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Tuesday -

“BY SHEER GRIT!"

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Mzjor and Minor,

o ICKY, what are vou doinr here?”
Dicky Nugent swung round with a startled exelama.
tion, the mﬁmr flushing into his face.
“ Hallo, Frank!"

Frank Nugent, of the Remove Form at Greyfriars, looke:l
sharply at his minor. Frank had stepped inte Lord Maul.
everer's study in the Remove passage. The study door was
partly open. and as e had heard somebody moving inside
the room, Frank MNugent had expected to find Mauleverer
there. But it was not Mauleverer of the Remove whom he
saw a3 he enteved; it was his minor, Dicky Nugent, of the
Seeond Forn, and o Sccond Form fag certainly had ne
basiness in & Remove sludﬁi And Iheky Nugent looked
decidedly red and gqllt:.r as he turned to face his brother.

Vhat are you doing here, Dicky "

Frank asked the question sternly.” Dicky had been bending

ovor an open drawer in the study table, aed Frank had sesn
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it, quick as Dick’s movement had been,
in the fae's face.

“ N.nothing," he muttered.
¢ i "ﬂr'hat were you looking in Lord Mauleverer's deawer
or’

= Nc:thingrk,”

“hon™ be an ass, Dicky " exclaimed Nugent major
sharply. **You rame here for some reason. What was 1 7
Haow dare {Iﬂﬂ enter a Remove study and look into the table
drawer? What were you looking for?”

MNuorent minor's face beeame sullen.

“I1 suppoze I can come into a study if I want to, Frank*"”
he muttered.

“¥ou've no right to come in here while Mauleverer iz
ﬁul;;’ said Frank sharply, * You konow that as well as [

o.

“You've come in yourself,"

Frank's brow Lnitted.

“That's different.  I'm in Mauvleverer's Form, and on
intimate terms with him. You're not, Besides, § thoughs

he was here when I heard someone move. I came to horrow
Octobar 2st, 1911,
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hiz Cwsar; 've lost mine, What ave you doing here? Pla}r-
ing :ome rotten Sccond Form jape on Mauly, I suppose?

“Eind out !

It was not a very brotheely or pelite repiv: bao Dicky
Nugent was not always brotherly, and secidomn  poliie.
Although thero was a strong bond of affection Detween tho
iwo brothers, they were not always on the mest civil terms.
Frank Nugent regarded himself as rezponsible in some degree
for his miner, in which he was undoubtedly right. But Dicky
Nugent laighed the mera idea of that to scorn. As a malter
L‘-fT faet, he was very much inclined to give his clder brother
adhvice.

* Dickye=="" hogan Frank.

SOk, rats ' zaid Nugent minor.

: The fluesh had died out
if the boy's faw, bandsome

face now, and ke had quite

recovercd s ordinary manner. * What are you catechising
um?{?r? Do you think I came here to steal something, you
#35

“ Bt

1 shoulda't think that of you, Dicky,” said Frank,
here, and T want to konow what jupn

you ought m‘rii'. te be
yvou've been playing.™
I haven't 'E}Erenginping."

“Then what are you here for®"

*Find out !

Frank MNugent controlled hiz desire fo box Dick’s ecara.
Ihmcky made a step towards ile door. Frank closed it, and
put hiz back against it. He was angry now,

Dicky drew back, with a quick breath.

“What are you up to?" he exclaimed,
mican ?  Let me pass !

* Tell me what vou came to this siudy for.”

“*1 won't.”

“*Why won't you tell me, Dielky ¥

“‘Because [ don’t choose.”

“ Dicky 1"

U It's no business of yours,” said the fax angrilv. * What
right have you to ask me guestionz? [ came here because
I choze, and I’'m not going to be catechized. Don’t come
FE“r-tli];EESEd grandfatherly ways with me, Frank., T don't
ke it.

“ What have you been doing here 3™

“Oh, rats!'

“Will you tell e

“No, T won't !V

Frank Nugent clenched his hands havd. Dicky Dbacked
away, hiz hands clenched too, and his eves ghttering,  Major
and minor hoth had their fompers up now, und it looked
as if there would be trouble. But Frank kept Liis temper well
in hand. Dicky was his mother's favourite, and Mrs, Nugent
had made Frank Pr{:m{se in care for him while he was at
G;&F.'fma.rs. Anmd though a heking would certainly have done
Dicky good sometimes, that was not the way luz mother
meant that he should be cared for.

* Will you lot me passi” asked the fag.

I'rank shook his head.

“ Not till you've explained what you've been doing hore.”

“Then we'll stay here the whole of the term,” suid Dicky
Nugent, with a grin, * Look here, Frank, don't play the
giddy gont. 1T know the mater has talked a lot of rot to you
about looking after me, but I'm not going to be looked after.
And the rvole of grandiather doesn’t st you., Come off !
Chuck it ¥’

:: \"'.'hm;";tm-e you been doing here ??

“ Anawer me, Dicky.”

£l Hm !I-'I‘

44 D]I'_'k]i' ¥

“More rats!" said Nugent minor.

“You cheeky young sweep!” caclaimed Frank savagely.
;If you dom’t answer me give you & licking, Now,

Hen——

HYou'd beiter not try”

“1 tell you—--"" )

“Look here, I'm going out of this studs' said Dicky
Nugent angrily. “Get out of the way, you silly ass, or T
shall biff you ™

“1 tell you-—"

“ Ara you going to let me pass

“Weo," said Frank, between his teeth, “I'm not. I'm going
to give you o whacking with a cricket-stump. That's what
you want. I—ah!”

Dicky Nugent made a vush forward, Frank grasped him hy
the collar, and his minor closed with him. With a jiu-jitsu
trick he had learned from Wun Lung, the Chinese junior,
Dhicky MNugent twisted his brother round, and Frank found
himself sitting on the foor of the study.

LT D].i t}:l‘

“Ylat de you

Dicky had the door open in a twinkling.
and grinned at his major, and chuckled.

* Done, old man”’ ho elaculated.

Then he slammed the door and fed.
died away down the Remove passage.
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He slanced back

His ropid footfalls

Frank Nugent staggered to s feet, Ile hod bad a nasty
i1&1' in suting down zo suddenly, and he was gazpung for
vorath., 1T was very angry indeed, and it wonld have gone
hard with hia minor if he bad been within reach at thab
iament. But he was well out of reach now,

“The young rescal " muttered Frank. " The checky younz
Lezander ! g

Tha dooy ovencd, and Frank clenched his hands. Dut it
vis not MNagent minor ceturning. It was Lord Maaleverer,
of the Remove, the owner of the study, whoe entered. Ha
loaked in surpeise at Nugent, noticing his fluzhed faece and
wtaual manner,

- Hallo, Nugent, my dear foliow "' said s lerdship, in his
.r:.-;i-i. “plﬁ-gsant volce, with his kind, ircesponsible amila
oiialle f

Frank Mugent colmod himself. He knew that Mauleverer
notived his mmanner, but he did not feel inclined to cxplain
ihat he had been " scrapping ™ with his brother in ancllicr
fellow’s atudy.

“[an you i'end me your Usszar, Mauly "' he asked.

“With pleasure, my dear fellow ! said Mauleverer,
* Lenune see, where did T leave 117 Oh, here you are I

He picked the Gallie War out of the table drower.

“You're welcome to i, begad!” he said. * Rather you
tan I, my dear fellow, when it comes to reading Casar.
What !

Nugent laughed.

“T'm not gowng to lake 1t as a velaxaiion,” he repliad
T've got Afty linds from old Quelch, and I've lost my Cwzar
Thanks, very much I

“Not st all, my dear fellow !

And Frank Nagent quitted the study with Julivs Cesar
uuder his arm.

—_— — .

THE SECOND CHAPTER,
The £50 Banknote,

b IFTY pounds!” zaid Biily Bunter, with a decp-drawn
broath.

:‘Yesﬂ" saicd John Bull, " I've zeen it

"My word " said Bunter.
pounds ! That's ripping !
tance as big as thae”

There was a_rvoar of lsuglier from the jeniors In the
eommon-roont.  Billy Bunier never had any remittances ab
all, as o matier of fact. although he was always in a state of
expeetation, and diligently attended cach arvival of the post,
Bunter was slways in a state of impecuniosity, which he
renerally relisved by borrowing. Whea a fellow in 1he
Eetnove had any money, it was hardly :afe to lot Bunter
know anything abount it. Bunter's anz and dodges for ob-
taining posscssion of some of it were endless.

‘Bunter blinked round at the juniors indignantly throush
iz big spectacles. Bunter had talked so much about his
expreted remittances that he had almest come to believe in
thean himeself,

“1 ray, you fellowge—'

““ Ha, ha, ha !

“Oh, really, you know! As a matter of fact, T am ox.
preting & cheque now from a titled friend of mine.'

" Oh, come off, Bunty!” said Bob Cherry. * Don’t begin
%mt]aga{?. I\Fe':rrﬁ gettinghfmil{ up }uith your postal-orders,
ut has Mauly really got a banknote for fifty quid, Johnny ¥

Juhn Bull nﬂddwi': =3 ¥

Y 1've seen if,Y he szald.

0% 2%t of fo

‘It's a lot of money for a junior to have,” said Hare
Wharton seriously. ““I'm blessed if I think Mauly ou h{
tq*lﬁaf‘?”&n much money, especially as he's s0 jolly careless
with at.

“Careless 1sn't the word,” chuckled John Ball,  * Ha
stuck the banknote in his waistcoat pocket when lie tack it
ont of the letter, and I'll guarantee he forgot all aliout it
within five minutes.”

“ Just like Mauly,” agreed Mark Lindey. “ T should liko
to see the banknote. T've never scen one for fifty pounds.””

“* And preciouz few for five, 1 cxpect,” sneer-:{%' Bolsover,
the bully of the Remove. “I suppose there weren™ many
banknotes knocking about in the factory you used to work
in, Linley?"

The scholarship boy

“"Very few,” he said quietly.

“ Shut up, Bolsover,” said Bab Cherry angyily,
looking for a thick ear-——" ;

“ Let's go and have a look at Mauly’s banknote,™ said Tom
Brown, pouring oil on the troubled waters, zo to speak.
“It will be interesting to lock at.”

¥ Yes, rather ™

* 1 think one of us ought io offer to mind it for Mauly,”
snid Billy Bunter, 1 would take charge of it Tor him with
pleasure,”

*Ha, ha, ha!™

“ A banknote for ffiy
¥ou know I mever wet a remit

eolourcd.

i I.f ..'!l'{:'u‘m
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Loder grasped the two junlors, and with a swing of 1:1{1?3 £
W

a sounding concussion, Crack!

o et e

H e e e o R o e R R N

powerful arms he brought their heads together with
“Yow ! (See chapfar 7.}

= —— R AEEEL FEEETTE EETTE R

=y At 1 s s

“ Blossed if 1 can see anything to cackle at 1™ said the [at
E.;cniw peevishly, “I'd do more than that for a fellow L
tke.

“ Yo, vou'd change it, and spend it, wouldn't you?"’ sug-
gestod Bkinner.

And there was another laugh.

Billy Bunter snorted angnly.

I sav, you fellows—""

But the fellows did not stop to listen to Buntev. They
atreamed out of the commeon-room to visit Lord Mauleverer
and scc the banknote. A banknote for such a sum of money
was naturally interesting and cxeiling to lads whose pocket-
money was counted by shillings. )

There were, of course, other follows at Greyfriars who were
vich a3z woll as Lord Mauleverer. John Bull always had
plenty of money, and Wun Lung, the Chinese boy, had
plenty of it, and Bulstrode and Harry Wharton were
gomnorally well supplied. But Lord Mauleverer simply rolled
in it. By the terms of his father’s will his guardians had
to allow him as much money as he liked, and as he was to
be a millionaire several times over when he came of age,
whatever lie wasted was not likely to be mizaed, And un-
limited monox did not spoil Lord Mauleverer’s character, as
it right have spoiled some,

e was not in the least inclined to * swank,” although he
was the only titled follow at Greyiriars, and therefore might
bave swanlied if he had liked. e never showed off his
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monoy : he was too accustomed to it ta vegard it az anything
hut a convenienca. He had a simple, kind, affectionate
nature that made him liked by all the Form, and there was
no fellow in the Bemove who had less nonsense about him,

But a2 banknote for fifiy pounds was something out of the
common even for Lord Mauleverer. The juniors trooped wp
to the Remove pussage, and Harry Wharton put hiz head
into No. 1 Study as ho passed.

Frank Nugent was seuted there, prinding away at his lines
from Ceesar.

‘“ Nearly finished, Franky?' asked Wharton.

Nugent grunted. p

“ Getting that way-—about fifteen more. Blow (‘msar! I'm
heginnfn;ﬁ; to wizh that those pirates had settled his hash,
after all

Huorry Wharton laughed.

“TLet me shove in & dozem, then,” he saud.
won't nobice.’”

“No. It's all nght; I'm nearly done.™

“Come and have & look at Mauly’s banknote,” said Dob
Lherry, looking . * Mauly's got a hifty-pound banknote,
and we're poing to feast our oprics on it. Bunter's got a
seheme for transferring it to himaelf—' )

““Hu, ha, ha !

“ Oh, really, Cherry—"'

“ And he's going to pay it back by inatalments as his postal-

“ Quelehy

% FRANK RICHARDS,
rder your copy sarly.
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erders come in,”" said John Ball. * Twopence this term, and

a penny next, end fourpence next year, and the rest—

““ Ha, b:a, ha!"

* lLook here, Bull, really—— ]

“0Oh, T'H szee it another thee!” spid Nugent, yawning.
“T've got to get these blessed lines done and taken to Queleh
before seven, cnd it’s ten minutes to pow. Burz , Wi
you, and let a chap %ﬂt done "

* Hight vou are, Franky!" ..

Wharton pulled the study door shut, and the jumors
marched on towards the end of the pussage.

Lord Mauwleverer's study wes the end one—and was, in
faet, 2 new room that had been added to acconmmadate hia
lordship. Mauleverer had the study to himself, and it was
furnished and fitted up most gorgeously.

Harry Wharton knocked at the door, and a =oft and zentle
voice bade him enter. Lord Mauleverer was always soft and
gentle, He had never heen scen in o temper, bot that was
probably because he regarded a temper as so much unneces-
sary exertion. And Lord Mauvleverer disliked exertion in
any shape or form.

“ Hallo, hallo, hallo!” exclaimed Dob Cherry, tramping in
with his heavy footstepa

Lovd Mauleverer sat up on his sofa,

h“ Hn!lc-]” he zaid politely,  * Do you fellows want ary-
thing ™

i & Py oprr

= E;Ir:rl."ﬁftj.r quid !

“*We want to see vour giddy banknote,” Hazeldene ex-
plained. “We hear that you've got a banknote for ffty
Elld to rell in, and we want to see it. My governor always

rgets to send me Afty-pound banknotes; he sneds postal-
ovders for five beb, instead.
course 1"

*“*Ha, ha, ka "

“ Show ull'h,. Mauly " said Harry Wharton,
“iWe're really curious to sce it, you know.
one, a5 & matter of fact

“Bame here,” said Russell,

Lord Mauleverer yawned,

“Omiy too pleased, my dear fellows,™ he said. “1 put it
somewhere.  One of Fou fellows saw me open the letter.
Was it you, Leigh—"'

“1t was I, vou duffer ! said John Bull

* Begad, so it was! Where did T put the bankneto

“.-},!“' ha, ha! You put it in your waisteout-pocket, you
ass !

“ By Jove, =0 [ did?™

Lord Mauleverer felt idl

Lk ]
i

TPure asbsent-mindedness, of

laughing.
I’'ve never scen

“ Show up!™

_ in his waisteoat-pocket, and his
finpers camwe out empty. He felt in the other pocket, with
the same resvlt. Then he streiched his slim and sroeeful
limks on the couch again.

' Well, hive you got it?" demanded Wharton.

“*No. It's not there.””

* Do you mean to say you've lost it?”

1 don't know.™

Tre jumors stared at Lord Mauleverer. That o Iellow
should miss a iilty-pound note from his pocket and not know
i:ur cﬁ:—'ﬂ whether he hod lost it surprised them oven in his
ordship.

“You ass! roared Bob Cherry. “If you've dropped it
somewhere it’s got to be found. You can’t lose fifty pounds !

“ It will turn up, m% dear fellow.”

“ Look here——"

YT've always noticed that things turn up,”' said Lord
Mauleverer lazily. ' Now, do buzz off, you fellows, and let
o fellow have s rest.  I've got my prep. to do presently.
I'll show you the banknote when it turns up.”

Bob Cherry ran forward, grasped his lordship by the
shoulders, and whirled him off the sofa in the twinkling of
un eye,

Mauleverer gesped for breath.

“0Oh! Really, my dear fellow—""

“That banknote’s got to be found!” said Dob Cherry.
“¥You can’t distribute quids about in this way, tempting
fellows to pinch them.” .

“ My dear fellow, there isn't any thief here—I'm sure of
that,” said Lord Mauleverer. ' You shock me, vou know—
you do really.”

* Fathead! Where's that banknote”

“How should I know "

Bob Cherry shook hirm.,

* Think whut you did with it. Did yon take it out of your
Im}ﬁk& ﬁr didn’t you? Did you put it anywhere? Think ™

L1} F_._ﬁ?

*“He can't,”” said Skinner sympathetically. *“He hasn't
got the necessary apparatus, you know.”

“Ha, ha, ha'?

“Ep .Inﬁ I know ! exclaimed his lovdship suddonty.

ddf Te ¥ F
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“Y vemember now. I used it for & bookmark.” said his
lardship.

“* A what!" roared Bob Cherry. . "

“ A bookmark,” szid Lord Mauleverer innocently. ' You
vemember in_class to-dey Mr. Quelch found fault with my
construing? I don’t know why——" o

““}2, ha, ha! Decause it was rotten bad! ' .

“Woll, perhaps so. He =aid 1 was to go over i sgain and
again till I understood it. I went over it again and again
in my study here,” said Lord Mauleverer patheiiwally ; ** but
1 don't understand it. However, I remember when T was
fapped ont with it 1 had to find & h-uukq:avk to mark the
place, ayd the banknote was handy, so——

“You ::urc'll:ﬂ.dass: !;_’ i :

“ Really, my dear follow—"" : :

“1t was i:.{e-.mr we were doing in class to-day,” esid
Wharton. * Where is your Cresar?” .

“* Let me sce! Isn't it in the table drawer?

“Np, it ien't 1" said Bob Cherry, looking in the drawer,

“H'm! Oh, I remember! T lont it to Mugent. He ht}s
some lines to do from it, and he's lost his Cesar. Nugent's

ot 1t.”
! Lord Mauleverer reclined upon the sofa again. .

“Ip's in Cesar, and Nugent's got it. Go and look at ik,
and mind you put it back in the same place when you've
done. 1 forget ﬁhe chupter, and it would be dreadiul to have
to find it agamn.’ .

“Well, of all the asses—"" said Bob Cherry.

“Of all the frabjous chumps—"" said .};?hn Bull.

“ Really, you know, my r fellows—

£ ":.]'hp seat

The juniors trooped out of the study. They had seen Frank
Nugent doing his lines in No. 1, and so they had not fer

t3 #o te see the banknote.

— b

THE THIRD CHAPTER,
Straight from the Shoulder!

ARRY WHARTON opened the door of No. 1 Btudy.

The room was empty, and the gas was turned low,

Nugent had evidently finished his lines and taken them
to Mr. Queleh,  Wharton turned up the gas.

“ Here's Caesav!” exclaimed Bulstrode, the captein of the
Remove. He picked up the volume, which Frank had left
on, the table after his tagk was done, !

Tt. was easily recognised as Lord Mauleverer's Caesar. Lord
AMunleverer had a splendid set of books, bound in russin
leuther, with gilt cdges, which were, of course, easily enough
to be distingnished from the ordinary schoolbooks mn use at
Greviriars, Lord Mauleverer was inelined to be magnificent
in all his tastes, : -

“ That's Maunly's book, and no mistake!” said Vernen-
Smith, the Bounder of Greyfriors. ** No mistaking that. It
must have cost a guinca.’’

Vernon-8mith spokeé in a somewhat unpleasant tone.
Vernon-Smith, the Bounder of Greyfriars, waa the son of a
millionaire, and until Mauleverer came he was easily tho
richest fellow in the Form—if not in all Greyfviars. It waa
not Jifficult to see that the Bounder did not quite like being
surpasced in magnificence—especially by a fellow who was
ca qquiet and wnassuming ss Lord Mauleverer. Somehow the
Bounder, with all hiz wezlth and swank and force of charac-
ter, never made such an hmpression as the quict and soft-
mannered schoolboy earl. )

“ Yo, that’s Mauly's Cesar,” said Harry Wharton, *]
suppose Frank's used it without noticing that the banknote
was in it. Shake it out, Bulstrode.” :

Bulstrode took the book by the ecover and shook it
The juniors watched to sce the bankncte flutter from the
leaves.

But it did not. Bulstrode shook the book agam and again,
but no banknote came to light,

“ Lot me shake it,” szid Leigh. n i : _

Bulstrode handed Fim the book.,  Cecil Leieh shaok it
and then ran over the pagea with his thumb. ‘There was no
sign of the banknote.

* It's not there,” said Leigh. ]

“ Frank must have seen it, then, and taken it ont to put
it inte mafety,” suid Harry Wharton, * Wait till he comes
in. He's only gone down to Quelehy’s study with his lines.”

“Good I

“ Here he comes!” said Russell, looking out of the study.

Frank Nugent ettered No.o 1. He looked in saprise at
the crowd of juniors _

“ Where's the banknote?’ asked several voices.

HUELR? einculoted Nugend,

Y The banlinote '

“ The Gfty-pounder ™

“ Where 15 187 _

Frank Nugeut =taved blankly at the Removites.
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“How on earth should 1 know?* he demanded., *1 sup-
pose Mauleverer will know where his ovn bankoote 1s"

H“Oh, come off 1" said Vernon-Sinith. * Manleverer used
the banknote as & bookmark in his Cosar, and he lent you
his Ceesar.™

“The ass!" said Frank Nugent. ““ He opght to be kicked
for using & banknote as a bookmark., But if he pud if in the

s2sar, [ dare say it's still therve”

“Wa've looked,” said Bulstrode.

¥ Let me look.”

Frank Nugent took the volume. The juniors watched him
rery curiously. Nupent's manner was perfaci v natural,  Ha
shook the book so that if u banknote had been contuined
among the lcaves it must fall out.

“You haven't taken it out of the book, then?” asked Bob
Chorey.

Nugent stared at him.

aken it out?"" he repealed.
. I mean, we thought you might have taken it out to put
1t in safety,” Dob explained.

“h, I see! No, I haven't! T hadn't the formptest wlea
that there was o banknotie in the book, of cowrse. Fellows
dor’'t as a rule use ffty-pound banknotes as boolonarks.”
1 guess not,” remarked Fisher T. Fish, the American
unior. ““And I rechon that Mauly ought o be seragged
ot baing such a carctess ass—some !" :

Nugent laid down the volume. The banknote was certainly
not in at.

“It's not theve,” he said.

“"Then where is it? asked Vernon-Smith, in o4 most un-
pleasant tone.

“ Blessed if I know ! 1've seen nothing of it 1™ said Nugent.
“ [ suppose Mauly has taken it out, and forcotten it. You
know what a m&mar;,r'he has '?

Y Yaa, very likely,” said Mark Linley

Vernon-8mith shrugged his shoulders. Vernon-Smith was
in ona of his most unpleasant moods. The Boundey of
(ireyfriars had & most uncertain and unpleasant temper, and
whenever he acted decently for & time, he was certain to have
a relapss into his worst ways afterwards. Lately he hod been
very decont, backing up the Roemove in a foothall difficulty
in a really splendid way, but sinee then he had made him-
aclf so obnoxicus that any feeling of gratitude wes soon
hanished. His old enmity with the chums of No. 1 Study had
broken ocut more strongly than cver; bhut to do Vernon-
SBmith justice, he was of & suspicious naturey, and he really
believed that he was on the track of something suspicivous in
the present case.

