,"” said Valenee, with a sneor.

“You intended to go out,” said Courtney.
dressed.  You haven’t been in bed.”

‘-’u]c_m.-e nathded.

“ Quite frue,” he said; “T was going ont.  It's impossible
now, after all this fracas; and I'm glad youw've got it in
the neck., Serve you jolly well vight I'

And he rquitied the .i.tur]:_-'.

Courtney weat on with Dis washing in a decidedly ruffled
bemper. Wy he had leen drenched he did not know,
wiless ho had been mistaken for one of the bullies of the
Sinth. Mistake or not, it was decidedly unpleasant, and he
sincerely hoped that Wingate would saceeed in discovering
the culprit and making things warm for hin.

“You are

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Thwack !

i OOK here ! exclaimed Loder.
e stopped, and held down his candle as he caught
sight of the inky pail that Bob Chervy hed dropped
. in his flight. The pail lay on its side, and inky
Quid was siill ocozing out of it over the linoleum in the
passage,
::Timt had the stuff in it,” saud Walker, with a grin,
> they came this way,” said Wingate. *“They went
upstatrs, of eourse. It must have been the juniors—some
of the Remove, most likely. Mizht have been Fourth
Form, though. W must be careful’ no good dropping on
the wrong liids.”
“Oh, they were Remove, of course, and I think I could

tell you their names” said T.od “Buat wa'll see soon.

oder,
Look hora, the Tve loft o krapl.”
* By Jove, they have 1™

here were smwars of inky blackness on the stairs. The
concoction that had been spilt on llarry Wharton’s clothes
in the Remove dormitory had run down, unsecen in the
darknees, and dripped off him, and some had gome upon
his socks, causing them to leave inky footprints wherever
he moved.

t"-!r’mguta grinned az he followed the inky trail up the
staira.

He came into the junior dormitory passage, and found
the marks thicker on the linoleum leading up to the door
of the Remove dormitory.

Loder held up the candle.

“*Thia iz where the young rascals came back to, and
where they came from,” he said, *“There must have been
two or three. The marks don't go on past this door,. so
lhﬂ.}' didn’t come from the Fourth Forin dormitory.”

‘*No, they came from the Remove,™

Wingate opened the door.

There was a sound of stcady breathing from the dormi-
tory. Wingate grinned, He had been quite prepared for
all the signs and sounds of slumber

He switched on the electric light, and {he réom was flooded
with illamination at onee, and the three seniors entered,

The tell-tule marks crossed the dormitory to Harry
Wharton's bed. Therc were others near Bob Cherry's bed,
and others nesr Nugent’s. Al three of the juniors had
got scine of the stuff on their socks,

The three of them lay in bed in peaccful slumber—to all
appearanees. Harry Wharton's eves were closed, and thera
was an oxpression of blissful innecence upon his face, and
Nugont had an arm thrown over his face so that it could
not be seen, but he was breathing regularly. Bob Cherey
was snoring shightly to add to the effect, forgetful of the
fact thnt as he was not in the habit of snoring it was
rather likely to arouse suspicion than to lull it.

Wingate surveyed them with a grim smile.

“* Fast aslecp, of course I =aid Loder, with a sneer.

“Of course! Apparently they didn’t know they had any
of the stuff on their socks,” said tho captain of Greviriars,
laughing.

Wharton gave a start. The three seniors grinned; and
Wharton, realising that he had betrayed himself, opened
his eyes, and looked rather sheepishly at Wingate.

Tur MacNeET Lainrary.—No. 136,

4 s 3 . : 4 k"
Courtney turngd towards him a face dripping with inky

"Ilave you been ouf of the dormitory this evening,
Wharton 7? the Greyfriers captain asked.

“Cotch him telling you the truth!™ snecred Loder.

““1 am sure Wharton will speak the truth, or nothing

at all,”’ said the Greyfriars captain quictly. “ Shut up,

Loder ™ :

“I-have been out of the dormitory, Wingate,”

“ Did vou throw that stuff oveér Couctney ¥

“I had a hand in it.*

“And a foot in it, too, I should say,” chuckled Walker.

1 suppose we may as well owu up,” said Bob Cherry,
sitting up in bed, ‘I meant to explain to old Courtney
to-morrow somchow., We were jolly sorry it went over him.
Honour bright, Wingate.”

o ﬁn you didn’t intend it for him ™ asked Wingate.

- No,”

“ For me, I suppose,” sneered Loder, * because I gave you
lines for serewing up my desk, you young sweep "

“ No, it wasn't you this time, cither, Loder.”

“Thuen who was it 7" asked Wingate,

“ Valence.”

“¥ou thought it was Valence when you pitched the stuff
over Courtney 177
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M You must have been lying in wait for him, then, and
pitched it over him as he came along, expecting it would be
Valence i =aid Wingate slowly.

“That's it,” said Bob Cherry, with a nod.

"And why,"” demanded Wingate—" why did you expect
Valence to come along the Sixth Form passage at cleven
o'clock at night, when the Sixth are always in bed? What
reason had you to suppose he would be stirring ?"

The three juniors looked at one another awkwardly. Much
as they disliked Rupert Valence, and little consideration as
he deserved at their hands, they were not inclined {o betray
him to the captain of the schgol. Wingate's position as
captatn was one of great respnmibilit}', and he could not
possibly have looked over such a thing as Valence had
intended.  DBob Cherry had told his chums what he had
jcarned by chance in the prefects’ room that afterncon,
but he did not intend to tell anyone outside the Remove.

They were silent. Bob Cherry eoloured under Wingate's
searching glance,-but he did not speak. i

“I'm waiting for your answer, Cherry,"” said Wingate
onlinously.

“1 haven't anything to say, Wingate

“You mean you don't choose to say anything .

Bob Cherry hesitated,

“Well, I put it to you," he said. “If we knew anvthing
by chanee about a fellow, should we be Justificd in snoaking
about him?¥"”

Wingate wrinkled his brows. ,

“ Perhaps not,” he said, *“ and perhaps I can guess as much
as you could have told me, anyway. I shall not ask you
any more guestions.”

“Thanks, Wingate;
Cherry, in great relief,

« Wingate smiled grimly.

“1 hepe it won't injure my reputation as a good chap,
but T am going to give vou o good hiding for playing such
a trick,” he satd. * Whatever the Sixth may do, mv boy,
you can't be allowed to drench them with inky water, There
EL‘;: ﬁL;_f.“i': a thing as discipline, and it has to be maintained.

Pt -'F

“Yes!” groaned Bob. * Lay it on lightly I

“They needn’t got ua:,” sald Wingate. ““Take one each,
sou fellows, and give them half a dozen. I think that will
meet the casze.” .

There was a sound of thwacking in the Remove dormitory.
Wharton, Cherry, and Nugent took the caning through their
badelothes, which deadened it a little. But it was veri
painful, sll the szame. though they =et their teeth an
endured it without o ory.

As a matter of fact, they know perfectly well that they
deserved it. Bob Cherry’s jape had Leen funny enough, but
Bob himself admitted that it weuldn't do.  The juniors
fully expected to be licked if their japes eame to hght in
this manner, and they were prepared to take their punish-
ment with fortitude,

Thwacl:, thwack, thwack !

The rest of the Romove sat up in bed, looking on with a
deep and painful interest. The six strokes each administered,
Wingate and Walker stopped, but Loder was going . on,
Loder was never satisficd with enough. DBut Wingate
stopped him promptly.

“That's enough, Loder ™ he cxclaimed. “1 hope that
will be a lesson to you fellows not to jape the Sixth.”

“Ow !" groaned Bob Cherry. :

“You can keep sooty water and ink for your little jokes
on the Fourth, where 1t won't do nuch harm,” grinned the
Greylriars captain, " Good-night 1"

you're a good chap!™ said Bob
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Blakey Chakey shakey Gussy wussy."”
the crickers knew that they had been found out.

Tu Gnn{i-:[i&i’:?‘ﬁn’ingutp L
And the avengers retired, leaving the dormitory in dark-
noas and three practical jokers wriggling in pain in their

beads.
“0w?! I feel hurtt™

0w " pranted Nugent.

“Ha, hin, ha "'

“The beasts 1" prowled Bob Cherry. * They don’t under-
stand & joke! The Sixth have ne sense of hoamour at all"

Yw ! You've got too much blessed senae of humour,
I think !"™ said Nugent, *1f vou ever suggest goang for the
Hixth agan——"

o 1T

1 say, you fellows, shut up ! sand Bally Bunter. * You're
'I:e-c-;;;'mg e awalke, you koow, I want to get to sleep. You
maght shut ap.”™

S You fat bounder—

“I sha'n't be able to ged np in the morning now !"" seid
Bunter peevishly, “ I shall expeet you fellows to explain to
Mr. Queleh.”

Turg Macnsr Lisgary —No. 186.

NEXT
TURSDAY :

Figgins opened the door. ~Clifton Dane and Lumiley-Lumley were standing there with demure Smiles on their faces. |
‘““ Hang, bong ! sald Figégins. To which Lumiey-Lumley replled in the same tomgue: *“Figdy wlggg Mmersy perry
““ Monty Manny Diggy Herry Fatty 'ﬁ'ynn?" added Clifton Da
An amusing incident from *'
grand, long, complets school tale of Tom Merry & Co., Biake & €o, and Figgina & Co., contained in this wesh's
number of the “Gem™ Library. Out on Thursdey. Price One Penny.)

“DRIVEN TO THE WALL."

ne, and then
he Rally of the Rival Ca's,” tha

Ok, ring off 1" o

“T'in not going to ring off. Why can’t you take ;chkmf
quietly, ns--a3 I should? If I had ever such a Imlv:m\?_.
should Lkeep a stiff upper hip. You wor't hear mo yowling
out when I'm hurt,” aaid Dully Bunter contemptuously.

“We'll jolly soon ses about that ! exelaimed Bob Cherey.

He jumped out of bed, and ran to Rilly Bunter's bed.
Thers was a gasp from the fat junitor as ha felt & powerful
grasp upon hie,

i-‘mwl 'U"ﬂ-', Fely EH'

Bpank, spank, spanl!

Bob Cherry's heavy hand—rather & large siza in hands—
descended upon the fat person of the Owl of the Ramaove,
The spanks rang out like pistol-shots. There was s wild
FF:”. ['lfﬂm Billy Bunter, followed by s suctession of piercing
ehriaks.

“Ow! Yah! Help! Muyrdor! Oh "

““Ha, ha, ha ! shouted the juniors.

“Yaroch! Help! Oh!™
By FRANK RLOWAY ;
¥ R {ﬂﬂﬁ?“'
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“Hurt?" asked Bob Cherry, pausing breathlesely,

TOw! Yes! Yow! Yargﬂllji [HF! iy !

“You weren't going to yowl if yvou were hurt,” Bob
gterr}' remarked. Do you call this yowling, or den't you
Il this yowhng

“Ow! Yow! Yes! Beast! Oh!™

""Ha, ba, hat"

Beb Cherry went back to bed, feeling more comfortable
and satisfied. There came a succession of painful groans
from Billy Bunter's bed. Bolsover, the bully of the Remove,
sat up, with a wrathful snort,

“Is that you making that row, Bunter?”

“Ow! ¥Yes! D'm hurt! Oh!

“1f you make another sound,” said Bolsover, “I'll get up
and take a cricket-stump to vou! You hear me?”

There was not enother sound from Billy Bunter,

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Gone

OURTNEY washed and washed, There was ink on his
ears, and ink on his hair, and ink down hiz neck—
red and black mived; and there was slimy, wet soot
all over him. He had disearded his clothes. It was

doubtiul if he would be able to wear them again. He was
standing in his pants, laving himself in the washstand basin,
when Wingnte came in.  Courtoey blinked round at him
through flowing water.

Wingate could not help grinning

“Well, you hove been through it,” he femarked. * Do
you think you will ever get that stuff cut of your hair?"

Courtney grunted.

“I don't know,” he =zaid. 1 dou't think so. For good-
ness’ sake get me some more watdr out of your room,
Wingate, and some soap. All mine's a» black as ink.™

"' Hight you are.”

Wingate brought in a fresh jug of water, and sat on the
bed, watching the Sixth-Former while he laved his inky and
sooty hair. Courtney's hair was naturally fair and ecurly,
but it did not look very feir now. He rubbed zoap inte
it, and washed it, till he was pink with exertion.

*“That's about as good as using an exerciser, anyway,”
Wingate vbserved, by way of comfort,

Courtney grunted.

“We found the younpg raseals who did it,*" said Winﬁate.
"It was Wharton, Cherry, and Nugent, of the Remove.”

“You caned them, I hope?"

“¥es., I expéct thay'ro still wriggling.”

“8erve the little beasts right !’

“ It seems to have beon o nustake, Courtney, Bob Cherry
awned up to it, but he said he had intended it for Valence.”

Courtney plunged his face into the water.

Wingate waited quietly until he raised it again.

"Did you hear what 1 said, Courtney ¥

“ ¥e-es,” muttcred the senior.

“They thought it was Valence. For some reason they

expected to find Valence coming out of s room in the
middle of the night.”

*.Did they explain why "

4 Hﬂ‘l!

Courtney drew a breath of rolief.

“I think perhaps you know why,” said Wingate.
“I1" exclaimed Courtney,
“Yes. You sec, you went out about the time they

expoected Valence, Whot did you go cut for, old man #**

Courtney did not reply.

"1 think I can guess,” said Wingale. “1 know wyou
haven't been on such good terms with Valence lately. ou
knew he was going to break bounds, and you went out to
gtopp him. He was fully dregsed, I remembor, when he
showed up in the passage”

“I'd rather not say anything about it, Wingate,”

The Greyfriars captain nodded.

* Very well,” he said. “* Only remember you are a prefect,
Courtney, and you've {gat- your duty to do. DBut I suppose I
necdn’t remind you of that."

Courtney Rushed.

“"I'm doing it 25 well as T can,” he sud,
position for me. But I'm doing my best.™

" Valener was gotng out '

"1 believe 20, said Courtney reluctantly.

“o vou know where®''

"I suspect.”

“To the Cross Keys™™

*0Oh, no; T thank pot.™ _

“Then he 1z the poacher?” said Wingate quietly.

{‘ourtney did not answer,

“Lome,” said Wingnate, "I know perfectly well that when
Sir Hilton Popper’s keeper said he sew a Greyfriars [ellow,
ke was spoaking the truth. 1 know that. The only question
i, who was it? Was it Valenge !

Tar Maiener Lisrary.—No. 188

“It's o difficult

I shouldut wonder.”

“And vou knew this—you, a prefect ! =aid Wingate
sternly. " U'm awfully surpmzed at you, Courtney. You
ought to have interfered,”

“I—I did.

“And if vour remonstrance was ne good, you cught to
have reported the matter at once to the llead. What do
vou think he made you a prefect for?™ )

*I—1 kaoow I ought,” groancd Courtney. " Dut—but it
was Valence you szee. He's made an ass of himsclf; bus
he was my foemd, apd—and there~there's Vi

“ His sister, do you mean " .

“Yes. She—she asked me onee if I'd keep an eve on hin,
because he'd zot among bad companions,”’ said Conriney, in
a low voice, “1 said I would., 1t would be rotten rough on
her if anything happenedto hun,”

“ Helter let him get a rapging from the Head than go on
until he is caught by a keeper, and perhaps arrested.”™

“ Yees, 1 suppose so."”

“ And he's going out to-might 77 exclauned Wingate,

“1 believe he wos. course, he won't have the nerve to
do th: a.i'tcr: what has just happened, with hall the Form
awnlbio,’

“T don't kuow, He hasn't much nerve, but he s ass
enough for anyvthing, I think,” said Wingate sbhruptiy, *°1
shall look into his room before I go to bed.”

Courtney was towelling his head.

“Well, T'in going to turn in now,” he said.  “We'll lack
m on Valence, if you hke, but 1 know you'll find himn in bed
all serene,’™

N S | T

Wingate left the study, followed by Courtuoey,
Valenee's door and called in in the darknes:.

* Ara you there, Valence?” )

There was no reply, and there was no zound of breathing
in Jhe stillness of the room.

Wingate struck a match, stopped indo the roow, and
lighted the gas.

Courtney cast a hurried look towards the bed.
emply., Valence was not in the room.

e was gone! :

Wingate turned to his startled compenion with a grm
sinile.  Valence's bed had' not been lain in. He had
evidently not gone to hod at all.

" Well*” said Wingate.

“He's gone!" Courtney mmuattered.

“ Yes, he's gone out.™

“ 1 suppose o

The Captain of Greyfriars knitted his brows. Ile was very
angry indeed. Valence had gone out, knowing that Win-
gate was awake—and afler the scene in the afterncon with
air Hialton. .

The folly and the impudence of it were about equal
Wingate cat down, and Courlney turped an anxious and
maguiring look upon hin.

*“What are you going to do?" he asked.

“I'm going to wait for Valence.”

“ And when he comes—"'

“ Take him straight to the Head, if Dr. Locke is sti]l ap.
If it's tao late for that I shall report hum o the movning.”

Courtney changed ecoloar. .

Ll o | suppose you must deo it, Wingate,”" he said; * but
—but couldw’t you go light]:.r just this time ?"

“What do you mean? Ido you want e to let the rotier
off, when he's doing lhis best to disgrace the school?”
demanded Wingate.

¢ Woneno ; but—"

“¥ou know that Sir Hilton’s keepers will be more on the
watch than ever to-night,” said Wingate. ““and he wiall ruan
heaps of risk of being ceught. It would scrve him right:
but it would mean police-court proceedings, perhaps, and
the Head would have fo gpo down q.buut it. Think of tho
disgrace!  Tle would be expelled instantly, but it would
bring the name of Greyfrviars into all the papers, and do the
school & lot of harm. The fellow scems to have no sonsc At
all. My hat, I'll give him some plain Euglish when he
does come in ™

“You're right, Wingate; but—"

“ But vou want me to let the fool off for his sister's sake,”
said ‘Wingate abruptly. It can’t be doue! Hesides, he'd
be at it again next week."

