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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Cash Down!

¥ AY up!™

p Frank Nugent, of tho Greyfriars Remove, jerked

out the words perempiorily, and levelled his lead-
pencil in an admonishing way at Harry Wharton.

Wharton logked up in astonishment. He was scated in the
armchair ih No. 1 Study, in the Remove passage, with hisz
feet an the table, and the chair tilicd I.a:mt!L te & dangerous
anzle. He lowered the book he was reading, and starcd ab
I'ranlk.

o DY TR
“Lay up!™ repeated Nuogen.

“ Whart are yvou talking about*"

“Pay up ™

“Took here, you ass—*"

Nuzent fourished a noteback under Wharton's nose. The
notebook had vavious enivies in it that were probably com-
prehensible to Nogent.

“I'm going to have the cash in at the beginning of the
season, this time,” bhe aaid. “'vo pot in all the subserip-
tions to' the Romove Footer Clubly, excopting four, Youra is
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one of tha four. I vou're haed up. I'N] lend it to you; but
I've got to have the subscription in,”

Herry Wharton laughed.

“Oh, you ass! I ser. 1'm not hard up—*

“Then pay up " said Frank.

“Llan’t!™

“Why not™ :

Y My moncey’s in my trousers pocket, and I'm too ecomty
to move,” satd Wharton, “I'll pay up presently.”

Frank Nugent shook hia head. "Nugent, as secratary and
treasurer of the Form football elub, had onerous duties to
perform.  Getting in the subseriptiong was one of the most
onerous. It was corious how fellows would lot that slide.
Some were too hard wp at various times to find the eash,
some didn't like parting with it anywax, some left it over
out of sheer laziness, But Frank was on the warpath now,
and he meant to have the money in.

“You'll pay up now." he said sevenely. *“ Hand it over.”

“ Now, look here, Frank, don’t be an ass,” argued Whar-
ton. ' It's not worth getting up for, when I'm fixed so
comfortably.”

“IPay up!™

“ Fathead! T tell yvou

“h, T'll soon unfix vou," said Frank.

He made a vush ar Wharton, The armchair tilted over
backwards, and Wharton gave a yell az he was shot over tha
back of it upon the floor. He buinped on the floor with a
bard and heavy bumn, and roared.

Fronk Nugent roared, too, with laughter. IIe held his
sihes and shricked.

“Ha. ha, hat”

“Ow!t

“Ha. ha, ha!”

“ ¥You—you fathead!™ roared Wharton, sitting up and
ruhhing"thl:* back of his head. * You silly ass! You—

you "
** Ha, ha. ha!
“I'll jolly well—"

-

. ]
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“"Pay up!’ prinncd Frank., ** Now, you ean’t say you're
too comfortable to move now—you can't be comiortable on
floorn Pay up!™

Wharton grunted and rose. A considerable  guantity of
his funds had been seattered on the floor, and he collected
the money up. Frank Nugent stood weiting, ndtebook in
hand. The secretary and treasurer of the K. ¥, U. meant
businessy,

Wharton rose to his feet after collecting up the cash, and
rubbed his head.

“ Pay up!” said Frank cheevfully.

“Oh, here you are!"

" Thanks! “That's right. Now you can it down again,™
srid Frank eweetly, and he nodded and auitted the study.
“Pm going to collect the rest from the other slackers.®

Wharton rubbed his head and grunted. Nuogent walled
theerfully down the Remove passape,

Frunk Nugent was :t.lwh{s. cheerful.
a3 he went, conning over the namos.

" Russell, Vernon-Bmith., and Maoleverer," he muttercd.
*I'Il begin with his lovdship! He's bound to have the tin™

Nugent knocked ab the door of the end study in the
Remove, which belonged to Lord Manleverer, the latest
asrrival at Greyiriars. A drawling voiee bado him come in.
Nugent entered.

" Hallo, dear boy!" said Loed Maulevever, looking up
lazily from 2 heap of cushions, npon which he was rechning
fm;lq- sﬂiu under the window., *“(Glad to see vou, my tear
ellow.

"And I'm glad to see you,” said Nugent, “and shall be
gladder if you’ll pay up,”

Y Pay up??

“That's jt.»*

* Is there anything to pay ¥’ asked his lovdzhip lazily, ' I'll
pay with pleasure. But who i3 it, and what is it?”

" Footer subscription,” said Nugent, luughing, " You're
in thoe Remove Football Club this season, ain’t you?™

" Yaag!" :

"I don’t know whether you'll ba any good as a playing
member.” Nugent remarked, with a dssparaging planee at
his lavdshop's lazy attitude. ** You're a jolly lot too much of

He consulted his list

& sla:.:l:.i-ﬁ, But as a paying member you're all right; so
pay up!t”
" Certainly! Can you change a ten-pound nete?”

“Oh, quite earily!” said Nugent, with heavy sarcasm.
“Will you have the change in ggﬂfd or notoeg?’ r

“T'm afvaid I've only banknotes,” said his lordehip. ** Take
the tenner, and give me the change some other time, if
vou haven't it on wou.” ,

“Well, T must -have the subscription, so Tl do that,*
agroed Nugent, " Hand over the giddy tenner.”

“Thera's one on the mantelpiece, 1 believe,” said Leoxd
Mauleverer,

" Well, my hat!" said Nuozent.

Ho glanced along the mantelpicce. There were several
valuable vases there, and & French clock, but no sign of a
banknote. Lord Mauleverer’s study was a dream of luxuyi-
ouasness, and the other Remavites regarded it with awe and
awdmiration. Lord Mauleverer was a millionaive, and had
an unlimited allowance from his guardians, and he spent
money in the most lavish way. Banknotes, to him, were as
lentiful as threcpenny-pieces to the other fellows. Liberty's

furnished his study at a coet of two hundred pounds,
and it was luxurious. There had never heen s fellow like
Lord Mauleverer at Greyfriars before, and was not likely to
be one again.

“ There isn't & tenner here,” said Nugent.

“Oh, I remember now, I used it as a bookmark 1" said
Tord Mauleverer. “Tlo look m the Latin dictionary, old
chap, and save me the trouble of getting up.””

“8¢ you use ‘tenners as bookmarks, do you?" prowled
Nugent. * ¥You deserve to lose all your blessed tin.™

b3 Ity, dear boy——""

“ Here's the dic., anyway,” said Nugent. He opened the
Fatin dictionary, and found the ten-pound note. * I've pot
i:: I'll change it with Mrs, Mimble, and give you the change

h_'-‘!'.,” .

Ilﬂighm t!!

Nugent pinned the banknote into his notebook for safety,
and quitted the study. Lord Mauleverer stretched out hiy
elegant limbs again on the sofa.  Nupent went down to
Vernon-Smith’s study.  Vernon-8mith, the Bounder of Grey-
frinrs, wae the son of a millionaire, and he had been the
vichest fellow in the school before Mauleverer came. PBut
certainly Lord Mauleverer had thrown him somewhat into
tha shade.

Nugent kicked at the door, and went in. There was a
haze of tobaccosmoke in the room, and the blackguard of
the Lower Fourth leoked round with a startled expression
a5 Frank entered.

“"Oh! Ifs you!" he exclaimed.
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DON'T MISS Boocmoitorr ofthe

-

Frank Nugent sniffed,
“ ¥er," ho said contemptoously, ' I's T

it was a prefoct?'?
The Bounder shrug his shotlders.

“ 1 shouldn't care if it was,”” he said.

Did vou think

“Rats! You'll get sacked from the school for this, one
of these days.” saud ent; ‘‘and serve you jolly well
vight. But 1 dida’t come here to give you a sermon—-"

“ Thanks!"” said the Bounder, with a sneer,

I want your subscription for ihe footer club. I'm getting
‘em all m early, and yoirs ia the last bat one.”™

1 don't know that T shall be in the elub at all,”™ saud the
Bounder, with a frawn, I hnow jolly well Bulstrode won't
pst me in the eloven”

"1 darve sav .not—but you can look on at all the pratches
and cheer ' suggestod Nugent.

Mot good enoueh, thanks??

* Then you're staying out?"

I think so.”

“Btay out amd be hanged, then!” said Nugent cheerfully;
arnd he closed his notebook with a snap and left the stuldy.

The Bounder-resumed his cigarette. Nugoent went along
to Russell's stwdy.  Russell was the last name on s bt
] Nugent meant to pet the business fuushed up, He tapped
at tho deor and opened it.

* Russell, old man, I've como—— Great Scolt 1™

And NMugent broke off in amaezement.

— —=

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
The Junior's Secret!

UBSSELL of the Remove was seated at his table. His

ethows were resting on the table, and his face was
buried in his hands.

He had not heard Nugent's knotk, and had not

licavd him enter. He did not hear his surprised exclamution.

He sat motionless.

Nugent stood looking at him in amazement and wonder.
Hussell of the lemove was at sll times something of &
puzzle to the Removites. He was a very quiet fellow. Ha
joined in all the spocts of the Form, and, as a rule, in the
1apes and little diversions which enlivened existence mn the
lower Forms at ilic old college. DBuot there was always a
certain emount of quict reserve about Russell, whiclr, the
other fellows had never penetrated. He bad the reputation
of being very well off ; and Frank, who had been in the
Third Form with him, could remember his having been in
ihe habit of spending money freely at that time, when they
werve both Third Form fags. In the Remove, however, ho
was generally supposed to be a little stingy—though his frank
face and kind manners did not seem like those of a fellow
who possessed that most unboyish vice.

Russell was gencrally liked in the Remove, though the
other fellows did not gquite understand lnm. He was 2 good
cricketer, & good footballer, and a prominent member of the
Amateur Dramatic Society, and was popularly supposed to
be very clever. When he entered for the FFounder's Prize of
a Hundred Pounds—the biggest " catch ' at Greyfriars, and
apen to zll Forms below. the Bixth—there was a genoral
aopinion that he would get it—unless Mark Linley entered the
lists againgt him.

* Russell " said Nugent.

The junior did not speak or move.

Nugent waes alarmed. He came closer to the boy and
touched him on the shoulder. 'Then Russell started from
s deep reverie. . -

He looked up with a sharp exclamstion; his face was
{leadl;r white, and his eyes had a startled look i them.

“ What—what—who 13 it?’ he exclaimed.

Mugent starcd at him in wonder,

" Russzell, old man, what's the matter?”

“ Matter ! Nothig”

" You're ag while as a ghost.”

Russell paesed a hand across his face vaguely,

“Am I he muttered,

i Yns.j Are you i1

“You look horribly seedy."

“I—=I—I'm all right.” _

“ Fallen asleep over your work, T suppoze,”™ =ald Nugent
cheerfully, glaneing st the books on the table. * Todhunter,
Liddell, and Scott. My hat! Cheerful companions, I must
zay | A}:’e you mugging up for the [Hundred, Russell 1

" Yeu,

* You're gpoing in for it in earnest, then 7

Wk Y-Eﬂ.” } ]

“1 hepe wou'll get it, unless Linley does,” said Frank
Nugent. ““Really, it would ke of much more use to old
Marky than to you, you know. Ilich fellows ought to keep

“BOUND BY HONOUR.” ™ ™ Fattnspenny ™
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to allow anything ol the sort,

if you will not enter it from your own free will, you will do so because 1 command

“[ wlll not allow you to withdraw from the examination, Richard,” sald Mr. Russell, raislog his volce. I decline t

| you. Do you understand ? * Russell stood dumb, for he had not expected this; he had not counted upon it. How

easy the path of decelt and dishonesty had been—how difficult to try back to the path of honesty! (Sse Chap. 14.) |
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out of thosa competitions for money prizea; the old Founder
intendad them io help on poor chaps.™

Russell smiled strangely. i

“They'te open to avervbody,”” he aaid.

“(h, yes, that's all right—please yourself ! anid supont,
“ Wharton is standing out for that reason, though, and so
ta Johnny Bull. But yon have a right to enter if you
choose—and I dare say your people would like to sse you
rope 1 in"

*“They would—indeed.”

“But T didn’t come hers to jaw exama,
“1'm after cash.”

¥ Cash ' said Russell.

“ Yes the footer subseriptions, you know,” said Nugent,
opening his notebook. “ You'ra the last chap who hasn't
paid up, and I want the tin."

Ruszell coloured.

“*Ias thara any hurcy 7" he asked.

“ Frightful," said Nugent. I want to gt the money ia.
Marky weed to be worried awfully over tiwe cricket sub.-
scriptions, he was so easy-going. 1'mn stariting & new gama
:l—ln:uigura.:-iug a now ¢ra, 23 Todd would have anid. oney
.

“Oh, T geal!

Tone Maogxer Liprany —No. 187,

NEXT
TUESDAY:

said Nugent,

*

" ASHAMED OF HIS FATHER,”

B0 pay up ! said Nugent. Y I['ll give you a recetpt.’
Russall still hesitated.

“Won't it do if I settle it presently ' he askad.

““What do you call present}y el

“Well, say to-morrow—or the day after.”

“ Expecting & postal-order, like Billy Bunter?”" askad
Nugent, with a grin. ** Now, look here, I don't want to be
worried over thess blessed subscriptions. It's trouble
enough to be secretary and treasurer, anyway, espscially
when chaps bother you with ten.pound notes to cash for
tham. Pay up!”

“ Ten-pound notes,” sald Russell inquiringly.

“ Yes; Mauly's given me s blessed banknote to change.
The asa! He was using it as a bookmark,"” said Nugzane,
with & grin

Russell sighed.

1" sgirl Franle.

“Pay u

“ Look {:a'm, MNugant—"

&L 1}51 up !ill

i ] T

“1've serawed it out of all the others,” said Frank
cheerily. * Now I'm going to screw it out of you. My dear
chap, you give a fellow a lot of trouble to save yoursalf a

A PRiarion & oo, By VRANK RICHAKDE.
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little. YWhat possible difference can it make to you whether
you Pay up now, qL:EEF up to-morrow, or the next day.”

Hussell's lips twitehed.

o | suwme I had better tell you," he said.

“ You'd better; for I dom’t intend to leave this study with-
out the footer subscription,” soid Mugent.

* Well, I haven't got the money.”

" Rats 1

* Honest Injun !™

“You mean you're ehort till your allowance comes?”
asnod Nugent.  “Well, T suppose I can leave it till
sSatirday ; or, rather, I'll lend you the money, and you can
pay me back on Haturday when you get yeur remitlance.”

Russell shook his head.

“ Linpossible.

“ Why v

* Because I shan't get my allowance on Saturday.

* When do you get 5t, then ¥

3 IE‘:E:L Ilii. RILI;;]Q i 4

“{Jh, don’t unny ! said Nugent. "] suppogse you
h:].'.'riin;t. given up having an allgwange froin hﬂmé. 3 g

**1 have ™

“ What on earth for "

Russell smiled bitterly.

* What possible reason eould 1 have, but one i™ he said.

Nugent looked puzzled.

** Blessed if 1 know one !’ he said.

“1 may as well tell you, but don’t tell all the fellows. I
may be able to raise the tin for the footer subseription; if I
do, 'l pay it,” said Russell. "“If I can’t manage it this
weok, 1M1 stay out of the footer.”

“ But why—"

“1 don't have an allowance from home noew, beeause my
people ean't efford to give me one,” said Russell
Mugent whistled.

1 ‘Iﬁnu“’re not pulling my leg ¥ he ashed.
.
“ But you used to be jolly well off,” exclaimed Frank.
remember when you were a fag in the Third, with me,
you used to have as much monecy as Bulstrode, and you
spent it freely enough, too.”

Hussell nodded.

“ That was some time ango,” he said.

* Have things changed then with your people 1™

" ¥es, We were well off then, and we—we're not now,”
said Russcll abruptly. “ That's all there is about it. That's
why 1've gone in for the Hundred, If X it, it moans a
let to mea. My fees are paid here by my uncle, and he does
nothing clse for me—just pays the fees—and it's decent of
him to do that. My people can just keep me in clothes. If
I get the Hundred—but I don't suppose I shall, with Linley
and Dawlmh apeinst me.”

“Poor old chap!” said Nugent sympathetically, I
never had a suspicion that matters were like this with you.”

Russell emiled wearily.

* I'vo been keeping it dark,” he said. “I didn’t want to
let everybody know it, and I suppose you won’t spread it
over the coll,, now that I've told you.™

Mugent coloured.

“Of courss I won't,”” he said. “I sha'n’t say a word.
But I never suspected it. Some of the fellows think you are
close with money, since you've been in the Remove—"

“ A fellow is bound io be pretty close when he has no
money to spend,” said Russell quietly,

*J—I suppose so. I'm sorry 1 worried you about the
subseription,” said Frank. * 1 had no.iden, of course. Look
hers, it cen emsily stand over till half way through the
footer season, if you like.”

Raussell shook hizs head,
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“BOUND BY HONOUR,”

*“ 1 ghall pay up this week, or keep out of the footer,” he
said, " I don’t want to be in debt. 1've kept clear enough
of that, anyway; I don’t mean to start it. 1 may able
to pay up this week; if I can’t, I'l] tell you.”

“Right you are. 1'm sorey.”

“ It's all right.” ) ]

MNugent quitted the study with a cloud upon his sun:g
face., The door closed behind hun, and Russell’s he
dropped into his hands again. Ile groaned.

“What am I to do? I ean't stay here without money 7™
he vattered, ** 1 should be sure of the Hundred, I thimk,
g for Dawlish of the Fifth, and Lanley of curs. But with
thaose twa against me—"

And 2 deep sigh broke from the hps of the junior, whom
ali the Remove believed to be well off and stingy, and whoe
way i reality poorer«than the lad who blacked the boots
for the Greyiriurs Remove.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Bunter Keeps the Secrel.

FAT figure souttled dewn the Remove pessage befors

H Nuogent as he left Russell's study. Frank uttered a

sharp erxclamation, and darted after it. His hand

_dropped upon a plump shoulder, and he swung the

fugitive round. A fat face, adorned with a big pair of
spectacles, locked at him uneasily.

““Oh, really, Bob Cherry——"

“Bunter! You fat cad ™

“Oh, is 1t you, Nugent! I—I'm glad to see you,” said
Bunter. *I-1 was really looking for you, you know."

“ Y¥ou've been listening!” MNugent exclaimed angrily,
shaking the fat {um'ur till his fat cheels wobbled like jelly.

“Ow! Yow!"™

“ ¥ou've becn hst-ening,, you young hound !

“Ow'! I—1— Don't shake me like that, you'll meake

iy glasses fall off,” welled Bunter. “ And if they get
broken you'll have to pay for them, I can tell you!”

“You were listening at Ruseell’s door ™

“ 1 happened to pass—

“¥You fal rotter! You—"

"“Oh, really, Nugent, I don’t think you ought to call me
names, because I happened to be passing Hussell’s stud
while you were there!” said Billy Bunter, looking injured.
“ 1 never heard a word. I hope I should scorn to do such a
thing as listen at a door. I haven't the faintest idea what
Russell was saving to you, and I certainly shouldn't think of
mentiomng to anybody that he was hard up.”

“'What! Why, yvou—you—="

“I—I think it's gard encugh on the poor chap to have no
allowance, without having it talked about by all the fellows,"
said Billy Bunter. ‘' 1 shouldn’t think of saying a word! Of
coursa, 1 understand why he always refuaadftﬂ cash a postal-
ur{f}ert{ﬂr me when I asked him. [ thought he was suspicious
and stingy."”

B0 you know all about it, you rotter?"
~"0ht 1 don't—not a word!'’ said Bunter. I have no
idea—l mean, I didn’t _hear anything, and I shall keep it
quite dark, of course. I hope I’'m an honcurable chop.”

Frank Nugent took Bunter by both shoulders and backed
hllm against the wall. Billy Bunter blinked at him in great
alarm.

“1=1 eay, you know—""

I you say & word about what you've heard,” said
hhugeﬂ}t-, elowly and impressively, * I'll squash you! Do you

o
“"You've got to promise, honcur hrifhﬁh not to say »

T¥

word,” said Nugent. “ Otherwise, I'l ng your head
against the wall. Savvy?”

i T Ow! Of course, I promise, with pleasure. [
won't say a word!” howled DBunter. " Lemme gol
Yarooh I

Nﬁent released him,
" Mind, a single word about Russell, and I'll give you the
]IEEIE:E i::t: vour life,” he exclaimed,

ad w L] :

“* Now get out, you fat rotler !™

Billy Bunter did not need telling twice. He ran down
the corridor with amazing epeed, considering his weight.

Nugent, breathing wrath, returned to No. 1 Study. He
had done all he could to keep Russell’s secret; but he had
great doubts of Dunter’s discretion. A promisa weighed
hittle with the Owl of the Eemove. Aa a matter of %m::t,
Billy Bunter was too stupid to have very clear ideas about
rizht and wrong; and his tongue was the most active part of
Lim, and frequently ran on of its own accord, as it were,

Bunter stopped haliway down the stairs. DBob Cherry and
Murk Linley, study-mates in Study Ne. 13, were coming up,

in this week's < GEM "
F b o e



and Bunter almost ran into them.
with a grasp of iron on his collar.

“Where are wou running to?"
“Can't you see where you're going, you fat duffer?

“Qw! Ob, really, Cherry, I—I was just looking for you.
;t Eﬁl.'.r'.kl;ﬂrﬂ got something to tell you fellows, if you'll keop
it dark.

Frank Nugent heard the fat junior's voice from the passago
above. He gave s snort of wrath, and came down towards
tho staircase,

" Halle, hallo, hallo! Bome more of your middy yarns,™
satd Bob Cherry. " ¥You can tell it to the marines, Bunty.™

“ 0h, really, Cherry——""

“Coms on, Marky; we don't want to hear any of Bunter's
precious yarns., e makes them up a5 he goes along.”

** Oh, really, Linley, it's a real secret thia time. It's about
Russell. I conld tell you something that would make you
open your eyes. but, of course, you mustn't let it go any
furthee, I===— Oh! Yowp!”

Billy Bunter broke off as a grasp descended upon him,
He was swung vound, and found Frank Nugent's augry Eace
glaring at him. Bunter wriggled.

“0Ow! Oh, really, Nugent’ I wish yon woulda't arab mo
sutldenty like that. I know you mesan it only in fun, Dbut—""

Y You lying cad!”’ reared Nugent. " What were you just
going to &a:i to Cherry and Linley?™ .

“N-n-nothing, you know., I1—T was just explaining to Dol

‘merey that I couldn't possibly tell him anytinng abowe
Bussell because I had promised not to——""

“ Ha, ha, ha!" roared Bob Cherry.

“Oh, you blessed Apanias!” growled Nugeat, * You
;'::ﬂm just going to blurt out the whole story. DBy Jove,

“I—I wasn't! Besides—"

“ Lend me that cricket-stump, Bob, will you®"

Bob Cherry stopped him
Bob  asked ph:?aant iLy.

“(.fz-rmirll.'lf Ptogrinned  Bob  Cherry,  * With  pieasure !
Came on, arky ! Let's leavs them to talk it over—with the
stump.

_ Beob Cherry and Mark Linley went on up tne stairs, laugh-
ing. Nugent grasped the cricket-stump in hia rizht hand
and Billy Bunter's collar in his lefr. He twisted the fab
junior face downward over tha bamsters.

* Now, I'm going to give you a bit of a lesson,” he said
savagoely; *and mind, if you say a word more on ths subject
I'll cut you to ribbons!’’

“Ow! Yow! Yow!"

Whack !

** Yarooh 1"

Nugent laid on with tho cricket-stump 1in oarnest.
Bunter roared and yelled, but suddeniy his yells died away.
A stern voice rang up the sraircase.

i Stop that noize immediately ™

Nugent’s arm dropped. Tt was the stern. deop voico of
Mr. Qualch of the Ramove, his Form-master.

“ Yeo-pu, sir!” he stammerad,

“ Release Bunter at once !

Frank released the [at junior. Buntor, gasping for hreath,
gid down the stairs in a great hurry. Frank was [ooking
to and fro for the Form-master, amazed that Mr. Quelch
was not in sight., Bunter turned back at the bottom of the
stairease and grinned at him.

“¥ah! Beast! I did you that time?"

And then ho ran.

“ My hat!" gasped Frank Nugent.

Ho realised too late that it was a litble sample of Billy
Bunter's ventrilogquism.

Tie fat junior was a skilful ventriloguisr, and he had
layed ao wany tricks with his voies in the Remove that the
uniors had taken to ragming him -whenever he gave an
example of his powers, and since that time little had been
heard of the mysterions voice that had often caused trouble.
Billy Bunfer had really shown great presence of mind on
this ooccasion.

