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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Rather Mysterious.

b ISTEN ™
h “What oa eartl’s the matter with him ™
Tramp—tramp—tramp !

15{::1:- Cherry and Harvry Wharton, of the Remove
Form at Gereviriars, looked at one another in sheer astonizh-

ment.  They were coming along the Remove passage when
they heard that steady tramp—tramp of footsteps inside
Leigh's study. Tramp—tramp! 7To and fro, up and down
the narrow limits of the study went the steady pacing. and
in the silence of the houss on that still afterncon 1t was
andible along the passapoe,

Tramy—tramp !
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It was Wednesday afiernson—a hall-heliday at Greyfriars
The School louse was empry, or almost so—in tho glorious
antumn weather everybody was out of doors. Two or three
slackers were hanging about the studies or the passages or
vawning on the steps, but most of the [ellows, seniors andd
juniors, wore on the ,piag.rmg-ﬁu]ds or the river,

Harry Wharton and Bolb Cherry were going down to the
footer-ground, and Bob had a ball under his avm, but they
were going to call on Mauleverer first, and try to persunda
him to come down to the footer practico. Not that they had
much hope of success. Lord Mauleverer, the millionaire of
tho achool, was accustomed to taking things easilv—very
rasily—and although not N;act!];l a slaoker he was inelined
to be indolent, especially when the weather was warm.  And
it was warm that efrernoon. But Wharton and Bob Cherry
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paused on their way to Mauleverer's room as they heard that
Imcessant tngm;:mg te and fro from Leiph's study.

* Bomething’s wrong, I should say,'”” said Bob Cherry, in
a low wvoice.

Wharion nodded.

" He's a rather ruin beggar, anyway,"” said Bob. ' Iia
hasn't been kere long, but you genunfhr get te know all
sbout & new kud pretty soon, but I'll wager that nobody
knows very much about Cecil i..-e-il:h,”

Tramp—tramp !

** Better pive him & Jook in," said Harry Wharton. *Ha
may be 1ll, or something.™

* Hlark 1"

There was a woice from within the study—the voice -of
L+igh of the Remove, in hurried, petulamt tones,

I can't stand 1 can't sfand it! It's impossible!”

“Phew " Harry whistled softly.
th“'_l'oﬁthmhe, perhaps,” murmured Bob Cherry sympa-

ctjcally.

I den’t think it’s that.”

“Well, let's give him a leok 1n, anyway.,”

Bob knocked at the deor.

The tramp—tramp inside the study ceased instanily. The
twa juniors in the passage heard a hurried breath on the other
side of the door. Bob Cherry pushed the.door open, and a
stavtled face looked at them.

Leigh was alone in the study. He wag a slirn and some-
what handsome lad, very neatly dressed—indeed, he was in-
chned to be somewhat fastidious in that respect. His hair
was parted o the middle, and it was very thick and flaxen
in colour, His cuffs and collar were spotless, and his trousers
preserved their original erease unimpaired.

He had caught up a leiter from the table ae the juniors
entercd, und he had it now crushed in his hand, as if he was
afraid that other eyes than s own would see it. His lock
was far from pleasant as he bent his eyes upon the chums of
the Remove.

“What do you wanti"” he asked aggrmim—lf.

“* Nothing,” said Bob Cherry blandly.

* Then what have you ¢ome into my study forl”

“Just for the pleasure of seeing you,”” zaid Bob, whose
back was up at once at the tono of the other., *'Ig there any
charre for admission?™

* T.ook here— .

“Bhut up, Bob!1" said Harry Wharten, lauvghing., ' Don't
1::& an ass, old chap! Took here, Leigh, ws heard you tram
ing up and down like a giddy tiger in a cage, and we t':l'l-:m?'lg;
theve might be something the matter with you. That's all.”

f.ich looked as if he doubted the statement. Leigh's eyes
werg vory narrow, and always had o somewhat suspicious
look in them. It was the look of a fellow who was always
on hiz guard, though what Cecil Leigh had to be on his guard
abount was a2 mystery. A junior in the Lower Fourth Form
at Greyfriars was not Iik@{; te have ln{ewe.ight:.r seerets to
keep. - And, so far as was known, Cecil Leigh was very well
paced at home. He had o way of talking of his father's
yslace ' that was very impressive, and he had idly mentioned
motor-cars and Channel crosings in conversation in a8 way
that gave fellows the impression that he belonged to very
rich people indeed.

** (3h, that's &ll, 15 %" said Leigh.

* Yes, that's all!”

* Well, there's nothin

Lh ]

the matter with me,” said Leigh.
"1 was tired of sitting down, and got up to stretch my legs
a hit. Nothing extracrdinary in that, iz there?”

I didn't say there was,” said Wharton mildly ; ** only—"

“ Only you were inquisitive, that's all, I suppose?

- Wharton flushed. Inquisitiveness was certainly not ons of
his sins—there was no fellow at Greyfriars who troubled him-
self less about other fellow’s affairs than Harry Wharton did.

“ MNothing of the kind!” he exclaimed shar;illy. “1 don't
soo what tﬁem 15 to be inguisitive about, either. Yeou are
not keeping any deadly seorets, 1 suppose?’

Bob Cherry looked round the study with a.searching eye,
and with an exagzerated air of inrerest. Leigh looked at
him drritably. :

“* What are you looking for® he demanded.

** Thoe body.

*The what "

* The body,” said Bob Cherry calmly. “* Where have vou
hidden the body? Young man, you drive me to the painful
conclusion thet you have committed a crime, and that it
weighs heavily upon your conscience. The best thing you
ean o is to make a clean breast of it. Where is the body 1™

Leigh gritted his teeth. Harry Wharton burst into a laugh,

*Oh, shut uwp, Bob!"” he said. “ Let's get out, Leigh
doesn’t want us here.” ] . _

“You're quite right there,” said Leigh, with an angry
sneer: *and mext time, perhape, you wen't comse into a
fellow’s study without being ssked.”
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“Oh, rata?’ said Bob Cherry. ' We thought there was
soancthing wrong with you, and we came in to sce. But you
can keep your rotfen secvels, whatever they ave, J don’t take
any interest in them, for one.”

©igh turned crimson,

- Becrets?’ he exclaimed.

. That’s what I said,” replied Bol disdainfully.

You—you—— How you say I have any sccrets?"’

“ Well, what have you been telling lics for, then® asked
Bob, in-his blunt way. ** You said you were tired of sitting
down, and got up to stretch your legs, and I know perfeotly
well that you haven’t been in the study ten minutes, becauss
ten tmnutes ago [ :aw you downstairs taking s letter out of
tho rack.”

“ ¥ou watched me!" said Leigh savagely.

1 didn’t! T suppose & chap can wa]{ through the hall
without watching 1:';.rg:-u‘.i'” said Bob scornfully. ﬁut I don’s
want to have anything to say to & chap who rolls out lies as
you do. Come on, Harry."

Leigh's face blazed with rage. He sprang towards Bob
Cherry as the latter turned towards the door.

" You—you cad!” he exclaimed Er.wa?‘el}'. “¥You'vae heen
spying on me! I suppose you saw the letter, didn't you?”

“ No, 1 didnt1" said Bob. I never looked at it. That
may be one of your little customs, but it’s not mine. And
I'm not accustomed to being called fancy names like ihis,
1'll trouble you to take the word cad back.”

* (Go to the dickens !

Bob Cherry laid the footer on the table and stepped towards
Leigh, Bob was one of the best-tempered fellows at Grey-
flqaraai;ut when he was angry he could be very angry indeed.

nd 1t was not the first time that Cecil Leigh had got *“on
his nerves."

Harry Wharton caught his excited chum by the arm,

T

“I'm goimg to knock his fancy names dewn his neck ' said
Bob Cherry. * Let Ei'::n my ari, you assi" ;

“Hold en! The chap’s zot something on his mind, T dare
say, aud we came in when he didn’t want us,” said Wharton
pacifically. * Let him alene, Bob."”

« O et Yo oo d Leigh

“0Oh, let him come on® sai igh savagely. “A cha
who looks at another fellow’s letiersem—rt 4

Leigh got no further. Bob Cherry, with a rear of wiath,
broke away from Harry and ran at him. Leigh put up his
hands at once, but they were not much use against the
champion fighting-man of the Greyfriers Remove. Bob
Cherry grasped him in his strong hands, and Leigh resisted
desperately, and the next moment they were whirling round
the study in & tervifie combat.

-

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Hand to Hand.

ARRY WHARTON stepped back out of the way.

He had certainly had the friendliest feelings in the

world towards Cecil Leigh when he entered the study,

_ but he was feeling as angry 2z Bob now. The jutior's

suspicions were an insult, and Wherton felt that if any fellow

in the school was in want of a licking that fellow was Cecil

Leigh. And he locked like getting one, too. He bad plenty

of plack, and was ready for a firht with Bob Cherry or any-+
¥ else, but he was no matoh %ﬁr the sturdy Removite,

Tramp—tramp! Bump! Crash! _
The bghting juniors reeled against the table, and it went
over with a crash. and papers scattered on the floor,

with a flood of ink over them from the upset inkatand, Their
boats trampled over the wreckage as they struggled on.

“You cad "' panted Leigh.

" You worm I gasped Hob.

There was a shout from the direction of the staircase.

* You fellows ever coming with that bali?”

“ All gerene ™ called back Wharion, * Only a row! Wait
a minute !’

But the word “row" was ecnough. A row was as ip-
teresting as footba)l, and there was a hurryving of fellows
along the Remove ge to see what was poing on. John
Bull and Mark Linley and Bulstrode were the first to arrive,
and Frank Nugent and Tom Brown followed, and a dozen
more after them. They crowded in the passage ocutside the
open door of Leigh's study, looking in with great interest,

al GQ il,‘ Bﬂh [l!‘

**Pile in, Leigh!”

" Hurrah!" X

Bob Cherry brought his adversary vp agamst the wall of
the study with a bump, and Leigh pasped for breath. Boh
Cherry {121{1 him pinned there, struggling [uriously, but
poweriess to escape.

“THE CIPSY SCHOOLBOY,” s jmsek's, Sp. Jvmsen
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- M INow, then,” zaid Bol gorimly.
back what yvou said just now®™

“No " said Leigh, between hia teeth.

“Then I'Il buzr your napper against the wall till you do!t
You know perfectly well that I never looked at your letter,
and if T had happened to see it, there would be no harm n
it that 1 know of. If you've ot some rotten secret or other
you've no right to suspect decent chaps of trying to find 1t

““Arp yvou going to take

out. MArve vou going to take it back?®”
“Not" velled Leigh.
Bump!

Rob Cherry kept his word. Leigh's head bemped gently
against the wall, There was a roar of laughter from the
arowd outside. Teigh gave a yell, His passionate temper
was well knpown in the Remove, and he was gquite beside him-
self with pmssion pow, But an uncontrolled temper did not
impiess the juniors in the least, They regarded it as a sign
of weakness, and Jaughed at i

1 say. you fellows—"" ) .

‘A fat junior pushed hiz way into the study and blinked
ronnd indignantly through his big speeracles. Tt was DBally
Bunter of the Remove, who shared that study with Leizh.
Bunter had had the study all to himgzelf for a long tiune,
but when Leizh ecame ho wos pub into ik, the other stndics
being full up. Other fellows were not anxious to “dig ™" with
Billy Bunter, but Leigh had no cheice in the matter, Bimtoer
had weleomed him—the new fellow was supposed to be very

T Marwer Liorary.—No., 188,
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“1 say, you fellows, it's rotten Lo wreck a chap's study like this,” yelled Billy Bunter indignantly. *Somecbody’ll :
have to pay for that ink! i
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well off, and Bunter was a borrower of the most redoubtablo
sort. . Bunter had an allowanco of a shilling 2 week pockeds
money, but he always spent live or six a-hi?linf_:a.. and some-
times more. The process of extracting cash from unwilling
lenders had been reduced to a fino art by Billy Bunter. But
he had been disappointed in Leigh, Leigh, slthoosh voputed
rich, had no money to give away—and so Bunter had found,
much to his annovance. During the days that Cecil Leigh
had heenn o member of the Igamﬂva ornt ap (rreyfriars
Buooter had tried all his blandishments in vain. and had not
sneceeded in extracting a single shilling from him. Needless
to say, Banter was in consequenco far from enthusiastic about
his sludy-mate.

"I say, vou [ellows, it'zs rotten to wreck n chap’s sty
like this,” said Billy Bunter. " Somcbody will have to pay
for that ink.”

“ 1a, ha, hal”

“ Blessed if I can see anvthing to cackle at 1" grumbled tho
fat junior. ‘' Ink costs woney, and I can’t afford to be ruined
in this way."

As the =pilt mmk was worth a halfpenny at the mest,
Bunter's complaints did not eeem very well founded.  Tho
gumim'ﬂ langhed. Bunter blinked at Bob Cherry, who was
widing Ceeil Leigh against the wall in an fron grip.

“7 gay, Cherry—"

“ Oh, shut up, Bunioer ™ said Wharton.

FRANK RICHARDS,
rder your aopy early
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“Riff numbes cne! said Bob Cherry. ** You are paing
1o pet number two mow, unless you take back what vou eaid.”

* Haoy yon "

Buinga !

=i Uw 1”- :

“That's vight ! said Bunter. " Bump the cad! FHe's a
mean beast! Tle actvally refused this morning to lend me
a shiiling on my postal-order that's coming this afterncon.
You can bwmp him as mueh as you bke, l’.'ht"rt‘}‘i_ 1 sha'n't
irtarfers™

There was a veil of Jaughter. The idea of the Owl of the
Reamove interfering with Bob Cherry  was funny. Leigh
made & desperste efiort 1o get loose, but he had met more
li.a|:|1 g match., He sank back apuin, gaspuig, agamst the
Wl

* Nuinber threa ' sad Bob.

Bomp!

“Chuck it, Bob,” said Harry Whartan.
clstinale brute, but he's not worth the trouble

lZob Cherry hesitated. .

“ He eaid 1 looked at his letter,” Fe zaid.

“Bo vou did " yelled Leigh.

“There, you hear the ead!™ : :

* Nobody will take any notice of his eaddish wonds” said
Frenke Nugent.  * Let the brute wlena, Beb. We'ro waiting
fur the footer.”

O, owll vight 1" said Bob.

He released the juniors.

1 warn you you'd better keep your tongue between your
teeth, that's all,” he razd.

“Hang you!” mutiered Loeighe

“Oh, rats!™

Teigh's eves blazed. MHe made a rush at Bob Cherry,
Lhitting cur, It was reeely Taie, for Bob Cherry was turn-
ing lewards the doov; but Leigh was in teo great a rage to
tnk of that. Ilis lists erasked on Bob's lace, end DBob
turned on him quickly. Iis vight lashed out, and caught
Leigh on the point of the ¢hin. The junior guve a wild EL
and stagpared hack, and fsll with a erash to the floor. b
Chorey’s exes blazed down at hinm,

“Yeu cad! Get up and have some more !

“Come on, Bob!” Harry Whartoa dragged his angry
cham away. “Come an! Iie'll be sorry fur this prescntly,
and sa will you! Coms out!™ _

Leigh sat up ﬂﬂiﬁdl{; He was ﬁﬂ.spmg for breath, and
holding his chin and there was evidently no more mischief
in hii. Hob Cherry tramped angrily out of the stody with
the juuiors, and Leigh was left alone, excepting for Billy
Banter. The Owl of the Remove remained, blinking at the
fallen jumior.

Jich Cherry’s face was frowning as he left the School
Houte with his chums. DBut his anger ncver lasted lomg,
Refore the footer ground was reac hiy face cleared, and
the old sunny look came back. :

“T—1 say, Harry,” he said hesitatingly, " I hope I «lidn't
Lit the beggar too hard! 1 landed out as if I were hitting
Bolsaver; but L-ai%'h i3 & reedy chap.”

Harry Wharton laughed,

T told you you'd sorry, Rob,

“"Well, he made me awiully wid " said Bob., " Fancy
hicting that T wanted to look at his rotten letter! He might
be a blessed criminal by the way he suspects people. Sup-
pose a chap did see his beastly letter—there oughtn’t to be
any harm n it. Dot 1 hope I didn’t hit bim too hard, all
tha same.” ]

And Bob thought about it, with a rather worred look,
until he was playing footer, and then the game drove all
1hp1hqht of Leigh, and everything else but feoter, cut of his
mind,

“He's an
Chuck it 17’

“Hanz you ™

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Very 0dd.

: ECIL. LEIGH sataggered to his fcet.
C He was fecling eick and dazed, savage with himself,
savage with all the others. Afier the first moment of
unjust and uneasy suspicion, he had realized that he
nad deno Dob Cherry an injustice, but he was too passionatc
and obstinate to think of admatting i, And he had been
punished for his obstinacy.

Iiilly Bunter regarded Jim with a sneering expression.
Bunter did not like him. Leigh's imperviousness {o the arts
and wiles of the borrower made him quite obnoxious to
Bunter, and thea fat junior had eeveral times turned the
ruasticn gver in s mind whether it would be safe to punch
Leigh's kead. He had decided, so far, that it would be tco
rizky, hut his apinion was changing now, Hunter's manner
began to amsume something of truculence Leigh rubbed his
chin, and groansad '

Tur Mierer LiBRARY.—No. 158.
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“Berve vou jolly well right,” said Billy Dunter, Dh'ﬁlﬂn&
at him. " I've a joll goof mingd o give vou g0me mord
the same sort mysell. You accused me the other duy of
trving to rend one of your letfers.” )

“So pou did, vou cad " sard Leigh sovapely. " Yeu had
the letter in vour hand when I eaught veu.”

“ 1 had picked it up to see whoso 1t was” )

“ Liar " snid Leigh. T hal left it locked up inoany desk,
and you got 1t out someliow.”

“ As for reading it, that would have been jolly hard, con-
adering how b was woitten, and what the epelling was hke,™
said Bunter contemptuosely. I didot krnew you had ony
relations in 1the work bouze, Lewgh'”

Leigh's face Aushed

He made o sudden rush towerds Billy Dunter and grasped
hin: by the shoulders. DBunter gave o rear. All his hali-
Eormed plans for punching Le.gh's hcad varshed in &

e nt,

“Ow! Le g2

“¥on fat g%:} wisitive hound-—-"

“T1 didn't read the letter V' rvoared Burter, ©I-—-T ornly
zaw that the writing was rotten, and the spelling bad, ond—
L mean, it was beantifully written, end spedt quite corvectly.
That was what I meant to say al alony  Ow 7

Leigh whirled the fat jumor to tho decr, Buntoer clung
tn the deorpost, and resisted feebly ,Eiaspmg fer breath,

* Look here, you're not goingz-to sling a feilow out of his
vwn study i he gusped.

** That's just what 1 am going to do,
Out vou go !

* Look here, this iz wmy study——"'
" Ouiside 17

Y Oh, really, Lewgh, it's not my fault if your relations wiite
to you wilhout keing able w0 spell their words! Ow 1™

Bunter went whirling into the pussage. As he serambled
wp, Leigh ran after lam, and planted his beot fairly and
scquarely behind the fat junior. Billy Bunier went rolling
along the smooth lineleum

“VYaroch! Yarooh! Oh! Deast!”

Leigh went back into his study and slammed the deor
hard. His face was pale with anger and excitement, and
thers was an ache in his head. DBob Cherry find not knocked
it very hard against the wall, but hard encugh to nurt a
little. ELeign ran his hand over his thick curly hair, and
threw himself inte & chair,

The excitemnent died out of mis face; his thoughts ran in
the channel they had been fellowing before the chums of the
Bemove entered the study,

A hunted, haunted look came info the boy's eyes, and a
deep wrinkle appceared upon his emooth white ferchead.

"1 can't stand it !« he mutrered. " He ought to haw
more senge! T know what he's done for me, and I'm not
ungrateful—it's rot to say I"'m ungratefnl! I'm not! But I
can't stand that! It wouold roin me here—it would ba utter
rain! He ought to have nore sensel’

He took a letter from his pocket and read it over again—
—a roughly-written, ill-spelt lette., but breathing conhdence
and affection and gencrous thooght in cvery line. But it
wag the writing and the spelliing that Leigh was thinking
about.

He crompled the letter in his hand. and thrust it into his
pocket amain with an impatient exelamation.

“He can't come! I sbhali have to write to¢ him znd ex-
plain somehew ! Good heavens! Why can’t he have a little
maore tact? I don’t want to wound s feciings—1I should be
a brute to do that; but—but he can’t come! He ocught to
understand."

Leigh drew pen and paper towards him, and wrote. He
wrote, and rewrote, a letter half a dozen times before he was
satisied. Even then there was a gloomy cloud upon his
brow ez he read 1t over.

He muttered the seatences aloud wondering whether they
would do. He was a0 worried thas be could not think very
clearly on the subject at all, and he wondered what impres-
sion that cold, zelfish letter woula malke opon the reader.
He did not mcan to be cold and selfish, cither.

“Important engagemoants in al. leisure time—trying to get
o1 in the sshool—time greatly talien op by many friends—
generally absent from school on hait-hnliﬂa}'s-— on't come
just yot—will arrange s time—meanwhile will get leave to
come and see you on Sunday—longing for a sight of my dear
old dad again. H'm !

He muttered the letter over, and finally finished it. znd
eealed it in an envelope. Then he put an his cap and left the
study, and hurried down to the school letter-box. He passed
Billy Bunter in the hall, grunting breathlessly. It was likely
to be some litile time before the fat junior fully recovered.

 Beast "' grunted Buntor.

® said Leigh savegrly.

in this week's " GEM" Library.
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Leigh did not even hear himo. He went out into the Close,
and gunh’:r roiled towards the staivs, Dunter was not with-
out hope of Anding the study capboard unlocked, and some-
thing to eat in ir. .

Billy Bunter entered the study and blinked round. There
was a crumpled envelope lying on the foor, and the Owl of
the Remove pounced upon it at once He bhoked abt it
through hiz bigy spectacles, and recognized if. ;

“My word! It's the ove that was in the rack for Leigh !
I wonder wlo ir's from? Must be a relation, or he wouldd’t
be so wild about it." o |

And Bunter biinked over the letter with intense interest,
The address was strange encugl, considering that the letter
was to one of the most lofty-manpered fellows in the Remove
=a fellow who had an airy way of talking about himself and
his people that gave on¢ a vagus impression of vast estafes
and boundless riches. ] .

“ Master Sissle Leiglh, ‘4th Form, Grayirires Shkaool, Frice-
dale.” T

Bunter prinned as he blinked at the queer superscrition.

“ My hat!" he mutiered. * Chap doesn’t even know Low
to spell hiz own name! Sissle! e. he, he! Lemume see,
what's the postmark! Sanford. Whore's that? I wonder
if Leigh's prople live at Sanford? T'll find out. This 1s
jolly odd, and it's my duty te get to the bottem of it. If
that chap's a low rotter swanking yc-und and telling lies
about his people, I'll jolly well show him up—from a sense of
duty. I wonder— Yowp!™

Cecil Loigh had re-entored the study. As he saw how the
Owl of the Remove was occapied, e turned crimson with

rage and gragped the fat junior. The ecnvelope was
wrenched away, and Bunter was whirled round in Leigh's
angry grasp.

ﬁ"}ﬂu spying ourl™ : .

“Ow! Yow! Yowp! Leggo! I wasnt——

* Dutside, vou rat!"”

* Yavooh ! .

And for the second tume that afternoon Billy Tlunter was
hurled into the passage, and the door was slammed after
him. He did not venture to re-enter, although it was his
own study. Leigh was alone; the golden afterncon did not
tempt him out of doors.  Ha paced to and fro in'the study, his
hands thrust deep into his pockets, a gloomy frown upen his
brow, his mind heavy with dack and unhappy thoughts

Tramp, tramp, tramp! L

The same weary sound that had attracted the aftention of
Wharton and Cherry in the Remove passage an hour before
was oudible again, The junior secmed tireless, as he
tramped to and fro in the n. rrow limits af the study—too
restless to sit down, too disturbed to seel the society of the
ather fellows out in the sunny Clusz.

Tramp, tramp, tramp !

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Lord Mauleverer Is Tired.

" ALLO, hallo, halloI"" exclaimed Bob Cherrr.
*What's the maticer !
“ 1 forgot Mauly.” " L
“By Jove!' said Harey Wharton, “ 5o did L
Let's go and have him out.” . o

The chums of the Remove had been passing and kiclking
for a long time. All their old koenness for the winter gamg
was waking up, They bad paused for a rest, when Bob
Cherry remembered thst he had not, after all, called upon his
lordship as ho had intended. ‘ )

Wharton and Bob Cherry threw thair coats on over their
football jersevs and walked to the House. ‘There was no
sigh of Lord Mauleverer in the Close or about the playing-
ficlds, and it was pretty certain that the schoolboy carl was
slacking in his study. The two jumiors asconded to the
Remove passage, and Bob Chevry grinned as they passed the
tdoor of Leigh's study.

;_Hark i 1 ;

ramp, tramp, tramp ! ;

[ wa.[f: the sar:m sound they had heard before—the tireless
tramp to and fro of a fellow who had something on his mind.
A repentant lovk came on Bob Cherry's face.

“ I'm sorry I punched bim,” he said. ** He was a ratty
cad—hui—but 1 helieve he's pot some trouble, Harry, and
T'd rather help him than punch his head, if it could be
worked, But he's such s touchy and suspicious beast that I
don't see how a chap is to get on with him at all."

Harry Wharton nodded.

< Batter let him alone,’”” he said.