“Five him onc more chanee,” zaid Courtney, in o Jow
vaice. “ Let me wait up for lum instead of yvou, Wingator—
just this once! I—=I'Il talk to hiwm, and if hc doesn's

romise, honour bright, fo drop it for good and all, I'l
eave him to you.” )

S Would he keep his promize ™

“ Fe's not so rotfen as all that.

Winpate hesitated.

“I don't want to be hard on any chap, and—and his

Ile opened

It was

ITe'd keop his word. ™
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sister’s o nioe girl, and I shouldn’t like her to be hurt,” he
said ; " but it's asking s lot, Courtney.”

“T know it i5. But you'll de it, Wingate 7"

The Greyfriars captain gave an impatient shrug- of the
ehoulders. )

“Yes, I'll do it,” he grunted, “and I hope it will lead to
&md; but I haven't the slightest expectation of anything of

a sort. (iood-night, Courtney 1"

“ Good-night, ingate I

The captain of Greyfriars went to his room. Courtney
remained in Rupert Valence's room, waiting, with knitted
brows and anxzious thoughts, for the scapegrace of the Sixth
1o cofie n.

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Caught Red-Handed.

UPERT VALENCE laughed softly to himself as he
plunged into the dark sﬁadowa of the wood, He had
left Greyfriars quietly, after the fellows had returned
te bed. It did not ¢rosa his mind that Wingate might

lock into hiz study before retiving again; but perhaps in
any case he would have riaked it. ig-i& emiled to himself
many times as he followed the dark road to Sir Hilton
Popper's estate He guessed that the drenching of Courtney
had besn in mistake for himself, and it amused him very
much. It was very funny that his self-appeinted guide,
Ehilcwphen and friend should be the one to receive the
ucking instead of him. There was no pgratitude in
Valence's heart towards the fellow who had tried to save
him from his own folly. Angry dislike had taken the place
of whatever friendship be had ever felt for Courtney.
Though it waz very probable that, in case of need, ithe wenk-
natured fellow would turn to hia old friend for help, con-
veniontly forgetting the differences when that scrved his
turn.

It was very dark and still in the weods. The moon was
riging over the Black Pike, but in the deep woods there
penetrated few of the silvery rays. But Valenece kpow his
way well; ho had roamed the woods many a time at night,
gomoetimes in company with some poaching vagabond whosa
aoguaintance he had picked up st the Cross Keys, and
sometimes alone, The cunning of the poacher seemed to ba
a gilt with Valence, and he had had wonderful luck in
avoiding keepers and discovery. e had begun his noecturnal
E}I.H‘Elllf‘.:'- for amuscment, chiefly because such things were
orbidden ; but he had found a way of turning his poaching
te profit. Rascally dealers, who had business with the
poachers of Friardale, had come into contact with Valence
during one of his evenings at the Cross Keys, and he had
found it possible to do business with them, Valence's way
of life made him always hard up. He was not likely to win
much money in his Little games with Mr. Cobb & Co. at the
Cross Keys, but he lost considerable sums. He was very

fad of a now way of making money, and from that time
ﬁa follawed hi: old pursuaits with new zoat, As for the
honeaty or othorwise of what he did, he never troubled s
head to think about that at all

For an hour or more, Valenoe was very busy ir the covorts
belonging to Sir Hilton Popper. The iraseible baronet would
cortainly have had an attack of apoplexy it he had ssen him.
Valence listened keealy for keepers as he worked; but his
long euccess had made him contemptuoas of them, and he did
not foar dizcovery.  And the keepers certainly were not wary.
Perhaps Sir Hilton's methods of treating them did not malke
them very keen m his servics. Excepting for lhis head.
keapor, old Parker, his old soldier servant who had been with
him in India, Sir Hilton was pretty thoroughly hated by
every man in his employ. He even suspected some of his
keapers of acting in collusion with poachers; and perhapas he
waa right.

A sudden sound made Valence start. Im the dark distance
he heard something crackle under a foot In a second he
wae on the alert Without pausing & moment, he turned
and ran quietly and swiftly.

He had done enough—his bag, and his pockets, were stufied
with plunder. He had made a successful raid wpon Sir

Hilton's coverts, and he did not need to linger. He plunged
inta the deep shadows of the wood again, making his way
with guick foolsteps towards the lane that Ie-dgiutu the

Friardale road. . ]

The moon was rising higher—-sha was clear of the summit
of the Black Pike now and there was a faint light in the
wioenl,. Valence had almost reached the border of the Iane
when he heard an exclamation behind him,

“ Stop him "'

The £ru.-,-fj-iar$ feliow’s heart almort stood still,

He had bren scen, then!

He swung round, staring through the dim twilight of the
wood, and caught sight of the leggings of a keeper in the
underwoods, and a hat over the bushes. He bounded away,
two ar three partridges droppifig from his hold a3 he did so.

There was a shout,

“That's him ™
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* Btop, you voung scoundrel, o I'll ghoot !"'

Valence ran on.  Such a threat might have frightened a
village lad into surrender, but the Sixth-Former of Grey-
Eriars was not so simple. He knew that the keeper dared
not shoot at him. '

Bang ! ]

. Thareportof the gun echoed through the wood, deafening
in the deep silence of the night. But Valence ran on un-
disturbed, . He knew that the gua had been fired inlo the
branches overhead to scare him. ,

He dodged among the underwoods, and paused ab last,
panting for breath.

His heart was thumping.

Ho had been compelled to leave the direction he hnd been
following, and to plunge decper inte the wood, ‘away from
the lane, to avoid the keopors.

But be knew where he was, and that he could find his way
Tc}la-ﬁh quite easily 1f he were once sure thal the coast was

Sar,

But was it? He lisiened with intent ears, erouching in
the shadows of 8 mass of bushes. Had the keepers lost the
scont, and missed him in the darkness of the weod? Had
thay given up the search, or wore they still hunting for him?

13 heart rapped and rapped as be listemed. If he were
found, the conseguence: rushed upon his mind more- plainiy
then iw had ecver understood them befere. Disgrace—per-
hariz arrest—cestainly expulsion from QGreyfriars—utter ruin
to his future caresr! He cursed his folly as he lay palpitat-
ing under the bushes. Courtney had been right. Why
hadn't he taken his -advice? Fool that he had been! Not
that he felt any kindness towards Couritney even at that
moment. Ha felt only & savage =nger towards everything
and everybody.

A footstep in the thickels!

Valenoe trembled.

The keapers had not lost tho sceut, then—they were still
following him—and they were close at hand.

He did not move, Any movement now would be fuial
They would hear the rusthing of the bushes if he tried to
crecp away.

A sound now would bring them upon him. The poacher
crouched in the shadows unﬁ listened. Would they. pass?

Two men came slowly by in the dim light, and stopped.
Valence muttered an imprecation, They had stepped within
a few fecr of hum.

“Ha cama this way.” It was the volce of IParker, tho
hoad-kecper on 8ir Hilion Popper’s estate. “I'm sure of
that.”

“ Mora litkcly towards the lane, sir”

* Mo; I headed him off from the lane.” )

Parker pecred round intt the thickets, hia gun in tho
hollow of his arm. He was c¢vidently in & very bad temper.

“Yt was a schoolboy, plain enough, Hopkine," he said.
“1 saw him clearly from behind. It was one of the Grey-
friara boys." i

“1'd awear to that, sie.”

“71 didn't sce his face.”

“ MNeither did T, siv. But if we find him—"

' Wall, wa shall know him then,” said Parker, “and Le
must still be in the 'wood. T will wait here end watch, Huﬁ
kins, while you beat the thickets for him. I dom't {hink
can 5@!‘, away from the two of us”

“ Very good, sir.” .

The boy hidden within & few feet of thera shivered. Haop-
kins moved off into the bushes, passin-, almost within reach
of Valence. Parker took out his pipe and hghted it
red glow from the bowl struck Valenee's e¢yes in the dark-
ness. The keeper was keenly on the watch, even while be
was lighting his pipe

alence lay and shivered.

There was little chance now., He could not creep away
without some rustle of the thickela and that weuld brmg
Parker upon him with a bound. What was he to do?  If he
ot away, and was seen, it would be as fatal as ]:.n:-'mg
Ewn captured. If the kecpers could identify him at Grey-
friars, he was roined. Aftcr what had already happened,
Dr. Locke would not have the slightest hesitation in aching.
e would expel the exposed poacher from the achool in-
stantly.

. Oh, what a fool he Fad been! -
But he had not guite lost his neive yet. He felt cautiously
in his pocket, ang drew out 8 lump of charcpal. 'de had

learned that trick from the poachers of Friardale, to black
his face 1n case of nccessity to prevent rlm-ng:;itm_m If he
fr identifica-

had & narrow cscape, it might be poasible to
tion afterwards, iipfitm kespers could not swear to his face.
With & hasty. trembling hand he rubbed the charcoal over
his faece, in 2 few moments blotting out the white skin. In
the dim light of the wood, no one could possibly have recog-
nised him now.
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ITe waited, trembling.

There was a sudden exclamation. A [ootstep—a crashing
of the bushes, and Valence“lenped to his feet as the keepor
rushed upon him.

“T've got him, sir.”

Valance dodged desperately, and bounded away, and ran
straight into the srvms of the head-keeper  Parkice grazped
him tightly.

The Groyirviars fellow struggled, and the powcesrful grasp
clozed upon him like the cluteh of a vies.

TGive i, you young feol ! said the head-liceper.

*Let me zol” shricked Valence. * Let me gol"

Tarker laughed grimly.

“Yes that's likely,” he said. “Take one of iz srms,
Hoplins,

“T've got bim, sir,"

“Turn out his pockets.”

The two kecpers stared al the ziglt of Valence's plunder.
Tie Sixth-Former of Greyfriars was not struggling now  He
was trembling i every limb.

“ My word ! said Parker, with a whistle ' You've done a
pood night'a work, T think, but it wils turn out a bad night’s
work for vou, I think. You beloag te Greyfriars, eh?”’

" Ves," stammered Valence. _

“ Face blacked, ¢h 7" said Parker, peering at huim. "' Goad
ald poacher game—you're not now {o this, my line fellow, I
sce—and the magistrates will know it, ioe.”

“*The—the magistrates ™

*“Yes, You'll go before the magistrates th-moreow,” said
Parker. " You'll spend the rest of to-night locked up n a
room, my son. llow do you like the idea? Youd betier
hove stayed in bed at the zehool, don’t vou think %’

Valonce gave a ery of terror.

Y11 must go back! Let me go!
sovereign !’

Parker chuckled.

“It's worth a ten-pound-note te me to cateh the peoacher.
kesides deoty,” he replied. * You come along o' me, I'll
epon gob that washed off vour face, and see vour chivvy.
What's vour name, you young blackguard 7

Valence did not reply. He was s0 overcome with terror at
the prospect befere him, that he could net speak, even to
tell a lie. :

I"arker shook him roughly by the shoulder.

u }‘.fhi:lt.'a your name P e repeated.

“Tell me your nome, vou voung raspal '

“UCourtney,” stammered Valence—* Arvthur Courtney.”

I—=T')l give rou a

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
A Dash for Liberty.

ALENCE had given tho first nanie that came into his

. mind. His only object, at the moment, was to prevent

hiz own name from becoming known, He hed pot been

recagniaed ; he could not be recognized untif the black
waa washed off his face. If he could only escape before the
keepers could get him to the house, 1t would be all right yet.
If he could only escape !

He must escape! To
locked up in & room or o
stable all night, taken before
a magistrate in the morning
—perhaps sent to a reforma-
torv—at all events certainly
expellxd from Greyfriars—as
he thought of it, ho alnost
fainted,

Anything rather than that! t

Force, of course, was uscless {
against the keepers—either of
tham could have handled him
like a chill. But Valence
had the cunning of a weak
nature—and ha knew that
only cunning could serve him l
new.

He faltored in his walk, and {f
leaned heavily upon Parker’s
arm. The head-keeper looked ;

{
f

iy
e,

down at him contemptucusly.

" Buck up ! he said.

“1—1 fecl faint,"” moaned
Valenca. *I—I
fainting! Oh!"

Ho ‘teeled, and hung on
Parker'a grasp:.  The kecper,
with a snort of contempt,
lowerad himm inta the grass.
Hopkina looked down on him.
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“*He ain't got the nerve for this game,” he remarked.
*Ile's gone rnight off, sir.” )

" Get some water in your cap, Hoepking. I'm net going
to {:{-I.l'i'{ the young brute to the house—more™n half a mile.”

Hopking disappeared in the thickeis, towards the stream
that Aowed in the waoa. The head-kecser .bent over
Valence and loozened lis tie and collar. Valenes's cves wore
closed, his face set, hie lips rigid. The head keeper never
dreamed of treaclery. But cs he loozened Velence's collar,
all of a sudden the boy's «ves opened, and his twe fists came
upr, clenched and hard, crashing mito the kecper's face.

It was a tervifie blow, with both fists, with all the [even
Valenee could throw into it. Parker rave a gasping evy. and
fell back, and rolled on the grass.

Valenee leaped 1o his feet, and ran.

Parker staggered up, holding his hands to his face, and
shouting furtonsly.

“Btop! Hopkins! After him! O, the yoeng villain !

He dashed it purswit.  But his head wes singing and rocling
from the blew, and be stumbled over a root, and crashed to
the ground. Hopkine dashed wp with fos cap Tull of water,
ind amazement in his face.

“Wat's happened, sir "

The head-keeper groancd.

“He's got away ! e was only shamming !
scoundrel! Oh! He's made my head spin 2

The two kecpers ran in the direction of the lane. Yalonce
was clear gway by this time, but they still hoped o cut bim
off from Greyfeinrs. But the Sizth-Foomer was not likely
1o visk that.

Valence was making a detour of a2 mile or more o get
out inte Friardaie wood by the river, careless of how long it
tnck him, so Jong as he v n ne risk of recapture. %E!I}
kecpers searched for bun, up and down, for sa hour or more,
and then, tired and savage,” gave up the chase,

M But we've got his name,"” said Parker savagely; *and
Sir Hilton will sce that he’s brought to bock, that’s ono
confort,” :

Yalence, at the =ame moment, was tramping away in the
divection of Greviriars. He was iired to death, soaked wich
dew, and feecling utterly spent and rotten. 1o the chase hoe
had lost the game he had risked so much to poach, and he
was returmng almost empty-handed to the school, with only
a couple of birds in his pockets. Tt had been a wild night
for hirn, and his terror had taught him a lesson which all
f.,'uunnfly's words of warning had failed to teach. As he
tramped wearily back slong the dark road, he swore inwardly
that if he got clear of that adventure it shonld be Lis last
night as a poacher.

Hsa reached the school at last.

Ile was almost teo fatigned to climb the wall, Lut he
monaged to clamber over it, and crossed the Close, and
climbed in at the window he had left open.

There he paused to lisien. The howr was very late—or,
'I:?Ijﬂ"lﬂl', early. Three o'clock had siruck as he crossed the
lose,

There was no sound in the house, but Valence's expericnce
that night had put all his neives in a2 twitter.

He sole away on tiptoe 10
the Sixth-Form passapge.

He reached the end of the
passage.  His heart was
thumnping hard. The silence
aund darkneras should have re-
assured hiny, but his nerves

wora in rags, and now he saw
| o face in cvory shadow, and
's heard footsteps in every coluy

£ 1le voung

e —|-.1‘
el

of his gun  stealthy move
NDELER
He came guietly up the
Bivth Form passage, dreading
t to disturb one of the sleepers
i the rooms he paesed,
Suddenly he stoppred.
Across the corridor, from
nnder one of the doors, came
a leam of Light.
One of the
fighted yeot.
Valenece stood with his heart
beating like a hammer,  Even
the most stusdions of the Sixth
could never have sat up burp-
myg the midaight il fill threa
in the morning.  And--as ho
vealized with a thell of weror
—-tt wasi from under hiz cown
W door that 1he light was

rLHai g nIE

shining.
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Lash! lash ! lash! Couriney's face was white as death. The baronet seemed to be lashing harder since the

remonstrance {rom his keeper. Lash! lash'® lash!

But even Sir Hilton desisted at last.

There was a savage

look upon his face; he had not extracted one cry from the victim of his cruelty. (Ses Chapter 16.)

=,

His own study!

He had left the reom in darkness-——he knew that—but
there was a Jight there now., What did it mean? What had
happened 1o his absence?

A thousand possibilitics fashed through his unecasy and
teveified mind.

Perhaps a master had been specially detailed to wateh for
any breaking of bounds that night, and al! was known.

Someone was walting in the study for him, that was clear.
ITo crept stealthily un to the door and lstensd. He could
hear breathing inside the room, and faint sounds that told of
the impatient movements of one who was weary [rom a long
vigril.

o wag it?

The Head, or Mr. Queleh, or My, Prout?
waster, the game was np.  If it was Wingate, the matter
was not much better. And whom else could it be?

Who else would sit up and wait for him to ceturn till that
Lour?

Valence stoed 1n the pazeape, trembling, After his narrow
esoape In the wouods it had come o this—to be discovered
;and canght in his own ziudy. Again he fursed the mad
folly that had led him on that night.

VWhat & fool—what a 1reble fool—he had been!

e dared nobt enter the study, but it was futile to linger
in the passage. He could not pass the whole night out of
his roomw, and if he did his absence would tell more against

E Maagxer Lizrary.—No. 186.
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him than his late return. He screwed up his courage, and
opened the door of the study.