Frank Nugent looked at him with glittering eves. That
shrug of the Bounder's shoulders put his hack up at once,

£ ‘ﬁfhat do you mean, Smith " he exclaimed hotly,

I mean that it won't do," said the Bounder coolly,

i Whn.t. \’r'm'-l-}t dﬂ?”

“The banknote was in that book,” said the Bounder wath
unplessant distinctness, *“and you had the book The bank-
note isn't theve now. I should imagine that you were lecp-
ing it back for a jape on Muuleverer.”

“1 tell vou I have not even seen it."

The Bounder shrugged his shoulders again,

“ Well, until the banknole turns up I shall take the liberty

of having my own opinion upon that point,” he =zaid.
“YWhat! Do you mean to say that 1 am telling lies?”
shouted HHFGIIL
“1 haven't said so.”

“ But that's what you mean, you insinuating hound !"" ¢x-
claimed Nugent, clenching his fists.

The Bounder knitted his brows.

“ Well, if cgﬂu want it in plain English, 1 do mean that!"
he exalaimed. 1 believe you jolly well know where the
banknote is—— Handa off !"

He started back, putting up his hands, but not 1in fime.
Nugent, with blazing eves, drove his fist full into the face of
Ehu Bounder, and Vernon-8mith went with a crash to the

0oT,

. glcdd hqn—:”

top him !

£ j_."rank___ﬂ

“ Let him get up ! shouted Nugent furiously. “I'll teach
the lying hound to call me & liar! Let him get up!™

Half a dozen fellows caught hold of Nugent and dragged
him back. Vernon-Smith staggered to his feet, looking dazed
from the blow, his hip bleeding.

Frank Nugent struggled to free himaself.

* Let me get at the cad I"* he panted. * Bob Cherry, ket
go my arm! Do you hear?”

“TI'm not deaf,” said Bob Cherry checriully. “ But you're
not golng to get at him. You can punch Vernon-Bmith's

any timo, but just at present we've got to settle what
has bocome of the banknote."

“ Took herc——"

* Hold on, Frank,"” said Harry Wharton quistly. © It's no

having a row about it now. Let’s get along and :ec
auleverer on the subject. I dare say he put the note some-
where ¢lse, and forgot it."
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Vernon-Bmith wiped his mouth with lLis Land,

" B E-ﬂll vir heard iny opinion on the subject,” he said. *°1
piaL kg ———

' Mobody wants to know what vou thinl," said Dob Cleery.
“ Hold your tongue ™

“1 tell vou—=""

Scveral of the fellows drew Frank Wugent out into the
Dpassugé. Nugent was still looking savage as they marched
him into Lord Mauleverer's study.  Lord Mauleverer was still
lying on the sofa, with an open book in his hand. Dut as he
was holding the book upside down, and lLad lhis eyes Palf
closed, it did rot look as if lie was studying very Lard.

But as he sa® the excited looks of the fellows crowding in.
he started up, Lord Mauleverer had an exceedingly carelest
and irresponsible nature, but he could be serious when ocea-
sion reqitired.  Ho looked quickly at the excited juniors.

¥ What's the matter®’ he exclaimed.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
What's the Matter With Nugent ?
F RANK NUGENT breathed hard, He was angry with

Vernon-Smith, angry with Lord Mauleverer, angry with
himgell—with everybody. Kverything secmed to b
~ going wrong that day The trouble with his minor was
weighing on his mind, for Nugent never prescrved enmity
for long, and he was already sorry for baving been rough with
Dicky—though, 83 & matter of fact, be had had the worat of it
himself. Now, Vernon-8mith's insinuations had exeited huin
to an anger and bitterness he had seldom experienced before,
His usually sunny face was very darkk and Lord Maulcverer
aaw it with surprise.
“ Matter enough!"™ spapped WNugent. ““You leni me a
Cewsar half an hour ago 4
“¥Yes, my dear fellow.”
" Now the fellows say that you left a Afty-pound banknole
in at, as o beokmark.”
Lord Mauleverer nodded.
“Yea, that's quite correet,” ha said,
" Wall, you didn't do anvthing of the sort,” said Nugent
angrily. * We've looked through the book, and can't find 1t."

“ All serene, my dear fellow,” said Lord Mauleverer
pacifically., ““If i{ =n"t in ths book, it's somewhere ¢lsa, 1
supprase. Don't bother,

“'That won't do! Vernon-Smuth i insinuating that ['voe
found the banknote, and kept it,' said Wugent savagely.

“For a jape, he said,” intcerposad Skinner.

“ Yes; but e meant worse than that, only he hadn't ithe
nerve to say it, the cad. You all koow j-::-lﬂr well what he
meant,” said Nugent angrily. _

Lord Mauleveror's face became very serious.

“ Bagad! That's rotten!" he said. “ [t's beastly! [But
we all know what a hopeless cad Smith 13! Don't take any
notice of him."

“That banknote's got to be fvund," said Nugent.
“ Begad—""

“VYou've got to find it."

“Oh, dear!" said Lord Magleverer, looking greatly dis-
treszed. ‘' I—I can't, vou know. If it wasn'kin the kool [
haven’t the faintest idea where it might be. OF course, it
might have fallon out of the book.™ .

“ Where was the book before you lent it to Nugent!™
asked Harry Wharton

“In the draver of my table,” said Lord Mauleverer.

Nugent gave & starl.

“In that drawer?" he exclaimed.

“ Yaps."

Nugent stared et the drawer. It was still open. lord
Mauleverer had not taken the trouble to close it. Pack
Nugent's mind came the remembrance of his minor—oi his
crimson, guilty look as he turned from the open drawer—of
hie refusal to explain why he was in tho stndy.

Frank Nugent's heart turned sick within him,

Was it possible—-

His sudden paleneas, the leok almost of terror that leaped
into hizs eyes, did not escape the others. Every ove was
turned upon him, and some of the juniors exchanged loolks.
What was the matter with Frank Nugent?

“ Pull yoursalt ether, old man, for goodnesn’ sake"
whisperad Harry Wharton, * What on earth 13 the matter
with you®"

Nugent did not reply. HMe was gazing.in a dazed way at
the tabla drawer. Lord Mauleverer was turning over the
articles in 1t with lazy fingera.

“ Frank, old man—"

“It's all right,” muticred Nugent, in a harsh, upnatural
voice. " Of course, the banknote must have slipped out of

B
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the bock, in the drawer there, and Lord Mauleverer will find
it in o minute,”

v Most lilely.”

Vernon-Smith smiled sneeringly,

. _“I"fﬂu don't leok as if you expect it to be found there,” he
aid.

. Nugent did not reply. Ho did not secm to lear the sneer-
g vecnark of the Bounder of Greyfriars. Dut Bob Cherry
turned a dark look upon the Bounder.

“ You'd better hold your rotten tongue if you don’t want
te go down the passage on vour neck,” he muttered,

The Bounder shrugged his choulders. ITe had uttered tho
pisened words, and the poizon was tulking its effect.

Lord Mauleverer turned away from the table drawer, with
a very distressed expression upon his simplé, ind face,

“I's not here,’” he gaid.

“ il leok,” said Bulstrode.

v searched the drawer. There was no trace of the bank-
notc, or of any banknate. The juniors were silent now, with
tense faces. They realiscd that there was something more
in this than a bunknote being lost. The banknote had not
been lost-—it had been taken by somebody. That was the
thougrint that was in every mind now.

“0Oh, dear! What can have become of it7 said Lord
Mauleverar miserably. " I'm o sorry, Nugent, my dear
fellow ! Tl find it if | possibly ean.”

M You are a caveless ass,”” said John Bull.
nght to bo so careless with money.”
iz lordship nodded contritely.

“1 know!” he said. * But, of course, I never suspocted
there was a thief in the school, 1=l mean I=-I mean—-"

He: floundered off helplassly.

Wharton wrinkled his brows in an effort of thought.
What could have become of the banknote? That Frank
Nugrnt was a thief was an absurd suspicion.
Just 28 :oon have believed himseli a thief. But where was
the banknota? Tt scemed to be established that it had been
in the book, and Nugent had had the book.

*“ Arc you sure that the hanknate was in the ook when it
was (Haced in the drawer, Mauly 7" asked Tom Brown.

“ Yes, quite. You see, 1 have been studying the beastly
beok, and I shoved the note in as a bookinark to keep the
place, and laid the book in the drawer,” said Lord Mauleveror,
“Then Nugent came in to borrow the book—some time ziter
~—=and I took it out of the drawer and handed it to him.”

“ Why, he may have dropped it in the passapo ! exclaimoed
Harry Wharton, in sudden relicf, ““He had to carry the
bouk the Jength of thve passage, from here to No. 1, and as he
didn't know the banknote was in it, he wouldn't notice.  And
:t's dark in the passage, and a bunknote, of course. wouldr'g
make any poise falling. That's what happened—it's in the
pessage, and I dare say we've trodden on it a dowea times."

All the juniors locked suddenly relwved. 1t was a very
probable explanation. New hone seomed to fush  into
N'l:lg-ent's face ; the tense strain of his featuves was rolaxed.
His eyes brightened wonderfully,

“ Why, of cowrse ! he exclaimed. ** Lemme see, I pus the
vk under my arm when [ left the study, and T remember
it glipped down and dvopped on the floor whes I was passine
Bunter's study. I picked it up. but, of course [ neover
thought of looking to see whether 2 bankoote had dropped
ouat of it. I dida't know anything about the blessed banknote
boing in the book.”

" course not,"’ said Bob Chervy.

M Ten to one it's lying in the passage mow,” said Harey
"t;-' narton. *Get some bicyele lanterns and Iet's look, »ou
chaps.

“Good cgel”

Tk > Remove poascage was lighted, but only with a ghmmer
of gas, and it was very shadowy. Dozens of banknotes might
have lain about in the dark corners without being scen. Pug
the Removites sct to work to make a thorough search, half a
doven bieyele lanterns being lighted tor the purpose.

Up and down the Remove passage they wont, in an exeited
<rowd, looking into every cormer and every recess opening
all the study doors, and glancing inside, in case the bankuote
um%]it have slipped under a door

Harry Wharton, and Dulstrode, and several more made a
nost minute examination of the passage, beginning with No,
15, Mauleverer's study, and working thar way down to
Mo, 1, and past it to the staircase.

But they discovercd nothing.

If the banknote had been drepped theve, it had been jickad
up, or clse blown or tramped away; it was not thore now !

The search went on for twenty minutes or more. wndil the
whole passage bad been ransaclked half a dozen times by a
score of fellows., But the result was the same. There was
no trace of the fftv-pound banknote.

Frank Nugent did not take part in the quest.  If the bank-
note had been found, there nught have been suspicion that
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he had had it, and had been afraid to keep it. and had
therefore Jdropped 1L there to be found. He remained in
Mauleverer's study, waiting anxiously.

The scarchers began to drop inte the study, dusty and
tired and disappointed. Their faces were very grave and
rimn.
2 “We ean't find 1, said Dob Cherry.

*It's wol there, I guess,” Fisher T, Fish remarked.
Nugeni's face grew haggard.

“ Buck up, old man,” said Huwrry Wharton, " Nobody

but a cad and a fool would suspect vou of having taken tha
note.”

“ Just one moment,” said Vernon-Smith, in his hiting
tones, ' If Nugent knows nothing about it, will he cxplain
why he went 23 white as a sheet when Mauleverer said thaé
the book had been in the table drawer. You all noteced it,
[ think,”

There was a painful zilence.

Every eve whs upon Nugent. The unfortunate junior
opened his mouth to speak, but he closed it agam. He said
nothing. Wharton looked at iz chum very anxiously,

" What was i, Franky?' he asked., ' Yeu did look a it
sick, you know. Of course, I know you must have been
feeling rotten. I BUpPOSG that was .’

U course it owas,” sard Boly Cherry,

“I puess so0.”

Frank Nugent did not reply. He stood facin
with a hunted losk growing in his oyes.
watched him with a mocking glance.

C Well, what has Nogent to say '™ he asked.

Nugﬁ-ut deew a deep oresth.

“I huve nething to say,” he replied.

And he strode out of the study. The juniors drew zside
in wonder to let him pass. He disappeared, and his footetops
died down the ecornidor. The crowd of juniors in L
Mauleverer's study remained in stupefied silence,

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Loder Takes the Matter In Hand,
VERN[]H~EMITH broke the silence at last.

fthe juniors,
‘ornon-Bmith

Ee burst into a mocking, sneering lavgh—a laugh
that was very like the DBounder of Greyiriars, Thera
weore several fellows present who did not like Nugent,

but the DBounder's sardonie laugh jarred upon their nerves
And Nugent's friends turned savagely upon the Bounder.
Mugent's peeuliar action had puzzled and dismayed them,
and they were in no humour to stand any nonsense {rom
Vernon-Snuth. Bob  Cherry’s  eyes  blazed,. He did nos
speak, but bhe swung round, and dealt the Bounder a back-
hander across the mouth that sent him staggering into tho
prassage. And there he had to rest. John ﬁ}ull gave him
a shove, and then Tom Brown gave him another, and Russell
another, and he rolled along the corridor on the linoleam.

He sat wp. gasping for breath, and red with rage.

“ You yotters!” he shrieked. ** Nugent's o thief! Nugent
stole tho banknote, and you know 1t perfectly well, and
you're tryiing to shield hon™

“Whit's that?’ exclaimed a harsh vaien.

It was Loder of the Sixth—Loder the prefect. He waa
coming along the dimly-lighted passage, and he almost ran
inte the sprawling Bounder. As he stopped, he heard the
Bounder's angry waords. Loder’s cyes gilmmed.

If there was o special enemy the juniors had in the upper
forms, it was Loder. Loder of the Sixth and Biudy Ne. 1
were always at war, and while Loder had the advartage of
iz authornty zs a prefect on his side, the chums of the
Bemove h:d a boundless courage, greal resource, snd &
determination not to be bullied, upon theirs. And there was
no doubt that of late the juniors had scored. For in a dis-
puie with the Bixth upen the question whether the Remove
should or should not be fagged, the Remove had had the
beat of i, and it bad been solemnly pronounced by the Head
that the lagiming of the Remove was over for good and all,
which was a cicenmstance that Leder never forgave, and he
was more bitter than ever agaimst the leaders of the junior
vevolt—ol whom Nugent was one. Loder would have given
& great deal for a veal excuse for dropping down heavily
upon No. 1 Study, and here waz a better exeuze than he
could ever have invented. He stooped, and caught Vernon-
Smith by the shoulder, and jerked him to his feet. The
Bounder shook himaelf free, and looked sullenly and angrily
at the prefect. Vernon-Smith was no respecter of persona,
and he had as much objection to being handled by Loder as
by the juniors.

“ Lot me alone!” he growled.

"“"What waz that you were saying?’ asked Loder sharply.
“ A banknote has been stolen, did you say??

The Bounder was silent. e had certainly meant to cast
snspicion of theft on Fronk Nugent, but he did not want to
drag the prefects into the matter. Yet if the banknote was
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pot rocovered. b was certain [hat the malter must come
boforo the Head himaclf,

Loder glanced at the sullen Bounder, and then came to-
wards Harry Wharton. The Hemovites were all silent and
dismayed. They knew how Loder would score over them if
he could ; all this was honey to the bullying prefect.

“* Wharton, kindly explain this maiter to me,”” said Loder,
with an air of authority. ‘I ask you as a prefect. If maney
has been lost. or stelen, it will have o be inguired into.
Who haa lost a banknote?

Wharton bit hiz lip. Bully as Lodor was, there was no
denving hizs authority as & prefect, and so long as he kepk
within 1t Wharton was bound to answer,

* Lord Maunloverar,” ha replisd.

““ Is Mauleverer here?®”

* Yaas!" drawled hia lordship.

“You have lost a banknote?™

“T don’t know.”

“ What " thundered Loder.

*“ No, begad!™

fome of the juniors grinned. They could not holp it

“"You don't know

LIBRARTY,

Whero was the banknote when it was

ii

“Very good.
mizsed, Mauleverver!

1 left it in my Cwsar as a bookmark.™

“You young fool! You deserve to lose money !™

“My dear fellow—"

“Don't cheek me! Do you mesn to say that you left
the banknote in the book as & beokmarlk, and now it 18
mizding "

* Yaas. ™

“ And what has Nugent to do with it

1 lent the book te Nugont,” said his lordship reluctantly.

“Oh, I see. With the banknote in it?

“ Nugent says it was not in it.”

“(Only his word for that?’

“Yans, I sup s0; but his werd is good enough, I
suppose. 1 should think it caddish to doubt a feilow’s
word, you know, unless he was some awful keast like Vernon-
Smith or Snoop,” explaimed his lordship.

*“I don't want your opinion on that sabject,” said the
prefect sharply,  ** Tell me the facts, and not your opinion.”

* Yans, my dear fellow.”

."
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f ‘:h'rhib 1ttle meal we ﬁ;fa pmpareﬁ wt]l'-;{uth"émmrig'lt't,-uldlﬂnni " -ﬁr—hl-s-;lered_ Bob Eﬁc_rry with a grin, The next

instant Loder, chewing as though he had not eaien for a week, suddenly went green.
“ You young scoundrels!”™ roared Loder, jumping up from
“I'll flay you 1"

Yalence and Walker gasped.
his chair,

gevers mal-de-mer.

Carne looked very llke

(8ee page 70.)

TPl e

Lord Mauleverer had not the faintest iden of being im.
perkinent : indeed, hoe would have vegarded it as bad form
to be impertinent to a prefect. But Loder might be ex-
cused for mistaking the schoolboy-carl’s manner of replying
for wnpertinence.

“None of your cheek, you young raseal,’” said Loder.
“Have you lost 2 banknote, or have you not. Is a bank-
note migsing !

i IE'H.E.E."

“ What value?"'

“ Fifty pounds.”

“Great Scott! Do you mean to say that yvou had a bhank-
note for fifty pounds?’

“ Yaas."

“Where did yvou get it

“ My guardian sent it this morning.”

“Tt had better be proved that Mauleverer had the bank-
note, I think,” said Loder. ‘ Has anyone else seen it."

“T saw him take it out of the envelope,” said John Bull.
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“And don't call me a dear fellow, you cheeky young
swoep ! rapped out Loder.

“ No, my dear fellow. I mean—""

“ Where -was the book till you lent it to Nugent, after
you had put the banknote inside?’ pursued Loder, with the
air of a prosecuting counsel.

“In the drawer of my table."

** All the time?®"

Ed '&Tn“‘:‘l-ll

“ Nobody else had it®

“ ot that I know of.”’

“ But could anybody else have had it? Did vou go out of
the study and leave the book where anybody might have
looked at it

“Begad, vaes,' said his lordship. ' I was out of the study
for half an hour or more, and anybody might have come
:nl:l‘]‘

“Eht And the book was in the drawer all the time

“ Yans"

¥
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“Was the drawer closed?®”

His lordship seemed to make an elfort to remember.

“Yars, I closed it when I put tha book in,™ he said
“MNow I ecome to think of it, it was open when I came
back.”

“{h!
prefect,

His lordship looked porplexed.

" ¥Yaas, I suppose =0,” he said. “T nover thought of it
Eﬂfﬂt‘f.”hut I suppose that must be the caze you know,

egad.

“But you don’'t know anyone who had come into the
study 7'

“Noj only Nugent.”

“Nugent " exclaimed Lodor; snd several of the juniors,
L 15 was news to them as well as to the prefeet., Lozd
Mauleverer noedded imnocently.

" Yaas,” he said, * Nugent was here when I came in, you
know, He had come to borrew the Cesar, and when T came
in I gave it to him.”

“Oh! You didn’t mention bofore that Nuogens
glready m the stndv,” said Toder sharply.

o assenled his lordship, with imnocent blandiess,
" Are there any wmore important facts in connection with
the case that vou haven't mentioned?” Loder demanded.

* No, I think not. my dear—ahem!™
" 8o it comes to this. You put the book, with the bank-
note in it a0 the drawer of wour table, and closed tha
drawer, ond left the study. And when you came back,
Nugent was in the study, the table drawer was open, and
the banknote was either gone then, or it went while the
bool was in Mugent's possesszion.”
ad ?ﬂ'ﬂ.-aﬁ-‘"

1 think the case 13 protty clear,” said Loder. * But we
had botter hear what Nugent has to say beforg I report to
the Head, Where is Nugent??

*In my study,” said Wharton,

“T will go there."

And Loder strode down the passape rowards No. 1 Study,
with & very prim expression upon EJ‘: fuce, followed by the
rrowd of Hemovites. Every face was grave and grim now,
As Loder had said, the case scemed pretty clear. It could
hardly be clearer against Nugent than it was.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER,
Nugent Cannef Explain'

RANK NUGENT was alone in No. 1 Study.

The unhappy junior was pacing up al'.rjll down the
room, his hands deep in his pockets, his bhrow darkly
lined, when the door was opened, amd Loder, the

prefect, came in with a crowd of the Remove at his heels.
Frank Nufent locked sharply round. The haggard expres-
sion upon his face escaped no one.

“Well, what do you want?"' he exclaimed sharply. The
strain upon his nerves scened to have completely conguered
Nugent's usual sunny temper, and he was as snappish as
the worst-tempered fellow i the Remove.

“"We want to know something about the missing bank.
note,” said Loder; and he spoke very quietly and calmly.
He had too good a ecase in his hands to risk spoiling it by
any bullymyg on this oceasion. " Ib will be best for yom
to a:-:’plam, Nugent.”

“I've nothing to explain,” said Frank harshly,

“There is very hittle doubt that Lord Mauleverer’s bank-
note for fifty pounds has been stolen,” said Loder. ¢ 1t
reems that Lord Mauleverer found you in his study, with the
tuble drawer open, when he entered 1. You told hiun you
had come there to borrow hiz Cgaar,”

*That 15 s0," said Frank sallenly,

i 5=

vou came for nothing else ™

it N'D-"

“¥You did not interiere with the table drawer eor its
eontents 7"

TOf course T didn't I

“There is no *of course’ about it,” said Loder quictly.
“Bomebody has done so, and has stolen u baoknote. Was
the table drawer epen when vou went in "’

Franle remembered that secne—it seemed burnt upon his
memory now—of his minor bending over the open drawer
of the table, and his sharp cry and guilty filush as his
brother came in. Would ha ever be able to forget that!?

“Well,"” zaid Loder, * answer me.™

“The table drawer was open,” said Frank.

“Then, as Mauleverer declares that hs closed it before
leaving the study, either you,-or someone olse who eame into
the study bafore you, must have opencd it,"” =aid the prefect.

T suppose s0.07

“*How long were you in the study before Lord Muauleverer
eame

“T don’t know.™
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“T mean had you just pone in to borrow the book, or had
you gone in some tune peevigusly, and waited 4l Lord
Mauleverer eamo back ™

“1 wasn't thore long."™

oA mueh as five minutes?'

“Yes, mare than five minute."

A5 much as ten

Y Mo, I don’t thinly 50’

* We will say six or seven nunutes,” suggested Loder.

* Yery likely.” ;

“¥ory well! You were waiting in Lord Mauloverer's
sgu:Ef?‘mx or seven minufes, What were you doing all that
pantne FTT

Frank Huwshed. e had not the slightesf intention of
explaiming that his brother had been in the study., However
black matters might look against him, he had determined
that Dicky’s name should not be mentioned., For Frank
fied not forgotten his promize to his mother. He was to
loek after Dicky, and iF Theky, in some horrible moment of
ieanptation, had taken money that did not belong. to him,
Franlt would shield him still. Punishment, certainly, the
thicf would deserve, but it was not Frank's place to bhetray
i_*;:% brother to punishment, bowever well-deserved it might

e,

Loder waited paticntly fer Franl te answer. The juniors
walted too. Some of themn were bepinning to look derisive.
Marters were too plain for further doubt, it secmied to many
of them. If Nugeat was inmocent, why could he not cxplain
frankly 7 What did his hesitation mean? )

Even Wharton and Bob Cheyry felt cold chills ereep over
them. But the;.r did not doulbt Fronlk Mugent. They counld
not! Their faith in the honour of their chum was firnly
{founded, as upon o rock.