Mugent made two or thres steps to fallow him,. but the
fat junior had vanished. ¥rark turned back to his own
study with a frown upon his brow,

He had had no faith in Bunter, and he knew now that the
fat junior would not keep the seeret. Bunter fancied himsalf
a3 a purveyor of news, and the fact that he had a secret gave
him a certain amount of importance. It was pretty cortain
that before night all the Eemove who cared to know waould
be in possession of information as far as Bunter could give
it to them, concerming Kussell's affairs.

And Nugent kmew what a blow it would bo to the proud,
high-spirited Jad to have his poverty become a matter of
common talk in the Form-rpoin. Russell had been so careful
te keep the secret of his people’s altered circumstances that
oven Frank, who was more intimate with him than any othor
fellow, had nevor suspected . But all Greyfriare would
know 1t soon.

It could not bo helpod, but it brought a cloud to Nugent's
[roo as ho thought of if.

Things hod been hard enovgh on Russell before, and this
would mako them hardor.
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THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Bobd Cherry Hits Hard.

ICK RUSSELL camo downstairs, and walked slowly
D along thoe passage into the junier common-room, Thero
was a shadow on Russell’s face—thero often was of
tate. His nature was chcerful and sunny, but a weight
on the mind will darken even the sunshine, and Dick Russell
had enough to worry him, Poverty at home, poverty at
sehwol, and a past 1'4.*1|ltimt'|v:m of wealth to Lkeep up wers
erough to worry any lad.  And Russell had a touchy pride
that made hun shrink from sympathy., He had an almost
morbid desice to keep his poverty a secrct, theugh with
follows more observant than the averago schoolboy 1t could
not long have remained a secret. any fellows believed
Hussell to be stingy, when the truth was that he was poor;
but with that -singular perverasity of many people to whom
poverty is new, he preferred to be belioved mean to bring
kaown to bo poor. DBMMark Linley was poorer than ho was,
It Mark s on a different footing. Linley made no secret
of the fact that he had worked for his living in a Luncashire
faotory before he won tho scholarship which had brought
him to Greyfriars, He could not have made a scoret of it if
ive had wished. And he did not wish to. But Linley had
had a hatd and uphill baktlo to hght at Greyiriars, It was
different with Dick Russell. e had not known poverty
until quite lately, and he had not learned to bear 1t un-
ashamed.

There was a buzz of vuices in the common-room.

The evenings were drawing in now, and ths fellows werp
mostly indoors. There was guite a crowd of Removites and
Upper Fourth fellows in the junior rocm. Dick RusseH was
too precocupied to know or care what they were talking
alsout, bt he could not help cbserving that a good many
peouliar glancra were cast towards hunself. Billy Bunter
had been speaking, In his loud and antuneful voice, and ha
etopped all of a sudden as Dick Russell came in.

“ (3o on, Bunter!" said Skinner shily.

Bunter cougrhed.

“J—I—— Oh, really, 8kinner!
to sav, you know." ;

1tolsover, the burly Lully of the Remove, burst into hi
loud laugh.

“¥ou mean you're afraid of Russell, you young rotter!”
he exclaimed. * Ha, ha, ba!™

* [—I'm not, certainly, but I—J—" : -

Y What reason should PBunter have for being aframd ol
me ' Russell asked. I have no gquarrel with Bally.”

Y OF—of course not ! said Bunfer eagerly. *[—=I think
I'll go for a stroll in the Close, i you fellows will excuss
me—-—

‘' Btay whero you are!" said Polsover.

* Dh, really, you know—-"" .

“ Bunter’s been spinning us a yarn,”' said Bolsover, looking
with a saneering grin  at L‘linl?:' Russell. "I don’t know
whather's there anvthing in it,. He was listoning outside
vour door when you were talking to Nugent =

Ruszell turned pals,

“1 wasn't!” h{[::r!ed Bunter. *“I never said anything of
tho sort. I said that I was passing by chance aleng the
passage——""

*Ia, ha, ha!”

“Oh, really, you follows——

* Ha he-urff’ynu tolling Nugent that you were as poor ae
a rhurch mousge, or something to that cficet, and couldn’t
pay your footer subseription—-=""

“Ohn, really, Bolsover—" .

“Didn't vou say so, then!" demanded Bolsover, turning
a threatening glance wpon the Owl of the Homove. Bill;
Bunter backed away in alarm.

“[—T said I happened to hear a fow word

“That's & lie!" said Russell very gquictly. ** You couldn’
havoe heard 2 word unless yvou'd had yvour car glued to tis
kevhole. [ spoke in a low voice.”

““ Oh, really. Russall—" .

“Wa all know that,” said Bulstrode, the captain of the
Remove, ' Wa all know liow Bunter gets his information.”

“(Oh, really, Bulstrode——""

“ Bhut up, you fat ead! If you'd bad a rag of decency
you wouldn't have said = word about it, anyway,” sail
George Bulstrode scornfully. .

“0h, Tasay! I was tolling you in confidence. of course —-

“ A doron of us in confidence!” grinned Skinner. ** Ila,
ha, ha?? '

“ h, really——"

“ But ia it trus, Russell?" demanded Bolsover.

Russall had a bitfer expresaton upon his handsome face.

“ Mind your own business " he gaid. * It's no concorn of
vours whether it's true or not'

A Senasd Now, Long, complate Tai o Harey

I haven't anvthing mors

L]
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Bolsovier scowled.

" You'd better take care how you talk to me," he ex-
tlaimed. * For two pins I'd wipe up the floor with you I’

Russell's eyea gleamed.

* You can start as soon as you like ! he exclaimed.

Bolsover olenched his fists.

" You poverty-stricken cad——" ho began.

Ho was suddenly interrupted. Russell stepped oui kly
towards him, and his open hand sinote upon tho bully's face
with a sounding smack.

Smack!

It rang through the common-room, and echoed down the
passage. Bolsover staggered back. He was hurt, bat he was
mote astonished than hurt. That he, the bully of the
Remove, monarch of all he rsmiveyed in the junior-room,
should be simacked on the faco by the slim, fair-haired junior

ore him was amazing Russell was never a guarrelsoma
boy, and he had no reputation as a fighting-man. He had,
of course, had a tussle every now and thenm, but as » rule
he was peaceable, and kept the peace with everyone. FHhs
action astonished the rest of the Remove almost as much as it
astonished Bolsover.

“ Why, you—you cad!” howled Bolsover, recoverin
self. 1"l smmash you!
of you I"

o rushed Furiously st Russell,

The latter stood his ground. His hands were up, and his
cyes were blazing, Ho met Bolsover's attack with steady
eyes and hands.

Tho bully’s rush was stopped.

Thers was a shout from the juniors, & shout of approval
snd encouragement fer the smalley lad. They were glad
enough to tee anyone stand up to the tyrant of the Form,
Bob Uherry was tho only fellow in the Remove who had done
2o sucecssfully. Even MHarry Wherton had gone down before
Bolsover.

“ Hurrah "

*“@Go it, Rusgell 1™

“ Pila it in. old chap! Give him socks "

Bolsover gritted his teeth. :

Rusecld had stopped his rush, and given him two or three
sharp blows, but he would not bo able to stand up to the
burly fétlow for long, that wes certain.  Bolsover pressed
him hard, and Dick Russell was driven back, step by step
till the buily of the Remove was able to get in & puwﬁri'ui
ﬂ:ﬁu:r. B : the younger lad fell heaviiy to the Acor.

ump

Russell lay dazed. Ho had received a terrific blow, and

i had made his head sing and his senses swin:.

Bolsover stood over him, with his fiste clenched and his
oves blazing. The bully of the Remove was in a towering
ruge.

" et up !’ he roared.

Russell made en effort to rise, but fcll back again.
Bolsover kicked him savagely in the riba There was a yell
from the j:ﬂ?im

Bolsgver glared round him. .

* Any chap here can interfore, if he likes,” he exclaimed,
in hig lrannt way. " Or any two, for that matter.”

him-
I'll pulverise you! 1'll make a jelly

“Good ! said & guiet voice.
Bob Cherry had just entered the common-room with Harry
Wharton. b said just that one word, ond slipped off his

jacket and threw it to Harry, and ran right at Bolsover.
The bully of the Remove was token aback. Ile had not
sxpeoted %ob Cherry to drop in &t that precise moment. But
he had no choice about the matter now, and he turncd sway
from Russell and put up his handa.

The Removites shouted joyously.

(1o it, Bok ;u

* Hommer him |"

In & moment the two were ' going it," hammer and tongs.
Dick Rusaell atn%gered to his feet.

* Bob Cherry, hiold on! I can stand up to him."

" Rats " replicd Bob Cherry, without turning his head.

“Keep off the grass!®”

“But I tell you——"'

* Bosh !"

Harry Wharton pulled Russcll back,

“EKeep back!’ ho said. “Leave him to Bob. Bob can
handle him, and he's the only chop in the Remove who can.
Keop backi(™

Russell sank into a c¢hair; his boad was still singing. The
juniors. thronged round the two fighting-men. The combat
was quick and deecisive; there were no rules, but there was
lerrific energy. Diolsover, in spite of his size and his strength,
was drjven round the common-room, the grinning juniors
making room for him to go. Bob C‘]‘m‘:rj E:ullmw:-f him up
step b tstep with hammering blows,

CESEL &
The bully of the Remove was down at last, with s crash
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that scemed to shake the floor. He gave a deep grunt, and
iay there, pasping breathlessly.

“Any morei’’ ask Bob Cherry, breathless cnoughi
himselt.
“"Ow! Nogli”

CCourtney, the prefect, looked in at the door of the commons
room, with a frown.

* What's all thiz row? Etop it at once!™

“All sorene ! said Bob Cherry.  * It'a all over, my sonl

cep your wool on 1

And Courtney grinned and retived. He had seen Bolsover
on the floor, and he knew too much of the charoctor of the
buily of the Remove to care how he got there.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Russell's Father.

LUS3ELL left the common-room, and went towards the
deor on the Close. Frank Nugent tapped him on the

&EmM in NAEEGEE,

“I'm sorry about this,” said Nugent sincerely, I
found that Bunter had been listening, snd 1 made him
promige, honour bright, to keep it dark. He promiscd.”

Dick nodded.

“It's all right?’ he said. "It can't be helped. I don't
blame youw.”
“1 wish vou hadn't told me now,” said Frank. **It's

rotten for it to come out like this; though if I were in your
place, I don’t think I should mind so much., After all, there’s
nothing to be ashamed of in it.”

“ I suppose not.”

* It won't make any difference to any fellow that's decent,”
said Frank. ** About the footer, that will be all right. o
subscription can be left till the end of the semeon, and if it
't poid at all wa sha'n’t miss it. Some of the other fellows
ﬁ}';" meke it up between them. Ae treasurer, 1 can work
that.™

Russell shook his head.

“Thanks! 1 don't want to come in on the nod,” he maid
“I'm going to sce my pater to-day, ond he may be able to
help me out. If he osn’t, I shall drop footer for this scason,
cxeepting the school practice.”

" Better not.  Look here——"

* I've mado up my mind about #. I don't wont anything
I can’t pay for.’ -

And Russcll gave Nugent a ncd, and left the House. Ha
walked away slowly towarde the pgates, his hands in his
pockets, looking very downeast. In epite of himsclf, he could
not help feeling downhearted.

The junior quitted the school gates, and walked down the
lane to the village. He reached Friardale Railway-station,
The station waos lighted up. The sun had set bohind the
Black Pike, and tho streets were dusky. Russcll entered tha
station, and in the vestibule he was ted by a tall,
stately-Jooking gentleman, whose severe features hud some
rescmblance to his own.

I hope you haven’t waited, dod??

The old gentleman shook bis head.

\ W H-::j. Dick; my train came in only a few minutes ago,™
B ARG

" Why won't you come up to the schooli”

Mr. Russell sheok his head.

*I would rather not. There is no need for the boys there
to see, from your father's ap erance, that your circum-
stances arc altered,” he replied. * Things have been going
very hard with ue, Dick, a8 you know. [If it cost us anythin
to keep you at Greylrinre, you would have to leave. But I
hope we shall be able to prevent that. Your uncle will con.
tinue to-pay your fees as long as you remain; I have his
definite promise on that point. And if you win the Hundred,
Dicky, I think that he will do something more for you, He
has the family pride, and that will touch it.”

Dick nodded.

The father and son walked out of the station, and sat
down upon a bench outside the old building under one of
the big trecs that shadewed the High Street of Friardale.
Mr. Russcll’s face locked very worn and weary, but it was
cuasy to sec from his expression what a pride he took in his
lad. Ddick was one of the few consolations left to the man
whose fortune had been dissipated on the Btock Exchange—
that maelstrom into which g0 many fortunes are sucked, to
disappesr and leave no trace Lehind.

'* That is your best chance now, Dick,” said Mr. Rassell.
“If you win the prize, the money shall be sot aside, and
kept scrupulously to pay your school expenses. I know how
wretched it must be for you to be at s school Like Greys
friars without money in your pockets. The hundred mund{,
used with care, wi dpnj‘ all reasonable expenses until you
leave the school; and your succcss, if it comes about, will
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“ ['ve seen the examination papers, sir,” Dick Russell blurted out the words as if he were In a hurry to get them

uttered before he ylelded to the temptation to keep the secret.
“ You have scen the papers !” he repeated.

He fixed his eyes upon the boy.

Dr. Locke started. He had not expected that
(See Chapter 11,)

interest your Uncle Diek in sou. You understand the im-
portance of success guite as much asz I do.”

“Chite, dad.”

““ And what de you think of your chances? _

“ They are %c} " gaid Russell hesitatingly. “I'm wurkmg
like a mgger for t‘im exam, There was & chap who compete
for the Raven Scholarship, and he pulled it off, and he
slacked all the time; they couldn’t get him to work, W
used to yanlk him out of bed in the morning with a rope
round his ankle. If Carlton could pull off the REaven Scholar-
ghip, I certainly ought to be able to get the Hundred. I'm
working jolly hard, and Mr. Quelch is helping me on. I've
told him how I stand, and he’s giving me a lot of cxtra
toot. But——" )

“ But what, Dick?" msked his father anziously.

“I've got two fellows to fear. Linley, of the Remove;
he's a demon for work, and he came to Greyfriars on a
seholarship that he won when he was a factory lad. That
ghows the kind of ehap he 13."

“ And the other?”

“ Trawlish, of the Fifth. You gee, the Fifth aro allowed to
enter, and bwo or three of them are in it, as well a3 S0Mo
of the Upper Fourth fellows. I don’t believe the prize has
over been pulled off by any lower in the school than the
Fourth Form; but I know Linley has a good chance, and I
hope I have. Dawlish is a clever chap, and I think he's got
tho best chance of the lot."

Tae Maexer LisrARY.—No. 187.
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“He would have s better chanco than you, Dick, being
higher in the school, and older,” Mr, Russell said thought
fuﬁy. “Your only chance is to En’nd away.”" )
“That's it, dad. Dawlish thinks it's & sure thing for him,
and [ know he's slacking. I'm putting in every mioute |
can.”

* Good, m

boy!"
“If I don't

ot it,"" said Russell, “I don't see how I can.
stay here. My clothes are getting shabby, and I know
mother can't get any more for me. I've dropped out of
nearly cverything that costs money. 1 f_:nn't eyven pay my
footer subscription, and I shall have to give that up.”

“1It's hard, my boy—very hard!"

“If I get the Hundred, it's all right. If I den’t, dad, [
¢hink I'd better leave Groyiriars at the end of the term, and
lock for something to do.’”

Mr. Russell's faco twitched.

“That will be a hard blow to your mother and to me,”
Ie said. **I hope it won't come to that. The exam. 13 near
at haud now, and you must work your hardest. Have the
papers beon drawn up yeb?”

“1 believe so. Mr., Queloh is doing them, and 1 think
they're finished and gone to tho printer's,” said Diek. *1
only wish I knew mmntlung about them. DBut, of course, it
wouldn't ha fair if I did. Only if I had an idea——"

“1 know you would not look at the popers, even if you
had an opportunity of sceing them,” said Mr. Russell,

A ORhrton & vo. By FRANK RICHARDE.
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“Don't think any thoughts of that kind, Dick. It is better
to lose the prize. and face anything the future may hold,
than to be guiliy of a dishonourable sction.”

*“1 khow 1t, father.™ . .

“ Wark, and work alone, will do i, said Mr. Russcll
“1 shall pray for your success. 1 am sure no one deserves
to succced better thon you do. And 1 know I can rely upon
vou to do your best, for all our sakes.'

“You can, dad. I shall work like a nigger. If I fail, it
won't ke for want of trying,” said Dick.

The father and son talked a little longer in low tones,
and then the elder gentleman rose.

* My train will be in soon,” he said. ' Good-bye, Dick!
(30 straight back to the school.”

“ Good-bye, dad!”

They parted.

Russcll walked back to the school with a grave and serious
face. The interview with his father had had the effect of
strengthening his determination to win the Hundred. But
it had had a saddening effect upon him, too. He realized
how utterly his people weore depending upon his suecoss.
They krnew that success was uncertain, yet they looked
forward to it without daring to look at the alternative. For
thoe alternative was that the boy they were proud of would
have to leave Qroyiriars, and a.{)mldnn the carcer they had
marked out for him, and that would be too heavy a blow
for them to think of with egquanimity.

Russell’s thoughts were busy as ha walked back to Grey-

frinra. The idle thought that had come into his mind whi
he was speaking to his father lingered there, and scomed to
haunt him. What if he could obtain a sight of the examina-
tion papers?
. He tried to drive the thonght Irom his mind, to banish
it, but somehow 1t hngercd. How easy, how certain his
success would be if only he knew what would be on the
papers, and could work up the questions in advance!

t would be mean, dishonourable, akin to stealing. Ho
made an  effort, and drove the haunting, troublesomne
thﬂughb from bis mund, but it had left him in a strange

He entered the gateway of the old school. Gosling, the
w;‘h:r, gnorted as he came in.  Dick Russell had a pass from

ingate, the captain of Greyiriars, but Gosling took it as o

reonal injury that he was not sble to report him for being
out after locking-up. Geosling had o liking for reporting
juniors,

Dick walked on to the School House, and as he entered
there was the sound of a lnugh. Bolsover, whose [eatures
looked considerably damaged from his encounter with Bob

herry, was standing in the hall, talking to a group of
follows. It was he WEr.I laughed as Russell came in.

* Ien't your governor coming up fo the school?” he asked.

" No,” said Russell guictly.

* Has he gone back ¥ grinned Skinper,

“Vos ™

" Why doesn’t ho let us seg him?"?

" Mind your own business !

“QOh, the poor chap’s hard uwp!” said Bolsover. ¥ He
doesn’t want to come up to the school in those trousers !

i ﬁﬂ., hﬂ. ha [

Dick Russell elenehed his hands for 8 moment, and then
he walked on with burning ears. After all, what was the
use of gquarrelling about it? The cads of the Remove would
allow the subject to drop, probably, when they were tired
of it. Dick Russcll walked on to Mr. Quelch’s study, knocked
at the deor, and cntered.

— —

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
A Terrible Tempiation.

Y'Y HE study was empty.

It was the usual time for Dick to come to the
Form-master's room  for the aid Mr. Queleh was
giving him in his studies. Whenever any of his boyvs

were entering for an exam. outside the usaal Form examina.
tions, it was Mr. Queleh’s custom to give them' assistance.

He had worked hined in helping the Slacker of Greviriars,
put he found the task of helping Dick Russell much more
congenial, fer Dick was working for suceess as very fow
fellows had ever worked before. And the Remove-master
liked & hard worker; it made him feel that he was not
sncriicing his leisure hones e vain,  And it was a groat deal
of a sacrifice to Mr. Quelech—more than the boys understoad--
to pive up hours to helping them on after a day’s work
that was by no means light.

Lick Russcll understood how much serviee 6 was to him, at
least, and e was never late for anything of this kind: as o
rule, he was a little early. e was a few minutes carly this
evening, und Mr. Queleh had not arrived.

Dick sat down to wait for the Form-master to come in.

hEr& Wias I'H.'I*.hil'lg HTHJE.LJ';II iu Iji_:-j "I';'“I"E that—tht_} !1"1_':,;'"._
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master had told him to do so, if on any occasion he :hould
:r.r%':a ﬂfﬁ firet ni‘thla tw}?é s i

o sat quietly, 1 i immering on his pale
and troubled face, hi‘i mindgdﬂ?gumg by g'lnn-n'g; thoughts.

He had been sitting, silent and pensive, for some minutes,
wendering how long the Form-master would be, when he
noticed that the drawer of the table was partly open. He
noticed it idly enough, without thinking anything of t
circumstance. Flis cyes rested unsecingly on the papers that
showed in the drawer.

Suddenly he started.

There were soveral printed papers, evidently proofs,
fastened together at the corner by a metal clip, A sudden
thought rushed into Dick Russell's mind—a thought that
turned him almost sick and giddy,

They were the examination papers!

He could not see much of them, but he could sce that.
He know that Mr. Quelch was given the task of reading
them over and making corrections in the printing; Mr.
Quelch Jid many thir}fﬁ of that sort to save the hendimaster’s
time. There was no doubt in the boy's mind that thesc were
the proofs of the expmination papers for the Hundred
Examination.

What else could they be? The Raven Exam. was over,
and the papers wers not likely to be left about, and there
was no other exam. to take place within a short time. They
nigst be the Hundred Exam. papers.

Dick turned sick at the thnugEL

he pa e papers he had idly wished that he might
have an opportunity of eeei erc there! They were tho
uncorrected proofs, to be sent back to the printer's, but quite
explicit enough for anyone who saw thoem. He had only to
read down those papers, and memorise the questions. and—
and all was plain sailing! None of the ﬂtc-il{'.'l' competitors
could hope to have s chance against a fellow who had
inside information of that sort. He would win the exam.
hands down, so to speak ; be would simply have to walk into
the examination-room, dewdle through the work, and take
the prize !

It was enough to make the boy gij;ﬂdj to think of it.

His [ather’s words came back sharply into his mind. Tt
would be dishonest—it would be dishonourable !

Yes; he knew all that, but the temptation—it was terrible!
He needed success so much-—more than anv of the other
fellows who had entered for the Hundred. ¥Even Mark
Linley, the factory lad, did not need the prize so much as he
did. Besides, Mark had lately won o Figtv, and why shoald
he have the Hundred as well 7 Why shouldn’t another fellow
have a chance ? :

The junior's brain seemed to be swimming with the
thoughtas that thronged into it.  1lis ove followed what
printing he could see on the paper—he vead half o paragraph
of an extract from Horaco. He had gained that much
alecady, before he knew what he was doing. It was frov
the Tenth Ode.

What was he doing ?

Ie turned his head away guickly: he closed his eves. 1o
felt like o thief! What would his father say?

1o knew what his father would have sawd. His father
wpu]-:l have counselled him to resist the temptation. to turn
his eyes away—to face anvthing rother than face dishonour.
if it wore death itself! He would never even dare fo toll
his father that he had been tempted lest he should ren seorn
and contempt in the severe face ho respected and fearcd as
much as he loved it.

His father !

He knew that his father would be shocked and disgusted,
only to know the thoughts that were passing through his
mind at that moment.

Dick Russell reached out his hand and closed the drawee.
A'Lthii;l“ events, he coulld remove the temptation fren his
5l 3
X ét# it left him feeling giddy, and his heart was heating

ard.

What an nrpcrrtunit b If he failed, after all, would he not
curse his folly in not having taken advantage of it? Would
he not?

Ha wished that Mr. Quelch would ¢ome i, How ecareloss
—how eriminally eareless—it was of the Form-inaster to leave
the examinetion papers about 1o that wav. ITe eould not
understand it; the Remove-aster was habitually nethodies]
and ecareful. But, then, he swould never drezm that any
boy in his Form could be dishonourable enough to look at tho
papeors, FPerhaps such a thought had never entered lis niiwd.
It would never have entored Dick Russell’s, if he had not
been worried and harassed, alinost driven to the wall,

Why did not Mr. Quelch come in¥

The door opened, the Formemaster cutered the study.
l}ﬁ]-: roee to his Eeet, and Mr. Quelch gave hinm a kindly
nod. -
" Al, vou are here already, Russe]l I

Yoes, siv,” fallered 1hck.

in this week's “GEM ™ Library.
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It scemed to him that the Form-master must be able to
read puilt in his foce. But Mr. Quelch noticed nathing.

“1 hope you have not waited long?"* said the Iorm.
masker, .

“*Oh, no, sir!"’