The watcher within started to his feet,

" Eo you'voe come back 1"

Valence, blinking in tho sudden bght, stared at Jim
blankly.

* Courtnev 1" e exclaimed.

Courtney looked at him hard. The dew-drenched clothes,
the blackened face, the air of fabigue amnd haunting fear—
he noted them all at once.

“ Come in and shut the door,” he said.

" Claurtney 1"

“Quict! Do you want to wake the whole Form?

My hat! Neo! .

Valence was recovering his nerve. It was onl
after all. Courtney he could daﬁend upon not to etray him.
At all events, ho could wheedle him round—hs could get
his sister to intervens for him if necessary. There were few
zhifts and dodges that Valence would not have descended
to to save himself from the just punishment of his own folly
and rascalityv.

Valenee closed the door. He turned to his washstand and
sponged his face. Courtney looked at him sourly.

“What does that mean?' he asked. ** Havo you beon
dizgruising yourself?

Valenee chuckled breathlessly.

“Yez: it's an old dodpe, you know, and it saved my bacon.
They didn't recognise me, and they can't identily me”

Courlney,
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#Then you've bean ssen™

4": I'va been cauﬁ%t.”

"U ht?"" exolaimed the other, with a guick breath.

“Oh, 1 got sway, or I shouldn’t be here,”” faid Valence,
with a chuckle. *It's all serene! What are you waiting
ep in my room for?”

“For you."

“Well, I've come bock, you see.”

" Wingate found that you were gone out, Valencs, and
he was going to wait up for you. I persuaded him to let
me wait instead. I've told him that vou will promise me,
o your word of honour, to drop this game, amd never to
break bounds again at night,” said Courtmey sternly. * You'll
make me that promise, Valence, and you'll keep 1t.”

Valence bit his Lip.

‘: And what if T J?on‘t_?" he asked,

" If you refuss I leave the matter in Wingate's hands.”

“And what will he do?"'

* Report, your conduct to the Head the first thing in the
mormng.™

Hed?'

*“ And then I shall be
' Yes, and serve you right!"” said Courtney, frowning.
Thank you!' said Valence, with a snecr. * But as it

happens I had already made up my mind to deop this EAIO
for good and all. It's a jolly deal too risky. I had such a
twiat to-night when they caught me that I could have kicked
myself for being such ap ass. No more poaching for ma!
If only this rotten night ends safely there won't another
like it. I'm quite willing to make that promise, and to keep
it. if only 1 got clear of this,™

Courtney nodded.

*“It's & promise?’ hes asked.

" Ves,"

" Good, then! Good-night !

Valence did not reply, and Courtney lsft the study without
speaking again. Valeneco went to bed, but, weary as he was,
it was long before he slept. Fear of what might come of his
night’s adventure. kept him awake, pondering and gquaking,
and it was not till dawn was creeping in at his window that
he closed his eyes.

“Word of henowr?™

e

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Returned to the Owner.

OB CHERRY came out into the fresh, sunny Closs with
a chesry whistlo. The rising-bell had not ceassd to
clang, but Bob Cherry was an early riser, and ha was
 frequently down befors the bell rang at all. Bob Cherry’s
whistls, as we have said, was cheery, but it wag not tuneful.
Bob had never been known to get into tune. Fellows had
yelled to him to stop as he came downstairs, but Bob Cherry
had gona on hie way whistling cheerfully, regardless of
remonstrances, His whistle rang out unmusically as he
atrolled out into the Close, startling the birds that wera
twittering in the old elms.

Bob Cherry was always cheerful in the morninz, especialiy
-when it was sunny. Mere cxistence was a joy to him.

Heo waas first down of the Lower School that morning, and
he had the Close to himself, He strolled round the house
with his hands in his pockets, but as he passed the side.
window in the Form-room passage he halted suddenly, and
his whistle died away in a quaver of amazement.

On the ground below the window lay a dead bird.

Bob Cherry picked it up. He knew s partridge when he
s1w 1t, apd he knew that the bird must have been dropped
L¥ someone who had climbed in at the window overnight,

F;}h (herry stared at the bird in his hand, and whistled
solflly.
£ gia.lln, halle, hallo " he murmured. ' Sa that rotter did
go out after all last night, and he's been poaching again.”

Bob was a little puzzled what to do with the bird. Ho
certainly could not keep it—he had no taste for sialen
property. Suddenly a gleam derted into his eyes. He turned
round, and returned to the School House door, carrying the
bird in his hand.

" He entered the houss, and made his way to the Sixth Form
passage. Harry Wharton met him as he weat, and stared at
the dead partridge. .

" What on earth have you got there, Bob?" he exclaimed.
“"You haven't taken to early morning poaching, 1 suppose?”
, Cherry chuckled.

“'MNo; I found this.”

* Whera?"

“ Under the passago window."”

“ Phew "'

“That rotter Valence must have dropped it petting in
last might,” said Bob. ‘It was cnough to give him away
if anybody found it.” _

"My hat! I should say so! Keep it dark " said Wharton
hastily. ** The fellow’s a rank rotter, but we can’t rouad on
him, you know."
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“I know! IPm pgoing to taks it to him! Come ont!”

“ Ha, ha, hat"

The two juniors reached Valence's study. Bob Cheery
kicked at the door, and opened it. Valence was in bed, and
the sun was streaming in at the window. The Sixth-Former
was asleep, and his white, worn face showed only too plainly
signs of what he had been through the previous night. Hia
boots, clogged with.mud, lay beside his bed, and his collar,
blackened from the charcoal he had put on his face, lay on
tha tabls in full view.

* Hallo, hallo, hallof"" shouted Bob Cherry.

Valepco started up from slumber.

Ha sat up in bed, lookicg wildly at the two juniors. Ho
had been deep in » dream in which hs was again 1o the hands
of the keepers, and struggling vainly to escape.

* What—who—what do you want?” he panted.

“ Oh, we've come to call you,' asid Bob Cherry.
look as if you'd been having a wild night, old son.™

Yalenca scowled.

" (et out of my room 1" he exclaimed.

* Did ﬁgu lose anything while you wers out last night "
queried Bob Cherry.

“ What do Fou mean? I was not out!”

**Not out?

“* (O course not, you g fool! Ti you begin spreading
any yarns of that eort in the school I'll lick you within an
inch of your lifo!" emclaimed Valence savagaly.

“ Not out, eh?" said Bob Chervy. ‘' Must have made your
boots in that state walking round your room, I suppose,
meditating on your studies?”

Valence glanced at his boots, and Aushed,

“ Mind your own business!"” he snapped. “ Get out! If
I g:‘]n:frt out of bed I'l make it warm for you, you cheeky young
ead I

*1 only wanted to know if you'd lost anything,” sad Dol
Cherry, Leeping the hand holding the partridge behind him.

“ Lost anything? What do you mean®™

* ¥ou might have dropped something as yon came in."

* Look here——""

Valence glanced hastily round his study. _

“ This your property?’ asked Bob Cherry, grinning, as he
held up the partridge.

Valence gasped for breath.

Y Where did you find that, Cherry?”

“TIn the Close, under & window."

£11 ﬂh i!!

* You cru%ht. to ba more careful, Valenve," said Harry
Wharton. “*I dare say you've gob some more birds hers to
match, and if a master had found jt——""

“Tt’s not mine, you young hound!" exclaimed Valence
furicusly. i

" You

Y How dars you insinuate that I dropped 1t

“Then you didn't #" asked Dob Cherey,

“*Certainly not [V
« It does not belong to you ¥

L3 Nﬂ."

“0Oh, in that case, T'll take it away again!” said Baob
airily. [ thoupht I'd help you keep your rottem tricka
darle, Valence: ﬁut. as you choose to tell lics about it, I
suppose it's your own bizney ¥

“You young hound——""

“All serenc! TP the bird isn't youars, T'll take it to
Mr. Quelch. I zuppose he's the proper person to talke it—"

Valence changeé colour. )

““Hold on a minute!” he cxelaimed.

 What for *” said Bob. * If the bird isn't yours, and you
don't know anything about it, I suppose I'd better tale it
to the proper quarter ™

Valence gritted his teeth. He knew that if the bird wero
sren by anyone in authority at Greyfriars the strictest
tivestigation would follow. He dared not run the risk,
though it went against the grain to make terms with a junior.
capecially with Bob Cherry, whese ceol, scornful manner had
& peculiarly irritating effect upon the rascally senior.

“You'd better leave that bird here!™ he sand.

“Why " .

“I—1—T think T'll keep it!"

“That yon won't[" EEL[H Bob Cherry coolly. " Not unless
it's yours. If you dropped it when you were getting in last
might, I'll leave it with you; but if it's not yours, you're nok
going to have it!"”

Valonce bit his lip hard.

“Well, I did drop it!"" he said.

“Dh! You own up, do you?" said DBob, with cheerful
contempt. T knew it all the time, of course! It's rotten
ta tell {,EPE, Valence !" .

“ Give me that bird '™ shouted Valenee furiously.

“ {ertainly ! Here it s

Whiz ! _

The partridge whizzed through the air, and caught the
Sixth-Former under the chin, and Valence fell back upen his.
pillow with a yell, the fat partridge falling upon his face.
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The semor serambled up, and ]uu}u:t.l out of bed Turiously,
but the juniors were gone. Bob Cherry slammed the door,
andl they ran.

Valenco tore the door open. Bob Cherry and Wharton
were already at the end of the puassage. The senior shook
his fist furiously after them, and Bob kissed his hand cheer-
fully in return. Valence turued back into his study with a
secowling brow, pritting his teeth.

“0Oh, T'lIl make that voung hound sit up for this!” be
minttered savagely. “I'H—1'll— But I canr't -1 can’t
touel him ! lfn snows too muach! If he were to tell—7
Valenee broke off. “0Oh, what a fool I've been—what n
faal ! If I gpot out of this horeible serape L'l be move carcful
—but—but shall I get vut of 1t? Hoang it! Hang it "

And with those cheery and comforting reflections the
ecapegrace of the Sixth began to drosy hunsell.

— .

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER,
The Alternative.

e ASTER COURTNEY, please?”
Morning school was over at Greyfriars, snd most
of the fellows were in the Close whea Parker, Sic

Hilton Popper’s head-keeper, came ap to the
Sehool House. Many of the Greyfriars fellows kuew himn by
sight, and some of them gathered rennd in the ball to sec
what he wanted.

Parker's face was very glum and ill-temipered, perhaps
because he had a black eve., The blow Valence had given
him the previeus night had had that offect, and the keeper, who
was never handsome, looked decidedly worse for his dis-
coloured eve. Trotter grinned as ho came up to sce what he
wanted, Parker asked [or Courtney.

“T1'll take in a message,” said Trotter,

“I've got o letter for the young gentleman,” zaid Parker
grimly. ** And Sir Hilton's orders was that I was to deliver
it into his own hands 1™

“ Werry well,”" said the page; “*I'll ind hin !

YOI wait fere till yvou de ! said Parker.

The grine-looking keeper, in his gaiters, with his eap in
his hand, attracted many curious glances as he stood wairing
in the lmlll_ Bolb Cherry guessed that he had eoine on account
of what had happened the previous night, but he could
not guess whi,' he asked for Courtney instead of Valence.
It was certainly Valence who had been after the partridges.

Courtney came in a fow minutes. He was looking per.
Mexed. .

Y You asked to see me?” he inquired.

The keeper looked at himn serutinisingly.

“You are Master Courtney ¥™

““* That is my uame!” ;

“I reckon you're the same fellow ! said Parker. * You
give me this black heye last night, young gentleman !

Courtney stared at him in amazement.

“1 gave yon that black eye?” he repeated.

“ Yes, vou did 1"

“You must be dreaming ' said Courtneyv. in wonder. 1
didn’t stir out of the school last night, and [ don’t remember
ever seeing you before. Who are youl?”

Tho keeper grinned sounrly. _

“Name of Parker,” he said. “I'm ’uad-]m{llmr to Sir
ITilton Popper. 1've brought a note to you from Sir Hilton,™

“Lo me!”

*“That's wot I said !

* Look here, I don’t want any of your impertinence i saul
Courtney. I suppose there's o mistake of some sort; bt if
vou don’t keep a eivil tongue in your head you’ll go ous of
wire on your neck! That's a wnrniu’g i

Y1 reckon there ain't no mistake,” said Parker, “and if
vou lay "ands on me, young peat, you'll And we ‘arder to
tackle than T was last night! You took me i then !™

“T haven't the faintest iden what you are talking about !
said Courtney impatiently. - “ If you have a leltter from Sir
Ililton, you'd better give it to me ™

* That's wot 1've come for!™ smaid the keeper surlily,
“'Ere's the letter !

He Fumbled in his pocket, and drew the letter out  and
handed 1t to the Greyiriars prefect. Courtney took i, @l
the keeper replaced his cap and departed, withont waiting
For anything further.

Courtney turned the letter over in his handa in wonder.
Why Hir Hilton Popper should write to huw he had not the
inintest idea. Valence came i, and glaneed at him.
Valence was very pale,

“ Was that Sir Hilton Pepper’s keeper ' he exelaimed.

“ ¥Yes,” said Bob Cherry, as Courtuey did not speak.

“What did ho want 7

“ Letter for Courtney.”

“0Oh! said Valence.

Courtney went inte his study with the letter. Ile was
mnazed, but he did not care to open the letter in public.
11e felt that il had some carnection with Valeuee's czrapade
of the previgus night, thuugh he could not imagine why Hir
Hilton Popper siiould write to him on the subject.
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He ¢losed his deor, and opened the lefter. e uttered an
nxulaumt_l.m! of I.I[h__-'l' amazenent os fe resd i,
For this is how it rew:

** Master Courtney,—2Xy head-keeper reports to me that
e eaugcht sou in the woods last night, with your pockeis and-
a bag full of my birds. 1 knew that the poacher who lwy
done 50 pach damage to my preserves lotely was a Grey-
friars boy. Now, 1 give yoa your choice. You can either
con: to my house ab six o ¢loek to-day, and take a thorough
thrashing for vour conduct-—a sound Bogging, as hard as
can lay oo—or 1 will place the matter o the hands of ihe
police. You can take vour choice, but if vou are not lere
at six o'clock precizely 1 shall leave the matter to the law.

* Hivrox PorreEr.”

Courtuey dropped the letier o blank astonishment.

What dud it mwecan? )

“The man's mad,” muticred Courtney—"*stark, starnin
mad ! What on earth has put the ides into his head rhat
was in his coverts last night ¥

It was a complete pugzele, _

Thero wae a tap at the deor, and Valeace come in. The
sSeI 0T Was ]uul-;i:ug vy p.]le and horazzed. Courtney tocled
at him.

Valence's glance {ell npon the letter on the Aoor.

'::IYEI thﬂ.t tﬁe letter frou old Popper ' he asked,

s,

" May I read

* Yes; if you like.”

Valence preked up the letter, and read it
i:;m a chair, with a hoarse cry.

BIED,

“What is the matter with you, Valence ¥

“Oh! Can't you see’?’’

“No, I ean’t!” said Courtney tartly, It was you who
were 1n his coverts last night, stealing his game—you whom
his kecpers vaught? You are safe encugh; he scoms to
imagine that it was me,”’

i ﬁh ‘!.".l‘

Then he sank
Courtney fixed his cyes ypen

“That explains why that fool of a keoper said I gave him
a black eye!” said Courtney. ** They seem to have some
impression, among them, that it was I poaching last night.
How they could have got the idea into their heads T can't
imagine’

Valence proaned. : - .

“1 shall send Sir Hilton a message cxplaining,” said
Courtney.

* What !"'

*“0Oh, I sha'n't meution vour name !’ said Courtney scorn-
fullv. 1 shall wmerely say that I was not on his ground
last night. Fortunately, Wingate can bear me witness; he
was sitting up with me all the time I wny cleaning off the
stuff those juntors threw over me. If Sir Hilton Popper
refuses to take my word, and comes to the Head, Wingate
will bear me out, and it will be all right. What I can’t
understand is—how they got hold of my name.”

“ But—but if vyou do this, Pepper will come here—"

“Well, T shn]E’b{: cleared-— ="

“But [—-I—"

“ You ' said Courtner. 1 don't see that you've got any-
thing“to he afraid of. You can keep out of sight, and you
say you had your face blicked, too, and the keceper can't
recognise vou. 1t's all right for rou™

“ But—but——"" stanunered Valence, * Dou't youn seo that
it's guite ¢lear that there was a . Grexfriars senicr there—thg
1wo q]:pﬁﬂers will swear to that, and that e owned up to,
helonging to Greviriars, and gave thwe pame of a Greyfriars
fellow,"

“¥ou gave vour name?”

“ Not my own name '’

Courtney started. )

* You—you unspealkable rotter I he shouicd.
mean to say that vou gave iy nome ¥

The ead of the Sixth winced. )

“T—T did it in the hurry of the moment I he faltered.

“Yon gave my name?’

“Yeg, I—I bad to give them a name, and—and I blurled
gut the first one I thought ol--not my own! Do you see?
T--I never thanght at the time of—of this 1"

“You cad!”

“ 1—1 only thought of Leeping my own name dark, snd--
and T thought yon'd get clear all right if there was an
toeritiry !

“You mean you thought vou could depeid on me 1o be
fool enough not to give you away ! exclaimed Courtney
angrily.