“Franky,” muttered Wharton, *why don't vou answer?
What's the matter with you? Tell us what vou were doing
while you were in Mauly's study.™ _

“PBuck up, Franky !’ muttered Bob Cherry  Duskily,
“Can’t you see how important 1t 53"

Frank Nugent nodded,

I've nothing to say,’” he replied.

There was a murmuar. Yernon-Bmith's sardonic laugh was
heard again, but this time there was no one to rebuke him.
Bolb Cherrvy seemed dazed.

“ (Come ! said Loder sharply, “You seem to be bent on
incriminating vourself, Nugent, You must have done

something during these siz or seven minutes. Ihd you mit
down "’

¥ Ne W

“Ind vou ook out of the window "

b

“ Dl vou walk up and down the study "

if ﬁﬂ.'r

“1hd vou look at a boal ¥

(X1 Hﬂnh:

“Did vou do nothing abt all—simply nothing? Were you

torally and ecompletely uncceupied while you were waiting
for Lord Mauleverer to come in?’ demanded Loder.

“ o, said Frank, in a very low voice.

“ Ah! You were doing something 1"

* Yes "

* What was it?"

“T've nothing to say."

“MNothing to say! Do wou know that that is praetically
o 4:_(:11[1:55i1:|:1 of puilt?” domanded Loder, staring at the
LT,

: er wondered why the junior, whom he now fullf
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believed to be a thief, could not have sense encugh to tell
a lie or two. Lies came very easily to Loder, and he could
not imagine a nature to which a lie would net come at
the spur of the moment. Frank Nugent, deeper and deeper
as he waa{}gettmg into the web, did not even think of telling
g falschood,

Nugent was silent.

Loder turned to the door.

“There is nothing more to be done here,” he said. “I
should recommend wou to return the banknote to
Mauleverer, Nugent, and make a clean breast of it to the
Head. That is about the best thing you can do under
the circumstances.”

Nugent burst into a laugh of angry scorn.

“I'm not likely to do that, when T know nothing what-
ever about the banknoic!” he exelaimed. “I have never
geen it even, and I know nothing at all about it !"”

There was & munnur from the juniors.

“That won't wash,” zaid Rolsovaor,
pow, I think.™

“Faith, and it does seem so!” said Micky Desmond,
¥ Nugent, darling, and why don't ye explain yourself
betther 7

“I've nothing to explain. Tf any fellow wants to believe
me a thief, he can!" said Frank bitterly. “Only a cad
would believe that of me, that’s all I

“ Hold on, Loder I exclaimed Harry Wharton, “There’s
& chance of finding the banknote yet. Nugent dropped the
book he was carrying somewhere in the Remove passage,
and the banknote very likely dropped ocut, and it may
have blown away.”

“ Have you searched "

" Well, yes”

# Thoroughly

*Yeo-es; but there's a chance yet."

Loder hesitated. He did not wish to report the case to
the Hend, and have it turned into utter ridicule afterwards
by the dizcovery of the missing banknote in some odd
COrner.

“¥ery welll" he said. “ I will Iot the matter rest until
to-morrow, and in the meantime you can all scarch for the
banknote. Tf it is not found [ will place the matter before
the Hoad in the morning.”

* Yeory well, Loder™

The prefeet went out inte the passage. He turned his
head in the deorway, with a very unpleasant ecxpression
upon s features.

“By the way, I want a couple of fags,” he aaid. *Two
of you go to my study—Wharton and Cherry will do-—and
get my tea”

And Loder walked away. He left the Removites murmur-
ing loudly. Fagging of the Remove had been solemmly
pbolished, and it was exactly like Loder to take advantage
of the present state of affairs to endeavour to force the
juniars into their old servitude., But Wharton and Cherry

ardly noticed what the prefect said, They were thinking
of their chum, and of the terrible blow that was impending
over him,

Wharton crossed over to Nupgent, and dropped a hand
ppon his shoulder,

Y Trank, old man, can’t you explain?’ he asked.

Nugent shool; his head.

“1've nothing to zay,"” he roplied.
I can't say anything more than thae!
doubt me, Harry?"

“ Wever ! said Wharton quietly.

SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Loder Backs Qui
lT was a miserable evening enocugh for Harry Wharton.

#1t's pretty clear

“ Tt s=—it's impossible !
But—but you don't

THE

Nugent was his oldest and best chum at Greyfriars,

What had happened was almost as bad for Harry as

for him. If Frank could not explain, there could be
only one end to the metter—the whole thing would be
taken before the Head, and Nugent would be expelled from
the school. It could come to nothing but that, and Harry
falt hiz heart as heavy as lead at the thought of losing
his chum, and lnzing him in such a shameful way.

But what could be done? Unless Nugent could explain,

certainly the whole schoel could form only one opinion upon
the subject. If Harry and Bob continved to believe in him,
it would be by instinet, not by reason, for all the reasons
were against his innocence. :
Mugent quitted No. 1 Study after the erowd had dispersed.
He was glad enough of the faith and trust that Wharton
and Bob ?jharry showed in him. But he did not want com-
any just then. Bob Cherry went to his own study, and did
gis prep. in company with Mark Linley. They were both
locking decidedly downhearted. But the Lancashire lad was
of Bob's opinion-—Frank Nugent waa innocent—and hopod
and belisved that the Bounder's miserable accusation would
recoil upon himself. .
Prep. over, Bob Cherry strolled into No. 1 Study.
Tue Macwer Liprary.—No. 193.
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Wharton was thers, and he had fimshed hiz preparation,

and was standing leaning on the mantelpiece in an attitudae

ﬂ};_leglﬂmrljr' thought., Ile nodded gloomily enough to Bob
ITY.

* Hallo, hallo, halle!" exelaimed Daob, without lie usual
cheery ring in his voice, however. ** Where's Nugent 1"

“1 don't know. I think he wants to be alone.”

“Poor old Franky!" said Bob. “Of course, every word
Ire’s said ia perfectly true. Ile hasn't seen that rotten bank-
note [

“I'm quite sure of 1t."

* You remember that time when they had something up
against me?"’ said Bob Cherry, colouning a little. ' Since
then I've made up my mind jolly well never to helieve in
circumstantial evidence. Etaafing’n toc horrible for you bto
believe it against & chap, unless it’s proved right up to the
hilt. But why won't Frank explain what he was doing in
Mauly's study while he was waiting for Mauly to come in?

Wharton shook his head.

1 can’t understand it,”” he said. “If it was Snoop, or
Skinner, or Vernon-8mith, T should think he had been spy-
ing—reading letters, perhaps—or if it were Bunter, that he
had been stealing grub from the cupboard: but Frank
Nugent wouldn't do any of those things. So far as I can
sce, he has no reason whatever for concealing what he was
doing during those six or seven minutes. Unless—"

“Unless he had heord about Mauly's banknote, and was
looking for it,"” said Bob Cherry, in a glooimy tone. i

“That's it! But I'll never believe that for a moment.

Bol Cherry made a restless geésture,

“No! It's horrible, though; nearly all the ather fellows
believe it. It's weighing on my mind horribly. Do you
feel up to a game of chess ™ ) .

Wharton made a grimace. He did not feel up to it; but
he did not feel up to anything else, either, and the time
had to be passed somehow.” He drew out the chessboard, and
set out the pileces. .

The chums tried to bury themeelves in the game, and to
exclude the matter thot was w::-rriy-mg them from their
minds, but with very ill-success, Bob Cheery's king wasin check
most of the time, and as Whurton never noticed ik, some-
times both kings were in check together, which was cer.
tainly n surprising state of affairs from a chess ?Imﬂt ot
view. Wharton did not oven make a remark when the
worried Bob made a knight's move with his rook m a
moment of absent-mindedness,

Skinner looked inte the study while that remarkable gpame
of chess was still in progress.  There was a grin on
Skinner's face; not a pood-natured grin,

¥ suy! Loder'z calling fag,” he remarked.

Bob Cherry Tmnted. )

“ Lot him call,” he replied. It was settled once for all
that the Remove don't fag for the Sixth: and Loder knows
that well enough.” )

“He's on the war-path again now, then. He told you
and Wharton to go snd get Lis tea.”

“He can go and eat coke.”'

Skinner chuckled.

 Wall, there will be ructions,” he remarked.

Russnli came in & mimute later, looking a little alarmed.

“ Loder's coming upstairs,” he said.

“ Let him come ! zaid Harry Wharton. , o

A moment more, and little Wun Lung, the Chinese junior,
senttled into the study in great alarm, his pigtail Ayirg
behind him.

“Lodee comee!” he announced. * Lodee comee dow
passagee! You lockee out! What you tinkee!? .

“We're looking out,” said Bob Cherry. * Check!

There was a heavy tramp of footsteps outside, and Loder,
the prefect, hurled the door open and came in. His face
was very red and angry. He had asked three fellows to
2 late toa, and he had taken them to his sbuﬂ%: and found
that there was not a sign of tea there. Fagging the
Remove had certainly been sbolished, but Loder did not
care for that. He intended to have his own way, and under
the’ peculiar circumstsnce: now he expected te be able to
h&udpthe juniors to his will. .

“T told you I wanted you!” he exclaimed wogrily.

Wharton looked st him steadily.

“Y know vou did, Ln-dea"."

“ Why didn't you come?”’

‘* Becauge we're not going \ :

Loder gritted his teeth., He took a Aying kick at the
chess-table and knocked 3t over. Table and board end

ieces weont rolling on the floor. The juniors sprang to their
Fﬂﬂtr with exclamations of anger.

“¥You rotter!” shouted

“¥ou cad ! : _

Loder grasped the two juniors. With a swing of g.hm

irr
H

to fag for you

Cherry.
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poweriul arms he brought their two heads topether with a
sounding concussion.

Crack !

i ﬂ'ﬁv !1"

i "El"u“r th

“Ha, ha, ha!

Russell and Skinner and Wun Lunz burst into a laugh—
they could not help it. But Bob Cherry and his chum did
not laugh. They roared—in a different way, Loder brought
their heads together agaln, but they dragged back, and the
coneussion was not so iard. Then ii-hnun-y tore himself from
the bully's grasp, and hit out fercely, straight from the
shoulder,

Loder caught the blow on ths chin, and gave a gasp, and
staggorved back, only the wall aaﬂz:g him from {falling.
Wharton could hit hard when he liked. The juniors faced
the bully of the Sixth, their fists clenched, their eyes blazing.
Russell r&l;lfrﬂd up alongside Wharton and Cherry at once,
end little Wun Lung joined them, with o gleam' of barttle
in his almend-like eyes, Skinner retreated into the furthest
fﬁ’“g-' ’:i{ the study. He was not locking for trouble with

¢ Sixth,

" Now, you cad!” panted Wharten, “Come on if you

like 1™
Loder gasped with rage.
“ You—you insolent young scoundrel! T'IL take you

gtraight to the Head—"

“And tell him you've been teying to fag us after his
ﬂﬁ?ﬂ; on the subject " said Harry caustically. * You darve
not !

The prefect ground his teeth, He knew that that was
gﬁrfectl:f true—he dared not. The Head's anger would have

en torned upon him quite as much ss upon the juniors
for cpening afresh that old trouble between the Hemowe
and the Sixth.

“You'd better get out!” zaid Bob Cherry, with a grin
"“You've woke up the wrong passenger, Loder, and you
had better slide "

; ”]-:?ﬂk here!” said the prefect, in a savace tome. **I—

f 1'__%_._._1? mimicked Bob Cherry.

“Go it I—I—"

"*Ha, ha, ha!”

Loder clenched his hands hard. But he did not care to
rush apon four juniors, all ready for battie. Powerful fellow
ae he was, he was not a8 mateh for four of the Remove—
at all events, the tussle would have been a harder ane than
he cared to undertake. He gave the juniors one Jast furicus
look, and turned and strode from the study,

""We don't fag this time!? said Bob Cherry, with a grin.

And the juniors, very much cheered up by their victory
over Loder, laughed. But they weore not done with the
bully of the Sixth yet.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
In the Second Form-.room.
FR."L NK NUGENT went slowly down the passaze

towards the door of the Second Form-room. Dicky

Nugent, his minor, belonged to the Second Form at

Grevfriars, and he was the mest unruly and trouble-
some, and at the same time most popular, member of it.
Dicky Nugent had a fuir, handsome, innocent faece that dis-
armed people who did not know him well, for a2 wilder
young acam%_there never was, at Greyiriars or anywhere
efse. And Dicky was to some extent spoiled by a fond
mother. Frank had often realised, nat without bitterness,
that hia mother's affection for him was as nothing to her
affection for _her younger son.  Perhaps it was because
Dicky needed more care than Frank that his mother cared
for him more: perhaps hecause he waz the “haby ™ of the
family. Certain it was that he was the apple of his mother's
eye, and that nothing was too good for Dicky, and if any
E}"leu:sl.lm had to be foregone at home it was certainly not

icky that was likely to be the sulferer,

Many lads in Frank's position would have taken a dislika
to the wilful and irresponsible boy for the reason that his
mother loved him better; but that was not Frank's way.
He was very fond of his mother, and very fund of his minor.
He had long ago made up his mind that he must be content
to take second place in his mother's regard, though he prized
her affection far moroe than Dicky did. Not that Dicky was
wanting in affection, either, but he had not Frank's steady
and thoughtful nature.

Frank had cheerfully undertaken the extremely difficult
task of looking after his minor at Greyfrinvs. And a difii-
cult tagk it had been at first, when Dicky first came to the
gchool. The spoiled boy had made cnemies on all sides,
and had come dangerously near being sent home in disgrace,
but at last, with Frank’s help, he had shaken dewn into his

Tae Miower LiBrary.—No. 193,

DONT MISS &at.ai e e, sntts

lace. MNow he was the acknowledped leader of the Becond

‘orm.  Dut with all his faults, at his worst time, Lhﬂuﬁh
he had been passienate and obstinate, and oven violent, he
had mnever been dishonourable, Fravk, in soite of the
chilling doubt in his heart, could not quite bring himself
to think that Dicky had wisited Lond Mauleverer's study
for a dishonest purpose. But he knew Dicky's wilful nature,
He knew that Dicky had been asking for too much pocket-
money lately, and had had a refusal from home, and heo
knew that fifty pounds would be a terrible temptation to
a fag who had never posseszed so much as filty shillings at
a time if he allowed his mind to run on it

There was a buzz of voices in the Second Form-room as
Frank Nugent approached it with slow and heavy steps,
Preparation was aver for the evening, and the fags had the
room to themselves. The Second Form did their ]Iar&pumtmn
it the presence of & master, and so Frank had had no oppor-
tunity of spesking to his brother till it was over. The door
of the Form-room was partly open, and there was a smcll
proceeding from the room which Frank could not quite
make out at first. It was a smell of cooking, but what it
was that was cooking was a mystery. Nugent minor’s voice
was audible among the others as Frank rveached the door.

*“1 haven't got it, Myers!”

Frank started. But he smiled the next moment. Nugent
minor could hardly be alluding to the banknote in the
crowded Form-room without lowering his voice.

Frank looked into the room. Gatty was kneeling before
the Fourth-room fire, with a very red face, cooking. Frank
could not help grinning, in spite of the worry upon his mind,
(Gatty was cooking a sparrow, probably the victim of a cata-
pult, and there was a great smell of burnt feathers. 'The
culinary efforts of the gsc»mnd wore frequently offensive to
the sight, the taste, and the smell, but Gatty was really
veaching the limit this time. There were expostulatory
vaices from all parts of the room,

“ Chuck it, Gatty!”

“ Kill the blessed thing ™

* Throw it in the fire!™

“¥You can't possibly cat these charred feathers, vou zss!
Stop it 1"

Gatty, with a very red face and a frowning brow, con-
tinued his ecooking. He was not to be turned from his
purpose, though 1t was oxtremely doubtful whether he
would be able to eat that dainty morsel when he had
fimished it.

“¥es, better chuck b, Gattv,”" szaid Nugent minor. It
wos o rotten trick catapulting the poor old sparrow, in any

case—""

“T didn't do it!"" snapped Gatty.
the Remove, I picked it up.”

“Well, Snoop ought to be made to eat it, that's all." said
Dicky NMugent. ‘' e was a rotter to do it! Phew! I wish
Snoop huf it in his study, anyway "

“0h, shut up! g

“ But loock here! That's a bit too thick—-"

" Shut up!" roared Gatty.

“ Dicky "

MNugent minor turned vound at his brother's voice. Tla
prinned at Frank., Al the ill-humour of their last meoting
liad vanished on both =ide. Besides, Dicky was rather
pleased with the success of that jiu-jitsu trick by means of
which he had laid his major on his back.

“Hallo, Franky!” he exclaimed. * ¥You're just in time
for the feed.™

“Feed ™ excluimed Sawmmy Bunter—DBantery  minor—_the
vounger brother of the Owl of the Remove. 1 say, T'm
on, Nugent! *

“T'm referring to Gatty’s pheasant there.”

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Oh T sard Sammy Bunter, in great disgust. ** Oh, ratg!

“Not that you'd have any knife and fork at my feed, if
I gave one, you fal rotter!” suid Nugent minoy, surveying
the fat fag with great disfavour. ™ ¥You haven't accounted
for that tin of sardines—""

“ Oh, blow vour old tin of sardines
away with a grunk.

“T1 want to speak to yvou, Dicky.”

“Go ghead, my son?’ said Dicky MNugent affablyv. " No
law against it, Cheap who hax a major in the same school
expectz this kind of thing, I'll give you five minutes, Go
ahead 1"

Tho fags chuckled.

“It'e a family matter,” said Frank awhwardly., “T can't
talle to you here, Ihcky. Come out of the Form-roon.™

“ Anybody il at home?"" asked Dicky rather anxiously.

T Gh, no ™

“ Governor 1n one of his tantiums?”

Frank [rowned,

“Not that I know of, Dicky.”

“Tt was Snoop of

sad Bammy, turming
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OQut In the sunny quadrangle the School
House junmlors were marching to and fro, and
Tom Merry was staoding with his hands on
his hips while he rapped out orders. (An
incident taken from the grand, long, complete
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“ Then what on earth iz it anid INugent nunor. *f You're
such a blessed solemn old judge, Franky, you know. You
make mountaing out of molehills, and you worry owver
nothing—and you worry me over m;-t.hing, which iz a jolly
great deal worse. Better go and think it over by yourself,
whatever it is, and give me a lock-in to-morrow.”

Nugent major did not laugh.

* 1 want vou to come with me, Dicky,”” he said.

Nugent munor assumed a very resigned expression.

“0h, all serene!? he smd. I suppose I'm in for it
Try and get that spearrow Onished and buried before I conw
back, Gatty."

“Oh. go and eat coke ! said Gatby.

Dicky i;Nu ent followed bis brother from the Formeroam,
The resigne exﬁwaaicm was still upon his face, but it was
o humorous look. Frank, locking at him, could see that
the fag was not feeling the slightest alarm or unensiness,
unless ﬁm wWaa & consummate actor.

Frank hesitated a moment or two in the Form-room
passage. He could not talk to Dicky before anyone else,
sand =0 it was impossible to ﬁgeak in the Form-room, and
Wharton was most likely in Study Ne. 1. Frank opened
the door of tha Remaove-room, which was dark and empty.
The Removites usod Lhe juniors’ common-room in the
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cvening, and the Forin-room was genevally deserted. Frank
higlited the gas.

“Come in hove,” he snd.

“You're jollv mystevious," said Dicky.

“Come in."

“What's the matter?”

“Come in

“ Look here, it’s not a licking, is it?" said Dicky appro-
hensively, “None of wyour larks, you know, because I
downed you in Mauly's study.”

“Of conrse not, Dicky ™

“(Oh, all right, then !’

Licky Nugent followed his brother into the study. Frank
closed the door. They stood in the radius of the gaslight,
with shadows filling all the dim corners of the Form-room,
and the desk looming up like ghosts. Dicky Nugent was
begiuning to fee] uneasy.

ANSWERS
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“Look here, Frank, what's the matter? ho exclaimed.
" Dreky, what were you doing in Lord Mauleverey’s study
today:”

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
The Price of Silence!
DTE’E? NUGENT stared at hiz brother blankly for a

moment,* and then barst into an angry leoph,
“ My only aunt,”” he exclaimed, * have you got me
here to begin that again? Ave you poing dotty, Frank ¥

“1 want you to tell me, Dicky. ™

“Well, T’ answer vou the same as before.

' Why won't you tell me?”

“Becauwse T don't choose,  You Jucked at me when you
tound me there as if you thought T was stealing somcthing,
or spying, or domg something caddish,”” said Dicky savagely,
“and you c¢an go on thinking so, for all T care! I won't zay
a waord "'

" ¥ou must, Dicky. ¥You haven't heard what's beon going
on in the Remove,’

"1 den't care & twopenny rap what's been going on in the
Remove. Blow the Remove! Let me pass, Frank., T'm
poing back to the Form-room.”

“Stop a minute, Dicky., It's scrious—horribly scrious!
Can’t you see that it's serious®’
_Dicky logked at his brother’s face, and noted, for the first
time, how pale and hagguvd it was. [le started, and his own
vxpression changed.

* What's the matter, Frank? T~T don’t understand! Why
dors it matter whet I was doing in Mduleverer's study, cr
whether 1 was there at all?

* Because a banknote has been stolon from Lord Maul-
everer, and 1t was stolen from a book that was in the table-
drawer, Licky.”

The boy steggered back,

i grun_I‘H E‘-t-ﬁnn! A—a hanknote stolen!"”

" Yes,

Dicky's face was as white as his brother’s naw.

* But—but—but Frank, they—they den’t think I teck it,
do they?” he asked, in o strained, barsh, unnatural voice,

Frank shook his head,

“ They don't know you were in the study, Dicky.”

Dick drew 2 breath of relicf,

“Thank goodnesa for that. There are plenty of cads who
would be willing to make a rotten story out of it, if they knew—
fellows like Sammy Bunter, 1 mcan, or Snoop, of the Remove.
Of course it would lock suspicious if the banknote docsn't
turn up again,™

i Dil.k}' [l!

MNugent minor stared at Frank. :

“Hang it all, Frank, you don't think I tack it, do you?”’
hn shouted,

L1 NDI na’ rln !1‘,

" That's all right, then,” said Dicky. * Den't say a8 word
about my being in the study. I can see it would look horribly
suspicious, especially as I was at the table drawer when you
aaw me. I'm jolly glad that it wus you, Frank, and not
somebody else.”™

Nugent major groaned,

* Ducky, can't you see——""

“Can't I sec what?” asked Dicky testily.

“1f suspicion doesn’t fall on you, it falls on me.”

* Oh—on you!" muttered Dicky.

“Yes, Maulcverer had put the banknote in the book, He
lent mo the book. It was the Umsar I had come for, when I
found you there. T was iu the studv—they know.that—six or
seven minutes before Mauleverer came in.  Loder has ques-
tioned me about it—about what T did all that time while I
was waiting for Mauleverer,”

“ And—and what did you szay?’ whispered Dicky, in o
frightencd voice,

* Nothing."

* Nothing 2"

“I could say nothing without mentioning that vou were
there. [ did not mention it, and the result is that—"

“ They suspect you'i"

“¥Yez. They think I was in the study locking for the
banknote, and that I had either taken it before Mauleverer
cama in, or else that it was still in the book when I tock that
eway from the study. They think I've got it.”

" Oh, Franki"”

“ Dicky, what were you doing in the study? If-it was inno-
cent, you can :L'n%!mn it, and perhaps I may be able to ex-
duin then,” said Frank. * It's no time now for getting your

ack up over nothing, Tell me what you were doing there.”

Nugent minor noedded.

“1 don’t mind telling you,” he said.
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Firnd out.™

T wouldn't tell you,

because you looked as if you suspecled me of something
rotten, that's all. 1 was looking for a tin of sardines.”