How long had he waited? Not more than five minutes,
perbhaps; but it had sepmed like hours, or, rather, conturics,
to the troubled lad.

“1 am sorry ' said Mr. Quelch, “ I was detained with the
Head, discussing the examination for the ITendred Privc.
This i3 the last proparation I shall be able to give you,
Russell, as to-night I shall read the proofs for the exam.
papers. ‘The Head drew them up and sent them to the
printer’s, but they have now come, and I shall correet the
woofs, Under the circumstances, it would Le scarecly farr
or me ta prepare any of the competitors—my mind would
naturally run wpon what I knew to be in the examination
papers.’” '

* I suppose 3o, sir!™

“We can have a couple of hours, if you lilke, ns it is the
last,"” snid the Remove-master.

“Thank vou very much, sir!”

“You have brought yvour books?™

“ Yoz, sir, Shall we begin with Horace ¥

“ Certainly, if yon like! I imagined that it was in
mathematics that you necded most coaching, though,
Ruszell™

“Wes, gir!” stammered Russell
 “ But we will ecrtainly begin with Horace, if you prefer
it, said Mr. Quelch, scating himaself and drawing his
Hloratius Flaccus towards him. * I think we were doing the
Third OQde last evening.”

“ 1 was thinking we might try the Tenth, sir.”

“The Tenth! Certainlyd"
Mr. Quelch opened hia volume at the Tenth Ode. _
“Very good ! he said. * The Ode to Mevcury—' Mercuri,

a

facunde nepos Atlantis—" We will begin here, Russell.”

* Thank you, sir!" 5

They began to work fogether. But the hardest-workin
junior in the Remove was, for once, absent-minded anc
strangely precccupied. Mr: Quelch gave him a sharp glance
several fimes,

Diclk was feeling the utmost misery in heart and mind.
Why had he chosen Horaco? Why had he selected the Tenth
Ode? He knew the reason—because he had seen that frag-

ment of the Ode on the examination paper in the drawer.

Ile had determined not to act dishonourably, and it was as
if some voice, not his own, had said that to Mr. Quelch, and
taken that unfair advantage of the other ontranta for the
cxamination.

What & fool he wos ! Mr. Queleh, from his own words, had
evidently not seen the exam. papers yet, or had not read
them, at all events. When he came to do so, and saw tho
Tenth Ode to Horace, what would he think? Wourld he not

ness that Diek must have secn the paper in his table-

rawer?

The iuniot’s brain was in a whirl.

He could not fix his attention upon his work, and after a
time Mr. Quelch quictly closed the book.

* Yo are overtired, Russell,' he said softly.
been working too hard.™

“{h, no, sir—no "

“ You are, my lad. I am sorry, as it was our last l}p[?-c;r-
tunity of reading together for this examination; but I shall
ask Mr. Prout to give von some assistunee. Vours is a caso
that we must all sympathise with, Bussell. and I sincerely
Iﬂ'n&p.:- that you will be suceessful. But you had better Jeave

“{'“._FF

Dick Russell left the study miserable enough,

Would Mr. Queleh guess? he wondered. Tt was only too
probable. If he did not, it would be dishonourable, eaddish,
to onter the exam. without telling him! But—

But that would mean that he might be forbidder to entor
at all. And Dick Russell thought of ks people, carnestly”
get npron his sueeess, not daring to think that he would fail,
end he hardened hig heart,

“You havo

THE SEVENTH CHAPTECR.
Sale Now On.

u ALLO, hallo, halla! Seen a ghost?"’
Bob Cherry propounded that gquery as he met Dicle
Russell in the passage. Dick stopped, with a gueer
throb in his heart, He had just left Mre, Quelch, and
it scemed to him, for the moment, that Bob Cherry was
able to read the thoughts that were passing through his
mind, What would Bob think, if he conld have read them?
Russell conld pucss.
“ Hallo ! said Russell guoictly.
“Qoon o phost ¥ repeated Bob Cherrey.
o, Why
“Waoll, you look like it! You're the colour of challe, and
vou look sort of startled,” said Dob Cherry, regarding him
attentivelv, “I say, you're not ill. are you, Russell?’
Tie Macwer Linrawy.—No. 187.
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“ Not at all I*
~ “You're out of sorts, then. The best thing you can do
is to have a quarter of an hour at the putching-ball, and
then trot round the gym.," said Bob Cherrey.

Russell amiled faintly, and shook his head.

Y I'moall right "' he replied, )

“You're not! Come into the gym., and T'll give you a
round or twe with the gloves!”

“Thanka! Another time!
now ™ _

] hear you're thinking of givieg up the footer this
season,'” suii Bob Cherry. © Of course, you can't do any-
thing of tho sort! DBulstrode will very likely give you a
pormanent place in the Form eleven, now that Vornon-Bmith
has definitely got the order of the boot from the footer olub.
You'd like to play for the Form, surely !

Russell’s oyes glistoned,

‘* Yes, rathor ; but——"" :

o thera any truth in this yarn that's going round, that

* Yes," said Russell 3 N

 Tt's hard cheese, kid; but if you can't raise the footer
subsceriptions, we could work it somehow for you. .

T gouldn't have that. But I've got an idea for raisin
somo bin. I need some, to get some new books I need. and
I shall have to ”iis]? it s?m&hﬂw. I ghall be able to pay up
v subscription ope. .

And Rua-g:ﬁ n:.mddc-d!:ﬂ Bob Cherry and left him. A quarter
of an hour later, the juniors were gathering before the notice-
board in the hall, staring at & most peculiar notice pinned up

there. It read as follows:

“NOTICE! .
« Ay 8 p.m. an Auction Sals will be held in the Remove
Form-roont, Fellpws who want to got books, furniture, and
sports requisites at bargain prices should roll up in their

thousands. “ Signed

“Wall, my hat!" said Harry Wharton. “That takes the
sake 1" .
'tT-arnun-Emith. ]t-]'lm Bounder of Croyiriars, sneered and
shrugged his shoulders. .

"{Lﬁgﬁ‘lfi‘ilﬂ is coming to something,” ho remarked.

“ Yos—it's & home f_nir dh!;ﬂhﬁmhrds. sinco you've been

" Hob Cherry remarked cheerfully. ;
hﬁﬂe@h. this is a.ﬁ right !"" said John Bull. ** Auction sales
havo been held in Form-rooms before, and no harm done.

" Yes, rather!" .

“1 guess I shall be along to rope in- soma
ramarked Fisher T. Fish, the American junior.
shall—some." 1

“ Russell's got a lot of decent things,"” Bulstrode remarked.
“Loft over from his better nluiya, I 3u;;{)c-ﬁa. I1is uncle used
to send him bip gilt volumes for birthday presents when he
was in the Third. Semchody will heve a chancoe to pick up
guines editions of the "Pilgrim’s Progress, and ric,’ OT
“Bit by Bit."”

i ﬂ'ﬁ" !H '

“7T think we all ought to turn up,” said Harry Wharton.
“ [f Ruasell is trying to raise cash, we may as well chip in
and buy the things, if they're any good to s If he called
in a dealer he would be done all along the line.

“ What-ho 1"

“ 1 guess I'mf I.‘ﬁ'l sonny.”

“T say, you fellows—""" )

bt Hallt, F’I?a]lo. hallo, Bunter!" exclaimed Beb Cherry,
riving the fat junior a smack on the shoulder that made him

I've got something to do

B. RusagLL, Auctionesr.”

bargains,”
ok | g‘:‘.’lﬁ I

squeak. * Are you going to the auction?  Detter wire Lo
same of your titlad friends for somo tin.'

‘“ Ha, ha, hal" ;

“Ow! Oh, reallv, Cherry! That was just what I wos

woing to de, only there wouldn't be any time for the moncy
to come down, you sro." )

¢ hore wouldn't be any money, either, would ihere,
Bunty "

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“Oh, really—I was going to suggest thal, as T want to
attend this anction, some of you fellows might advance me
something off my postal-order, which won't be here till fo-
morrow morping, I think."”

“ Porhaps not even by then,” suggested Bob Cherry.

*“ Ha, ha, ha!” :

« Oh, [ say, you fellows, [ don’t sce anything to cackls at!
The postal-order can't be delayed later than to-morrow morn-
ingr; if it is, 1 shall complain to the Postmaster-General. I
you cared to advance me something, Wharlon—"'

[T Rﬂtﬂ- [H‘

“If vou cared to advanco me something, Cherry—

“ Certainly I said Dob Cherry blandly.

b

L)
A R arion & Co. By FRANK RICHARDS: =



10 YHE BEST 3™ LIBRARY ¥@— THE “BOYS' FRIEND" 8> LIBRARY. "

“Yaou'll
sagerly.

“Yes; I'll advance you my boot,” said Bob Cherry. * Here
you are I”

And be advanced his boot, and Billy Bunter gave a roar
and ntaggeraed AWEY.

“Ila, ha, ha!"

* Beast I" yelled Bunter, from a szfo distance.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“ Begad I'" said a 512&1}&;{1&& as Lord Mauleverer strolled
up to the group before notice-board. ** Begad! This is
something new. What I

* Hallp, Mauly! Hoere's & chance for vour millions,” said
Frank Nugent. *“ Russcll is selling up his happy home to
raise the funds.™

"Ea:}{nd, ou know ! Let's sll turn up in foree and buy the
&ilégs,. said Lord Mauleverer. * I want some¢ books for my

u .J,

““What on earth do you want books for?” demanded
Wharton. "* How much resding do you do "

“ MNot very much,” confessed his lordship. * Bui I've got
room on my shelf for some books, so I shall put some there.”

““Ha, ha, ha!’

“¥ou'd better rope in the ‘Pilgrim’s Progress,” ™ said
Nugent, with a grin. “If you don't want to read it, it's a
nice interesting book to have in the study; and so s ‘ Erig,’
or ‘Frapment by Fragment.””

. "Boma of you fellows lend me a hand?’ asked Russell,
Joining the group.

‘e Cnrt.ami,?',” enidd Harry Wharton at once. “ What do you
waz:ts‘;innei’ i 5 i

“ Bome thinge earried out of my study to the Form-room."”

" Good ! ‘-‘n%‘re an %'i ¥ Y
Russell was lockin

advance me something?” Bunter exclaimed

| g very quiet and cheerful. The selling
up of his property did not secem to trouble him much, If he
won the Hundred, he would be able to replace the things;
if he did not, he felt that he could not remain at Greyinars.
So that it was all one to him.

The auction caused a good deal of excitement in the
Remove. It was sufficiently unusual a proeeeding to excite
general interest. Fellows in the Upper Fourth the Fifth
heard about it, and determined to come, as well as the
Bemove. Thoe auction-room was likely to be crowded.

Russell was known to have been very well off st one iime,
and his study was crowded with presents from his relations—
ericket-bats, fishing-rods, set of books, pictures, and musical
instruments, and so forth. He had aps of the things,
ornamental or useful, that are generally coveted by boys, and
cerizinly the auction ought to be a great success.

Many fellows with keen cye for bargains determined to
attend the sale to pick up valuable articles cheap:; others
Fl'.ll!l'ﬂlf wanted to give a helping hand te a fellow who was in
hard luck—and two or three wealthy onesa, like John Bull and
Lord Mauleverer, had some dim ides of giving fancy prices,
if Jjﬂsail}ie, for the sake of setting Russell up- financally, in
8 delicate way.

The chums of the Remove helped Russell to convey his
property to the Form-room.

Bolsover and Skinner and Snoop and a few others sneered
at the whole proceeding, sxpressing the opinion that if & chap
haed no money it was time for him to leave Greyfriars. To
which Bob Cherry retorted that if a chap had no decency it
was time for him to leave Greyfriars, and asked Bolsover and
Skinner whon they were going; and to that Bolsover had no
rejoinder to make, as his latest licking from Bob Cherry had
left him feeling much less warlike than usual,

Towards EigRt. o'elock, there was a 'I:big: crowd in the Remove
Form-room. Russell was there, with his various “lots ”* piled
up round a desk, upon which he was to stand, hammer in
hand. here waz a smile upon Ruszell's face; it was no
.lu:angher clouded as it had been so much of late. The humour
of the }m:r-::ﬂdmgla nﬁ)penlcd t¢ him as much as to the others.
Until that de.i e had kept his poverty a secret; but that
evening, thanks to Billy Bunter, it was known to all the
Lower School.  And smee it was known, Ruossell had no
hesitation in making the sale of his superflucus property, which
he had hesitated to do before. RBilly Bunter f!&(? really in a
'H'ag done him a service., -

ob Cherry had kindly drawn up a list of the ““lots,” and
marked the lots themselves with corresponding numbers. The
crowd was E!'iinfz the Form-room before he had finished. He
mh:rmlﬂieted the last number, and Russell tapped him on the
shoulder.

“Thanks very much " he said.
the hammer, Cheorey 7"’

*Certainly,” said Bob Cherry immediately.
fancy myself 2s & giddy auctioncer.

“1 would I

“Then I'm on I

And Bob Cherry took the hammer in Inis hand, and ascended
the rostrum.

THE Maoner Lisrary.—No. 187,

BUH,T MISS  1Ze special new story of the

Chums of 8t. Jim's. sntitled:

“Would you care to take

“1 rather
11 }'ﬂﬁ’ﬂ like mig to——-*

THAE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
The Auction.

“ ENTLEMEN—"
i lear, hear!”
“{Hentlemen, the sale of these magnificent pro-

. rties is about to commence,” said Bob Cherry.

““Now is the chance of & lifetime—a chance to secure these

splendid freehold lots at really reasonable prices.”’

“ Ha, ha, ha!"”

“I trust that gentleman will keep order,’” said Bob Cherry
severely. ** If Bunter cackles so much he will be the first
lot io l{a knocked down under the hammer.”

* Ho, ha, hal”

“Oh, really, Cherry—="" .

“Lot No, 1,” said Bob Cherry, consulting his list, "“is a
really splendid volume of the famous work, * Sherrick; or
Ecmﬁ by Scrap.’ It isa bound in calf, and has gilt edges, and
is—ahem !—uncut. What offers for this splendid volume,
which the Rurﬂhaaer will have the pleasure of yveading for the
first time ¥

“*One penuf znid Skinner.

*“Thres halfpence,” suggested Bolsover.

“Gentlemen ! Gentlemen !

“ Twopence,” said Hazeldene.

“*This really splendid volume—never been read before—
leaves uncut—bound in calf with gilt edges, going at the
ridiculous price of i

‘* Fourpence I"

" Fourpencs !"' said the auctioneer. *'I am convinced that
t.h'-!:‘ nt F:}nan 18 jesting. He intehded to eay four shillings."

ats

" Ahem! What offers for this really magnificent edition
of ‘Herrick; or Bit by Little’? Going at the ridiculous
sum of—did you say ten shillings 7"

“* No—I1 =a1d tenpence.”

“* Ahem ! Tenpence for this magnificent—"

* Draw it mild; wa've had that 1"

*“ Ha, ha, ha!" ]

“Gentlemen are requested not to interrupt.

ridieulous sum of tenpence, this splendid edition of * Cherrick;
or Little h;,: Bit.'

aing—going—"
‘“ A& bob,

“ A shilling is offered me ‘for this splendid volume, which
would have an improving effect upon any mind—and there
are & lot of minds here that need improving. Did vou say
two shillings, Mr. Fish 1"

T guess not.”” _

““Ihd you say eighteenpence, Mr. Wharton #"°

i H’ﬁ' 'Eﬂ_.l‘.“

'* Any rise on & shilling for this splendid volume? Geutle-
men, look at this volume—a splendid edition of ' Derrick; or
Jot by Jot." In this volume you read of the downward path
of n chap who used his school as a hall-way house to the
pub. You learn to aveid public schools as you would the—
the billiard-saloon or. the free library. TYou learn lots of
things—how to mooch out of a night and drink rum, and
how to run away to sea, and how to die at an ecarly age lo
slow music. Gentlemen, this really valuable volume contains
more hints on blackguardism than sny paper in the United
Kf? dﬂmﬁ E:drﬁuu say a thousand pounds, Vernon-8mith

a, ha, ha!

The Bounder of Greyiriars scowled.

“Gentlemen, this volume is going at a shilling. Mr.
Ti:ﬂ':rm', tho velume is yours, at the absurd price of one
shilling. Hand the volume to Mr. Trevor.”

Trevor, of the Remove, handed over the shilling, and took
the volumo and put it under his arm, apparently not quite
knowing what to do with it. As o matter of fact, the follow-
ing day he traded it off for a kuife with two blades to a
fag in the Second Form who was greatly tuken with the gilt
edges. True, within an hour the gilt eﬁg‘eﬂ palled upon tha
fag, who demanded his knifa hack; a proposition which
Trevor laughed to =corn as unbusinesslike. But we ave
anticipating, as they say in the novels.

Bob Cherry had begun to warm to his work. He flourished
the hammer and started on the second article in the
catalogue. It was a picture, an cleograph copy of Turner's
" Vemice,” in which the colours—striking enongh in the
original, goodness knows—were turncd osut in much more
gtriking fashion than the great landscape painter ever intended.
Bob Cherry held up the oleograph to gencral admiration,
and certainly it evoked more cnthusiasm than “ Erie: or
Little by Little."”

M Gentlemen,  you  see
peture—"*

“1Is it & picture?”’ asked Tom Brown.

“ Certainly. It 15 a picture of Venice by night—""

“ Be day, vou nes!™ said Whartan.

“ Ahem? Tt is a pictore of Venice by day, and Fou sce
that the colour of the sky 15 brought out very effectively.

L
a

Going st the

this picture—this magnificent

“BOUND BY HONOUR,” ‘- thie gsoi's oFm: Library.
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“I'm chuckin' this wottah out | gasped Arthue |

Augusius D'Arcy as he rolied over on his back, and Bully Gore sat astride of his chest. (An amusing ineident in

| ¢ What's the row about? " c¢ried Digby, dashing into the study.

# Bound By Honour!''—the splandid, mew, fong complete tnle of school life at 8. Jim’'s,

y eontained in our companion paper, the * Gem" Library.
i copy

by Martin Clifford,

Out on Thursday. Price One Penny., Please order your

carfy.)

Gentlemen, I need not describe Venice to you—the city of
lagoons ond things—ono lugoon, anyway, and a lot of canals.
Any fellow would like to spend a vac. in Venice, among
the gondolas and things, and if he cannot do that the next
bost thing iz to have Venice hanging in his study. This is
s copy of the famous work by J. W. Turner. What offers
for this groat picture?”

“ Tuppence ! said IHazeldene.

“ Nonsense! This famous work—-

“Quro it's an original painting? asked Coker of the
Fifth, who had just Lc-inad the group of bidders. ** LI that's
an original painting by Turner, I don’t mind springing half-
a-orowin ™ :

There was a roar of laughter. Coker of the Fifth had
;}lant;.r of money, but ho was not greatly gifted with brains.

he Greyfriars juniors, certainly, were not connoisseurs, but
they knew ecnough o know thdt original Turner's could not
be picked up st half-a-crown apiece. Coker stared round
at tho laurhing juniors.

Tne Macwer Lipranr.—No. 187,
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“ASHAMED OF HiS FATHER,"

““ T regret to say that the picture is not an original,’’ said
the auctioneer. * If it were, [ am afraid the gentleman
would not secure it for the modest pum of hali-a-crown. It
is 1 copy. However, it is a very striking copy, and I believe
the colours rome out much more brightly than in the original,
which, of course, is an advantage. What offers for this
zalendid work of ark?"

 Two bob!”

“ This work of art, which would grace the walls of any
picture-gallery in the United Kingdom, is gong aé the
ridienlons zum of two shillings. Look at that picture, gentle-
men. In thoe course of time the value may inereasa greatly—
just as we hear of a picture being buugfl.t guite cheap, an’
f}e'mg sold to the nation for seventy thousand pounds, some-
times, or even a hundred thousand pounds, Gentlemen, if
you purchase this picture, your descendants may ba able to
extract almost anything from a patient public tfi thrmtaatr;tﬁ
to let this inestimable art treasure cross the Atlantic, L
anybody say five pounds?”

e R, PRI S
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“ Two-and-threepence 1"

“*Going at two-and-threepence!  This ineetimable art
ireasurs 1lg,rul:lning; at two shillings and threepence—poing-—poing
—pone !’

The hammer came down, and the inestimable art ireasure
was the property of Tom Brown for the modest sum of two
thillings and threepence.

“ Lot No. §," said the auctioneer; g handsome mahogany
desk, o present to the owner from an aunt, poing at a
sacrifice, the original price being eight poineas.  Gentlomen,
what offers for this handsome desk "

The desk was really & handseme and ¢xpensive ene for a
schoolboy, and the bidding woke up. Many fellows would
have liked 1hat Jdesk, among them Billy Bunter. Buonter
blinked at the desk most covetously, He started the bidding
with :rf-.lr{];}t:-ﬂﬂ', an offer which was laughed at by all the
crowd,

" Cheeso it, Bunter !

“Dry up, you gsst”

* Gentlemen, our fad friend is quite within his rights in
ttarting the bulding with sixpence, ridiculous as such an
offer is. Qentlemen, this handsome desk——"

* Ten bob!" gaidd John Bull,

* 'This handsome desk poing at ten shillings. The original
price was eight puincas. What rise on ten bob!™

“ Fifteen "

" Going at fifleen bob—this handsome desk, of which the
eriinal price was eight guincas. Gentlemen, this is an
auction tale, not a practical joke. You do not seriously
cupect mo to knock down this handsome desk for fifteen
shillings. Gentlemen! Gentlemen!”

“ A pound!" said Dulstrode,

A sovereign is offered for this handsome desk. The
original price—as I believe 1 have mentioned—was eight
guineas, I am ollored & pound—-"

* Cae pound five!™

"1 am offered one pound five for this handsome desk,
of which the original price, 1 should inform youw. was eight
guineas. Twentv-five bob for a handsome desk thut cost——-"

** Thirty bob!™

“ Thank you, sir. Thirty bob I am offered—"

“Thirty-hve !" said John Bull i

“ Thank you! What increase upon 1hirty-five shillings
for this splendid desk, which contains pigeon-holes suitable
ior any noble lovd o keep his bankuotes "

There wae & Iangh, in wi:icrh Lord Mauleverer joined.

* Two pounde!™ said his lardship.

“Ah! we aro getting on,” said the auctioneer, with a little
flourish of the hammer, " Did anyone say an advance on
two poundsi™

*“ And ten!™ saidd John Bull

"1 am offered twe pounds ten shillings for this hand-
ROTHE ma.i'tﬂg;my desk, which cost eight guineas when pur
lEim.:te::! by tho respected and venerable aunt of the owner.

“ Threa pounds!" said Billy Bunter,

_There was 2 laugh. The Owl of the Hemove was as
likely to have three thousand pounds about him as three; it
was extremely doubtiul if he had 1ihree shillings. The
auctioneer gave him a severe look.

" This is no place for jokes, Mr. Bunter,” he said. ** 1
have to request that the proceedings may not be interrupted
by frivolity. What rise on two pound ten—"

* Threo pounds!"” repeated DBilly Bunter firmly.

* Bhut up, Bunter{*

Bunter blinked round indignantly.

“ I sup 1 can bid if I like!™ he exclaimed.

“ ¥ou haven't any tin!"’ said Fish.

“1 may have more tin than some fellows who swank
round,”” said Billy Bunter, with dignity. **1 have a right to
bid if I like! ree pounde !

The auctioneer locked puzzled. e had no right to refuse
ko let anyone bid, or to call upon him to show his money
until the article was knocked down to him. There was
nothing for it but to go on.

“Thres pounds, gentlemen,
pounds T

" And ten !

" And five!’

“ Four quud ™

The bidding was growing quite biisk, and the auctioneer
rubheid his hands. Mo glanced round enceuragingly at the
Cron'd,

" Four pounds I am offered for this handsome desk, which
eost eight guinens in the frst place. Gentlemen, you do nob
want me to knock down this handsome desk at four pounds.
I am confident that the desk will feteh 2 muoch handsomer
price, and that the purchaser will never regret it. Gentlemen,
this handeome desk is going at four pounds——"

* Five!” ssid Lord Mauleverer,
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* Thank you, sir. Five pounds I am offered

* ¥ive ten!” gaid Billy Bunter,

*“Bhut up, Bunpter!”

* Oh, really, you fellows—7"’

"1 am offered five ten. 1 bep to remind the stout gentle-
man that this sale is for.cash only—cash on the nail. Five
ten I am offered—""

" Bix pounds T

1 thank your lordship. Gentlomen—"

“ Guineas """ zaid John Bull

“1 am offered =iz guineas, This handsome deck, costing
eleven guineas in the first place, is going——""

" Ha, ha; ha '

Y Heven !’