Valence cowered. 1

“ For ﬁﬂﬂdnom‘ gake, Couriner, stand by me ! he whim-
pered. T'm ruined if vem don’t! 1 pronused you last night
to give it up for good—I meant it! Don't let me be ruined
an:f sacked from the school justewhen I'm starfing freshi;

Y ou don't

ANK RICHARDS,
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“Do you want me to take the blame for what you've
done ¥ exclaimed Courtrey, in angry astonishment. ¢ U
somebody docsn't go to Sir Ililton Poppor tu take that
ﬂﬁﬁl‘:ll‘l‘?f he'll come up here !

“T—I know he wﬂ! i

“ And the Head will expel the ehap who's found to be the
poacher. You know that! T shall have to say that P'm not
the fellow ! You don’t expect me to get expelled from the
schoot an your account, do vou?"”

“No! No. but—"

“If wou did, you'd be disappointed.” said Courtney
savagely. “ If [ were focl enough, I should have my people
to think of. Ide you think I could go home and tell my pater
I'd been expelled from the school—ts save a robten black-
guard who couldn’t behave himsell decently after a dozen
warnings.

M 0h, pile 1t on!" sald Valence bitterly.
hit o chap when he's down.™ ™

Courtney's face softened.

“ I don't menn to do that,” he said.  * I'm sorry I—T said
that! But you see it's impossible for me to let the matter
Et&:}' whers it iz, 1 must clear myself."

* If yon prove it wasn't you—-"

““1 can easily do that—and T must."

I you do, I'm ruined ! groaned Valence, * The Head
will know that at all events therc was a senior of Greylriars
poaching on Bir Hilton's estate last night—""

“ He won't know it was vou.”

- “He will soon know. He will tell Wingate to inguire
into it, and report to him—and Wingate knows already. You
told me so yourself last night.”

Courtney staried, He had not thought of that.

“ Wingate will have the report all ready for him," said
Valence, in & tremulous voice. ' He will give mo away at
at once. And one of the juniors knows—two of them, rather.
Chorey and Wharton picked up a partrideo T dropped in get-
ting in last night, and brought it to my study. They know,
and if there i35 an inguiry, and every fellow in the school i3
gquoestioned, they'll talk.”

Courtney clenched his hands.

M 0Oh, you fool—you fool!” he exclaimed.
it now! 1 warned you yesterday; and vou only insultod
me in réturn. You've done it now.'

“You can zave me."

“I—I would save you if I could, for—for somebody else’s
sake: but I can't be sacked from the school in vour place.”

“ It needn't come as far as that.”

{‘ourtney brightened up.

. course not!” he exclaimed. * The old fellow givea
rou a chance-—and it's very decent of him, too, and shows
that he’s not so biack as he's been painted. If you go up
to his howse and take the fogging, it’s all serome”

Yalence gave a cry.

* I—I can't!”

“Why can't vou?®'

“I can't! I couldn't bear it.
groaned the miscrable fellow. ** You sco what he says=—vou
know what a brute he is. You remomber his being sum-
moned for assault, for horse-whipping 2 boy who trespassed
in he woods, and he had to pay a lot of money io the kid's
wrenta to keep the ease from poing any farther. I don's

clicve he’s given thiz chance cut of decency—but just Le-
cause ho'd rather flog a follow with hiz own hands than
leave him to any other punishment. He'd rather ent the
skin off my back with a rviding-whip than have ma expelied
from Grexfriars. You know the kind of brate he is*”

Courtney nodded slowly.

* 1 dare =sav you're right,”” he said.

Yalence groancd miserably.

“1 ecouldnt bear it,” he said
believe it would kill me.
timos.”’

“ Think of your people,” said Courtney sharply. * Keop a
stiff upper hp, and take the Hogging: it will save vou from
the sack, anyway.”

Valence shuddered.

**T can't 1"

“ You must !

“1 ean't—and I won't!” gasped Valence. “ I'd rather bo
sacked, I tell you—a hundred times. T can't go through
with it. It's impossibla! If you don't choose to help me, I
shall be cxpelled. And Violet will be cut up over it. yvou
know that!"-

Courtney smiled bitterly.

*“ I know she will; and it's for her sake T'd save you if I
could. But you can save yourself by taking the flogging
from &ir Hilton."

“1 can't—] can't! You—""

“ How ecan I help you? You den't want me to be sacked,

[ suppose, to save you from a flogeing?”’ demanded Courtney
THr MACKET LIERaRY.—No. 184,

“It's manly to

“Yau've dono

I'd rather be expelled i

“I couldn't face it! I--1
I'd rather be ecxpelled o hundrecd

seornfully.
like that!"

“ MNo, no! BRut—"

“f Bubk what?*'

“ They think it was you,” faltered Valence. * If—if you
po there, and don't say anything, they will still think it waa
you. dnd—an]ee—-'"

Courtney drew a deep breath,

“1Is 1k passible that you're ssking me to go and take the
fogzing for you?” he asked, with such a world of contempt
and bitter scorn 11 his yoice that it stung even Valence to
the quick.

The soward groaned aloud.

“ Well, let them ds as they Fle,” he muttered.  ** It will
mean the sack for me. 1 don't care. Better that than to
be cul to pieces by that cruel hoand's viding-whip! I sha'n't
go to his houzo; that's settled ILet them do as they like.'

And he stagzered from the study.

. Courtney remained alone, with very unpleasant thoughts
in his mind. The cad and.coward deserved his punishment—
ali and mere than he was to receive: but—but theve was
another to be considered. A sweet, kind face was bhoforo
Courtney's mind—the face of Valence's sister, who had asked
Lim to halp her brother; and one word from Vielet Valence
meant wvery much to Arthur Courtney. He Lknew that
Valence would be expelled rather than take the savage fog-
ging the baronet intended for the eulprit; andhe knew what
a terrible blow that would be for the wretched fellow's
people, and especially for his sister, whose pride in her hand-
some brother was great, and whoe never could or would
understand how utterly unworthy he was of her kind affec-
tion. If he could only have saved the miserable wretch, for
Violet's sake! DBut it was impossible. If Valence had not
the courage to save himsell, he was ruined!

“You couldn't be idiot enough to ask a tlung

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
For Hls Sister’s Sake!

ALENCE glanced at Courtney as the Sixth went into
V the class.room that afternoon, and the prefect avoided
his glanee. He would hold out no false hopes to the
follow.  What Valence had asked of him was pre-
waterous, outrageous, unheard-of, impossible. That any
ellow could have the colossul nerve to hint at such s thin
wasg amazing. And only the day before, too, Valenee ha
thrown back Courtney's friendship in his face. The measurs
of Courtney's contempt for him was full Valence saw that
the prefect would not even look at him, and he turned a shade
paler. He had not really expected even the generous and
atient Courtney to make such a sacrilice for him; but he
mad hoped it, as a drowning man clings to a straw. But
thers was no hope left now.

Valence went through his work that afterncon with a pale
face and preoccupied mind. The Head, who was taking the
Bixth, glamced at him very curiously several tines, but he
saw that the senior was not himsell, and was net hard on
hvim.

When the Form came out Valence joined Courtney,
although the ldtter had turned to walk guickly away.

“You'ro going to torn your back on me, then?' Valenee
asled, In a low voice. b

Clourtney looked him full in the eves.

“ Whet do you want me to de? he asked.

Valence was silent, Even he could net formulate such a
demand in plain words,

1 can do nothing for you," said Courtney eoldly. * You
can Iﬁn.'-ra yvourself—by going up to the hall at six o'clock.™

1 can't!”

*Then you must take the consequences!™

And Courtney walked away. He had spoken firmly and
decidedly to Valence, but he was far from feeline firm and
decided in his mind, He left the school, and went for a
stroll in Friardale Womd to think the matter over. What
was there he could do? How could he save Valence except
by yiclding to the preposterous demand the eulprit had
made?

* It's impogsible " Courtney muttered again and again,

He strode aleng with his hands in bis pockets and his
brows wrinkled with a deep (rown,

The hour of five rang out from the village church.

One hour more, and Sir Hilton Popper would be expecting
the schoolboy poacher at the hall

Would he go?

Courtney knew that Valence would net po. Ho had no
courage amd no nerve for sach an ordeal,. He was reckloss
enough to get into any scrape, but he had ne courape to
extricate himself. If others could not, or would not, help
im, he must go under. And the sconer he went under the
better, Courtney said to himself angreily; if it were not—if it
were not for one other whose happiness would be darkened
biv his Eate.
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‘** Arthur " .

It was a soft, awest vorce. Arthur fl’nurtner started and
locked up, and the frown faded away from his bhrow. The
faee locking at him was the face that had been in his mind
—a sweet, kind face, circled by elustering, brown hair.

Y Vielet 1" ho exclaimed,

The girl smiled.

“ Rupert told me I should see you here,” sho said. I
want to speak to von. '

¥ Rupert told you?”

" “¥Yes. He has just eyeled over,”” Violet explained.
18 In some trouble, Arthur. I could sce that at once.

Courtney smiled grimly.

“Yes; I dave say E.n}’ilﬂ{h’ could see it,”" he said.

“Then yvou know about it?’
] ;:,Y'E“' [ know abocut if, Vi
152

Y No: only that he is in trouble, and fhat vou could help
him if vou liked,” zaid Vielet softly. ** He savs he had
some words with you yesterday.”

“ Bo he did.”

“But—but you wouldn’t allow that to make any differ-
ence, Arthur, would you? Rupert is nlways hosty, but he
never means what he says. I told hlm you would never
allow anything of thot sort to make any diifference, if you
could help him.”

* OFf coursa I wouldn't, Vi!™

The vl drew & breath of relief,

“1 was sure of it,, Arthur. But—but why won’t you help
him, then?"

‘“1 ecan't.”

* He says you could.”
~ Courtney crushed hack the words that rose to his lips. He

could hardly restrain them. His contempt for the fellow
who would drag his sister into the matter like this knew no
bounds. Valence had not told Violet the facts; he had simply
told her that he was in trouble, and that Courtney refused
to help him. And Courtney could not tell her how the
matter stood. How could he explain to the girl the utter
baseness and want of principle of the brother she loved and
trusted? ‘ .

Courtney’s mind was in conflict. He sat down upon a
fallen tree, and the girl sat by hiz side, hor eyez turned
anxtously upon his troubled face.

“ How much do you know, Vi?" lie asked at last.

“ Only that Rupert is in trouble. He has done something
reckless, and says he will be expelled from Grevinars,
unless "

" Unless what?"

“ Unless you save him, Arthur.™

“IDid he say 1 could save him "

[N YEE-T!

* But how " .

“ He did not :ay that, or what he had done. I don't know
what it was, Arthur, but it cannot have been very bad.
Rupert is very reckless and foolish, I know,” said Vialet,
with a troubled look, “but he is not wicked. I suppose it
15 because you are a prefect in the school that you can save
Iim-—by using your authority in some way.”

“ It's not exactly that, Vi.”

*1 don't wont to ask anything sbout it,” =aid Violet.
" But—but yvou'll help him if you can, Arthur, won't you?"

* I've been trying to think oubt some way of lelping him,
Vi, groaned Courtney—" not for his own sake—for yours;
but I can’t.”

The girl drew a sharp breath.

“You ecannot help him?™

“ No. There's only one way. and that's impossible.”

“Then—then he will be expelled ¥

** I fear so0 ™

Violel bowed her head. Her hands were clasped topether,
and although her face was turned away from Courtney ho
knew that she was erying.

Courtney bit hia hip till it bled. That Vielet should be
cvying over this blackguard, this cowardly fool who had
not eense enough to keep out of a vrerape, and not the courage
cnough Lo fzee the consequences—it maddened him, But
what could he do?

"Vi, Vil Don't!” he said huskily. ““You know I'd do
an:ﬂhing to help ham out of this, but it can"t be done.”

*Is there no way, Arthur?’

* MNone.”'

“ But—but vou said——:""

" ¥es, there's one way—the only way; but that’s impos-
sible,” suid Courtney hoarsely. *'If vou knew what it was,
Vi, yvou wouldn't dream of asking it."

“ If you would have to do .a.ulything dishonoureble, of course
it is impossible,” said the girl quictly. ““Is it that?"

“ Nen-no: not exactly that.”

* Would it be a groat trouble to you "

“ That's nothing.”

** You mean, then, that you would suffer in some way if you
h{.:l]md llin:.* hr?ther,” said the girl, slowly.

cll, yes.”
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“And that is why you won't de it?"

Courtuey prroancd.

" You don't understand.”

* Cannot ﬁnu explain to e

“ Not without frllinﬁ you the whole story,” said Courtney
mizerably, **and I don’t want to do that. 'It's better not.”

“Poor Rupert! The tears were running down the girl's
cheeks now. I beliove what you say, Arthur. If you tell
m¢ you cannot help him, T suppose you cannot.  But—"

She broke off with a sob.

Courtney sprang to his feot, He could endure it ne longer.
And—and surely i he put it plainly to Rupert, if he urged
kim and backed him up, the wretched fellow would have the
courage to fuce his punishment, and if not—""

“¥i, don't—den't! 1 can't bear to see vou ery,” said
Courtney huskily. ' Don't! He shall be saved. 11 manage
it somchow., He sha'n't be expelled from Greyfriars! Vi,
I promize vou that!''

The givl's foce brightened through her tears.

“ But can you do it, Avthury™

“ It shall be done,”™

" Oh, thanks—thanks ! murmured Violet. | She rose to her
feet.  ** Arvthur, I don’t know how to thank you!"

“It's all right!’ muttered Courtney. " Lot me soe you-to
your gate, and I shall have to cut back to the school. There
in't much time to lose, At six o'elock it will be too late.”

“Then go at once, Arthur—never mind me!” exclamed
Viclet eagerly. * Bave my brother, that is all! Save him

“* 1 will save hiny!"

A mimate more, and Arthur Courtney was striding back to-
wardy the school with long, swift strides. He had promised
to save Valence. DBut how?

—_—

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Only Way.
5 OME mto my study, Rupert, will you ™

* Have you scon Vid"

ik YI:'B.:I:

Rupert followed Courtney into his study. His face
was pale with anxiciy. He had never suffered 2o much in his
fife as he had suffered in that last hour. He had ealled in
the eid of hig sister as a last resource. There was no shift or
trick too mean for him, if it would save him. Violet's in-
fluciice over Courtney ha knew to be strong; but if she had
known the facts, she would never have d of Courtney
what Valence had askod of him, Nothing would have indueced
her to make such o demand, and so, #f Courtney had ae-
guainted her with the facts, all was over in that direction.
But Valence knew Courtney well ; he felt thet the prefect had
not told Vielet more than be could help. Courtnoy closed
the door of the study, and then turhed and faced Valence.

"“"I've seen your sister,”” he zaid.

Lk “‘ﬂlt ?li

“ You've told her that you're in danger of ht‘:ill!{ cxpelled,
and that I can save you if I choosa; but that's all.”

“ ﬁava you told her anything more

(1] “1II‘

VYilence drew a deop breath of relief.

“It's just as well," he muitcred. " Vi has queer ideas—
all sorts of romantic and overstrained notions, and—and-—"

“And if she knew the truth she wouldn't want me to do
what you want me te da,”” sauid Courtney scornfully.

“Dut you haven't told her'

“I wouldn't insult her by [allinﬁ her what & thoreugh
rotter and blackpuard her precious brother is."

Valence winm-ﬁ_

*Oh, pile it on!”” he said,

“ Look here, I told her you shouldn't be expelled,” said
Courtney abruptly.

Valence's face hghtunm"l.

" ¥You mean that, Courtney??

“ I've come back to talk to you,” said Courtney.
you'va simply got to play the man this time.
coward.”

" Look here——""

“(ther fellows have been fogmed, and stood it. Why
can't you? 1 dare say Sir Hilton will lay it on, but after
all, it's only licking. ¥eu ean stand it."”

“I—=T can't."

“¥ou can, and must—for Violet's sake!™

“Then you—you won't—-""

" Don't ask me—it's impossibie 1"

Valence sank into a chaiv, and covered hiz faca with his .
hands. He groaned aloud in hiz misery and terror.

“Then I shall be expelled.”

" There's no need for that, Take the Rogging, and Sir
Hilton will say no more about the matter. DPull vourself to-

ether, for goodness” sake; have a little pluck. " There oro

ids in the Remove who'd take it without a word.”
19
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Yalence shuddered.

“I tell you I can’t! Even if T went up to the house, I

ldn't go in—I should bolt. I tell you I can't face it!

FAre you a coward?”

Valenee gave him s haggard look.

“Terhaps I am,” he gaid. “I don't care. T can't face if,
end I won't. Ohi It makes me shudder all over to think
of it] I can"t—I won’t! And I won't be oxpelled either!
I'll run away! I won't go home! I'll go to sea!”

He threw his arms ont upen the table, and his face sank
upon them. He was erying !

Uourtney looked at hum in wonder and contempt.

“ My hat!" ho said savagely. I believe you're right, T
think it would kill ven if vou had to fsce o flogping. You
cur !’

“You can call me what vou like!” groaned Valence. *1
don’t care. I know what U'm going to do.”

* What are you going to do?"' .

“I'm poing to run away ! muttered Valence, without
ratsing his head. 1 can't face being expeolled, either. 1'm
going off at once. I'll go to sea.”

Courtner laughed. a ?augh of angry contempt.

“Yez, vou would do well at sea—when voun haven't the
Tlur:lz to take a gingle licking,” ho said. " Deon't be a fool!

f you run away from school, you'll go snecaking home, and
hide behind your mother if your pater cuts up rusty.”

“0h, pile it on!"’

“Rupert, be & man! If T were fo fake thiz on for yon,
{{:u*d despise yourself a3 long as vou hived afterwards,” said

‘nurtney,

"I can't de it”

“ You must.”

L1 I ‘?Dn!t !H

Courtney paced up and down the study,

What was he te de¥ There was anly one way to save the
wretched coward—only one wav. Could he take that—the
only way?