“YWhat! Dhicky!™

* I know it sounds ridiculous,” said Dicky, colovring, *° But
Sammy DBunter will bear me out. IHe took a tin of sardines
belonging to me that we were going to have for tea in the
Form-room. You know what a pig he is, like his major,
always after other chaps’ grub. Two or three of us got on
his track, but he ran through the Remove pessage, and
dodged us somewhere. When I tackled him about it after-
wards, he said he had hidden it in Lord Mauleverer's study.
He'd shoved it in the table-drawer to hide it, so as to be

even with us for not letting him scoff it. 8o I went to look.”
* Was it thore!"

“No, it wusn't,”" confessed Dicky ruefully. ' OF course,
the fat brute had scoffed it, and he was only lyving, thinking
that I shouldn’t have the check to go and look in a Remove
study for it. If Mauleverer had been there, I should have
asked him; but as the study was empty, I went in to look.
When you opened the door, it struck me all of a heap how
rotten it would look f Mauleverer came in and found me
looking in his table-drawer. I hadn't stopped to think, yon
soe, or I shouldn’t have deone it. Thers wero letters in the
drawer, and all that, and it flashed jnto my mind that he
might think I was spying, and—and that made me fecl
horrible when yvou eamo in, and I dare say I locked as if I
had been caught doing something wrong.”

*You did, Dicky.”

“ As for the banknote, I never thought of it. I never knew
tfrm.r{e?’:raﬂ one there. llow should I? What was the value
of 17

“* Fifty pounds!"

“ Great Sceott! A banknote for ffty quid!"

di 5,”

. at a silly fathead not to lock it up in safey V"' exclaimed
Dicky Nugent. “Why, if a fellow like Bunter got on the
track of that nothing would keep his hands from it. You
remember the time he scoffed Wingate's banknote, and that
was only & fiver.”

“ That was different, Dicky. He fancied it was his, or ho
made himself imagine so. But in this case there isn't any
suspicion about Bunter. He doesn't appear in the matter at
all. He was with the erowd who went to ask Lord Maul-
overer to show them the ffty-pound banknote, and that was
all. Dicky, suspicien is on the fellows who went into Lord
Mauleverer's study-—cither yvou or me,"

* Frank!"

“It's on me at present,’” seid Frank, “ If T mention that
vou were there before me, and 1 ﬂaught. vou, it will turn
from me to you. But I don't see how it can go any further,
unless the thief is discovered, and he will lie pretty close, you
may sure,"”

Dicky looked scaved.

' I—I say, Frank, ave you going to give me away™

Frank sct his lips.

* No."'

“ Thanks, old man. You—vou s=ee, it would look blacker
against me than against you,” said Dicky misemh]i. Y You
were only in the study, and you went to borrow a book, and
really borrowed it.  It’s all clear about . But I went to the
actual drawer where the banknote was, and wherce the thief
must have gnﬂe, and=—and they'll lauﬁc hep I say what 1
went for. SBammy Bunter will very likely deny saying any-
thing of the sort; he’ll only think of kezping clear himscli,
and he won't admit anything that might raise a suspicion
that he'd been to the study. But even if he admits telling
me that varn, it will only prove that I went to the drawer
where the banknote was, Ok, Frank! I-—I didn't take it—
honouy bright, I didn’t!™

Frank was silent.

He belicved Dicky's statement so far—that Sammy Bunter's
story had led him to visit Lord Mauleverer's study. Whether
Sammy corroborated it or not, Frank believed that much.
But when the fag was rummaging over the drawer, what if
he had scen the %ﬂnhnu‘t.e, nmjg the temptation had been too
strong for him? Was it possible? Could his brother be a
thief? Frank felt his very fesh creep at the thought, and
yot—and yet—

The expression upon his face frightened Dicky.

" Frank,"" he ;%nspcd out, in hoarse, broken tones, " Frank,
you—vou don't believe me a thief, do you! Frank—oh, my
God! If you believe that, what will the others believe!”

And the miserable fag broke down, and covered his face
with his hands, Frank Tﬂﬂkﬂd at him with stony eves. The
tears were forcing themselves through Dicky Nugent's
fingers: but woere they tears of scared innocence, or of fear
and remorse? Frank did not speak; his brain was in a
whirl. His own name was clouded with black suspicion; but
tha thought that was torturing him was—was Dicky Nugent

puilty?

Heeanausd:  TOM MERRY & C0'S DOWNFALL." = toie preekg p Op  Livensr-



TH TENTH CHAPTER.
Omelettes for Four.

OLLATR them!™ :
l!l vas a sudden, suppressed exclamation in the
ulaom,

Harry Wharton and Bob Cherry stopped.  They
wero going down the staivs from the Remove passage, and on
the landing that gave access to the SBixth Form passage, the
light had been turned out. A glimmer came up from the
hall below. As the two juniors wore crossing the landine, the
sudden exclamation was heard, and four stalwart fAgures
rushed out of the gloom.

In a moment the juniors were scized, and dragged alonz
the Bixth-Form passeye belore they could olfer resisiance.
They began to strugele as soon as they collected their senses:
but it was useless—each of them was in che grip of a couple
of seniors.

They were rushed into Loder's study, and the prefect clused
the door. The juniors blinked in the sudden light. _

Loder, Carne, Valence, and Walker, of the Sixth, were in
the stude, They grinned at the two dishevelled, breathless
juniors.

Harey Wharton's eves flashed.

“You cads " he shonted,

Loder chuckled.

“ Draw it mild,”” he said. * You're in my study now, not
in the Remove passage. LE you den't keep your tongue be-
tween yvour tecth, we'll give you a hiding that will make vou
acho for wecks. We're not going to have any nonsense.”

““No fear " said Carne. :

“ You're going to fag for me,"” said Loder. “ You're going
to cook my supper, as yvou didn't geb the tea—do you under-
stand?! We're going to have a little game of nap while you
do it! And if you den't buckle to we'll tie you acrosz the
table, and thrash vou till you are willing to fag. Savvey?’

Wharton and Bob Cherry locked at the bullies of the Sixth.
There was no doubt that they could do as they threatened, if
ther chiose. The juniors had fallen into their hands, and were
at their mercy, it. went very much against the grain to fayg
for the Sixth; but it was useless for two juniors to pit them-
selves in a struggle against four Sixth-Formers.

Loder sat down at a table, drawing it near the door, so
that the seniors would be between the Removites and the
only way of escape. Carne and Valence and Walker zat down
round tho table . i

“ Now, get on,'" said Loder. * Mind, 1 mean business.,
If you waste time, we begin on you, and if we once begin,
you will be sorey.”

A sudden grin overspread Bob Cherry's face. He muttored
a word in Harry Wharton's ear, and Wharton’s face clesred.
His oyea gleamed.

“ What do vou want us to cook?’ asked Wharton.

“There are oges in thoe cupboard,” said Loder. ** You can
make an omelette. I know you can do it, bocause yvou make
thom for yourselves. Make it well, too, or you will find your-
selves in trouble. Then you can make toast, and make cofice,
and if the things are all right, yvou can go. Not otherwize.”

The juniors did not reply. oy et to work, DBob Cherry
banked up the fire for cooking, and Harry Wharton brought
the comestibles out of the cupboard.

Loder looked at them and grinned. lle thought that he
had tamed the heroes of the Hemove very casily. The four
soniors began to play their game of nap, and were soon too
intevested 1n it to cave what the juntors were doing, so long
as they were quiet. The fags were quict enough.  PBue
quietness sometimes covers a great deal of mischief.

Qetling the ingredients on the table before the fire, Bob
Cherry and Harry Wharton appeared to be more consei-
entious ahbout the makings of omelettes than & chol of the
Ritz or Carllon might be.

Bob Cherry, in [act, scemed to be having a bank holiday.
Loder glanced at them from time to time. He thought that
they had decicded to malke necessity a virtue, and ho was
too much engrossed with the gambling to watch them very

carefully. 1 )
“Hand over those gziddy eggs, Iarey!" grinned Bob
Cherry. “Dou't T wish they were nifiy!”

“0Oh, don't worry,” saildl Harry Wharton quietly. I
dare say we shall manage all right.”  And he winked at

Bob Cheriy.
“You'd better think

" Buclk up, saidd Carne.
They

1

there ["
au start slacking.
movites grinted softly fo thomselves.

twico before
The two

konew that Carne maust be losing. Conscquently his appetits,

for omelettes was improving, since it might save
thing in chucking the game for a bit
“ Bervo the beast vight,” murmursd Harry Wharton,
you think that's enough pepper, Bob ¥’
“ No, not half, old son,”" said Bob Cherry prompily.
And after making certain that none of the Sixth-Formerss
wore looking, he smptied the pepper-box into the mixture,
“T wish he hud some Condy's fuid, Harry™
“ Ha, ha, La'"
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“ Now, then, d'vou want a nice thick ecar. Whartan™
goapped Lodor. _

" mnst be losimg, now,” whispered Dob Cherry to hia
l:.‘hl.itl‘.r'l. i leﬂrﬂiﬂ SO I'I]'I.'i-!l:'r' tl_"'ﬂ'l-l_"'.ﬂ'l'ﬁ“ﬁ i” al i_:l-i“' i:l Tltt!‘
ﬂuFbﬂard vonder, old kid, Buck upt” :

Tarry Wharton bucked up. He was nearly bursting with
laughter. The tea-leaves were religiousty ineorporated fnlo
the omelette mixture, Loder & Uo. belug too doeep in the
lasi trick to notice anvthing.

“ How's the fire, Bob?”

“ Just nice for omelettes,” replied DBoly Cherey alouwld.

“ Let's sea, you fellows, what ave trumps?”

* lubs, Loder,” said Carne.

FOmelettes,”  whispered Bob Cherey. ¥ Only wabt, you
beautics.  We take the last trick, ond it's & betieor game tiua
you are plaving.” :

“What ho! Rather! said Harry Wharion,
omeletie as it had never been mixed before,

“lsn't ik time you got the thing on the lire, vou ziickers?’
iquired Valence, noxt moment. I vote we kivk “en,
chaps, if they're much longer.™

“0h, really, Valence, give a fellow a chance, you know,"
Er-ntestm.?c Bob Cherry.

ave ever—-""

“Don't jaw,” said Carne sourly, “or wo'll not let you
go when you've made it."”

“ Anything elae to go in, Bob®" asked Harry Wharion

“¥ou might find a bit of soap, kid,” suggested his chum.
"It 15 a savoury omeletie, vou know, Have anather buzz
round. " '

Harry Wharten buzzed round. He could not fnd any
goap in Loder's cupboard, but he did his best with what h>
did find, Half a pound of carraway seeds and = amall box
of powdersd alum wers his last contribution o this par
ticularly savoury omolette,

Y Rapping, my son!"’ whispered Bob Cherry, mixing ths
things n. “WJEﬁﬁ out the frying-pan.”

Harry Wharton brought the frywmg-pan, and the Sixth.
Formers looked a little less unplessant as they saw Chervy
put it on the fire.

The omelettes were soon cooking merrily enougn. Tan
minutes Diob Cherry allowed. Carne and Vailence, losing
heavily in the meantime, somewhat hurried tho co-king.
though they knew it not.

Boveral times they used
* chet,”

“There's no hurry, reallv.,” said Loder. * An omeletie's
always the better for a little cooking., But min:d you don'
hurn it, you kids," he concluded, turning to Dol Cherry and
Harry Wharton,

Valence scowled. He and Carne were hard hit.
wished the game of nap over. .
Bob Cherry grinned. He aursed the handle of the frying-
an as if it had been a precious jewel. Harry Wharton
ooked on at the cooking as if it were his life's work. )
“Catch me burning it!" muttered Bob., "I wouldn't apoil
tha Bavour of this omelette for worlds, Would 1. Harery!?"”

Harry Wharton could not reply for lnughirlif;. Machanically
he beran ta lay the plates on the table. He burst into a
roar as DBob Cherry whia&mr:"ﬂ to him to lay the largost
plate for Loder. Carne suddenly rose from the caid tabla

“ That takes me off, you fellows.” he said savagaiy. " Bix
hands in succession is enough to give anyone tha hump.
Let's have something to cat)

““ Just in time, Carpe,” said Bob Cherry, taking the
fryimg-pan off the fire. *“The omeleite iz done to a turn.
Lend a hand, Wharton."

And while Loder and Walker grumbled at the way Carns
snd Valence had given up the game, the twoe Removites
servecd the odipus mixture they had prepared. Bob Cherry
saw to it that Loder got more than his fair share.

Seeing that the pame could not be continued, the bullying
I:rnfmt sat down to the feast with & good will. He was a
183V Y WO,

“Take vour places, chaps,” he sud affably. " Bock ap,
Carne, and you, Valence. ‘This'll put you right. Sorry, you
know,"

“You will
Chervy, as ho and Harry Wharton drew awa
table by the door. “Wan't it }gut 'ern rii[ht, Tarry®

Harry Whation felt he must choke with laughter in anathor
moment. But he controlled himself as the Sixth-Formers sat
down. As befitted o polished host, Loder led the way with-
put troubling himsell as to how his guests were served, Hae
jub a plees of aomelette into his mouth that would have beon
sufficient for three. Bob Cherry drew the eard-tabla in front
of him and Harry Wharlon as the fehst commoneod,

“*¥ou never know your luck in a Sixth-Formor's study,”
ha whispered,

But hoe did in another second. Loder, chewing uslif hia

K
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had wot enten fer o week, suddenly went green. Carne
locked very like severe mal-de-mer. Valence and Welker
asprd, the former favouring Carne with a shower of ten-
eaves ovier his plate,

Boly Uherry, with the table firmly held in froot of him, and
Flarvy Wharton with his hand on the Jdoor handle, were
speechless with laughter.

*Yon young rotters, I'll flay vou!" voaved Loder, jumping
up sl knocking the table over with his koees. " Lend a
band, you fellows!"

Guat the “fetlows ™ had beon knocked fiving off their chaivs
by Loder’s impetuosity. They were on the floor, with the
table and crockery on top of them., They were also very ill.

From the passage without came the irrepressible laughter
of the chums of the Remove, as they sprinted away to their
OwWn quarters.

THE ELEVYENTH CHAPTER.
Bunier Makes a Suggestlon,

O think T did it?” i g
Dhicky Mugent blurted out the question in a choked
voice.  His pale, tear-stained face plimmered miser-

ably in the light of the gas-jet overhead., Fraok
looked at him long and: havd.
“ Dicky, did you do 4t¥”
“1 dudn’t—1 didn't! Goml heavens, Frank! How can

iﬂ:nu think it for a moment!™ groaned Dicky. “T ecouldn's
have done it."

"I believe you, Dhcky,” saul Frank suddenly: and he
grasped his minor’s hand. I believe yvou., I koow you
couldn’t have done it ; bat—but whe did?

Dicky shovk ks head. That problem was teo much for
n.

“Ton't say & word.” said Frank. * Neither of us did ir.
but one of us is bound to be suspected, till the thief is dis-
vovered. The Hemove have fastened it on to me—they con
let it stick there. I sha'n't say a word.”

Dicky proaned,

“{h, Frank, if you told them that T wos in the study,
they'd know it wasn't you.”

“T know that, Bt they'd think it was you, Dicky.
that would be as bad—or worse!™

There’ was a catch in Frank’s voico.

“IF it comes to being sacked from the schoal, Dicky,
mﬂtl;pr 'ﬂi:::?:ld fecl it far more if you went than if T went.”

'TANK 2

M It's bound to come te that, unless ihe truth comes out,
Dicley,

* 1T ought to epeak out. It would clear you, anyway.”
- You're to nothing of the sort,” said Frank sharply.
M MNever mind vourself: think about the mator Loave
matters as they are,’

And, without another word, he quitied the Form-room.
Liicky Nugent slowly made his way back to the Seeond-
Form-room. He had had a tevrible shock, and all his lizht-
ness of spirit was gone.

He was only too glad to leave matters as thoy were. Jt
was terrible to have Frank svspected of the theft. Fau to
be himszelf suspected, and found guilty on eiveumstantial
evidence, snd driven from
school, he felt that he could
not bear it. After all, he was
1ustified in holding his tongue,
and Fraok had told him, too,
ant — and thero was his
mwther ! Az Frank had said,
she would feel his disgrace far ;

Ao

Next
TJuesday :

more  than she would fecl
Trank's. He would hold his 3
longue. Bu:t there was a 3

gnawing, miserable feeling in
the fag's breast, all the time,
that he cught to aspeak out,
and that he was n coward if
ha did not. ﬂ'
. Frank Nugent was not feel-
ing any more cheeriul than his
minor. He went back to his
study, and found it unoccu-
med. He threw himself into
the armchair, his hands deep
i his ]}Cr-t:}-cets, to  think.
What had become of the
banknote? C(lareless and for-
petful a5 Lord Maulever was,
there was no doult that he
had really left the banknote
in the Ceesar, just as he had
statcd.  Now that matters
had turned ocut so serious, the
Tue Maexer Lirary.—No. 193,
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schoolboy  carl was serious encugh, and he lad lecn
very careful im his statements.  Where was e 1orssing
bunknote, then* If Dicky Nugent had not taken it, who
had? If 1t was sfill in the book when Frank teok the latier
from the study, it must bave fallen out when Frank ‘h'*-"l'i"l“-l
the book in the Remove passa But in that case, why had
not tho strick scarch revealed WY Had someone picked 3%
wpy, and kept it? Lhe last thought made Nugent stari. If
the banknote had lain about the passage, anybody might
have caught sight of it. and picked it up, and there were
sovoral frﬁh}w.ﬂ i tha Remove who were by no mean=s abova
suspicion, in the matter of personal honowr—Bunier for one,
ami Bnoop for another, and perhaps Skinner or Vernon-
Zmith, if the last-named had been in need of moncy. But
the gleam of hope passed from Frank's face. Anvbody m
Grayiviars might have passed up and down the passape in
the time that had elapzed, and f anyone was keesping the
nete, he was eertain fo keep b pretty close. There was no
hope in that direction. But that somebody bhad the bank-
note was ecortain—

Huvry Wharton came into the sindy,
a little excited from the encounter wit
Bixth, His face became wvery prave
sight of Mupent. Irank's face was haggard.
mnckly at Wharton.

*They haven't found the banknobe, Harry #°

Ek N ¥t

He was leoking
the bullics of the
iminedintely  at the
1ie lookod up

“ Wor heard anything about "

" MNothing.”

Frank's head sank lower.

“Then I suppose 1 shall be up bofore the Head lo-morrow
nicrming,’” e swid, " \Well, i can’c be helped,™

*Frapk,” s»ad Wharton fl‘-ﬂ‘-’(‘ljh “L dent know what
van're hiding, but you're hidimg something,  Why can’t yvouo
speatt ont? What were you doing in Mauleverer’s study
while you waited for him.™

Nugent did not answer,

There was a painful silence, but 1t was clear that Nugent
did not mean to speak, Wharton was plad when bedinne
camie, and the muserable evening come to an end. In the
Hemove dormitory, when the Lower Fourth went 1o bed,
few fellows spoke to Nugent. Ile was believed gmilty by
nearly all the Form, only a few of the more steudy friends
be had in the Form sticking to him o spate of appearnnees.

Vernon-Bmith was trivmphant. He took credit fo himself
for having been the first to  discover tho thief. Lord
Mauleverer was the most miserable fellow in the school, net
even excepiing Nugent. His carelessness with his money
hiad been the cause of all the trouble. If he lad locked
uwp his banknote, it certainly could not have been siolen,
if stolen it had been. And it was a shock to bis Jordship
to come into contact with dishonesty at all. He knew that
there were thieves in the world, {Jvuat a3 he knew that there
wore rattlesnakes and crocodiles, but he had never expected
tﬂ come into contact with one more than with another of
them.

And Lord Mauleverer was one of the few who helieved in
Nugent's innocence. He’could not account for the missing
banknote, but be was sure that Frank had not taken it,
and he said so plainly. DBui that was generally taken as a
fresh proof of the * softness™
of his lordship.

“It's all rot,”" said Lord
Mauleverer crossly. * My dear
fellows, Nugent 1sn't such an
ass, for one thing. Even if
he were wicked encugh, which
I will never believe, he would
not be 0 silly as to take the
banknote, if it lay under his
fingers.”

“ Oh, malll_{, Mauleverer,™
soid ]Eilll:r unier, “Why
not "

“Because he counld not
change it Mo one could
change it,"" said Lord Maul-
everer. ' 1 was poing to ask
tho Head to change it for e ;
but the thief can hardly do s,
T suppose. And any trades-
man in the country would hesi-
tate about changing a FBiry-
pound note for o buy., Aund
to-morrow it will be too late
to change it.”

Bunter blinked at him.

"I den't see why," he eaid.

“You mean the number is
known?” asked Harry
Whartop

Grit.”

ORDER
EARLY!
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Lord Manleverer's study was crammed. Fellows sat on stools and chalrs, and on the fender, and on the window-
Some stood—and seme sat on the floor,
Cherry remarked, but everybody was joylul. (82¢ Chapter 18.)

sill, and the table and the bookcase.

It was a crowded house, as Bob

' ¥Yaus"
“What was the number ™ zaid Bulstrade,
"I don't know™

“ Then, if you don't inow the number 3

“I don't know i, my dear fellow, but my guardian does,”
Levd Mauleverer explained.  ** And if he does not Lnow it,
the bank he had it from ean tell him. 1 wrote to Sir Harry
mmediately after the note was lost, and he has my lettor b
now. I told him the note was lost, and asked him to r.ﬂt.ify:,r
the police to have it stopped.  After to-mo.cow morning the
number of that stolen note will be known cverywhere, and
unybody attempting to change it will e arrested.”

“ Plrow ™ said Bunter,

“ ¥You may as well hand it over, Nugent,” sai1 Vernon-
Fz'urq}}u! 1.|1'|th a laugh. And some of the juniors chuackled.

b |

Nugent's pillow eame whizzing through the air, and it
caitght the Bounder full in the fuce, knocking lim over back-
wards like a skittle. He went to the floor with a erash.
Tili-ﬁl'(lt was another laugh, but it was against Vernon-Smith
1o tine.

 The Bounder staggered up furiously. Nugent stood with
canched fists, waiting for him to come on. Ba: at that
vwment Wingate, the captain of Greyfriars, come into the

dorputory.

“ Hed I he exclaimed. * Tuwmble in 1™

CAnd the juniors tumbled in. Wingate extinguiehed the
?!ﬂ“' il]nd retived from the dormitory, A buzz of voices
vllowed,

T MaiaReT LiBRARY.-~-No. 193,

“Look here, Mauly,” exclaimed Skinner, *'if you don't
ti-ink Nugent took the note, whom do you think did toke it 7))

* 1 really do not know, my dear !a}fuw,” said his lﬂrdshi!:;.
“ But I am certain Nugent did not. He 18 not fool enough,
Anvbody with any brains would have thought immediately of
the impossibility of getting the note changed. It 1g not as if
it were a fiver, that enybody would take. MNobody would
take & [ifty-pound note unless he were quite sure it had been
come by lonestly, and I think nobedy at all would take it
irom a boy. Nugent has sense enoupgh to think of sll that.’

“1 suppose I should have thought of it if I had thought of
stealing the note at all,’ eaid Nuogent. * Anybedy woid, 1
think, but an utfer ass.”

“{h, I don™t know ! said Bhinoer. " Chaps don’t always
stop to think when they get a chance of collaring fifty quid.”

"I guess not,”” eaid Fisher 1. I'ish.

* My dear fellows——"

“Then vou think, Mauly, that the thief is more fool than
rogue,’” said Harry Wharton, very thoughtfully i

He could not lelp thinking that thers was somcthing in
liia lordslip’s idea, and he wondered that the smmple junior
had thought of it. But Lord Mauleverer, like many fellows
whe look simple enough, had a quiet way of thinking things
cut, for which he was not always given due credit.

“*Yaas, my dear fellow."

“Well, there's Bunter,” sugpested Dob E.'herr%‘. “ Ha's
made up of about cqual halves—fool and rogus! Have you
got that Hftv-quid-note, Buntey ?”

“1fa, La, ha!"
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b, really, Chorpy——"’

CIE Dunter hasn®t i, T pive i1 ap" sald Tob Cherry,
“Buraf Bener’s gol ok, Be'll tey to cash it at the fuclislop to-
morrow, to get swne grub, o we shall jolly zoon Gowl him
out."’