"1 thank wvour lordship.
this handsome desk, whir:il
study, Going at—""

“Hight ! said Billy Bunter.

" Rats!™

* Faght!” repeated the Owl of the Remove firmly.

*Any further offers?™ azhod the suctioneer, looking round.
* This hapndsome desk, of which the original price was sixteen
guinpas—"

*“ Ha, ha. ha!”

" Is poing ot cight guiness—divt cheap—a most ridiculous
sacvifice. What did your lordship say ™

* Nine!" szid Lord Mauleverer.

“ A guinea more than the cost price,”” murmured Nupgent,
“ Russell looks like doing pretty well out of this sale.”

“ Ten guincas " said Hilly Bunter obstinately,

" Cheese i, Bunter!”

1 am cHored ten guiness,”” said the auctionesr: ' ten
zuineus for & desk which cost—only a few years ago—cighieen
ﬁ%i_ﬂﬂ&s]in apém Ic:a.tkh Gentlernen, I trust you are not finished.
‘This splendid desk is going st ten guineas, gong—poing—
ll}HIi:!! Myr. Bunter, the desk is yoursl™ BEYIE

* Right-o!” said Billy Bunter. “ One of you chaps might
give wie a hand with it to my study, will youf”

"1 beg to remind the stout gentleman that this is & cash
transaction, and thut the desk cannot be removed until
paid for™

* Weil, you see, all my money's in my study, and—and—""

" Then you had better go to vour study and fetch it. I will
IAES ZI"-?H ;,::r tIH: next lot while you are pone. UGentlemen,

ot MNo, 4——

“ Ahem! The fact is, I am a trifle short of ready cash,”
said Billy Bunter. 1 suppose it will be all right, Russell,
if 1 settle up in the morning ™

Russell startod out of & brown study., But he did not
need to reply ; the auctioneer answered for him, in the most
emphatic tones,

" ¥ou are dealing with me, not with the owner. Mr, Bun.
Iiﬁ:r‘.k I:'f'(s'u will pay immediate cash, or you will not take the
cesk !

* Oh, really, Cherry——""

“ Kindly pay up'™

“Well, you eee, I'm expecting a postal-order to-morrow
morping,” Billy Bunter explained. ** Until then I am some-
what short of cash. Of course, the inconvenience is only
temporary. To-morrow morning—""

**Ha, ha, ha!"

“ (th, really, vou fellows—™

“{lan vou Ea;,r upf’! roared the auctioneer,

“ Mot at thi= moment, but—"

** Then the desk goes to the next highest bidder, Lord
Mauleverer, for nine guineas. Lord Mauleverer, the de:zk
15 yours {ar nmine guineas.”

* Thank you, my dear fellow,” drawled his lordship.  ** Can
vou change 2 tenner?’

“1 say, you felloweg—_""

“* Shut up, Bunter!™

* That desk iz mine!” roaved Bunter. * I've bought it—
it was knocked down to me. It's mine, and Mauieverer's
not going to bave it. T tell vou <4

“Mav I reguest the gentlemen present to remove that
brawler? ached the auctioneer,

“ Yes, rather!”

*“ Rk him out!™

" Dw—vow—vah—varooh! Oh!"

And Pitly Bunter was promptly kicked out, and he rolled
under the desks at the further end of the Form-room. He sat
there, gasping end panting, and red with rage, while the
sale went om,

ANSWERS
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THE NINTH CHAPTER,
High Bldding!

OB CHERRY certainly made an excellent auwctioncer.
For ali the *lots’ that were worth anything he
obtained very good prices; and hs was fortunate, too,
in having a wealthy fellow like Lord Mauleverer in the

crowd of biddera, Lord Mauleverer did oot care what he
gavhk, and John Bull was also in great funds. and paid high
prices, Between the two of them the bidding ran hig‘hl at
times, and Coker of the Fifth bid on the sime lines. The
news of ithe auction that was going on in the Bemove Form-
room soon spread over Greyirairs, and fellows of the upper
Forms dropped in to look on, and some sf them to bid.

oder, the prefoct, came in with Carne and Ionides, the
Greek, and Wingate looked in with Courtney. The seniors
bid for a few things, but in most cases Lord Mauleverer

outbid them. They took that good-humouredly enough,
excapting in the case of Loder. Loder wanted a ﬁs.hsis.g-md
which was going cheap, apparently, and when ha rai the

bid to six zhillings he cxpected to segure it.  Lord Maunleverer
made 1t ten at once. Loder, with a scowl, made it twalve.
to which his lordzhip retorted with fifteen, and at that Loder
let it go, giving the junior o most unpleasant look.

Billy Bunter had recovered himself by that time, and he
came back and sat ab o desk near the scene, not venturing
to rejoin the crowd of bidders lest further damage should
befall him. It was mot of much use Bunter bidding, bust
tho fat Removite had other ideas in his mind. His little
round eyes gleamed behind his spoctagles as he sat at the
desk watching the sale. Bunter intended o bid, but by
using his powers az a ventriloguist. It was possible to cause
a preat deal of trouble that way, and that was Billy Bunter's
amiable object.

Bob Cherry was. st Lot 15 now. It was an armchair, a
very comfortable-looking leather armchair, that tempted
many of the juniors, and the seniors too. Loder would have
liked the armchair in his study very much, but he was not
mclined to give very much for it ut for Lord Mauleverer
and John Bull he might have seoured it for ten shillings ov
80, and he started bidding with the expectation of being
outbid, and he was scowling in consequence, and his voice
Lad its most rasping tone.

Bob Cherry, standing on the form which served him as a
rostrum, pointed with his hammer at the armchair, which
was standimg close at hand.

* Gentlemen, the next lot 13 this handsome armchair,
atuffed, Dbest leathern, micely finished, and extremely com-
fortable. I have sat in that armchair. many a time, and [
havo found it most comfy. Gentlemen, what offers for that
clegant and comfortable article of furniture!*

“ Five bob," said Bulstrode.

“1 did not ask the gentleman to provide mo with a joke.
;q'd'hn.;;“cnft'ers for that handsome and valuable piece of furni-
ura :

‘“"Ten bob,"” said Tom Brown

“I am offered ten shillings—ten shillings, gentlomen, for
that armoehair, that handsomo and elegant "

“ Fifteen bob " said Loder.

“ A pound!™

* Twenty-five shillings !"

“1 thank your lordship. I am offered twenty-five shillings.
What advance upon twenty.-five shillings for this ele,gunt
article—this most comfortable and handsome armchair?'

“ Thirty bob!"" rasped out Loder of the Sixth.

“ Thirty-five !"

“Two pounds !

“Two pound ten!" shouted John Bull

“ Throe !"

“ Four ! said Loder savagely, with a scowl at Lord
Mauleverer. The noble junmior winked onc eye at the
auctioneor. It was not safe, as a rule, to rag the bully of
the Bixth. Loder was very heavy-handed. But in this case
he could hardly “go for™ a junior simply for bidding
against him, and Mauleverer enjoyed the sport.

“Five!" said Lord Mauleverer.

Loder bit his lip. The armchair was worthh six guineas
at least; 1t had been sent down to Russell's study by a fond
mother in days of prosperity. But Loder mu{d certainly
not afford more than four, and he was equally certainly un-
willing to pay full value for anything that he bought. He
could go no higher,

“This handsome armchair going for five pounds,” said
Bob Cherry, waving the hammer towards the handsome
nrfpgl:mitl:. Y Five pounds ¥ am offered. CGentlemen—"'

ix 1™

It seemed to be Loder’s voice, and to come from Loder.
Nobody would hava had any doubt on the subject, unless it
was Loder humself. But Loder thought that somebody else
was speaking, and, in fact, he locked round for the reckless
bidder. Billy Bunter kept his eyes on the crowd, and there
was & grin upon hiz fat face., The Greyfriars ventriloguist

was at work.
M Bix ! excleimed Bob Cherry. “Good! I am offered
BlX —
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“Hoven!" said Lord Mauleveror.

 Eight I Loder's voice again.

“ Nine !"" smd his lordship.

“Teon IV

1] EI{“-"(H] per

Thero was &8 moment's pause. The crowd were wildly
cexcited now. KEieven guinras was nearly double the value
of the armchair; the conteat was ovidently only being pro-
longed out of obstinacy. It was o battle between r of
the Bixth and Mauloverer of the Remove. Lord Mauleverer
had plenty of monoy to pratify &ll hiz tastes, however
cktravagant they wore. But Loder?! Lodor had a good
allowance, certainly, but nobody had imagined that he could
afford to pay ton guineas for an armchatr. But, on the other
hand, a prefect of the Sixth could not be supposed to Le
bidding, like Billy Bunter, without the money to back up
hia words. . .

“Going at oloven guincas!” said Bob Cherry, looking at
Loder, and highly deﬁghtﬂd with the bidding. *“ This aplen:
did volume—I mean armchair—going at the absurd price of
¢leven guineas. Going—going—""

“Twelve!” cama the rasping tones.

“ Thirteen !"" said Lord Mauleverer.

“ Fiftoen I A : :

“Twenty !" said his lordship triumphantly.

Thore was a buze,

Twenty guineas was a surprise, even from Lord Mauleverer,
who had more banknotes than he knew what to do with. It
was surely impossible that even a prefect of the Sixth could
beat that bid. Every eye was turncd upon Loder. Ho waa
standing with his hands in his pockets, thinking, and
apparently taking little interest in the Erﬂﬂmdmga. :

““Going at twenty guineas, this handsome armchair!
Going——"'

“ Twenty-five [

“My hat!"

“ He's off hia rocker!”

“He can't pay it!”

“ Thirty !"" said Lord Mauicverer.

“ Great Scott!"

* Thirty-five !”

o Fl}ﬂj !fi :

“* A hundred guineas!”

Then the juniors gasped. Ewven. Lord Maulevorer stopped
at that. Hia funds Eid not run into hundreds of poungs.

¢ A—a—a hundred guineas!"” gasped Bob Cherry. * ¥ou-
you really mean that? You bid a hundred guineas for that
art?ﬂﬂi:lﬂi];'!" th -

“"Yes,”' came the raspu

“Any rise on a huﬁr
encouragingly. .

“Yea; twopence," said Bolsover.

And thers was a laugh; but it was a breathlesa one. Thn
mere thought of a hundred gunincas took the juniors’ breath
away.

“ Going—going at a hundred guineas!” said Bob Cherry.
# Cping—going—going—gone! Mr. Loder, the chair is

ours."”
Y Billy Bunter grinned quietly.

Lod‘;r gtarted, and gave the auctioneer a staro.

“ Mine I'"" he rop : L .,

“ Yea; you'vo topped the bidding. The armchair'as yours,
and I'll troubla you for a hundred guineas,” said Bob Cherry
cheerfully.

“ Mad ' asked Loder.

B Eh?"

“ What do you mean, then? T went up to four pounds
for the chair, and that'a more than it's worth. o

“1 hope you do not mean to repudiate your own bidding,
Mr. Lmﬁr,* said the auctionesr warmi‘gr. “T1 ecall all the

ontlemen present to witness that you bid a hundred guincas
or that chair. Gentlemen !™

£ Rﬂt [" » " " a

“You certainly did!"™ said Wingate, the captain of Grey-
friars, “* I suppose you were only rotting, but you certamnly
did."’

“71 dide't ™

“ Nonscnsa! I heard you.”

“1 heard you, too,”” said Courtney.

“So did T1"* said Valence of the Bixth.

“an did we all ! shouted the juniors in chorus,

Loder looked round almost wildly.

“[—] didn’t!" the prefect ecxclaimed. “T tell you I
didn't ! I was thinking about something else, and not listen-
ing to the bidding at all.”

[1 4 P'Elf up !H l .

It was a threatening yell Erom the juniors, and they erawded
round Loder. Prefect as he was, he was not to be allowsd
to “rot'’ at the junior auction without paying the price.
The yaell grew menacing.

T Pﬁf up 1

came the rasping voice.

ATNAWGE. N
guineas I'* asked the auctioncer
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THE TENTH CHAPTER,
Bunter Gets It!

ODER stared at the crowd of excited fellows blankly.
He ‘certainly hadn't made that extraordinary bid, and
he could not understand why they believed that he had.
Billy Bunter could have explained, but he did not

choose to do so, He only hoped that there would be a row
between the prefect and the juniors, and that the auction
would end in & wild disturbance.

aE PBF up 17

* Pay up, you rotter "

“ Wingate, make him pay up !

er ted.

"I tell you I didn't make the bid!" he shouted. Do
you think I'm idiot ecnocugh? Where do you think I should

t & hundred guineas from, you duffers? 1 didn't say any-

iing of the sort. You must be mad."”

*Wa heard you!"

" Your owh voice |

“Pay up! Pay up!™

Loder began to get hustled. IHe hit out angrily, and there
wed a shout of snger from the juniors. They closed round
rxcitedly. Wingate strode through the crowd towards Loder,
pnd waved the juniors back.

“ Quiet I exclaimed. ** Hands off {*

' Make him pay up, then!”

I guess he ought to shell out!"

“¥aith, and he ought to be made to, intirely '™

“Pay up, you cad!”

""i'nl‘:;E up "

“¥You ehouldri't have made the bid, Loder,™ z2id Wingate
sternly. It was utterly unfair on the kids to upset their
tale in that way."

“1 didn't ! yelled Loder.

“MNonsenze ! I heard you.”

“1 didn't—=I didn't—1 didn't!"

“1 suppose I know your voice,” eaid Wingate tartly.
“What's the Eﬁud of eaying you didn't, when we all know
that vou did?

Loder gasped for breath,

“Bat [ didn’t—1 didn’t!"” he roared. ' Can’t you believe

uie, you idiote? I tell you I never said a word, It muet
ha'r;;* ].'li‘l.‘in somebody elee. It was ‘somebody playing & trick,
perhaps.?’

Ilarry Wharton uttered a sudden exclamation. Loder’s

words-had brought a quick suspicion into his mind.

“ Ilold on, you fellows !"" he exclaimed. * Is Bunter here?
You remember his blessed ventriloquisin? Where is he?"

Billy Bunter made s sudden movement towards the door.
In a moment he was in the grasp of Nugent and John Bull.
" OhY he roared, “Leggo! It wasn't me! I didn't do
! I say, you fellowa—— Ow! I tell you I couldn't imitate
Loder’s voice if I tried. Ow I

“So it was you, you fat cad!” execluimed Harry Wharton

wnprily,

“{w! No! Certainly not! I never opened my lips.
Yew ! Besides, it was only a joke; it was only in fun. You
gre—ow—ow i’

" You did it in fun, hey 7" demanded Wingate.

“Yes, that's all = I — I
mean, certainly not. I didn’t
do it

“I—1'11 smash him!" ex-
¢latmed Laoder, making to-

Next Tuesday:

but that could not be allowed. The armchair was knocked
down to him for five pounds
The other lots went off more or less well, and at the end
of the sale the juniors who had imace the purchases removed
their new possessions. The eale had realised over twenty
wunds in all, & much larger sum than Russell could ]I;uusihl;r
avo hoped to obtain had he called in & dealer to buy s

Pl‘ﬂ%ﬂﬂj’. o
The money was handed over to the junior.

"“There you are!” said Bob Cherry prﬂudlf;r- “* And
although I eay it, I really think that you have had a jolly
good auctioneer.’

Russell smiled.

“Thanks " he said. "I think I've had some very friendly

bidders, too. Mauloverer will have to take back that extra
guinez on the desk. It cost & guinea less than he has paid,
it the hGrat place.'

“Can't ba done!" said Bob., " An auction iz an auclion;
and if a chap chooges to bid more than cost price for »
thing, that's hiz own look out.”

* ¥eas, my dear fellow,” said Lord Mauleverer. * Besides,
some of the things went cheap, and so it's all right."”

“Oh, very well!”

And Russel! put the money in his pocket.  Ruseell had
several accounts to settle, which he had left over to bo met
out of the sals of his pn:i‘P-ert:.'. and he was able to pay up
his subseription to the Form football club, much to the
satisfaction of Frank Nugent, secretary and treasurer. He
had money enough left to purchase the new books he needed,
and five or six pounds over—a very new experience for the
junior, who, for several terms past, hed huad little or no
pocket-money.

Billy Bunter met the juniors as they left the Form-room
after the procecdings terminated. There was & very injured
expression upon Bunter's fat face.

'I eay, you fellows——"" ho began.

“Oh, shut up!" said Bob Cherry. *'If you come near me,
I shall slog you on the boke, so I give you warning.”

Bunter backed away hastily,

“I—I was only trying to help on the bidding,” he said,
“It was really entively out of friendship for Russell, you

know!

" Ratz " gaid Russcll.

“ Oh, really, you know! Loock here, Russc!l has done jolly
well out of the sale, and, under the circumstances, I think he
UU$]It to stand a feed to the Form i

“Hear, hear!” said Skinner.

Y Good ™ said Bolsover. ** He certainly ought.™

Dick Russell hesitated. Ile was a gencrous lad enough
but he had learned, only too severely, tha value of n]g[:{t}?l_
The little sum ho possessed would have to last him a long

time if he left Groyiriars, and it was not enough to keep
him there.

“0Oh, rot!" broke out Bob Cherry anprily. * Shut
Bunter. Russell's not Eﬂill'l,l:[ to do unﬁthiﬂg ui? the E%:EI:.!-’ s
“ Oh, really, I don’t think he ought to be mean—ow 1"

Bunter sat down ﬁuddc-nlﬂ on the floor, and the juniors
walked on. The Owl of the Remove sat up and blinked
after them through his spectacles, and snorted,

“¥ah! Beasts]”

I think we ought to have
n feed,"” Lord Mauleverer ye-
marked thc:!._l‘ghtfu]fy. G |
should be glad if all you fellows

wirds the fat junior.
“Ow! Lemme go!"

“Ivick him out of tha
room [ exclaimed the
auctioneer.

" Hurray ! Bump him out 1"’
“Yow — ow — ow — oh!

Yarooh! Help! Murder!
Fire! Oh!™
Many feet hel Bally

Bunter out of the Form-room.
He rolled inle tho passage,
and the door was slammed be-
hind him.

Loder went out, too, with a
scowling face, snd ho be-
stowed an extra kick upon
the fat junior in passing. In
the Form-room, ]gub Cﬁcrr}.
in an extremely exesperated
frame of mind, recommenced
the sale of the famous arm-
chair. Lord Mauleverer would

“ASHAMED OF
HIS FATHER!”
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of Harry Wharton & Co. at
(reyfriars,
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would \;;}kﬂ. me 1n the tuck-
shop. hoever would like a
bit of & feast, say tarts.”

, And with one voice fifty
Juniors, at lesst, replied:
" Tarts [

“Good egg!” sid Bob
Cherry. “ We'll let you stand
a feed to celebrate the ocea-
sion, as you're rolling in filthy
" lucre. Lead on, Maedaff 1™

And Lord Mauleverer led
the way to the school shop,
and gave orders on a lavish
scale that delighted the heart
of Mrs. Mimble, And when
the feed was in {ull swing,
Billy Bunter came rolling n
and sneaked up to the counter
and joined in the feeding, le
was allowed to etay: and al-
though he was a lale-comer

e e Sa

have stood by his bid of forty

peunds, slthough it had been

caused lﬁLﬁetltmm opposition, [&
Tree Mioxer Liseary.—No. 187,
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he accounted for moere of Mre.
Mimble's good things than any
other {ellow in the crowd.



- —— S

The “Maguet”

: LINMANRY.

o yrmpanr

H 1 A

3
i

it
ik
I

._[i;-_'jl'r“."i'ij el i
mﬂl}i'!

o

i
NIl
A
|

At e,
2o
gty e

i

LR T,

e

: AEEr ] LR LY
i fooni II““{[;“' b {f
M s
The boy drew back, a cold sweat breaking out over bim. * Oh! 1—1 won’t touch them ! Heaven help me, I won't
touch them ! 1t was itke a cry of despair from one who felt himself sinkingd—sloking—he knew not whither,

but into black depths, All that was best in Dick Russell was In that ¢ry,
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THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Like a Thief in the Night!
.MR. QUELCH came out of his study, and paused as he

met Russell in the passage. Dick Russell had left

the juniors enjoying themselves in the school $}mil~.r, '
0

and was about Lo go up to his study fo put in & litt
more work before bedtime. IHe started as he saw the Form-
master, and paused as Mr. Quelch signed to him, his heart
beating hard.

He knew that by that time Mr. Quelch must have gone
over the proofs of the examination-papers. Had the coinci-
dence struck him, of the Tenth Ode of llorace being in the
paper, and of Dick Russell "having asked jor coaching on
that very Ode? Burely such a singular coincidence could not
have cscaped the acute master r. Quelch was known to
be as shuarp as o mecdle. Dick stood before him like a
cviminal waiting for sentence; and his heart was beating
almost to suflocation. Scorn and anger were what he ex-
pected to se in the Forme-master's face and to hear in his
voice, and the doom that he was not to be allowed to enter
‘or the exam.

But Mr. Quelch’s face was Kindly, hiz veice as hind as
usual. There was no change in his menner since the last
time Hussell had reen him,

“ Ah, I wanted to speek to you, Russell [ asid the Remove-

Tar Macner Liseiry.—No. 187,

master. “ Dear me! How pale you are, my boy. Have yous
been working hard ¥’

*Oh, no, sir!” .

“T am afraid that you are allowing this matter of the
examination to weigh upon your mind, Russell,” maid M.

welch kindly, ' You mmst try to avoid that. That is not
the way to got into a state to wmn”

o | sum;luae not, sir™ )

Dick's hearvt best more freely. It was evident that the
IFarm-master suspected nothing. Yot he could not under-
stund it. My Quelch, vsually 5o keen, go keen that he was
almost suspicious, scomed to be blind now.

But he suspected nothing, that was the great thing. Dick
wae not to be barred from the examination that mecant so
mitch to him.  As for what he knew—woll, he could leave the
Latin section ¢f the paper till the last. He might net do
it at all, but might win cn the rest of the marks; that would
enable him io avoid tzking a Jishonourable adveantage of
the other fellows.

“1 have spoken about you fe Mr. Prout,” went on the
Form-master. ' He 15 quite willing to give you some coach-
ing, and he will be preparcd to sce you in his stugy every
afternoon at five until the examination.

“ (Oh, thank you, sir! Tt is very kind of you, snd of him."

“1 should hike to see you succeed, Russell. You arc a
deserving lad, and certainly you are working hard encugh
for sug¢cesa.”
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And M Quelch, with a kindly nod, passed on.
Russetl went up slowly to hia study,
hardly knew how. ¢ hud cerbainly given himself com-

letely away in the Form-master’s study by selecting Horace's

enth Ode for sbudy with the master's aAssistance; vet Mr.
%'.:;Ich susnected nothing. It was a lesson to the boy; after
t terrible risk, be felt that he would »ot run another.

Ho would act as his father would have had him ack; he
would win the Hundred by fair means, or he would not win
1t at all. That was the best way—it was the only way for an
honourable lad. Russell made up his mind upon tiat matter,
and dismissod 1t from his mind.

It vemained out of his thoughts for some time, while he
was hard at work in his study, When he went up to bed
with the Remove, ke joined cheerfully enough in the chatter
of the juniors. Bolsover looked at him, and would have
been glad to make somie snecring reference to his newlv-
discovered poverty, but Bob Cherry was looking at Bolsover,
too.  And Bolsover Enew that any sneering words fram him
would bring down the wvath upon him of the oniy Fellow
in the Remove whom he wus afraid of; and sa the Form
bully remained silent.

As for the other fellows, they cared little sbont the mattor.
It surprised Russell, and nerhaps wounded him = little, Lo
see how slight an interest they took in the question of
whether he was rich or poor. Many fellows, who had pre-
vioualy supposed him to be mean, thought better of him,
and those who were dieposed to sneer at him beciuse ho
was “hard up™ were very few. Russell was looking quito
chearful as he turned in, and aftor Courtney had put out the
lights Lick joined im tha cheery talk on the prospects of the
coming football season as cheerily as anybady.
1t was when the talk in the dormitory had died away, and
silence and darkness reigned, that other thoughts came creep-
ing back into the mind of tha junior

to tried to sloep, but ho could not.  Hard work had
exerted his {acultien, and ha found it hard to settle himaelf to
slumber. And at every woment the thought of that peinted
nagug in Mr. Quelch’s table drawer would come imto his
m

The printed letters seemed to danee before his eyes in
e L e e i thought of
mat aup in in a iration. e
“r“"’hﬁ. downstairs, of stealing into the Form-master’s

Diick
He had cscapad—he

atrd ing at tha printed exam. r, bad come into b
mind, and ia waS trsmblmg. e >
What wazr to prevent him !
Tha other follows were all ast o Form-master never

locked his study door of a night, and his bod-room was a
ﬁwd distance from his study, on a different Aoor. it woukl
Do quite safe,

No one would sea him?