“%as T supnosa so." _

They reachod Lord Mauleverer's studv. Lord Manleverer
had a study to hamgelf at the end of the passage. [t was a
larger room than the rest, having been a box-room before it
was added to the Remove passizo. Lord Mauleverer had not
spared expense in furnishing it; and the carper, wto which
ti:a foot sank, the curtaing of the finest lace, the French
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clock. and the gilt wircors>the 'l:na-.huf;&uy chairs and table,
the Japancse vaszes, were the wonder of the Remove. Ionides,
the Greck, of the Sixth Forw, the son of an extremely
wealthy Greek merchant, was luxurious in his tastes, and his
study was something to see; but he had neither the tasto
nor the means of Lord Mauleverer. The two pictures hang-
ing in his lordship®s stpdy had cost twenty guineas apiece, and
they were well wortl#the money.
ob Cherry kicked open the door. ) ;

An elegant youth, in a flowered dressing-gown, with Turkish
slippers on his fect, turned slizhtly on a luxurious couch under
the window, and looked at them {uﬂlly.

“ Hallo, my dear fellows!"* he said, )

“ Hallp, haile, hallo " reared Bob Cherry in hiz powerful
tones.

Lord Mauleverer put his fingers to his cars,

* My dear fellow, don't ! '

“ What's the matter *"° roared Bob.

“You disturh mae !

“0Oh, that's nothing to what I'm going to do!” said Bob
exrenelv. “Come and play footer, you lazy slacker!™

“ Too much like work, my dear fellow.”

“ Well, of all the blessed slackers—"' !

“I'm not slocking, begad!" Lord Mauleverer explained
“I'm taking it easy. ‘There's a great deal of diffcrence
there, What 7"

Bob Cherry walked over to the couch and picked up one
end in his strong arms.  Tord Mauleverer's feet roso in the
atr along with the end of the couch. His lordship gasped,

“ Hold on! By Jove, you know ! T shall fall off !"

* Exactly I"

Bump! ]

Lord Mauleverer did fall off. and Bob Cherry tilted the
sofa over. He bumped on the floor with a heavy bump, and
rolled over on the thick carpet, entangled in his dressing:

oW, .
“You silly ass! Oh!"

“Yow!" he roared.

“ Ha, ha, ha !

Bob Cherry dragged his lordship up.  Losd Mauleverer
yrubbed his back ruefully. Iie sit on a chair, and gasped.

U Coming to play footer ! asked Bol.

“Ow! MNo!”

“8hall T help vou up again!?™

His lordship jumped up.

“Rats! Mo! Get ouk!"

“ Why don't vou come and plav,” said Harry Wharton,
laughing. * It will buck you up”

Lord Mauleverer vawned, .

“Well, I've got to go down to Friardale soon,” he swud
“ 71 don't want to exhaust myeelf before 1 stark.™

“Ten minutes’ walk,” said Bob, with a snert.

“Then thers's ten minutes back,” said Lord Mauleverer
argumentatively ; © and ten minutes there seeing the tailos™
“Tailor | Rats!” . _
“ And I had to run the last time T got to Friardale,” sail
Lord Mauleverer plaintively,  * That extremely unpleasant
bov., who is employved by Mr. Pawker, the butcher, knocked

my hat off. It was very unpleasant,” .

“You don’t mean to say that vou ran away from the
butcher's box ' demanded Bob Cherry indignantly,

“ Well, von see, ho was going to rab a pork-chop ovor my
clothes,"” said Lord Maunleverer. " 8o what was a fellow to
do? And I couldn’t lut him, as T was afraid—"

“What ™

“ Afraid of soiling my gloves—

“Oh! Ha, ha, ha!”

“ 1 don't zee anvithing amusing in it. Upen the whole, T
think T will wear an old coat and an old pair of gloves to-day.
and then T shall be ready for the butcher’s boy,” said Lord
Mauleverer. ** You see that it 1s guite imnoesible for me to
play footer and exhaust myselfl now. But I'll tell you what—
vou fellows walk down to Friardale with me instead of playing
tooter.”

* Rats!"” i

“Then please leave me to have a rest.” said Lord Maul-
everer, righting the sofa, and sefiling upon it again. ** Don't
be a reugh beast, Cherry I

Bob Cherry snorted,

“Well, 1 hope tho buteher's bowv, will rub pork-chops all
over you, and down the back of vour blessed neck,” he said.
“ome on, Harry!”

The chums of the Remove quitted the study. Lord
Mauleverer stretched out his legs vestfully and yawned. His
lordship spent guite a considerable time yawning. But he
was not to be left to rest in peace. A guarter of an hour
later, C'ecil Leich leoked nto the study.

Leigh had removed all the traces of his tussle with Bob
Cherry, and the gloomy cloud was gone from his brow. Tha
troubla that had been haunting him, whatever it was, scemed
to be dismissed from his mind, teo. There was an ﬁgreﬂ%lh*ta
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smile upon his face as he looked into the schoolboy earl's
study.  Lord Mauleverer concealed a yawn, and turned a
politely interested smile upon him. Lord Mauleverer was
nothing if not Chesterfieldian
‘Coming out this alternodh, Mauleverer #” asked Leigh.
Lord Mauleverer nearly yawned, and stopped himself again.
“It's warm," he remarked,

“Well, you're not going to stick alonc in the house all the
afterngon, are you'"

T Tve been trying to wet a rest,” said his Jordship, with a
sigh.  * Dut first sorte silly asses were kicking up a row
along the passage, and then Bob Cherry camie in to drag mo
off to play football. Don't say foutball to me, please. The
ward makes me feel quite tired.”

Leich laughed

“I'm not going to,”” he said. I was going to supgest o
}mlllt-:ﬂ" the river. You can Jie on the cushions while
pole.

Lovd Mauleverer reflocted.

"It's =uch a blessed long wav down to the viver" he
remigrked, More than five minutes’ walk, I believe.
Besides, I've got to walk to Friardale presently.”

I eome with you, if you like.”

Lord Mauleverer closed one eve and veflected. Az a matter
of fact, Mauleverer, although supposed to be a very simpla
fellow by most of his Form-mates, was deeper than he looked,
and he saw more in Cecil Leigh than mef the eye.  Leigh's
talk about his ** place ™ and his “ people ” imposed upon Lord
Muuleverer less than on the other fellows: and Mauleverer
thsliked humbugs.  Dut his manners were by nature so polite,
that it was hard for anyone to sce whether Mauleverer did
not like him.

“ Thanks, T won't trouble vou,” said his bordship, ** DResules,
I don't know just when 1 shall start.”

“ I would wait for you,” said Leigh.

* Not ut all—it would be imposin’ on you, my dear fellow.”

Ceeil Loeigh bit his lip. He was determined to be b
good terms with Lord Mauleverer, the only titled fellow at
Greylriars. But the path was not easy. SBomchow or another
}us lﬂri_]ﬂhip, although perfectly courteous, kept him at arm's
ength.

Leigh nodded, and quitted the study. Lord Maulevere:
arranged a cushion under his head, and yawned. e took up
a book, laid it down again, and yawned again. Then he

looked out of the window, and then ho closed his eyes, and
want to sleep.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.

The Order of the Boot!

ECIL LEIGH came down to the junior football-ground
with & coat over his jersey. Bob Cherry was sitfing on
the turf, rubbing his knee, which had received an
accrdental kick from Bolsover in the practice.  Bob

Cherry was not quite sure that the kick had been accidental :
Bolsover was & very rough player, and frequently had little
accidents like that in playing with fellows whom he dis
liked. But Bob would not take any notice unless he was
certaim. He was patiently rubbing his knee, when Cecil
jeined him. DBob Cherry looked un at him.

* ¥ Hallo, hallo, hallo ! he said affably,

Leigh stopped,

“1 want to speak to yeu. Cherry," he said awkwardly. “ [
I'm sorry for what happened in my study. 1 lost my temper
—I'm sovey. ™

Hob &mi'rcd cheerfully at once.

“ Oh, that’s all right!” he exclaimed. *“I'm sorry 1
slogged you—I knew there was something worrying you, #ud
I should have kept my temper.” )

“I'd had bad news from home,” said Leigh,

“I'm very sorry,” said Bob, with a concerned look. ** None
of vour people i1, I hope.”

J* Not exactly,” said Leigh. “It’s my father—he’s been a
bit hurt in a motor-car accilent. It worried me o bit.”

““It must have,” said Bob Cherry. “1 knew T sheuld feel
rotten if anything happened to my pater.  Not that he's
hkely to be hurt in a motorcar accident, thowgh—unless it
was somebody else’s motor-car.  Que funds don’t run to
automobiles in the Cherry family.”

Leigh winced. Something in Bob Cherry's careless frank-
ness scemoed to touch a raw spot somewhere. DBut he went on
evenly enough.

"My father's ear ran into the park palings, that was all,
and he was shaken up. But it worried me a bit. I'm soriy
for what happened, as I sqid.”

“ Al my fault,” said Bob. ** You viled me by saying that
1'd locked at your letter; though even if I'd seen it, 1 don't
sce that it would have mattered when it was only about a
nmiplor-car accident.”
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“Quite 30, apreed Leigh. * Only I was fecling ratty all
ovor,”’

“Well, it’s done with now, and no malice on either zide,™
satil Bob Cherry cheerfully, ** Are you going to play
footer ¥ ' .

“¥Yog I was thinking of joining in the practice”

“ You've played before, of course?” ashed Bob CUherry, as
he rose to Tus {eet. ; :

“1 used to play Rugby,” said Leigh, with an awe ss if
Rugby were a most aristocratic gxme, which he had horoured
by playing it.

“1 prefor Soccer,” said Bob, “ We play Soceer hoe, any-
way. You'll soon fall into the way of at.  I'I give you sume
joints, if you Hke. ™

“ Thanks awiully, dear boy !

Hob Cherry made a little primace.  He did not like Leigh's
“dear boy.” When Lord Mauleverer called him a dear boy
or & dear feliow, it was all right, Bat it Jid not sonnd the
sumae when Leigh did it. In Mauleveror it was natural; in
Leirh it seemed like a manner pumposcly affected. But Rob
smade no remark on the subiect. It was but seldoin that Bob
Cherry set up i judgment upen anybody.

“Hallp, you |:F]a},'i|1g. Leigh " said Wharton

elorTully,
“ Let's see you give a kick at poal.

Took out, Haesl '

“What-ho ! replied Hazeldene, who was between the
piosks,

Leigh kicked, and a very good kick it was Tt Leat
Hazeldene easily, and the ball ladged in the net.  Hary

Wharton uttered an exclamation.

“By Jove! Thut's pood.
course.”’

" Me’s enly pluyed Rugger before,” said Bob Cheiry.

“Then #t's extra pood. Looks like a recruit for the Form
cleven, Bulstrode.™

Bulstrade, the captain of the Remove, nodided.

“Geod! Let's see what you cxn do, Leigh,” he sail.

Cecil Leigh jomed in the play with considerable keenness
Although he affected a bored and listless air, as a rule, he
was In reality keen enough, and he evidently liked fhe preat
game, It was strange that he had never played Asenciation
before, considering how ho played now, and the fellows all
remarked wpon i, But surely there was no reazon Tor him
to say that he had not played, if he had played. Deception
on such a subject was so utterly without any apparent motive,
that he could hardly be suspected of it.

“ He ehapes wonderfully well,” Bulstrode remarked, 1
think he will do juﬂ; well in the forward line, Wharton™

“ 1 think so, too.’

“Oh, rot!” exclaimed Belsover, the bully of ihe Remove.
“1f you put Leigh in the forward line, where are YOU going
to put me i

" Nowhere,” gaid Bulstrode calmly. *“I've told you already
t]]'mt yow're not in form enocugh for & place in the Remove
claven,

Bolsover burst into wn angry laugh. e was 1o longer
cock of the walk in the Remove since Bob Cherry had licked
him and lowered his colours.  But it was not easy for the big,
overbearing fcllow to take a back seat and hide his
diminished head.

“I'm going to have a place in the team,” he said.

““ Rats " ]

“Or there will be trouble fur semebody ! zgid Bolsover
threateningly.

Bulstrode looked at him steadily.

H¥ou won't have a place in the team,” he zaid; *““and
tf you think you can bully me into giving you one, you're
|mstil'l]ﬂ:!]- Shut up, or I'll have you chucked off the feld
now !

Bolsover gritled his teeth. But several juniors were
gathered round, evidently guite willing to lend & hund or a
foot m the " chucking " process; and the bully of the Remove
checked himself, t was impossible for even the burly
Bolsever to defy the football captain on the football-preund,
But there was an evil expression in Bolsover's eves as he
turned away. Ilis glance fell evilly upon Cecil Leigh.

Bulstrode was forming up seven o side lor practice, and
Leigh was put in the forward line of Bulstrode’s sovon.
Harry Wharton captained the other side. and Bolsuver was
with him. Bob Cherry kicked the ball off, and then played.
Bolsover had his eye on Cecil Leigh k!l the time.

Leigh was playing wonderfully well. He captured the
ball, and brought it up to the goal with a fine drilible,
dodging and eluding his opponents in fine style. Delsover
rushed in to stop him, charging him from behind.  Leigh,
who weighod half Bolsover’s woight, was sent spinning, and
the bully of the Remove fell upon him heavily.

There was a chout from the other players.

“ Holsover! You cad!™

The bully of the Remove staggered up.  He had fallen so
heavily upon Leigh that he was considerably shaken uop
himsell. The play stopped, aand the junicrs gathered round
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young gents,” sald Trotter. * Good-bye, sirs!

e e e == i s ——

ithe Lwo, and Belsover was a hittle scared ab the expression
upon Lheir faces.

“You cad " shouted Bob Chorry.

“ It was an accident,” Bolsover mutterod.

“¥ez, and vour kicking me was an accideni, wasn't it
exclaimed Bob.

Iarry Wharton bent over Leigh. The slim junior was
Iying on his side, his face very white, and gasping painfully.

“ Are you huart, Leigh "

“I—I den't think so, much '” gasped Lei’gh. with an effort.
“The brute! [le foll on me on purpose.”

“1I know he did! Bulstrode, vou saw it?"

Bulsirode's brow was black,

“Yes, L saw 10" he exclaiined.
field [ ]

Tolaover drew a guick breath,

Y won't ! ho said.

Bulstrode pointed with his hand.

“ (et off ! I order you off the ground!

“Y won't!"

“ Throw him out !™ said the Remove captain.

There was a rush of the players, Thers were few of them
who Lad not been roughly handled by the Remove bully at
one time or another, and they were “fod up,” as Bob
UCherey exprossed it with his insalence.  They rushed at
Bolsover, and the burly Removite hit out savagely. One,
two, three of the junior footballers went down heaviiy under
hia blows, and then he was rushed off his feel
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“Itick him out !

“Throw the cad out!"

Dolsover struggled desporately.  Buol seven or cight fvllows
had hold of him by hiz arms and legs snd head. e wos
jorked and bumped and dragged H.Iﬂnﬁ to the adge of the
tield and tossed aver the line. Ile landed upon the ground
with a heavy thud.

“Thare I" gasped Dol Cherry. * Now you keep off the
Erass, you rolter ; if yvou come on here agaie, we'll squash
yon !

Bolsover sat up, gasping. e was boiling with rage, but
ho had been too roughly handled to want any moro just
then, He gasped and scowled and gritted his toeth while
the jumiors returned to the field, Cecil Leigh had risen te
hiz feet, and was leaning heavily upon Wharton's shoulder.

“I"'m &orry thisshould hnppen at vour first play here,™ said
Dulalrode. ““ Bolsover is o rotten cad, and 'iu}']f’hu kept off
{Im ground for some time for this. I hope yvou're not much
wurt.”

“Y can go on playing, T think," said Leigh, with a gasp.

And he did go on, though he had been really hurt. There
was no doubt thar Leigh had plenty of grit and pluck. Bob
Chorry wonderad, He had heard Leigh tell lies, and he
could pot help sometimes suspoeting him of “ swank.” That
a liar and a awanker should be a keen footballer and &
pHueky fellow, too, was n matter of wonder to tha simple
Balr. The qualities did not secmn to azree together at all.

Loigh's football was certpinly gm}slf, and it won golden
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opinions from all the Remove foothallers—all the maore

ange it was his first Soccer mateh. Az the juniors rubbed
themszelves down afterwards Cecil was the reeipient of a great
deal of praise, He walked back to the School Fouse with
Wharton and Beb Cherry, on the best of terms,

Trotter, the page, met them in the hall. Trotter had his
coat on, and a bag in his hand, and wore a most cheerful
expression upon his face,

“1'm goin’, Master Wharten,” he remarkod.

Harry Wharton stopped. Trotier was going on a fort-
night's leave, and hiz ploce ot Greyfriars was to be taken
by another lad for the time. The new page had not yet
arrived at the school, but he was expected that day.

Wharton felt in his pocket. Trofter was poing on g holi-

ay, and it was a thme for tips.  But funds were Jow in Srady

¥o. 1 just at that time, and Wharton searched his pockers
fu!*. g silver coin in vain.  1le found ouly three coppers,
which certainly wouldl not have met the case.

“ Lend me a two-bob bit, will yvou, Leigh *"* he asked.

Wharton did not borrow, 25 o rule, and any little lvan
he contracied was slways paid up serupnlously at the first
opportunity. Ile had no resource now bul to borrow a coth,
ﬂ;‘ let Trotter depare tipless; whichh wos not to be thought
of.

“Bame here’” said Dol Cherry.
Leigh.”

Leigh tumined rod. He threst his baoeds first inte one
pocket, and then athers buot his hands came oot Etl!{':;i'- The
two juniors had spoken unthinkingly; they believed Leigh
to be o rich fellow., and wever deubted for a moment that
he had plenty of money about kim, cr that, if he hade’t,
he wouldn't inind saving so.

“I—-I'm afraid 1've left my money in my study,” Leigh
stemmered,

“Uut up and get it, like a good chap,” said Bob.

* Blessed if I haven't lost my key ! snid Leigh, with an
wir of great surprise. 'I always kecp my money locked up,
you know. "

Wharton gave him a csharp look.

“Yery well,” he sawl guietly: “I'll get it from Maul-
cvergr. Wait & minute, Trotév.'™
M Buttingly, Master Wharton™

Leigh looked red and wmucomfortable. 1le had given both
the juniors the impression that he weould not lend them the
money. Heo did net try to eorrect the impression, and he
made no further effart ta ol the key.

John Bull came downstairzs, aud Wharion called to him.
Bull made the loan cheerfullv cnough at once, and Trotter
was tipped. John Bull added a two-shiling piece himsell,
and the page poclieted the coins with a great deal of satis-
faction.

“Thank you kindly, sir,” he said.
you.™

“T hope you'll have o ‘good time, Trofter,”” sait! Wharton.

“1 'ope g0, gsir. And I 'ope that Trimble will fill my place
orlright, and look arter you young gents,” said Trotter.

“Trimble!" said Cecil Leigh. ** Who's that 7"

He apoke very guickly.

** That's the noo page who's goin’ to-take my place, sir,”
said Trotter, most amiably. Leoigh had not tipped ham yet,
but Trotier fully expected it. * He's comin’ to-day, sir,
and he's & most obliging feller, sir: he'll do anythin® for you,
he will really, sir.”

“* Where does he come from 7 asked Leigh carelessly.

“ He was with me in my Brst place, in London, sir,” said
Trotter, "and & most respectable and respectful young
feller, Master Leigh.”

“(Oh, he belonga to London, T suppose ¥

“Heo, no!” gpid Trotter. *'’E came {rom the rountry
before I koew "im—place called SBandown, or Sanville, or
somethink i

Y Sanford 7 .

““¥es, that's it,"” apreed Trotter—* Banford, in Essex;
that's it. P’I"-ﬂ.,[!ﬂ vou know the place, Master Leigh ™
L[:f{!}ih., no! ['ve never been in Essex in my life,” =aid

izh.

He welked away. The juniors could not see his face, bat
Harry Wharton had a corious impression that he had
turned guite white. ke did not understand Leigh at all.

Troiter looked efter Ceeil quite expressively.

“ Bome young genis ain't so werry generous as other young
gents,’’ said Trotter oracularly. “Good-bye, sirs! 1 ‘ope
as Trimble will be werry dutiful to you.™

And Trotter walked off with his bag, the silver jingling in
his pocket. Harry Wharton was frowning thouphtfally.

“I'H settle that two bob on Saturday, Johnny,” he said.
Al serene, old fellow.™
" Bame here,”’ said Bob Chetry. 1 don't see why Leigh
couldn’t have tipped Trotter. e's new here, of course, but
a chap !'i}uln_g i money might spring 2 Eob or s0 when a
gervant is going on a holiday, I think,”
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“Why wonldn’t he lend us the money " azLed Wharton.

" He's lost his key."”

“Hum!"?

And Ilarry Wharton said no-more on the subject. But ha
thought a great deal. ITe was not suspicious, but the story
of the lost key was too fimsy, Either Leigh would not make
that little loan, or he could not, If he would not he was
A dhisobliging fellow: and if he could not, what was to ba
Ttmu{ght of hiz stories of o wenlthy home, of holidass on
the Continent and motor.car frips in his father's car? Was
it all swank from beginning fo end 7

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Bunter's Little Joke!

T wes evening, and there was a crowd in the junior

l connnon-room. The nights were closing in earlier now,

ancd chess and droughts were once more brought ont

to while away the hours till bedtime.  Some of the

fellows did their prep. in the common-room for the sake of

company while they did it, aod, needless 1o say, the prep.
suffered in consequence.

~ Harry Wharton & Co., having fAnished their preparation
i their studies, come down for a * jaw " before bedtime.
Ceeil Leigh was seated in s chair in the corner by himself,
peaking to nobody. Az s rule, Leigh was talkative enough,
bt something was certainly weighing upon his spirits that
day. Ever since the football practice—or, at all events,
since that talk with the departing Trotter—Leigh had been
more deprezsed than ever. He woulil probably %mte retired
to his own etudy, but there he would have had the company
of Billy DBunter, who had his preparation to de. Leigh's
brow was wrinkled, and he wes silent and distranght as ho
sat in the corner by the window. Harry Wharton planced
at kim &3 be came in, but Leigh did not leok in s humour

any mesns for convereation, and the chums of the
IRemove did not speak to him.

Billy Bunter came down a few minutes later. He rolled
into the common-room, and blinked round for his study-
mate. His httle round eyes glinied avilly behind his glasses
as he caught sight of Cecil Leigh.

YT say, yvou fellows—""

“Shut up " eaid Frank Nugent. whe was already deep in
a game of chess with Wun-Lung, the Chinese boy.

“"(3h, reallv, Nugent—-1"

“Bhut up! You interrupt me! [ think I’'ll wove my
rmif; and you won't get out of that ezaily, Wun-Lung, old
200,

The Chinese boy smiled softly. There was no fellow at
Greyiriars who could equal him at chess, or anything like
it. MNugent moved his rook, and leaned back in his chair
triumphantly.  Wun-Lamg pushed a piece forward and
grinned, and Nogent’s face was a study,

‘* Blessed if T saw that ! he exclaimaed.

* Allee samoe, matee, matee,” said Wun-Lung cheerfully.

“¥Yes, it's mate,” said Harry Wharton, who waz Jooking
o,

“If I'd moved my bishop——" begin Nugent.

**Ha. ha, ha!” roared Bob Cherry. * But vou didu't!"

“Oh, don’t yell!” said Nugent crossly. “ That nss Bunter
had to come !ﬁwmg‘ just then, or very likely I should have
moved my bish.”

“Ha, ha, hae !’

M Allee samee,” mmrmured Wun-Lung, “If @ou movee
bishee, me movee lookee, and you matee in one moveo allee
SRIN2e,

Well,

“My hat!

perhaps I should have moved the
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knight. Upon the whole, I should have inlcrposed with the
kaight."

“Ha, ha, ha!" . :

“ Oh, shut up, Bob! Don't roar! There &'t room for at
Indoors. Tf I had interposed my knight-—"

“ 7 sav, vou fellows—--""

# Blessed if it isn't all Bunter's fault!" growiod Nogent.
“Tf he Ladn't starled jawing I might have inlerposed my
knight."

“Ifa, ha, ha!” . ]

Bob Clierry persisied in laaghing, and Frank joined in
it & minate laler, as the hwnoar of his contention strack
him. He swepk the pieces into the box.

“1 say, vou fellows,” eaid Billy Bunter; “ I've got some-
thing here I can’t quite understand.”

“Thai's not surprising, if it's anythimng past the alphabet
or the mulkiplication ti:1|:ﬁf.” grunted Nugent.

“(0h, really ! Look here. 1 don't know if il’s German or
Greel,  bot it certainly con't be English,” said Bunter.
“ 11 stick it up on the wall. so that you can all see it, and
pee if you con make 1t ool

“0h, go abead ! ] ]

The juniors gathered round interestedly, Fellows who
Lknew German were glad of a chance of diplaying their
knowledge of that wonderful language, and the few who
knew any Greek were still more keen about it

Billy Bunter pinned a sheet of paper upon the wall, and
took upr o |:ue~m':i’|-: ) o

“ 2o ahead ! said Fisher T, Fish, the American jumor.
“Tf it's Greck, T guess T can construe for you. 1 used 1o
do a lot of Greek over there”

Ta which Boeb Cherry rejoined:

“ Hatsz !

“ Linley knows Greek, anyway,” said Tom Drown: * but
he's up in his study swotting. My hat! That's not Greek,
you fat duffer, nor German, cither !” ]

Billy Buanter, as soon za almost all eves wore upon bim,
had scrawled o “M" on the paper, of a very large sive and
irregular shape. .

Ha followed it with several other letters, till the word
“ Master "' was complete ; but the writing was of a decidedly
crabbed and spider-legey appearance,

The juniors watched him in astonishment, They could
not underatand in the least what the Owl of the Bemove
was driving at.

“What's the little game, Bunty ¥ demanded John Buall,
“ Ara you trying to pull our leg, you silly fathead?”

“ Just you wakch me."

“That's an English word, chump " . ]

“Tt’a not much like Enghsh writing,” grioned Nugenk.
“ But it's pretty nearly as near to it as Bunter ever gols”

‘“*Ha, ha, ha!” i

Bunter's peneil worked on. The next word was *° Sissle”

“What on carth does that mean!” said Temple, of the
Upper Fourth.  ® That's not an linglish woad, vor w
German word, either.”