*Ha, na, ha!

Y Lgsie here, Bob Cherry—

“It's all righl, Bunty, [ shali have my eve on vou to-
morrow motiing, and 1f you look fatter and greasier than
FPETTEY PR

“Oh. rezlly, yon know! Look here, my opinion is that
Loard Muauleverer oughi to aiier a reward for the discovery of
tho note,”” saidd Biily Bunter  * Thet would start the whole
achiool looking for if, amd if it's blown inte seme odd corver,
where we can't find it, it may e routed out If Toed
Mauleverer offered o rewsrd, say, of ten pounds, T am sur:
the whaole achool would turn out to hunt for the note, and if
I"-l‘l%it;r‘-l hasn't got i, it would be found.”

1 ."I.r_:‘-' E"I

“ O, really, Cherry——-'

“lio to leap T

And Hols Choerry set the example himself, Buat it was long
befure I'rank Nugent slept. The thouzht of the morrow
haunted him, and midnight bad tolled cut from the old tower
of GGreyfriars before he closed his eves.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
The Shadow of Guilt.

BANK NUGENT had been one of the last to sleap in
F the Kemove dormitory, but he was one of the Grst to
wake. He was down very early, and in the Close,
tramping to and fro aisdessly with his hends deep in Lis
ockels.  Anvone watehing Nugent at that time might easily
ave formed the conciusion tiat be was guilty, and was
opprassed with fcar of the consequences of what he had dona.
Unfortunately, the signs of troubled innocence, and those of
guilt, are very much the same, and it is very inadvizalle to
jump to conclusions in such matters. Frank Nugenit was
tramping to and fro with a gloomy, wrinkled brow because he
was fecling keenly the shume that had becn fastencd upon
him, amil looking forward with anxious uncasiness to the un-
desorved punishment which was now practically certain to be
mated out to hint,

Unless the banknote was discovered by the morning, Lodoer
wag to place the matter before the IIc-u-.i‘. The prefect wouid
not fail to make the case as black as possible; but even with-
out hig spiteful rendering of it, it was blact enough Lo ot
Mugent expelled from the school. The banknote had not
bzon found—there was a thief in the Remove ! The evidence
Eomtm:l conclusively to the boy whe could not explain what

¢ had been doing in the study from which the note had

n stolen, at the ti:ne whon it must have becn stolin, or
very noear the tima, There was only one way in wiich he
could =ave himzelf--and that was by inculpating his brother !
And that he was daternmined not to do!

That Dicky might speak, was a thought that hardly crosaed
Frank'as mind. If it had come, he would have dismissed it
with a bitter smile. Dicky, the spoilad and petted dariing of
the family, was not likely to face 20 terrible a punisiiment ¥f
be ¢ould help it. Dicky had been spoiled too much for that.

Neither did Frank want him to do it 1f one was to sulfer
unjustly, he was the clder, he was tlwe stronger, and he would
take 3t upon himealf,

The jupior turned towards the School House at last, with a
Dpale, unrested face. There were many fellows in the Clise
now, but few of them came near Nugent. Some made a
special point of ostentatiously keeping colear of him. Tubb,
of the Third, called out ** Staop T!aigﬁ!” from the Cloisters,
and bolted. Templs, Dabney & Co. went through the gestures
of buttoning up their ‘fcu:{ntﬁ as they passed Nugent:; but
the Removite wus too deeply buried in painful reflections to
notice what the Fourth-Formers did, and Temple & Co.'s
witticisin was wholly lost upon him.

The story was all over Greyfriars now, and all the Forms
knew about if, and huad discussed it to great length, coming to
the goncral conclusion that Frank Nugent had the banknote,
and that he and his belongings ought to be searchod for it

There was a group of fzllows on tho school stops—seniors
and juniors—and all of them looked towards Frank Nugent,
as he came up to the House, There wore derizive grins on
most of the faces,

" Herce he comas!"' said Dolsover of the Bemove. * Mind
your pockets !

4] -'I'Tnh I]:L' ha !l' :

Diclky Nugent was just coming out of .the Houze, He
gtarbad as he heard DBolsower's words, and Aushad erimson,
He turned towards Bolsover with blazing eyes.

“* What do you mean, yvou hound? he shouted.

Bolsover stared at him.
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“0Oh, MNugent minor!" he exclaimed “ Ancther of the
family ! [ waa speaking of your precious major. my sou.
ITas be ever done this kind of thing at home ¥

“Oh " muttered Dicky. )

For the moment he had imagined that Bolsover's jecring
words were directed against himseli,  He had oot potiead His
brother in the Closc.

“ Ihd your major ever pinch the parlour clock, o the fauily
washing, at home ?"" asked Skinnor wleo had a repuratzon as
a humorist.

There was a laugh.

“* My brother's never stolen anyihing. you rvotten cad!™
i:q.i.'l IHL! went minor. Y And you wouldn't dorve fo sayv that to
i 1T

“Why, you checky rat—" :

“let htm alone, Skinner," said Tazkins, af the 3hall,
“ He's only telling you the truth Yo woulda't have =ad
that to his major™

* Loolk here, Hoskins——" .

“dh, rats! It"s mot the kid's faali if Lis Lrather iz a tluel.
Lt him alone !

And that was the general feeling. Some of the fellows felt
sympathetically towards Nugent minor., Dicky gave a savage
giance round. Then he strods down the staps and joined his
majn::r in the Close.

" Mind vour pockets, Lid ! sang out Bnoop

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Franlt Nugont started and looked towards the group on the
steps.  1li= face Aushed crimson, and his eres flashad

wky gave u groan.

“Frank! Do you hear thom?”

“ ¥Yesz" said Frank, between lua testh, *T hear them.
Liut it wan’t last long. I ghall be up before the Head this
morning.”

“Frank! I-can’t lel it oo on! T slall have ta awvn n
about being in Mauleversr's study before you got thero,”
said Dicky miserably.

“Raot! What good would that de®"

“It would clear you, apyway.”

“ And fix it on you."

“0Oh, Frank, what's to be done ?"

“ Goodnoss knows! If we could find the thiaf—but that's
hopoless. I haven't the faintest suspicion of a clue. Keep a
stilf upper lip, Dicky, end—and you'd better not be seon with
nte too muach, either. Yeou'll have to hve this down when 'm
E{?Tl:ﬁ.“

“{Oh, Frank !

“ Keocp your pecker up.”

Dicly Nyug'ent. did nnt look like keeping his pecker up. He
thrust his hands deap into his pockety, and walked away with
an air of the utmost dejeciion. There was o yell [rom the
erowd on the steps.

“ Hallo, have you stolen his watch, Nurent major ¥

Nugent's eyes gleamed.

He faced the mocking, jecrinz crowd, his fists clenched,
and fire in his ayves.

“You cads!” he exclaimed

“Yah! Thief!”

“ Where'a the banknote?"

“ Whera are the guids, you burglar?”

“T don't know anything about the banknate,” :ald Nugont.
* You fellows have known me a long time, and veuw've alwain
koown mo to be decent. T should think you might lkoow e
a bhit betbter than this.™

“Rats! Where's the bankoote "' exclaimed Bolsover,

“You'll have to produce it before vou're saclied, veu
know,” eaid Vernon-Smitl,

Frank looked at them as if, for the moment, he thouzht of
charging up the steps, and hitting out right and left zmonz
hia tormentora.

But he did not.

~What was the use? He turned, and strede away, with
tingling cheecks and beating beart. followed by s howl of
dension from the fellows at the door.

Dvicky Nugent, in the distapce, feant a%‘ains! tite trunk of
an elm, snd tried to think things out. Wlat ought he to
da? To own up that he had besa in Maulaveree's siudy
bafore his brother ceme there would be to ¢loar Tranl: but

exactly as much suspicton as was taken fromr Franlk's
shoulders would be fastened upon his own. What nse woukl
that be® What would his mother think? Roth were

imnecent.  If one was to suffor unjuatly, why not Frank, just
an wall as he? Many a sophistical argument passcd throush
Dicky MNugent's mind, but all the time he keew sery woll the
path of plan duty—to own up to the ezact facts, let the
roault be whatb it ﬂlighl.

And at last he decided.

He feit that he could not keep silent while motters roached
their imevitable climax—while hiz brother was expelled from
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the school. He felt that he must speak. And if he had to
speak, the sconer the hetter.

With & heavy heart aml o white fece, Dicky Nugent made
his way into the #chool House, and knocked at the door of
thy Heud's study,

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Nogent Minor Speaks Out.

ODER was in the Head's stu E ;

The prefect had just finished acquainting the Head
with the story of the missing banknote. It was Loder's
duty, as & prefect, to place ghu matter before the Head;

there could bo no doubt about it. In any case, it would soon
have come to Dr. Locke's ears, with the whole schoal ringing
with it as it was. But Loder found a spiteful satisfaction
i it. The affair of the fags on the previows evening rankled
i his breast. He could not injure Herry Wharten or Bob
Cherry, but he could strike at them through their chum,
and he explained tho matter to the Head, dwelliny with
scrupulous care upon every point that told most heavily
against Frank Nugent. So careful was he upon that point,
indeed, that the Head remarked it.

* You seem to be perfectly convinced yoursalf of Nugont's
guilt, Loder,” smid Dr. Locke, with a searching pglance at
the prefect.

“Oh, quite, zi," said Loder. ‘' The evidence zeoms to me
to be indisputable. But, of eourse, it is for you to decide,
ar.’”

“1 trust, Loder, that you have not sllowed any personal
dislike to influence you in this matter,” suggested the Head.

Loder coloured. :

" Dr. Locke!"” he exclaimoed,

“ I believe you have had trouble before with the boys in
Number 1 Study of the Remove,” said the Head. " “ I hope
you have not unconscipusly allowed some prejudice to warp
your judgment, Loder.”’

* 1—: hope not, sir,” said Loder, rather uncomfortably.

" This is a terribly serions matter for the boy. Unless he
can clear himself he must be expelled. 0Of course, the inves-
::E%atmn will be most searching. You state that Nugent
refuses to account for the six or seven minutes lie spent in
Lord Mauleverer’'s study befora Larl Mauloverer came in.
He admits that he was there, but refuses to say how he
cccupted tho time? "

o ﬂl?, sin”

“1t is very extraordinary. If he was innocountly ocoupied,
there is no reason whatover, that I can see, why he should
refuse to account for every single minuto 'of the time,” said
the Head musingly,

** That iz what I thought, siv,” said Loder. “ But he has
refused, not only to me, but to his own friends in hiz own
Form. He would not even tell Wharton.”

“ It is extraordinary.” The Head rested his forehead
upon his hand for a moment, in deep reflection. * Was
Mugent bound to tell you how long he was in the study,
Loeder? 1 mean, was it known by any other ovidence? ™

“1 think not, sir.”

“ He could have said that he was there enl
before Lord Mauloverer came in, if he ha
an untruth?

1 suppose eo, sir™

" And then the case would not have been nearly o strong
against him,” the Head remarked.

» " Apparently not, sir.  Of course, it would have been only
his word, The fact remains that Lord Mauleverer foun
him there, with the table drawer open, which Mauleverer
had left closed, and there was nﬂthinf; to prove he had only
Just come in, even if he had said s0.™

*“ But he did not, yet we are to suppose he is telling an
untruth in stating that he has not taken the banknote. A
boy who will tell ong lie will generally tell two if required,
Loder." '

"I suppose he never thought of it in time, sir,”

“H'm! A lie i3 the first thing that o dishonest naturs
thinks of, Loder To a tE!iEf, lies would come more easily
than the truth, I think. Did it not ocour to you that Nugent
might have some more honourable motive for refusing to
account for what happened in Lord Mauleverer's study in
thoso six or seven minutes? It looks to me very much as if
he may be Ehlaldln&mmebﬂdj else.’’.

Loder started. Certainly such an ides would never have
crossed his mind. And all his res for tha Head could
hardly keep a derisive grin from his face at the thought,

*“Oh, sir! I can hardly imagine that a boy would get him-
seli into this position to shield another fellow ! * he exclaimed.

“Buch things have happened, Loder, and the boy he is
chielding may be a very close chum. At all events, 1 shall
investigate so searchingly that the truth will certainly come

#u:rllhi?ght. You had better send Nugent to me. Ah, come
1

& few seconds
chosen to tell

tlxgt'f?::d?: that moment that Dicky Nugent's knock eamte at

Dicky a{;ened-the door and came in.
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Dr. Locke glanced at him, and so did Loder. Both of
them were surprised to see the scamp of the Second Farm.
Lrick's {J{IIﬂ and miserable look touched Dr. Locke at once,
ant had even some effect upon Loder's hard heart.

AR, Tﬂurgent minor,"” said the Head gontly, ** I am sorry,
my dear lad, for this bad news about your brother, but you
must not despair yet. I think it is quite possible that Nugent
m%pr may bo cleared.”

icky's face flushed, Was it ible that Frank might be
cleared, then, without his maﬂing the confession he had
coma there to make.

“Oh, sir!"” ho exelaimed,

“1 think it quite possible that your brother is shielding
someone else,” the IHead explained. ** And in that case, we
have only to find out the person whe is undoubtedly the
gutlty party.”

Dick’s heart sank.

Undoubtedly the %_uilt}- party ! The Doctor's words struck
him like & blow. Was that the view the Head would take,
then. when ho knew who it was that Frank Nugent had been
shielding? Undoubtedly the guilty party! For a moment,
#s n & vision, Dicky saw the crowded hall, the tense faces
of the assembled’ school, the stern brow of the Doctor ap he-
proncunced the sentence of cxpulsion. The room seemed to
swim round the unhappy fag.

But he recovered himself.

. 13 ﬂ;lj)lmn. gig, J-]——*"

The looked at him attentively.

“Is it possible that you know something about this un-
happg effair, Nugent minor?”’ he asked.

' Yes, s

“ Tell me what yon know.”

“ I know that my brother Frank is innocent, sir.”

“ Indeed? Please explain,” said the Head, whily & tnecr
crossed Loder's face.

“ I know that he was shielding someone, sir.”

“ Do you know whom "

“ Yes, sir,' muttered Dicky.

* Whom, then?"

" Ha waa shielding me, sir,' faltored Dicky Nugent.

The Head started. Loder looked curiously at the fag.
This was beyond him. That a fellow should sacrifice him-
self to shield another, and that the other should own wp
without being forced to it—all this was past Loder's coms
prehension.

“You!" ejaculated tha Head.

__“’ Yes, sir,” muttered Dicky. ** [--T came here to tell you,
air.”’

P Did you steat Lord Mauleverer's banknote, Nugent
minor? M

Dicky gave a cry.

* Oh, no sir—mo! No! No!™

“Yon did not? Then how is your brother shielding you?
I hope you have not come hers with a nonsensical, unfounded
story, in the hope of thereby helping your brother to escape
his just punishment,” said the Hoad sternly.

* He was shielding me, sir.. T--I-—I waa in Mauleverer's
study when Frank came in. He wouldn’t explain what he
was doing  there, because he couldn’, without

saying that I was there—that he found me in tha study
when he came, Besides, then they would have asked him
what I was doing, and he'd have had to say that I had
opened the table drawer,” proaned Dicky. ™ That's why
‘rank wouldn't say anything, sir.”’

The Hedad's brow was very stern.

“So you had gone intoe Lord Mauleverar’s study, and
you had opaned the table drawer?” he exclaimed. * The
drawer where the book was, with the banknote in it? "

“Yea, sir”

LI &nd Wh:l'? F ]

““A chap in my Form, =ir, bolted with o tin of sardines
belonging to m(?’ and dedged me in the Remove pa.&ﬁﬁ_:?,
When I caucht him, he pretended he hed hidden it in the
i.lmllﬁer of Lord Mauleverer's study table.
OOk,

““That iz a very lame story. I suppose the bay you allude
to will corroborate ¥ ™

** I think so, sir. It was Sammy Bunter—Bunter minor.”

“WVery well. Had you known anything sbout Lord
Mauleverer's having & banknote for filty pounds before you
went to his study?

“ Oh, no, sir; nothing at allL.”

* Did you se¢ it in the drawer when you were there?”

L) R1F, L]

* Why,"” said the Head, looking fixedly at Nugent minor,
" why did your brother refuse to mention that you were in
the study, at such terrible risk to himself? ™

" Lo shield me, I suppose, sir.”

I went there to
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“ But if you had a perfectly inuocent explanation, and he
know 1t, why should ]]m take so much trouble? ™

Dicky faltored.

, 11 nevor explained to Frank, sir, til-—till aiter he was
suspected.  That was how the time went in the study, that
ho won't account for. He wanted me to explain, and I
woulln't,’”

“Oh!™ The Head's voice grew decper. * And why
would yvou not?

* Becnusa—because [ was obstinate, T sunpose, siv,” mut-
bered Dicky. * I—I thought Frank looked suspiciously at
me wieit ho eame into the study, and I--T thought that if he
suspected mo of spying, or anvthing rolton, he could gD on
thinking so, and be hanged to him! That's all, sic. I wish
I had tald him, now.* .

"I wouldl certainly huve been bettor if you had,” =aid
Dr. Lovka sternly. ‘TTven admitting that you went to the
sturdy  because of Bunter minor’s untruth—and we shall
casily ascertain about that—admitting, that, however, you
actedd in a very wilful and unreasonable way in refusing to
explain to your brother, and the inference is that you had
the banknote in vour possession and were conseious of guilt,
and your brother's refusal to speak shows that he suspectod
you. too. Nugent minor, tell ma the whole trutht ™

' I=I have done so, sir.”

:: Did you take the banknote? ™

Mo, sie!’ said Nugent minor, white to the lips.

Nery well. You may go, Nugent minor, and an investi-
gation will he made,"” said Dr. Locke. ** Your brother is
¢leared, Loder, you will kindly explain that to the school
immediately. For the present, Nugent minor is under sus-
peton-—and wo shall zent ™

“ Yery well, sir,” said Loder, and he quitted the stody,

Pr. Locke gave Nugent minor an earnest |ook. :

My boy, if you have done this wicked thing your best
eatirso 15 to 0wn to the truth,' he said, * Have vou told me
all the truth, or cnly part of it? This is the last time I can
apm.l-g te you in privato on the subject.”

" Ive told you all the trath, sir,” said Nugent minor
I:I-r:n::':r]:.'. o 1

v Vers well,” said the Flead, with a sigh. His belief wae
evidently otherwise. * You may g0, Ntl?ﬂ]t rninar:]";ﬂmf e

Dicky left the study. The Haad remained alone. his brow
resting vpon his hand in an attitude of deep thought,

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Frank Nugent is Not Pleased.

EEYFRIARS was astonished,

Beforo the boys assembled in the various Form-
reaws for mmorning school the announcement had been
madn by the unwilling prefect. Lodor's task was by

no weans pleasant to him,  For Nugent minor he did not
care o button either to like or to dislike him. Whether
Dicky was or was not expelled from Greviviars did not
matter in the least to the bully of the Sixth. He had vory
little to do with the Becond Form. But that Frank Nugent
should e:cape, and should emerge from hiz ardeal triumphant,
wis o blow to Loder. And the fact that he had to announce
it in the public made it all the more bitter to him. DByt thagrs
was o choice about deing it, and ho did it

And Greylriars was astonished.  Frank Nugent had refused
te account for the time he hoad spent in Lord Mauleverer's
sludr—and that was the strangest point against himm, DBut it
was scconnted for now,

The fellows who had believed in Frank all through drew
long breaths of relief. “They had felt that their chum was
Innocent, that there was something in the matter that they
didd not understand, but thar it weuld twmn out, if tha truth
carie to light, not at all to Nugent mujor's diseredit,

And ihey were right!

While the fellows whe had howled down the supposed thief
lecked vary sheepish indeed.  They had set upon Nugent
without waiting for iuvestigntion—they had allowed eircum-
stantinl evidence to sway them completely—and they were
wrotz ! The better fellows among them felt inclined to be
Nugent's pardon, and ask him to overlook what they ha
dene.  IBut many of the erowd regarded themselves as having
Leen taken in, and were bitter against Nugent, and still more
Letter ngainst his minor, They had been in the wrong once,
and ther indemnified themselves by believing without limit
in Idcky Nugent's guoilt,.  They wonld not beliave for a

secoud that there might be a third party in the case. With
more vehemence than they had shown before, they plumned,
as it wore, for Nupent minor's being the thicf. And thew

weore more bitter against him than they had been against
Frank. from an uncomfortable feeling that they had made
fools of themselves.
“ It was Nugent minor all the time, then ! zaid Bolsover.
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“Well, my hat! That was why he was looking so down in
the mogti.”

“I gucss 50,” said Fisher T. Fish. “I rockon the young
scallywag ought to be expelled from the school—order of the
boot instanter, [ guess.”

“He says he's innocent I" said Russell.

“Oh, rats!" said Bolsover,

“Jevear get left?? suid Fisher T. Fish. “I guess you'll
geb left if you put your stake on that young scallywag., Of
course he d}:‘g it 1

*Of course!”’ zpid o dozen voices.

“1 say, you fellows, T don’t think sn,™ said Billy Buntar

The crowd of juniors who were discussing the matter turned
ta stare at Buntor, It was the first time that Billy Bunter,
the meanest fellow in the whole school, had ever been hear
to sRea!-: up for anybedy who was down on his luck. =

“My hat!” exclaimed Bulstrode. “ What ass was it said
Here's Bunter standing up for

the age of miracles was past?
What's the

a chap, instead of hitting him when he's down!
matter with you, Bunter? Arve vou ill#"

*0Oh, really, Rulstrode—""

“Well, it"s decont of him to say so, anyway,” said Lord
Mauleverer. “I'm rather of the same apinion myzelf, you
know, though I admit it looks bad. But what makes vou
think so, Bunter, my dear fellow?”

“Well, I fancy the postal-arder—I mean, the banknote has
blown away somewhere and got into some corner or other,™
said Bunter. T think most likely Nugent major dropped it
in the Remove passage when ho dropped the book, and it
blew away."

“Waas, it's quite ible, "

“Rats """ said a chorus of voices.

“Well, that's what I think,” said Billy Bunter obstinately,
“And I ray, wou fellows, I think that if & rews wers
cffered, and the fellows all started looking for it, it might

be found.”
“Rot!” said Vernon-Smith. “The fellows have hunted
for it everywhere where it could possibly be. Homoone is

Fe%pilr;ug the banknoto hidden away, that’s as clear as day-
t!

“But it's not Frank Nugent,” said John Bull, turning a
very unpleasant look vpon the Bounder. * You were the
first to turn suspicien upon him, Vernon-Smith. What do
you think now?"

The Bounder eolaured,

“1 was only brying to get the truth ont—and it looked
black enouph against Nugent,” he zaid sollenly. * Most of
the Form come round to the same view, anyway."

" Yes—the foola!"

& Thanks 1™ zaid Skinner.

“Fools!” repeated John Bull carelessly. " You won't get
anything but the facts from me, Skinny. Evervbody who
suspected Frank MNugent was a silly, wall-eyed, fat-headed,
slab-sided, first-cluss foal, with no more brains than a bunny
rabbit. That's my opinton !”

“And mme!"” grinned Tom Brown.

“Well, we all think so now,” said Hazeldene, * But if's
pretiy clear against Nugent minor. He's owned up enough
to clear his brother, because he wasn't rotber onough to see
a chap expelled for what he'd done himself. But he hasn't
owned up the whole tryth by any means. Ife hasn't owned
up to being the thief™

“Ho's the thiel, right enough!™ said Vernon-8mith.

' Oh, don’t go ahead too fast!™ said John Bull. * You're
a bit too previeus in accusing people of being thieves, Smithy,
You've made a bloomer onee,”

It's right enough this time!”

* Rats !’ .

“I'm going to congratulate Franky,” said Mark Linley.

A pood many fellows went to do that. But Frank Nugoent
did not recoive the congratulutions very gonerously. The
dizclosure had come az o stunning blow to Frank. He felt
proud of his young brother for having had the courage to
own up. Buit all was lost now—and it bronght more misery
te his heart than he had suffored while himself suspectsd.