Why not?

Tha junior trembled as ho wrestled in the darknesy with
the terriblo temptation. He knew, in his hoart of hearts,
that if he looked at the exam.-paper in advance it wounld be
the act of & thief, Yel—-

Yet, as in all such cases, sophistry was readv to come to
the aid of the tempter. He needed the money so much. He
wanted so much to stay at Greyfriers. His people would be
80 bitterly disappointed if ho falled—if hp had to abandon the
carcer they had so fondly sketched out for him!

If he failed to take advantape of this opportunity, his
mother would suffer, his fnther would suller, everything
would mo wrong. He had doubts about his ability to win
the prize—against such opponents as Dawlish an Linley.
But with the questions all ready in his head, with the paper
in his hand to prepare for, the exam. would be child's plav.
Ho would come out with flying eolours—the cleverest fallow
could do nothing agaifist a competitor who had read the
piper in adrvance.

hy could ho not slecp? He laid his hoad ou the pillow
again and closed his eves and tried to sloep : but sleep would
not ecome.  Unconscipusly, he found himseli sitbing wp in
bed again, thinking it over—thinking—thinking —till his
g brain was in a whirl.

" ¥ou fellows asleept"

He asked the question in a low and shaking voice. He
would have been glad if some voice had replicd—it would
have shown him that he could not leave tha darmitory
unobserved=—it would have forced him to remain where he
was.

But no voice replied—the juniors were all slecping. The
dormitory was very silent snd still!  Wlhat hour was it?
Through the deep silence of the night the strokes from the
clock-tower boomed out with muffled tonea.

Twelve!

The last stroke died away, leaving a silonce moro pro-
found than before. Tt was midnight; and all Greviriars was
silent and still. Everyone would be in bed now and sleeping ;
the studiea would be empty, deserted. And the Remove wors
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alecping soundly ; no one was stirring in bed. Billy Bunter's
snore echoed softly through the dormitory. Russell, tremb-
ling, breathing unsteadily, spoke again.

“ Anybody awnke ™ .

His voice was little more than a whisper. He did not
Lknow what he intended to do: but he did not spenk I-u'_l'l.l.llilj"
En_quh to awaken his nearest neighbour. Why this caution
—if he had not determined upon doing what le knew he
ought not to do? ¥et he had not determined—he was still
in the same doubtful frame of mind—it seemed as if some
strange power outside himnself was foreing hin to act.

He stepped from his bed.

With quick, silent hands he drew some of his clothes on,
and trod softly (owards the door of the dormitory. At the
door he paused to listen. Lven yet he had not mude un his
raind ; his brain was in & whiel, and he did pot know what
he intended to do.

No one stirred.

Ele opened the door quietly and passed out into the
corrider, and closed the deor moisalessly behind him, His
heart was thumping against His ribs as ha stols downstairs
into his study and groped for a candle. Ifo found it, and
left the study.

Where now ?

As if 1t were against his will, his footsteps led him in the
direction of the Romove-master’s study. There was ao light
in the passaga, no light under the door. Mr. Qualch had
long been in bad.

Dick Russell paused outside the door.

He paused there a long time; how long, he did not Lnow.
What was he going to do? Sud a thought Aazhed into
bis mind—he wondered he had not thought of it beforo. The
exam. papers proofs had been Iying in Mr. Quelch's drawer,
doubtless waiting for the Form-master to correct them; but
vow that it was done, they would be thare no longer. Mr.

elch would sarely have locked them up in safety, even
it he bad not already themn back to the printer—as
w?rai:ar pr?_lhu‘gfu. with the emn;i.u:tipn Ii:l ciose at 2?:1{?

t ror:Fbt a strangely ma Fealing -
appommtment and relief to the tnﬂurudn;'unim. Disappoint-
ment, becanwe his chanos was gone—and he realisod then
how muck ke had beilt u it, in spite of hia indecision,
Reliaf, because now, whethor he liked it or not, he would
hawe to play the game—it would be impossible to do the dia-
hovour thing he had contemplated.

He would take one look into the Form-raaster’s drawer to
mtiﬁ‘f himaolf that the ﬁ%}p&ﬂ were pol theres, and then he

would go back to bad. y that [ast look—why? He know
that something withia him—some ovil genius that
him—hoped that the papera might be still thers, and he

hated himself for that hingering . But be entercd the
study, and closed the door softly bebind him.

He placed the candle upon the table and struck a match.
Heo startod as the light glimmarad out in the darknen of the
ﬂ'tt:i He lighted the wiek of the eandle with a t.mmbling

mbling a0 violently that for some moments he coul
not the candle aliﬁht.

It fiared up at last. o looked at the table drawer; it was
closed. With a hand still trembling he drew it opon.

Of courss, the papers would not be there—Mr. Quelch
could not have been so criminally caroless—the papers could
not be there, ready to the touch of any comer. It was im-
possible —he had only to see that they were not there, and to
go back to bed—still honest, still honourable. The drawer
slid open, and Dick Russell gave a wiolent start, and a
choked cry came from his throat, The papers wero thore,
jusl1l'; ;‘nsida the drawer. Where he had seen them before, thoy
shill 1ny.

The boy drew back, a cold sweat hreaking out over him.

“Oh! I-I won't touch them! Ileaven help me, 1 won't
touch them!"

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Into the Depths.

T was like a cry of despair Trom one whe felt himsalf
sinking—sinking—he knew not whither, but info Llack
depths. _

All that was best in Dick Russell was in that cry.

But he did not rush from the atudy and throw the temp.
tation behind him, as he sheuld have done—he had rot the
atréngth for that, He was too strained and over.wrogcht
to know clearly what he should do, He meant to do what
was right. But hs remained wherc he was, staring a! the
papers with a fascinated stare.

There they were—printed proofs, fastenod at the corser
with a motal elip, and that fragment of Harace showing,
eagy fto read. lle could make oub the words tn Fatin as
the candle-light pleamed upon the papers,

“Te bovas olim—"

“BOUND BY HONOUR,” ™= ‘-'s gsoky om ibracy.



“ Peor, dolum—"'
2T "]'m -1

That was all he could see, but he knew what it belonged
!.ﬂnh IEEE hand stretched out towards the papers, and he drew
it back.

“1 won't—I won't touch thom I"*

But the words were not sincere mow. e eould have
laughed bitterly at his own hypocrisy. He knew now that
he was going to take the papers. Conscience was banished
for the time being; he was too weary with the struggle to
be abie to struggle any longer, ;

1le stretched out his hand again, and this fime he did not
draw it back. e grasped the papers and drew them from
the drawer. He cast a guick glance over his shoulder at
the door: it seemed to him that the form of Mr. Quelch
must enter, to discover him in his crime.

But there was no sound.

The papers were in his grasp.
and teook it up and groped his way to the Joor.
seamed to be stifling him.

Out in the passage he bresthed more freely. Ile felt s
way to his study and entered it, and closed the door behind
him. He drew down the blimd carefully, and laid a coat
glong the floor to screen the light from the passage and
then lighted the candle again. He jommed the cost closely
along the bottom of the door, and hung o cap over the key-
hole.  Tf by chance anyone passed down the Remove
ﬁ:mu he would not know that o light was burning in

ussell’s studyv: and the dim glimmer was not hkely to be
geen from the Close, even if anyone ghould go out there at
such an hour,

1le was safe.

SBafe from oll but his own conscience—and conscicnee was
silent for the time being; he had much to do, much too
much to have time to think of his conscience. All that would
come later—Ilater, when he had committed ithis wickedness,
and repentance would come too late.

1le took blank foolseap from his drawer and dipped his
pen in the ink. Ile opened the examination papers and
took 2 hasty glance through them. Then he began to copy.

It wos not necessary to copy out the whole. A hint here,
a jot there—that was enough. All that he required to know,
in order to get up perfect knowledge on the subject, he was
able to jot down on a single sheet.

It did not take him leng: but it seemed like hours, days,
weeks, to the wretched lad, in momentary terror of seeing
ihe door open and someone enter to denounce his treachery.
Ho gasped with relief when the lust line was jotted down;
hits task was finished.

He laid down the pen.

The candle was guttering down. He took up Mr. Quelch’s
papers—they had to be returned to their place. Ilis copy he
plnced in the inside pocket of his jacket. It would be safe

He blew out the eandle,
The study

there. He left his study, blowing out the candle before he
went. He groped his way in the dark to the Form-masier’s
gtudy. He could replace the papors by the light of a match.

iz heart was beating so loudly that it seemed to him like
& preat pulse beating in the shadows round him,
Ie paused suddenly.

From the distance came a sound-—a faint sound-—-but 1t
made his heart leap in hizs breast, and the colour flow and
ebb in hiz cheeks. It was the round of & closing door ! All,
then, were not asleep in Greyiriars

He stood with throbbing heart,

He deserved to be cavght—caught, with the examination
proofs and the written copy  both upon hirm-—caught, and
expozad to all the school. He deserved it—he knew that—
and for the moment he almost hoped that it would be so.
Yet he trembled, and his knces bent under him at the
thought. a

But the sound died away, snd there were no footsteps—
he was in no danger. But it was several minutes before he
fornd the strergth to grope hiz way on in the darkness, The
sudden terror had macde him almozst sick.

He found Mr. Queleh's door again; he went in, and struclk
u match softly, and replaced the papers in the drawer as he
had found them.

Then he groped his war into the passage again and cloged
the study door. It was done, and the copy was in his pocket,

Slowly, cautiously, Diclk Hussell made his way back to
the Remove dormitory.

The door creaked slightly as he opened it, and his henrt
throbbed again; he stood with the door open, listening.

From the great room came sounds of steady hrea,fﬁing,
ﬁ"d the sound of a snore. He stepped in and closed the

oor.

He made his way to his bed.

The paper was in his pocket. e took off the jacket he
had been wearing and drew out the paper. It would not
do to leave it in lus pocket. True, it was unlikely enough
that anyone would look in the pocket, but while he was not
wearing the jacket he dared Tt ren a sk,

But what was he to do with it?

He could place it under hiz pillow, but lie was beset by a
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terror that he might forget it, and leave it there in the
morning. If it were found——

- True, he was not likely to forget it; but he might! What
was ho to do with it—the paper, the proof of his guilt, that
was sufficient, if it were found and underetood, to cause him
to.be expelled from Greyfriare with the utmost ignominy?

There was a silent groan in the heart of the miserable boy.
He wished he had not done it; yet he did not destroy the
paper. After all, what was the use of destroying it now?
He knew too well what was on it. Even without further
study, ha remembered enoupgh of what he had written down
to be able to prepare with practical certainty for the exam.
He folded the paper up, and fclt in his pocket for a piece of
siring to tie it round his neck. He found the string, and
the paper fell clumsily from his hand to the floor.

He drew a guivering breath. ’

The strzin .:3 the night and its work had told upon him;
he was in o state of strung nerves; his courage was In rage.
Ile stooped hastily to pick up the poper and knocked hia
head against his bedstead, and gave a cry.

There was a eleepy exclamation in the darkness, and the
sound of a movement from the next bed.

** Halle, halle, hallo?! What's that¥’ _

Dick crouched in the darkness in terror. If Bob Cherry
should fully awaken—if he should see him!

But HBob was only half awoke. His breathing was soon
Hacid and steady agein; he slept, and the trembling jumior
breathed.

He waited five minutes or more before he dared to gm}m
for the paper. He dared not leave it on the floor; he
hardly dared eearch for it. It was impossible to sirike a
light without betraying himself; and he had a morhid fear
of making some sound 13 the darkness, some elunsy blunder,
I1is hand searched over the floor. Where was the paper?

1t was folded amall, difficult to find in the gloom. Where
was it ¥ He kicked against the bed, he knocked against the
washstand, and trembled and listened. No one awoke, bub
he crouched in a sweat of fear.

There it wos at last, close to him all the time; but he had
missed it. The paper erumpled and crackled in hie hand.
He szeemed fto be choking as he rose to s fect. Not {or a
thousand exams., not for a thousand prizes, wonld be go
through the sickening fesr againl! 1t was the fear of t
thief that was upon im—~—the fear of the guilty one in terror
of every honest plance.

He fastened the string to the paper with shaking fingers,
ond tied it round his neck. There, at all events, it wae rafo
~-and he was safe! He crept into bed—the bedstead creaked
as he lay down, with & sound that seemed to his throbbing
ears almnost deafening; the bedclothes rustlied ms he drew
them over him=—surely someone must hear.

But no one heard. The sounds, terrible gs they seemed to
him, were slight, and the juniors of the Remove were sound
sleepers. Dick Russell lnid his aching head upon the pillow;
the night woa not warm, but he was L[ilﬂtlrir:g with perspira-
tion. What had he dore?. What had he done? From the
darkness about him mocking faces seemed to look; in the
rustle of the old elm branches outside the window he seemed
to henr whispering voices denouncing him—as a thiel-—as &
cheat.

As a cheat—as whal hie wae. Oh, what & fool he had been !
Why had he done this? And it was too late to relrieve that
falte step. He had sunk inio the depths now, and there was
no retrear.

The time for reireat was past. .

The unhappy boy closed his eyesr. He tried to eleep, but
gleep, often waooed in vain by the innocent, would not come
to the guilty. Slumber refused to visit his eyes. e cloeed
then, and upened them sgain, and lay with staring eyeballs
through the long, derk hours. Would morning never come ?

Sleeyiless, lortured, he Jay, while the long, slow night crept
past -eloepless, with blank eyes ImkluF mtoe the shadowa;
weary, exhausted, but sleepless, fill at laet the grey ]Iﬂht‘ﬂf
dawn erept in ai the windows, and glimmered uvpon the white
beds 1n the dormitory.

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Consclence.

p ALLO, hale halle! Awake already?” said Beob
Cherry, ws he projected a I-:mlg leg over the eide of
his beed, and Blinked at Dick Russell.
“ Yoz, enid Kuseell,

“You're Jooking pretty seedy,” sand Boeb, "Jump up,
and let’s have a run <down by the river before brekker., It
1-1--IiI]! -._i-:l vou good, old wun. You look as if you hadn't alept
all might.™

“I' eome.”

Dick Ruseell was only toe glad to get up.

A Bplandid New. Lo
Pil'hutun & Co.

ITe hadd watched
17

. Complats Tale of Harry
¥ rmxmmm



' THE BEST 3™ LIBRARY ¥w~ THE “BOYS' FRIEND" 3™ LIBRARY. "fi*

the slow approach of morning as anxiously, as ]ﬂﬂ&fni{]} s
a sick man, to whom the night seems endless. In the bright
sunlight, and with eomebody to talk to, conscience did not
seem so terrible.

The pale, troubled lad turned ocut of bed, Bob Clerry
looking at him anxiously. Bob liked Russell very much,
and regarded him as what he called a * jolly good sort,”
ard his idea was that Dick was overdoing the work for the
exAMm.

The necessity Dick was under of winning the Hundred, if
he could, and of working his hardest for it, made Bob feel
vory syinpathetic: for i? there was one thing Bob Cherry
would have abhorred in his own case, it wos swotting for
an exam. He could, and would, have worked as hard as
you ploasad at footer or cricket, or rowing, or ewim-
ming, or cyeling, but to be chained down to a desk indoors,
with weary books always under his eves, would have been
forment to the sturdy, healthy junior. And so he could
fee! vory tnuch for Russell, whose tastes were also for an
outdear life when he had time to gratify them.

*“ tlalic, hallo, hallo "' Bob Cherry exclaimed, in surprise.
“A\Yhat the dickens have you pot round your neck,
Russell 7

Dicke furned crimson.

“ My —my neclk "' he stammerad. .

“Wes. My hat! Is it a giddy locket, with a portrait of
Angelina!” demanded Bob Cherry. ' You don't mean to
Bay-—-

“0Of course it isn't 1" said Ruesell irritably.

“No, by Jove! It's a folded paper,” said Bob Cherry,

rinning. “Is it a billet<loux from Gloxiana, or a bill
rom sour tailor? Gentle shephard, tell me which "

* Oh. it's nothing ! eaid Russell. ;

“Well, it's a queer place to wear it, anyway,"” said Bob,
in wender.

“ Look here, Bob Cherry—-"" began Russell hotly.,

“ Oh, keep your wool on!" said Bob, his wonder growing
greater still.  * No need to get ratty about it, my son. It's
no bizney of mine.”

Russell did not reply. He dressed himeself, and placed
the folded paper in his pocket.

The two juniors left the dormitory and sirolled down to
the banks of the Sark. The river was shining and rippling
in the morning sunshine. All was bright and cheerful by
the greon, wooded banks, and Bob Cherry zhouted aloud
out of shoeor carelessness, but Dick Russzell's face remained
clouded. ]
-“Thinking of the exam 7’ asked Bob Cherry, when his
companion had not spoken for maore than five minutes.

Ruesell started out of a brown study.

“Yea," he stammered. )

“No pood letting it weigh on your mind,” said Bob
eagnly. “ It will mske you nervous, and may make you
come a mucker an the day. Detter try not to think of it."”

“I do try, but it ien't much use,” eaid Ruseell ruefully.

“Rut you've g;ot a _i-:-]]r ood chanca,"

“Oh, {'m cortain ! snid Russell, his hand resting upon
the folded paper in his pocket for 8 moment. “1 don't
think I have any doubt now.”

Bob Cherry looked surprised. ;

“You haven't been a0 sure as all that before?” he said.

“No. I wae rather afraid of Mark Linley, and of
Dawlish, of the Fifth. But now I think I shall pull it off.”

“T hops vou will,” eaid Bob Cherry heartily. “*1 shall
be sorry for old Marky to lose, for he needs the tin pretty
bad; but I'd rather ‘l{ﬂu win than anybody else except

arky. I'm flﬁd' you fesl eo sura about it.”

Dick Russell winoed ae they turned back to walk to the
wchool. e wondered what Bob Cherry would have thought
if hg had known why Ruseell felt eo eure now-—if he had
known that the junior had taken a copy of the examination
pagm-s in advance. )

ick could imagine the scorn that would have blazed in
Bob'a eyes, the contempt that would have curled his lip.

He shivered uncomfortably, and walked more quickly.
Hs did not speak again till they reached the school. At
breakfast that morning he sat very ailent. In the Form-
room ho was deeply presccupied. He went through his
lessons like one in & dream, and Mr. Quelch looked at him
sharply scveral times.

When the Remove left the Form-room for their recess
after third laszon, Mr. Quelch signed to Russell to remain
bahind. Dick stoepped at his desk, and the master of the
Ramove looked at him very seriously and earnestly. p

“You are not yourself this morrning, Ruasall,” he aaid.
“T adviee vou to pul]l yourself togother, and take the matter
more cheerfully, I know how much is at stake for you, but
you are letting it harass you into a state of nerves. That i3
riot the way to be successful. Keep yourself in hand.”

£ I'l] do my best, eir,’’ said Ruesell heavily.
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And he followed the juniors out of the Form room.

Mr. Quelch did uhderstand—the othera did not under-
stand. It was not only the exam. that was weighing upon
Dick Russell's mind, and driving the colour from his cheeks,
and the light from his eyes; or, rather, if was not the
exam, at all now. He had no fear for the exam.; im
sporting parlance, he would simply *“ romp home' on the
exam. papers. That was a certainty. Whut was haraesing
the junior was the heavy weight of guilt—the knowledge
that he wes not it to speak to the fellows who were so kind
to him--the feeling of miserable inferiority which guilt musk
always bring.

If the other fellows knew what he had done—that was the
wretched thought that was harassing the junior. They did
not know-—they could not know, unless he chose to tell
them—but the thought haunted him. Cold glances, ave
looks, scornful snesrs—that would ba hie portion, as he well
deserved. And in his worried, excited frame of mind it
eeemad to him that he could already detect suspicion and
contempt in many faces, and he rmcfdarI{ meanings in the
most nnocent glance.

The exam. was early in the following week; t.cr-da{; Was
Saturday. The first football practice for the feason begam
that siterncon, and the juniors were in high spirits about at.
Bob Cherry slapped Russell heartily on the back as they
camg out after dinner.

“ Footer, my son ! he said joyously.
noon—HArst practice !

“1-1I'qd forgotten.” ]

“Oh, rata! You couldn't forget,” said Bob Cherry.
“You're dreaming. A born idiot couldn't forget footer.
MNow, stop thinking of that blessed exam., and come and
play. It will-make you feel a new man."”

Ruszell shook his head.

“I don't feel up to it,"" he emid.

“ Bosh !™

“ 11 ean't play.” .

ot fo," :;mic!7 Bob Cherry. “1It's not a match, so0 i
doesn't matter whether you're in form or not. IFa just
goal-kicking and paesing, and I supfpm you feel up to that?
It will do you good, and stop you from moping. You can’t
IMOpe FOULr wWay thra:rufgh an exam., ¥ou know. Detter come
and punt about, and forget the blessad axam.”

“Thanks, I don't really feel up to it,"

:: %iqmnq to swot 1" demanded Bob Cherry.

-

“ Footer this alter-

“1 see you're not working so hard as you wers, anyway.
Do vou feel so jolly sure about the examination?” seked
Bob curiously. )

Dick emiled —a miserable, tromulous amile.

“Yes, quite surs,’ he said.

“It's cg!d, considering how doubtful you were, but I'm
glad. If you feel so sure about it, chuck up mugging for
this aftarncon, and come and kick the ball.”

But Russall shoole his head, and disengaged himself from
Bob's arm. He did not feel inclined to play footer that
afterncon; he did not feel inclined to play anything. Bome
of the Romove were still playing ericket, and Russall was
asked to bowl, but he ehook his head. Ewverything jarred
upon him that fine, sunny aftarnoon.

What was the matter with him? He sought the quiet
shades of the old Cleoisters—the oldest part of Greyiriars,
where the flagstones were worn doewn by the candalled feet
of monks who had trodden there five or eix hundred years
ago. In the cool, quiet shade, the unhappy boy felt that ha
could think at his esse. From the distant playing-fialds
came the shouts of the juniors, but they rang discordantly
upon the eara of the miserable boy in the shady Cloisters.

Dick Rusesll’s whola being was out of tune with his sur-
roundings that afterneon. The weight upon his mind
seemed intolerable.  He despised himself; he wished a
thousand times, with wild earnestness, that he had naver
vislded to that terrible temptation. He must have been
mad—mad! And now it was too late; now Le could not
eave himself, The knowledge he had gained placed success
within his grasp, and he could not part with that know-
ledge, even if he wished. It was too late—too late.

Hea rose at last, an almost desperate expression upon hia
face. In his anguish of mind, the thought of the cool, rest-
ful waters of the Bark had flashed into his brain with a
strange and deadly fascination.

But he knew that that would not do. He knew that was
the way madness lies. He drove the black thought from his
mind—he drove the voice of conscience fo ita receases, to
walte again, ;Iwrhaps. He strode back to the School Houes,

locked himself up in bis study, snd tock out the pguilty
paper and road it over, Then he gathered his bocks aund
With grim, deadly determination he

commenced to _atuiyl'. 1
worked on, regardiesa of the meg ours—worked and
worked and worked, forgetful of hunger and fatigue, while
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the golden afterncon passed sway, and darkness once more
dHﬂEﬂdBﬂ upon the e:Frth. o

The sound of juniore trampin%‘in the passage awoke him
at last. He started up, passing his hand over his eyes. He
had been working for four solid houre, and he was sick and
faint and giddy. But every difficully in the exam. paper
had been mastered, and he knew, without the slightest
ehadow of doubt, that if he sat down to the exam. with that
paper before him he would teke the coveted Hundred.

Conacience was stifled for the time. Success was his—

what he had been fighting for would be his. He would
bring joy to the hearts of his father and mother. He would
remain at Greyfriars, and that was enough. He deter-

mined, with o wild and almost hysterical determination, not

to think of the meane by which his euccess was brought
about.

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Dick Russell Makes np bhls Mind.

UNDAY }

It was salways a very quiet and restful day at Grey-
friars. There were two services which the fellows
hied to atiend, and apart from those they had the day

to do as they liked with.