“ Wor Greek,” said Wharton,

“Wo fear !

“ What does it mean, Bunter?” i .

“‘ That's what I want to make out,” said Bunter stolidly.
* That's why I'm writing it up for you fellows to sec”

He worked on.  * Leigh ™ was the next word, and then the
Removites understood. There was a gencral growl of dis-
appointment. ]

“You utter nss?™ said IMarry Wharton, * Master Coed
T.eizh with the Christian naute spelt incorrectly. What
are vou getting at¥" .

Buntor did not reply. He went on penoilling, 41k
Form, Gravirciers Erl-m{d}; Frierdale.” That was:, appavenily,
the finsh. o

He turned round, in the manner of a showman, and indi-
cated the strange writing with lus peaeil, and blinked In
the direction of Leigh. Cecil Leigh secmed to have hocome
just awarc of what was going on le was sitting bolt
upright in his chair, staring lowards the crowd of juniors
gathered round Billy Bunter,

Thera "™ exclaimed Bunler.
strue that ¥

“You ass !

“You fathead " ] .

“IF that's a joke, I don’t sec where the poind comses in"
said Harry Wharton, “It's Leigh's name ond  address
misspeit. That's all.””

“AWhere did you come across b Bunter ¥ asked Dolsaver,
with mtercst. The bully of the Remove secmed already to
seent in it something up against the Junior he dishiked il
fellow who was to have the place he had hoped to take in
the ¥orm eleven. o

“1 found that inseription on an envelope.” said Buuter
airilv. “I couldn't pessibly understand what it meant, so
I've wrilien 1t down for you fellows.”

And the fat junior blinked spitefully at Laigh. The latter
had come forward, and was-loskiong ar the pener on the
wall. He undarstood perfactly that this was Biflly Bunter's
revenre, nnd his cyes gleamed with anger and chezrn.
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“ Vou fopnd it on an envelope?” said Skinner. * Soma
chap baen writing to vou from tho workhouse, Leigh?"”

Leeigh calmed himself with an effort.

“It was a letter I reccived from an old servant of the
family, asking me for help.” he said. “ There is notiing
surprising in my father’s old gardener not being able to
spell ecorvectly, that [T can see” .

“Bame here,” said Harry Wharton, “I sheuld adviae
you not to set up as a funny man, Bunter. You're off side
every bime, ™

Bunier grinned wickedly.

“If that letter was from Leich™s pater’s cld gardener,
Leigh was making a jolly Fuss about i, he remarked.
“He was tramping about his study like a wild animal for
a jolly long time afferwards, and he—"'

“Oh, rats!" said Dob Cherry. I can disprove that, any-
wavy. What was worrving Leigh this afterncon was a lctter
from his father about a metlor-car nccident. He told me so
hemsell. o

“Was it?" =aid Bunter, his little eves {winkling
malicipusly. ** Leigh's only had one letter to-day, anyway
1 lnow that, =0 his father and his {ather’s old gordenet
must have put their Istters in the same envelope.” .

There was a laugh from some of the juniors. Cecil Leigh
lurned crimson.

“1 had two letters " he exclaimed, :

“Did vou? I don't know where you got them, then,” said
Bunter evilly. “ [ was ¢xpecting o postal-order fo-day, and
we only get two posts, and I turned up for the postman cach
timo, an !mkedpn-:{er every letter in the rack fo malc sure
whether it was for me. There was only one letter for yon
that 1 saw, and that was by the second post.” :

“I don't intand to disenss the matter with you.'" saiud
Leigh, with an effort at a lofty tone. “ It's like your cheek
to meddle in my affairs at all.’ Ever since I've been in that
study with you, you've been prying into my letters, and
trying to get into everything I keep locked ua-" _

“That's Bunter all over,” said Harry Wharton. * He
vsed to do exactly the same when he was in my study.

“Oh, really, Wharton—-"" -

Leigh jerked down the paper from the wall and tore 1t to
ieces,

P Look here—"" began Bunier, “I—— Oh!”

Smack ! :

A ringing box on the ear from Leigh's open hand sent
Bunter reeling. Ila staggeved back against the wall, and
Dlinked furiousiy at the new junior. .

0w ! Yow! Beast! Neosp vour paws off me, will you?
It's not m}{'; Euu]t if vour father never learned to read and
wiike by 1M

Leigh ran towards him “fariously. Bolsover interposed,
and pushed back the excited junmior, with a very ugly ex-
presson upan his face,

“ Mo vou don't ! he said.

“ Let me got al the cad !

“You're nof going to touch him!" said Bolwover
virtuously, “ I['m not going to have Bunier bullied becauss2
he's fat and can't help hunself.”

“ Look here—"" .

“T1 know that letter was from his father, and he's in
peison, or something ' howled Bunter. ' lieep bim off,
Bolsover. 1 know his father’s in the workhouse! Uw! [
don't believe he's got a father at all! Yow !

('ecil Leigh's face was convulsed with rage. Dut he thrust
Lis bands mto his pockets, and strode out of the common-
room.  Bunter rubbed his car ruefully.  The crowd of
juniors brolie up, laughing. In spite of Bunter's innuendoes,
it was pot likely to be beheved that Cecil Leigh's father had
writtenn to him in that verv curicus orihography. DBud
Balsover dropped his hand on Bunter’s shoulder.

“ You're itn Lewgh's study, Bunfer.” he said, 10 a low voles.
“ The cad is going to take my place in the footer cleven, [
never believed in him from the start. I know dhere's
something fisliy about him.  Deep vour eyes open, DBunter,
and=—and if anything torns ap, yvou tell me. 11l aee that
Laoigh docsn’ hurt you.”

And Bunter promised cagerly enough that he would leep
his eyes open. I Cecll Leigh really had any secrcts, they
were eectainly in danger now.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
The New Page.

# EDTIME ! said Courtney of the Sixth, looking into
the junior room. And the fcllows yowned and put
away books, and papers, and chess, and draughts.

The Bemove marched unstairs to tho darmitm‘g.

Leigh was not with them, and MHarry Wharton paused,

good-nataredly, at bis study to tell him that it was bedtine,

By FREANK RICHARDS,
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If that had been left for the prefect to do, Leigh would
probably have been given lines, '

“Bed, Leigh 1" smid Wharteon, looking in

Leigh started up.

Iz it bedtime ¥’ ke cxclaimed.

[ 1] YHSIJJ

“Has—— Ty the way, hos that new page chap gcome ¥
asked Leigh enrclessly,

“The new bools—Trotter's substituie®” snid Harrv, with
a smils, “"No, T don’t think se. Ie's late. -I believe he's
conving a jong distance from the country.”

YAl serene; I'm coming.”

Ceeil Leigh followed Harcy Wharton & (n, very slowly,
Thers was a srange hesitation in his manner. 3t seenued
as if he did not wanl o gro te hed,

Hﬂ"-‘r'("n‘lrr, le cutered the Remove (lq;]!'milur}r with tha resi,
and undressed bimself awd turned 0 with the Remsove,

Courtney extinguished the lights,

Cne by one the Remove fellows dropped off o sleep.
G{'EEL Leigh did not slecp. o I ]
anxiwous brow.

He was listening,

In the deep sileuce of the house he knew that be would be
able to hear a ring at the bell in the servants’ quarters.  Ile
was listening for that. Why he should have listcued for
1t, why he should be in the least interested by the arrival of
the new page, would have been a prefound mystery to lus
Form-fellows.

A fant and distant sound came to his car, and he started
up in bed. In & momcut he had slipped out and was
dressing,

Hob Cherry looked sleepily out of bed.
nsleepn yek

“ Hallo, halle, halla! Who's that

“It's all right,” said Leigh.

“What are you gelting up for?”

“T've just remcmhereg that I left seme meoney on the
table in my study. I'm just going to slip down and pui it
BWAY,

“Oh! Thought you always locked your money up?”
grunted Bob Cherry.

"Well I—T do as a rule; hut—"'

“Don't let o prefect entch you, that's gll”

Leigh dressed hurriedly and left the dormitory, clesing
the door behind him. - But he did not proceed in the
direction of the Hemove passage. He made his way by the
back stairs, so that he could look over the lower banisters
snd watch the new.comer.

A fat red-faced boy in & eoat was standing in the gae
Jight, talking to Mrs. Kebble, the housekeeper.

Cectl Leigh could not see his face for & moment or two:
but sornething in the Agure and manncr of the boy appeaved
to strike him as femnuliar, for his lips closed tight topether,
and he held hard hold of the banisters, as if he had suddenly
recognised a dangerous enemy.

The new-comer turned his head a little, and Leigh looked
down and saw his face.

He drew back quickly into the shadow of the staircase. It
was a common cnough face hie saw—fat, somewhat like a
dumplmg}; not striking in any way. But the grim wvisage of
Banquo had no more unnerving effect upon Macbeth than
the fat commonplace face of the new page upon Cecil Leigh.

The junior’s very lips turned white.

“1It's the same,” he murmured. " Of course, T knew it!
But—but what horribla luck—what feariul luck! Who could
have theught of anything like this?”

ITe erept away sﬁentlg.

In the distance, as he erept away, he heard the voice of
the new page, explaining in squeaky tones how it was that
he had arrived so late. But Leigh did not stay to listen. 1l
had =een the new page, and he was satisfied—it was the pevson
fie had fearsd that it would be. Why should he fear? That
was something that Cecil Leigh was not likely to explain, if
he conld possibly help it

He made his way slowly back to the Remove dormitory.

- The room was =ilent as he entered, save for tho steady
breathing of the juniors, most of them fast asleep.

“tfiilnL{'i hﬁurnﬁd"inﬁn bed qui:’it!y, :

“ Hallo, halle, hallo ! came sleepily from Tob Oh :
bed. * Have vou locked up the mmi}{.;- safely, L-:ig]f'?’FrrI :

“ Yoz, thanks, Chervy )"

“* Careless ass to leave it about,” grunted Bob Cherry.

ANSWERS
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" You ought to ke more carelul. You ¢haps rolling in money
are always carcless with it."

“Well, I've always had plenty,” said Loigh.  Even at that
moment, traubled and tertuved in mind as he was, he eould
net resisk that reply.,  Swank was part el parcel of the boy's
natuira.

“ Luecky bargee " suid ol Chevry.

And he went (o sleep agsin,

Creil Leigh did vot go te stoep 20 ensily. e tricd to do
w0, but 1t was hard. The fat, heavy face of the new |::lfﬂ
seemed to e glimmering at hun frem the darkness of the
dormitory. The =queaky Lones were shill in his care, o
could not <loop--lie conld anly think of thie days (o follow,

TET koew hime, be will know mie ! he muottered HEL B Al
arain,  “Oh, beavens!  And he is to be here for a fortuicht;
I cannod possibly avoul Jum for all that lime. It would be
HHH'G%‘E-i_IJ'h‘. And of he talks=- "

The jumor groahed.

“Aly hat! Who's
Wlhattou's bed.

Leigh was sitent and frembling.

“ Somcbody proaned.” said Harey, sitting up in bed. 1
heard it.  Is anybody ill+"

There was no reply.

“Ts that some of your blessed ventrilogquism, Bunter T

Only 2 snore from the fat junior answered. Billy Bunter
was asl-z:'-]]:l. Harry Wharten, very much puesled, setiled
down to sleep again, If o fellow had a pain that made him
groan out in the middle of the night, there was no conceivable
reason why he should not say so. Wharton was perplexed.

Ceeil Teigh Jay silent, in miserable thought—but very
eareiul not to give andible exprossion to his troubles again.
It was long befove he fell asleop, and then his sleep wan
very broken till morning, But he had thought of something ;
and when the Remove turned out in the morning he had
something to say.

“Tho new page has
dressing,

“He came after we wont to bed, then,” said Wharlan,
turning o wet and shining face from his washstand.

“Yes: I went down to put some meney away T had Jeft in
my study, and I happened to sre him in the passage.”

“ What the dickens was he doing in the Remove passage ¥
asked FFrank Nugent.

*E—1 mean the Lower passage: I heard them, and looked
down. T fancy I've seen that fellow Trimble bofove.”

“Oh 1" said Wharton, with some intevest. ** Now T think
of i, vou secemed te knew the pame when Trotter wos
speaking of it yesterday.”

i 'IF"_I'_'E_.'E-'E: and I don't know any geod about him, either,” =aid
cigh.

Wharton locked at him diveetly.

* Docs that mean that you do know bad about him?* b
ashed.

Leiwgh hesitated.

21 don’t kuow that I ought to say_that,” lLe replied
“I'm not sure 1t's the same chap, a8 I—I"ve never seen him
before. But I heard about a school-page named Trimble—at
a school where a friend of mine was—being sacked for makin
W lving stories about one of the follows in the school, an
circulating them in the place. From what I heard, it scemed
to be a sort of mania with him—he had a lively imagination
und he made up the mest probable-sounding stories; and
there was a row about ik, and he was sacked.”

“ And his name was Trimble 77

ik -T.ESrTT

“It's not a common nane,’ said Bob Cherry. * This is
quite possibly the same fellow. Ile ought to be asked
about 1"

“0Oh, no! exclaimed Leigh hastily, “TI don't think so.
I'm not sure it's the same, and if it i5, he may be brying to
be decent now, and not do anything of the sort here.” I jusk
mentioned 1t to put yon fellows an your guard, in caze any-
thing of the kind should happen here; you™l know just how
much to believe if the fellow began any yarns about a chap
in tho school.”

“1 certainly shouldn't listen (o him, for one,* said Harry
Wharton.,

° Y Bome follows would; and it"s just as well to know what
to expeck. Bubt I den't think anything need be said to
Trimble.”

*“ ¥ suppose you've might; but—hang it, this iz rather un.
satisfactory, you know. If the chap is such a rotter, he ought
to be kicked owt,”” said Bob Cherry.

“ Buppose he's turned over a new leaf "

" [Tum ™

Cecil Leigh turned back to his washing., ITe had offectod
liis purpose, ot all events; if the new page should toll anv
unlikely stories of any fellow in the Remove, his stories would
be looked upon with nomediate suspicion.

t#** came a voiwe fram  ITarry

come,” he remarked, as he was
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The gipsy gang made a desperate rush, but the junlors stopped it. The cricket stumps lashed out heavlly, for Tom ,l

Merry & Co. did not care how hard they bit. (An exciling incident tuken from the splendid fong, complete school

tale of Tom Merry & Co., entitied " The Gipay Schoolboy,” by Martin Clifford, contained in this week's issue of
The *“Gem"” Library. Out on Thursday., Price One Penny. :
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THE EIGHTH CHAPTLR.
In Fear.

BCIL LEIGH, as a rule, was among the lrst down of
the Hemove, buat on this particular morning he was
the last. Not that he had anything w particular to
do.  He hung about the dormitory domme  rothing

ezrecial; and fipally went down, and dicectly into the dining-
roorn, wiihout guin% intg the Close or Mngering in tae hall
T.oigh's face was a little pale, and as ho crossed the hall ho
held his handkerchicl ta it.  PFob
svmpathotic thump on the shouldaer,
# Toothacho, Lt"i%h i
o Yoi," said Cectl, makiog a wry [face. ¥ Beastly 1Y
Ry ! Tried anything for it "
MTuz Macuer Livrapy.—NMo, 183,
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“ (¥, it will go away ! Fhave these attacks, but they don't
last Jong.''

“It's rotten,” suid DBob Cherry.  *“*I've got some menthol
in my study, Shall I buzz off and get it for yvou?"

“0Oh, it's all right ; don’t trouhle.” _ i

Leigh took his place at the brpakfast-table, still ‘keeping
the handkerchief to his face. A fellow more suspicious than
Iioh Cherry might have fancied that he was keeping his face
concealed from view for some reason—yet what reason could
ko possibly have had?  But over the handkerchief Leigh's
charp eves wera wandering up and down the room. It was
the page's duty to help in serving tho breakfnst, but he was
at the senior tables, and did not come near the Remove, or
indead glance towards them. Leigh's eyes fixed upon Trimble
at ones, and every few moments wanderad round in his
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direction again. He lowered the handkerchief fiom his face
at Iast

* Is that the new page over there "' remarked Bob Cherry,
who was beside him. _

“ Yes, that’s the chap,” said Leigh carelessly,

“ Toothache better ¥’

“ Yes, much better, thanks ™

“Glad to hear it; it’s a beastly thing,” said Bob Cherry
fympathetically. I hope if wawn’t that siog on the jaw
yeeterday that started it

*(Jh, no; that's all vight '™ .

Leigh did not recaver his ease of manner until the Remove
were m the Formeroom,  There —perhaps because the new
paze could not possibly be there—he secmed o recover.

Har the worry of manner descended npen him again when
the Form were dismissed. The recess after third lesson he
spent in the Forme-room. Bt wlhon moraineg lessons wore
over e had to go out with the Form. Bob Cherry saw him
give a plance uy and down the Form-roon passage.

“lallo, hallo, hullo! Looking for somebody 1™ asked
Bob.

Feigh tivmed erimsan,

“"Certainly not I he exciaiiac,
you mean, Hob Cherry ¥

Bob stared.

-

“What the dickens Jo

1 asked yon a <imple quesiiog enouph,” he voplicd, Ny
harm in it.  If you're looking for sewchody, 1 may be able
to tell you where he is, that’s all.®

* Well, I'm not,” sard Coeil abruptiy,

- " All serene; keep your wool on 7

Atd Bob Cherry walked away rather hufibv,  He could not
umderstand, and i not like, these smdden <harppcsses of
manner in Uecill Leich. Bob Cherey liked a follow to be
vither 2 friend or a foe, so that a chap wonld always know
how to take himi. An uncertain and irvizable temper got on
Bob’s nerves very much,

Leigh strode quickly towards the sraivease. and ascended
the stairs and went into his studv.  Fle remained there until
the bell vang for dinner. When lle cwme downstaivs again to
the dining-room he had his handkerchiof to his face,

This time My, Queleh, the master of the Remove, who was
at the head of the Lower Fourth table, remarked upon it.
- “Is anything the matter with von, Leigh#"

“Neo, sir—only a slight touch of toothache,™ said Leigh,
furmprg red. :

“ You had it at breakfast this morning, T ithink.”

Y Vees, sir,”

“1f there is anything wreng with vour teeth, Teigh, vou
thould sec the dentist at once. The matter may beeome very
sericus if neglected.”

“ It's—it’s all right, sir. T—1 had a nasty jar on the jaw

j'ﬁa-tqrdﬁy, and that started it said Leigh hastily, * That's
Wiy Hir.

“{Ih, very well I"

“ My only bat!” murmured Dob Cherry.

]m:};):l? caught Bob's eye, and became ‘crimsen.  He had
tnld Bob that morning that it was not the knock on the jaw

that had started his toothache, and now he had told Alr.
Quelch the direct opposite. It was evidently Bob’s inquiry
that had put the thought inte his head. But why should he
lie? Was he only pretending to have the toothache ?

Bob Cherry felt & sense of disgust. There was a wiliness,
& tortuousness, about Ceeil Leigh that roused all his
repugnance.  The fellow had some good qualities—but why
wis he such an arrant liar ?

Leigh was thinking little enough about the lie. He had

n a course at Greyfrviars that could not he

embarked u

followed without lying—and every fresh lic had to be Eup-

wrked and buttressed up by move Kes. Tt fashed across
elgh's mind, somefimes, fimt he would have done more

wisely to tell the plain truth at the start.
sides, it was too late now.

he had started to follow.

After dinner, Lr.-i%li walked down to the Cloisters, and
remained there till the bell rang for afternoon =chool.
During afterncon school he had had ecme re wse, hut the
cloud settled on his face apain when the Remove were
dismissed. Mobody took any special intorest in (esil Leigh's
moods and expressions; but had a vouthful Sherlock Holnes
been watching him, it would infallibly have becn seen that
Leigh was in momentary terror of meoting somebody who was
in the house, and whom he might run against by chance at
HNF moment.

And the bitter part of it was that he knew e mesting
must come about some time. He was only staving off the
evil hour,

But it gave him time to think. Not that thinking lad
hielped him much so far. ITe could not think of a way out
of the strange and troublesome dilembna that he found him-
self in. Tt was so utterly unexpocted, zo unheard of, he
eculd not possibly have foresern anyiling of the kind. What

E Macrer Liprany.—No. 153,
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. But——  And,
He was committed to the line

to do now he did not know, excepting to dodpe ns long. as
possible what he knew Lo be inevitable,

It came at Tast. Mo knew it must come, and he was pro-
paved for it.  He had hurried up to the Remove nassapo
after school, while the rest of the Ferm swarmed out into
the Close to make the most of what was left of the daylight.

Trimble, the new page, was coming down the Remove
passage, with a basket of wood in his hand, fresh frora
laying the five in Lerd Mauleverer’s luxurious study.

Mauleverer had started firos in the evening alveady, and
Mavleverer's tips were so lerge that Trimble, like everybody
clso employed in the house, was only too anxions Lo serve
Liine. T’ilu nmintors built thety own fAres, as a rule, but Laord
Mauloverer frankly confessed that he couldn’s: but a fellow
who gave a tip of half-a-crown for that Lttle serviee was not
likely to be under the necessity of deing it himsclf,

Trimble had a half-rown in his poeket, and 2 basket of
wood in his hand, and a satisfied grin upon his fab face ax ko
came down the Remove passauge, jusi as Cerdl Leigh ascenderd
the staure ond reached the to).

They met fice to face at the lop of the dairs, almost
runnming into one anothor, :

Loigh started back, his face going white for & moment, but
Iie lips coming fruly togethor.

Trimble was beginning to murter an apology, when he
looked ot Leigh, and the words died om his lips,  An expres-
“.Ft';ﬂ l:r't; the most utter astonishment evossed his fat face.

rach !

The basket of wood went to the floor, and the wond rolled
out over the linoloum.

“Trimble started back, still staring
of Greviviars.

* Lammy 1" he ejaculated.

" What oo you mean P demanded Leigh, in bis lofticet 2md
ozt crusling manner.  * Arve vou spea mg to mei”’

* Lavmny, o it ain’t "Opkins ™

e

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
An 01d Acquaintance.

o TRINS ! said the new page, as in a deeam. “If 7
ain’t "Upkins! Wot ave you a-doin' "ere, "Opkins®™
Leigh breathed hard. His eyes were flaming. At
that mowment, if he could have silenced the page,
there waz lirtle he would have stopped short of 1o da it

But be could not.  Fle could only brazem it out, with
iig-rﬁiqir gnawing at his heart while the false words were on
ns lips,

“What do you mean ™ he exclaimed haughtily.

“Why, 'Opking—-""

" Are you mad? My name i3 Leigh. T belong to this
sthool. How dare you addeess me in this way !’ Leigh
exclaimed havshly.

The page started. 1ie srared at Leigh again, searching lis
face, evidently in a srate of the greatest amazement.

“ Letgh ¥ he repeatcd.

* Yes, that is my nwne,™

*You belong to—to this “ere school?™

“Certainly ! I am in the Lower Fourth Form.”

Trimble seemed dezed.

“Oh, come orf,” he said at last. “ You can’t gammen me,
you know, Blessed if I know wot you're doin' in FEtens,
"Opkins! I s'posc you've been taking some of the young
gent’s clothes.  But you're *Enry "Ophkins, and vou know
you are’’

“ Follow "

“Fellow, eh?' sgaid Trimble.
fellow ? Ain’t 1 as good as you?"

Blankly at the janier

“Wot do you mean hy

The page raised his tone angrily,
Leigh made a hurried gesture,
" Quret 1

Trunble sneered.

“Wot am I to be quiet for?” he demanded. “If vou're
Leigh, of the Lower Fourth Form 'ere, and I'm the ypape,
wot should I be tl(uiet for? Why don’t you complain to +he
‘vad or the ‘ousekeeper about mwy impertinence in gpoakng’
to you, ch ¥

Leigh breathed hard. ]

I don't want to get you into treuble,” he bepan,

Trimble grinned,

“¥ou mean you don't want me to get you into trouble™
he said. -

* Look heve, Trimhble, you think vou recognise me——"

1 know you're "Bnry 'Opkins, if that's wot vou mean,?
said Trimble. " 1If that's wot you mean, I do recopnize
woit, You're "Enry “Opking, and you was skipper of Sanford
Ashletie whet 1 was half-back in the team. You know thet.”
- I've never played Association football in my life.”

“Myv here ™ *

" Pve never even hieard of o place called Sanford.”

* Lupnny I
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“My mame i3 Cecil Leigh, and I belong to the Lower
Fourth here. You can ask any of the fellows, and he will
tell you”

‘* Oh, come ovf ™

“Heve's Mauleverer!" said Leigh deaperately, as the
schoolboy earl came out of his study. * Ask him. He
belonga to my Form: he's & Friend of mine™

Trimble chuck:.rd.

“Why, 'e's a lord ! he exelaimed.

“1 know he is*

2 And he's a friend of yours, hoy "

T Y@S-”

“ Gammon I”'

“ Ask him who [ am,” s2id Leigh.

#Mind, T will, if you stick it out.”

* Ask ham.”

Lord Mauleverer paused as Leigh made a sign to him.
Leirh's face was white, and there was a hunted look in his
Eyes. .

“Will you stop a minuke, Mauleverer?” he exclaimed.

“Certamnly, my dear fellow ! Can I de anything for you?”
asked his lordship lazily.

“¥Yes, This youth—Trimble—-thinks he has scen me before
somoewhere,” zaid Leigh. * Will you tell him who I amt™

The schoolboy earl looked puzzled.

“Cartainly I'" he said.  “You are Cecil Leigh, of the
BRemoave—my Forni. Is thar 217

“ That's all, thanks.”