The case was blacker against Dicky than it had been
against him. Ihcky owned to having actuclly opened the
drawer where the banknote reposed mn the book, with the
edpe of it showing outside the leaves, as Lord Mauleverer
now remembered=—naturally so, as 1t was vsed as a bookmark.
And Fronlk realised, miserably enough, that his effort o
shield his brother only darkened the suspmeion against thae
fag, vow that Dicky had spoken out. For why had he trigd
to shield him? It showed that he, Dicky's own brother, hadd
doubted him. ] )

And he did doulit him noew ! T spite of all his offorts to
believe ix Dicky, o chilling doubt would cross s mind.

Was the fag cuilty?

e trvied 1o drive it awav; but if would come. It scemeod

DON'T MISS &itaore Tarioenathiea © TOM MERRY & GO'S DOWNFALL” ™ * g2fe 8 Fommy ™"



to haunt him-—the words seemed to hammier on hiz broins
Was Dicky guilty?

“I1t's come out all nght for you, Franky!”
Whartan.

Frank gritted his teeth.

“Tt's worse than ever!' he groaned. “If only the young
(ool had held his tongue ! They will expel him now Y

Wharton was silent, Frank looked at him with haggard.
eyes,

" Bo you've got the general opinion, too?” he zaid hoavsely.
" You think that Iheky has owned op just enough to save
me, and—and that he took the banknote. ™

“ No," sawd Harry, with an effogt, “1—I dop’t! I don'c
know what te think—and that's the real truth, Frank."

“Bame here,” suid Bob Cherry miserably, It looks
frightfully bad agaimst Dicky, especially his having refused
to E.‘-:plﬂitl L0 you In the first [}lﬂ:l_‘!ﬂ zsbout why e was thoro.
But then we all know what an obstinate yoong beggar he
= !

Frank Nugent proaned.

“He will %u‘: expalled " he sud.

“The Head will be very carcful, Frank.” Harry Wharton
Jadd his hand on his chum’s shoulder, *Frank, do you be-
lieve in Dicky’s innocence yourselft”

The junior turned white.

“1—-'m trying to,” he muttered. ** Yes, ves, I do! God
knows! Oh, why couldn't he hold his tongree—why couldn’t
Ihe hold his tongue! It would have been all right then.
What will mother say now?"’

*1t will be no worse for her than if vou had been sacked,
Franky.”

" You don't understand,” muttered Nugent. )

He walked awany miserably. He left his chums feeling
downhearted cnough.

Nugent seemed to take his brother's disgrace to heart more
than he hoad taken his own., They could hardly undersiand
it. Whether Dicky was expelled or not, they were glad
enough that Frank's name was cleared. And if Dicky was
rutlty he ought to be expelled. And Harry Wharton & Co.,
g]nd!y enough az they would have believed in Nugent's

rother, felt chilling doubts in their hearis

How could they help it when Nugent himself was a prey
to torturing donbt?

said Havrry

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Bounder Is Sorry.

ORNING lessons that day were a great trial to all
Groyliriars.
The fellows were all keenly interested in the affair
of the miszsing banknote, and wondeving whether
Nugent minor would be expelled.

That he wonld he expelled if he wore found guilty of theft
wis eovtain—and surely there was not much room left for
doubt !

Bven the Bixth wove intercsted-—thongh that Form
generally afected not to know that there were such Forms
as First, Second, and Third in existence.

Lord Mauleverev's fifty-pound bankeote was the great topie,
and the question whether or not it was now in the possession
of Dicky Nugent. ;

After morning school was over the juniors collected in
groups to dizeuss the all-absorbing topic.

Mugent minor found himsell the recipnent of very peculiar
looks from the Sccond.

Gatly had always been his chum, but Gatty spoke to him
now in & very half-hearted way, Myers, his next best friend,
avoided him. Sammy Bunter openly scoffed. Sammy
Bunter had not dented telling Nugent minor that cock-and-
Ll story about the tin of sardines being hwlden 1in Lord
Mauleverey’s table drawer.  Buot he declured that he was
only joking whgn he said so, and that Nugent minor had
not taken it serionsly—in short, that Dicky had only thought
ol that mcident afterwaeds, as the most plausible explanation
pozsible of having been at the drawer at all.

Iheky Nugent, uwsually so | warlike, took no notice of
Bunter minor.  For most of the Second agreed with Szr.m.m{,'.
Sammy, whe was as mean, as suspicions, and as generally
unprepossessing 8% his msajor, netorally took the worst
I'-r:-r-ssibl{} view of the matter. But the matter locked so very
Wack that the fags might be excused for siding with Sammy.
Just as the Remove, with few exceptions, had turned upon
Mugent major, so the Sccond Form turned wpon Nugent
riinor—with {few exceptions, The only fellow who belicved
i him was, curiously enough, little Hop Hi, the mioor Wun
Lung of the Remove, Hop Hi steadily stuck to the fellpw
whe had often defended him from raggings; but he was the
only onc—or almost the only one.  Nugent minor feund
himself deserted on all sides.

Neither did he get much sympathy from his major. His
minjor was thinking of the coming nterview with his mother,

\"Ir'eak, good-natured Mrs. Nugent was coming to the school
~—that was inevitahle. Idr. Locke had written toe Nugent's
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people, explaining the matter, and offering the fullest in-
vestigation before he decided what to do. The Head hed
ng antention of acting hastily. He had not forgotten the
case of Bob Cherry, who had been unjustly suspected and
condemned, and had been expelled, and whose pesple had
commenced an action against the governors of the school in
consenuence, That action had been stopped by Bob Cherry's
return to Greyfriars, lis chums having found means of
nreving his innocence.

_ In this new case the Head meant to be very careful. Every
investigation was to be made, and My, Nugent was invited
Lo be present if he chose.

As it happened, Mr. Nupent was away from home, but
Mrs. Nugent had replied in & tear-stained jiet.ter that she was
coming down at onee. At which the Head trembled. It was
impossible to allow a thief to remain in the school: but he
tremibled at the prospect of an interview with a tearful and
indignant mother. Yeb what could he do? Mra. Nugent
cortainly had a right to see the investigation earried on that
was Lo elear her son or brand him with infamy for the ro-
mainder of his life.

Frank was looking forward to the interview with more
dread than the doctor. He fully expected reproaches—toars—
nerhanps angry and unjust words, He had promised to take
cave of his minor—and this was how he had done it Hao
knew that his mother was not hkely to be just when it waa
w question of her fovourite son being in danger.

Why could not the young fool have held his tongue, and
let il alone? That was Frank Nugent's angry thought,

And he said as much to his minor when they met in tho
evening. They had avoided one another during the day, but
Dicky come to Frank's study when he heard that his mother
was coming down on the morrow.

Harry Wharton quietly guitted the study when Dicky came
m. He knew that the brothers would prefer te be alone.

Frank locked grimly at the white, miserable face of his
younger brother.

“ Well, you've done it now, vou young fool!” he exclaimed.

icky proaned.

* I couldn't do anything elze,” he said. *'I had to let the
truth come out—it was simply choking me! I had to!”

" Wow've made matters worse, What do you think maother

will say ¥

E: d{:rn't know. That’s what I've come to see you about.
Look here, Frank, she oughtn’t to come. It would bo
different if it were father,™

Frank smiled hatterly.

“ She wouldn't have come if it had been I, he said.  * Dut
a4 it i3 you, she'd come if she heavd the news in China.  And
you are & precious fellow for people to worry their heady
about, I must =ay.”

Dicky’s eyes filled with tears

“Don't you go for me now, Frank.
stand it a6 it 15"

Frank’s face softenod at onee.

“T'm sorry, Dicky: but I'm =o worricd that I don’t know
what to do. It's cncugh to drive a fellow off his rocker.
Mothor will ke down in tho morning, and I've got to face
her. Bhe'll say 1 ought to have looked after you better.”

“It'z 1ot, Frank; you've done all yon could.”

“I'yo tried to,” “said Frank, ““but-well, it's no good
jawing about it, Mother will be frightfully cut lIY- Oh,
why couldn't vou have shut up! It would have heen all right
then”

Dicky was silent. He knew that Frank was right, that his
wmother would not have felt the blow nearly so keenly if it
had been Frank who was made the scapegoat. The wretched
injustice of i, that Frank should be t inkmyfv only of his
moather, while she was thinking only of her favourite son,
etruck Dicky foreibly. And he knew, only too well, that he
didl not deserve affection from hiz mother so much as Frank
didd,  Bnt affection—especially feminine affection—docs nob
always go accordimg to deserts. It goes, as a rule, to the
one who needs it most, which is woman’s logic.

There was a long silenee.  Trank bad heen trying to work,
but he had been trying in vain. He had done no prep. the
swrovious evening ; he was doing none now. But Mr. Qucleh,
1s Form-master, was very ecasy with him. e knew what
the boy was suffering. He had not uttered s word of repr-
wand when Frank stumbled helplessly over hiz lessons that

day.

“T'm glad T spoke,”™ said Dicky at last. ™ Mother or net,
I should have been a ead to keep quiet, and you know it es
well as I do.” . i

“1 suppose you're right, Dicky; but it can’t be helped now,
anyway. Oh'—Frank pressed his hands to his temples—
“oh, if I could only think of a way out of it all.”

Dicky looked at him strangely.

“ Frank " he said suddenly.

“ Well 7V

It's hard enough to
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* You didn't have the banknote, did you "

Frank stared at him.

“Dicky ! Are you mad? What do vou mean?”"

“Well, I didn’t have it,” said Dicky wrotchedly; ‘o it
must have been in the book when you took it, that’s all.”

* &0 you suspect mae, Dick '

* Well, no, I—I don't, only—""

*0Oh, it's only faie,"” sa'uf Frank, with a Dbitter laugh,
“ becoose I suspect you.”

* Frank I'

Y Don't let's talk about it any more,” said Frank despoer-
ately; I feel az if my senzes will go if I think about it.
Got out, Bicky, Tor goodness’ sake, and et me try and think
of some way to make it all right for mother.”

Dicky left the study. Vernon-Bmith passed him in the
passage, and looked at him. The Bounder came up to the
door of No. 1 Study, and hesitated for zeveral minutes there,
and then knocked and entered. Frank Nugent had hiz head
resting in his hands. He raised it, and looked at the Bounder.

“What do you want?" he nsked harshly. * What do you
want to come here for, Vernon-8mith? Ilaven't you done
mischief enough ™

The Dounder coloured.

“T1 want to say ' sorry,” he said.

“ Yery well; now get out.”

The Bounder did not go.

“I'm sorry,” ho repeated; *only in justice to myself 1
musi say that I really believed you had the banknote. [
believed it sineerely.”

5 %nﬂ’pﬁw you believe Dicky has 167" said Frank.

23,

T Well, near],}' everyhody believes the same.
and leave me alone,™

Vernon-8mith still hesitated.

“I'm sm'rg.l'” he said; 1 was wrong, and—and I don't
SUPIOSE {{_:u | believe me, Nugent, but-=but [ wish I could
do something to help you.”

“Find out who's got the banknote, then,' said Nupgent
savagely. :

“Your minor has it."”

“I don’t believe it. I beliove it foll out of the hook when

I dropped it, and that somebody picked it up and kept it."
" You mean you're trying to Dbeliove that,” said the
Bounder, with a nod; ° but—but it's just Dﬂ‘!-.‘.‘-ii}lﬂ. Took
here "=he pauscd, and went on almost immsdiately— look
here, Frank Nugent, T owe you something; 'l do what I
can. If any chap has that banknote -other than your minor,
I mean—I'll find it out.”

Y How will you do that?”

The Bounder shrugged his shoulders.

“I don't know yet., DBui I've more brains than the rest
of the Remove put together—cxcuse me—and if it's so I'll
fnd it out. I'll manage it somchow. That’s settled.” And
the Bounder, without another word, quitted No. 1 Study.

Nugent made a gesture of repugnance. He did not like
the Bounder, and he found it hard to forgive him, Yet there
was something in what the fellow satd. Vernan-Smith had
tho keenness of an experienced man of the world, vather than
& schoolboy. IF anybody could get at the truth in the per-
plexing case it was the Dounder.

But the hope was slizht. Nugent dismissed the thought
from his mind; he had hiz mother to think of. In the morn-
g she would be at Greyfriars, and he had to face her.
What was he to zay to her?

Now get out,

THE SIXTEENTH CHAFPTER.
Frank Nugent—Thief !

H OTHER ™

* Frank—Frank ! What have you dane?"

Mrs, Nugent sank down in a echair in her son's

study. It was morning, and time for first lesson in

the Form-rooms. But the Greyiriars fellows had not gone in
for lessons., The school was assembled in Big Hall—they
kn}?wlwhat Yor. Dicky Nugent was to bé cxpelled from the
BONOHL.

Frank had taken his mother to his study as soon as she
arrived. Mre. Nugent was in tears behind her veil.  8he had
not seen the Head yet, though she was determined to see
him, and to plead for her boy.

She sabbed a little, as Frank stood before her, with pale
face and downcast oves. '

For a moment a bitter expression was on Frank Nugent's

face

What had he done? That was what his mother asked him.
He had done nothing. DBut he was responsible for the scape-
grace of the family—for the unrul{ young rascal who never
asked his advice, or listened to it if he pave it.

“ Mother !™

That was all Frank could say. What more could he =ay?
What could he do?  His mother should never have come;
that was his miserable thought. She could do no good there.
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The Head had made every imvestigation pesable, and every
investigation pointed to one conclusion—that Nugent nunor
waa guilty. Even Frank more than half bolieved in his
brother's guile.

“ I'rank, what—what has happened since—since the doclor
wrote to me?" asked Mrs. ﬁugﬂ-m, trying to steady her
voica.

“ There has been an investigatisn, mother."

CWell

¥ Tha Head has decided that Dicky took the banknote™

“ Impossibie! He did not take jit."

Frank was silent.

“You should have taken better eare of him,” sobbed Mys.
Nugent. * He was sent to Greyfriars in the first place so
that he could be wnder your care, Frank. Is this the care
you have taken of your younger brother?' )

Frank did not reply, The bitter injustice of it cut him
fo the heart; but it was no business of his to reproach his
mother. He felt too much for the suffering woman even
to think of it.

“ e 15 not guilty, Frank, T hear that they suspected you
first, and then him. How oid it happen?"

Mugent, in dreary accents, explained the miserable story,

" And vou let Dicky do this, Frank—you let him po to
the Head and imcriminate himself in this way *"'

“I tried to stop him, mother; I told him not to do it. He
wmltl without my knowing. I would have stopped himn if I
eould.™

“*You should have found out & way. You zhould not have
let the zilly boy ruin himself to save you. Ji was sellish—it
was cruel of you, Frank. MNow you will stay at Cirey frioes,
and my poor boy—my dear boy—will be ruincd—expelled—
branded ss a thief for life."

And Mrs, Nugent burst into tears afresh.

Frank's heart throbbed in his breast. If Dicky had not
suffered, he must have suffered, and was not he her boy, tood
But he Eut the thought from his mind.

“1 did all T could, mother."

TWith thiz result?”

“ What more could T have done*™"

“T1 trusted him to von,” said Mrs. Nugent, hotween her
sobs. *T thought he would be better at Greyfriars, with
his elder brother to look alter him. Oh, Frank, how could
you—how could you let him come to thia'

Frank gave & groan.

| muﬁ:ln’i: help it, mother, He ought never to have gono
to Mauleverer's study, in the hrst place.  That was the
beginning of it all. How could I help it if he played the
fool? You arc—" He was going to sav unjust, but he
stopped hinself. * ¥ou don't know how I've tried to help
him, mother.”

“"You might have saved him. He wonld have heen boetter
off if T had sent him to another school, where he had no
brather.”

“0Oh, mother I

“He must be saved. He shall not be expolled. What will
hiz faiher say? He was always hard on my peor bov. I
will zee the doctor; I will plead with him.”” Mre. Nugent
rose nx{:itt‘d'a'- “Take me to the Head, Frank.”

“It will do no good, mother,” Frank greancd.  “Thao
Head has done all he eould. It's all come out about Dicky
being hard up, and writing home for money, and not getting
it. Mo owes money at the tuckshop here, and at Uncle
Clegg's in the wvillage. It all came out when the dootor
qﬁestic-r_led him yesterday. It's all clear—I mean, the doctor
thinka it'z all elear. Nothing you can say to the Head will
make any difference.”

“ o you think I am going to stand by and see mwy koy
branded for life?" Mrs. Nugent excloimed.  * He has s
mother to help him, if hiz brother has abandoned him in bhis
diatress."

Frank winzed.

“1 haven't abandoned him, mother; only there's nothing
fo be done

“ Bamething must be done—ehall be done!
real thief? That is thi question,
him "

“ How oould I find him "

" They suspected you first, Frank."

“I know they did.”

"Ik was eruel of you to lef Dicky take the blame.
makes me believe that you were guilty.”

“* Mother 1™

“You are crucl and unnatural, at all eventz, to let im
be punished instead of you,” sobbed Mra. Nugrnt.

“Mother,” said Frank huslaly, “you don’t understand,
After Dicky went and owned up to the Head, 1 eouldn’t do
anything more. That was the finish.””

"You must save him, Frank,” said Mrs. Nugent, almost
wi'l@ly- “Tf you do nobt save him, I will never ses you

ﬁ!l'ﬂ.”

“ Mothor '

Where is the
Why have you not found

It almast
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“I mean it. If you let Dicky suffer in your place you
are no son of mine

Frank stngrered away, He leaned his threlbbing, burnin
forchrad vpon the cool stone of the mantelpicee, and trie
to think.

Mrs. Nugent sobbed wncheeked. Her son did not look at
her. He iried to think. What could he do? The cruel
injustree of it dwd not trouble him so mach: but how could
he save Dicky, oven at any suerifice to himself 7 How could
he take the Blawe upon himself and save Dicky? There
scemed no way. It was what his mother wanted, if there
were no better way of zaving Dick. But how—how ?

The boy gave a sudden start, and turped towards his
mother with black bitterness in his face and in his heart.

* Mothey !

“Don't speak to me ! zaid Mra. Nugent,
ruined your brother! Den't speak to me!
help Dicky, I will go to the Ilead.™

“You-you want him to be saved, mother—even if [ had
to fnke the blame in his place®”

“You are the elder. He was in vour esve.”

Frank act his lips.

M Very well, mother.
wizhed, T con save him.’

“Frapk '

“Come P o2aid Fran',

Mre. Nugent eauvght lier son by the arin
breathlessly tnto his face.

“ Frank, you are not torturing mae?

“"Yes.

* Then lot ns po—let us go ! she ericd.

Sho <did not ask how; perhaps she did net care. Bhe
followed the Iiuﬂil::lr from the study, and Frank led the way
into Big Hall.

The hall was crowded. All the Forms were ranged there,
and the Ilead was on the platform, and all the masters
were present. Dicky Nugent stocd bofore the Head, amid
his face was chalky white, his eves cast upon the floor. Ile
eeenmed fo be <lnzed, stunnesd, by the turn events were
taking.

Mra, Nugent uttered a ooy,

Y Deky, my son !

There was a murmur in the hall. Every face was combre,
The sight of a2 mother's anguish touched rke hardest heart.
Even Loder was geave, and some of the fellows felt a
choking senzation in the throat.

Litely MNugent's eves turned upon his mother, znd his look
was hagrard.

** Molher,” he muttercd, * what did vou come for?
cian b stand 1! Take her out, Frank.™

“1 will not go!™ Mrs. Nugent reachead her youngest
eon, and she torncd her wet eves upon the decior. Y D
Locke ! Yoo must nat—vou shall noteee—"*

“ Madam-——"" faltered the Hezd.

“* My boy 15 itnnocent !

“This i na place for yon, madam.
vour molher away.”

Mre. Nugent ropuleed Frank with a gesture,

“Tr. Locke, my bay s innocent !

* He has been proved guilty, madam, and I have my duty
to do, even if vou remain. Nugent minor, you are ox-
poehled ="

“8top 1M

It was Frank Nugent's voice. With a face a3 white as
death, Wugent of the Remove stepped forward,

I'r. Locke looked at him with a frown.

 Nugent, how dare you speak? Stamd back !

“ I must speak, eir?! [—7

“ Hilence !

“I must epeak, My brother is innocont, sir!” eaid
Frank, in a low, suffocated voice. ™1 ecan prave it, sir!”

“What! What do you mean, Nugent major
“I am the thicf, zir !”

o ?ﬂq have
You will not

I only wanted f{o know what you

and gazed

You ean do i ¥

I-1I

MNument maizsr, take

- "o

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER,
Frank Nugent's Sacrifice.

RANK NTUGEXNT'S voiee rang out clearly now.
F He srocdd facing the Head, coreless ef the myriad of
eves upns him - his faee white. et resolute,

< There was a ¢ry of asionisheent from the crowded
val .

Dr. Locke's face was o study.

“ Nuwent majoer, are vou mosd ¥

“MNa, eir. I am the thief !?

“ You--you confess -

“ Yos, sar."

Nugent's voree wae calm and steady. Harrv Wharton
stepped ouf frem the ranks of the BRemove, his oves finshing.

“1t's not troe, sir!” Wharton's voice rang through the
P“]Lw“ He's zaving s0 to eave his brother, sir! It's nect
rue
Y Nugent mejor, iz that the case!
incredible folly-——"
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“T am the thief, zir "

“It's not {rue——""

‘Silenee, Wharton! The next boy who interrupts will
L ejected from the hall, and severely punished. Nuogent
majer, do you solemnly declare that you are the thicf who
took Lord Mauleverer's banknote 7°°

“*Yes gir”

Silence fell upon the erowded hall. Dicky Nugent gaszed
dazedly at his brother. _The thought had haunted him that
perhaps Frank was guilty; he had even fancied that per-
haps st the last moment his major would own up to the
theft, and save him. He was almost giddy with the sudden
turn of fortune. Mrs, Nugent looked st Frank once, and
then at Picky, and her face was bright. Dicky was saved.
III'f“Franl-:. she had no time to think for the moment.

And when, sir,"” said the doctor, his voice very deep and
stern, “did vou stenl Lord Mauleverer's banknote 1

‘It was in the book--the Camsar he lent me, sir,” eaid
Frank Nogent dully. I found it when I took tha book to
my study.”

“And vou kept 1L¥"

“I—1I was short of money, sir, and Lord Mauleverer has
such & lot,” said Frank, amazed himeelf with the glibness
with which falschoods relled frem his lips now that he had
opce started. ' I--1 Lept it, sir.”

“ And where s it now ¥

Frank turned ccld all over. He had forgotten that. He
was silent. The Head leoked at him with frowning brows.

“ Where is the banknote, Nugent? You must return it
to-ite owner before vou leave Greyfriars—for cver.”

“I—1 cannot, =ir.”?

“ Cannot ! “"'h;l.r not 7

“I have destroyed it, siv.”

“What! Yon have destroyed a Lankoots
pounds "7

“I—1 was searesd, sir, when T was suspected of hoaving
fuken it, and I—1 thought the fellows were poing to eearch
my study, €0 T ran up and burnt it at a eandle, g1,

' Nugent, this callous effrontery——-:

“1 wmever meant to own uap, sir, ouly-—only I could not
wee my brother expelled for what I —what I had done, sir ¥*
«nl:l Frank, in o faltering voice. * Now you know the—
the truth, eir! I don’t ssk for merey.”

Such dishonesty

“You would ask for it in vain, Nugent.
and reckless wickedness T have seldom encountered—and
never in & boy ! sand Dr. Locke, in utler disgust. “ You
have allowed your younger brother to mo through =]l this
distress and agony of mind, knowing all the time that vou
were gailiy? Tt is appalling, Franl Nugent, you are
expelled from Greyiriars, sir! You shall leave instantly
the school you have disgraced and conteminated with your
wickedness ! Go!"”

D, Locke's hand pointed towards the door.

, f]E;ran]:, with slow and faltering steps, turned and lefi the
wall

“Ti's—it'z a dooeed shame, that's what if 15! said Tond
}_i'Tlu]n}'ﬂrer, nearly blubbering., I don't believe he did it,
erthor.”