The fags of the lowest Forms were generally taken out
for walks by their Formi-masters, nice little treate for chem,
which they did not enjoy. Niee little boye, in nice little
white collars and nice Iittle silk hats, certainly looked very
nice and select as they marched along in order with their
benignant master; but the village boys snd the coumtry
fellows persieted in seeing something comic in it, and they
would often gather reund in crowds, and hail the Greyfriars
youths with jeers and catealls.

Hence the unpopularity of these Sunday walks, though, as
a matter of lact, 1t was only the presence of the master tﬁmt
wauld prevent the little roscals from getting into some mis-
chief or other.

Boys of higher Forms took their walks “on their own,"”
and enjoved them more, but sometimes came back from
the:n with trousera tern and dusty from climbing fruit-trees,
or with boots full of water from tramping by the sea, or
with black ngcw caused by terrilic encounters with the hoye
of Pegg or Courtfield.

That Sund:% afternoon Harry Wharton & Co, were going
over to Thf House to tea, and 'as Miss Marjorie Hazeldeno
and Miss Clara and the other girls were all to be there,
:mtur:uill% the juniors were very careful about dressing them-
selves for the occasion. Wharton and Nugent and Bob
Cherry and John Bull were the party; but Harry Wharton
asked Russell to joinr them, with tﬁa idea of checring him up.
He knew that Marjorie would not mind.

But Russell shook his head.

*Thanks very much, old fcllow,” he snid. **I don't think
I'li come. I'm hmIinF rottén to-day, and I don't want to
inflict it on the girls”™

Wharton lonked at him curiously.

* What's the matter with you?"' he asked.

* Oh, nothing in particular.”

Y Not il

“ (Oh, nol"”

** Boh sa¥8 you're eeriain pbout the result of the exam.
now,"” snid Harry Wharton. *' I suppose, if that's the case,
the exam. isn't worrying you?”

“Oh, ao; not at allt’

“*Then I'm blessed i#f I can make you out,” =aid Wharion,
puzaled. "1 suppose it must be the reaction after working
s0 nard. It would do you good to sec some cheerful faces,
especially Marjorie’s; that would do anybody good. You'd
bettor come.'

‘' No; excuse me. Thanks, sll the same !

“ Just as you like. But you're an ass!"

“1 know I am,” said Dick miserably.
telling that.”

Wharton left him, feeling puzzled and concerned. Russell
wes certainly in o ver strnu%c state, Wharton could not
make him out; Russell, indecd, could hardly malee himeelf
out. He felt a shrinking from oll society: he felt that he
could not mect a glance. And whenever 2 lip moved to
speel to him, it seemed to him that the fellow was going to
ask him whether he had seen the exam. paper.

GENT’S SMART SUIT, 10/6.

Mersrs. H. Thomas & Co., the well-known wholesale
clothiers, of 321, High Holborn, London, W.C,, will send,
as an ndvertisement, a Gent's Full Suit, Trousers, Vest,
wnd Jacket, for 10/6 ; no further payment. Some say it is
im{:-uasjhle, but Messra. Thomas give £100 if not true,
Other prices 12/6, 156, 19/8, 23/6. Send posteard for free
patterns and messurement form. Mention price and
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It was as much as he could do to master himsclf, to keep
calm. He felt a desire to cry out aloud with the misery that
was preying upon his heart. How long would he be able to
bear it? If he could only get away from the erowded school
Eg.‘t nw‘v into some quict place. And yet solitude terrificd

1im. When ho was alone, the spectre of hig guilt secmed to
haunt him with a more dendly persistence.

The unfortunate lad was never made to be dishonest, and
his first act of dishonesty had thrown him completely off his
balance. A kind of hysterie was working up within him, and
at times he felt & mad desire to take some boa spart and
pour mto his car the whole story of how he ha umruﬂ'd
!;J!'w ﬂ:amnmtmn paper from the mastor's study, and copicd

on

It was safer for him to be alone, and ve® solitude incressed
the trouble in his mind. He '-.warlalr'lvr:l-lz!nz'-cilke aimlessly about the
Close or the cloisters during the afternoon, and It was &
relief to him when the time came for evening service,

He went quietly into chapel with the other Removites.
Dr. Locke always preached a very short sermon; he knew
that that was more likely to be listened to and taken heed
of. Dick Russcll was too busy with his own miserable
thoughts to listen at Arst: but slowly the words seemed to
penctrate his dulled mind, and he unﬂoﬂimmli listening.
‘The text was an old one~—one that everybody would do well
to remember, one that Dick should have remembered in
time: “ What shall it profit a man, if he gain the wheole
world, and lose his own soul "

It scemed to Dick ge if the sermon weore levelled Eaﬂcniaﬂj
at him, es if the Hecad singled him out while he was
speaking.

It was not so, bui the impreszion was very strong ull:l'f&!l
the mind of the junior. Every word came home to him
after he had begun to listem.

What shall it profit & man?

Or a boy, either? He could not help realising, only too
clearly, how strangely applicable the text was to bis own

CRED,

He had made it certain that he would gein his heert's
desire. At what price? What would it profit him?

He was alroady reaping the results of his acfion—miserable
thoughts, a hemvy heart, & burdened conscience, sleeplicsa

nights, and & terror of discovery. And sfterwards, in the
days to come, what would it profit him? A sueccessful carecr,
founded upon dishonesty! Could such a carcer bo success

ful? Even if gained sueccss, worldly success, great
sition and wealth, what would it profit him, when
cspised himself all the time and could not bear to think of
what had first causzed lus succesa? _ _

The tears ran down the boy's cheeks in tl2 guiet, shady
pc\v- L] " -

Bob Cherry was beside him, and Bob noticed his strangoe
emotion, and looked at him. He squeczed Fusscll’s arm.

“ Dvicky, sre yon ill?"" he muttered.

Russell shook his head silently.

“ Buck up, old chap!"

Bob wondered what was the matter with Russcll. Bob had
nothing on his consciencoe to make him fear the words he
heard, and it nover occurred to him that Dick Russcll had,
He put the junior's cmotion down to the strain caused by
prepaving for the examination. Dick was in a state of
norves; that was all Bob could suspect,

Dick’s brain was in a whirl as he Jeft the school chapel
with the other fellows. Heo had put his conscience to slecp
for a time; he had stifled it, and its voico had been almost
silent,. Now it had awakened with fresh vigour, like a
giont refreshed. The tortured boy wandered into the
cloisters to think it out.

Think it out!

He could net think; thought was imposeible. He could
only feel utterly wretched. What was he to do? It was too
late to retrieve that falss step: there was nothing to be
done, There was only one way he could undo his evil work,
ouly one way he could regain his honour now. That was by
not entering for the cxzamination.

1f he did not enter for the exam., cortainly the knowledge
he had surreptitiously gained would not benefit him. He
would save his honcur, but—but—— o

Tt was impossible! That would place him in & worse
osition than before ho had seen the exam. papers. Then he
I:md had a fair chance of winning. But if he withdrew from
the examination, the mattor was all ended. i

What would his father say? What would the follows think?
And what would be the result? Ruin to all his prospects,
ruin all round for him! Vet the words, spoken in the
doctor's deep voice, rang still in his ears—'' ' What shall it
prulligir;h’ man, if he gain the whole world, and lose his own
sou]

He pressed his burning forchead against the cold stﬂniaﬂnf
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the cloisters, and tried to think. But the effort was uscloss ;
be could only suffer.

He waa quiet, silent, like a fellow in a dream when he
went up to bed with the Remove that night.  After lights
wore out, the lad 5‘lipper.!_ from hie bed and knelt beside ir,
with his head bowed upon his clasped hands, and repoated
the prayers he had learned long ago at his mothor's knee—
prayers almost forgotten in school life, where such customs
woero seldom hept up by the fellows; where, indeed, such a
?}mﬁ"?. was likely to get a fellow the reputation of being

A0

But it made the boy fecl better.

Things scomed to be growing clearee in his mind now.
His duty lay marked out plain and clear. There was one
chance of saving himself from the black depths into which he
had fallen, He must refuse to enter for the examination.

That was the only course he could take, unless he was to
win unfi.ely, to set like a cheat and a thicf, and to go
through life lfhranr]ed with dishonesty.

He knew it, and as he lay sleepless in bed that night he
resslved upon it. It was the only way to save himsclf from
his torture. Tt was what his father would have advised, if
he had known. Not that Dick would dare to tell him. He
could only tell his father that he could not enter, and the
old man’s anger and dissppointment would be part of Lis
punishment for what he had done.

For it was in the nature of the thing that he could net
do wrong without making others suffer as well as himgelf,
andld!.hu:m others the people whom he loved best in the
worid.

But his mind was made up, and, miscrable as he was, ha
folt tho better for it: and he fell at last into a deep slec

from which he awoke refreshed and somcthing like his old
self in the morning.

_—

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
Mr. Queich is Angry,

s AY I speak to you for a minute, sir?"
. Mr. Quelch paused in tho passage. ' It was early
in the morning. Dick Russell was losing no time.
He felt n feverish desire to have the maticr over
and done with, ‘
: ‘.'{Earta.mh. my lad!" said Mr. Quelch kindly.
1 it
I have decided not to enter for the exam., sir.”
“ What 1"

Dick was silent. Ife had said it now, and he had to stand
by it. All doubt and hesitation were finished with for good.

Mr. Quelch looked at him very sharply.

" What do you mean, Russell,” he asked brusguely—
“what do you mean? Nof cater for the cxam.? But you
hava ontered for it.”

“1 wish to withdraw, sir.”

[ 1] W'h:"?”

* Because—begause—~—"" The junior broke off helplessly.
What reason was he to give? It was impossible to give one,

* Well, because what?"

“I1—I don't wish to go in for it, air."

* Nonsenge !

“I mean at, sie.”

“ Nonsense!" repeated Mr. Quelch. “You have been
working too hard, and your nerves are in a bad stote.
You have been looking very pale and Il lately, Russell.
¥ou have as good & chance as any other compotitor; in fact,
o better chance than any of thoe others, in my opinion. You
must go on with it now,"”

*“1—1I'd rather not, sic !"

“1 cannot have thia,' said the Remove-master. It is
nonsense ! What will your father say! You have told me
how he has been building on your sucepss.”™

“1 know, sir; but—but——""

“ But what?"

“1 can't go in for if, sic.”

“ Do vou mean that you have no hope of success ¥

“0Oh, no, sir!"

“Then what do you mean?' asked the Forme-masioer
sharply and irritably, *“I suppese you have some motive
for this very strange conduct, Russel{?™

“I—I don't want to enter, sir; that's all”

“ Yot you believe you have a good chanee!"

* Yeas, sir; 1 suppose so."

““1 cannot allow this. Of course, I suppose you are free fo
sct a3 you like in the matter; but if you decide upon this,
I insist that you write at once to vour father, and tell Lim
what you have decided upon,”” said Mr. Quelech. “ He has a
right to know and to give lus opinion on the matter.”

*Yos, sir. I intended to tell him.)”

“The examination 18 on Tuesday,” said the TRemove.
mastor. " Take till thiz cvening to think it aver, Russell
That will leave time to write to your father”
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“T=I would rather write to him at onee, sir. I've mades
up my mind about the matter.”

“I refuse to allow you to worry your father in this way!™
said Mr. Quelch sharply. *‘You will take till to-night to
think it over, and try to eome to & more sensible decision.
Then, if you are still of the same mind, come and tell me o,
and you shall write to Mr. Russell and tell him.”

& mg well, sip!” .

The Form-master -walked on angrily. He did not under
stand Russell, and he could see that Dick’s decision was
caused not wholly by more nervousness. Ile had taken a
groat deal of trouble in helping Dicle, and the boy’s conduet
seomed to him rude and ungracions, Two or three fellows
had heard the colioguy, and they gathered round Dick after
the Form-master was gone,

“ What on earth do you mean, Bussell?” Harry Wharton
asked. * You ean't seriously mcan to stand out of the
oxam, '’

rl-1 d‘}‘jr
5 33 B?lgj: after working for it as you have—after all you have

ane

Dick smiled in & ghastly wav.

“It's what I've done that makes me withdraw," he said.

“1I don't understand vou,”

“Well, T can’t explain, but it's impossible for me to enter
for the exam.,” =said Dick, almost wildly. = Don't ask me
about it! ‘Don’t talk about it! I can't stand it"

And he walked away.

. The juniors looked after him, and leoked at one another,
in_astonishment and alarm,

Dick Russell puzzled them more and more.

 Blessed if 1 don’t think he's going off his giddy rocker,"
said Bob Cherry soberly. “ This is what comes of sticking
indoors swotting, instead of playing footer.”

“It must be overstudy,’” Harry Wharton agreed. “I
hope Russell will change his mind. He's been working for
the exam. like & nigger.”

“ That's what it is,”" said Mark Linley quictly, *I remem-
ber when I was gomng in for my scholarship 1 had waorked
very hard, and just before the exam, I felt quite sick about
it, and T ecame jolly near giving the whole thing up, and
going back to the factory.”

“ Jolly lm:iqi fm: didn't."”

“¥es; and [ hope Russell will think better of it.*

“1 think there's somcthing more in it than that, though,"
said Wharton thoughtfully. * Russell seems to have had
somothing on his mind Jately—blessed if I understand what.
I never knew he was such a bundle of nerves, anyway."

Dy the time morning lessons were over, all tha Remave
knew that 1dick Russell was going to cut the exam. for the
Iundred. - Some of |Ilﬂ'f[iﬂﬂﬁ.‘! remonstrated with him, but
et the junior to talk on the subject.

that he knew he had no chance, and
had only entered for the exam. from “aswank.” Buot that
taunt failed to have any effect upon Russell. ¥e had marked
out the path he was to follow, and he followed it.

He wa: very quiet and subdued that day, but much casier
than he had been in his mind ever sinee that unlucky moment
when he had seen the exam. paper in Mr., Quelch’s study,

Early in the evening he tapped at Mr., Quelch’s door, and
the Form-master bade him cnter.

Mr. Quelely’s face was unusually stern az he saw Russell.

" Well, Russell, I hope you have come to tell me that you
have tl':ﬂllg']'::!.' better of yvour extracidinary decision,” he said,

they could not even
Bolsover & Co. averr

“ What have you decided upon, then?”

** Not to cnier for the exam., sir™

Mr. Quelch gave him a sharp and searching lock.

" Bit down, Russell,” he said abroptly.

Russell sat down.

“Now, my boy,” sald the Form-master, “cxplain to mo
what you mean by this. I know you are in a state of nervous
tension, but that alene does not account for vour action. You
have some other motive,”

Dick's lips moaved, but he did not spealk.

“Is that not the case, Russell?”

H1—1 suppose so, sir’

“You suppose 0! You know, T should presume?”

*Ye-en, sir™ ,

““Wall, what 15 the motive ?”

Dick was silont, "

“I bhave a right to koow,” said Mr. Quelch. “ As your
Form-master, and as your well-wisher, I have a right to
know, to say nothing of the fact that I have expended a
certain amount of valuable fime in preparing you for this
examination.” i

“I—=I--1 am sorry, sir.' .

“When did you come to this decision 1™

“On Bunday, sic"

“ And why?"

Mo reply.
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“You refuse to confide in me, then, Russell !

“*I-—1 have nothing to tell you, sic.”

“"Do you mean to say that vou have taken thiz extra-
ordinary step, Hussell, and that you are prepared to infiict
thiz bitter disappointment upon your father and mothoer,
with no motive at all 1™

*(Oh, no, no, sir!”?

“*Then what is your motive ¥

Silenea,

My. Quelch wuited for & few momenis, and then a frown
settled upon his brow. He was angry—very angry, and Dick
knew it; but he could not help tt. He waa doing what was
right, what he felt driven to do. It wes through his own
act, but he hod ne other rescurce but to act as he was doing.
And it was imnossible to explain.

“Yery well,” said the Bemove-master, compressing his
ips; I shall have to form my own conclusions. Either
you are too wdle to continue to work for the examination, or
you must have made some anangement with another com-
petitor to stand out.”

Dick starvted.

“0h, no, sir—no!*

“"You had a metive other from thosze 7

n?{! aipy ¥

“ And you refuse to tell me what it 15"

“1—I cannot, sir"

“* That 13 nonsense. However, T will not argue with vou.
I have spoken to you for your own good, and you decline
to listen to me. o and write to your father; and I alen
shall write to lum," said Mr. Queleh. ' Leave my study.”

And Dick left it, to go 1o his own room and write that
letter to Ius father. It was not an casy letter to write, but
it had 1o be written, He could not allow his father (o
imagine that he was attending the exam.. when he was doing
nothing of the sort: and besides, Mr. Quelch was gmn% to
write, in any case. The letter had to be written, but Dick
began it a dozen times without satisfving himself. He per-
sisted at last, and wrote the letter through, and a miserable,
tear-stained letter it was that he finelly cnclosed in an
envelope and addressed to his father.

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER

Driven to the Wall!

HE day of the examination dawned
upon Groyviriara. To the fellows
who were not directly concerned
in the exam. for the Hundred,

the day was as gther days; but to the
competitors it was a day of mental stress
and auxiety. There were six or seven
of them, of different Forms, and the
were all keen to win., INeenest of all,
probably, had heen Dick Ruseell; but
now Dick Hussell's name was scratehoed
from the list. 1le was not to enter, and
the other entraniz heard the news with
yatisfaction, for the most part.

Drck Ruassell, Mark Linley, and Daw-
lish, of the Fifth, were supposed to have
tho best chianees, and Lick’s withdrawal
meant that o dangerous opponent was goneo.

Ddick was silent about 1t; and his Forme-fellows, curious as

ey were, were not able to satisfy their curiosity.

Mr. Quelch did not mention the subject to Russell again,
He was very angry and annoyed, and he looked wpon the
boy as coprwious and ungrateful, and refuscd to trouble his
heoad about him further.

ek wondered whether his father would come to Groy-
friars about the matter. He had little doubt that he would.
He could guess what sensation and dismay his letter had
caused n the family eivele. His father would be annoyved,
alarmed, angry. It waos almost ecortain that he would come
directly to Greyfriars, by the first available train, to remon-
gtrata with the boy., Dick tried to nerve himself for the
ordeal.

At overy sound in the Close that morning, whilo leszonz
were going on, Lick Russell started nervously. It came at
last. Trottor brought In a messape that Russell’s father had
come, and wished permiszion to speak to his son. My
Quelch signed to Russell to come out from the class.

“Your father is waiting to see you in your study, Russell,”
he said coldhy. " You may go there and see lim.”

“Thank vou, =ir,” suid Dick, with a sinking heart.

He walked slowly out of the Form-room. It was not very
for to his siudy, but it took Dick some time to arrive there.
He shrauk from the interview, but it had to be gone through.
Fo opened the heavy door at last and cntered the quiet,
ghndy roon.

Ilis father was standing there.

Dick looked timidly at his faec. It was paler than usual
and the sevore expression was nore severe, the brows were
knitted. There wos no kindness in it.

“ Father!™
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Mr. Russell waved his son’s timid hand away.

“1 had a letter from you this morning, Dick.™

“ Yee, father.”

“You inform me that vou have decided not to enter for
the ezamination.'

“Wes, father," Dick muttered.

“I had another letter from Mr. Queleh, telling me that for
some utterly imexplicable motive you had withdrawn from
the exantination at the last moment,™

“ Yo, father"

“I have come to listen to your cxplanation,” said Mr.
Hueaell harshly. ** What explanation thave you to give?”

Dick did not answer.

1 sam waiting, Dick.”

“I can’t give any explanation,” said Dick desperately.
How conld he ewmfess the truth to this harsh, severs man?
Mr. Russell, probably, had never had a dishonourable thought
in his mind all his life long, but, like many thoroughly
honourable and upright men, he had no understanding n?, or
sympathy with, a weaker nature. If he had known what
Dick had to tell him, he would bave turned from his son
in horror and contempt. And that Dick felt that he could
not. enduare.

Mr, Russell frowned more thunderously.

“ No explanation, Richord 7

“N-nno, sie.” Dick’s voice faltered: when his father
celled him Richard, he knew that the old mao was tterly
anmEry.

“ And why not?®"

Dick was silent,

“ Mr. %ue]c}l has explained to me that it is not because you
feel you have no chance of success, FEven if you did fecl so,
it would be your duty to enter, and do vour best, for the
sake of your famiky,™

“[—1 know, father.”

“Then what melive—what honoursable motive—can you
have for refusing to enter!” demanded
Mr. Bussell.

The boy did not aneswer.

“Am I to conclude that wou have
made a compact with eome other com-
wihitor—that you arc acting n this way

or a bribe?” asked hiz [ather,

Dick flushed crimson.

“] hope you donu't think so badly of
me aa that, Jll:ll:.]'nzr.”'

“ Then what am I to think

ad i___l__:_'_'”‘

“ Explain your conduct, sir. You
know what a blow this is to mae. You
cannct fermnin at Greylriars after this
term without mwoney, and this is your
only chance of obtaining moncy honestly.
Vour uncle may do something for you
if you pass thiz examination. f you
throw it up he will wash his hands of

ou. He may even decling to pny your
ecs here further, even if you could xlny.
Your mother will be cruelly disappointed. T have not teld
her yet, bat if you persist 2 this T must tell her. Are you
mad, Dicle? Wikl you cause all this trouble for & mere whim,
i eaprice "

“(Yh, father!™ ]

““If you have any motive—ah
anvthin th?’t can be underst

LL

e

N
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reason that is reasonable,
, tell me what it is."”

“I am waiting, Richard.”

] haven't anything to say, father.'

" Richard I' ;

The tears came inte Russell's eyes. He knew how his
conduct must appear to his futher--capricious, neglectiul, un-
dutiful. e was paying the penalty now, and the penauity
of what he had fFﬁt‘!{r ecemed too heavy.  After all, wny
should he not enter—why should he not make use of the
knowledge he had pained? His own father-—unknowingly—
waos urging liim upon the dewnward path. .

There wag silence in the study. Mr. Russell was keeping
his anger in check, and Dick had nothing to say. The teinn-
tation lasted only for & moment; he drove it from his i,
and stood fumly before his fnther,

“* Richard " zaidd Mr. Russell, at Jast.
atidd hard, and seemed to cut like steel.
vou have resclved upon this?"

Y Yep father.'

“There is one thing wvou seem fo have forgotten—that
aven in these.modern davs, when young people take so much
apon themaclves, the authority of perents ia not whelly
abolished,’” said Mr. Bussell grimly. * You have forgoticn
that; I must recall it to your mind. I will not allow you to
do this”

Lrick started.

ITis voice was cold
“You tell me that
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“I will not allew you to withdraw from the examination,

Richard,” said Mr. Russell, raising his voice a little. * I

decline to allow anything of the sort. If you will not
cntar for it from sour own will, you will do so0 becansz I
ecommand yveur. Do vou understand 2"

Rusaoll stood dumb. ITe had noi expecied this; he had
not counted upon i, Tlow ensy the path of deceit and dis-
honesty bad been,  Hlow diffienlt it wes to try to get back to
the poths of honesty !  How hard—how terribly hard —to do
what was right !

" You understand me, Richard?

* ¥Yos, father”

“You will entar for this examination. You will try your
hardest, and you will, I hope, win. If you fail, you will
have done your duty., You understand ™

“Father, [ ean't.”

“ You will not refuse to obey me, Richard

“Fother ™

X hardly thank that you will do that," suid Mr, Russell,
his voice harder and sharper than ever; “bul if you do nol
obay me, Richard, you will do well to think of the con-
sequences in advancs, A son who refuses to obey me is no
son of mine. [f vou dizrerard my authority, I will never
oo yvou again-=my home shall not be vour homea, [ will
never speak to you, I will never look upon yonr fave again,
Waigh the consequences, Richurd, before vou decide to rebel
againat your father's authority,”

Ruossell groaned.

B “rHu’r you will not disobey me,” said Mr. Russell coldly.

':'.':DLLWIh do as I tell you. You will enter the examin-
afion.

*I=I ean't!™

“¥ou can, and vou shall!” Mr. Ruszell raised his hand,
and his volee fook on a deep and commanding tons, “ I
order von to enter this examination. Disobey me at vour
own peril! [ have no more to sav to you.”

He turned and left the study.

Hussell stood as if stunned. He heard his father's foot-
steps dig away down the passage, and he did net move. Ha
came to himself ot last. He ran to the door.

Y Father "

ITis voice echoed in the empty corridor.
gone,

Dick Russell turned back dully into the study. His father
had ordered him, with all the weight of a father's authority,
to do what he knew he could not do—what was left out of
that terrible tangle?