His lordship nodded and passed on. Trimble almost stag.
gered in his estonishment.  Leigh wateched his fat face
narrowly.

“CWell, are von sanisfied now ¥ he asked.

" Yes," said Trimble slowly, “1 ham "'

“You know I'm nat the person vou tosk me to be?" ashed
Leigh, with a breath of relief.

Trimhle shook his head.

“ Mot that, 'Opking,”’ he replied; “T know you are "Enry
"Opkins, Wot I'm sstislied about is that you've took thom
in at this school. You've 'Envy *Opkins, and if you're calling
yourself C'ocil Loigh 'ere, it"s bocause you're up to no good.”

“You cheeky voung scoundrel—"'

“* Bewter language, please,” zaid Trimble threateningly.
“1 remember you wrs always high-falutin’, though you vas
only a innkecper's son in Banford. ¥ou was always full of
stories about grand relations and such like. [ never believed
‘arf of if, nor didn't the others, neither. I says—"

L‘_‘ .‘-'!'L_Ira vou going to persist in this absurd story ¥ asked
aigh.

“anrt abstird storg M

“That you recognise me as some low rotter of your own
class that you knew in your native village™

Trimble's eyes gle‘ﬂm@i )

“1 recken,” he answered emphatically, "1 know you,
'Fary *Opkins. You used to come it 'igh over me in tho
Sanford Athletic. I wasn't fit for you to speak to, 'cept in
s patronisin’ way, because my father was barman in the inn,
and your father was boss of the Sanford Arms, But—"

"You are mad !’ said Lﬂgh‘hmrqﬂi{; “I tell you—"

“You tell me whoppers,” said Trimble, rawsing his voice.

“ You was always a swanker and a liar, "Enry 'Opking. ¥You
was always—

“ Hush ™ ) ]

“I'm not going to "ush,'” said Trimble. “If I'm not

telling the truth, go and complain to the "Ead, and get meo
gacked.”

Leigh elenched his hands. That was exactly what he could
nat I&.:. He knew it, and the page know it. Trimble chuckled
softly.

“ Well, why don’t you go?” he demanded.

Loigh was silent. ]

“ Yea, Master "Enry 'Opkins, I know you——" i

“Oh, silence!” muttered Leigh. * Silence! C-come intn
my study.” z :

Ho almost dragged the page into his study, and closed
the door. Bob Chorry came upstairs, and looked surprised
at finding the passage empty.

“ My Eat. " I:uid Bob t.E {ﬂmmﬂf. “T'Il swear T heard o
row going on; but there’s nobody here. H'm!™

And Bob went on to his study for his footer. As he passed
Leigh's door there was a murmur of voices andible within;,
but Bob Cherry did not even notice it. He was not addicted
to the little ways of Billy Bunter, and ke would have scorned
ta liston to a word, even if he had allowed himself to be
curious about the private affairs of others, which he never
did.

THE TENTH CHAPTER.

The Snob!
ECIL LEIGH came downstairs a little Iater, looking
voery pala.
Billy Bunter was waiting for him at the foot of the

skaircase. Thers was-a very unpleasant grin upon
Bunter’a fat face. . .
“ Lettor for you, Leigh!” he exclaimed.
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Lei%h starbed. : ;
“Thank you!" he said quiotly.

He wenk over to the rack where the letbers were stuck oz
tha fellows to them.

Quita a crowd of juniors had gathered there, and they
weore all looking at ono letter—a letter addressed to Leigh in
crabbed writing and queer spelling. i -

“* Mastor Sissle Leigh, 4th Form, Grayfrires Bkool

Leigh turned scarlet : ;

It was pretty clear that the fellows were interested in bhat
letter. Nobody had touched it, but a dozen or maove bhad
seen the queer addrass upon it .

“ Another letter hiom your father's old gardener,” said
Rolsover, with an ill-natured grin. “ These old servanls of
the family never zeom to give you any prace, Leixh,

And there was a general laugh. o .

Leigh took down the letter, and pot it into s packet
without replying.  Bolsover and Skinner and Snoop and
several more fellows barred his way, ’

“Won't you let us see it?"7 said Bolsover, with a enoer.
T Wo slluuéd be asfully interested in the troubles of your
arer's gardenar,” ]

! It ﬁfl ht to bz ontertaining,” remarked Skinner,

Loigh had o hunted look. . 0

“Mind vour own business!” he exclaimed. I suppose
vau don't expect to bo allowed to read my privaic corre
spondence.”’ " T

“ But a letter from an old gardener can’t be very privaie.
said Bolsover. “ You might lot us have a look at at.

“T ghall do nothing of the kind!™

“I say, Bolsover, take it away from him," ﬁ:tid Nilly
Bunter. “1 know jolly well it's not from any blessed old
gardener. That's a crammer.”

But Ralsover would not go so far as that. Leigh stredo
away, tho juniors making room for him te pass, and laughing
londly as ho went. The general impression was that Leigh
had some uneducated relation whose existence he was trying
to keep a socret, but who tactlessly persisted in writing to
him. There was nothing whatever to be ashamed of in
having an uneducated relation, but the fact that Leigh was
ashamed of it laid him open to ridieule.

The junior tmmmddaut a?grilly int-:i_ the %ﬁse, kﬂf stopped

he elms, and drew the lotter from his pocket. ]
mﬁ?rtnd it t}ﬁ*ﬂugh—thmugh the ill-spelt Ja:rn:lrj lll-mnstruqteg
sentences—with an angry frown ugon his brow. But the lesler
was so full of confidence and affection that tho boy's facs
softencd in spite of himself.

“He's a dear old chap,” hc muttered—"s dear old boy.
and precious few fathers would do as mu-::'h. for thetr sons a3
he has dons for me! But—but he doesn’t understand—he
can’t understand! He won't understand! And—and I can't
tell him; it would be too caddish! But—but what shall 1
do?"

“ Leigh! Leigh!" _

The ?uninr m%ned round as his namec was called. DBob
Cherry was waving t{:rihim from the distance. Leigh thrust
tha letter into his pocket. :

“* Caming to the footer! bawled Bob Cherry.

F ‘E"%h

“ (ome on, then."

Leigh joined the junior footballers. The form he had shown
the provious day had made him rather a marked ligure amang
the Removites, and Bulstrode, the Remove captain, had
decided o play him in the next Form match, Bolsover stoud
looking on with a scowl while tho juniors were at praciicé.
The bully of the Remove was not allowed to join in tho
practice with the rest of the Form now. He had stepped on
the field once, and had been ordered off, and it was so evident
that the footballers were only waiting for a pretext to pitca
him off that he retired guietly. .

But his heart was full of cnvy, malice, and all uncharitable-
ness. Ho regarded Leigh as an intorloper, who had tuken
his place, and he was longing for a chance to get even, as her
tormed it, with the new boy.  And he suspected Lgigh!
Exnctly what to suspect he did not know, but he had an
impression that thero was something * fishy " about him. f
ha could only catch him tripping! If such sn opportumiby
came, the Remove bully was not likely to fail to make use
ufﬁ:ﬂatrudg had formed up twao elevens from the Romove foat:
ball club to play a practice match. There was not time before
dark to play a [u]lpnmt{'.h out, but the first half was enough
to show how the team would l‘P-ull together. There was &
Form match with the Upper Fourth due on Saturday, and
Bulstrode wanted his cleven in fichting order by then, lle
callad out to Leigh.

“You'll be f{HFWﬂ.rd." he said. L think I'll try you at
inside-right 1"

YT usually play contre.™

(1] Eh !?‘I 13
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“I—I mecan—=""

Bulstrode stared blanklv ot the junior. Only the day before,
SEHY I.-I:J'E_'ll had sawd that he diel not play Soceer, amd had
never played it befove. There is an old saying aboul the
neeessity of pood memories for those who depart from the
trwth, which ety wanld have done well bo beay 1in mind.

U Blessed if T make you out,™ sund Bulsirede, ™ You
sig—""

“I—I meon——"

“Well T theneht you played jolly well for a beginner,”
said Dulsyvoale, “Bul what on cavth did you lie about it
1!.“’?”

1T didn’t. That was a—a slip. What | meant to say
was that 'd rether pluy centve " stumanersd Leigl

Buld rode gave him a very suspicious look.

Oh, was 117 he said. T Well, T don’t care twopenee
wheee you'd rather play. 1 oahiunk vou'll do as inside-right
and I want an inside-vight, anld 'm going to try you there.”

“Oh, very well 17

“You'te ourtside-right, Linley !

* Right you are, Bulstrode,™
cheerily,

Leigh gave him a look, 1Te had leavned all abeut Mark
Lanley, the fuctory lad, who had come to Greyfriars on a
scholarship  which he had won by dint of hard work and
sheey pit. Thore were somn fellows in the Remove who
rever suffered Mark to forget that he had been a factory lud,
und who never failed to inform new boys of the eivcumstance.
Mark did not mind. e had the good sense to know that
there was nothing to b ashamaed ugin his ovigin: and if he
thosght abou! ile matter at all, he was proud of having
worlied for his own Hving, and of having been able to do it

As a matter of fact, there wore veey few fellows at Grov-
frizrs who eould have carncd their daily bread if they had
been thrown seddenly upon theiv swn resouress.  But there
wero snobs at Greyfriars, as everywhere, and they did ot
allow the factory to be forgotten.  And, as will asually Lo
fouind 1o be the case, fellows who had httle seerets in their
own family lostory were the reashest upon the factory lad.

Twigh glanced ot Linley, and then stepped towards Tal-
strwde, who was turning away to speak to Bob (hewry. e
vached the football captain on the sleeve of his jorsey.

L ﬁre vou playing that chap.-Linley ¥' he nske:dl.

X es

**Ia he in the Form team ™

" Yes '’

e ﬂh !H

M What abont 0?7 demanded Buldrade, * He's the best
T':l}:;m' wo've got, and of you play up to him all right, you'll
ClEn.

“1 was t]i'rr:lliir'l_r;—-—--

" Get it off vour chest,” said Bulstvode, who was not
faunous for politeness on the footer held. A football captain
has many Little worries, and Bulstrode allowed them to
reaghen up bis temper. " What s it? IPve no time o

the Lancashire il

e

¥

waske."

“ Well,” s2id Leigh, I den’t want to be snobbish, of
contrse,

TWhat are yomn talking
thout 1

“Put T think ihat—well,

tkat there's o limit,"” said
Paongh, Y1 den’t see playin
a factory lad in a team o
gintlewnen’s sons. That's
what T mwoan, straight from
the shoulder.™

Bab Clhierry began to glare.
ITe was Mark Linley's special
elaimn, and any word against
Aark alusvs tanched Bob an
e raw.  Bulstrode glared, |'
toer. bud ratlier uneomfortably.
Tt was in Bulstrode's memaory
ibhat. when Linley first ecamno
i Grexfriars, Bulstrode had
il most prominently i
!'.',i,{,rgi.ng flae “fm‘:t-e::ry el ™
Teigh was following, though
unconscions<ly, in Bulstrode's
own footsteps; and it hardly
I:zi; in Bulitrode’s mouth o
1 buke B,

“Oh, don’t talk rot!™ =abd
Bulstrade. “ Linley's our best
winger, and what does it mai-
ter whether he's the son of o
fastory hawl or the son of
dnke, =0 loug as he plays
o footer 7
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U Well, there ave such things as class disiineiions, 1 be-
beve,” sand Leigh loftily, Come 1o that, there's ne reason
why Trimble shouldn’t sit down to brekker with ns; but he's
nol allowed to. Theee's no reasen why Gaosling, e porter,
shouldn't shake hands with Dy, Locke: but lie docsn’t, 1¢'s
nat o question of reasons, but of customs, and whar & chap
oused to; and 1 otell you plainly that 1 don't eare abous
playing in a leam with a factory hand m i,

* Then, don't play ! burst out Bob Cherry, inoa ocar

You disensting snob !

* What ™

“You—you rotien swanker ! roared 1lob Cherrr. Do
vou think Marky jsn't good enough to play he-nde voa?
Marky never wold a lie 1n his Lfe, and 1 den’t beliove yernd
ever told anyvthing olse! Bah! You moke me sick 17

“ Look heve, Bob Cherry—-!

“Oh, dow’t talk to me! roared Bob, 1 wor't e to
,‘-':_}!l! You're a wreepy cad, That's wlee Your me ] Not ;}lu}.r
with Marky ! The nwst deeent ehap in the sebaol, bar none !
Vhe most decent and honourable chap o fellow ever knew,
Why, it's you that's not fit te play with lim ! Do seu think
:'-Ii"_l'{lh:r would roll out lies as you do? It would wehe him
MICH 2

CUUNull sand 1 exelaimed Bulstrode, CI'mopoing o play
Lamley, anywax. If you don't wunt 16 play. Leieh voa can
stand oul.  But make up vour mind aboot it at opee.”

“T think—"

“Oh, shut up!" reared Bob Chervv. “ Don't let's have
any more of your rot, I can handly keep my hands o vou,
a5 1t 18, you horrible gnob ¢ i i

“ Junt becavse You IJHPI}I‘H to be a vieli man's =on, vins want
to loak down on a chap whose boots yau're not fie 1o olezn,”
saidd Bob Cherry, ** Bah! You are o cad !

T tell you—-—-—-»°

“You'll tell me nothing.
to voun, Shat ap!”

ad Iu___'l:r

" Shut up, T say, or 'l shud you up ™ bawled Bel.

Fellows wove guthering vaund from all tides now. Toh
Cherrvy's voice could hpﬂimard almost s far as the Zchool
House, Leigh bit hus lip hand,

M Cheese it, Bob, old son," said Mack sofilv. I dan't
mind what he says. It's for Bulstrode to decide whom he's
woing to play,”

" 1've deeided,” said Bulstrode, ' I'm going to play vou
Linley. I'mi not hikely Lo leave the best w!;‘ngni' nut.l-;n';ﬂ?::aé
4 new-comer. T don’t eare twopence whether Leigh plays or
not.  He can pleaso himself.” ®

** 1 shall ?Iay, of course, if 1I'm wanted in the team.” =aid
l.r-l_gci:ai su[lkj y- i ; :

iy I don't know that you've particolavly wanted, if +
come to that!” said Bulstrode cﬁulﬁ?. “1'm willing ,ml";yizl.;
you a chance, that’s what it amounts to.*? :

“1T'Il play.”

“Then keep your head shat, and play,™
L3 tatml_.} ook

wigh was looking very sulky as he turned out wi
Remove footballers,  Bob Cherry wasz belind hitn :L:,hh:ljlfa
and Leigh, as they went into the ficld, spoke to hin, ,

" I didn'

It wenld make me il to Vsien

said fhe Romnrove

“Are yon raikin i
demandaed Bol, e

i '37"'-.?. 1_"!

“Then don't! [ den’i want
to speak {0 you!  You make
ne siek M :

“ I omecant——"?

“ O, shut up I

And Ceeil Leigh shat up,
';['hf_lm was certainly no placat-

10

ing Pob Cherry  until  his
anger  had _had  time  to
evaporate, DBut in this in-

stanee Hob Cherry's anger did
not evaporale o guickly as
usual. There was u cloud on
his {ace all through the footer
practice, and when his eyes

rested on Cecil Leigh  thero
was resenfuent in them.  And
nfh:jt* it was over, aml tho

juniors trooped off the field,
Bob Uherry would speak no
word to Leigh,  When (el
addressed  him onee,  Bob
turned his back, and zitec that
Leigh gave it up. For once,
Bob Clierey alloved the sun to
o down wpon his wrath,

ORDER
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l Bulstrede pointed with his hand.

v Get off, Bolsover! 1 order you off the field, Go!l"” (See Chapter 4.) |

e

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
A Sarprise for Lord Mauleverer!

ORD MAULEVERER vawned, and rosc fvom his easy-

h chaie and stretched himself. Through the open window

A b Htudif there came the sound of the distant shouts

lreny the fTootha!l field., Lord Mauleverer opened his

hat-lwos and took oui a silk topper, and spend three minutes

arvanging 1t upon his head betore the gluss, 'ihen he went
downsiwive and sauntercd out into the Close,

Lovd Mauvleverer was gomg to pay s visit to the Friay-
Jale tailey, 1t had not come off, alter all, the previcus day,
his Jovdship havirg yawned in his study till it was too late.
Bul it had to be done sone time, and the schoolboy ear]l was
making a terphic effort fto got it done now. Hoe savntered out
of the pates of Greyfriars, swinging his gold-licaded canc
lazily, and strolled down the dusty lane towards Friardale.

It was not a long walk io Friardale, but Lord Mauleverer
took a good deal of time about it ’é‘is tulor detained him
some tine Jonger, the subject under discussion being a most
importatit one—whether Lerd Mauleverer should, or should
not. have an outside breast-pocket to his lounge jacket.
Troe, outside breast-pockéts had pone out of fashion long
ago, and eortamly the absy-noe of Lthem improved the shape of
a lounge jacket. -

On the other bhand, the faijor assuved Lond Macleverer
sajunnty that they were comning in again. Lord Manleverer,
after deep and weighty consideration, decided  that  they
should not come in again, so far as he was concerned. Having
deliberated over the matter, he was of opinion that it was

TreE MagneT LIERARY.--No, 133,

wore advisable to follow the dictates of art then the dictates
¢f fashion.

ashion 1s ephemeral ; art is eternal, as he explained to the
tailor, who did net vnderstand him in the least, but was
willimg 12 oo s he wae told. This mest importani matter
sottled, Lord Mauleverer, fecling considerably exhausted,
sivolled out of the tailor's apain, and refreshed himself with
a ginger-pop at Uncle Clegg's.  Then be pulled himself
tovether %r the effort of walking back to Greviriars.

It occurred to him about this time to look at his watch. He
descoverod that he had three minutes in which to ret over s
siaarter of an hour's walk, unless ho was to be Iate for calling-
over, to say nothing of being locked out., He yawned por
entipusly as he mads the discovery.

“Beopad! How rotten!™ he murmured.

Aud he began 1o walk quite guickly for him.

“Eve, youngster 1M

Lovd Meuleverer paused, Te seemied almost impossible
ihat anybody could think of addressing the Earl of Maul-
evarer in that manner; but it was the ¢ase. A stouf, ruddy-
faced man in semewhat striking attire was standing ot the
cross-roads, peering up at the notice-board there in the Jdusk,
and evidently unatic te make out what was upon jt,

“ Did you speak to me, sir?"" asked hiz lordship.

The rauddy-faced man nodded.

*VYes, voung gentloman. I can’t read this board. P'r’aps
vou would be s kind zs to read it for me "

* Certainly 7 said his lordship politely.

The ruddy man was mopping an expangive brow with a
red handlerchief. He wore a big white waisteoat, somewhat
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dusly, and & white tall hat. This contrasted with the
ﬁ;aumsh hue of hig coat and the purple of his tronsers. His
ots, which wore of a very large size, and very sgquare-toed,
were covered with dust. But, striking as the stout gentle-
Ian was in many raspects, there was an expression of genial
good-nature and kindness upon his face that was more
strecing  still. Lord Mauleverer's opinion, as he glanced
at him, was that he was a jolly old boy, and as simple as a
ha:lf;.- in his nature, though no fool, either,
o It's ' gerting  dark,” the ruddy peatleman cxplained,
and it's not much schooling I “ad in v voung days
neither.*! -
Lord Mauloverer nodded genially.
old gentleman at first sight, '
¢ 1 wad taold at the railway-zstation," went on the old
ellow, “that this was the way to Greyfrires. But ‘ere’s the
cross-roads, and wot’s a man to do when he can’t sce the
signpost, roung sir?”
“Oh, you are going to Greyfriars. sir?’ said Lord
uli_lexifre:-,
*I should say I ham!" said the old gent! g i
goin' fo see my boy.” RELIEIA: T
;;"ih. indead "

rd Mauleverer thought he understood. ‘This was un-

du:..lbl:vdly tha:_ father of Trimble, the new page.
' Name of "Oplins " oxcliimed the old gentleman,
goin' to sce my boy 'Enry.”
e Are you roally ' said Lord Mauleverer, realising that
the gentleman could not be the father of Trimble if his name
was Hopkins,
P'r'aps you know the school?” the old prond leman
Buggestod,
I '.,E,L' ﬂﬁhu{:nlhﬂfhmrl lauerhied,

ell, ves o said. " You see, I belong to iv.*

Mc. Hopkins stz rted. ! L
.. You belong to Grevfrives 1"
3 EES. sir.”

!l Then I've bin talking too much,” murmured the
old gestioman. “Mayr I ask what Form you belong to,
young sie ¥

::TEW Lower Fourth—the Remove, we call it.”
i That's "is FPorw.” assented Mr. Hopkina.
Ah!  Your son iz in the Bemove?”
Mavleverer.
:: He 13, young siz.”
I don't remember a fellow named Hopkins in the

e rather liked the

" Tt

asked Lord

move,” said Lorl Mauleverer thonghtfully.  “Thers i
8 Hodgson and ¢ flodson.” & v o
WName of 'Opkins,” said the old gentleman, “ But—

but——"  He paused, ovidently in great confusion. un
mopped his hewted brow again, ? g L
, “New fellow, porhoaps?™ pskod Lord Mauleversr, with
mha{;:'-stl.l
YWell. not said  Mr.
* But—-—-*

“I dare say I've never heurd his name, then,” said Lord
Mauleverer. “ Of course, a follow doesn’t knaw every chap
in his Form, but he generally hears the names, if only
at‘:'r?.llmg-?:'er. But if you're going to Greyfriars .

am. :

“Then I'l show you the way, sir, if you woulda't mind
w::ﬂ'r.mg quickly, because I'm late for call-over already.”

“Thank you, voung gentleman.” Mr. Hopking did not
stir, however. “I—I beg vour pardon. Would you mind
telling me your name ¥

" Maulevorer.”

“Not Lord Mauleverer?” exclaimed Mr.
BUrpriss.

“ Yes,' said his lordship, with a smile.

“Then it's all right. I can speak hout to you, ns you'rs
ono of iny son’s Lest friends,” said Mr. Hophkins,

Lord Mauleverar looked astounded.

::%m'-. of vour son's best friends 1" he repeated.

ea.

“Hut T don’t know anvbody of the name of Hopkina!"
exclaimed Lord Mauleverer, in complete bawilderment.

The old gentleman smiled alightly,

“'Enry always had aristocratic tastes,” he said. “ He
was always a cut above his family, my boy was. I was
nevar ashamed of my name—'Opkins is a good, honest
British rame, which the same js true of "Eney. But 'Enrv
never cared to go to the big school with the name of 'Enry
Opkins, and likewiss he said that it would bo nocessary to
make a break with his old connections. Wot with his old
father, you know; 'linry would never think of a thing like
that. My boy "Enry i1z one of the best; he wouldn't Le
ashamad of his fathar il he was the friend of princes and
dulcos.”

“1 should hape not," said Lord Maulevorer,

* Which I'm ver ila.:i to make your acquaintance, my
lord,” said Mr. Hopkine. * Mighty strange, wy runming
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across "Enry's best friend in this way! DBut, of course, you
don’t know ’im as "Enry. But as you're his closest chum st
i}?rreg_frlres. there’s no 'arm in my telling you. ’'Eunry says
in his letters that you're as thick os anything, and have
hardly any secreis from one another. Now, just you think
of your best friend at Greyfrires, and you'll know the boy
whose real name is 'Bury 'g)plrins.”

Lord Mauleverer looked at the old gentleman to see whether
he was in his right sensea. That any boy could be silly
enough to ashamed of a name he was born to was o
surprise to Lord Mauleverer. And that it should be one of
his intimate friends in the Bemove wai more surprising
still. It did not cocur to Lord Mauleverer for the moment
that some conceited junior might have beea ““swankiag ' in
his letters home abont his friendship with the oniy titled
fellow at Greviriars,

“ Not Bob Cherey 7" said Lord Maulaverer,

Mr. Hopkins shook his head.

“Harry Wharton "

“0Oh, not"

“Frank Nugent?"

“That's not the name.""

“John Bull 7"

Another shale of the head.

“Tom DBrown or Mark Linley "

“Not bit of it," said Mr, Hopkins. “I've 'eard some of
them names before in my boy’s letters ‘ome, as intimabe
friends of 'is, DBut you ain't mentioned 'Enry’s name wveb
You see, "e has o right 1o the name, as it was his mother's,
My boy wouldn't tell a lie; that wouldn't suit 'Eary.”

“ Blessed if I can guess it, then,” said Lord Maulaveror,
“I've run over the names of all the fellows I'm inticate
with. I'm not likely to miss a closo chum, Thers are other
fellows I'm on friendly terms with—Bulstrode, Hazoldenc,
Ogilvy, Morgan—""

Ik ain't any of them."

*“Then perhaps vou wouldn't mind telling me the name
su% ested his lordship.

¢ old gentleman nodded.

“Queer that vou asin't mentioned it, when you’re such
thick friends,” he remarked. * Of course, you won't [2% it
out in the school? 'Enrcy would be annoyed if all the bayas
knew about his name bein” really "Opkins.”

- “0f course 1 shouldn’t think of mentioning it, especially
if the chap was a friend of mine,” said Lord Mauleverar,
very much puzzled., °f Please tell me the name."

The old gentleman lowered his voice, with a very sly look.

B Coeil Leigh!™ he said.

Lord Mauleveror gave quite a jump.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Leigh's Father!
4 CE'{'!I!‘, LEIGH " exclaimed Lord Mauleverar.

Mr. Hopkins nodded.

“That's the name, my lord.”

Lord Mauleverer looked at him hard. Quick
words were on the achoolboy earl’s tongue, but the kind con-
fidence in the ruddy face of Mr. Hopkins stopped them.
Lord Mauleverer was supposed at Greyirinrs to be vory
simple in some mattors, but he was no fool. He underatnod
what was the case. Leigh, in his conceited, f:ightr way,
had pretended to be on intimuate terma with Losd 3Maul
everer for the salee of imprescing the people at home: and
simple old Mr. Hopkins had never dreamed of doubting.
Loigh, of course, had not foreseen anything of this zort
Lord Mauleverer could understand that Loigh had vaver
intendad hiz father to come to the school.