“1 know he Jdidn't?' said Harry Wharton, botween his
tentl,

Y Inemiass M sak] the Head cartly,

There was & munmur in the hall,
{a behind Nuzent major.

“Onpe word more,’ said the Ilead. “Tt iz to you,
AMauvleverer. You have been criminally careless with your
money., Your carelessnees 15 the cause of all this wreichod-
ness. I otrust that the lesson will not be lest upon you.
Now <dismizs ™ :

The Head turned and left the hall,

Slowly the bovs filed out.

Outside, in the passame, a hubbub of voices broke forth.
Fellows of all Forms were discussing the matier, and many
wore 1 opiniens exprossed,

Many held Harry Wharton's view—that Frank Nugent
had pecuzed himzelf to save his brother, DBuat that quix&t!ﬂ
theaory was & litfle toa “thick " for wmost of ilhe juniors
Many were zlagd to fnd that they had been right, afier all
—that Frank Nugent was puilty. Beolsover and his friends
swung back to their first opinion with great facilily and
satisfaction,

“Pidn't I eay so all along ¥ eaid Bolsover. ™ Of course,
ke had some cdodoe for making his voung brother <o what
he dide-bullied ham, perhaps.”

Bob Cherry sfrods up to the bully of the Remove, his fists
clenched and his eves flnshing fire.

“It's a lie, Bolsover ! ho eried. A dirty, cowandly lie,
and I'll knock 1t back down wour rotten throat, you eur!”

And his knuckles ¢crached upon Bolzover's mouth, ard the

fer fily

The great deor swung

? FRANK RICHARDS,
rder your copy sariy.
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ll;tanm'ﬂ bully went eprawling to hie full lengih upon the
LT,

“ Hurrah ! said John Bull )

21 guess you're a bit too praviens, Dob™
T. Fish. *“It's all pretty clear now.

Crash !

Fisher T. IFish measured his length beside Dolsover.
Bob Cherry looked round upon the crowd, his eyes ablaze,
and his cheat heaving. )
“ Now, who dares to say that Frank Nupent is a thief
he exclaimod,
;;:Ifi_tlcr " eaid Loder, the prefect. *° Ae for you, Cherry——""
it
Profect and Sixth-Former as he was, Loder recled under
Bob Cherry's savage blow. If it had been a master, Bob
would have struck out in the same wav. The eenior sprang
savagpely towards Bab, but Mr. Quelch's voice broke in:
“* Stand back, Loder! Cherry——"
“Ind you sce what he's done " roared Loder,
“1 eaw what he did. Don't speak 1o meo in that ilone,
er.”t -
*“He has struclk mo-—-"'
“1 tell you I eaw it!
ma-rlin.te'l;r, and stay there,
for etriking a prefect.'

“I don’t core!” said Bob recklessly. “ Frank Nugent is
gs innocent ne I am, and Loder is a liar and a rotter !

"o to gnur study instantly, sir ! thundered Mr. Gueleh.

And Bob Cherry went, stil] bursting with rage. Llarry
Wharton followed him op fo the Remove passage and went
into No. 1 Study., Frank was there.

Frank was sitting slone, his face white, end an unnatural
gleam in his eyes. His glance turned upon Wharton wiih-
out changing.

“Frank! You madman!”
“What have you done? How dare vou say that you were
the thief? You lnow it's not true!™
. I was the thiel " said Frank, in a dull, sirnined voive.
“I found the banknote in 1he bool, and kept it. I burn:
ltil'ﬁhcn I thought the study would be searched. That's
atl,
TIt's not lrue!”

It is true !

“ Frank !"'

¥ Let me alone, Harry. I'm a thief. -T'm leaving Cirey-
friars this merning. It serves me right. Don't epeak to
me: I ehall go mad if you da!”

“It sha'n't be done!" said Wharton, grinding his testh,
“¥ou are lving fo save your brother! Hanpg him! You
sha'n't do it 1"

* Let me alone, T tell voul™

Wharton hurried from the study.
what had happened, apd he hardly knew what he was
doing. Dicky Nugent and his mother were in the passage.
Wharton stopped, and looked at the fag fiercely.

“Well, you're saved now," he said, between his tecih,
“You've got off, and a fellow worth fifty of you is going
to be expelled instead ! Tlang you! T wish you had been
kicked out of the school when Frank saved you before!
Hang you! I believe now that vou are the thief I

He strode on savapgaly.

Dicky was white as o sheek  He canght his mother's arm.

“ Mother, is it true what Frank said, or is Wharton right ?
Has Frank -—" k
- His mother shook her head. They entered Frank Nugent's

study, and he rose to his feet. His handsome face was set
into an unnatural hardness.

“Frank," eaid his mother, “ I thank Heaven that you Jid
what was right, at the last moment, though this is a terrible
blow to me, and will be to your father! T shall not desert
you now that you are disgraced—neither will Dick. And I
shall pray that your wickednees may be forgiven vou I

Frank's face was convulsed for a” moment, but he calmed
himsell at once.

“Thank you, mother!"

Dicky sprang towsrds him.

“Frank, is it true?! Did you do i, or have you lLied
because mother—-""

“I have not lied!"

“You did 7

“¥Yes!" Frank's voice went on dully, as if repeating a
lesson learncd by rote. “*1 found the banknote i the book,
and kept it. I burnt it afterwards when I thought that the
fellows would search my study."’

“Come, Dicky ™ said Mrms. Nugent guietly. *“Frank, I
shall wait for you. You will leave Greyiriars with me when
you are ready.”

" Very weﬁ, rmother."

Frank MNugent was left alone.

Tue Macxer LiprArY.—No. 193,

zaid Fi{her
Here, hands oft I

Cherry, lgn to vour study im-
You will be sevorsly punizhed

Wharton's  voice  lLrake

He was maddened by

THE EIGHTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Bounder Comes Out Strong

il HARTON—""
Harry Wharton turned fiercely wupon the
Bounder of Greylriara as the latter spoke to him.

e The rage and chagrin in his breast sought &
vickum, and Vernon-Smith had offered himself, as it were.

“You hound!" shouted Harry. * You cowardly viper!
You're the cause of all this! You started the story against
Frank! Put up your hands!”

“ Wharton—""

“Pat up your hands, you cur

Harry Wharton advanced upon the Bounder, hitting oub
furiously. Vernon-8mith backed away.

“Wherton, you {ool, listen to me—""

“Not a word against Frank, you viper—you gambling,
drinking scoundrel! You're not fit to clean hiz boots, you
hound i

“I wamn't going to speak against Nugent. Can't vou
soe that I don't believe what he said to the Head any more
than you do?"

Wharton dropped lis hands, staring at the Bounder in
blank astonishment. He had taken it for granted that
Vernon-8mith meant to triumph now that Frank was down.

“¥What do you mean?” he muttered.

M1 think the same 83 you do. Nugent has lied to save
ltis brother.”

! But—but—"'

The Bounder smiled—his old sardonic smile.

A fellow who would steal wouldn't own up” he said.
“Thievea don’t have such jolly high principles. imagine
that a Eloef, as & rule, is only too glad to see the blame
fastencd on somebody else, P'm jolly cortain thet Nugent
never even saw the banknote, let alone stole it. It's clear
ot h to me

qER
H

—[ beg vour pacdsn ! faltered Wharton, “I—I
thouglit——=""
“That's all pight! said Vernon-3mith coolly, " Hard

words break no bones. 1 don’t mind your letting off stcam
a bit if it relieves your feelinga. But what T want to say is
this. I konow I started the story against Nugent—I believed
tim guilty then, just the samo as I believe him innocont
now. Butb there's no time to lose. He's expelled from
Cireyfriavs if it"a not stopped.”

“Btopned?” said Wharton.

T Yl.‘.“.‘i.”

" How can it be stopped?™

“DBy finding out whe's got the banknote,” said the
Bounder coolly. * If Dicky MNugent didn't steal it, and if
Frank MNuogent dida’t, wha Jdid?”

“ Heaven knows!"

“It dropped oot of the book when Nugent dropped the
Laak in the Remove passage,” said the Bounder. ¥ That's
the theory we've got to work upon.”

Wharton made a hopeless gesture.

" But we've searched evervwherp——""

“Yes, and we haven't found if, because it was picked
vp.  And the fellow who picked it ap kept i, said Veraon-
Smith quietly.

“We've all Groyfriars to choose from, then,” said
Wharvton miserably.  ** Anybodv might have picked it up.”

“ But anybody might not have kept it. I don't Lielinve
there are hali & doren fellows here who would steal if they
had the chanee, and T reckon I could run off their names on
my fingers,” said Vernon-Smith, * Bestdes, have vou for-

otben what Lord Mauleverer said the other might? The
ellow whoe kept a fifty-pound banknote was as big a fool
as he was a rascal not to know that he couldn't possibly
hope to change it."

AR

““Add to that the fact that Nugest dropned it outside
Bunter's study—"

“ Bunter !"" shouted Whartan,

FRoft! We don't know anvthing vet,"” said the Bounder
calmly. “I'm only putting the facts together as I've
worked them out in my mind. I confess it wouldn't have
cecurred to me, only——"

“Only what?'

“ Only Bunter himself put it in my head.  Afier what
Mauleverer said, it was plain to the biggest fool at Grey-
friars that the note couldn’t be changed. Since then Bunter
has two or three bHmes soegested that Lord Mauleverer
should offer a reward for its recovery. Why "

" Good heavens ! muttered Wharton,

He was silent for a full minute,

“VYou think Dunter has the note?’ he asked, at last

“1 only go vpon what he has suid. It Aashed into my
mind when 1 was thinking the matter over—I just passed

{(Continued on page 24,)
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Bunter, Jpalking to Lovd Mauleverer in the passage. He
was urging Mauleverer to offer a reward for the note, 30
Wat it might be found before Nugent wazs oxpelled.

Wharton gritted his teetl.

“And the cad knows where it is?"

“So I imagine. He doesn't like Nugent, and he wouldn't
caroe twopence if he were eoxpelled, only even Bunter's
conseicnee, I should think, would prick a little at seeing the
chap expelled for having stoien a note which Bunter had
in his possession all tihwe time. There's a limit even to
Bunter’s meanness. At the same time, he doesn™ mean to
give up the note unless he makes something out of it."”

“0Oh” muttered Wharton. YT lick  him—=-T'11 smash
him—T'Il make him—""

“You'll make him tell lies,” said the Bounder coolly.
“You may be sure that if he hus the note he has hidden
it pretty safely. He will simply tell lies if he is questioned ;
he might even burn the note to make all safe, and then
you'd never clear Nugent at all”

“You are right. What do vou suggest? You can
manage this better than I can—I can see that, Smithy.”

Vernon-Bmith amiled.

“I suggest Lord Mauleverer offoring a reward, as Bunter
ﬁugg'?:ﬁf' Then the fat brute will produce the note if he
as ik,

" And pocket the rveward?”

- %":;{fl.tﬁrpficres that matter, so long as we clear Nugent?”’

“Besides, we can keep an eve on Bunter.” said the
Jounder coolly. * He doesn't kinow that we suspect him,
The note is most likely hidden in his study. Well, suppose
I go to his study, and hide myself there and watch? If
the note’s there Bunter will come for it as soon as the
l'*'-“"-’f”‘dﬂ offered, and 1 shall see exactly what he does. I
don’t mean that we should show lim up to the Head if we
can clear Nugent without. But I think the Form ought te
deal with him in the dormitory.”

Wharton nodded.

“You put it to Mauleverer about the reward
| . and let
Bunter hear you,” said Vernon-Smith. “Tt's no good my
fealing with him—we're on pretty bad torms. Go and do
it now,"'
“ Right you are!™
; The two juniors separated. Hurey Wharton did not have
ong to look for Lord Muuleverer. Billy Bunter's voice
guided him. The fat junior had corneved Lord Mauleverer

in the Form.room passage, and there w '
] as no ecscape f :
lordship. ' pe for s

*¥You see, 'E?oL: how rough it is on Nugent,” Billy Bunter
was saying; * and the note's worth fifty quid, you know,
to you, though tn nobody else. Buppose you offer five
po:.'mds aa a reward, you stand to get forty-five clear.”

My dear fellow—"

“¥You lose by being mean over it M&u-lererw” zaid
ELHE’ Bunter, wugﬁing a fat forcfinger at his Ic':rdship.

Erﬁl ;.mn see tha%h or yourself,'

"But you're talking out of the hack of wour neck
dear fellow,” said Lord Mauleverer. *‘The banknoto hn‘g
been searched for over and over again. It’s no use’

“Oh, rot! The hope of reward swectens lsbour vou
Eﬂﬂwr'l; Tr:aid Billy Bunter sagely. “That is a quh: true
roverh, )

“It would be an insult to the fellows to offer a revard,"”
said Lord Mauleverer. I couldn’t think of such e thing."
Oh, rats! Why, look here, I'm an awfully keen chap,
and if there were five pounds_to get I'd almost undertake
to find the note myself,” said Bunter eagerly. **T shouldn't
Iﬂ.ﬁhrd a five-pound note a3 an insult, T assure vou.™
Do you mesan to say that vou would look harder for a
reward than for the sake of saving Nugent from being
expelled?” demanded his lordship, in surprise.
' Yes, rather!” said Bunter Emphatica'lg;'.

i en you must be an awful cad, you know, my dear
¥ .

** Oh, \.ﬂarm.ll;i-_,I Mauleverer—— I say, - Wharton,” said
Puutar. &g arry eame up, with a pale, set face
‘ Wharton, old man, do try to make Mauleverer soe poasan.
Tt he offered a reward for the banknote 1'd practically
gu&rﬂmtee that it would be found.”

Ob, nonsense!” said Lord Mauleverer. * Don't vou
agres with me, Wharton, that offering & reward would he
an inault to the fellows?

“ Certainly it would!” said Harry. 71 should take it as
an insult if anybody thought I'd do more for money than
to szave a schoolfellow. Bub it's different with Bunter.
You can't insult Bunter any more than you could insult e
slimy toad or & worm.”

“0Oh, really, Wharton—""

"I should sug offering & reward to Bunt M osaid
THE HAGHETEE?BEAHT.ENU. 193. nter only,™ sai

Harry Wharton, “ Five pourds for Bunier if he succeeds
in finding the banknote™

“HBut really, my dear follow—'

“1 wish you'd take my advice, Mauvlevercr. Boesides, T'I
stangd the reward if you'll give me time to get the money.
My uncle will Iet me have it when I explain what it's for.'

“* Nonzense, my dear fellow! I've heaps of money, and
yvou know it. If Bunter would not feel insulted, and he
really thinks he might find the note, I should be glad o
give him five pounds for doing it."

** Honour bright?’ asked Bunter cagerly.

* Homour bright I

“Food! T'N look for it at once, then™

Billy Bunter rolled away. Harry Wharton logked afrer
him with a peculiar expression. The fat junior waz indeed
a3 much fool as rasea]l. He had given himself quite away
to anyone less simple than Lord Mauleverer.

Bunter loocked back once to see if he were being followed,
But Harry Wharton was standing talking to Lord
Mauleverer. Bunter disappeared in the direction of his
own study in the Hemove passage.

k)

THE NINETEENTH CHAPTER.
Hurrah !

ERNON-SMITH was in the study.

He had placed himself in cover behind the book-
case in the corner, whence he could survey the whole
room  without much danger of being spotted by so

short-sighted & fellow as the Owl of the Remove.

The %uunder waited patiently, but as we have seen, ho
had not long to wait. The hope of reward certainly hurrvied
matters in Billy Bunter’s case. The fat junior came into
the study, his eves blipking and glistening behind his big
speciacles, :

He locked the door, and then went directly to the hearth,
turned back & corner of the carpet where it overlapped the
hearthstone, and drew out an envelope. He opened the
envelope, and took out a crisp, rustling banknote, :

Vernon-Smith's heart beat hard. There was a grin of
trinumph upon his face now. His theory had been corvect.
He had fathomed the mystery, and he had brought the
truth to light. He felt a sense of grim satisfaction. But
he made no movement to betray himself. He was curious
to see what Bunter would do—to know what elaborate false-
hood he would tell to account for having found the bank-
note so soon. Vernon-Smith, the Bounder of Greyiriars,
had & certain sympathy for all rascals, and he was in nowise
diapﬂs:g to give Bunter away to the masters and get him
expelled.

unter put the banknote into his pocket, and unlocked
the study door and went out. There was & very thooghiful
expression upon his fat face. He was evidently thinking oub
what yarn he was to tell.

Vernon-3mith stepped out of the ’*t“.‘ii : ‘
stood in the passage watching him with a cynical smile.
Bunter rolled along, atill thinking it out, and finally he
seemed to come to some decision, for he quickened his pace,
and almost van down to the Form-room passage.

“ Mauleverer—— Oh, sir!"

He almost ran into My, Quelch. The Remove-master wan
Euthering his lbu;,r:s-—-x-{:r}; late—for classes. He looked at

unier saverely.

“ Oh, aic! Il?:s all right, sir! [—I've found the banknote 1

Mr. Quelch jumped.

“Yu{& ha*.'aifauggdwhat banknote, Bunter?"'

“The one Nugent stole, sir, I—I mcan the one Nugfrﬁ.
didn’t steal, sir,”” stammered Billy Bunter. * I've found it.

Ha held out the banknote.

“ What are you saying, Bunter? Nugent has confessed
that he stole Lord Mauleverer's banknote, and that he burned
it for fear of discovery. How can you possibly have found
1™

" Thia iz it, sir. Nugent was gammoning.”

" Look at that nuté:gMaulm'mir," said Mr. Quelch.
it yours?"

ord Mauleverer took the banknote.

“ Yaag, sir,”" he snid.

“ Are you sure?”

“* Yaas, sir.”

*“Do you know the number?” o

# Mo, sir: but I know thiz blot on the corner," said his
lordship. ** Besides, nobody else has lost a fifty-pound note
for Bunter to find, sir” :

“I suppose not,” assented Mr. Quelch.  “The note is
yours, T suppose. Nugent was not telling the truth when he
said that he had burnt it.”

* Begad, no, sir!"”

“ Where did vou find the banknote, Bunter?" asked Mr.
Quelch, eyeing the Owl of the Remove very keenly and sus-
piciously.

after him, and

H-I.
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** Why, sir, 1t was very odd, sir,”” said Bunter confidentially.
" You remember, sir Nvugunt snid he drop the Umsar out-
side my study, and the note must have fallen out of it then.
Well, sir, the wind musi have blown it into my study, I
oxpeet the door was open, and perhaps I may havo trodden
on it. Anyhow, it pot shoved under the edze of the carpet
near the door, where its ragped and torn, and it's—it’s been
Iying there over since, sir.’

“ Tndecd 1" said Mr, Queleh.

“¥es, indeed, sir! Wasn't it enviows?™ sid Billy Funter,
Elinking at the Form-master through his big spectacies,

*Ia that where you found it, Bunter?”

* Yea, gir,”

" And what made you lock therg?™

“ I—I was thinking it out, sir—tryving to think of some way
of helping poor old Nugent. He's one of my best chums, sir,
and 1'd do a great deal for a chap I like. {‘Feﬂ, sir, 1 knew
he was innocent, so I knew the note must have dropped out
of the book when he let it fall, so—so after a lot of thinking
about it, siv, I worked it out, and—and found the note, siv.”

“*Voery well, Bunter, Your explanation is extraordinary,
bui. I must aceent it for want of any other. I cannot think
you wounld have been wicked cnough to keep the note back, if
vou had found it, while Nugont was suffering =0 much
mizery.’”

“Oh, =ie!™

“ It seems clear now that Nugent's statement in the firat

lace was correct, and that he knew nothing of the note; and
1% minor, too, cannot have had anything to do with it. Yet
we have Nugent's explicit confession that he is guilty.”

*0Oh, sir,” exclaimed Horry Wharton, "don’t you see
gir? He did it to save hiz brother. His mother's here, an
shae's fonder of Dicky than of Mugent major, and—end that's
why he did it, air.””

It was very wrong to tell a lie, for whatever rcason,” said
Mr. Queleh, * But I suppose it is as you say, Wharton, Find
Mugent at onew, and send him to the Head's study, T am
goeing there. I will take the banknote with me.”

“ Yes, sir”

IHarry Wharton rushed off in seaveh of Frank Nugent. His
hrart was beating with joy. Frank was saved. The shadow
was lified from his name. He was not to be cxpelled from
Greyfriavs, For the moment, Wharton was grateful even to
Punter, forgetting that the voung razeal’s dizshonesty had been
the cause of the whale troublo.

MNugent was in the Remove dormistory.  [le had just finished
packing his box, and he turned a white and dreary face to-
wards his chum. He started as he saw the gladocss in Harry
Wharton's face,

* Frank—Franky, old man,” gasped Wharton, *it's all
soerene !

bk “Fh“l.?:l!

*The banknote's fonund.”

Nugent staggored back, and sat upon o bed.

“Fourd "' he murmured faintly.

“Yez. Hurray! It was in Bunter's studv. The young
hound had hidden it to sevew s roward out of Lord Mauleverer,
but he pretends that he found it.  Tt's all right, Frank. And
vou owe it all to the Bounder. He found Bunter out,'

“0Oh, Hapey !

“Ana Mr. Quelch has taken the note to the IHead, and
you're ta o to him, and it will be all right. I'f'urr;u_'-;ﬁ"z

And Wharton, in his delight, seized Frank, and waltzed
reaangd the packed box with him tiill Frak was gasping with
breathlessness and rebief and gludness,

O you go to the Flead!™ said Wharton, dragging Frank
from the dormitory. ' Halla! IMere's the Bouncder? It's
all right, Smithy, all serene 1™

The Bounder grinned,

‘““1 was in Bunter's study when he found the nete,” he
sxil. " He had it in an envelope hidden under the carpet
near the hearth, He had it thera all the time. He must
have picked it up after Nugent dreopped it out of the book.
The fat cad ought to be ragged for ths™

“And he will be” suid Wharton grimly.

*1 think FPve made it up to yon now, Nugent P said the
Bounder, with a grin. " You'd be ﬁtarting for the railway-
stiiion now if T hadn’t bowled Bunter out.”

“Quite right,” said Wharton.

Nugent held out his hand to the Bounder.

“Thank vou,” he said simply.

Then he hurried 1o the Head's study. e found Dr. Locke
very much disturbed. It was all q]nim elear now, cf course,
snd the Head reslised that he had come very near to com-
mitting o terrible injustics,

“Why did you make that confession, Wugent, when thore
was not a word of truth in it he asked steinly.

Frank hung his head.

“I—I wanted to save Dlicky, sir,” he faltered. ** You—
vau don’t know how the mater focls about Fim, siv. It would
have broken her heart if he had been expelled, and—and——"

“And you sacrificed vourself for himi"

“Well, sir, I—I'm the eldsr, and it was my place to look
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after him, and—and I'm sorry I told an untruth, sir, but—
bt thero was no other way.”

* You are pardoned, Nugent. T am only too glad that the
matier has turncd out so well, and that no one is guilly,"’
said DDr. Locke. *“The way the note was lost was oxfsn-
ordinary, but, thank Heaven, it was found in timd! You wmapy
go, Nugent, and I need not say that there is no stain npon
your character, or upon your brother's either.”

" Thank you, sir.

And Nugent went., He found his mother waiting with
Dl-‘.‘kr: in No. 1 Study., Mrs. Nugent listened in amaroment
to what he had to tell her.

: Purhugra remarse made itself felt
in her heart; she realised that she had been unjust to & noble
lad. She drew Frank to her heart, and her tears fall fast.

" You-—vou did that to save Dicky, and—and T believed it
was true,’” she faltered., * Oh, Frank, forgive me! Can you
forgive your mather?’

“ o't talk like that, mother,”” =zaid Frank huskily. " Tt's
all over now, and, thank woodness, it’s turncd out =0 well.”

*“ My dear, dear, noblo boy !

* It was jolly decent of you, Franky, old :hap,” said Dicky,
nearly blubbering. * I=1—I think it was jolly decent, but—
but what an ass you were.”’