“ Rupert,” ke broke out, at lase, ™ I've promised Vi that
you sha'n't ba expelled.”

“ Keepr vour ward, then*

“Do vou refuse to go and take the flogging ™’

“Kes, 1 tell you.”

“You'd rather T went."

“You can stand 1t better than I can!™ muttered Valence.
" And vou sav vourself there's Iittle in it. If I could stand
it, von could.”

“It's not that ; it's the disgrace—the horrible humiliabion !
muttered Courtney, with flushing checks. ** To atand and be
lashed by that old brute. You wouldnt foel the humiliation:
vou'd ooly feel the pain. That's the least part of it to me.
And then—to be supposed to be o yolten poacher!™

* You've pmmisp{]i Vi

“I know I have,” said Courtney between his teeth. *1f
vou won't save yourself, I must save you. But for the last
time, won't vou play the game®"

“ You've pronused Vi!™

“ Rupert, you'll be sick of yoursell aftcrwards, if vou lot
mo do this—you will despise yourself. Can't vou see that?”

" You've promised Vi.™

Valence had nothing else to say. ITe could face obloquy
and contempt; he could face scornful looks: he could face
his own conscience. DBut he could not face a flogging.

Courtney strode up and down the study apain, his brow
dark with an‘gr}' thought.

Yes, he had promised Vi! He had fo keen his word ! Tf
Rupert had not the courage to save himself, Courtney had
ta save him!

Tho prefect halted at last.  He had made up his mind,

“Very well," he sand quietly-—very quietly, * pull yourself
together, Rupert. I'm going.”

Valence rased his head,

“You're going to lake the flogring, Arthur?”

“Yes, It's the omnly wav

“God bless you! I—l-———

*“Oh, shut up!™ said Courtney irritably. I don’t want
your thanks. m sick to death of vou. T'ma doing this for
Yi's sake, not for yours.  1"ull vourself rogether, and don't let
ahybody see your face like that”

And he swung angrily towards the door.

Valence rose to his fect. His face was brighier now, as his
heart was lighter. Me was saved, and he cared little how,

o %’nu are going up to the hall*™ he asked.

ds TFS-!J‘

The quarter to eix rang oui from the clock-tower of Grey.
frinvs, Valenc:, gave a nervous start.

“You'll be late!” he exclaimed.

“You needn't -be afraid of that,” said Courtney,
go on my bike. I shall get there in fime."'

He left the study, closing the door angrily with a slam.
Valence went to the window, and looked out. From the study
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window he could see the school gates. TIn a couple of minutes
Courtney came in sight, wheeling his bicyele down to the
gates. ) .

Valence caught bis breath. Courtney was going. Yet it
seemed really too good to be true )

He watched the prefect as he mounted in the gateway, and
disappearcd down the road.

* He's gone ! :

Valence loft the siudy with slow and faltening  steps.
Clourtney was gone—gone to take the eruel punishment that
should justly have been his. He was saved, but he was saved
i a way that would have brought bitter shate and remorse
to most hearts, And even Rupert Valence felt something of
remorse ; but his remorse was not so great as his relief.

He was saved!

Courtney had saved him, by the only way; and, after all
what did 1t matter how, so long as he was saved? VYalence's
heart was lighter every molent now. )

Six o'clack chimed out from the clock-tower, and Valence
started. Siv o'cloek ! Where was Arthur Courtney now?

o —

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
Taking the Punishment.
TH" .

Sir Hilton Poppoer wes standing In his doorway,

looking down ihe drive through the park. He had

a riding-whip in his right hand, and his watch in his

left. He was looking at the watch, The Fands indicated fivo
minutes to 5ix.

“Huh!' grunted the barvonet, g

He was freling disappointed. He bhad given the schoolboy
poacher until six o’clock to come up to the hall and rake a
flosping, nnd if the culprit did not come Sir Hilton intended
to let the law take its course. 3

The floreing, cortainly, was the less serious punishment of
the two: but 1t was the one that Sir Hilton would have pre-
ferred to inflict, if it were possible. He wanted to feel his
riding-whip lashing on the back of the boy who had dared
to poach in his preserves—he wanted to hear the howls of the
schoolboy-poacher. T

After such a thrashing as he would bestow upon his vietim,
the baronct felt that there was little likelihood of the offenee
being repeated. And Sir Hilton would mnch rather have
thrashed the eulprit with his own hand than cven have had
him sent to a reformatory, and he was not at all sure that
he could contrive so much as that. If the boy had any sense
he would come, but 1t was five minutes—four minutes to s1x—
and he had not appeared yot. .

Sir Hilton Popper grunted diseontentedly, and looked with
Lnitted brows at his head Yeeper, who was waiting, too, af a
respectful distance. Sir HFilton's look seemcd to indicate that
he somehow regarded it as Packer’s fault that the schoolboy-
poacher had not come. ;

There was the ring of a bicvele-bell on the rosd, and Sic
Hilton Popper turned his head and looked down the drive.

A couple of minutes later, and an athletic form cama
striding up the drive towards the baronoet.

Sir Hilion glared at the now.comer, and then turned an
inquiring glance upon his head-keeper,

** Is that the lad?”

“ Yes, Sir Hilton”

* Good !

Courtney eame straight on, and stopped before the baronst.
It wanted one minute to 21x.

“So vou have come?’ said the baronet grimly,

“Yos, sir” : :

“ You have decided to rake the flogging Vo deserve, n-
stead of allowing the maiter to eo to the police 1 presume ™

“1 have decided to take the legging.™

“Huh! Follow me!"”

Sir Hilton Popper strode into the house, and led the way
to his library. Courtney followed him, ana the keeper
followed Courtney. Parker was grinning quietly,  Ho passed
a hand over his discoloured eye. e had nou the shghtest
doubt that this was the same boy who had tricked him the
night before, and struck him that heavy blow, And Parker
folt & keon satisfaction at the idea of hoisting Courtney for
tho flogging. IR ;

The baronet's prasp was ticght upon his riding-whip. There
was no doubt that he intended to make the thrashing a
severe onc. If the schoolboy-poacher wore spared the legal
vonseguences of his misdecds he would not otherwise be
spared,
pEir Hilton Popper paussd in the library—a large, gquicr
room, and signed to Parker to close the door. Then he fixed
kis rourml eves upon Courtney.,

“ Mind," he said, * you hayve come here to take the thrash-
inr of vour own free willl You are at liberty to go, if vou
please.™
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Courtney™s lip euded.  Me knew that the baronet was
thinking of the case that had made o grest deal of talk on
ithe countryside—ihe bay who had been thrashed savagrely fov
trespassing, and the summeons for assault that had followed.

Sir Hilton wanted very much to Aog the schoolboy-poacher,
but he did not want a case of that king to follow. Ewven the
fiery-tempered, high-handed landowner had had to learn that
there was o law in the country to which it was necessary to
bow hiz head.

“1 understand all that, giv,” Couriney said quietly.

“Very well. You have peached upon my land many a
timne, and done a great deal of damage in my preserves,”” said
Sir Hiltor. " You ought to be sent to prison, and yvou know
it very well, only I'ra afraid it would be impossible with o
bav of your age. I think T could get vou sent to a reforma-
tory if I tricd, But if you prefer to take the flogging, I
think that iz A more saitable punishment.””

* Please et it over”

** ITuh 1™

The baronct signed to Parker to come forward,

“"Take him on yoor shoulders,”™ he said.

“¥es, Siv Hilton,™

Ceurtney said no ward.  He allowed the baelv keeper to
take his handzs and raise him on e back, hoisting lam for
the flogring, as boyvs were hoisted on the rare occasions when
. Locke administered the punishment at Grepfriars,

Courtney’s chost rested npon the keeper's broad shoulders,
and his arms wore passed over the shenlders, Pavker holding
s wrists, Then the man bent down, snd Courtney's feet
wore lifted from the faor.

Sir Hilton Popper took a tighier grip upon his whip.

Mis ruddy face was full of a cruel satizsfaction now. [le
raised his hand, amd measured the strolke, and bronght tha
riding-whip down with the full foree of his arm,

Lash !

Courfney winepd.

But he set his tecth hard, and no sound escaped  him.
Whatever he suffered, he would not geatify lebumnet. by
uttering a single cvy. Upon that he was detevimined.

j3ut as the punizhment proeceded he
was alost foreed from his resolution.

Sir Hilton handled the riding.whip
az if he were accustomed to administer-
ing that kind of ponishment. Perhaps
he was!

The blows fell stendily and
antlv, amd with terrible force.

Caurtney’s faee was very pale now,
his eyes hard and fixed, his teeth set
together like a vice.

Ha would make no sound.

His silence seemed o disappoint the
baronet. 1le lashed harder and harder,
a3 if determined ta draw a ery fram his
victim's lipa

He did not succeed.

MNeo ery came—only at last a hard,
wharp breath of pain, az if the infliction
aere almost more than the boy could
Boar.

Twenty savage strokes had fallen, and still the hard-hearted
man did not desist. :

Parker looked round at his master uncaszilv,

" Don't you think, sir——"" he began hesitatingly.

The baronet stared at him,

“* What are you saying, Parker?”

“Ain't "o had enough, sir?" stammered the keepor.

* Huh "

“He's only a boy, sic—"

*Hold your tongue, Parker!™

YYo=, zir. i

inoease

But——

* Hold your tongue ! roarcd the baronet.

“ YVeo-ag, Sir Hilton.”

Lash ! lash! lash!

Courtney's face was white as death. The baroner scemed
to bo lashing harder since the remonstrance from his keeper.

Lash I lash! lash'!

But even Siv [lilton desisted af last. There was a savage
look upon his face; he had not extracted one ery from the
vietime of his eruclty,

“*You can put him down, Pavker,” he said, at length.

The keeper cheved.

Courtney slid down to the Aoor, amd stood unsteadily,
g‘uspinp;' for breath., Parker caught him #s he recled.

“*He's fainting "' muttered the keeper.

Sir Hilton laughed scoffingly.

“He is only shammung, Parkee!™

“He ain’t, sic i

“ Hold your tongue, Parker

Parker bit his lip. At that moment he would have heen
very rlad to take the riding-whip from Sir Hilton's hand and
use it forcibly upen the stout person of the baronet. PBut he
had to choke down all expression of his feelings. He had a
gaod place with Sir Iilton, and was not inclined Lo sk it.
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Courtney leancd heavily upon the keeper.  The punish-

ment he had received had been a termible one, amd he was
ulmost faincing, He tried to control himeclf, and succecded,
but enly with 2 terrible efort.  Even at that moment ha
was thinking of what would have happened i Valence had
had the courage to comao there and take hiz punishment.

The wret¢hed fellow would have been shricking in hysterics
long before he had received half  so  much  punishment.
Couriney, cortainly, was better fitted to enduave it :

Courtney straightened up.  1lis lips were trembling, in spite
of himscelf. The haronet zave him a savage look,

“That will do,” he said. ** You can go!”

Courtney did not speak. e torned blindly towards the
tleor, The man, more humane than the master, helped him
out of the room and led him to the deor on the drive,
Courtney stagoeved out into the ssummer sunbight.

Sir Hilton follswed him to the denr,

“ Parker " he thundered,

* Yo-on, sir”

* Leave that boy alone,

“Yos, s

The keeper tramped away sorlily, Coortney stood one
wtnudily in the bright sunshine, looking dully at the barenct.

Siv Hilton pointed down the diive.

Y Get out,” he said, * and don't ict me zce vou again!”

Courtney turned away without 4 word, and slaggored down
the drive towards the gates,

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER.
Yalence's Thanks !
HRTHL‘H COURTNEY'S bicvele was leaning apainst the

Go about your daties, «ir?™

park palings outside the gates. 1Je drew thoe machine
towards mm  and wheeled it down the voad., He knew
that he was not in a condition to mount. e wheeled
the machine slowly away, pausing overy
few minutes to lean upon it aned rest,
He had expected a savage punishment
from the baronct, but he had not quite
cxpected this. The man hoad been as
cruel a5 a tiger. Courtney know thot
his back was termbly scored, and he felt
bitfer pain in every nerve of his body.
1Tis head waz swimming with the in-
rensity of the pain he ﬁuﬁ'umdl and the
trees and the blue summer sky gecmed
io be moving strangely about him, A
fear of fainting in the road took posses-
tion of hun, and he set hig teeth hard,
and tramped on towards Greylriars

But it was no nse !

Ha realised that he eould not pet to
the sehool. He drew the mrachine to the
side of the road, and let it fall n}pmll a
grassy bank., Then he sat down beside
it, end fell in the prass, and darkngss
came over his vision. .

There was & whire of a eycle on the road, the ring of a
bell, and a sharp exclamation.

Courtney did not hear at,

Two cyclists came whizzing along the dusty road, and they
stopped simultancously at the sight of Courtney lying on the
prassy bank.

“Hallo, halla, halla! there ! Daob
Cherry exclaimed. )

Y T's Couriney I sald Harry Wharlen, in smazement.

“Courtney ! My hat ! o

Leaving their machines, the two juniors ran towards Court-
ney. The senior's face was white and set.

“Good heavens! He's fainted!”

* Riding in the sun, I suppose,” said Bob Cherry. *°I saw
him leave Grevirinrs, and he was scorching for all he was
worth, Dangerous in & sun like this. Couwrtney, old man!"

He raised, the prefect’s head upon his knee..

“(iet some water, quick!” he muttered.

There was a flowing ditch on the other side of the road.
Wharton ran to 1t and filled bis cap with water and ran back.
The cool fluid was dushed in Courtney’s face,

-

7

Something wrong

Arthuy  Courtney  drew & In:mi. shivering breath  amd
opened his eyes. He gazed about him wildly. ]
“Oh, yon brate I ho muttercd. ' You utter brute!™

Wharton stared at him.

“ Clourtney " he exclaimed.

The prefeet yecopnised him,

“0Oh, you here,” he sand, “ Wharton?
happencd ¥

“Dh, you woeren't {-allinﬁ me that, then®’ =aid Harry.

Why, what has

“Vou?! Oh, no! Sir Hilten--ah!” Courtney checked
himzolf. He did net intend the juniors to know what aad
happened.  *It's all right! Was I aslecp ™ o
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“*Yould fainted.”

' 'Dh "

Courtney sat up, passing his hand over his eyes. He was
racked with pain still, but he was more himself now.

“I'm all right " he said shortly. _

“You're not,” replied Wharton decidedly, “INd you
fall off your machine ¥

“INo.

*Then what's the matter®™

“ Nothing,” said the Sixth-I'ormer abruptly, “I—T sat
down here to rest, Never mind. 1 tell vou I'm all right.”

*You don't look all vight,” said Bob Cherry.

Crouvtney pulled himsell torethes.

“ You fellows going buck to Greviviars?' he asked.

LT

* You might take my jigzer, will you? T shall walk"

“ Look here, Courtney, vou don't look fit to walk,” said
Harry Wharton anxiously., * Let me cut off to the village
and send a trap———""'

The prefect shook his head.

“No, no! If vou take my machine I shall he all rishe,
I'll have a bit of & rest. and walk heme. And don't aw
this all over Grovfriars.”

“Oh, all right!”

“Duozz off I said Courtney.

It was evident that he wished them to go, and, anxious
a3 they weore, the juniors did as he wished.

They mounted their machines, and Wharton took (lowrt-
ney's bicvele by the handlebars, and they rode away in tlw
dircction of Greyfriars.

The senior sat in the grass, watching them go. They were

cut of sight down the long dusty rond hefore he stagprercd
to his feet.

My hat," he muttered, ¥ T wonder when T shall got over
this? The brute laid it on havd! How would Valence hase
stood 17"

He laughed grimly at the idea of it.
have stood it.

Lourtney tramped slowly and heavily down the road.

Long, long afterwards that tramp through the sunshine
remained imprinted upon his memory. It was a long tarture.
But Greyfriars came insight at fast, and the prefect walked
unsteadily in at tho gutes.

Gosling, the porter, caught sight of him and came quickly
towards him. Gosling was not o tender-hearted man, as 3
rule, but the boy's white, strained face alarmed him,

“You ain't well, Master Courtney ! he exclaimed, Wil
you sit down in my lodge for a minute®"

Courtney shook his head.

“I'm all right, Gosling.”

“YWob I savs is this "ere —vou dan’t look it, Master Court-
m;-i,r. You'd better——""

iut Couartney was tramping on,

He entered the School House, and more than one curiouos
glanee was cast towards him.

Wingate stopped him in the Sixth Form passage.

“Courtney, what on earth’s the matter®” he cxclaimed.

“ Nothing."

“You look ill——"

“I'm not ill. Help me into my study, old man,” mutter-d
Courtney. " 1It's all right--only give me a hand,”

Hiz strength was failing. The Greviriars captain tool
him by the arm and led hon into his room.

Courtney sank down on a sofa. He tried to keep himself
i'rl hand, but, in spite of his courage, n groan escaped his
1pa.

Wingate looked at him in great anxiety.

“What is it, Conrtney? What has happened ¥

“Don't aslk me.

* But—-""

“It's all right,” muttered Courtney. 1 shall soon oot
over it. Only—only don't usk me what it's about, there's a
good fellow."

“Coan I heln you in any wax?”

“No. Thanks, no! DBetter leave me alone"

“ But I don't understand.”

Courtney looked unxiously at the door. He was expecting
Valence to come in every minute, and he was afeasd that
some incautious word might enlighien Wingate. He did not
want the captain of Ureyfriars to kpow anvthing about it
he would not expose the cad of the Sixth to general scorn.

" Leave me alone, Wingate,” he said faintly, “I'm all
vight.”