Lord Maulevarer amiled grimly.

But for that lie in his letters home, abbut his intmacy
with the schoolboy earl, Mr. Hopkins would certainly never
have mada this confidence to his inrdsht[t:t, He was speaking
freely to Lord Mauleverer, under the impression that
Maulovarer was Cecil Leigh's most intimate chum.

As a matter of fact, of course, e was nothing of the ror.
Leigh had left no stone unturned to become intimate with
the schoolboy earl, but Lord Mauleverer had alwars kept
him at arm's-length. He did nol like Leigh, and he d:d
trust him. Like many simple natures, Lord Maulevercr had
an inatinct which warned htm when decention was in the ais
He had never liked Leigh, and it was surprising enough that
Leigh should have had the nerve to pasa him off as an
intimate friend in hia lettera home.

But as he looked at the cheery old face befare him, Larcd
Mauleversar felt that he eould not undoceive the awankor's
father. It would ba too cruel to shuke the g‘r'l!'l'l.[illle- ol
gentleman's faith in his son—to show him that his wol waa
of worthless clay. Tt was easy encugh to sea haw shoched
and amazod Mr. Hopkina would be if he found a single Aaw
in the character of the boy he idolised. And to be {old Lhat
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the fellow was & har and & boasber—-Lord Mauleverer could
not do ib. _ )

Thoy were walhing on towerd: Greyiviars whlitle these
thoughra were passing through Lord Mauleverer's inind.
Heo id not spesk for sorme onoutes, sand Mr. Hopkins, who
was a lilkio short oi wind, partcd ca by his sice without
E—p&atl::h&!lihﬂ‘_.

! ‘lﬂn eil Leigh i» your 200 ¥ Lord Mauleverer said at
WY,

“That's so, my lord: and a good son he is to m2," said
Mr. Hopkina. * When he was a little niﬂmr he was always
after his books, aed he was so keen on learning, you can't
amaagine,  And he was alwayvs so superior. Noi that he'd
turn up his nose ai his father’s frade, neither. 1le would
witin up the glazses hehind the bar as cheerful z5 vou like,
atd be'd have staved up o any time I Hked dﬂj'mi-'sit when
wo was busy on market days, only I wouldn’t let ham,

“1've always took good ecarve of "Enry, and he'll always
trdee good eare of me.  Not that UM need 1o be took care of,
e lar as money goes, you see, mo being in a fair way of
basingss, with the Sanford Arms paving well and o long
eane,  I've done very well out of the pigs this summer, oo,
nd that means a bit of 8 nest-egz Tor "Enry. Of course, he
dun™ fave as much pocket-money as the other boys al Grey-
frives, but T said to 'im afore ever ' conte to the whool, T
said *Enry,’ I said, *vou won't ‘sve =0 much money as iho
vthers, but yau'll "ave the samw cducation,’ 1 says, *“and
that’s wot you've got more brains than them to make use
ol Begging your pacdon, my lord.”

l.ord Mauleverer smled.

" leigh is a elever chap,”™ he saud.

“Ain’t he?? said the proud father. ™ And 2 gowd boy,
tor. He comes out top m evervibing. Ile was caplam of
the Sanford Athletic Footballi Club, too, he was; he always
came oub at the top.”

* A Bugger club,. I suppose 1

‘0, no; Association ! said Mr. Iophkins, m surprise.

TLard Mauleverer wrinkled his brows. ITe had Lieard the
tallk in the Remove of the wonderful form Leigh had shown
at footer, having never played Boccer before coming to
Greyiriars,. The fellow seemed to involve hmiself in a
tangle of lies for the mere pleasure of it. But doubtless all
the lies flowed from one source—a feverish, uneasy desire
to cover up every possible elue to his origin and real name,

FLoigh, the swanker ; Leigh, whase talk about his = place ™
anel his ** people,” about his father's car and his father’s land,
uften exeited admiring envy among the juniors. Leigh was
the son of a small ‘FilﬁtEE innkeeper, and his real name was
Hopkine. It seemed to Lord Mauleverer too comic for
words., Nobody but an idiot, in Lord Mauleverer's opimon,
would have been ashamed of the name of Hopkins, or of
the business of & village innkeeper. Yet Leigh was not an
idiot. Lord Mauleverer simply gave up the effort to under-
sland it all.

It occurred to Lord Mauleverer, as he drew nearer to
Greyfrinrs with his strange compunion, to wonder what
Leiph would think of the visit.

Leigh could never have intended his father to come. that
was certain. It would be a terrible blow to him, Lord
Mauleverer could not doubt that. In spite of his amuse.
ment and scorn for the windings and turnings of the boaster,
IL:::n-rul Mauleverer could find it in his heart to be sorry for
1.

“* roes Leigh know vou are coming, sir " Lord Mauleverer
asked, as the lights of Greyfriars came in sight through the
dosk of the lane.

Mr. Hu};l]:ins laughed softly.

*wva,t he replicd; 1 was coming before, but he wrole
me—he didn't want me to take the qﬂﬂﬁ' journcey, you sec,
It's difficult getting here from Essex, on the country trains—
vou see 'ow late I've got 'ere to.day. "Eury was anxious
about hie old father, and wouldn't "ave me take the trouble,
That was just like "Enry. But I ain't said o word—I've just
comne. It will be a pleasant surprise for 'Enry."”

Lord Mauleveror thought that it would certainly be a
surprise, but whether a pleasant one or not was more
doubtful.

‘*Is that the school ' asked Mr. Hopkins.

“Yes; that's it."

“It's & big place.”

* Yaas, a good size,"" assented Lord Mauleverer,

Ar. Hopkins rubbed his plump hands.

“1t's all right for "Enry,"” he said—*"it's all right! You
wouldn't believe me, my lord, 'ow I've scraped to save up
the money to pay "Enry's fees ‘ere—but, bless his "eart, he's
a pood boy, and he deserves it all! My landlord took a lot
of notice of "1m, too, and he recominended him to Dr. Locke,
or perhaps e mightn't have come 'ere, even though I eould
pay the fees. Old 8ir Robert frowned a bit when he found
that ‘Enry wanted to take his mother's name at the school,
but he agreed. Arter ell, it wouldn't do for every Tom,
Dick. and 'Arry in the parish to know that "Enry waoe at
Groviriars, would it

T auppose not,’’ sald Lord Mauleverer,

“He knew he'd make good friemds ‘ere,”
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Hopkins—* friends like you, my lord! That was cie
reason, though, why he didn't urge me to come, as he -nid
—because all his spare time was spent out of doors with his
friend I'.'Iﬂufm'rr{;r, andt he coubdn’t qlt_:l:unﬂ O huing hcvinm
te see me i I did come. e didn't want me to risk makivg
the long journey for nothing, you koow "
Lord Mauleverer's sarcaztic smile was hidden in the dusl.
“Yory kind and considerate of him ! he said dreily,
“That's wot "Enry alwavs was—kind and consideratie |’
The gates of fthe school were in right now,  FLord
Mauleverer slackensd paee. late as he was for calling-over.
e could not help fecling sorry for Leigh, If the snob
and swanker of the RBemove had this old gentleman sprung
upoen him suddenly, Lord Mawleverer could guess what cffect
it would have wpon him, It would surprise Leigh out of
his huwboeg, and wanld undoubtedly make him show plainiy
enough to his fother that he was ashmned of him.  And
that was a suffering that Tord Mauleverer would have been
very unwilling to sec inflisted upeon the kind and simple
old fellow. "?rulj_;'. Mr. Heopkins might have been zifted
with a little more tact; hut, after atl, it was in the innocence
of hiz heart thai he was paving this unexpected visit to
Greyfriars. And but for Leigh's boasting, no harm need
have come of ir, ]
Mark Linley had vever eoncealed his origin, and, cveenting
with a few snobs in the school, he was as well thought of ns
anybody else. That his father was an honest and steady
workman was a fact of which the Lancashire Ind was proud,
and he would have labghed at the wlea of being ashamed uf

63 but Ceeil Leigh was mnade of dilferent stuff,

Tord Mauleverer felt that it would be ooly Lind o let
Leigh have some warning in advance of what was eomning.

“OF course,” Mr. llepking went on, "I sha'n't gimmy
name as 'Opkins there.  You'll keep that dark, young =i,
as 'Inry's friend I .

1M eprtainly keep it ddark 27 said Lovd Manleverer.

“Right-ho! You simply say that it’s Leigh’s father come
to sen ‘im, do you ser, and tifua.t will be enough. T sha'w's
stay long, and I sha'v't go in to see the 'Ead.  It's just my
hay that I want to see. to know “ow he's gettin’ on at ”"l?
big sehool, and so far from 'is ome and his own people,
«nidl Mr. Hopking, a little wistfully. ;

Y IF you like, I'H feteh Leigh out to see you,"” said Lord
Mauleverer. ** ¥ou eculd wait in the perter’s lodge while I
call him." . i

“You're werry kind, my lopd ! That will suit me down to
the pround,”” sawd Mr. Hopkins pratefully. * You're a werry
I-'.ilfld 3'3!:111'.; gentleman, and I'm glad that “Enry has you for
a friend [

Lord Mauleverer «id not reply to that remark.

They came up to the gates of Greyfrigrs, and Tord
Mauleverer vang. Gesling came out to open the gates, but
he was not frowning as he would have frowned if any other
juntor had rung hm op. Lord Mauleverer abounded 1n
tips, and Gosling expected quite a substantial one this time.
But the porter stared in surprizse at Mauleverer's companion.

“Come in, my lord—come in!" said the school porter
“T'm afraid you're late, my lord, and I fear your lonlchip
will "ave to report vourself to Wingate, my lord "'

" Very well” t-ai-d} Lord Mauleverer.

“ Not that it isn’t a pleasure to me to hopen the gate for
vour lordship, Wot I says is this 'ere—— Thank you, my
lord ! Werry kind of you, my lord 1"

“ What a blessed lot of lords " said a voice in the dusk of
the Clese. ** Have all the giddy House of Lords come to seg
vou, Gosling #"' )

“ Really, Master Bkimer— . .

“Hallo! Who's this®"’ exclaimed Skinner, staring at Mr.
Hopkins. ]

“Leigh's father,” said Lord Maunleverer awkwardly.
“HMe's come to se¢ Leigh, Gosling, do you mind if this
gentleman waits in your lodge a few minutes "

“ Bottingly, my lord—sutiingly 1™ ]

And Gosling ohsequicusly showed the Sanferd innkeeper
into the lodpe. B‘-Linnrr, of the Remove, watched Mr.
llopkins with wide eyes. 1le noted his attive. his com-
plexion, his manners and customs, so to speak. His astonish-
ment kept him silent for  minute or two, and then, as Mr.
Hopkins disappeared into the porter’s lodge. Skinner hupst
into a loud and prolonged -:imcile.

Lord Mauleverer roised his hand quickly.

“Shut up ! he muttered,

“Ts this o joke *" breathed Skinner.

“Joke! No. What do you mean?”

*'¥ that really Leigh's pater?”

Lk Esl'-"

“Ilis pater! My only aunt! Oh! [a, ha, ha!” )

SBkinner went off inlo o series of cackling eachinuations
which he seomed unable to suppress.

“T don’t zee anything to cackle at!" said Lord Mauvleverer
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eoldly. *Heo is & thoroughly decent and respectable old
geatieman I _

“Idaon't Sy he isn't. But—but after the yarns that Leizh
has told us!"” breathed SBkinner, * What prico his father’s
land and his father’s car? Why, my hat, only yesterday he
wus =aying that his father had been huri in an accident,
through his car colliding with the park palinge!  The park
paiings ! Whose park palings? a, ha, ha!™

Lord Maaleverer was sifent. Ueetl Leizh had eertaialy
tazeiod himsolf pretry deoply in his weetched attempla 1o
Fidwe ant that his homoe was ags " elassy ' as the homes tha
oiner fellows came from.

“This iy simply too good!” murntured Bkinner. © This
willi seake the fellows shiele ! [ Look ners, Mauleveror,
you're not pulling my lego are you® Fe's really Leigh's
pates-—itot Trmble's or thie cook'st"” .

O dindd out " snid Lord Mawleverer sharply.

Arndd he walked away quickly towards the house. fisst to
report himself to Wingate, the eaptain oF Groyfriars, for
betns jate. and then to ook for Leigh, Skinuer hesiteied o
fFew moments. Tle was a suspieious fellsw. and fond of

ractical jokes himseli, and he was not in the habit of

clieving anything easily. Finally, ke put bhis head into the
purter's lodge.

Alre. Tlopkins was seated there, talking alfably o the porter.
ITa turned his ruddy face in Skinver's direction az the juniar
loohod .

 Exeuse me, zie” sail Skinner, with great respoot,
;‘ }}-ﬂuh[ voir mind teiling me. gir, whother you are Leigh's
alaer ¥

k= Hopkins noddoed.

“1 Bz M ke replici].

Blinner gasped.

00, you ham, ham you?" he jerked out.
That's all T wanted to know !
door, gasping and chuckling, “Oh. my only hat' This
will kpock "em ! This is tvo good to keop! T, ha, ha !
Hﬂ. nd the amiable Skinner sprinted off towards the School

OLse,

Y Thanks!
He boacked awar Frow 1l

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER,
Trimb!e's Terms.

b PIKINS ™
0 Cecil Leigh paassed in the Form-room passage.
Trimble, the page, had come from the side corridor,
. and signed to him to stop. It was commen enougl,
certainiy, for o Greviriars fellow to sign to the House pago
to stop, but for the page to return the compliment in this
wiay wuas galling in the extreme, There was something so
utteriy Insolent in Trimble's pgesture. ns he carelessly
beckoned with his fore-finger to the Removite, that it made
Leizh tremble with rage, It was so perfectly clear that
Eru:;ul: new that he dared not disregard the heckoning

and,

“Ookins

Cesil Leigh stopped, his heart beating with rage and terror,
and cast a rapid glance up and dewn the passage. There
was no one in sight; in fact, Trimble had made sure of that
before he used the obnoxious name.

“How dare you!" mutiered Teigh, “ You ead! ITow
dare vou call me by that name?’

';]"nml:ria grinned.

‘I always called you "Oplins at "ome ™ he said.

** Bilence 1"

o I don’t mind ealling yer another name ‘ere, if vou like, ™
2aid Trinthle.  “ But don’t you try to come it hover ma,
Mister "Oplkins! I 'ad enough of that when vou was skipper
9 the Sanford Athletic, :mj traated me like dirt! It's inv
turn now 1" ’

g Ir_?-nu muat apeak. come into the Form-room, where no
ane will hear us " muttered Leigh.

Trinble shrugged his shoulders carelessly.

Jest as vou like,” he said. * ['ve got sothinl 1o "ide, I
anow that. Them as claims to be better'n their own friends
they may "ave ™ :

Leizh opened the door of tho Remove Form-room. Tha
room was deserted at that hour, and the sefting sun cast ita
last red rays through the high windows from the west, Moat
of the room was in shadow. Leigh closed the door, and
turned upon the new page with clenched hands, fury in his
face and misery and despair in his heart. .

“What do you want?’ he muttered.  © Why are Yo
worrping me againt  've made terma with you—T gave you,
thiz afternoon, every shilling I had 1™

Trimble chuckled.

Y D've been 'earing about youw," he said. “ When cook
toid me about your father's car, T ecould "ave fell on the
floor! VYou've swanked a lot "ere, ain't vou, "Opking 1

““ That's iny business!"

" Not a paying business, neither, when vou might got found
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“ Buppose an old friend comes along " grinmed Trimble.
“¥You see, 1t might ‘appen.”’

Lvizh zreund his teeth.

" [ waa o foni—a fool not o tell the plain trnth at onee ™
he said wretehedly, * But—but it's too late now, and it
places mo in the power of o worm ltke vou!” .

" Not so fast with your faney vames. Mister "Opkins [V
gaid Trimble angrily.

" Bah!'

“ ¥ou give me,”" said Trimble, jingling the coins in his
pocket—"" you give me twelve bob ™

“It was all [ had., and I shali Lave to write and ask mv
father far some more,'” said Leigh.  “ Part of that vwas te
pay a debt with.”

“You doa't "ave muech money, then®"”

“T have a shilling a week, It ix all my Tather ean affored.
The feliows all think I have wuch more, wid soene of them
think me stingy,’" groaned Leigh,

* ¥You spend more’n that,” said the page suapiciously.

“1 do net !

“Waol about foorball club subscriptions. and so forth ?™
demanded Trimble, with the air of a deteciive exleacting
infarmuation.

“ My fativwr pavs themn"

Trimible sheol his head.

“It wou't do!"” he waid. ¥ You've mads thae hoys ‘ero
believe that vouw've got money. and i you ain'i. il's vour
own look-nut. One thing's certain, and that is that vou're
such & liar I can't believe a word von say. "Oplkins.”

Leigh elenched his hands hard.

“ 1 dessay you can raise the money if you hike,” said
Trimble. I don't sec why T shouldn't make somolhing out
of this, I've found you ouct. You'd kick me out of the
sehool without & charaeter i von could, Why shouldn’t I
make something out of you*”

“ There's nothing for you lo make,” muttored Leigh., 1
tell you I've given you every shilling 1 had, including somo
I'd no right to part with."”

“I wanl a sovercign,” said Trimbic.

Leigh started.

“Are you mad? I've never had a sovercign of my own
in my lLife! Where do you think I'm to gel it from ™

“I don’t care, so long as vou do get it. Yoo 'ave the run
of the studies, whero follows keep lots of inonev,” said
Trimble callously. * You might find it. Nobody would
suspoct Master Ceeil Leigh, with his aristocratic conneclions,
of pinching a tinck-"un."

Liowgh's fingers worlied almost eonvulsively.

“You cad!” he ground aut. * Are vou recommondin

24 14
me to steal monoy from my Form-fellows?

“¥ou can do wot you itke; but if T don’t ave a sovercign
to-night, all the school will know to-morrew 1nornin’ H‘ﬁﬂ
"Enry "Opkins i5,”" said the page threateningly.

*“ ¥ou horrible, blackmailing cad ™"

*Why should 1 keep your rotten secrets®" demanded
'Trimble, raising his vawee. “Tf I came ‘ere callin® myself
Montgomery or de Vere, would you ‘ide my rame of
Trimblo for me? You kuow very well you'd give tee away at
once, and feel that you was doin’ of your duty., You know
you would 1"

Leigh was silent.

“And it's my doty to give you away, and show von up
for a liar and impostor, woi you are, Mister "Enry "Opkins ™
said Trimble, with emphasis. I [ don’t do 1t, it's {'Jbar:mf&
I'm tender ‘arted.” |

* Because you want to strew moncy ouwi of mo, you
reoundrel !

“ Better language, pleass, 'Opkins.”

The repetition of the hated name scemad fo drive Leigh
-beyond all solf-control. He made a sudden spring at the
page, and zrasped him by the throat with hl:rllll hands, and
bore him backwards. Trimble crashed unon the floor on
his back, and Leigh sprawled uwpon him, still grasping
savagely at his throak

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Money Wanted,

Ow! 'Elp! Murder!” gasped Trimble.

The last word, perhaps, brought the fnrions junior
o his eenses,  Ilis grasp upon the pawe's fhroat

. relaxed, and he drew back a litthe.  Trimb's stil]
lay under his weight, however, gaziog up ar bim with wide,
[rithanl L

Hr0pking ! Leb me alone I he panted.

“ Hold your tongue ™'

U If vou don't lemme get un, I'll yoll murdor 1" mettorad
Trimble, in concentrated tones of rage and fear.

o 1!
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Teigh rose té his fect

Trimble staggered up, and made a movenent towards the
Form-room door. Ceeil Leigh quickly inferposed.

“What are you goiug to do?"” he muitered,

“Waot I like ! snid Trimble fievcely.  Yeu stowl out of
the way, *Opkins! L1'm done with you, you murderous
young "ound [

“You shouldn’t proveke me,
“Call me Leigh if you must oall me anything.
alone—that's all [ ask. Trmble-—-—-7

“Ilar you going to let me paze?™

“Not rill we eome to some seitlemoent,” said Toeigh,

“1f yeu don't let me pet out of this reom Il well
murder I said the page shrilly,

Leigh®s eyes blazed.

" Make a sound over a whisper, and ["1! bash vour head
agminst the wall 7 he said. * You know I can do it. 1've
licked you in Sanford, when you were a cheeky cub, teving
io nut voureelf on a level with your befterg.—a dishonest,
clhioating young scoundeel, too, T licked wvou then, snd for
two pins I'd lick you agnin.  Mind, you can give me away
if vou like, but as soon as you've done i, louk out fer squalls.
I'll smash you '™

Trimble backed away a step or twa,

“1 don’t wanter give you away if yeu make it worth my
while,” he said. I ain't going to back yvou up in tellin’
fies for nothin®,”

“I've given you all T ean afford—and mora™

“Yau'll ‘ave to find anoiher overcign tomipht,” eaid
I'rimble, recovering his courage o little. ' As for lickin'
me, I dessay the masters could protect me when I've
explained the facts of the case. I dessay the boys you've
licdd o will be down en you, too. They will be glad to "ear
that your father's landed estate consists of a kitchen-garden
be'ind an inn, and that your father's ear is an old chaise
that he lets out for beanfeoasts™

And Trimble chuckled.

Leizh clenched his teeth. Ile had been s fool—an utter
fool—te lie, and to place himself in the power of this
miserable wreteh.  But the humiliation of exposure—he
could not stand that.

1le had to make terms with Trimble. But how—how !
He had no money, and what Trunble wanted was money.
How were his demands to be satistied? Well enough the
junior knew that his father could spare little more. It was
a strain upon the resources of the village innkeeper of
Hanford to keep his son at o school like Greyirars.

“Well,”” apid Trimble apgressively, “am I to 'ave that
tavereign ¥

“ I~ don't know.” muitered Lowgh. “T don't know
where I'm to get it.”

“ Lord Mauleverer has a pot of money,” Trinble sug-
pested* : ;

“ Y'm1 hot on sufficiently friendly terms with him to borrow
a sovercign,” Jeigh mutlered wretchedly,

“ You might find one.”

“ Hold your tongue! Shut up, you lpnimnnua cad ' said
T.eigh hoarsely. *“ Do you think.I could steal, as you have
done, vou horrible brute '

Trimble looked sullen.

“* You're calling me some pretty names,” he zaid. “I
don't know that I've cver done anythin® worse than you
Tave—lyin', and boastin’, and 'umbuggin’, &

** Hold-your tonguc!”

“T ain’t going to 'old my tongue, 'Opkins! You're goin’
to lemme ‘ave that sovereign to-night, or you leok out for
squalls! Wot's it to bel”

“ [_T*11 try and borrow it,"” muttered Leigh.

** Orlright."”

Leigh stepped away from the door, and the page quitted
the Form-room, with a malicicusly triumphant grin upon
his face.

Cleeil Leigh followed a.lﬂ-wlﬁ. He almcst ran into Harry
Wharton in the passage. Wharton glanced at him.

“ Hallo! Been confabbing with Trimble ™™ ke asked.

“ N—yes,"” stammercd LGI}EIL

Y Ts he the fellow you took him for, after all?"

Leigh started.

b ﬁe—ﬂm what—who #**

“ Tho fellow you told us about, of the same name,” said
Jdarey. " You remember—the page who was turned out of
a school for slandering one of the [ellows ¥’

breath. He

Leigh  muttered  something  under  his
remembered, now, having told that story as a safeguard m
case Trimble should talk. Bui he had told so many lies
'Ia,u:]f that he was growing confused and bewildered in the
tangle they made.

“ Yos—no,” he said—"1 mean, I'm not sure yet.
to find out.” -

“ T don't know that it matters, =0 long as he hehaves him-
self here,’”” Wharton remarked. * If the fellow is trying to
be decent, one might as well give him a chance,”

‘* Yeg—vyes, certainly,” muftered Leighe “ By the wap,
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ﬁ;hﬂt‘tgﬂ, I—T—execuse me, will you allow me %o ask a favour
of you?
1‘."Gn:- ahead.”

“I'm hard up to-day,” said Leigh, flushing secarlet. I
o] want a sovercign te-night very particularly. Of coarse,
it's ridicnlous. My father” would send me anything I asked
for, only I forgot to writo to him. T believe 1 have some
banknotes in my study, too, only I've mislaid them, Ceuld
vou lend me a guid ¥

v 3orry s 1 ocouldn’t lend you a bob,” said "Wharten, 1
b o inrr{rw of Jolmny Bull, yestorday, to tip Trotfer,
aml [ ean't settle with him till Satorday,  We're all steny.”

“Nover mind.  Thanks, all the same”

And Leigh walked away. He reflected as he went, and
walked to Lord Mauleverer's study The scheolboy earl
was not there. ¥e had not yei come in. Leigh went o
Vernon-Smith’s room: next. Veruou-Smith, the Bounder of
Gresfriars, had shown sone disposition to be on friendly
torms with the new junior, and although he bore o bad
veputation in the Forin, he was rich, and Leigh had-paid
coart to hint It pleased him to be able lo say m his
lotters home that he was intimate with the son of Samual
Vernou-Smith, the Ustton King aud millionaive.

The Bounder of Greviriars wos at home, as a
telecosmoke, ns Leirh opened the study deor,
plainly enough. Tle nodded genially to Loigh.

“ Shut the door and have a fag.”” be saud,

Leigh closed the door, bat did not toke the roffered
ciwarctte. He had nlenty of fanlts, but scerct smaking was
not one of them. But hic was not candid enough to epeak
out frankly on the subiect,

‘Mo, thanks,”” he said, “nobt just mow. My throat's a
hit sore. Another time I'll be glad. By tho way, Yernon-
Smith, o remittance from my father has been deiaved in the
post, and if you could lend me & quid. I should be greatly
obliged.”