Thers was only one way out—confession !

The boy realised it with a groan. That was what he had
fought against—what he had staved off ns long as possible—
but it had come to that! He waa driven to the wall at last!

ITis father was

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Confession,

0B CHERRY clapped BRussell on the shoulder sym-

pathetically when the Remove came out of the Form-

rFH:l':m after lessona. Russell was looking white and
sick.

“Ifad a rnﬁging?" Bob asked.

Russell nodded.

“1 theught so. I caught sight of your guvnor's face as

ha ?a.aseli the Form-room door,” said Hob. *0OFf courss, you

could only ex him to cut up rough, under the cires.

Ho must have been ratty."”

Rusgsell emiled faintly.

"“He waa!"” he said.

“ But it’s all over now," said Bob encouragingly. “ Parents
do these things, you know. A chap slways expects s cortain
amount of ragging from his honoured elderly relations.

e things are only sent to &ry us, you know ; so buck up,
and come and have a ginger-pop, and then help me punt a
footar about."

Rusasll shoolk his head.

“I've got to ses the Head,” he replied.

Bob whistled,

“Going to enter for the exam. after all?” he asked,

[ 11 nh* nn !ll

“Going to have a licking "

iL HID-,” ] : :

“1 see—it's just a friendly call on the Head, to have a
chat with the old boy about the woather, and things
generally,” said Bob Cherry with a grin.

But Russell did not laugh; he did not feel like laughing
just then. Ho gave Bob Cherry a nod and walked away to-
wards the Head's study. Bob looked after him. and shook
his head very seriously.

“ It won't do!" he remarked.

" What won't do?" asked Nugent.

“This won't! If I ever found a school, and found prizes
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and things,'” said Bob Cherry sagely, "1 shall have =
hundred quid for the chap who's the best kick at goul, and
lifty quid for the best bowler, and prizes for swimming and
crching.  None of your blessed Latin prose and robten maths.
{ﬂr me ! But thosz old joknnies never had any sense, you
oW,

“ta, ha, ha!™

Dick Russell tappsd ot the Head's donr. The deep,
plaasant voice of Dr. Locke bade himm enter, and he went
in, Dr. Locke had just scated himself at his desk, but he
laid down his pen very patiently. [lo had intended to put
i a quarter of an hour at the edition of Q. Horatins Flaceus,
which he was prepa ring i astonish the zcholastic world with.
But_he was always resigned to interruptions.

“Russell! Ah! Mr. Quelch has spoken to me abouf
:rn:u,' ho said, in his kindly way. “ It seems that vou have
withdrawn from the exarination for this alternoon”

“ Yoy, siv," said Dielk

“ Mr. Quelch iz disappointed, and [ understand that vour
father is also. I {rust you have an adeguate reasen for this
decision.”

"* Yon, gir."

“It is very uanfortunaie, under {he circumstances, It is
not too late for you fo change vour inind onee mors,” sand
}hﬁ lr;:zr:-ad kindly., “ Have you considered the matter care-
ully

“ Very carefully, sir.”

“1 suppose you l:now your own businoss best, Rusecll;
but 1 have sesn your father this morning, and I understand
from him that he bao commanded you to enter. In that
case, of courze, you have no choice in the matter. It is im-
possible for yon to disregard a2 command from your father,
I presume.”

“Oh, aie !

Dr. Locke fromwned a little.

“You are surely not thinking of disubeying your father,
Bussell,”” he exclaimed etarnly.

“I don't know what to do, sir,” muttered Bussell.

“Ah! You have coma to me for advice on the subject.
Undoubtedly you must obey your father, whatever reason
vou may have had for ‘T’ﬂur decision,” said the ITead. * There
¢an be no guestion whataver upon that point, Rusaell. 1
am amazed that yvou should even think of hesitating 1"

* Bat—but you don't know what my reason was, sie”’

“I am prepared to hear it."”

Diclkk Hussell stood before the Head with downeast eves.
Now that the crucial moment had come, he felt {hat he conld
not utter the words. How could he tell that kindly old
gentlemaon of what he had done? How could he look into
that candid, honourable face, and explain that he was a
cheat? But it waa easier to tell the Head than to tell his
father.

Should he tell him?

There waa yet timoe. Ho could make some Bimsy etcuse
for having come there. He could enter the examination,
and carry off the prize—it was yet possible. It seemed os if
some tempting demon were whispering in his ear.

“ Well, Bussell?"” said the Head, surprised at the boy's
ﬁ}lenq?. “I am waiting for sou. Please do not waste
ima,

Lhel pulled himself together.

“I can't enter the exam., sir,’” he said, in a low voice, *1
—IL can't! It's unpossible, and I must tell you why, be-
cnﬁaﬁr—ll:ﬁc?usa my father has ordered me to do it!"

c P

“1 ean't enter, sir, because—hecaunse—— Oh!" Dick's
voles broke and trailed away. “Oh, I can't tell you!”

“Go on, Russell!” said the Head, wvery quietly. The
anguish in the boy's face moved him strangely. Ha under-
stopd that there was something in this that neither Mr.
Russell nor the Remove-master had suspected.

“1've seen the papors, sir.”

Dk Bussell blurted out the words, ss if he were in a
hurry to get them uttered, before he yielded to the tempta-
tion to lkeep his lips closed and keep the secret.

Dr. Locke started. Whatoever he might have expected, ha
had not expected that. He fixad his eves upon the boy,

“You have seon the papers!"” he repeated.

“* ¥, sir.”” Dick spolke more freely now that it was onco
gut. That weight was gone from his mind, at all events.
“I've seen the papers, sir."”

““The papera for the examination this afternoon "

“* Yes, air."

“¥You—you amaze me," said the Head. " Do you mean
to say that the papers, which I entrusted to Mr. Quelch,
have been left about, and that you have seen them by
accident ?'’

Dick groaned under lus breath. Even yet the Head did
not understand, so hard was it for him to comprehend niean-
ness and dishonesty.

“ No, sir,” muttered the junior,

“BOUND BY HONOUR,” ‘= t:ezssks op. L.



“ It—it wzs not by—by sccident.™

The Head frowned.

“You have seen the paiera—hut- not by mecident? Do
you mean, then, that you have deliberately looked st the
papers in cdvance, Russell 1** T

“ Yes, sir."

" Good heavens!"

The Head was silent for a few moments, his eyes fixed
upon Ruszell. He wos surprised, shoclked, and angry. His
voice was very different when he spoke again.

““You did this utterly dishonourable thing, Russell, with
the intention of taking an unfair sdvantage of your com-
petitors in tha examination "

“ 1 suppose so, sir.”

“But I do not guite understand. It is inconceivable to me
that Mr. Quelch could be 2o careless with the papers. It is
always a custom to keep them under lock and key. Tell me
how you came to see them."

“J—I saw them by chance in a drawer in Mr. Quelch’s
room, sir,” muttered Dick. **I was there for extra tuition
—Mr. Quelch wos helping me. That was before he had seen
the papers himsell, of course. I suppose he hed put them
in the drawer till he had time to see to them. I—I saw &
bit of the print by chance, and guessed what it was."

** But that was not enough to tell you much, Russell—a
slight ﬁh“%’ for & moment, at a portion of the paper.”

“I—1 came down that night, sir, and—and took out the
papers, and copred them down,” sad Russell, in a faint
YO10a.

Do you mean to say that Mr. Quelch left the examina-
tion papers in an unlocked drawer, where any boy might
kave seon them?"’

“ He must have, sir—I found them there.”

4] eonnot understand this, Mr. Quelch is ususlly so
careful, so methodical. 1 uimpl'ﬁ cannot understand it. How-
ever, il you tell me that you have done so, I suppose it 1s
true. You have, them, in your possession ﬂ'mﬂi of the
1}&11:1;5 that will be served out for the examination this after-
noon "

“ Yes, air”

“ ¥You have studied the questions, I suppose, to prepare
vourself for the examination ™

“I have sir.”

**Then_ you have simply to walk into the examination.
room and take the prize? .

Dick nodded; his voice was failing him. There was
thunder on the 'bruw of the Head, and the junior would not
have keen surprised if the doctor Eud expelled him upon the
spot. He stood like a criminal swaiting his sentence,

But slowly the frown faded away from the doctor’s brow.

“ And why have you come to me, Russelli” he said, more
eoftly. “If you deliberately did this dishonourable thing,
with the intention of scoring unfairly over the other boys,

“ Then what do i%u mean ™

why have you told me about it, when it makes it impossible

for you to enter? Is that why you wished to withdraw from
the cxamination?”

' -ﬂ-n‘d "i'i'h}' -

“ 11 felt I couldn't do.it, sir,”” Russell muttered. " I—I
felt like a cheat and a thiel” ‘

“"¥ou would have been both if you had entered the
examination-room with this knowledge gained beforehand,”
said the Head severely. ‘‘But, I must take ii, that you
mi}mﬁrﬂd of your conduct, and, did not wish te profit by it?"

‘Yes, groaned Dick. "I you knew what Fve been
through, sir, sinca I copied down the paper, I think you'd
feel sorry for me.”

“My dear boy, I can understand—and although I blame
you very scverely for what you did, I can understand, too,
that you are op to dishonesty by noture, when you
determined not to profit by your knowledge,” said the
Head kindly. * You intended, then, to withdraw from the
examination, and say nothing?'

' Yeg, air: that is what 1 meant to do.”

“ Then, why have you coma to mel”

* Bepause— use my father has ordered me to enter,”
said Dick miserably. * I—I couldn't—and—and I hadn’t the

luck to explain to him. I had to tell you, sir; now you

now, it's impossible for me to enter, and you can tell my
father go. I—I don’t mind how much youw punish me, now
that’s off my mind."”

Tt is eertainly nnt%usaibl{r for you to enter for the examina-
tion, if you know the papers in advance,” said the Head.
“But I cannot hElﬂ thinking that you are labouring under
some mistake. Buch carelessness on the part of Mr. Quelch
ﬁ maredli}hle; Pray, wait here, Russell, while 1 speak to

r. Quelch.’

The Head rang the bell for Trotter, and gave him a
message. The page doparted, and in a few minutes the
Remove-rmaster E;ﬁpcrred the study., He glanced at Russell,
and then at the Head

“You sent for me, sir?’

“Ves, Mr. Quelch. I have heard a strange story from
Russell—a very strange story,"” said the Head. “I do not
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“ Yes,' said Mr. Quelch, in wonder. .

He glanced at the junior again. Hussell did not meet his
eyes; his glance had sunk, and he dared not rsise it. His
face was burnmg—burning with bitter shame! Ho had done
wrﬂ-ﬂﬁ, and he had repented—and he expected punishment—
but the humiliation of it was almost more then he could bear.

THE EIGATEENTH CHAPTER,
Light at Last!

ICK RUSSELI. stood silent, with burning chechs. He
wished it was over—done with! Why had the Head
sent for Mr. Quelch—why was there 1o be talk about
it7 Why did pot the Head cane him—expel him—any-

thing, so that he could escape from all eyes and gut away
somewhere alone with his disgrace and musery?

“Mr, Quelch! I gave the papers for the examination thet
takes place to-day to you!”

" Certainly, mirl”

" You eorrected the proofs,
pripgal,

en,
m.'.;dw?“ did you do with them while they were in your
8 ¥

“J kept them Tocked in my desk, sir,’” esid Mr. %ﬂﬂlﬂh
in womfler “1 amsnre you that overy care was laken o©
them, if that is what you mean, sir.”

“ Vou did not leave them in any place where it was pos-
sible for & junior to see them by chance or design?”

“ Clertainly not. Except when they were in my hends,
they wero under lock an -'i:n;r, and certainly no one had any
opportunity of seeing them.'

Dick Russell raised his eyes, ‘ His brain seemed to turn in
a whirl 25 ho Hstened. What was the Remove-master upi:’g?
He could hardly think that Mr. Quelch wes telling falge-
hoods to conceal his own carclessness. But what else was he
to think? Had the Form-master taken leave of him sensest

" You did not leave the papers in the drawer of the table
in_your -study, Mr. Quelch?”

“"Certainly not!"

The Head smiled & little, ]

' Then, Russell is Inbouring under a strange mistake. Hé
has confessed to me his reston for not entering the examina:
tion, and that is, that he has seon the papers in advance, and
does not wish to profit by having done sol”

Mr. Quelch loo amazed. .

“The boy must be dreaming!” he exclaimed. “ He has
certainly not scen the palg:ers. All the time they have been
in my care, e::a:eptlg wherd I had them in my own hands,
they have been locked up.”

*““¥ou hear that, Ruasell "’

Dick started. ;

““V¥es gir, 1 hear it. I don’t understand. It was just as
1 told you, sir—Mr. Quelch must have forgotten.” :

] have forgotten nothing,” said the Remove-master, with-
asperity. " \:'ghem and when da you pretend that you have
seen these papersl” _

T saw them by mccident in the drawer of your table,
sir, and—and came down the sama night and copied them,™
faltered Dick. * Ive owned up to the Head, sir.”

* You must be dremning. 'This sppears to me to be &
hallucination, sir, perhaps due to overwork in preparing for
the examination,” said Mr. Quelch, “I certainly never
laced the papers in the drawer of my table—and if 1 bad
gam; go, 1 should hardly have left the drawer open for nn{-
body to seo thom. I simply cannot understand how Russell
got this idea inco his haui.” ,
““But—but I have the copy of the paper, gir!” gasped

4k hlt !J.

“1 copied them down, sir— I —I have the copy in my
]I:mc!a:et.,” muttered Dick. “ Don't you remember, sir, when

asked you to coach me on the Tenth Ode of Horoce It
was because 1 had seen a bit of that Ode on the paper. I—I
was afraid you would guess, but you didn’t.”

Mr. Quelch looked more and more astonished.

“That is convincing,” he said, **Dr. Locke, os vou drew
up the papers in the first place, you will remember that
there is. nothing from the Tenth Ode of Horace upon them.”

The Doctor nodded. ]

“1 am quile aware that that is so,” ho said. " This
unfortunate lad—""

Byt I have the paper—tho copy T made " almost shricked
Russell. For ono terrible moment the thought asailed lum
that it was inderd s hallucination—that he was mad. “
tel} you I have the copy, sir.”

' Show it to me, then,’’ said Mr. Qualch abruptly.

Dick Russell fumbled in his pocket for the guilty pa]i::r.

2
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and returned them to the
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Ila drow it out, and passed it to Mr. Queleh., The Remove.
mwiaster, more amazed than ever at thizs proof that Dick’s
story was not the mers firment of an over-excited brain,
took the paper, and unfolded it. - He read through the
Jottings upon it with growing astonishment.

" Dear me!" he exclaimed at laat.

“Well, Mr. Q
mako of it?’

" Dear mao 1™

Then Mr. Queleh burst inte a laugh,

“Mre Quelch!™ exclaimed the Head.

* Exeuse me, sir,” exclnimed the Bemove-master, becoming
Erave again at once “But really, th:s matter has its
hwnorona side.  Russcll has cortainly copied down a paper
that was in the drawer of my table—I had forgotten it,

ceause 1 was of o impoctance whatever., If Russell had
searched further, he would have found a good many such
papers in that drawer, This paper, which he has copind

Gwn, i3 the paper that was nsed in the smne examination
last year, and it bears no resemblance whatever to the
Pagar vaed this vear

Thr Head smiled.

Dick Ruossoll staggered baek, Ho canght at a chaic for
aupport. or he woauld have fallen to the floer' e under
staod now !

- This is simply an old examination paper,”” aaid Mr.
%w[nh, "It was certainly for the exam. for the Founder's

fundred, but it was last” vear's cxam, ussell, of course,
dit not enter for that, and diel not knaw anvthine albout
the papoer—henee lis mistake. You foolish oy, f Horace's
Teath Ode had been on the paper, and vou had asked mo
what you did, do you think I should not have suspchod
somothing **

¥ I--1-~1 wondered why yon didn't. sir'

Efr. Quelch laughed apain.

And can you think that I should Lo so extraordinarily
careloss, Russoll, as to leave important oxamination papers
in such a place? Those papers thst you have copicd are
atill in the drawer of my table. The real examination
papers ave locked up in my desk. where they hava beeon
maco they came back from the printer’s: and they wil)
remain there ill they are sorved out in the examination-
rooum this afterncon,’

}’?-uk gu_.aﬁe_-d for breath.

. Alr,
Mr. Quelch slowly tore up the paper at a sign from the
- Dick Russcll holdl on to the back of the chair. He
folt as if he would faint! How he had sulfered—and il for
nothing! If he had gone inlo the exumination-room, [re-
i:lmd_ for those questions and for na others, he would have
ad little chance of winning. The certainty he had counted
tlpi'!h--ﬂ'll_lxt- was it? TL‘MF}’ enough, honesty was the best

icy. -
Dr. Locke fixed his eyes upon the boy,
‘You have done vory, very wrong, Rusacll,” he said; in

uelch ¥ asked the Flead. * What do vou

his grave voice. “But I think we may say that you have
atoned for it by & sincere repentance. When you beliaved
that the oxamipation was in your hands, you refused to
profit by the knowledge you had unfaify gained, and, I
think, may be taken as a sufficicnt atonement. I do not
think vou are likely to stray into such a path again.”

“(h, no, sir, never,” muttered Dick. “I've been
punished—you don’t know what I've felt on the matter, sir.”

“I think I do know, Russell, and for that reason [
pardon you, and shall say nothing move about the matter.”
said Tte. Tiocke gravely. “* And as it turns out, Russell, that
you kanow ne more about the examination-papers than any
other person does, there 15 no reason why you should wnot
compete alter all™

ek gasped.

“ You-—vou will allow me to enter, sir?™ he stammercd.

“Yes, Russell. What vou have done shall be forgotten—
you have atoned for it.  From this moment you shall look
ahead, not back—but I am sure you will not forpet the
lesson you have had. You shall entor for the examinution—
there 13 no reason why von shonld not. You may go, my
Loy ; and reinember, always, that the old saying is trus,
that houcsty i3 the best policy, and that the best thing a
boy, or & man either, can do, is to play the game—to play
ﬂmrﬁqﬂme fair and square all the time, Russell. You may
zo!

Dick Ruzacll seemed to Lo walking on air as he left. tha
study. He ran inte Bob (Merry in the passape, and ﬂla]i:p-ed
him on the shoulder, with.a happy laugh. Bob stared 2t him

* Hallo, hallo, halle! Blessed if I ever saw auch a quick-
change artist as vou are!" he exclaimed. *“VYou seem to
have had a jolly pleasant chat with the Head about the
weather, if 1t's ed you up like this."

Dick laughed joyously.

“I'm going in ft-;r the exam. after all!" he said.

“0h, vou've cha;ngied vour mind again, have you?® said
Bob Cherry. *'I'm glad to hear it. I hope you'll have good
luck. Best wishes, my son ™

And Bob Cherry's good wishes scemed to bear fruit; far
Dick Russell did have good luck!

When the announcement was made, Russoll's name stood
at the head of the list, Mark Linley's coming second, and
Prawlish's third, Dick Russell had carried off the Hundred
by sheer hard work and determination, and his Form-fellows
congratulated him, but none of them knew what the lad
had been through during those dark daya when he had
allowed himself. for a short time, to abandon the path of
honour, and had becn drivea 4o the wall!

THE EXD.
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WIIY TEACHER WAILED.
" ¥ou boy over in the corner 1™
Thua the brutal examiner to the most nervous boy in the
Now House.
The boy over in the cornar shot up like a bolt.

“ Anawer thia," continued the examiner. ** Do we eat tho
Aesle of the whale®"

“Yeooves, sir " faltorad the scholar,

“And what,” pursued the examiner, “ do we do with the
bones "

. M P-please, pir,' responded the nervous one, with chatter-
ing teeth, * w-wa loavo 'em on the s-sides of our plates, '

A QUESTION OF HEARING.

FEiThﬁ strapping farmer strode anxiously islo the post-
offico.

“Have you got any letter [or Miko Howe?™ he asked.
The pew postmaster looked him up and dewn.

“For whom "' ha snapped,

" Mike Iowe,” ropeated the farmor.

f:]I don't understand,” roturnad the postmaster, Lurning
asule,
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“Don't understand!" roared the farmer.
understand plain Fnglish ?
letter for Mike Howe !

“Well, I haven’t!" sanorted the postmaster.
have I a letter for anybody else's cow !

. “Can't you
I asked you if you've got any

“ Neither
Get out ™

QUITE CORRECT.

Iis name was Stein, and he wore & diamond ring.  Also,
he was a commercial-traveller for the well-known City firm
of Btein, Stein & Stein.

On the train he cncountered Derg, of the firm of Berg,
Berg & Berg.

. " Mine friendt,” execlaimed Stein enthusiastically, “1 haf
Jjoost lg-:mm [rom Birmingham! How much do you dink I
aoldt haf "

** How should I know—ah*™ aszlod Berre.

“Of gourse yvou dond't know ! replied Stein.  * But vhat
do you guess

“Oh" hazarded Berg, *about half 1™

“Eh ! exclaimed Stein, puzzled. © Half vhat ™

“¥hy," retorted Berg, “half vhat yvou say.”

TIHE SEATS OF THE MITEY.

" Cheesze, sie?"" inqguired the Sandow-muscled waiter,
 Certainly I replied tho diner. “ Catch me a Limburgoer,®

The waiter made & gral at the sideboard, and seized one
just in the nick of time. 2

“ Now catch me a gorgonzola,” said the diner.

Grappling with it violently, the strong waiter brought it
aver.

“Now,"” saill the diner, “let them race across the tablo
te me, and I'll take the winner."”

“BOUND BY HONOUR,™ i tbi® pisoi's [SEX. Mbrery.
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THE OPENING CHAPTERS.

Ferrers Lord, the famous multi-millionaire and inventor,
stortles the world by entering tho lists against Professor
Hupley, the celebrated American scientist, whe iz sbout to
start in scarch of the Morth Pole in his wonderful airship
the Cloud King. Lord announces his intention of starting
for the Pole at the same time in his mysterious submarine
the Lovd of the Deecp, and makes a match "of it with the
professor for the gigantic sum of a million pounds! The
preliminaries are scttled, and two judges are appointed—one
fo travel on board each of the two strange competing eraft.
Ferrers Lord is sccompanied by all his old fiiends on the

Lord of the Deep, including Ching-Lung and Rupert
Thurston; while Professor Hugley has a Cuban  named
Paraira with him, and Estebian Gacehio, o nogro. The two
ccoundrels murder Professor Hugley amd two of the
crew on the voyage, sssume command of the Clond King,
and plot against the life of Ferrers Lord. .
Menntime, Ferrers Lord, Ching-Lung, Thurston, Van

Witter, and Gan-Waga, an Eskimeo, go out hunting, the
latter three on u eledge, and Ching-Lung and the million-
aire on snow-shoes. Ching-Lung sights a small balleon, and
an shooting it discovers that it bears a message from
Clement Morwith, the judge on board the Cloud King, ask-
ing for their help. = While pursuing musk-oxen, the
oocupants of the sledge suddenly disappear. Ferrers Lord,
hurryving to the epot, finds them seated at the bottom of &
deep snow hole.
(Mow go on with the story.)

The Passage to the Pole—Mysteriors Footprinis—A
. Mastodon |

" Hallo!" Ferrers Lord said. * What are you doing down

ere ¥’ :
th"] reckon it's a kind of a dog-fight 1 said Van Witter,
“Qur noble and estecmed friend Thurston was driving, and
ride comes before a fall.”
g "] couldn't help it, okl chap,” grinned Thurston. * How
could 1 pull up in time? Why don’t they build the&;&
disgustin® sledges with brakes? Say, Gan, anyihing broken 7'

gamWagn chuckled n= he examined the harness. 1 was
intact, but the accident would cause some delay. The holo
was quite fourteen feet deep.  Ching-Lung, hearving souunds
of mirth, came slowly up, winking to himscl, and pushing a
spowhall before him. The snowhall grew rapidly in size. He
chouldered it almost to the edge of the hollow, and then
propelled it over the brink. 1 .

It fcll on Gan-Waga and Thurston, and, bursting, buried
themn waist deep. ‘ o

“ear me ' said Ching-Lung, starimg innocently at the
sky. * What a big snowfluke I

“ AN vight ! roaredd Thurston, * Wait 41l T zet hold of
you, you httle imp! We'll torture him, Gan, till he squeals
aeain.  How are we going to get out of here?”