“If you'd rather be alone-—-'"

“1 would. Execuse me, old follow.™

“ Oh, all right ™"

Wingate left the study. Courtney was alone. He took his
jacket and waistcont off, and removed his shirt carcfully
The slightest touch sent bitter, throbbing pmins through all
his nerves. Thero weore red stains on the shirt: the baronet's
cruel blows had drawn blood !
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Courtnoy put an old loose blazer on, and lzid down oh
his side on his sofa under the window. The cool bLreezs
blowing in from the Close revived him somewhat. He
waited ; he ¢xpected Rupert Vulence to come in, and did not
want him to come. But he need not have beon anxions
upon that poinf—WValenee did not come.

Was he ashamed to fuce the fellow whe had suffered so
much for him?* That was doubtless the cxplanation. Or
had he dismissed the mottor from his mind when he was
FrE]:ﬁ]r assured that he himself was safet It was only too
ikely,

Voices floated In from the Close, Cowrtney gave o start
as he recognised the voive of Rupert Valence. Valence was
talking to Toder of the Sixth.

“Are you coming out!” Loder asked. “ We can got over
to Courtfield, and get back quite casily by davk, There are
some jolly fellows there—a better sef than those boundprs
at the Cross Keys. I can promise vou a good time.”

“ Right-ho!" exelaimed Valence, “I'll come with pleasure,
tI want bucking up; I've had a retten time the lust day or
wo.

“I've noticed you've been looking down in the mouth,”
Loder said. “X suppose, as a matter of fact, vou've been
getting into trouble. Bomwe of us know jolly well who it
was that old Popper was compluining about.”

©Oh, let's get off " suid Valence.

'H_}'_th{!- way, what about Courtnev " asked Loder, with
a satirical note in his voice. “Will your father-confessor
allow vou to come? He seetus to have taken vou under his
grandfatherly wing.™

Valence uttered an impatient exelamation,

*Oh, hang Courtney!”

The voires passed on out of -hearing. Courtner, lyinr on
ihe sofa under the window, had heard every word,

Hang Courtney ! )

The fellow he had suffered so much for had gone off on

an excursion’ of pleasure, and that was his valediction—-
Hang Courtney !

THE EIGHTEENTH CHAPTER,
Yiolet Knows.

OB CHERRY came into the junior Common-reom with

a frown upon his usually sunny face. Bob was worried

in his mind about Courtney. Arthur was one of the

maosk I?ﬂ-}hulﬂ[‘ follows at 'I:}r{'uj.-'i'ria;rg1| and he had always

been very kind to Bob, whe had Tagged for him. And Bob

knew that there must be something very wrong with Court-
ney, though he could not guess what it was.

There was a erowd in the Common-room gathered round
Billy Bunter. The fat junior was blinking through his bip
spectacles in 2 most important way. He had a lottor in his
hund, which he had been reading aloud.  Bob Chorry caught
Courbney’s name as he camo in, and he joined the gFron.

“ What's that about Courtney " he asked,

“1{e’s the poncher!” chuckled Skinner,
LE] “:rhﬂ.t ::.:I'r

“Courtney's the chap who was robbing 8ir Hilten Popper’s
preserves.’”
“Rot!” suid Bob Cherry emphatically.

“That's all you know ! suid Snoop. * Bunter's got it in
a lotter—a lotter in Sir Hillon's awn Ehztru:i-.-.-;r|'t.i|:]t:|;-.”

, “?R:lts! What should Sir Hilton Popper write to Dunler
ori”
“0Oh, veally, Cherrv———"

“He's Iyingx, of course® satd TNob Cherey. ™ Besides, T
happen to know that the poacher wasn’t, and couldn't pos-
iy have been, old Courtney.”

“1 say, vou fellows, I thimk the letter makes it protiy
clear," sui Billy Bunter. “Sic Hilton savs plainly here
that he knows 1t was Courtney, and he gi‘-‘ﬂ. himy the «¢hoica
of going up to his house to take a Aogming, or of being lefe
to the police. It couldn’t be pluiner than that. He hod Lo
get there at six this evening and take the licking, or else it
would be worse for him,  And Cominev went out just heforo
1, and he exeled in the direction of Siv Hilton's house, I
think that makes it plain enoagh.”

Boly Cherry gave a violent start,

It Aashed upon his mind instantly; he knew now how it
had happencd that he and Wharton had  found Clourthoy
fuinting by the roudside near Sir Hilton's house. )

“That [etter must be to Courtney, then ! he excleimed,

8o it 18"

“ Then how did vou come by it? And how dare you read
it?"" demanded Rob Cherrr, seizing the Paul Pry of (O rey-
friars by the collar and shaking him savagely,

S0t Ow! Oh, really, Cherry o :

“Where did you get that letter?" roared Bob.

“Ow! 1—] found it—"

“Where '
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“T_T happened to go into Courtney’s study, to see if there
was anything in his cupboard—I—1 mean, to borrow & Latin
dictionary—-"

“Ha, ha, ha ™

“ And I—I saw the letter on the desk. I—T didn't lock
gt it—I hope I'm above looking at ancther fellow’s letters—
but—but I happened to see part of it, you see, entirely by
accident. Ow! Don’t shake me like that, vou beast! Yon
—vyou might make my glasses fall off ; and it they get broken
you'll have to pay for them=—ow "

"Bo yvou stole the lebbe "

“Ow! Under the circumstapces, I—I considered it my
duty to bring the letter away, and—and show. him up,”
stammered Bunter. * You see, [ =1 thought that as he was
a votten poacher—— Wow! Ow! Greol Wah!”

“You fut cad!” said Bob savagely. ' Give me that
letter 1™

“0Oh, really, Cherry

“Give me that letter I thunderved Bob.

“ Here it 15! You can have it, and welecome! Ow "

“I'm going to take this letter back to Courtney, whom
it belongs te,” said Bob Cherry, with a wrathiul glare at the
juniors. ** Bunter was a retten c¢ad to take it, and you're
not much better to let him read ib out to you 2

“Oh, draw it mild " said Snoop.

“ Shut up, you cad, or I'll shut you up-—and sharp!” said
Dok Cherry angrily. “ This is a private letter, and you've
no right to know what's in it. I'm going to tuke it back
to Courtney. As for you, Bunter, if you weie worth the
trouble, 1°d thrash you till you couldn’t squirm.”

* Oh, really—- Yarooh!

Tioh Cherry gave the fat junior a twist that sent him
whirling across the room. Billy Bunter sat down with a
bump that scemcd to shake the floor, and yolled. Bob
Cherry did not give him a second glance. He strode from
the room, with the letter in his hand.

“ 0w 1" groaned Bunter. ** I'm dead—T—T mean, I'm fear-
fully injured. Ow! Cherry, you beast—"

Hut Bob Cherny was gone.

e strode swayv to the Sixth-Form passage, and knocked at
Arthur Courtney’s door.

* Come in!"

Bob Cherry entered. Courtn@y had dressed himself, and
was looking something like his old self, though Ins face was
still very white, and there weére lines of pain about his
mouth, It would be many days before Courtney 'quite re-
cavered from the terrible eastigation he had veceived. When-
ever he moved, a kind of spasin passed over his face, showing
how the savage cuts upon his back still burt him,

“ What do you want, Cherry ™" he asked,

Pob Cherry held out the letter, and Courtney uttered an
exclamation as he saw it. He took it hastily.

“How did you get hold of this? he demarded. " ¥You
haven't read if, surely '

Bolb Cherry flashed.

“ No, I haven't, Courtney. But I know what's in it—a
cad was reading it out and jawing it over in the common-
room. I've brought it back to you. And look here,
Courtney that letter's made them think you were the rotier
that poached on Sir Hilton's land.™

“ Wever mind that—""

“ But 1 do mind " exelaimed lob Cherry botly. °° They're
not going to think so, when I know the facts. You will
have to let them know.”

Courtney frowned

““ W1 haven't =aid anything so far, Cherry?"

“ Waot yet, but—"

“ Then you must not!

id Hut'___il

“Tg os [ tell you, Cherry. 1f you know anything about
the matter, you levrned it by acm ent—through being where
vou had no right to be—and you have no right to say any-
thing. You know that.” .

“ But look here, you'll get the disgrace of being what
Valence is really—and—"

There was a soft football in the E:-;Es:ﬂgt—'!, but Bob Cherry, in
his excitement, did not hear it. Courtney interrupted him.

4 It wall soon be Eﬂrgulten." he said.

“ But it's not fair!” exclaimed Bob Cherry. " Now, I
know what's 1n that letter; I know what's happened to you
to-day. Sir Hilton Popper thought you were the poacher—
that awful cad Valence must have made the keepers think so,
-omechow—and you went up to the house to-day and teok the
licking for that coward. You know you did—that's why we
found you fainting on the road.”

“ My dear kid—"

“ Why, you've as white ag a sheet from it now,” said Bob;
“ and that awiul worm let you do it—let you take the licking
in his [;fam,-‘. Blessed 1f I've ever lheard of such a rotter!
He ovught to be kicked out of the school! He ought to bo
eent to Coventry ! Why—""-

“ If you want to do me a favour, kid, yvou'll say nothing
about the matter at all” zaid Courtney quictly, ** You
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oughtn't to have known; and I rely upon you te keep your
mouth shut]"

Bob Cherry grunted.

“ Oh, all vight!" he said. * I'll do as you wish, of course,
boti——""

Tap!

It wis o knock at the half-open deoor.
rnun%{ and Courtney uttered a cry.

(] 1‘l"

It was Valonee's sister who stood at the door. Iler face
was as white as Courtney's; the prefect did not need telling
that she had licard Bob Cherry's excited voice a3 she came up
the passape.

“ My hat! mutercd Bob Cherry, in dismay., " 1It's
Valenca's sister! I've done it now!” And he bolted from
the study.

Violet stood in the doorway, her eyes fixed upon Courtney.
The prefecy ran townards her.

“WVi1” he exclaimed. " IDid vou—did you—"

“ T could not help hearing what the boy said as I came
up the passage,’ said Vielet, ‘I came to se¢ my brother—
to see if all was well with him.™

*“ He's—he's e out 1"

“ Is it troe, Avthurt”

* Is—is what true?”

“ What that junior was saying.”

Courtney hesitated.

“* Weli, you ree——"" he stammiered.

“ May I sce that letter—Sir Hilton's letter?”

He passed it to her without & word. Tt was useless to
nttenipt to keep the secret now. Violet read the letter, and
then fized her eves upon Courtney agan.

* Rupert must have given your name?’ she said

“ Y g-ps—in the hurry of the moment, you know——"

* But how did they not sea the difference when you—""
]1" Vaolence hod his face blacked when the keepers zaw
nm—"

“Oh, T understand! And this was the way you could save
himn—the only way—by aliﬂwing‘ that man to beat you instead
of—of the one who deserved 1t.,"”

“ Rupert couldn’t have stood it!" muttered Courtney.
“ He's not built that wav. He'd rather have been expelled.
1—1I stood it all right. And—and I was willing to take it
on, you know. '’

Violet handed him back the letter. Courtney slowly tore
it into fragments. The girl's face wae very pale.

“T think I know my brother now,” she seid. I never
suspeeted he could be so base. Dut—but you, Arthur—when
1 was asking you to eave him—I—I was asking you to do
this—to suffer so much—"

“ It's nothing, Vil"”

 Oh, Arthur! It was noble, noble of you—but how can
you forgive me?! But I did not know—if I had known, 1
could never have asked—""

Clourtney smiled as he pressed her hands.

“Tt's all right,’” he said. *' It was the only way!”’

Hob Cherry swung

And : littla later, when Bob Cherry saw Courtney and
Valence's sister walking under the old eims in the Close, deep
in conversation and read the expression upon Vielet's sweet
face, i% struck him that Arthur Courtney had not done so
unwisely for himself after all.

THE EXD.

Next Tuesday’s Splendid, Long, Com-
plete School .Tale of Harry Wharion
& Co. at Greyfriars is entitled:

“DRIVEN

WALL”
By FRANK RICHARDS.

Please do not fail to place an early order
for next week’s **MAGNET” LIBRARY.
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Beyond the

b e -

Man and beast ros¢ not a fathom apart!' Brushing
aside the dogs, the walrus rushed upon its human foe.
Gan-Waga tried, to dive, but he was helpless, and en-
tangled in the line, Death and he were close together

o —— s

when Ching-Lung levelled his rifle.  (8es page 25.)

THE OPENING CHAPTERS.

Fervevs Lord, the famous multi-millionaire and inventor,
startles the world by entering the lists against Professor
Hugley, the celebrated American scientist, who i3 about to
start in search of the North Pole in his wonderful airship
the Cloud King. Lord announces his intontion of starting
for the Pole at the same time in his myvsterious submaving
dhe Lord of the Deep, and makes a maotch of it with the
professor for the gigantic sum of a million pounds! The
preliminaries are settled, and two judoes are appointed—one
1o travel on board esch of the two strange competing erall,
Forrers Lord i3 pecompanied by all his old friends on the
Lord of the Deep, ineluding Ching-Lung and Rupert
Thurston; while FProfessor Hugler has o Cuban named
Paraira with him, and Estebian Gacclio, n negro. The twe
scoundrels murder Professor Hugley, and  two of ihe
crew on the vovage assume command of the Cloud Wing,
and plot against the life of Ferrers Lord.

Meanwhils, Ching-Lung livens things up on the Lord of
the Dweep. Maddock is standing by the traic-room <douor
woiting to report the night’'s vovage to Ferrers Lord, when,
without warning, the contents of o tray, carried by a lasear
servant who has been startled by a well from Thurstoo.
shoots into his face, leaving him speechless for the moment.

{Now go on with t['lm story.}

——

Beside the Fioes — Fum in “kavaks ' —Prout inlerviews
the Flrst Polar Bear.

Then Maddock found hiz rongue, and it was in lae
working order,
" “You coppercoloured hayrhin landlubber ! he wvellod.

Look at me! Look what von've done to a gentleman and
n sailor ! What d"ve mean. von rasenlly munmmy, to sling
¥your rotten coolery over an « rficer? Look at me oir—
.;‘f_!::kf with the disgustin’ stuff! Ow! T'H skin tihe ugrly
hide off ver, and make it inter dusters! See that? That's
what you're going to tasic !

He shoolk both fists into the trembling lascar's face.

" No menn it, sah—no mean it! [ slin over de mat ! Oh,
no mean (t—po mean it 1

There was a-bang oz Maddoshk brought the fray down on
the lascar's head. If he had hir the waiter with & sledge-
hammer he mtg‘iht have huct the man, but the average lascar
has a skull ra thick ss a gramite wali. The bBlow buckled the
tray, but did no damage.

“Thunder ™ gasped Madgoel.
the furniture, ﬁ{‘r-:'-. got oul !’

“Prelk up pieces fust,” whined fthe waiter, “or zet into
row ™

“GEet out ™

“Orful row, sal!" moaned the waiter,

“Ger out '™

Maddock rushed at the author of his woes with upraised
foot, shpped on a rasher of bocon. and sar down with a

“That's onfvy damagin’

sudden shocli that made the vessel gaiver. A smile stoloe

over the waiter's face.

“ Please, sah ! he murmared, “shall I pick up de picees
and you, sah ¥
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F.ternal Ice.

By SIDNEY DREW.

A Story dealing with the Amazing Adventures
of Ferrers Lord, Mitlionalre; Ching - Lung,
Rupert Thurston, and Gan-Waga, while partici-
pating in a fierce race on board the famous
Lord of the Deep versus the Pirate Air Ship,

The enraged be'sun scooped up a handful of eggs and
hurled thera with mighe and main. A few hit the lascar.
who howled and fled, and the others sailed gracefully towards
a mirror, spattering it with sticky vellow, and began to slide
slu'nizly downwards, leaving a beauliful wide smear in their
wike.

Maddeocl himpad to the deck, proaning, and wailed out
the story to Ching-Lung. The prince was mosk pathctic, and
pave away ten minutes of his time o scrapimg somo of
the substance off with a piece of wood., Then Maddock
equatted under the noezle of a sea pump, and two grinning
satlors worked the handle. A couple ol men were sent 1o
elean up the state-room with all speed. It may be remarked
that Gan-Waga dovoured 2!l the relics of the aceident with
Freat gusto,

Ar last the Lord of the Deep lay on the verge of the
eternal e, What lay beyond that terrible white barrier?
What wonders and mysteries dud it hide?  The sun shone
bright wpon ils rifts and hummocks. Narrow channels of
blue waker intersected it like the veing tn marble.  Wild fowl
in sworms dived and chattered among the floating masses,
and more than one whale spouted to seaward. . A few seals
wera seen showing thoiv black, round heads,

Gan-Wara sniffed the air jovously, and the kennelled dogs
barked with delight as they scented their beloved 1ec.
ﬂfﬁt?l‘.‘[‘ﬁ amd erow alike thrlled with excitement. The
Fakimo had lost all his sliggishness,

After breakfast the storc-room was opened, and half =
dozen Aimsy eanoes werg brought on deek,

They weve about twenty fect long, and wonderfully light,
being built of sealskin tightly strotched over the frameworl:
of hickory wood., The paddle: were enormously long. -and
broad in the Blades. The cances were built for one person
each, and a waterproof coat worn by the paddler could be
pegged down over the well, making the eraft thoroughly
waterprool in any sea.