Vernon-Smith looked at him sharply.

I1a had taken in Leigh's stories of a wealthy home, as
most of the Remove feliows had. The junior told them so
waoll.

But the Bounder of Greyfriers was no focl. As scon as
a fellow started borrowing, the Bounder knew that there
must be something fishy 1n his atorics of wealth. And there
was a suppressed uncasiness in Cecil’s manner that gave him
away to the keen eye of the DBounder. A grim smile camo
over Veornon-Smith's face.

“ Remittance not arrived—eh #" he ashed.

© Mo, it'e very unfortunate.” ]

“Yeag: it sounds like Billy Bunter. Tle's always expecting
a postal-order that never arrives,” the Bounder remarked.

oigh flushed hotly. 7

‘1 hope you don’t put me on the samz level as Bunter ?
he oxclaimed.

The Bounder laughed.

“Not at all. Dut it's very unfortunste, ss you say. I
haven't o sovercign to spare this cvening. I hepe your
remittance will come along seon :

And the Bounder turned to his cigarelic agam.

Loigh hesitated. ) ;

He dared not face Trimble again without the sovereign,
and although it went very much against the gram with him
io eat humble pie to a fellow like the Bounder, he felt that
he had no choice in the matter. If he had known the
Bounder better, he would have known that the more be was
asked the less the Bounder was inclined to give.

“ Look here, Vernon-Bmith, I'll return the favour some
time,” said Leigh, slowly, and in & low voice. ™ I'm really
stuck up for want of a eovercign.”

(1] s{.rr}. ]1!

“Can’t you manage it--really ¥

“ Sorry--no ! _ g .

#Say you won't, and have done with itl” exclaimed
Leigh, in a burst of asoger.

& Bounder ehrugped his shoulders.

Ceeil Loigh turned and left the study. He had humbied
himself to the most unpleasant fellow in the Greyiriars
Remove, and he had humbled himsolf in vain, It was o
bitte~ price to pay for being o boaster.

He went along the passage miserably enongh. Where
was he to get the sovereign? HMe knew Trimbles spiteful
and vicious nature, and Trimble had too ma®y old grudges
fram the old deys in Sanford to pay off to be likely Lo spare
him now, unless it was made well worth his while. It would
afford Trimble great pleasure to show him up before the
school as Henry Hopkins, the son of the village innkeeper
in & remate Essex village. ‘

And even if he paid the sovercign, he knew, teo, the
page's greedy and unscrupulous nature.

he first bribe had only whetted Trimble's eppetite for
more. What eflect W-DIII{{ the sovercign have up 1 hllgrn?
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Would it not simply make lis demands rise? ITe knew,
too, that Leish had little or no woney: but he thought that
he could borrow 1t from wealthy fellows in the Remove, or
-—or obtain 1t by even less crediiable means. ''o borrow
without the means of cver repaving was little Letter than
stcaling, Lut Trimble did net eare if his victim showld
actunlly beeoine a thief. Trimble was gloating now over
the fellow who had lorded it over him in the old days; it
was Trimble's turn, and he was making the most of it
Letgh could not wonder at il. Iut what was he to do?

There was anly one gleam of hope. Trimble was {o slay
;] Eﬂ!‘tnif:h! only at Greviriars,. When he was pone, his

ower of injury would go with him-unless, indeed, as n
et aet of «pite, he betrayed his victim ere he went, as was
qptlu!e poseible.  Leigh felt oz if he were in o ner from which
there waz no escape, but he clung to hope ne a drowning
man clings {0 g8 straw. IF he enuld pay Trimble now, it
wonld ai lenst give him a respite a breathing space, in
whieh (o think something out.

AJohn Bull or Lord Mauleverer - they wers the only fellows
rich enougl and careless encugh with money to be likely to
lend him a sovercign on his word alone. I ther both failed
atn -—  But he would not think of that yel. John Bull
was an the common-room, playing chees with Wun-Lung, the
Chinee. aidd Leigh turned away in disappointiment after
looking into the room. He coukl not very well approach
the subject just 1then. He went down the pascage asain,
wondering where Lord Mauleverer was.

A Jumior came in, and met him face to face noar the door.
Leigh uttered an exclamation of sati=faction,

“ Mauleverer, T was looking for vau!™

Lord Mauleverer looked at him o-ddly,

“Heow curtous!” he said. “1 was luoking for vou ™

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
News for Lelgh.

EIGII di not notice the zchoolboy earl’s peculiar tone
or hiz peculiar Jook,  He was too much engrossed
with his own thoughis [or that. The worry that was
upon hia mind Etciiu{le-rl evervthing else at present.

“ Laooking for me " he repeated.  ** Oh, good !

1 want to speak to you.'

“1 want to speak to you, too,” said Leigh. * Come into
the Form-room; there's nobody there at present,”

“Right-ho 1™

Lord Mauleverer followed Cecil into the Form-rcom. Tt
waa very «usicy there, but the juniors did not need light to
talk by,  Leigh closed the door, and Lord Mauleverer
wondersd whether the fellow hed gol wind of the fact that
hie father had arrived at Grevfriars.  But Leigl's firer
words showed him that that thought had nol even entered
the mind of the junior. He was {hinking of himself, not of
his father.

“U'main o hole, Maoleverer,"” he said. ** [ was expecting a
cheque from my [ather this afterncon, and it hasa't comwe.
Could you posstbly oblize me with a Joan of a sovereign?”

YCarfainly ¥ said Lord Mauleverer,

Leigh's heart bent more freely.

“Oh, thanks " he exclaimed. “ U's jolly good of you.”

“ Nor nt all,™ eatd his londship. * Bo you are expecling
a cheque from your father, ave vou?”

Foiegh nodded.

“Yea, I'm lookinge for something exira this time. too.
My father has just Eispcsed of part of the esdaie to goci
advantage, =0 he tells me, and I inagine that be has made
# gond many hundreds by 1"

“Mundreds el

“ ¥ea:  thousands, I shouldn't worder!” satd Leigh
confidentially. ** You see, our land joins another estatso,
ntd the old fellow it belongs to has wanted a piece of proun
for a long time to round off hiz park., fle must have come
down pretty stiff, too, to wmake my father pari with it.  Ee
docsn't like selling land, as n rule. Of course, that land
haa  belonged fo the Leirhs sinee 1he time of ths
Plantagenct:, and it's rather rotten to et any of it off."

Lord Mauleverer's expreszion rould not bo elearly soen in
the <dusk of the Form-room. or Leigh would ceriainly have
etopped, ‘

I selile this up when [ gel the remitfance,” he said.
1 suppoze it will be here to-morrow. Thanks !

Lord Mauleverer exfracted a rovereign fraom a liiHe
leather purze that eontained twenfy or more of them, an-l
pasaed b to Lewgh. The juinor slipped it into his pncket.
O course, it's only fair for me lo have n whack aut of
it," he ‘wont on. Y My consent hasl 1o be a:lsed to the zale
as all the Leigh property is <trictly entailed. [ . 27

M Hold on a minute ! eaid Lord Mauleverer enldly, ]
dudn’t mean 1o let you run on, telling theee eramners —""
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Leigh jumped.

“What I

“You heard what T said."”

“Do you mean to say that vou doubt.my word, Lord
Mauleverar?" asked Cecil Leigh, drawing himsclf up in
his laftiest way,

H0h, come off ! zald his lordship. “I never doubted
you befora specially, but [ know it's all pammon now., Lva
et your fathape™

Letgh stagerered back,

His exprescion was so stricken thal Lord Mauloverer, dis-
gusted a5 he was, could not help feeling worey for hun
Leigh's face showed up white and ghastly in the dusl.

“Whaul I he muttered. My father! Whal do you
mean

“1 met vour father in I'rtardale Lane.™

“It's—it's not irue!” muttercd Leigh loarselv. ¥ My
father's at home, in Essex. 1le -he's laid up from an acer
dent to his car——"'

Y Cheese 1117 eaid Lord Mauleverer, " Begad, yon ought
to be a lawyer. Anybody would Lelieve you were telling the
truth, begad, and it’s al?'liea.’ I tell vou I med yvour Eather
m Friardala Lae, and he was coming to the school”

“ Coming to the school !

“Yaas. And he's here now."”

Leigh leanad heavily against the wall. ITis breath was
coming and going in chort, quick gasps.  ITe could nol doubt
Lord Mauleverer's statement.,

His father was at Greyfriars!

It seamed to the wretched boy as if the dusky elass-room
was turning round him—desks and forms whirled in o hazo,

* Pull yourzelf together,” guid Lord Manleverar eharply.
“Tt's not so bad as all that. What's the matter with vou?”

“ My—father —here !”

“Yos, Why not?"

* Heavens !"

Leigh groaned out the words in ubtter despair.

Lord Mauleverer looked at him, hiz eves glinting with
seorn; yet he wae sorry, at the same time, for the wretchad
fellow whoee air-castles of falsehoods were so suddenly
iumbled about his eara.

“I've left him in the porter’s lodge.” said Lord BMaul-

everer. * We became quite friendly, walking to Greylriars,
“ill"en he learned my name, he told me all about him-
E,.E- =

“Oh! The—the fool IV

" Deon't speak of vour [ather hike that,” said Lond Maul-
evarer sternlv. “ How dare you! IHe would have told me
nothing, but for vour silly lies. You had palmed off 3 story
on him that we were close chums, when vou Lknow periectly
wel]l that T never could stand vou. I always [elt vou wero
tnsincere. LI you hadn't piled those lies on your okl father.
he wouldn't have been confidential with me. And T'm not
going to let it go any further. It's all in confidencs, of
courae, "

Leigh breathed azain,

“This 13 a~a blow to me," he mutierad.

“ T don't see why it should be if you hada’t lHad. Your
father is a thoronghly decenl old fellow, and if Lis moner's
rood enough to pay for yvou here, he's good enough to come
and see you, I ehould think.”

Leigh groaned.

“Yon—you don't understand!” he muttersd.  #F Tha
pater's a eplendid old fellow, but-—but he eonldn’t under.
stand, either. What will the fellows think if they know thal
my father iz a village innkeeper, who can’t even spell his
awn name !

“ Rather & come-down, I suppose, after all vour rob,” aaid
Lord Mauleverer. " Buf, in my humble opinion, o truthful
innkeaper iz a cut above o lving public echoclboy I

Leigh winced.

“ Oy, pile it on ! he sald. I suppose I've exaggeratod
a bit, but it was only to kesp my end up with the other
fellows.  After all, they all pile if on a bat.”

Not as vou do, I hope. Momwr-cars, Continenfal holi-
dave, landed estates and entailed property ! Begad I said
Lovd Mauleverer, " You ought to be a journalist !

“1 suppose it's all coming out now?" proaned Leigh.
Hle=I tried o Lkeep him away, because --because '

¥ Becauze you're ashamed of your own father ! said Ford
Mauleverer sternly. “ Hang 1t all, that's too thiok!
ITaven't you any decency at aﬁ, vou poor rotter

“ He—he's different, you see, and— '

“ Mark Linley's father is o bit diferent from Lintey, T
suppose,” sald Lord Mauleverer; ““hut 1've never heard
Linley tell any lies, and he's not ashamed of lhis father!
Linley nevr said that his factory in Lancashire was s gmilt-
edlged palace, left him by William the Conqueror: or that
h:-‘{'i”r&ﬂ'll!r wag lord-lieutenant of the county, that [ know
.
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* Linley is very different from me-—"

“ Begaad, he is!"” said Lord Mauleverer,

“I-—1 mean, he's not ashamed of things 1 should be
ashamed of, becavee—because—-"

" Becauze he's a <lecent, sensible Britizh bov, and youn're
& weak-kneed, snobbish bounder!” said Lord Mauleverer,
with more emphasis than he was wont to show,

“Oh, pile it on!" said Leigh wretchedly. 1 dare eny
there's something in what yon say. I know--I wish 1'd haod
g muoch wense as Linley now, and hadn’t tried to keep any
rotten seerets.  Ii's all up now.”

“1 don’t want fo pile it on,” sanl Lord Maunleverer,
ecftening again. “I'm sorry for vou, and especially for
your goverpor. If he found that vou were ashamed of him
it would ecut him to the heart. Fle would feel that more
than anvibing clee, I should =ay. To save bim [rom nn
experience of that sort, I'd help you if I eonld. Dve left
himi in the porter's lodge, and told him that 1'd fetch you.”

Leigh scomed fo breathe more freely.

“Thanks " he muttered, *I-—I can see hiwn there, aned
et hiim to go.  Luckily, he's come after dark. Don't think
I'm not foudd of my father. Mauleverer. I know what he's
done for me, and what a hard serape it's been to him to
help me to realize iy ambition. T koow lhow he felt parting
‘wi‘.]lu me, too; bul-—but things are different here.  This 1sn't
the old inn at Sanford. If I can zet him to go -7

“You can <lo as you think best about the maiier now,”
enidl Lord Mauleverer shortly.

“* What would vou advise me to do?”

“ Bring vour father into the school, and show the fellows
that yvou're not azhamed of him,” =aird Lord Mauleverer at
anee.

Leigh elivered,

I couldn’t.”

“Then go ta him, and try to keep it dark feom him what
a weak-knecd worm you are!” ewid Lowl Maulevercr
=hartly.

And he guitted the Form-room. o

Leigh ma<e his way with slow and unwilling steps towaras
the porter's lodge, A form passed ham, running in the dusk
of the Close —running townr:di the house. It was Skinnes,
but Leigh did not take any particular notice of him. Hie
thoughte were full of his present wretched difficulty. He
:'ea,u:h:j the porter's lodge, ond drew a long breath and
entered.

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Sufferings of a Snob.

R. HOPEKINS was seated in Gosling’s room, with his
white hat on the table beside him, and his knobbly
hands, innocent of gloves, resting upon the large
handle of his umbrella. )

Leigh suppressed a groan as he saw him. It was true that
he bad a strong affection for his father, and admired his
honest and sterling charscter—iceling many times how much
more worthy it was than his own. But—but-— - There was o
but—always a but. The old man, undoubtedly, was out of
place in Greyfriars, Gosling, the porter, was already looking
upon him with a patronising air, and Gosling’s look was far
from respectful as Leigh came in. Gosling had a persuasion,
common enough in these modern days, -that he was just as
good as anybody else; end at the same time, he was quite
determined never to show any respeet to a man who had
sprung from his own class. That contradictory feeling is not
ot &ll wneommon Gnslingi sinned in numersus coOmMpany in
that respect. Gosling’s look was quite impertinent when
T.oigh came in.

* "Ere's your father,” he said, without adding either ** Sir,”
or * Master Leigh."

Leigh's eves flashed for & moment. But it was worsa than
useless to make an enemy of Goshng; he did not want the
porter to talk too much.

He affected to take no notice of the man's impertinenee.

* Father ! he said. |

Mr. Hopkins rose to his feet.

His red, honest face beamed with affectjon at the sight of
his son. He held out his arms, and faivly ﬁ:gged the junior.
Then he held him at srm's-length and looked at hime with
beaming and admiring eves,

OREnry M he exclatmed.

Laigih made a burriel gesture. _
= ; IJDFE."D“” murmured My, Flopkins ul';ningetif;g]ff‘
¥ Cog-c-cecil I :

Gosling looked very curions.  Teigh felt that he was
looking curious, and feeling curious, too; but if he explained,
it would thow a regard for the porter’s opimion, which would
look more suspicious than anything else.

And yet—— As a erinnmal is impelled by some secvet fores
io leave & clue, nd a liar always leaves some chink by which
he may be detected, so & deceiver can never let ill alone, but
iz impelled to make matters worse in attempting to make
them betior.
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Leigh planced at Gosling, who was listening intently.

“My farher alwayvs ealls me Henry,” he said, with a smile,
1 have two Chrsuan names, you sec—ITenry Ceeil”

THo ! said Gosling.

Leigh flushed red --Ei;}r speaking familiarly to the parter he
had given the man the vight to be familiar—to donbt hiz word
if he liked. If Bob Cherrv's father had come te the school,
and ealled Bob ** Arthur ™ or * James,” Bob would nover
have dreamt of explaining 1t to the porter. The resvlt of
Leigh's new lie was to make the parter suspicious instead of
CUTIONE,

- To remain at tha lodge vnder the porter’s keen eye was
vepossilile. "Bt to take Mr 1lopkins up (o the School Houee
was almost eqqually painful.  For a liberal tip, indeed, Goslin
would have allowsd the junior 1o have the place to himsell.
But with the exception of Mauleverer's soverpign, which
Trimble was to have, Leigh had no means of bribing the
parter,

“Uonte, father,”” satd Letsh.

" Yes, my hoy”

They left the porie’s lodee,
a5 thev went.

“ Wot 1 savs is this ’ere,” he murmured. " Grevfiiars is
coming to somethink, That's wot [ says, aml 1 don’t care
whn "ears it !"

What to do with his father was a puzzle to Leigh. He
paused nnder the elms near the porter’s lodge.  The moon
wag coming out over the old clock-tower, and the grey old
buildings looked very fine and imposing in the silvery light.
Mr. Hopking looked round him with great admiration.

“* Good nlace vou're in now, Enry.”

“Yes, father.”

Y Bettev'n the old inn at Sanford—hey, "knry ¥

“ Dan't call me Henvy,” siid Leigh, with sharpness in s
voee, ' You nearly fswﬁ me away to the porter just now.™

Mr. Hopkins looked penitent,

“That was 2 ship.” be said. " T dido’t mean to, "Enry=1I
mean Ceeil.  But Cecil doezn't come easy to my tongue.
‘Enrv—ahem—~Cecil! But I'll remomber.”

* l’!f, the fellows suspected, it wounld ke very vough on me

ore,

“Would it? Bul that friend of yours—your titled friend,
lord Mauleverer-—he didn’t ecem to think any the worse for
knowin® your name was 'Opkins.™

Leigh mutiered something.

“71 like that lad,” ssid Mr, Hopkins.
a close friend of yours, "Enrv, as

Leigh proaned inwardly.

 Yeu, dad” .

" Now lemme look at your fixings in the skule,” sand Mr,
Hopkins. *It's a long way ‘ere from Essex, "Enry--Cecil—
and I sha'n't be able to make the journey often. But I did
so want to see how you was fixed at the grand school. That's
why I come. T knew you was so kind and thoughtiul, niwn{ﬂ
thinking of your old father, you wouldn't "ave let me take
the trouble. But blesz you, I was bound to come.”

“ I—1 suppose so,"” murmured Leigh.

He started and listened.

From the direction of the School House came a sound of
many footsteps, and a murmur of many voires. A dim crowd
of fellows loomed up in the moonlight, all coming in the
direction of the porter’s lodge.

ST tell veou, ?Dsaw him ! It was Blkinnerls voice, and
frﬁ'erg.r syllable came to the ears of Cecil Leigh. * He's
there." e -

““ But he can’t be such an outsider as you say. Leigh looks
decant.”” That was Trevor's voice. *

“Bul he 15! T tell you, I've seen him.  Such a lark 1™

“ Yes, rather ! hrulvre in the bull veice of Belsover. " And
I suspected sorneihing of the =ort all along. Let's have him
out.”

‘““ Ha, ha, ha!”

TLeigh drew his [ather into the deepest shadow of the elms.
Ha wes glad now that they had left the porter's lodge. Tt
was ¢lear thal Skinner had seen Mr, Hﬂ-p]!dns there, and was
taking a erowd of fellows of his own kiduey to show them
Leigh's father. Cecil's heart beat almost to rufincation.

““Wot's all that mean, hey 7" asked Mr. Hopkins. ' Some
of the voung pentlemen’s lavrks, hey I :

Yes, wves,"” stammercd Leigh, "It's—it's & jape, wvou
know—a lark up against a—a man who's come lo visit
(rosling—the porter, you know—a man named Taeigh, as it
happens—very odd, isn't it? Let's go on to the house, fnther,
and I'1l show you my study.”

“ Hight vou are, my boy."

Skinner & Co. had passed on without a suspicion that
Leigh and his fother were in the shadow of the trees. They
disappearcd towards the porter’s lodge, and Ceeil hurried his
[ather up to the house, He did not want to take hun there.
But it was the only refuge now; and he hoped fervently j,i"imt

Gosling eniffed expressively

“I'm glud he's such
told him myself.”

L
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ho would be able to get the old gentleman up to his study
unnotioed.

Harry Wharton & Co. were in the hall, and they naturally
looked at Leigh and his father as they cams in. Leish was
wihite as chalk,

. Tha juniors wondered who 1t was with him. The contrast
between Mr, Hopkins and the stim, elezant lad in Etons was
very striking.  Mr. Hopking paused and nodded genially to
the juniors. :

** Bome of vour friends, hey ! Lo asked.

“Yes, yes" muottered Leivh,  “Come up to the study,
fathar."

' I should like to speak—"

“ Yes, ves, altorwanls.'

“Jest as you like, "En—ahem—Coeil 1"

Leigh hurried his father up the stairs as Fast as he conld.
That was not very fast, however, as the old gentloman was
short of wind, and not disposed to negotiate a long stairease
vasily. The juniors in the iij1:1.|!l looked after them in surprize.

* Who on earth is thot with Leigh ™ exclaimed Bulstrodo.

“ Blessed if T know i

“Can’t be his pater,” said Russeil.

“1a, ha! Mgt

" Petchaps that ol] gardencer chan be was talkine about,
the ona who wrote him in that tpecer spoelling,”™  Ilarvy
Wharton remarked.

Pohb C]‘t{‘.r]‘}’ sniff ek,

" Old gardeners don't as a rule visit their masters’ sons at
sthool," he said. ‘

U Why, what's the matter with yvou, Bob®"

” Nothing | But since Leigh chose to cut up eaddishly on
the footer field about Marky, I dow't like the beast.” said
Iiab Cherry.  “[ never could quite stand him. for that
mitter; and now I'm convineed that he's & worm.

Flarry Wharten langhed.

“Oh, draw it mild, Bob!"

“ Well, he's a snob, anyway.”

"I suppose le is a bit that way— "'

““What's that 7" asked Lord Maunleversr, who was stand] nir
near. " What's that about Leigh cutting up rusty?  About
Linlay, toa®"

“ Yes" said Dob Cherry, with a prowl of wrath,  “ e
wud Marky wasr't good enough to play fonter in the sume
[eam with bim; becaure Marky has worked in a [actory, vou
know, and eame here on a seholarship,”

" Begad ! murmured his lordshin, almost overcome.
said that, did he 7

“He did=—the worm! And sverv tims T speak to him, T
shall let hitn know my opinion of him,” said Boh Cherry.
“Ho won't find me mincing my words, and 1'm ready to

k them up, with or without gloves, any timo he pleascs—
the snob "
X 'F}?llﬁhﬂnﬂh. U murmured Lord Maulaverer. * Snolb!

2, ha!

“ What are vou cackling at?”

“Oh, it's foo thick, 1hat's all @
Mauleverar. “ Leigh setting up in business as a snob! Ha,
ha, ha! My only aunt! Ha, ha, ha!"

And Lord Manleverer walked away, still laughing, leaving
the other fellows rather surprised at his merriment on the
subject. They were soon to be enlightened as to the reason,
however; though not by Lord Mauleverer.

“Ile

Ha,

Ha, i, ha !" roared Lord

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Lowest Depth,

ECIL LEIGH—alias Honry Hopkins—showed his father
into his study in the Remove passage. He had hoped
to find the room empty. but, as ill-tuek would have it,
Bunter was there, Billy Bunter certainly had a right

to be there, as it was his study as much as it was Leigh's,
But his presenca at that partieunlar time was distinctly
cxasperating to the unfortunate snob of thé Remove.

Bunter rose to his feet, blinking at them through his big
glasses, as Leigh brought his father in.

“Oh, really, Leigh, T think you might———"

“ Get out of the study for a bit, will you, Nunter *™”

* Certainly not," said the fat junior mm_pt] v. “I'm going
te do my preparation, for one thing. Who's this man ¥’

“I'm his father. my lad,” enid Mr. Hopkins, bafora Cecil
could reply. “ Name of —ahem—-akem! Don't turn the
voung gentleman out, my boy., He won't do any "arm.”

Bunter blinked with ¢yes nearly as larze as the lenses of
liis olasses in astonishment.

“ His father 1" he gasped. ‘

“ Yes, I should say so,' said Mr. Hopkins proudly.

“My word!™

(eci! Leigh gave the Owl of the Remove a fierce look,

** Get out ! he muttered. .

“Rats " szaid Bunter defiantly. “TI'm not going out of
my own study. I—— Ow! Leggo!"™
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Leigh was not in a humour to bandy worda with the Owl of
the Remove. He seized Bunter by tha collar and swung him

to the door, and sent him whirling into the passage. The
fat junior rolled over on the linoleum with howls of pain.

Leigh, with a fushed face, closed the deoor. Mr Hopking

d watched the strange proceedings of his son in utter
wondary,

' Enry " he ojacalated.

Rt down, fathor

“lnry, my boy—"

“That fellow is a wreteled cad 1™ sail
Liard,
alf '

JOh, Lsee ™ said Mr, Iloplins. ' Dut wasn't ihat a battla
bit "ieh-*andad, all the same, "Eory ¥

Y 0Oh, no: o that’e all viehit 1" sand Ladoh.
Danter. Loo% here, you've gob hers vory late, futher. Wlat
traim are you catcling home 7"

I shal ‘_Im.':-:v- to put up the night in Londsn® said Me.
;[_Ilﬂphmﬁ- ‘T ean stvy with you an hour or =, Enry, if you
e,

Ceell groaned silontly,

“OF course I like " he said.  “Ii's not a auestion of {hat,
[athor, of corse. But you know wou don't like hotels, wnd
 vou could possibly get back to Sanford to-night-—1"

3‘;‘.’:‘. Faopking beamed upon him affoctionately.