Frank laughed. He could afford to laugh now. The two
brothers saw Mre. Nugeat to the station, snd she deparied
with a happy face. Morning lessons were nearly over wien
they returned to Greyfriars. Frank entered the Hemove
Form-room, and as the junior entered the Remove vose as if
by clockwork and cheernd him. Even the fellows who had
been the hardest on him, even Snoop and  Skinner a]‘!d
Bolsover, joined in thut cheer. Mr. Quelch looked vp in
amazement, then he smiled, and allowed the juniors to shout
to their heart's content.

. Iiurralr "

* Hip, hip, hurray ! . '

The cheering ceased at last, Frank took his seat with a
very red face. Mr, Quelch |¥av-:- him & kind amile,

“1 jein in the congratulations of xour Form-fellows,
Nugent,” he said, "I am heartily glad that the matter has
turned out so well, and T am ?rn::ud to have such a lad in my
Form., Woe will now resome.’

And they resumed., But after lessons that day, Frank
Mugent was the hero of the Remave, Billy Bunter had ex-
pected to take up that position, the fat junior having by this
fime come to regard himself as having been the good genius
m the case. But he was woefully undeceived. The Remdve
knew what Vernon-Smith had seen in the study—they knew
what Bunter had done,

The Head would have expelled him if hie had known He
did not know, but the juniors knew, and they made Bunter
sorry for what he had done. Lord Mauleverer insisted upon
miving DBunter the five-pound note he had promised hig;
but that fiver was solemnly bornt under Bunter's nose, and
then he was licked. Tt was a vecord licking !

Every fellow in the Remove had & swipe ot Bunter, and
some of them several swipes, and by the time they hed
finished, Bunter felt very much swiped indecd. But he had
cortainly not had more than he deserved, and his groana
broaght him no pity.

And after justice had been done upon Bunter, Lord Maul-
overer expended a very considerable portion of the recovered
fifty-pound note in standing a tremendoue fecd to celebrate
the oocasion. It was a fecd that broke the record in the
Greyimiars Remove.

Lord Mauleverer’s study was erammed.  Fellows sat on
chairs and stools, and on the fender, and on the window-
sill, and the table and the Bookcase. Bome stood, and some
sat on the floor. It was a crowded house, as Bob Cherry
vemarked, but everybody was joyful,

Frank Nugent was the pucst of the evening, and he was
the most cheerful of all. It was an ending very different
from what mizht have followed the Schoolboy’s Bacrifice !
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THE OPENING CHAPTERS.

When Professor Hugley, the renowned American scientist,
startles tho world by announcing that he is off to find the
North Pole in his wonderful air-craft, the Cloud King, there
15 only one min who dares to enter the lists against him on
behalt of Great Dritain, and that man is Ferrers Loed, thio
famous milliomoire and inventor. Lord pits his wonderful
submarine, the Lord of the Deep. againat the Cloud King
in roe tuost amazing race the world has ever soen; the woal
iz the North Pole, and the prize 2 million pounds !

The prelininaries aro soon settled, a judze s appointed to
gecompany each of the competitors, and the great raco
ComMUERCes

With I'errers Lord are Ching-Lung, Rupert Thurston, and
Gan-Waga., an Fskime, while Hugley ia accompaniod b
araiva. a Cuban, and Estebian Gaechio, a huge nerre. These
latter snon show themselves in their troe colours, and the
Clond King no sooner reaches the region of oo than Fuclew,
and such of the erew as are loval to him, are murdered, and
Parziva and Guechio assume control of the airship.

In the meantime Fervevs Lord and Thurston, at the head
of a party, arve exploring a mysterions chain of caves, which
scem to offer a weans of raining the Poie. By touching a
seerrt spring in the rock Lord finds bis way inlo the
wonderful treasurc-house of some ancient roce.  He and
Thurstan AT @XAmLnm its wondera when the rock door
shuts to, owing to the breaking of its mechaniam, and the
two adventurers are entombed in the cavern. Ching-Lungr,
15 charge of the Lord of the Deoep, is surprised by a visit
from Gacchio, the giant negro, whe has missed his way after
having landed on the ice from the pirate airship.

(racchio is taken prisoner, and confined in a eahin,
negro, however, after killing onc of the crew. escapes.

Meanwhile, Maddock and the crew of the launch are
blasting the rack door of the cavern {o release the prisoncra,
Farrers Lord, while exploring the cavern is suddenly startled
bil-' the appearance of a speck of lizght shining througn the
gloom.

The

{Now go on with the story.)

The Specire of the Cavern Escapes, and is Pursued —

Balfled — “There He Is!" — A Sirange Boat on a
Stranger River.

- Ferrers Lord's eyces were [ixed on the dancing specle. Tt
inereased in size and brightness. It was coming nearer,
Could it bo that they were not the only tenants of the silver
cavern?

Ah, the light had vanished !

“"Biay where you are, Jupoert!”
harslily. “ Do not follow e '™

His tone was sufficient, and Thurston did not attempt to
argpue.  The millionaice whipped out his revolver, and
-dashed into the tunnel. A second pessage branched off to
tho left. There was the lizht again, dancing and Rickering.
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saidd the millionaire

What did 1t mean? Tt was ne will-o' theswisp, for it
rotreated stoadily. Foreers Lard threw the Tight from his
own famp on the ground, and saw the print of a noked
hunan  foot,

His elutch tightened upon his revolver. To orisk his Hife,
te plange headlong into danger was wint be loved most,
He guickered his paee tooa ron, and agata the hieht vanished,
and imnenetrable darliness shut down befors hime  11is nwn
gy theew his shadow on the roof 1ike that of a giand,

{Teedies: of pitfalls—his one aim being to overtale the
myaterions being who fled away like a spestre—he ran on,

Ho thouglt he heard o faint cry. The hollow echoes of
thie cavern Aung back the clutter of dron-shortt hoofs. The
Licht again! He was raining—eaining =aiivlv,

Y Stand, or T shoot 17

Ile had éauzht a glimpse of the specteal fornn. In hia
burning excitcment, he forgot he was speaking Purlsh, A
woetrd hollow Eaugh answercd him. A <udden Blow  dashed
ihe lamp from hizs hawmd.

Soencihing rushed ot him oot of the darkness. ard his
revalver belched out its red Aaue,

It showed him a wild, hazeward face, o wild, tossing mane
of snow-white hair, and two blood-hen cres. as savage and
cruct as the cves of a woll. i

Then e was Aung back, two zinewy arms twivied eonnd his
body, and the acil breath of some e or coonster folt hot
arainst his cheek.

Hoom !

The echo of the Tourth explosion celwwed tireough the
BAVELIE,

The explosion had Dblown = waping  hole i the thick
rock, and a few scconda later, when frogments had consed
to fall, the faces of the cheering rescoors appeared throuch
ilic smoke., The two faint reporte of the millionaire's
revolver sont Rupert dashing inte the cavern. IThseipline
or no discipline, order or no orders. be must Gired his Friend
and magter.

Forrera Lord's foobprintz, stamped clearly on the sand,
guided him. He heard a fierce. wolfish ey, the noise of &
struggle, and ran like a stag. Then be held his lamp above
hia hend.

* Don't shoot [ he eoried.

£ T!JP1I it’s vou I said the miliionaire, i a tone of intensa
surprise. By Jove! I was just going to put a bullet
throush rou! Where's the fellow gone?"

“YWhat fellaw ¥

“That's more than T can sav 7" drawled Ferrers Lonl,
brushing the dust from his clothes. * He has not left his
name and addrezs. I have had the gueercst of adventures.
Thoe unlknown gentleman evidently lay in wait for me, and
he certainly bowled me over. I rot hold of his arms, Lut e
broke away., [ suppose he saw vou coming.”™

U Did vou got a goodd look at him

“No: only a glimpse as my revelver oxploded. He woas
not pretty.  He seemed torhave a tremendous manoe of white
hair, and a huge beard. Help me to find my lamp.  Look,
that iz sweet 1V

A snear stood embedded in the sand up io the very shafr,
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“ Tntended for your ribs, I suppoze,™ satd Thurston, with
& =iunt shiver.

I suppose so. My lamp iz ruined, but there are spare
et in tho launeh. 1 should like to find this fellow, Rupert.
1lere is a double track, Ie's pone straiyght shead again”

He pointed to a double line of foctprints—the marks of
vakee feet. Ferrers Lord blew o gheill blast on his silver
witistle that brought the rescuer:, headed by Maddock,
ratging down the tunnel,

* Do vou intend to follow the chap?” asked “Thurston.

'“1 should like to inuncnsely ! drawled the millionaire.
“T only wish we had ool to push on to the Pole so =zoon.
Nothing would pleaso e betrer than to explore these caves
ol 1‘.'(?!&0.1‘- By letting the fellow o, we muay nii=s somo
siartling disrovery.”

“We nay lose our lives,”' mulbtered Rupert bencath lis
Leeath.,  ** We'll tesa for it,” he said aloud.  ** Tajl we
votreat,™

He zpun up hall-a-cvown. It fell with the head uppermost.

* Back to the launch, Maddeoel: 1"* said Fervers Lord, l{m-l:
o gocd wateh, for one never knows what to expect in this
uncanny  plece. Unless something happens, we zhall neot
bt more than an hour. Take two men. To the right-about,
and gquick-omaveh 1M
- Muddock sighed as he tramped away. It was hard to miss
the fun, and mount guard over the launch. Thurston pitied
hiry, and, calling him back, soothed him with a present of
CIZars.

The footprints were wide apart, and told that the fugitive
wis running. Ferrerz Lord cautioned them to be alert, and
th=y advanced at a brisk tvot. One of them stumbled, and
etiored an exelamation.,

“ What iz it ?"? asked the milbonaive,

“Tt looks like a taypot, sir. 1 alimost fell over it.”

“ An old-fashioned Eastern lamp,” said the millionaire,
tuking the object from his hand:; “and half full of oil. A
watch here, Rupert! Our unknown friend has dropped this.
We'll leave 1t as & guide.”

e lighted the wick protrading from the metak spout, and
Lit the lamp on a ledpe of rn:i. They went on asain for
a hureleed vards. The lamp was burning hrightly,

“ Bofillod I'' said Ferrvers Lored.

The footprints ¢ended. They stopped in amaze. It spemed
as if the fugitive had suddenly found wings and fown into

the am.
“Well,"” said Rupert slowly, *that’s a puzzler! Where

on rarth haz he pot o "'

Forrers Lovd langhed, and pointed to a ereviee in the wall

“1It i3 simple,” he eaid. “ Look where the light falls on
the rock. Wll?uat do you see there 7™

* Mothing," said urston, ' execept a sht.”

* Look closer, my dear fellow,"” drawled the millionaire.
“%ou must learn £0 use your eyes and braing better.”

I see a little splash of red, if that's what you mean.”

Y That is it exactly. Now observe the last footprintds. The
two are listed towards the left. and there are no heel marks
The fellow made a spring here, and got his hands into the
crevier,  ITe eut his finper where vou sce the stain. He went
bark hand over hand, and——"

“ Thero he is—there he s 1"

The shout came from Thurston. An indistinet figure was
dashing away. They saw him leap and seize the lamp they
had left behind. He went up the rock like a cat, and vanished
into the roof of the tunnel.

They sprang after him. A darck hele yawned in the roof.
They had passed it without secing 1. Ferrers Lord fieed
two shoets into i, to make sure that the fasitive was not
lurking therve to stab them as they descended, and then
clambered up.

The ascent was easy, jutting knobs of rock giving ample
foothold.  As he pulled himself through, Ferrers Lord canght
a glimpse of the twinkling light moving swiftly away. The
excitament of the ¢ had set every nerve tingling. Iie
shouted to the othera to follow swiftly, and ran on.

His lamp showed him that he was in a gallory similar to
the first, but higher and wider. Thurston and the men, just
ns eager and excited as the chief, came hurrying after him.
With a rifle it would have been easy to bring down the
spectral figure, but Fervers Lord would have none of it
. .fu soft, :iwmi'ung sound, like the swaying of branches in a
hoblit breeze, began to creep through the tunnel. The light
danced on before them, but they were gainine sround, for it
showed brighter and clearer.

“Tnless he

“There’s water ! cried Thurston.
to swiin for it, we have him now.™

The sluggish swish-swish had increased in intensity. A
silvery streamn gleamed through the darkness.  The men
uttored & cheer,

The fapitive was at bay. Thoey saw the wild, half naked
Genre standing with his back against a huge boulder besida
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the stream. His lomp lay at his fect, and he seomod elreup-
gling to move the stone. They rushed forward.

The great boulder toppled, &nd fell into the stream with
a sullen splash.

Thoy came to & halt, dumb with overwhelming astonishs
ment. The mighty stone had not sunk. It Hoated on the
white stream like a2 eork., The strange ereature sprang upon
it, lamp ia hand. And while they stood there amazed, the
stome drifted swiltly away, the lamp shimmering like a star,

“Well, I'm hanged ! zosned Thurston slowly. _

Ferrers Lord burst into & fit of laughter, and tossed a
sisller stone into the waeter. If, too, floated buoyantly.

* Cuickzilver,” he said—""a river of cquicksilver! No
wonder stones feat upon i, My dear Rupert, you could
make a voyawe here on oa raft butlt of flatirons in perfect
cafoty, Bee, iy revolver floais like a paver boat!™

Thurston wiped hiz forehead.

“Whew ! Quaicksilver, 13 117 A bit of a startler to see &
great rock used as a boat. It gave me quite &8 turn. I'm
ufizid that joehnny has given us the shp”

“1I fear s0."’

A faint cry of defiance was hurled back at them. The light
was no larger than o shilling,

“Wa may as well give it oup,"” drowled Ferrers Lored.
“Wouldn't poor Van Witrer ro into ecstasies over this for
forming a company?  We nuy mnever want for money,
Bupert. Come, lads!™

They gained the silver cavern where the great drum was
grinding and groaning. Ferrers Lovd twisted down the lever,
turning the current of water aside. As they passed between
the two carved bears tha light went out,

Anything to report, Maddoelk "

" Nothing, sie."

“All on hoard, then,” drawled Ferrers Lord, *and back
ta the ship.”

They shob swiftly down with the outgoing tide, through
the caverns of the piginics, who howled menacingly and Rung
harmless spears, and gained the open sea. It wos :nowing

still.

Estebian Gacchlo Brings Strange News — The Drugging of
Sir Clement Morwith,

Geiner Pavaiva let fall the glass that was half raised to
his lipg, and ik broke to fragimenis.

“You are mad, amigo! It connet be ! ) )

“ Do you think I am a fool?” snarled Estebian Gaechio,
“Tio you think T want to tell you fairy-tales? Do you think
T o not know how to wvse my cars? Death of my life, I
Lknow it's true!”

“PBut a subterranean passage to the Pole ! gasped the
Cuban., ‘It iz impossibie!"” ] ]

The giant negvo bit the end off a cigar, and refilled his
glags with champagne. .

""i".r:-ul are losing your norve' he speered. ™ You look
seared I )

Paraire lung back his chair, and began to pace the cabin
Feverishly.

“Tell me apatn what you heard."”

W With pleasure, #miro. Caramba, I ain proud of mysclf!
T struck the trail of & brar, and followed it south. I got one
bullet info it, but the brute had the lives of Gfty cela. Still
1 followed, though I was ravenous. At last I stumbled upun
it in the embrace of an ugly-——"

“ Enough of that! I asked what you heard.”

The negro's eyes gleamed angrily, for Parnira’s tone wes
roagh.

“Bueno " he sail. “I am not a dog, Gomez, tc be
shouted at ! 1lave a care, amigo ! _

“You fool!™ snavled Paraira. “ You cannot understand
what thiz means to us, It mean: win or lose-—suceess or
failure. Then do not tell me the story again, if you do not
wizsh. I know enough.”

Gacchio shrupged his shonlders,
'?Wlnat 15 L]]EEIE to tell? 1 pretended to be moro hurt than

T really was, though my teeth still ache, and my bead rings.
Caramba! They fed me with beeftea. and then the fool
who hed charge of me leoft me, t]unI-:mg T was damaged
enough to keep my bed for a few daya could bear them
chattering. They {Iaﬂ found the waw fo the Pole thraugh
» creat cavern. Ferrers Lord was exploring it then,

‘S Caramba! 1 found the conversabion interesting. Thoy
intend to commence the vovage to-morrow, Then the chatter-
ine fools moved off, and I wenf to pay my debt to *nat
geeursed Chinee. I found his cabin, and arranged a littlo
surprise. Ha, ha, ha! I got clear away through a porthole,
and stole their boat. Yes, Gomez, I am prond of myself.

The Cuban sat down again and rolled a cigarette. The
look on his dark, handsomo face sobered the negro.

Bsf FRANK RICHARDS,
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*Wo must deog the Englishman to-night.”
“Drog him! VWhy "
it Estebian, you are a fool " growled Paraiva. * We must

silence him while we act.  Luck has been dead against us.  In
three days we have hardly pained as many knots against these
northerly winds.  The repair: are only hall finished, and
one of the engines is working badly.”

“ But what has all this to do with the Englishman ?™

Paraira bent forward eagerly.

“1If Ferrers Lord enters that chanoel we are lost!"

“Why lost? You speak riddles.™

“Fool!™ snavled Puraira contemptucuszly. I have been
!D-:rkillg at the engine. It must break down belfore long, and
that will mean a delay of at least a week., That will pive
Ferrers Lord a week’s start. We must strike now, or not
at nll. Tf he cnters the cavern we cannor reach him. Do
you understand pow 2

“Caramba! Yes. What more?”

“Weo muzt drug Morwith, and sink the Lord of the Deep.”

“ To-night ™

“This very night,” said Paraira.

Hut how ?  The baronet kept himsell almost iike a prisoner
in s cabin. Alker taking the reckoning he was seldom seen.
It was imperative that !faa should be silenced, for without
Iiis written testimony that the race had been fairly won the
stakes would not be handed over. As yet—so craftily had
they worked—he had nothing definite against them—no
peaof, nothing but dark suspicions of murder cpon murder.

“The fool pucsses too much already,” szaid the Cuban.

“ And the risks are great, He must not goess that he has
been dragped, or all will be over™

Paraira knitted his brows and pondered. .

“Wea epuld drug some wine lightly," he zaid—* just enough
to maka him sleep. He would not taste it in champagne.
That's the only plan I ean think of. Give meoe a bottle of
wing, and T will show you how to go to work., T shall wane
two. Ring the bell !

A zervant brought the second bottle. Carefully the Cuban
drew the cork of the first. A little of the wine spurted out.
Then with his knife he cavefully removed the gold paper
from the neck of the onopencd bottle. A few drops of
greenish loguid were placed in the wine.

ITe recorked it, and pasted on the gold paper,

Y anlandid ' said Gacchio admiringly. ™ No one on earvih
would ever dream that thiz had been famvered with. What
is the drugr you have used?"’

‘A proparation of opiunt”

diftaramba! You used to be an opium eater youwrself,
But how ean wvou make the horse drink, amizo? Tt 15 easy
{.‘“U'LI[.E]':* to take him to the water, but can you make him
drink ¥

Paraira rolled another cigarette, and placed it between
his lips.

i til:'d.it “nﬂ l.f..arn‘” he- i'..:ﬁl_.l,_ o TE].D il.-.l'l}l Wi.[] E'I'.I.E-]_':'Eﬂt ﬂﬁrthing‘,
for T will drink wizh him out
of the same bottle”

" What, vou mean O
poison yourself ¥

“ Bah " langhed the
Cuban., “You are too dull
of brain. 1 am an opoemn
eator still A man by con-
stant use,’ starting at  first
with very httle, and stoadily
increasing  the doses, a4
have, can take enough poson
to kill twenty ordinary mon
without harming  himself.
One glass of that wine will
sond  the Epglishman to
sleen; the whole bottle would
not make me even drowsy.

am  going  to  sea  the
bBavonet, When 1 ["t]'l“,;,,Ir sond
in the wine.”

“¥ou are a wonder,” said
the giant negro—*" a wonder
amone men,”

Puffing at his eclrarette,
Paraira left the cabin. At
hiis knock the baronet opened
hiz door.

“May I come in, songrt"

The barenct bowed and
e ol aside. Paraira looked
i hin o econsternation,

“How il  you lnols,
amigo ! he drawled. * You
do not get enough fresh air,

—
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and vou write too much. Why do you cut vourseli aloof
from us, like o hermil, when we are lonming for vour socicty ¥
Ii is unkind of you, senor. You are getting guite pale el
thin. This will not do. Caramba ! We have lost maay, but
we can't afford to lose vou.”

“I am well onough, senos”

Broth voice and loeoks belicd the baranet’s words,
deadly whits.

Pavaira spread out his hands tragicelly.

“But why have you forsaken us, senor? How have we
displeased you? Forgive me if 1 have intruded, but I wanted
a chat with you. l: was a black day for us when we lost
the professor. am no engineer, and I miss him fercibly,
T wonted to ask you whether you would Yaok at one of the
CTIEIIECS. have a very poor konowledze of machinery, bk
cnough to tell me that it is working badly. The bearings aet
heated, in sr.-jte of what we have done.  To-morrow morning,
perlraps—""

“71 shall be at vour service, senor,” answered the baronet
coldly,

Paraira bowed his thanks.

“You are writing the history of the voyaze, senor?" he
asked, glancing at the closely-written sheets on the table,

“ Yes, senor.”

The baronet remained standing, and Paraiea cursed under
his breath while he snuled blandiy.

“Bueno! 1 have no doubt it will be a brnilhant work in
such hands. I am sorry to interrupt vou, but the society of
our friend Fstebian—rood fellow as he s—is makine me
bored. I must force myself upon vou while I smoke a
cigarette, It 13 sad o see you looking so il A plass of
wine 15 what you nead,”

“1 am not chirsty, senor.”

“But [ st said the Cuban sailv—*'T insist, senor!
Your pale face 15 a discredit to the Clowd King. I will take
no refusal.  Cavamba! I shall be insulted  yvou decline.
Sit down, amigo—sit down!”

The very sight of him, with his smiling face and silvery
"r_'l:-.i'iﬂﬂhﬁ].!l".d Sir Cloment with losthing,  1lle saf down amatnst
his will, and Paraiva pushed the button of the electric bell.
A manservant answered it

Y Champagne, Stephano ™'

“ 8, senorI”

It was brought on a silver tray, with two plates,
sallow servant opened the bottle.

“ A bad cork,” said the Cuban. “ It hardly popped.”

“It was the way I opened it, scnor. Thoe wine i« full of
sparkle.”

80 I perceive. Ah, Sir Clement, there is nothine like
wine, and no wine like champagne ! The very look of it as
it. creams and foumns, lightens one’s heart.  Drink, drink!
Heve is success to our voyage, senor, and success to you !
He drained his glass at a
gulr, and held it out to ba
replenished.  The wine,
though he sipped it slowly,
I\n"::nnl_!gh’r;I a  mlow  into  thoe
baronet's cheels.

“* Caramba ! You look
another man already,” orisd

Ho waa

Tha

Paraira; “and the mirrgy
will tell vou sg, Anotheyr

5 plass "
By Sheer «n, nare senor"

answored the baronet, moe
cartly than ever.  “I must
wrife I

s short fone was onp of
dismissal, and could not be
iznored.  Paraira bow el

Grit."”

Next Tuesday's long,
complete story deals
with the arrival at Grey:

friars of a lad in very o 1 :

1 imself out in his  stately
humble circumstances, g..pin way, loaving tho
but wha poisesses a ipn behind bt Ha

brave spirit and a stount
heart. Vernon-Smith &
Co. do their best—or
worst--to drive him from
the school, but Dick
Penfold wins through

“BY SHEER GRIT."

laughed triumphantly as tho
door closed.

“Well
eagerly.

“The bait is taken. Come
on deck quietly. Tn an hour
I shall de the rest.”

Dhis thrilling adventure story1oill ba
contrined {6 nexd week’s number of
“Ihe Magnet" Library, Ovderearis,
Price 1d. Y The Ghost Ship,” lo
Sidiey Drew, now appearing in the
¥ Bowg Friend,” Id., should be read
Iy ail readers fn feregted 40 " Beyornd
the Eternal Tee '™

asked  Gacchia

NS ’
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