“* These are strange coanoes, 1 guess,’
“ Kavaks, don’t you eall them "

“That 1s the Ezkimeo name,” answered Ferrers Lord.
“They look flimsy eoncugh, but the F:kimos make thein
act as 1if they were alive. When the apron 13 down man
and boat are one. Only an Ezkimo learns how to handle
them. 'They capsize at a touch, and yet these ice-dwellers
can right them at a toueh of the paddle in the rougiest
ecn. [ call Gon-Wara”

‘e’ Eskimo came hureying up, and the mililonaire
nttered o few words in o guttural tongue,

Gan-VWaga donned his waterproof coet, and the canor was
soon launched, Officers and crew lined the decks to watch
him. e spad over the placid sea, plying the paddle with
casy, regilar strolkes. There was a shout from Maoaddock':

*Walrus—walros Y

A proat black head with shagey mane and glistening tusha
showed against the edge of the tee. Goan-Weras had scen it
He unpewged the coat and thrust his hand into the well;
then he paddled fariously tawards the e, The ecanoe came
to a standstill, us if deagged Lack by an anchor. The paddlo
was strapped to Gan-Wagae's wreist, 1n ns right hand he
beandished a harpoon.

“ By hokey ! gasped Proat, ¥ He man’t going to tackle
Mr. Whiskerz-and-Tusks in that eggshell ¥

= We'll have o funeral if he does,” said Moddock.

The walrus rose, showing his gieaming shoulders. The
harpoon flashed through the ap. A bellow of pain came
from the great red throat as the Llade sank below the barba
into the fesh. He dived, appeared again, and rushed, open-

samd Van Witker.
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mouthed, - 6t the fimsy canoce. His gi‘anmin tusks flashed
in the sunlight, Down came the paddle on the broad skull,
and the boat was six fathons away and the harpoon-line was
alimast taut.

Gan-Wara turned and bellowed something in his native
tongue,

** Let loose the dogs!” said Ferrers Lord.

Ching-Lung darted below and threw the kennels open.
Barking frantically, the dogs bounded on deck, and sprang
into the water at Gan-Waga's pealing whistle. The swalrus
was making fierce rushes, which the wily Eekimo aveoided
with a skill that gained cheer after cheer. Swimming
lustily, the dafa made after their quarry. Van Witter, a
sportsman to the core, shouted himsell hoarse.

“ Silence ! said Ferrers Lord. And a hush came. ,

He knew that if the cheering continued the Eskimo

would take too many risks. But for once Ferrers Lord had
done the wrong thing. The sudden cessation of cheermg
made the Eskimo imagine that he was not pleasing his
audhence,
~ One luckless dog was already dead; the others were snarl-
ing round the walrus. Gan-Waga propelled the cance for-
ward, almost grazing the brute's side, and struck out with
his paddle. Round %e came to the other aide, striling the
walrus again, It was a triumph of seamanship, plueck, and
skill, but there was no applause. Ferrers Lord called to him
to be carcful, but the baying of the dogs drowned his warn-
Ng Ty,
Gan-Waga struck again at the walrus’s head. Quick as
tightning the goaded monster turned, and the paddle hissed
into its open jaws. It snapped like a rotten twig. Then the
great tusks ripped through the Aimsy scalskin, and the stern
of the cange shot into the air.

“Ile's gone I gasped Van Witter.

“* A rifle—a rifle " cried Ferrers Lord. ) ,

Man and beast rose pot o fathom apart. Brushing aside
the dogs. the walrus rushed at s human fop, Every hears
stood still. Gan-Waga tried to dive, but he was helpless,
and entangled in the line. Ddeath and he were close together.

Crack—erack !

Ching-Lung was kneeling, his levelled rifle resting on the
rail. Cuessing that it might be needed, he had brought the
weapon with him after frocing the dogs. A mad, wild cheer
answered the double report. The dogs were ripping and
tearing at their lifeless prey, and the blue, agitated water
began fo erimson with blood.

“ Wall done, Ching ! zaid Ferrers Lord.

“ Bravo—bravo ! shouted Thurston and Van Witter in
one breath.

[I:s Highness did not wait for any congratulations, but
opening his knife, he plunged overboard.

But no more help was needed. Gan-Waga had alveady
freed the line, and half a dozen of his dogs, holding it in
their teeth, were dragging the dead giant towards the ship.

Ching-Lung and the Eskimo met and ehook hands in
the water.

“Junk ! gurgled Gan-Waga., * Bad "nough den, but
Eummrtul now. %:Jea.rljr gone to what'sun-name—Jamiko—

e 1t

“ Jericho, you mean, roly-poly !'' said Ching-Lung.

* All same—bad 'nough. Flace you turn up your tocs
Got dat butterfol squeak squeak ¥

" Yes"

* Den squeak.” _

The * squeak-squeak® was Ching-Lung's penny whistle,
and Ching-Lung fished it out of his pocket and cleared it of
water. Then Gan-Waga turned over on his back, still
clutching the line. Towed by the dogs, men and walrus
eoon neared the vessel. Ching-Lung sguatted on Gan-Waga's
chest, playing * Then up I came with my little lot."” ke
laughter was deafening, and the crew took up the chorus
of that once popular song. _

“Waal, sit,” drawled Van Witter, "1 just about guess
ihat a Chinaman, an Eskimo, a walrus, and two score
and & half of dogs make up the queerest lat I've ever struck
since I opened my eyes in this vale of tears. And I guoss,
too, Mr. Lord, that the Fskimo and that pirtailed
Chinee have enough pluck and nerve in them o load a
waggon.''

“ 8q it seems,” said Ferrers Lord quietly.
out grit ever stayed on board this ship long.”

The walrus was skinned and cut up for the dogs, who
devoured the coarse flesh cagerly. Up to lunch-time, with
‘the launch eruising round in case of accidents, Ching-Lunk,
Thurston, Prout, Maddock, and Ferrers Lord tried how
they could handle the kavaks. The millionaire, expert mn
everything, manng\éd his to perfection, and Ching-Lung took
socond honours. Thuraton, Prout, and the bo'zun were quite
at sea in more senges than one.

There were scores of spills, but as they paddied without
the waterproof coverings, which would have fostened them
into the canoes, there was no danger. They came up time
after time, reci-iaced, choking, but always good-tempered,
and gallantly tried again.
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Then came a change of clothes and lunch.

““It may interest you, gentlemen,’” said Ferrers Lord, as
he sipped his wine, “to know that since midnight until
seven this morning we have travelled over three hundred
krote. Mr. Van Witter, of course, knows it, as ho has taken
the rechkoningg’™

" Great Beatt ' saad Thuarston.
:}ﬂnn_twent:.' at the most. Why, we sighte

ay 1

“Only. a drifting floe of great size, Rupert. We have had
long twilights, but we have been steadily elimbing uplill.
That seven hours’ run has brought us far into the land of
the midnight sun. You needn’t purse your lips and think
of cheap trips from London or Hull to Norway, where, for d
few pumeas, you can view this wonder. Perhaps you will
wigh you were viewing it from the deck of a pleasure-
gteamer before long.™

“ 1t would he a jolly lot warmer,” remarked Van Witter.

“1 suppose you shoot 7' asked the mitlionaire.

“Well, T guesa I can handle a gun. I know which end
vou stick agamst your shoulder.”

“Then we'll %E ashore to-night and see if we can run
against a hear. You must get into your furs. There is not &
particle of heat in the san after midday. We'll not dine
before half-past eight. I shall expect you to be ready et
eleven. You might tell Prout and Maddocl, your Highness.
Fergive me if [ leave you now. L'mi busy.”

There was more laughter when dinner was over, when,
dresaed in their furs, the hunters met in the state-room.
With a szllower complexion and & snubbier nose, Van Witter
might have passed for Gan-Waga's twin brother. Instead
of bringing the skin hood aver their head, as the Hshimo
did, they wore woollen caps. In the daytime furs were un-
nceessary as vet, but at night-time the cold wae intense.

The midnight sun hung low over the ive-pack, its beams
picle and withont woarmth. Thurston remarked that it
Jaoked tired on account of sitting up late, and rather washed
out. - Faint lights flickercd in the northern sky—the
L'I'l].'EfEl'i;IJ\IS Aurora Borealis, about which scientific men differ
s0 much,

But it was night, net day, and freezing hard. The deathly
eilence told that. The seabirds slept as they rocked on tho
water like toy boats, lee gleamed white on the Lord of the
Deep's deck, and the hoar-frost dimmed the glass of the
wheclhouse. The launch was soon afloat, and steering for
one of the open channels, with the miilionaire at the helm.

“ What's the programme?” asked Thurston, lighting his
e
. Wao shall divide,” answered the millionaire, *and meka
o ‘wide circle round that hummock you see over there.
reckon it's about four miles away. It may be more, for the
air is 6o clear that it is very difficult to judge the distanco
correetly. Prout and Maddock will make for it from here.
I shall drop yvou and Ching-Lung a couple of miles further
on, and Gan-Waga higher up the channel. If the channel
goes vound the hummock, as I expect, Mr. Van Witter and
myself will close the circle. Then woo betide Sir Bruin if ha
heppens to be at home! Let him go which way he will,
gome of us will have a shot at him.” :

Gan-Waga was sucking his dirty black pipe. He muttered
enmething in a language that sounded to the oivilised ecar
more like the bleating of B sick goat than human speech.
Ferrers Lord nodded. :

““ Gan-Waga thinks,” he explained,
she bear with cubs, 2o look cut for
to catch a cub alive, g0 do not shoot
thing wanting in a ship without & pet.
wamp

Seizing their rifles, Prout and Maddock sprang upon tha
iee, and the boat churned away up the channel, Two milea
abave, Ching-Lung and Thurston landed. The launch was
lost to sight behind the hummock. o

Tn spite of boots thickly studded with ice-nails, it was bad
walking, and Prout and his beloved Benjamin found it so.

“+ Tem,” growled the bo'sun, '*if I lived in these 'ere parts,
T'm hanged if I'd pay my rates an’ taxes until they mended
the roads [

“ Well it ain’t quite as ensy and comfortable as the Thames
Embankment,” said Prout, '~ and we could shoot 2 bear eagier
by taking the tuppenny tubc to the Zoo, and payin’ our
tomner. 1U's & rummy place altogether, and T don’t think
much of the san. I t{mexht afore he was rather a sensible
old man, but I don’t now.”

+ And why not, old man " ] ;

- Because,” answered the steersman, “if he warnt o
double-barrel idiot, and he wanted to stay up all night, why
don’t he choose a place where he'd do some good, nstead of
thias show ? Just faney him shining all day and night n
England. Think of the ﬁm-hiih o'd save a pooOr man.
Thas sun's barmy, Ben—right down barmy !” s

FRANK RICHARDS.
By Order gl.:-lr.
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Their progress was slow, but no living thing speckoed the
‘white surfaee of the ice-ficld excopt n couple of arvetie foxes
It was tiring work 1o legs cenmped so long by the narrow
confinez of the Lowd of the Deep. Prout gave in first.

“I'm going to sii down,” he said, “and take a nild
refrosher. There's o sinking feeling under my fur cost
which says to me, * Thomas, you're "ungry and thirsty,” and
g0 I am, You're weleome fo share,”

Fraom 10 cartridge-bag Prout prodaced a black bottle, 1we
biscuits, a tin of tongue, & g, and a picee of cheese.  Mad-
dock, who bad had SUPer, declhined bo j:_u'!: it the foasi.

“T°lI o on g bit," he swid, “andosee if 1 can spob any-
thing, Haoller when you've finshed.™

LAY, ay, my sportiman,’” answoered Prout; fbut take one
wee draple afore you ge”

Fortified by o dram of rum from tha black battle, Maddock
shoublered ks pun and walked away, Prout bhacked open
the tin with Ins knife, and cut an ineh-thick shee of fongae,
It was delicions, amd so wos the cheese Then come a
Juxurions pipe of tobaceo, and, with his back aemninst a slals
of we, Tom was at peace—so he thought—with all the world.

The report of a nile starvtled him. It sounded close at
hand, Ilo clombered to the top of the nearrst hummock,
and locked over the jce. Nothing was to be scen. He zat

OWn again.

“ Bhootin® bears,” he thought, * might be good sport for
those as has lega built for the ice, but it ain’t no sport to me,
If one of the warmints hkes to come to me an® suy, ‘ How
d've do? T' return its oroeling wi' a bullet.™

ITe was sitting on his eartridge-bar, his rifle lcaning apaimst
the we. A grnning vellow face rose above the tap of the
hummock, and instantly vanishied. - Then o gloved Lband stole
down, and the gun was silently removed.

aniff, aniff, smafi, smff !

It wa= the spund a tervier makes when nosing at a rabbat.
hole. It clecirified the steorsman. He bounded to his foot.

Y Grerrow T

Prout’'s blocd {turned almost as cokl as the 1ee around

him. Above him, staring down horeibly, was the head of a
bear. Tor o second he was oo dazed and fascinated to
IOy,

1%e
B

“areror-owl :

Prout made a clutch for his rifle. It was not thore. The
head vanished, and then eeavpeared round the hummock less
than a yard away.

“Arrorowl !

Pront suddenly censed to remember that his degs woere
sbiff and aching. He spat out one vell of terror, and pol
iﬁ_“l‘ﬂﬂ the ice as fast as a horse, not daring to look behind

im,

Bursting with laughter, Ching-Lung and Gan-Waga watched
hiz rvetreat. The MH:ikimo was carrying a freshly-zevered
head of a bear in hia hand.
Y That's a lovely prowl
“Trv it pgramm.”
“Orver-owl M
Prout heard it, but did mot look Lack. If he had even
locked forward properly he would have saved himsell a lot
of unpleasantnesa, bui he did not. A chasm paped at his
feet, and he had no time to save himself. He tripped, and
dived headlong inte a bank of snow.

of yours" gigzled the prince.

e

Hizs sudden disappearance startled Ching-Lung.,  There
must be waicer tlere.
*“Good ‘nough suow,” grunted Gan-Wagn., I go, not

you. You bang-bang in two-tree minute. You make him
tink kill bear, 2ee? Good 'nough. Go back to bear body
and bang. Mo, hoo! Good "nough joke, hunk! No wait
before shoot. I come.” )

Ching-Lung grinned and winked, It was wonderful with
what ense and speed the Eskimo travelled over the i1ce.
floes.  And the sarface, thouph hore and there were smooth
places, resembled the sea, whose waves had suddenly been
congealed into glistening adamant,

Gian-Waga dropped on all fows as he apvrosched the
miniature ravine. Prout’s nailed boots, pretruding from
below, were kicking franticslly, and faint, smothered groama
rase from the <apths, The Eskimo placed a bear's head
on the edge of the creviee,

The snow bogan to heave and toss, and a broad back and
ghoulders came intn view., Then came the steersman’s red
an:d angry face. He looked up, and met the stony glare of
hiz cnomy the Hear,

“Grr-rowh !

Prout dived into the snow ngnin as an eel dives inio the
mud. He was out of zight in two brief seconds. And Gan-
Wara, his oily countenance aglow with unboly joy, danced
g wild jir on the iece, and waved hiz arma. Then he feod
back, and tossed the bear's head down beside the carcase on
which Ching-Lung was sitting, smoking a cigarvette.

“Bang now, see?"” chuckled Gan-Waga., * Io, ho, loo!
Good 'nough, ‘butterful! Made him 'fraid, hunk! No like
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bears, but like snow. Get wnder Jolly guick. Tloeo, Loo!
Butterful, bafterfn! "oouel O

Ching-Lung gierled und disclavgsd bz eifle.
reports followed.

“ More sport, Gan ™ saig the pringee,
we chaff Tommy.™

The boot-solez of Thomas Prows woere Just visible, and the
heart of Thomaz was as fuli of Janay as bis ears were of
snow.  Weaponless, b+ could nor face oo angry beor, and so
he “lay low and said nuffin'.” But he thought o lot.

The grins of Gan-Waga amd Chine-Lony were lons ol
huige as they pazod at the haots

“Dit of ell right! purelsd the Telamo. s Cood
‘nougl, hunk? Good 'nough., botror jolly guick I woing
down,”

Silently he swune himself ines the eveviee, aml, byving of
full length in the snow, he elutehed at Prom’s ankle. DProut
wnamined that the bear had pot him at last. A rear came
from the depths, :

“Why, s alive!" shonted Ching-Tanz,  “Can it Le
someone who has fallen out of the Olend King ™"

Y It's alive and kicking " gmiepled Gan-Waga.

The snow heaved again, and out shot the storraman's heasl,

“What on carth,” gasped the prioee—""who on cartli—
how—-when—why—— Dash it all, it’s Prout 1™

Gan-Waga sab down and staved in stony amaze, 10 was
gond acting,

" In the name of Julius Ceasar’s one-eved guinea-pig, nian,”
patiled Ching-Lung, ' what are vou domyg m there ¥

“ER? murmuored the steersiman. B Yes: ' mieoly
thankee., SBame to you, an® many on "em ! .

“Thomas Prout,” said Chine-Lung sternly, Yanswior me.
What are you doing in there ?™

Prout rubbed s i,

Well, sin" he answered, I wor leskm' for a sixpence
I dropped ; but I'll give up the search unless that confounded
Lbear comes along agoen. Bears an' me ain't pals. We dou't
hit it together, somchow. Iy hokey, siv, I thought it wor
a funeral job! 1 lost my gun, and then the gonl teok o
mean advantage. It struck me that it worn't no use arswin’,
s0 I left at onee, and took lodgin'as here. T wonder now if
that bear wor narsty enoupgh to drink all that rom "

“Why, that must boe the bear T shot !

Prout bLrightened up considerahly.

“Then peace to hia ashes,” he prowled. “and mae his
parents, brothers, sisters, motherin-lor, aunis, cousing, sl
next-door neighbours all have their funerals the same cday,
Blubberbiter, you glggling varmint, i vou don't stop larfin’
at a varmint what's gll:mrl a severoe shock, I'W take tle liberty
o' knocking yer football shape of a head slap throush the
front winder of the biggest public-house n Jervichn ! Now
I'll proceed to terry firmy, which 13 Latin for ice”

To his fervent joy, Prout discovered that the bear was n
teototaller, and that the rum was mnet. A cry vang [aintly
over the we-field

“ Bear! Bear!"