“That's imﬁ like you,” he sa2id, “always thinking of vour
old dad  But I eouldn’t get back to Sanford; T shall “ave
to atop the nigh- in London, anyway.
protky  late by
"Ry

“*{dh, father! "’

“Tt's too long, and croze country, foo," said My, TTopking,
shaking his head. *But vou'll come ‘ome in the 'olidaya,
thongh I dessay your chum: Mauleverer will make vou go
with him to spend & good part of the time at his princely
Mransion wot you told me abour in vour lottor ™

Leigh winced.  Nothing was less likely than thar Lord
Manloverer would ask him home for the halidays,

“I=L don't think that's likely, dad,” he said, * Yog-—
ou see, I couldn’s very weoll accept hospitality that it would
@ impossible for me to refurn: and H‘mu?l& hardly azk a
fellow like Mauleverer down to tha village inn at Sankord
could I?" r

1 e'pose you'ra richt, "Enry,” said My,
8 pose you ars  You've mob the 'vad to think of these
thinga. It's 'ard on you, "Enry, A boy like you ousht fo
ava a splendid "ome fit to ask a duke te; that's wot you
ought to "ave, "Enry.” '

Leigh laughed shortly,
“Weall, T haven't it,"” he said, “It's good enough for me,

dad, but it's not good cnough to ask Greyfriaes follows to.
They would expect a lot more,”

I wish I could do it for you, *Enry," said Mr. Hopkins,
with a sigh ]
“I know you do, dad.” said Leigh, with a burst of gonning

A Leigh, breathine
It's beastly hard luck to have him in my study at

 INever minsl

L I I shall get back there
[ sha'n't bo able to make this journey often,

Mopking=—'T

feeling. ** But you've done more for me than I've an right
te expect, I know how you've had o serape, and T know
vour work's harder now I'm nof there to help you.  Bul

['ll repay it all some day, dad, somchow. You have given
me & chance precious few fellows in my position get, and 1
sha'n't ever forget that, dad.”

Mr. Hopking' face glowed with pride and happiness as he
Listened.

“It's worth it all to me to 'ave a son like you," ho szaid,
“"Jest to "ear you talk, too, and to look at your; as good a
gentleman, though I say it, as the best of them, "Enry."

“ Do you think so, dad "

“I know it. Blessed if a stranger would be able to toll
which was the lord, you or your chum Mauleverer I gaid
Mr. Hopkins fondly. “'I think you're the more helogant of
the two, myself, "Ulla! Poer'aps this is your noble friend
eome to zee usg,'

There was a step cutside the door of the study. Leizh
ran to the door at once. He was desperately anxious to keep
anyone from entering just then. The door was gpenad
without a2 knoek, but Leixh's hand waz upon it, and his foot
was behind the door, and it opened only a few inches.

“Here he a1

Tt was Bkinner’s voice,

Skinner & Co. wer: theres, in full force—Skinner and Bnoop,
and Stott and Trevor, and DBolsover and Dunter, and soveral
more fellows, all of them prinping, They hid missed the
visitor to Greyfriars at the porter's ladge; but Gosling fiad
Lorne out BKinner's statement thar it was Leigh’s * pater ™
who kad eome, end the juniors Liad come on to Leigh's study
to see if hoe was there.

o was there! He roso from his seat to rreet the follows
with a friendly smile and word when they entered, The
simple old gentlemanlittle dvcamed of the thoughts and
feelings of Skinner & Co. upon the subject. .

Leigh did not let the door epen. Skinner and his friends
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wore pushing from outside, buat Leigh kept his boot sgainst
the door. ) :

“ What do you want here "’ he said huskily,

“Only called to see you,” zaid Skinner blundly.

“Ha, ha, ha!"

" We hear that Jour pater has come down to see you, and
we should like to moke his acquaintance,” sniggered Bnoop.

“*Let them in, "Enry,” exclaimed the old gentleman, in
his hearty way—'" let them in! I'm sure I should be glad
to make the acguaintance of any friends of yours”

Leigh had little choice about iettiui themi in. The juniors
were all pushing on the door, and Leigh was forced to let
it open. He faced the fellows as they swarmed in, his face
white with T LR and shame.

“Heve he ! grinned Doizsowor.
Jove! How o you do, sir¥"”

“Quite well, T thank you,” said Mr. Hopkins.

" Ha, ha, ha!™

" Leigh's pater! My hat ™

“Laigh senwor! Ha, ha, ha!™

“It's—it’s not the case ! muttered Leigh desperately.
“He'-whe's not my father. [t'e -it’a a mistake.”

He muitered the words so that the old gentleman could
not hear him. The juniors stared at him. Leigh tapped
his forehead, and motioned them out of ihe study, Skinner
% Co., in amazement and alarm, backed away, and Leigh
fﬂ]!l.'ir"'-:lr't"d them inie the passage. His face was strangely
working.

- I*:.&&hl‘r out, vou duffers ' e whispered.
and exeite hin.

Y“{areat Beotf !

“He's mad!™

“Qh "

“Leigh's pater, by

“Ton't come 0
It's all vight; he has to hn:.-_ kept calm.”
What's the matter with him M

T

THE EIGHTEENTH CHAPTER,
The End Crowns All

HFE juniera were willing enough to back away then.
Loigh pulled the door of the study shut. e hardly
knew what he was saying. He would have said amy-
thing, done anything to avoid owning up before all

Greyfriars that this man wzas his father., To such a2 length
}lmll snoblushness brought the boy, that he demied his own
atiler,

“"Lock here, you're pamvening ' mutiered Skinner.

“I'm not 1"

“"Who s he, then ™

* Droes he look as if he were my father,?"' said Leigh, with
s miserable laugh.

“Well, no; but—"

“"Who 15 he, then " demanded Bolsover. ;

" He's the man whoe wrote me those letters—my father's
old gardener. MHe's doity; got sunstroke im South Africa,”
said Leigh. * He imagines that he has some claim on e,
and I—I humour him, by my father's wish. I want to keep
him calm and get him away to the railway-station as quickly
ey Pnas:l.bte."

i B}" J'l:?"l-'l! pre ‘

“J =say, that’s beastly rough on you!” said John Bull,
whe had come out of his study at the noise. " What do you
think, Wharton 2"’

Hearry Wharton hed joined the crowd, with Nugent and

Bob Cherry. They all looked very hard at Leigh. It seemed
impessible that any fellow could #0 incredibly mean as to
deny his own father. And truly they would never have

imagined that the man they had s¢em come in with Leigh
was Leigh's father. He certainly did not look the part, o
to speak. Sur&l;r Leigh was telhing the truth!

“1 suppose it's as Leigh says,” said Wharton,

Bob Cherry was silent.

“1 say, it’s jolly rotten a fellow like that mmingi here,
then,” said Skinner. * I thought he was your faiher, Leigh;
Goslmg says so.”

“1—I'm humouring the cld chap, you see™

“You do it jolly well, then,” =aid Skinner suspiciously.

YyWell, whether he's Leigh's father or not, you fellows
have no ripht to foree yourselves into the study," zaid Harry
Wharton. ““Clear off I

“T"ll clear off quick enough if Leiph’s pot tame Junatics
in his study,'” said Skinner. “ You'd better bar off the rest
of your father's dotty old retainers, Lewsh.™

“"Ha, ha, ha!"

“1 say, vou fellowg—2""

“Oh, buee off. Bonter !

“ Oh, really, Wharton
Leigh's faiher, and—"

“"He's dotty, T tell you.” randl Leigh.

Leok here, the man said he was

“ More likelif he's your father, and you're ashamed to own”
2

him." said Bolsover. DBut it was merely a eneer; he did not
think so. Iven Belgover would have stopped short of such
a thing as that, and he did not yeally Eelig?c that Leigh
Was S0 LS.
* Oh, come away!” exclaimed Jehn Bull,
The mniors crowded off.
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Leigh watched them go with a haggard face, and then
reopened the door of the study, He did not think that the
cld gentleman within could have heard anything, although in
his excitement he Lad hardly been so careful as he might
have been, and indecd some of the others had spoken in
Ioud tones enough.

M Is ell right, dad!” said Leigh, assuming cheorfulness
with a great effort. *“They were a lot of chaps who had
come here to rag me, but I explained that you werc my
futher, and—and Father !

He broke off with a cry.

My, Hopking was standing by the table, upon which his
]Ergf‘ red hand rvested. His face was almost grey in hue
and his hand was trembling. His lips were twitching, as if
he would have spoken, but no word came frem them. He
was not locking at his son; he was staring straizkt before
him with glassy eves,

Leigh looked at bim, stricken with horror and remarse.

Ie did not necd telling that his father had heard—thut the
old gentleman had heard enough, st all events, to kuow that
his son bad denied him—that the boy he doted upen had
been ashamed to own him before the school.

And that blow had gone straight to the heart of John
ITopkins.

In those few minutes old ape zeomed to have dercended
upon him. klig band trembled, his face was grey and lined,
Jeep lines were upen hiz ruddy forchead. He did not speak;
it seemied as if the power of speech had left him,

* Father ! _

The cld man did not gpeak or move.

Leigh came closer to him.  As he looked into the kind old
fave, stricken now wilh bitterness worso than death, remorse
carig upon the wretched boy like a2 flood.

What had he done?

For what had he wounded this kind old man to the veory
soul ? For what had he denied his father—the father whose
kindness and love had never failed—the father who had
pinched and scraped in order that his boy might have hetler
chances than he had ever had? For what had he done that?
To keep up false asppearances which were half seen thvough
already by those he tried to impose upon; to pereist in a
coursge of lying and boasting; to—to—— Oh, what had his
motives been? What was anything werth to him if it wode
Lim inflict this seffering vpon his father? All that was best
in the boy’s nature woke at that mowment, and le tprang
towards his father with a low cry. Dut then John Hopkine
moved ; he raised his hand, and waved the boy back.

“ Don't 1" he muttered huskily,

“ Fathor !

“Don't touch me, "Enry! I—1 dida't wndersiand,” said
the old man dazediy, "1 mever ought to 'ave ccine 'cre.
I've disgraced wyou. Yes, I can see it now. I—I never
thought you'd "ave changed so much, "Enry, among your new
friende. I—I'm a disgrace to you. You're ashamed of your
father !

“ Father !

“Where's my ~my 'at 7" sabd Mr. Hopkine, looking round
blindly. " I—I'll go! Lomme get out quietly, 'Eory—let
me get out! Oh, I—I want to get "ome!”

* Father I

“1 don’t blame you, 'Enry; I—I oughter understooad,"
zaid the old man. ' This ain’t no place for me. 'Enry, I'm
poing? Good-bye, 'Enry! And don’t think that I'm angry
with you, or that this will make any difference tc—to your
stayin' 'ere. That's all right, Your old father's proud of
you, 'Enry, thoogh you sin't proud of *im. You gin't got
10 reason to be, goodness knows. [ ain’t much to boast of,
[ #'pose, only—only I thought—I thought my own bow cared
for me too much to care what T was hke. But—but I orter
known better, I ¢'pose. It's all right, "Enry, I'm geing i

He groped to the door.

“ Father "

" Food-bye, "Enry "

But the boy ran after him, and his arms were round the
cld man’s neck. He wae sobbing as if his heart would break,
as he clung to hiz father, and John Hopkins gazod at him
in wonder. .

“'Enry ! What's the matter? *Enry!
se s you Jike this ™ stammered the old man. **It's all right,
‘Enry, I'm going. That's wot you want, ain't it

“ Father ™

John Hopkins smoosthed the boy's fair hair back from his
brow with o touzch that was as ifender as a woman’s.

“What is it, "Invy? T'll do anything you want—only tell
me what it 18"’

“Oh, if you'd only be angry with me, if you'd kick we
trample on me as I desorve!” groaned Leigh. ' J1{—if you'
see me as 1 am. not it for vou to touch, father! I'm a liar
and a cheat. T've lind to the fellows here. I've liagged, I
—Jo——  Oh, father, I'm the rottenest cad in existence ! Why
den't you hate me? Why don™t you cast me off, I'al,hvrﬂ?“

|

T can't bear to
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“"Fnrr, my boy, [ don't bear no walice. T8 all natural,
reckon, Don't take on Lke that, "Ly, [T ain't ‘ust. I
now it's natural’

Leigh grasped his arm.

“Como with me, father.'

“Where ! What are you gain’ to o, "Enry ¥ exclaimed
the old man in alavrm.

ff-llt Leigh ondy drageed at his av.

* QJome-—come with me "'

. He hurried- the old man into the passags, down the stairs,
mlu_the common-room, crowded now with the juniora, dis-
cussing what had happened. ¥rery oye was turned upon
them as they came in, the old gentlewan unwillingly follow-
ing his son. There was a general exclamntion.

Leigh faced the crowd of fellows, his face chalky white, his
eves Durning,

“Look lere!” His veice was lond and clear. * This is
my father, you fellows; the best lather a chap ever had,
though he's gol the worst on & man ever had.  This is my
father. My neme is Hopking- Heury [opkins—and I'm the
gon of the village innkeeper at SBanford. Now you know !
- The words came bushing our wildly from the boy's twatching
Tips, John Hopkina tried to stop hinn, bot it was impossible,
Leard Moauleverer ran forward.

* Bernd, Leigh, then you are a decent chap after all!”
he exclaimed. * By Jove, give me your hand, dear boy !™

“ Bravo!" exclaimed Bob Cherry.  * You aes, I knew il
all the Lime, but I never thought vou were as decent as this!
Thore's some good in a snob, after al'. Brave I

The tears ware shreamin éuwn the fare of old John Hop-
kins. Hea had been proud of his boy before, but nover zo
proud 83 now; and never, cerlainly, had he had so much
cause for pride,

“ My boy! Dnry!™
“'hnry "'

And then Leigh, with his hand in his Father's horny hand,
walked proudly out of the room hy the side of the old gentle-
man, leaving the crowd in o burz

e murmmeed, almost  inaudibly.

L] L

Leigh had expected that that announcement in the common:

room would be his ruin at Greyfriars; and he did pot care,
80 long as he was set right with his father. But it turned
out far otherwise. John Hopkina was not allowed to leave
Greyiriars till the last train from Friavdale. Harry Wharwon
& Co. rallicd round him, so to speak, and the old gentleman
way entertained to a glorious feed o No. 1 Biudy, Lord
Mauleverer handsomely planking down a banknote in the
tuckshop to stand the **exes™ for the cccasion. Leigh and
his father were the guests of honour. The snob of the
Remove felt like & fellow in a dream; it seemed all vnreal
fo him. But it was real encugh. By that one ack of manh-
ness he had won the respect of his Form-fellows. There were
a fow, perhaps, who might sneer and gibe, but the best
fellows in the Form stood by him; and Lord Mauloverer,
whom 1 his conceit and miserable vanity he had passed off
to his father as his chum, confided to Wharton that he really
did feel like chumming with Leirh now.

Y A fellow who conld speak up, as he did then, must have
a lot of gpocd in him,” said Lord Mauleverer sagely. And
Wharton agreed.

A crowd of juniors walked down lo the station Lo soe Blr.
Hopkins ‘off.  After their return, Leigh returned FLond
Mauleverer the sovercign he had borrowed; and wiicn
Trimble approached him on the subject again, the rascal
was met with a right-hander that levelled him wifh the
floor, instead of the Bribe he had expected. And finding that
the whaole story was now Lknown, and Leigh unharmed by il
Trimble was careful to give hia former victim a wide berih
during the remainder of the time that he stayed at Grer-
friars.  And Leigh, much to his own astonishment, found
himself walking to the Form-room the next morning arm-
m-arm with Lord Mauleverer. i3 lordship waz chumming
wilh the fellow who had been—but no longer was—ashamed
of his father!

THE EXD.

(“SENTI TO COVENTRY "™ iz the Htle of next tweel’s lng,
cotnplete tale of Harry Wharton and Co ol (renfricrs, by Sroak
Richards, FPrease order gonr copy of ** The Magiet ™ Library in odonice
Frice Id.}
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LACKED SECOND SIGHT.

Old Skimpenny was a bit of a miser, and especially so in
the matter of food. He had hot beef on Sunday, cold beef
on Monday, minced beef on Tuesday, beef-tea on Wednesday,
beef-tea and water on Thureday, water on Friday, and on
Baturday he fasted. By these means did he contrive to moke
a amall joint last the weel.

One day he invited ° company,’
be financially bencheial, he caleulated. .

“ My fare is very plain,"” said old Skimpenny apologetic-
ally, aa they sat down to dinner—" very plain indecd, you
know.™

“ Nover mind,” sssured his business friend: "I not
accustomed to dainties."

“ There,”’ said old Skimpenny, as two excecdingly amall
chops were placed on the table, ** you see your dinner, sic?"”

“Quite s0," replied the friend, cheerfully forking them
on to his plate, **but I don't see vours.”

E

THE TONGUE AND TIIE WAG.

Binks and Jinks met in the Strand vesterday, and got
talking. )

“J was on top of & tram the other day,’” said Binks,
“ puffing guictly at my cigar, when suddenly a lady sitting
by me calmly snatched it away from me and aimed it over-
board. *You've no right to smoke on a tram,’ she sad
‘It iz not allowed."™

“Wall *"* said Jinks. :

“*Well, I was rather taken aback at first; but in a2 minuie
I grasped the poodic she was carrying in her lap, and dropped
it over the side. ‘You have no right to have dogs on a
tramear,’ I said. *Tt 15 not allowed." She glared, and then
we botk locked over into the road, and there was the poodle
running along the side of the tyam, and what do you think
it had in ita mouth?"’

“Tha cigar?”

“ No,” said Binks; its tongue."’
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“THE CGIPSY SCHOOLBOY,”

WIIAT DID IHE DO?

The dear, white-heired old veteran, whe fondly imagined
that his audience was reposing implicit faith in hia veracity,
proceeded with the recitation of his military monstrositica.

YT recolleck,” said he, ™ havin' one o' the most exciting
times of my life at the battle of Halma. I was alone—the
last Britisher on the ficld o' battlo—and the enemy waa
pursuing me with cries that "ud curdle yer marrer to 'cur the
echo of. Buollets were showering by me like rain, cannons
roared like a thunderstorm, and there was [, Jack Junkett,
alone, at the merey of the Rooshians '

The dear old veteran pavacd.

“Well,” zaid a listencr, **what did you do?™

“Do?" answercd the old fellow. *1 did a mile in four
mioutes 1"

ALL'S WELL.

Mr. Taswell turned over in bed and began te snooze, It
waa four o'clock, and this was the first wink of sleep that
Taswell had been able to snatch -

A violent banging on the front door, however, aroused kin.
He dashed over to the window and opened it

*“Is it fire ™" he roared.

“T want Mr. Taswell,"” came bthe answer.

“T arn Mr. Taswell. What is it ?"

“I have an imporctant matter which concerns vour gord
name, and must not let it reach other evars. Come down
quickly 1" ] ]

In a moment Taswell, in his pyjamas, waz at the front
door. The winds whistled coldly.

CWell v he gasped.

“Well,” replied the disturber of Taswell's peace, “«lin't
you think your name would be as well without the T 7

Then he disappeared into the darkness, and the com:nenis
of Taswell were nof at all well.

“The loughest part of the job s still to come'" The
plumber gathered up his taols and sighed wearlly., YL Lhave
vet to male out and collect the bili!”

[Touse-Owner: “ You failed to pay your rent last monta.
What are you going to do about 1£%" : ;

Tenant {thoughtfully): * Oh, I suppose I'll do as you said
when [ rented.it '™ ; !

Flouse-Owner: * What did T say? .

Tenant: “You eaid I must pay in advance or not at all.

in this week's “GEM™ Library.
Frice Ons Fenny.



[ eveny
TUESDAY,

The « fl?agnet =

LIBRARY.

=
il
PEMMY. |

«BEYOND THE ETERNAL ICE!”

A Thrilling Story of the Amazing Adventures of Ferrers Lord, Millionaire, Ching-Lung, and Rupert Thurston,
By SIDNEAE IDE.EW.
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THE (PENING CHAPTERS,

Ferreis Lord, the famous multi-millionaire and inventor,
ptartles the werld by entering the lists aguinst DProfessor
Hugley, the celebrated American scientist, who is sbout lo
gta:t in search of the North Pole in his wonderful airship
the {loud King. Lord announces his intention of starting
for 1he Pole at the sume time in his mysterious submarine
the l.ord of the Deep, and makes a match of it with I:Im
professor for the gigantie sun of a million pounds! The
preliminaries are scttled, and two judges are appointed—one
to trave! on board exch of the two strange compeling eraft.
Ferrers Lord is accompanicd by all his old friends on the
Lotd of the Deep, including Ching-Lung and Eupert
Thurston; while Professor Hugley hss a Cuban named
Paraira with kim, ard Fstebian Gacchio, a negro. The two
gooundrels murder Prefessor Hugley and five of the
crew on the voyege, assume command of the Cloud King,
and plot against the life ¢f Ferrers Lord.

While out hunting Ferrers Lord discovers an underground
forest of giant vegetable-ivery fungi. Accompanied by
Thurston, Ching-Lung, Van Witter, the American umpire,
ard (Gan-Wage, an Eskime, he explores the foreet, and
comee across the tracks of a mammaoth. The mammoth s
eveniually killed; but during the fight Ferrers Lord loses
his compass, and the party is left helpless in the under-
grovnd forest.

(Mow go on with the story.)

Lost in thz Awlul Darkness.

Where do you think you lost your compass?’ ashed
Ruyperi Thursion.

“1 do not know."

“Whyv not go back and leok for it?”

“ Useless,” gaid Ferrers Lord. * There are a thousand
chances to one against finding it. I walked ahead, and if
I drepped it there, you w::nuifd have trampled it into the
eand., lere is my sugpestion: This is, I think, an offshoot
ef the channel we saw., By following it we must gain the
wain charnel. Then, by following that, we shall come upon
gut own tracks.’”

*“The very thing,"” said Ching-Lung.
idea 1" :

But the millionaire was hiding something else. The side
channel might only ponetrate into the cavern a mile or twao,
Were they on the right side of it?  If not, they were stoadily
petting away from szafely and wasting precious light. FHe
muitered a prayver.

He strede on abend.
whispered ;

“Old chap !

“Wea Chung?'"

“ How Jong will the lamps burn 7

“ Mush 7 eaid Ferrers Lard, ' Don't let them hear you,
or it wiil take the heart out of them. Ouly fer a couple of
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“That's a rattling

“hing-Lung moved to hiz side and

“SENT TO COVENTRY|”

haurs, And, Ching, if we're on the wrong side, Heaven
]E:Ic][- I.:.‘!-T! It's o)l wy fault. I ought to have left 1hat brute
alone !

Ching-Lung pressed the millionaire®s hand.

“(Oh, we'll serape out of it somchow,” he sawd, " =0 keel
your pecker u]p! We're all of us born te be hung, so we
can't very well dio of mumps or wecasles.  There'll be a
vescue-party, too, when our absence heginsg to scare them.
Unless it snows they'll find the cave, and they hkoow we've
pone exploring underground  Trust Prout and Maddeck.
They'll have us out if they have to dig up the whele disguost-
ing mountain, And the next time you go sheoting m &
coalpit, let mic know, will you, and Il arrange to be wvut
to tea somewhere ¥

An exclaination broke from the Yankee.

" Anything wrong *"

“Waal, my pesky larp's aboul a corpse!”™ drawled the
Yankce.

: was almost ont, burning only a dull red. Thursion's
cres met Ching-Leng's.  Thurston, too, had reulised the
awful truth. He put out his own lamp. One must suffice
now; their lives depende:d on it.

“7 say,” drawled the Yankee impatiently, ** we seem to be
soing a dickens of a way, and these clothes ain’t the slap-up
things for wulkinq in! I'm about tired of it, and I've got
a thirst [ wouldn't scll for a dellar I'm going to have a
rest and a smoke.” :

He flung himself down inta the soft sand. The millionaire
{zced him angrily.

“Get up !"%m said roughly. )

“Eh eried the startled Amcrican, dropping his cigar-
case. ** Are you talking to mc¥”

“Veg, gir, I am.”

““Oh, 1 thought you were addrcssing one of the dogs! I
have always found you a gentleman, but——"

Ching-Lung stepped between them.

“Wait,” he sard. Do you speak French, Mr. Van
Witter ! _

“T reckon overy well-bred American parley-voos a triffe.
2itll, I don't sepm—""

“ Patienee—patience I’ said Ching-Lung, in Eurfen:t French,
“ Mr. Lovd spoke roughly to you because he has got us into
a serape, and he is blaming himeelf for it. You are a brave
man, and you can face danger, I know. We arc in terriblao
danger, old follow. The light cannct last Jong, and out
lives hang on o thread. If you're tired, hang on my arm.”

The Yankee whistied softly. He did not look zlarmed in
the least. :

“Then von parley-voooed to hkeep that Eskimo from
knowing I"' he drawled. ““You dont want te [righten the
noor chap.  And though I heard you say o hit bael that you
hadn't = cent's worth of skin on your ankles, you offer me
your am,  Wunl, we Americans don't reckon to think rauch
of & Chinee, but you're about the hest bit of goit 1 ever saw,
and there’s my hand on it.  Here's my hund for you, Mr.
Lord. I'm sorcy to keep you waiting.”

Gan-Waga was alone ignorant of E&cir terrible plight. It

By FRANE HICHARDS,
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was plain they had .come the xrong way. The path to free-
dom must lie the other side of the creek. Feverishly they
retraced their steps  As they passed the carcase of the
mammoth the second light went out.

Only one lamp remained.

“ Faster—faster " eriec errers Lord, y

They toiled on through the vielding sand, clambenng over
the fallen stems, plunging desper and deener through the
forest.

AL lask !