" Fasy 'nough,’” answered Gan-Waga., * Make steps, and
pull does up, thow you.”
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He took a broad hatchet from his belt, and swung it back
to drive it into the frost-bound earth beneath the thin layer
of ice and smow. The hatchet shot out from his hand, and
tha snow poured down in an avalanche., The mystery of the
vanished oxon wae explained—a dark hole gaped kefore them,
almost twelve fort sonare. Utiering & cry of amaze, Ferrers
Lord leapt into the hole.

“A cave!” he sald eagerly. “The fall of the ledge must
have brought down sufficient snow to cover the opemng, The
muzk-oxen have a retreat in here, or, what i3 more probable,
there 15 a passage leading nght under the hill. Gan-Wags,
take my snow-shoes, and get back to the ship for lampe.
Give him a hand, Ching-Laong '™

He dragged off his snow-shoes. The Eskimo scrambled on
Thurston’s shoulders, and was hauled up by the prince. Ile
darted over the snow like a skater over smooth ice, and
Ferrers Lord entered the cavern.

Teon paces [rom the entrance the darkness was intense, At
every strida the air prew warmer. His rifle, stietched at
srm’s Iength above hiz head, found no roof. Evidently the
place was of fair size, and not & mere cavern. Ile was too
wise- to go without a light, for the place might be full of
ehasms and paifalls.

He turned back., Ching-Lung was ot work with the axe on
the side of the hole opposite the entrance of the cave.

“ Waal,” drawled the Yankee, * this is kinder exciting, and
T'm beginning to learn a few things I didn't know. 1i's
news to me, though I've read a bit m natural history books,
that ’E.!'im musk-oxen was a pentleman that went Lo roost in a
cave,

“Hardly that,” said Ferrers Lord, smiling.
some outlet not far away. We'll soon find out when ihe
lights come. Help me unharness the doge, Rupert. I am

uite pleased at this find, There 13 a*rumonr among the

skimos of an enormous cavern tenanted by zll kinde of #vil
spivits and weind beasts. There is gonerally soma foundation
to such rumours.™

Gan-Waga speadily returned
strappred fo his back.

“We'll take the dogs,” said the millonaire,
to mo, and peck your way carefully ™

They entered the caves, the powerful lamps throwmg ont
broad beams of hight that Aashed an a roof and fleor al solid
iee. The zir was many deprecs warmer than the air oulshde.

“* Which WARY T msked Ehiug—].ung.

Two lofty wide passages opened before them.  Ferrers
Lowd hesitatod unt.iil a puff of freczing air touched his cheek.

“To the right,”” he said. " The oxen have gone to the
left, which pioves that the other opening is in that direciion.
Score the walls here with your axe, Ching, and also any
nther turning we may tuake. Ii is casy to get lost in a
Iz:h}'ril'tt.h like ihis.™

The ice-sphuters flow, and then they went on. The
passages narrowed aml cut away almoeost at righi angles. It
was warmer than ever here, and water dripped stezdily from
the roof in huge splashes.

A 8plendid New, Long. Complets Tale of Harry
harton & Co. hﬁ? FRJ!I:‘.%"BK RICAARDS.
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“Pah ™ said Thurston. It's liko
strong mushroom ketchup.”

Again the passage twisted abruptly. A cry of wonder and
admiration broke g‘um avery [ip.

They were standing on the verge of a forest of giant fungi.
Enormous toadstools, blue, green, yellow, and red, their stalks
thicker than a man's waist, -:‘:hﬂ-kné' the great cavern. It was
like 8 scene from & gorgeous pantomimo.
expected to ses children dressed as fairies, dwarfs, pnomaes,
butterflics, and frogs, stream out and join in a fairy ballet
amongst the stoms.

*Say." muttered Van Witter, " don't waken me just vel.
I want to see this show through.”

That broke the spell. Evervone laughed, and tha cavern
took up the echoes with a hundred tongues.

“*You enuld stark a aspanking mushroom-farm hera,” said
Thuraton. * What a sight 1™

* Creopy, though,” put in Ching-Lung.
they're tough 1

Ho trted to shake one of the stalks, but it did pot cven
quiver. The axe rang against it with a metallic sound.

“It is practically veretablas ivory,” said Ierrors Lorl.
“ And look at the sand they grow in. The sea has been hera
once upon a time, for the sand is full of shells, Tt was welf
worth coming to seo a sight [ika this”

_ Ho Hashed his lamp down. Tho sand was o prevish silver
i colour, and rose like ashes under their feead.

“Wa must follow the old backwoods idea now,' said Van
Witter, ““and blaze the trees, if we arc going any further, or
we'll oot mixed up. And I reckon,” ho added enthusiastic.
ally, * we'ro not going to waste this lot. Dy hokey, sir,
we'll float the biggest company on record. There's fifty
million dollars in it. Who owns the land, anyway ¢

* Denmark has some sort of claim,” said Thurston.

¥ Denmark be hanged ! answerad Van Witter.  “ Why,
our company could buy her up when we form it. I'll give
the chap whe bosses Denmark a husiness call later on, and
settle with him. Thero’s twenty forfunes in it. Veretable
ivory is booming. Why, you can make anything of it—fork-
handles, buttons, paper-knives, picture-frames, piano-kevs,
collar-studs, billiard-balls, penholders, knitting-necdles, work-
boxes, and false teeth.™

They all laughed again, cxeopting Gan-Wara, who was
so'eminly chewing a wax candie,

N Well, gentlemen,” said Ferrers Lord, “lot us defer our
discussion of the vegetable ivory trade, and et on.”

In their thick fars they found the mereasing warmth almost
oppressive. The forest of mushrooms grew denser as they
advanced, and they had to walk in single file. The dogs
roamed in and out of the stems, but the strange cavern
seemed ompty of animal life. Gan-Waga led the way. Ile
same from Alaska and knew nothing about tho tradition of
the cavern and ita imps.

They had gone about two miles nver the vielding sand,
when the Eskimo halted and pointed forward.

“ Wator " he said.

In a moment they were all on the edge of a subterrancan
lake, whose waters were as black as ink, and as still as deatl.
Fecrars Lord dipped his finger into the water and put it to
his mouth. Thon he %lanc&d round him. The sand of the
shore was ribbed and hard. His white face flushed, and he
waved his riflo over his head.

“ Salt water!” he cried triumphantly. T have found it!
Look, there is a tide here. You can see the marks on the
sand. I have found the way to the Pole.”

Ching-Lung uttered a wild *“Hurrah!”  Thurston and
Van Witter, who did not understand, stared in amaze.
ahn;l;;l:.*?’ way to the Pole, Lord! What are you talking

The millionaire’s eyes flashed exultantly.

"1 havs found it—I have found it! %‘hi! is no lake, but
the sea Tt is sea-water, and it ebbs and flows, Feol how
cold it is with the fouch of cternal ice? Wers it only an
underground lake, it would be warmar, Bah! T can smell
the salt breeze! There, fo the north, through that darkpess.
lics the way to the Pole. And there is proof. Look—look !

A great head and back broke the water.

“ A whale!" shouted Ching -Lung.

Undismayed by the glare of tho lamps, the monster
spouted and disappeared.

. He is making for the north” said Ferrers Lord—
*making for some soa unknown to us, Whero that whale
can go. our ship must go ! We shall find the opening.”

_Thurston and WVan Witter shared his oxcitement now,
Undarground to the Pole! Whe could have dreamed of
euch a_voyage, except Ferrers Lord? What wonders, what
mystories, lay wrapped in the dense gloom of that cerie
cavern ?

errors Lord snalched up his lamp and hurried foverishiy
along the shore.

Perhaps even now he waz mistaleen; perhaps the channel
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ended abruptly. They followed him. Tolling o Tim of
papor into a ball he tossed b mto the water. Ho held his
compass in hand and watchad closely. Slowly tho paper
floated further and furthec from the shoro.

The current was flowing northwaed—northward to the
unknown.

HWe'll get back,” ho zaid quictly. ' If I had remembered
iy compass before, it would have saved you waing your axe,
Thurston. We can safely take a short cut without any risk,
and save a good mile."

“T'ra glad to hear it, said Ching-Lung, *“for those
brutal snow-shoes have taken the skin off wy ankles.'

“And I'm #s hungry as a shark,” said Van Witter,

Gan-Waga gravely produced a couple of tallow candles,
and invited the Yankea to help himszeli.  Ching-Lung
pigrled.

“WNo, thanks™ saud Van Witter, shuddering. T Tt'a
awlully good of you, but I'm nol guite hungry cnough for
that. A nice chop, or some liver and baco i

“ Fome what ¥’ asked Ching-Lung.

* Liver and bacon.”

“0Oh, liver—ch?  Well, old Gun gob as near it as he
could. e hadn't any liver handy, 30 he ofcred you lights.”

Thurstun and Van Witter grosned alowd.  The pun was

atrocious, and tercibly old.

“And besides,” went an Ching Tung sweelly, “iights and
mushrooms ain't bad, and there ave plenty about; only, 1
reckon if you sampled one of those candles you wouldn't
have much room for mushroovms, and-——"

Rupert seized a stone, and Ching-Lung climbed up a toad.
stonl like a cat to get out of davmoer,

“Come, babies,” said Ferrers Lord, “it 1s nearly three
o'clock ! Down with you, Ching 1"

Ching-Lung slid down to the ground and made the peace by
presenting Van Witter and Buper: with cizars Thpy
plunged boldly into the uncanny forest, and, with compass
to guids them, retraced their steps along their former path.
Ferrers Lord was silent and thoughtful, bub the others were
in high spirita. Ching-Lung insisted upon  singing a
Chinese song, and had to be kicked before he would desist.

Thoy stopped abruptly as the millionaire raised his hand.

Y Goan-Waga!” he said hoarsely. “Stand back, you
others, please! What is that?”

He pointed to the sand. Tt was trampled and hard as
granite, forming a wide cross-path winding through the
grisl forest. But where he stood a little stream of water
trickled out of the darkness. crossed the path, and disap-
peared into tho darkncass again.

And 1n the soft ooze beside the streawm was the print of a
monstrous hoof,

“Not know!" muttered CGarn-Waga, his oves rolling.
“ Never ses 'fore! Big 'nough !

The othera bent over the monstrons track in amaze.

i # ,.-ﬁ;n olephant!"” said Thurston. ** Clan thern be elophants
aro ¥
““An elephant, then,” said Ferrera Lord deily, “and at

lcast twenty-five feet taller, and woighing eight ur ton tons—

perhaps more. Personally, I have nover seon such a

monster. Look how ho has beaton this teack into a road like

macadam, This mark 13 not an hour old, for the water has
not had time to fill it. He i3 not far awayp.”

The listencrs began to fecl creepy and to peor into the
gloom What great beast was it that ruled over these great
realms of darkness and silonoe

“Gentlemen,” went on Ferrees Lord, *you will kindly
return to the ship,”

“And you?" gasped Ching-Lung.

“*“I am g{tlnf to make the acquainlance of the monarch of
this cavern. shall go alone, for I do not wish to expose
any of you to danger. Take the compass and go.”

" Not L' asaid éhiﬁgv]}uug.

" And I'll see vou hung first 1™ crind Thurston.

“Waal,"” drawled Van Witter, “ I guess that's my senti-
mont to a hair! I'm no olephant hunter, and I don't like
floundering about in tho dark among a ot of overgrown
toadstools, but I'm just going right along.'

Ferrors Lord laughed.

* This is rank mutiny,” he said, “and I may court-martial
you for 1. As the Irishman said when he wont to the sea-
aide and saw a five-ton anchor: * Bedad, 0i’ll nevor go home
until (1 sces the man what uses that pick?” I don®t mcan to
return to the Lord of the Deep until I got a glhimpse of the
gentleman who left that footprint behind. Let the dogs
roam ahoad, Gan-Waga. Gentlemon, look to your rifles,
and don't waste a shot."

Hearts boat fast as they advonced along the trampled
rath. They felt they were on & quest that no human baing

ad attompted before. YWhat would be tho end of 1% Tha
dogs honnded forward. Thon. from the darkness, came tho
sound that thrills every sportaman—tha yapping of tho dogs

L
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There stood the mammeth, perhaps 1he last of the race.

Ten thousand years ago, perhaps a hundred thousand

vears, perhaps a miillon years ago, such monsiers as these roamed the earth. There he sicod, his huge eyes

bllaking darediy at the unaccustomed light.

lives | gshouted Ferrers Lord.

Then came 8 roar—awful, deafening, bloed-curdling. * For your

o Scatter—zcatter!™

who have scented game. They clutched iheir rifles tighter.
Silence followed,

What a weird, ghastly place! Grass ten feet high grew
thick and dense between the giant fungi. It wus as white
as snow, and no breeze over stirred it. It was like a-jungle
cut out of ivory.

4 Horrible P muttered Thursten, shaddering, “ Great
heavens, think of & man being lost in here !

Evon Ferrers Lord hesitated. The dogs began to bay
wildly. A ecrashing sound echoed through the cavern. The
writhing body of & d-u% ghot over the grass, thudded against
one of the trunks, and fell mangled and lifeless. Their fur
bristling with dread, the rest of the terrificd pack rushed
out of cover.

Then came o roar—awlul, deafening, bload-curdling.

“ For your lives!" ghouted Ferrers Lord. ™ Seatter—
soatter 1™

It broke into sight, tearing the grass aside. Ferrers Lord
stood his ground and flashed his lamp upeon 1t. Peering
round the stems, they stared, their blood congealed.

“ A mastodon | gazped the millionaire. " A mammoth [V

Face to Face with the Mammoth — The Pursult —The
Monarch DPles—Lost la Impenetrable Gloom,

There he stood, perhaps the last of the race. Ten
thousand years ago, perhaps & hundred thousand years,
perhaps a million years ago, such monsters as, these roamed
the earth. Thers he stood, his buge eyes blinking dazedly at
the unaccustomed light. :

From hoof to shonlder he must have measured thirty feet.
His mighty tusks, curved like sickles, gleamed yellow.
Masses of shaggy hair hung from his wrinkled sides, and his
tuited toil, swishing from zide to side, cut down the tough

Trae MaoweT Lisrary.—No. 157,

NEXT
TUEBDAY'!

“ASHAMED OF HIS FATHER,”

rrasz like =ome wmonstrous swkle, [liz breath came ond
wont in a dull, hoarse roar, and his eyes glowed red.

The light scemed to blind him, He tossed his mighty
head {rom side to side, as if 1o shake it away, Evidently he
could not zee his strange focs who dared to invade his
torritory.  Up rese his curved tusks, the guEm_g mouth
opencd, end & thunderous roar roused the cchoes of the
Cavern.

Then the doge were upon him agam, yapping, snarling
jumping., They might a5 well have tried to bite at stec
as to fasten their teeth in his wrinkled hide.

Ferrers Lord levelled his rifle and fired full at the centre
of the massive akull, ‘

The preat brote bellowed and charged blindly. ~Ferrers
Lord darted oside. Shaking the carth, the maddened brute
dashed on, and charged away into the darkness. The stems
cracked and snapped like carrots, the giant mushrooms
topplod down. He vanished, but the ncise of his stamp
echoed back like the rattle of o battery of guns.

White-faced. they gathered in the path,

“ A mammoth " zasped Thurston hoarsely.

“ ¥Yes, a mammoth,” .

Gan-Waga's knees were knocking together, 1

““Bad 'nough " he muttercd. ** 1}is bad place—horrible
bad? We go 'way, hunk [

“ 8 T should think " said Van Wilter uneasily. ' You
hit him hard. Look at the hlood on my hand. And there's
mora_here. By the great hekey, I've had a turn! My
heart's going like a flail 1" . " .

+ 7 tried to get a shot into him mysell,” said Ching-Lung,
with an uncasy laugh; ** but my hand shook so much that
couldn’t find the trigger. 1 vote for o quick march. (ive
me some yabbit-shooting, It may not be so exciling, but it

is much saler.”

A gt Yo Jong, S e S
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The millionaire’s brow was wrinkled in thought, Ile was
nmlways craving: for hazardous advenbures. Chance of fate
had put him in the way of an adveniure so omazing and
wonideriul that he could not abanden it. Ilut it was not fair
or right to risk the lives of his friends, his servants, and,
above all, his guests. e was responsible for their safety
and welfare. ) )

Y Gentlemen,” he drawled, ealimly lighting a cigar, “ I am
in a dilemma, I would give a great deal for the fellow’s
tusks, As Mr. Van Witter says, 1 hit him hard, If I do not
follow him up now, I shall certainly return lo-morrow. In
big game-hunting it 15 the best thing to strike while the
iron's hot,  The mammaoth is frightened now, bot when the
first pain is gone from him. he will get surly, and probably
sull 0 the grass, where we cannot get ab him without great
risk, C'ome, lot chanee deeicde.  [lead, we follow bim up;
fails, wo relurn to the ship.”

He tossed ap a sovereign, and it fell.

“Head 1" erd {_'hinginmg-

Y Then guicl:, march !

Foreers Bord tool: half a dozen cartridaes from hia pockets,
carcfully selected one. and eut a nick in the nose of the
bnilet with hiz knife.

“What's that for ™ asked Van Witter.

Y Buarely vou koow ' satd the millionaire. In tones of mild
surprise. 1 should advise you all to do the same. Weo
really want explosive bullets and heavier guns. Smoath,
hard-nosed bullets sueh as these make a clean wound, and do
not shatter the bore. If you nick them, however, they
flatten, and malo an ugly wound. It was a trick of the
Boerz, I believe.”'

Kniveas were cut at once, and overy rifle leaded with a
elipped bullet. Van Witter could not help glancing at
Ferrers Lord.,  The amazing coolness of tho man, whe
calmly walked, cigar in mouth. beside hil, seomed some-
thing more than mortal, Excopt Gan-VWaga, they all carricd
fircarms. and the liskimo, who Dbrounght up the rear, was
muttcring somothing to himself in his native tonzue.

It was pazy enough to see the wide track of the mastodon,
but hard to follow it, owing to the fallen stems. The
millicnaire tallked to keep up the courage of his comrades
Ee told them about the far-away times when mighty foresis
onee  covercd the carth, when perpetual thunderstorins
raged eonsciessly, when the sun was indden by deoso msts,
and strange monstore of "hideous shapes ll}a‘-n]ilf-l.l the warn
gons. the recking coze, and the limitless forests now furned
inte conl. What a wealth of learning this man had !
Witter Lstened and wondered mors and more.

“ By Jove,” he drawled af last, * you talk as if you had
lived there with ihe pterodactyl and the cave-bear, and
driven a fourin-hand drawn by mammoths and three-toed
ellts. Now, I puoss, if we only hool that chap alive, Barnum
& Dailey's bipgest show on earth would come down rather
handsome to get him in their collection.” ;

Van Witter was always
thinking of money-making,
like the trus American.

“ Perhops you would not
mind doing the hooking part,
old chap,” said Ching-Lung.
“T've pot o bent pin, and I
dare say we can find & worm.
You'll be pretty cortain to gotb
a bite,'

“ And perhaps get severely
bitten,”” puk in Thurston.
" Wow, Gan, buek up!  You
luu:;]-: as miserable as a stowed

|

The Fzkimo was slinling
disconsolately at their heels,
followed by the doga.

“ Bad ‘pough,” he nut-
tored —  bad 'nough ! No ool
at all!  Gan sick an® "fraid,
Bad, dark place.”

“YWhy, old Gan,” =aid
Ching-Lang, turning and las-
ing his hand kindly on the
Tiskimo's shoulder, * you allea
lightee, You no getee down i
the mouf.  We not in dapeel,

Van

an’ I stichkee to vou., You
f:_nm:l chapee, Gan, and 1
ikee vou a lotes. We malce

these two lascals—0Ole Thomas
an' Ben—sitee up and squoal.

Stickea” up  youl baclec,
Candleface, and betee on
me "'
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Gan-Waga brightened up a little. He was beginning to
adore Ching-Lung, but the gloom, the silence, the awfal
beast he had seen, added to the superstition rooted in every
savage, weighed heavily upon him. Jven the dogs wera
scared and limp. and even for these poor soulless brutes id
was full of nameless terrors.

“The sea,” said Ferrera Lord.

They had reached the black water again, but where was
the mammoth? The lamp revealed his track. It vanished
at the water's edge.

““ There he is—there he 151

Ile was on a narvow strip of sand about eighty vards from
the shore. Four shots, sounding like one, ceashed out. The
monster tottered.

* Again ' shouted Ferrers Lord. ¥ Bohind the ears, lads—
guiclk ™

Cracl:, erack, erack, erack !
volley.

The mammeoth rolied sideways into the water, sending up
a deluge of spray. llis tenacity of lifc was appalling. [l
great head and gleaming tusks rose above the water as he
swanl to the shore. Two more vollevs failed to stop him.
The mastedon rose, his shaggy mane dripping, and charged.

The millionaire's foot shpped, and he fell sprawling.
Sicl with horror, Ching-Lung shaded his eves. Ferrers Lord
rolled aside and gained hizs {eet. The lumbering Lrute
turned and charged him, the dogs doing their utmost to
turn it. Twies Thurston, hiz heart standing still, fired in
vain, The mighty tusks almost grazed the millignaicve. Ile
doublaed lilke a ecat, and dived into the water. '

The blood rushed bLack through Ching-Lang's veins, The
mammoth was weak and recling now, and bloed was gushing
from his mouth,

* His eve, Ching ! cried a voice from the water,

The prince fired, A shiver ran along the creature’s fanks.
Slowly its knoes bent closer to the ground. Ior a momeant
it propped itself up with its curved tuzks. The swishing of
itz tail grew more fesble. Then it swayed and rolled over,
quivering and gasping. The dogs rushed in and began to
tear ot itz flesh.

* Dead ' 2aid Thurston.

“Ching has all the luck” drawled the millionaire, emearg-
ing from the woter. **That last shot of yours ended matlers.
Down, dogz—down !

They clustered round the fallen giant of the enve.

“We must leave him,”” said Ferrers Lord, “and take his
tusks when we find the passage. Like the rest of you, I am
getting hungry,  This must be an offshoot of the channe!l we
saw, a5 it is quite shallow. I wonder how far this chap
has led us out of our wav "

“ Miles,"” answered Clang-Lung.

" Well, we have the compass.
Luckily it 13 watertight.”

e threst his hand into his poclet.  His face turned white,

(]

“ Lost I°
“What s lost "
$ “The compass, Bupert,*
if

ASH&HEH the  frees, but what hope
ﬂF I‘“S had they of ever recing thew
marks? They might, guided

he kept to lhimsolf,
The lamps ! They had been
burning some time now, and

Tiiia time it was a strazghng

Tebk us sce where we aro,

~ They stared at eacl othor
in stony Lorror.

o ﬂEt we blazed some of the
trees,” soid Van Wilrer, with
trembling lips,

Ferrers Lord was silent

True, they had blazed some of
FATHEH l” by Providence, discover their

own trail in the samd. REvery
In our next weeks imch of the horrid forest was
story, Frank Richards,in  alike.  Trusting 1o the com-
Eig own i“tifTﬂtiame _si:.r!ﬁ. pass, he had failed to taka
raws 4 § Og PICIMTE  gny precautions. And thers
of the boy who forgets his - i i
e e o 5o Va3 one haunting terror which
far as to be * Ashamsad
of His Father " with re=

sults that only serve to

Eringi‘ ;b?h'-’-t his  own they [::ﬂlllﬂ ok Ligt tot anas . T
ulﬁl;gem:;rder your ¢o the lights failed before they
of “THE MﬂGHE i3 dlﬂﬂﬂ-";‘f_‘.‘n‘!d ﬂp-r_'- 1!‘-’.!!21-;3,! If “'I'I'.',j"

were  obandoned there 1o
grope blindly in darkness and
gloom, to die a death of
agony, hunger, and thirst !

Library, early.

(TTeds thailling melventere ptov 1ilf ba
ru:arliiug;d in m}ﬂbwce.!:'xﬂmuiw nf
* ke Magnel" Lilrary, Grder carliy,
Irice 14, j!F : ' 2

Johsnnesburg ; Canada






- NEW -
STORY
BOORS!

THREE NEW NUMBERS OF

“The Boys' Friend”
3d. Complete Library.

JUST OUT!

No.166: “THEHAYGARTHDETECTIVE.”
A Splendid New Long Complete Schoel
Tale. By JACK NORTH.

No.167: “SCHCOL AND MILL.”

A Grand Complete Tale of Lancashire
School Life. y DAVID GOODWIN.

No.168: “CHAMPION OF THE WORLD.”

A Thrilling Complete Story of the
E%EEI“I{MES of a Boy Athlete. By ALAN

aiwase tor The Boys® Friend’’ 3d. Library.

o011