“That's Thurston!” said Ching-Lung.
Colambus, there's the bear !

It was a female, the mate to the one ha had just shot.  She
travolled slowly, for a cub was waddling at her side. Gane
Waga's eyea sparkled. Crovching under the hummeck, he
unwrepped o stout cord from his waisk. To the cord was
fastened o stout leather colloy,

“No shoot yo#! No breathe, no stir! Cub 'bout month
old, or two month. Good "nough! Get tame quick."”

From the ambush Ching-Lung watched the bear. XMowe
than once ho raised his rﬁ'ln:'-, only to lower it again. The
devation of the fierce, slmgg{ beast to its offspring touched
him., It Difted 1t over the hununocks, and wvrgad i to a
groater speed with o soft cocing sound. The enh was hike
o round ball of fur, and Ching-Lung, who passionately loved
pots, longed to sccure it. To do that he must kill the mother.

“Shoot! Shoot!” whispered Gan-Waga.

“1 can't ! said Ching-Taung., “ It's hike muarder.
it, Tom."

Prout asked nothing Dbetrer., Il resent adveniure had
roused a bitter hatred in his heart apainst the whole tribe
of Bruin, The cub was lagring belund, the mother cncou-
raging it with the same soft cail. The hoge head turned, and
the trigger fell

“ o ‘nongh ! shouled the delighied Fskimo., ““But-
terful shot! Not so quick! Bear sly chap.”

But there was no need for caution, for Prout lad not
Lbungled in his work. The beast lay stone dead, its skull
shattered

** Bteady om, Gan,’
the cub!' )

“Poo voung., He not frighien; he come to me.'

“The cub was rolling over its mother i play. Tt was ton
voung. to understand death. Gan-Waga blew out his cheeks,
and began to purr softly, TUp went the cub’s cars, and i
looked towards the hummock.

Two distant

Soacever ] it

U Christopher

You do

" gaid Ching-Lung, “or vou'll frighion
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o 'I:l'i.;” mian  bear noise,” explained Gan-Waga. ** Purer,
;'Ill.”'!"r L

The cub waddled forward, Even at the =sight of human
beings H evineed no alarm. Gan-Waga [astened the collar
rouil 1s neek.

“* The hetle beavty ! said Ching-Lung.  © The little ball of
Auif ! He's a daizy if you like. ‘Wh;r, look st hum hicking
iy hand ! What shall we call Lim§’

" Hunk ¥ inquived Gan-Waga. " Call him?
srand.” :

Cxo understand, you rogue?’  Jaughed Ching-Lung.
“Why, you've got it m onee. IHunk is 2 rvipping name f[or
a bear, and I ehristen hima Hunk on the spot.  Get him away
{ll't:m'i F.”,':"‘,mmh*}r* ared o't ot him see her,  Here they comae !

b, il

Hearing the shout, Fervers Lord, Van Witter, and Thuarston
hurried up.  Only Thurvston of the three had sighted the bear,
and he had misged through his nfle hanging fire.® Two
bears and o cub was not a bad bag in so short a time. Tha
launch had been sent round in chavge of a =ailaor.

Owing to the frost, which would have freven the Lodies as
hard as stome, it was neeessary to skin the bears at once.
Gan-Wapa speedily gob his hunting-knife to work, and, aided
by Prout and Maddock, the first relica of the northern vovage
wera secured.  Ching-Lung carried Hunk in hiz arms until
hr was tired, and then transferved hum to Rupert.

The ceow welcomed the new pet with cries of delight.
Hoefore he slept, Maddock had rigged up 2 den for him out-
side the forecastle, and an old teapot formed an cxcellent
feeding-bottle. Even the purser—a stingy man by nature—
opened his heart, and promised & liberal supply of condensed
milk for the baby bear. One of the engineers, who was skil-
ful at metal-work, made & gorgeous brass collnr with a silver
plate, engraved :

** Hunk, the property of ILR.II. Princo Ching Lung, of
Kwui-ITal.™"
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Ching-Lung only smiled, Chaff rolled off him as easily sa
water rolls off o duck's back, _

' That remark would have been high treason in Kwai-Hal”
said Ferrers Lord, *and Thurston would be wondering
where his head had got to. Well, Ven Witter, would you
care to ride behind o team of fiery and untawed Eskimo
dogs " .

“Waal, I guess I'm always veady for a pew scusation,”
drawled the Yankee, " I'm with Youl, 81T, ¥Ou Jidy 1“‘1‘1‘3‘!1{!-

Tjorlan Island had been the ti‘li‘ﬂl'il'ﬂ of one grin tragedy—
Hie tragedy of that ill-fated Amcrican expedition of 1386
On its barren, ice-bound shores the Wild Duck, a sailing
vessel, was canght and frozen up. Ope by oue the men died
from frost-bite and seurvy in that pitiless land of darkness
cold, and misery. Not one lived to tell the dread story, an
when the thaw came the vessel itsclf, battered and creushed,
sank for ever.

It was near midiight when the Lord of the Tleep came to
rest boside the island. A sledge and a team of picked dogs
were sent ashore. The surface of the snow was already
crisp and hard, and as Rat as a billiard-table. But it was
not hard enough as yet to sustain a man's weight. They
sanl lknce deep a3 soon as they landed.

“¥ou and Thurston had better use the :ledge,” said
Ferrees Lord to Van Witter, © and Gan-Waga will give youa
leszon in the noble art of dog-driving. Now, Ching, let me
zee what you can do with a pair of these snow.-shoces”

Ching-Lung lgoked at the strango béat-shaped apparatus
doubtfully.

" Have I got to flounder about on those ™

o e o o s ™™ ™™ P
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A Trip After Musk-Oxen—Ching-Lung Shoots Something
That Is Not Game—A Grim Meszage from the Skies,

To the universal surprise, the morning found the Lord of
the Deep in tho same position, Without sisking, she began
to move along, skirticg the edge of the ice. The tempera-
ture had rizen, and the sky was dark with eclonds. Before
midday a strange grey haze began to come Jdown over sea
and jee. Gan-Waga kanew 1t well. It was & snow muist, the
herald of a heavy fall.

The fall began about four o'clock, and lasted five hours.
The Bakes came steadily, and so thickly that it was impos-
eible to see two fathoms ahead. At ten the sky cleared, and
the night sun gleamed down white and dazeling. The
thermometer dropped to eighteen below zero, to twenty,
twenty-four, and at last thirty., With such a temperature
thin ice began to form on the sea. The Lord of the Deep
moved farther out, and great flocks of birds were secn
flying South. .

“ We're in for a hard spell, I faney,” said Ferrers Lord,
looking at the chart. **If you are _at:i! taking any interest
in hunting, we shall be abreast of Biorlan Island in a couple
of hours.’

“ Mare bears ?'* asked Thurston.

“ Possibly ; but more musk-oxen.
track them in tha snow.” ; :

** Here's one man ready ! said Ching.-Lung.

“QOh, it calls itself a man, does it?"” laughed Thurston.
“ T.ook at it, gentlemen! Gaze upon the man who is ready !

hy, you little pigtailed image, I could make a better man
out of snow !

Wa shall be able to

* Iiang.ng fire ia when the cartridpe does not explode exnctly os the
trigger fallf, owing, ns & rule, toa bad cap. Itiw fatal when firing at

moving game, for the shot or ball always passes behind the objeat aimed
ar, unlgnm it is golng away {rom the marksman in a direct line.—ED,
Tre Maexer Lierary.—No. 186.
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“ Yes, prince. You will find thenr a bit awkward at first,
and they will make your anklos ache.”

The dogs were harncssed, and Gan-Waga made the
ferrible whip ecrack like a Fiatﬁl-ﬁhnf.' Barking, the dogs
rushed away, dragging the slodpe away at o furtous rate.

“ Heady ! asked Ferrers I.-ﬁrg.b

“Quite,” answered Ching-Lung with a grin. 1 say, oid
chap, what size do you call these hﬂ-crtg.? Nimety-nines, or
u.lmtl.'-: Am I supposed to skate, walk, jump, or ran? Am

The rest was lost. Ching-Lung was standing on his head;
unable to rise. . )

The nillionaire got him on to his feet again, and he
floundercd and slipped after the sledge. But he was quick
to learn. He watched the casy swing of the millionaire’s
feet, and imitated it. Im tenm minutes. though his ankles
ached, he was. golting on so well that Ferrers Lord compli-
miented him. _

“It took me much longer to get thoe knaek,” he said. '}
learned in the great North-west of Canada years ago. ¥ou
aro doing very well, Ching. In a day or two I shall intro-
duce.you to the gramdest sport on earth—the =ki."”

““What the dickens 15 that ¥

“Wait and see,”” said Ferrers Lord. * Steady—steady!
You almost fell. You must be more careful. You ought to
have had a pole with you; but you are deing famously,
Thev've fouwnd some tracks. Liston!™

“Tar-ra-ra-tarr-tara "’

The clear potes of Thurston's silver bagle floated over ihe
snow, It was a prearranged signal, and sigmified that the
party in the sledge had como across some tracks of game.
Ferrers Lord increased his speed. _ .

“1 supposo those beasts go in droves? said Ching-Lung.

““As o rule. They are just like the vanished American
bizon for that. Somelimes a bull gets turned out of a hﬂercl,

FRANK RICHARDS,
oy Order Early.
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and that makes him az eantankerons and savage as a
frogue ' elephant. They are tineid beasts, though, and bared
bo approach.”

“ Then that bagle will frighron fhem ™

“lortainly,  But Gao-Wara kuows Lis businesz, e will
make a wide delour, and do Lis best to deave tlem s wan,
What breeze there is blows towards us, = they cannot sgent
us. We st only shoot one if they come this way, ek
out the bull with the best bead, just ae o trovhy, We are
sporianiein. prince, nol munderers, Il bears and otlice
antmals of prey if vow will, for we can do without thes;
but et the rest alone”

“We can shake bunds there, old chap I said Cling-Lung,

“Then stay where you are,  Mere are the teacks.”

They crouched down e the snow. ‘Fhe winding trail of
msl-oxen showed clearly in the saow before them. Ferrers
Lord's trained eve picked oul the pomber of 1ae herd at
once. Lo scraped out o hollow.

“ There they are !

Ile poinded 2head, The eed came lumboering 1uto =gl b
h:ﬁtmil. and a spivmdal bull suifted the arr md bBellowen das.
truztfully. e zmelr danger somewheve, and the cows
hucddled together, One of them bad 2 calf beside bee.

“ 1y Jq_n."ul" u‘hi:;;u-r:-nﬂ E*Itin;:-l,.uug, “that big fellow =2 a
beauty ! Your shot, oid chap ™

“No, vours!" said Feerers Lord, " You see thor goes
paich on his chest? Pur your bullet there and save the
glinfl, MNoew, before it moves ! s sl haedeed vovds 1o a
foot 17

Carefully Cling-Lung  placed his regizter of the back
sight to s1x hondrod yvards. He steadied the rifle.

Wy o™t ri shoot =77

A Dblack shadow moved acress the snow, Ching-Lung
looked up, and then sprang (o his feer. e bad forgoce:
Hie very existence of the musk-oxen, Bellowing with iereor,
the herd lumbered away,

“ A balioon U gosped Torrers Dond,

This was what Lad cast ihe shadows, T was ouly o tor,
and iL moved above them slowly iu the brecze, The million.
areets vl eraekod,

" Missed IV
“Then Ching-Luvg fired.  The flving globe slowly coliuesed,
and began to descend,  at the descent was very gradual,
pind o sockden st of wind deove 1b towards !IH& L, i"t:rr.:*r':-
Lord hueried i pursuit,. Lower and fowee it fell, travelling
quicklv.  Ching-Luang's bullet had steuck it low down,
siercing (he polibeater’'s skin, of whicl 1wt was composed,
and the pas only pacnpaead very .-=|'l:|t'-"|:.‘.

The petlionaire swiftlhy oordistanced his companton. He
bent down o one knee and fired again st the ying aarl
This tine be struek it full and teuwe. It turned over and
fluttered down Like o wounded bicd.

Sonething white was tivd to
it—a picce of paper,

“YWhat iz ¥ gasped
Ching-Lung.

Ferrars Lord read the
rhastly message.

“+n board the Cloud
King, Thursday night. 1L am
cominitting  this  frail  mes-

fenger to the winds, with a
fervent prayer to Providence
that it may reach the hands of
Ferrera Lord. This 15 a ship
of death and horrer. Hugley
and two of the c¢rew are
already pone. I fear for wiy
own life, for T am convineed
that the three have been mur-
dered.  Paraire and Gaechio
are human demons, and I win
watched and spied on. For
the sake aof Ileaven, try and
help me before ik 15 tno late,—
Creszst Mopwrri'"

The Ice Cavern.

Ching-Lung  looked ab ihe "
imillionnire witl il !uln_;'.,
searching gaze. 1le was begin.
ning to understand that there
was  some  terrible mvslery
wrapped roand the vovape of
the Cloud King. So the pro-
fessor was dead, the mnain-
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NUYW ON
SALE.

sprine of the roee, the challenger, That meant that
Paruwira conunanded the vesscl. The messaze sepole of three
deaths. Could it be that the Cuban, in lis hest for gold.
atter petting rid of the professor, was wurdering fiw dead
man's feiends one by one?

OWhai does it mean " he aslomd,

“It sneans” drawled the miliionoive, **that peor Maorwith
will net enjor his teip to the Pole.  DBut he b gnile safe,
Few peaple are silly enough to kil the goose thar lays the
wolden ooz, Morwith's signatare s weeessary befove Lomes
Varaiva, Lacchio & Company cun handle the stukes. 1'm
sorrvy for the baropet.”

“But whet does it mean? 1 do not grasp !

“ A millien is a great doal of money,"” gaid Feerors Lord
lazilv. " In Suez 1 have kiown them eut a fellow’™s theoae
for twea shillings. What won't men do for mosey? Hab!
Poor Mlorwith mionst it age witli the 1II'||||1.'r| R ] 8 i H.d'i'lﬁ
vour tonsoe quizet about :||1]J thes. IF Van Wilter zot a hint
of this there would be o sudden cnd to the rmee,

Ching-Lubp was not satizficd.

“A ward mare, Lord,"” he said very gravely. ""D'm seeing
the light. The poizsoncd wine, the pozoned foils—they moean
the sume thing, This blackgoaedly Parmivn thought that by
petting vonr out of the way we should thvow up the sponge.’”

Y soracthing like that,"”

Ching-Lung's  eyes were Llaxing
lonthing,

“ Then there is more behind it'"” he said.

“ A trifle, my dear prinee. Paraira and hiz beloved
Cracehio are hatehing 2 nice little plot. T stand eathor in
their way, vou see. Duh ! Lot uwe tulk of sometbing
plensant. I'm afraid we have scaved the musk-oxeon com-
letely.  [lalle! There's Thurston'z gun.”’

A hill roze before thein with a broad, rounded zummir,
1t was eavy work for Ching-Lung to scale its sloping sidos,
The report of the rifle came from beliind it

“Thar hill was a velcano once,”” said Ferrers Towl: “fits
shape tells me that. Mo dounbt it was counccted with Aount
Heela, in [eeland. It 15 curious that voleanoes should he zo
numergus bevond the Antavetie circle and a0 few here, That
gentleman has been dofunct for ten thousand years, Give me
vour hand. It 45 a sbfi climb, but you will enjoy the
descent ™
M Oh, for a hifr to take me up!" sighed Ching-Lung.
Hareat Beotland, look out 1M

A herd of musk-oxen streamed round the shoulder of the
hill, and were pone. Ching-Lung's jaw dropped.

“Whore, in the name of poodness—"" he bogan. " Look
here, Lord, did you see them ™

“Of cowrse T did 1™

“Well, that's a relief,”” zaid Ching-Lung.
Was a vison, or something.

with indignation and

1 “T thouzht it
Where on carth are they ¥

It was o mystery,  Uhe snow
sloped  upwards, even, and
unbrolken. There was no place
for even o Litten to hide, un-
less it burted trself bencuth the

surfuce,  And the lumbering
Brutes had  vanished like
shadows, The twa hunters re-

tloubled their pace.  Then the

f ““HI“E“ Tﬂ sleigh, dogs, and men disap-
T n peared,
IHE wnl‘l'! “They've foallen into a

vnder this tle Frank hole 1" cried Ferecers Lord.

ﬁﬁ:ﬂ?ﬂ?ﬁ:’mﬁl He left Ching-Lung far be-
Hearty  laughter dis-

life ever panmed, E:t l';r]l:ll hind.

:;:;'I::I?I?n!;lﬁ:f;;b e p:z-llecl his fears that some of

;;.Ehnr :I{ t 'I:E I:fg:ﬂ'il; hiz comrades wight he jured,

ml‘ E, ﬂ ‘ L] lrr"1 -l

5 aut 1h ki il Thi RS He lzugied softly to hiimeelf as

mimﬂ 13- ﬁ?wf:d?m he pecred over the treacherous

Int. 1 einterity I can i - it

bk L R aate Bk cilge of the ]m:flﬂ'n, nm:!. Sitw
doxs and men in o writhing

 besn wo Interostad lo A story
than in hean  at the  bottom. MNo

“DRIVER TO THEWALL®" 4,000 had been done, as the
Pleast places an early order : i +htor fosFifie
ilth ot o i roars of laughter ivstificd, for

the snow acted as a downy
cuzhion.

(Thiz theilling adventre tory will be
eonfinnad T wext week e wnniber of
“The Magwet ™ Libiedry. Oeder eaily.
Frodee 1.
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