They had gained the jungle of white grasa and the hard-
heaten track trodden by the mammoth. ‘They hurried along,
and rearho:d the little stream. Their own footprints showed
plain and clear,

“ Baved " cricd Thurston.  *“* Bavy—"

Tha words died on his tips as the luwp went out. And
then the horrible, impenetrable darkness clozed down upon
the ghastly cavern hike o pall

Light ! Light '—A Strange Raft.

(e hope remained—the hope of vescue. Tam Prout and
Macddock would strain every nerve to fimd them, Dut in the
vast cavern, with its many turnings and its hampering dark-
pess, would they come in wime?  They sar down in the
sand. The silence was terrible, and vet ir seemed full of
strange rustlings, like the heat of unseen wings, A sudden
crash mada them start with dread.  Perhaps -the slain
mastodon had a mate. If so, they were ab the merey of the
brute, for it could see them in the darkness,

“Do not be alarmed,” said Feerers Lord. It is only the
falling mushrooms. 1 noticed that several were on the pont
of falting.”

Can-Waga was stiil meaning and muttering. and fhe dogs.
huddled together, kept up a strange whimpering.

“ Waal,” drawled the Yankes,  this is pleasant. I say,
Lord, how long do yvou think we'll have to stay in this pesky
hole ™

* Not long, T hopa. Prout will—"" )

He stopped. A dull, distant roaring trembled and quivered
throuzh  the darkness. Ferrars Lord's  hand  clenched
c‘nnvuﬁs.iw-l}'. .

“ A mateh " he said hoarvsely. * Show a light here ™

Thurston struek one.  If%s wavering gleam hardly made the
darkness visible,  The millionaire tlrngg‘ﬁr] a folded paper
from his pocket. It was so much soaked by water that it
tore as he oponed it. ‘

“ The date?" he gasped.  *“ What s the dale?”

“The nineteenth,” said Ching-Lung.

“And the time? My watch is stopped.™

“* Eight minutes to four." _ ]

The roaring sound grew louder, and a cool breath of anr
brushed their cheeks. The mateh fickered out.

“ My friends"" sard the mallionaice, 1 do rot want to
frighten you, but if my theory is correct, our position is
desperate. The highest tide of the year in these latitudes
comes this morning. It will be full at six. By a natural
law, water always finds its own level. Therefore it will
risp here exactly to sea-level outside. The noise is the sownd
of the incoming tide forcing its way up the channel”

“ Then you think it may reach here,” muitered Van Witlter.

*No; f have piven up thinking, I hope and pray that it
may not."” )

Thurston and Ching-Lung shivered as they listened to the
thunder of the tide. Death zeemed creeping down upon them.
They sat in dumb and silent despair, deafened by the crash of
tumtlinf..* waters. Something eold touched the mubionaire's
foot. He reached forward and felt his Bngers wet. The tide
Was upon them.

“Tt's here,”” said Van Witter.
batter chance it and get back a ut."

Rupert striuck a second match,. The water had elosed rourd
them on every side. As vet it was only 2 few inches deeq,
but it wasz rising rapidly. The light Hashed on their white
faces, and on the narrow cirele of dry sand.

“Btand aside!” shouted Ferrers Lerd, seming his oaxe,
“ Quick wirh another match. This stuff should burn.™

He attacked the stem of the fungus, working like a deman,
sending white splinters in all directions. VWan Witter was the
hirst to grasp his meaning. .

“Pile up the sand! Serap it together ! he gasped. * We
shall have a light, at least. Hurry! Hurry!"

{zan-Waga and Ching-Lung feverishly flung the sand into a
heap with their hands. Thuarston hghted match after mateh,
while Van Witter collected the splinters and piled them into
heap with their hands. Thurston highted matoh after marel,
they burst into fame. They eracked and burned Jike
volcanite, with a strong, llﬁl%'l:‘nt sinell, and their glare shons
red and ghostlike upon tihe flood. They had light—light !
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“3Waal, I reckon we'd
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* Out of the way, lads 1™

The great mushroom swayed and f21] with a holiow crazh.
Threa axes slashed and cut ab its teunk to obtain oo fucl

at precious, glorious light. It revived their desoairinge
spirtts like a draught of champaene,  Thurston Foechied
hvsterically.

“ Wharae theve 1s life thera is hoje I he cvied,

“ Where there's light there’s bope. vou mean,” sad thae
Yankee, “Bay, I've gobt an wlea!  Mere's the Fekima's
hide-rope—lariats, we call "em over thera. The tinnks of
those pesky mushrooms are a trifle tos slippery to chine b,
but wa could cut this chap into thioe-foob longths wml bin
cross-pieces on ta four treez onl of reach of the water. We
could sit on them all right, 1 puess, and be sup of dapee "

“ Bplendid ! eried Thurston,

“ Wait,” drawled Ferrers L d

He turned on his heel, the glow of the fice behicd hiny, and
splashed into the water. The bead of the fallea Fungus
towered above him, like an nmbrells Taid on s side. It had
not broken in itz «decent.  To his touch it felr Like tough,
coarse-grained cork, and he guessed roughly that o was nine
or ten feet in diametor,  1le haeled a0 plese away, wod
dropped iF into the warer,

It floated baoyantiy.

“Thurston ! Van Witter!

They hastencd to him.

“ Gentlemen,'” he said, peisting ia the great mush-oom,
Y hore is a natural raft. Tt s not beos enongh o cavry all
of us, but theve ave plenty mors at hand, Fell ihoee three
and work as vou have never worked before in yonr lives!
Four af them fastened will soon save oz all™

Fle set the example Ly backing at the stom of il Tallan
mushroom about four fest from its sorket,  Standing kaee-
deap in water they plied their axea. Gan-Waga Lad jolled
himself topether, and had placed the riflez out of duwwger for
a bime by butliling a second pallae of zand bo resl fem o,
He replenished the fire, and kept it hlazing mersily

Clack ! Clack! Clack! rang the axe-blows Chis-lung
brought hiz *‘ tres " down first, ard Uerrers Lovd went do
the aid of Van Witter. TPresently tha four stems wore cown,
and their bops cut away from their parent arems. They
righted them, but it was a difficult task, As vet he water
was not deep enough to float them (woperly,

“We want a lever,” said Fereers Lowed.
thing !

Hea chose a hali-grown fungus with a slender, tongh stem.
The perspiration was rolling off lhe others, and they weore
hreathless and panting. But Ferrers Lord knew no fatizue,
In a twinking he had brought the stem down.

It formed a magnificent lever. Aided by the increasing
depth of the water, they leversd the great fung: foxether,
sach with its four-foot stem shicking up like a tinz mast,
Four slender stems ware salected awd ent,  These were placed
in & square, and lashed firmly to the uprights with Boilo-ropad
handkerchiafs and the harnesz of doga.

A sodden swell ralled across the dak tide.
ruft shook and rocked.

It was afloat.

* Hurrah !

It floats!™

Thurston and Van Wittar took up the ery, and goipred the
millionaive’s hind. The dogs bezan to bark jovousl:.

“Wea have nob finished vet,” soud Ferrers Lord. W
must have light. Taka that small fangus, aml coves v ten
ar twelve inches deep with wet sand, Dot dey sand aver thot.
Wea'll take our fire with us”

He scemed to forget nothing. il stripped off lis seal-
skin ecoat, and cut two or thres longtha of hide fom it
Theze he knotted togother, while the others prepo-el the
strange fHonting fireplace.  The wet sand was pulie | down
and smoothed, and the dry placed above it.  Thurstén
moulded it hollow, and lifted the live into it with the blade
of his axe.

A sapply of food was placed on the rafr, and the doys put
aboard. The structure zecwed Livm and solid, armd wonder-
fully busyant., A second wavoe cama rolling out of the black-
ness, submerging the place they lixd just left. Ferrers Lorad
soized the stere they had wsed ws g lever, and pushed off,
towing the Rre after them.

“ Queer travelling,' he said iuvily. [ think rou are the
proud possessor of the clgars, Ching. f onre cannot eat
it s mot a bad thing to smoke. Thank vou very maen, [
must trouble vou for a mateh, Kupert”

Van Witker, though as truehosvted and brave 2z 2 man
could be, was perpetually thinking of ways and moans to
make money.

S Waal,” he said, © we've nal done s0 badly up to now, I
da reckon, and I'm pretty =are wo'll fome out a0 toin

Chanee ' o ealled

AR, Vi very

The strange

Ffuecah 1™ shouted Ching-Ling.  **[; Aoats!
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we do it will be worth.the trouble. Su ing the sea_don't
shift that mgmmolh, we must get the hide and tusks off him.
That ought to feteh ten thousand dollars, and dirt cheap at
that. Then there's the great vegetable-ivory company coming
siong, and a book of our adventures should draw in the cash.
Why didn’t I bring my cemera and fashlight apparatus with
me? A few snapshots of us in this raft, or & cinematograph
Ihich}lll'ﬁ of ws shooting that mammoth, would knock the
earth."

Uhing-Lang grinmed as he pulfed at his cigar.

“It's a pity,” he said, ** buet it cen't he helped. It must
be grand to kneck the earth. I knocked it onee myself,” he
added drenmily.

“Did you now " asked the Yankee, with great interest.
“ Made a big hoom, T gucss, How was that 7"

“1 told a gentleman he was & Li—TI mean, I hinted to
him that I didn't quite believe he spoke the truth. It was
i the room of & hotel in Cairo, on the second Roor. He was
2 biz man, and—well, I knocked the earth.”

“* Eh 7" said Thurston.

“¥You see,” went on Ching-Lung, *he chucked me out of
the window. I don't know about & big boom, but I made
a big bump—on the back of my head.”

Thurston laughed and then grow silent.  Ching-Lung's
face hiad suddenly hardened, and thers was a dangerous gleam
m his eyes.

“He was a half-caste, I believe,” continued Ching-Lung,
“and a gunt. He took me unawarcs, I was stunned, and
when I came to my senzts he had gone. But I shall find him
some day.™

* Do you know his name "

*“¥Yez,"” said Ching-Lung.
Lord, what's the matter F"

The millionaire had started,

** Nothing,” he drawled strangely; “except that I almost
dropped the pole. The sand 15 soft here.”

H Fstelvan Gacchiie.  Why,

The Herror of Ciement Morwith on Board the Plrate Flying
Ship—A Wild Carouse—Meeting—Gomez Paralra Shows
that he Is Master.

“ All's well 17

Clearly the cry rang through the Cloud King, The
mockery of it! Sir Clement heard the musical cry as he sat
behind the locked door of his cabin, listening to the whir of
the fans and the buzzing of the screws. The cry was taken
up by a second voice.

" All's well 1
A tramp of feet followed, and then silence, except for the
|i]ufsjaallf- drone of the machinery. They were changing
WL,

Sir Clement did what he seldom did—poured out a plass
of brandy. He was the most temperate of men, but & growing
horror was shattering his nerves. Qut of o crew of fifteen
who had left Tarrah Island, only ten pemained. Professor
Iugley was miseing, and five men were dead. To be placed
on the watch or at the wheel meant death, All these luckless
wretehes had been found theve frozen stiff and stark.

It was foul Eﬁ]&f ; and he knew itl—was certain of it. Other-
wise, il to take d’uty was to court death, the others would
have mutinied and turned the vessel's head south. It was
ecodder now than it had ever been, and vet the steersmen,
when relieved, were hale and hearty. The others had been
killed—murdered.

The baronet was white and haggard with gnawing horvor,
When would his turn come? His hair, only slightly grizzled
before, was turning grey. He drew a sheet of paper towards
him, dipped a pen nto the ink, and, with trem ling hand,
began to write.

““ The eighteenth—X have been eleven days on this accursed
ship. I pray to Heaven that my piteous messaze may reach
the hand of Ferrers Lord. A glimmering of the horrible truth
is beginning to_dawn on me. Gacchio is an out-and-out
villain, though I know little against Paraira. Bix deaths
havo taken place in four days. They will use me as a cats-
paw, and cndesvour to make me sign a paper to the effect
thet they have reached the Pole, so that they may obtain
the money.

. I shall never consent, for I have my revolver. If T did
it I should seal my own doom. My revolver is ny only hope,
Let them try to force me if they dare! I will justice by
shooting them down—one of them, at least, come what may.
The ghastly horror of it all is killing me by inches. If T was
only sure of what I dread—if I felt sure that these scoundrels
mtend to use this awful fighting-machine for pireey—I would
blow it up, and gladly sacrifice my own life Lo save the
world from their b thirsty——""

Ho thrust the papers away and locked them in a drawer
as a knock came at the door.
: “Caramnba! Sir Clement!” drawled Paraira’s voice.

What o hermit you are] Are we nevex to see you or have
the pleasure of your company '
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The baronet opened the door, and the Cuban entered
bowing. Tho love of finery wes in his southevn blood, and
he looked handsome. though rather theatrical, in his velvet
coat and gold-laced waistooat, A searf of rieh lLlde silk
was knotted vound his waist, and a sword dangled at his
side. Me wore his Jace rufiles, beloved alike of the old-
fashioned Cuban planters and the Mexican haciendado, or a
wezlthy native ranch-owner. He flowrished his sloueh hat,
awith its band of blue and gold, and blew a clond of snoke
out of his nostrils,

My friend, Senor Estebian, is longing to see vou,”” he
went on. ** His admiration fer you is marvellous. A dozen
times he has said anxiouzly that you must be unwell, Bah!
Al the calamitics are enough to unnerve a heart of steel
even like yours. But you must not rob us of your society,
annge carssimo’ " (dearvest of friends) ' you must not,
a‘mT}E Like all of vs, the crew are getting restless. The
old man emperers wera wise, sonor. When the populace
wore angry and wutinous they gave themy pancm et circenses,
My latin iz not pood, but I think that means ‘bread and
games.” I intend to give my erew cum and ganics to-night.”

“Your erew?"’

“ Yes, senor,” answered the Cuban, with ancther how,
“My erew. You aust understznd that the regreited pro-
fessor and mysclfl hadYequal shares in this vessel. He is dead,
poor fellow, and therefore 1 tuke his place. To keep the
erew in order we must unbend for once, We are well over
the ice, and I request your company humbly, senor, to cele-
brate thiz great event.”

For o moment Sir Clement was silent.  He was at this
man’a werey, as helpless a5 a ¢hild. It would be madness
to refuse and wisk his anger. Lle nrust gain time—he must
learn more.

““T will come, senor,” ha answered.

“* A thousand thanks!" snecred the Cuban. * We—Scnor
Mstelbtan and myself -will expect you there in len minutes.
Amd perhaps, zenor, we shall necd your aid. Carambat
Mutiny is an ugly word. Yeu snust stand by us, zenor,”

He went out, bewing once wove.  Sir Clement stared at the
door, & wild hope in his heart. DPerhaps some of the crew
were true and loyal, or why did Paraive talk of needed hielp
amd mutiny? If he could enly speak to them seoretly, and
tell them that their comrades had been murdered!

The strainsg of a Bddle veached him, and, shppemez ks
:-c-wi-lwr i his pocket, he stvade heavily towards the fove-
vastice,

The Cloud King was moiionless, her vertical fans keoping
her poised a few hundred feet above the level of the ice.
Through a glazed porthele the mudnight sun poured its feeble
rays through, and a fow electric lights were burning,

The burly negro greeted bhim with hiz most sweeping bow,
and made reom for him at a table on which stoed champagno
and cigars. Ile looked vound at the faces of the crew, and
every ray of hope vanished from his heart. Vice and wicked-
ness  was stamped en  every feature—vwillainy, cruelty,
wickedness of every kind. One preat giant had broached a
cask of rum, and was ladling it out with a gencrous hand,
Parvaira saw 2ir (lement's look of repulsion.

“ 4 handeome lot--eh, eenor ¥ he drawled.. 1 fear the
poor professor had no eyo for man'y beauty when ho engaped
thent. Conie. fake this chair. Fetebion, do the honowsrs,
and set free the wine. Ah, our big friend 18 poing to sing.
Bilence, there L

The crew, each man with a panmkin of rum, squatted
round the walls, and the fiddler struck up a tune. Lhainings
his mug, the evil-visaged giant begon to roar out a song.
The chorus, bellowed by cverybody, made Sir Clement
shiver:

* When we fiy the Jolly Roger at the truck, my boys,
. When the skull and erossbones flutter o'er the ses,
There'll be blosd to spill, there’ll be gold to win,
And we'll risk the gallows tree.”

Paraiva and Gacchio applauded and laughed uproaricusly.

** A pretty song. senor,” drawled Faraira, “and a rousing
song. Tho West Indies know it long ago in the old piracy
days. Caramba! Many a fellow was atrung}lup at Kingston
or Port Royal, singing too gamely when they were in the
very st of jerking into eternity. I believe one of Senor
(ipcchio’s ancestors departed this life suddenly by sirangula-

tion. " )
“That is so,” answered the negro. * Poor Capitann
Stephanc! He was my great-rrandfather, I think. They

called him ' Black Stephano,’” and he had the reputation of
eparing neither man, woman, nor child. A fine fellow, senor,
and & funny dog. Hoe used always to lunch on deck when
they were making people walk the plan,” He said it gove
him an appetite to sec the sharks feeding. i
The men, as they drank deeper, forgot the r@strmng? of

%r FRANK RICHARDS,
rder your copy earlyl



28

Paraira’s presence.  The noise of tongues grow louder. When
the first keg was drained they brought in a sccond at once.
Clouds of evil-smelling tobacco-smoke filledd the forecastla.
Onc man was F-Il't%]lﬂg, arother dancing, some playing cards
and guarrelling. Onee a kutfo was drawn, bat a harsh word
and an oath from Paraira sent it clicking back into its sheath
azain,

*Grash looks ugle.” murrered the Cuban.

Grash was the giant who had sung. Ile was drinking
deeply, and his coarse, evil face was fMluched and angry. I
was Cirash who had drawn the kaife. e was a paol-bird,
ane, to his shawe, an Englishman, Twice he had recsived
the “cart ™ for robbery with vielence, Ile was the bully of
the Cloud King, but his massive strength made him not only
feared, but admirved, for, however they deny it, all men envy
and admire strength.

Suddenty the giant rosa to hizs fect, finging the eards away.
Ho lurched towards tho table.

“Bpy ! he cried.

IIe pointed his great forefinger at Sir Clemene Morwich,
Paraira and the nexro looked at cach other, and ihe Cuban
shook his head.

" You dog!"” reared Gacchio, who understood the gestura.
* Back to your kennel I

The man was drunk—dangerous!y drunk. Paraira’s fingera
closed upon his revolver. The noise of voices coased.

“Who are you to call mo a dog®' roarved Grash. * Yon
confounded nigger, vou'rs oaly fit to lick a white man's

boots! Keep your distange, or I'll knock weu down! Dog,
am I? You hear that, mates? If I'm a dog, wo're doss in

the eyes of that black pig. Are we going to let a nigger
who ouzht 1o be picking cotton order us about ¥

A threatening murmor came from the deanken
Paraira laid his hand implorinety upon Gaerlie's arm.

* Patience, amigo ! he whispeved. Think what dejoais
pn phis! I swear I'll revenge vou!™

ITe pushed the table asule.

“What o von want ¥ _

“Want?" sparled Grash. “I'll soon tell vau! Wa want to
ba frec: we want to get to work. Hang all this tomioelery !
What's the good of going to the Pole’ 'l'ake us down south
in the track of the vessels, and we'll shew vou. We don't
want to die of scurvy and sinvvation. TFly the flag, and turn
poitth, 1 you ain't fools, clap a pstel ro that fool's head
and nake him sign that we've won the race. Thea poison
i or throw him overbourd: We doo’t po north another
rard—them's Ehe terns !

The truth at last-—the swfal truth ! Ste Clerment turned as

rey a3 ashes. So they meant to force his signature, and
'ﬁmn murder him, Paraira bared his tecth, and rolled a
Ihs right waz in his pocket

. LD
Dt 1

zi_q'al:{'-rte with hiz laft hand.
fnzoring hiz revolver.

“Caramba ! he drawied.
sxeuse, Cirash, is that vou ave drunk.

“Hang vour mutiny ! {’an
there be mufiny on an oul-
lawed vesscl®” ]

Nine voioea reasponaded o
murmurs of approval.

“The fellow is mad with
drivk, senor,” said Paraira.
turning to the baronet, with
a amile. “I have often
noticed that a big man gets
drunk sooner than a small
man. Of course, I except
amigo Gocchio. The fool is
raviner., Faney callinzg vou a
gpy and the Cloud Kine an
outlawed vessel!  Paticuce.
Fstebian --patience !  (irash,

t to vour hammock. T
will talk to vou when vou're "
snber. By 8L Bebastian of U '
Toledo, ga! Do vou wang
mic to clap you in irona®”

The giant doggedly [oldyd
his arma.

* There's not a man aboard
this pirate who dared oo
that!” he growled., " We've
talked 1t over between wns
Mot a yard further north <dn
we go. That's our verdigt,
Mnalke that spy sign.”

Paraira took another step
forward, It was sink or
svim now. He was a good
udee of character, and he
Yfaew that nothing would
male Sir Clement sign.

“This 18 plozsant! Your only

It & mutiny.™

o ke 1
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“Caramba!™ he hissed. ** Wo shall see who iz wmaster
herot  Grash, go to the deck and take the wheel. You
others got to your posts. Madmen! Do not goid me (uo
far! To your posts !’

They did not stir, and Grash laurhed insolently.

“ Did you hear me?" asked the Cuban hoarsely

“ Yee, cap.,” growled the giant, * we did. Ave you potuz
south "

“North! I say we are going north!"

“Apd I say south! I say——""

Ilo mever spoke again. A revolver flashed and eraeled.
and he fell like a bog, stone dead.  There was o sudden husiy

of horror. CGacchio was ar Paraira’s side, Knives weve
whipped out, TUrtering hideous cries, the men dashed
forward,

The mighty negro raised the lifeless body in his hand,
swung it above his head, and flung it from him. Bix wenr
down like ninepins, They staggered to their feet, whire and
trembling. Three revolvers pointed at them.

“To your posts! cried Gomez Paraira. “1'l] shoot tha
man whe disobeys! Full speed to the north !

There was no fight left in them. Cowed and shiveriaz.
they crept away. Gaecehio laughed as he filled his #]ss,

‘" Sapristi, camarado,” he said, “that was exeiine while ic
lasted! It was bound to come. T think we have given them
a fright. Drink, amigo, drink!"”

Sir Clement srfi_pped over the body and left the room. A
voilley of caths lafr the Cuban's lips.

“ You seem angry,” said Gacchio, laughing again. * What
has ruffled you®’

“Can vou navigate or take reckonings? snarled the
{'uban,

[ Hﬂli‘r

“ Grrash could I

S Caramba U pasped the negro.
wilhout a navigator?”

“*There ia n.-rT.}' the Engﬂ'tshman left."

“Then ho rust do s

Paraira drank down the wine at a gulp.

“You may rake the horse to the water,” he answered,
“but who can make hin drink? Ho must guess by now
who we are and what our plans are. That earrion, with his
paracy song and his talk of an outlawed ship, was snough to
spoil all.  All Britishers are as obstinate as mules. Supposing
ho refuses?”

Gacohio lavghed again.

“There are ways and means. amige,” he answercd,  * Vo
como of a Spanish stock, and if wou look back vou will
remember that the Spanish had wonderful genius for invent-
ing tortures. The Inquisition was one of their little
pleasantries, and the real slove trade another. It is an
easy thing to die, yvou know, Gomez, but a different thin:-
to be tortured. I rather faney we can persuade him fer
navigate the wvessel So far, I have never [ailed to

get whet T wanted.”

'** And the signature?”
YL will forge that when he
1= no longer any use to a!

e*r OUpen the window !
e The wvessel was moving

“You have not left us

north, high above the ice.
Without moving his cigarette
fresw his  lips, Dstebian
C:acchio lifted the body, and
forced it through the port-

it hale. He leaned £, the
SEHT biting wind tul:?ng :::ar h:‘*
m breath, :ﬂ djnrl; fi?’nt on the
ice, rapidly dwindling awa:
COVENTRY 1" marke«g the mangled body of

the mutineer.
o, Bah!™  zaid Cacchin.
“You're surely not going to
leave a bottle of good wine
behind vou ¥

The Cuban turned back.

“ Killing that fellow mav
he an awkward thing for us.™
he satd.

id Wh_',f ?1-1

““Thiz Britisher mav bo
even proofl apainst torture.””

“Bah " said the neero.
* He will not be proof against
some of the tortures that I
will teach you "™

(dnother aplendid, long Tnatgl-
el of mﬂpfu‘triﬂﬁ;m nffmrhfm
elury in sexrt Tuesdan's nunber of
The “"MAGNET" Litrary. Price
One Penny, Order early)

. Wext Tuesday's Greg'-
; friars story under the
' above title, relates how
. the Remova Form takes
i, the law ioto its own

baﬁd;. ‘tid shows its ?.b'
. action An un r
| orm-master in Efﬂld-
fashioned schoolbay way
Eumha ly, by causing him

"SENT TO COVENTRY.

[,
"

L]

1

!.'1 4

——

SR &

o

o emawame

Agenoy, Ltd. Cape Town, and Johanoasburg; Canada:
Haturdn , Baptember 16th, 1001, o' o






- NEW -
[ STORY l
BOOKS!
THREE NEW NUMBERS OF

“The Boys' Friend”
3d. Complete Library.

NOW ON SALE!

No.166: “THEHAYGARTH DETECTIVE.”

A Splendid New Long Complete School
Tale By JACK NORTH.

No,167: “SCHOOL AND MILL.”

A Grand Complete Tale of Lancashire
School Life. vy DAVID GOODWIN.

No.168: “CHAMPION OF THE WORLD.”

A  Thrilling Complete Story of the
Adventures of a Boy Athlete. By
ALLAN BLAIR

aiways tor . The Boys® Friend”’ 3d. Liijrary.

| Price

D.

Fach. I

18 /0/11



