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Tap: Harry Wharton was pacing to and fro in the
locked room when the sound fell upon his ears. He
! glanced towards the window as he heard the tap on
the glass, and uttered a cry of surprise. A face
was pressed to the glass. * Frank!”

tapped again. (See Chapter 74.)

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Advice Not Wanted.
¥ BETTER not, Harry 1"

|
Nugent [
I;

gy, e

“I've made up my mind.”
14 But_'_F!
“1 tzll you I've made up my mind!" exclaimed
Harry Wharton irricably., ** You can help me or not as you
:ink?. but I've made up my mind nbout what I'm going to
o'
Frank Nugeut compressed his lips. The chums of the
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Remove Form at Greyiriars were in their study, No. 1, in
the Remove passage. It was very seldom that angry
voices were heard proceeding from that study; Wharton
and Nugent pulled together.wenderfully well.

Wharton, 1t 15 true, was supposed to have a somewhat
touchy temnper; but Nugent waz sunny and good-humoured,
and would have got on well with anybody.

But just mow the tempers of both the juniors wero
perilously near danger-point, Harry Wharlon was pale
with anger—though his anger was not directed against
Nugent.  Frank Nugent was looking impatient and ox-
nsperated.

*You needn't put it like that,” he exclaimad heatedly;
1 supposs I shall hﬂi];r vou if you want me to. But I
think it's & rotten idea.”

“1 haven't asked wou what vou thought about it," said
Wharton tartly, * I simply asked you if you would help me
out of the dorm. to-night?”

“If I'm going to help you, you cun have the benefit of
my opinton as well’ s rank. "I think the idea's
rotbon, and it will get vou into trouble

O | dﬂln't 'ﬂﬁrﬁ-”

“If Loder cufs up rusty over it, the matter will come
before the Head.”

* Lot at I

“¥ou might get expelled from Greyiriara™

Navambar 11th, 1911,
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“I'm ogoing to rizk it

Frank Nugent made an impatient gesture.
pear to losing his temper.

Harry Wharton, with his hands thrust deep info his
pockets, turned awsay, his handsome face darkened by a
frown. There was no doubt thet Wharton had a temper,
when bs gave 1t play. As a ruie, ha was quiet and pacific,
and ressrved; but when his temper was provoked it was
abmoit too muck for him to control. More than once that
had ciused him trouble in his career at Greyviriars. He
turned to the window, and stood looking out into the Clese,
hiza eyes gleaming under his knitted brows.

It was a keen, sunny afterncon. From the study window
Wharton could see the football ground, and several téaims
Maying- there. The sight would have interested him at any
cther time: but pow he hardly noticed it. Even the shout
of “Goal!™ from the distanea failed to make him glance
again.

Frank Nagent watched his chum uneasily. There was
silance in the study. As Frank looked at his chum, he saw
his profile, and he saw o darl bruise on Wharton's fore-
boad, yust under the darlk, early hair  He started a little.

“ Wherg did vou get that bruise, Harry ¥

Wharton swuang round.

“ Oh, that was Loder ! he said, with a bitter smile,

“The hound ! Nuogent exclaimed indignantly.

“T'm going to make him smart for it, Frank 1"

“If the Hesd knew what a rotten bully he was, he
wouldn't be allowed to remain a prefect,” said Frank,

' But he deean’t know.” _

“ Look here, Harry, old man, T know yoa must feel
savage ot baing handled that way by Loder,”” said Nugent
aarnestly, “ but—but I don't like to ses you so revengeful.
Thera are other ways of paying him out, besides the one
vou've thought of. f wish vou'd give up the idea, Harry."

Wharton's face set obstinately.

“T'm not going to give up the ides,” he said,

N1;_5E"t bit his lip.

“You might be civil about it, at all events,” he said
sharply.

Wharton shrugged his shoulders.

“ The gquestion iz, whether vou will hel
axelaimed. ““If vou won't, I'll ask Bab
say ves or no.”’

“ Tell me exactly what you mean to do.”

Wharton gave another impatient shrug.

““I've told you once, Nugent. DLaoder licked me this after-
noon, for nothing, before a crowd of chapsa! He pitched
e across the fpa.ag.aga when he'd finished. I've got this
bump to show for it. It's zll because of the resistance we
mede about fagging for the Sixth; but Loder has some lie
ready, f I complained about him. But he knows I won't
complain.™

*“ Well, sneaking i3 barred,” said Nugent.

““ Exactly. The cad feels quite safe about that. But I'm
going to take the matter into my own hands. I'm going to
his “room to-might, with s horsewhip, end I'm going to
thrash him. I'm rot big enough to tackle him with m
hands, or I'd fight him, prefect az he 13; but that’s no good.
But to-night I shall yank him out of bed and horsewhip
him, before he knows what's happening to him. He can
smash me sfterwards if he likes, but he can’t alter the
fact that he's been horsewhipped by a junior.”

“ 1t would serve him right." said Nugent slowly.

“I'm glad vou admit that,” seid Wharton sarcastically.

“But I don't hike tha idea.™

“'Why not?"”" demanded Harry sharply.

“ Wall, ¥ doo’t like the idea of {eking a chap by surprise
1t hed, for one thing ; and——"

1 shouidn’t have any chance against the big brute
otherwise,"

“1 know; but—"*

* And was it fair of him to tackle me as he did—a fellow
not high encugh to resch his shoulder—and three years
younger.''

“Well, we don’t expect Loder to play the game,” said
Nugent. “ He's a howling cad, I know that. But there's
no need to imitate his methods, —"

Wharton clenched his hards.

“* 8o I am acting like o howling cad, eh 7" he exclaimed.

“1I didn't say sg—="

" But you meant it."

" Look herg---—"'

“Fva heard encugh. I don't want your opinion, Frank
Nugent. If you don't want to help me, I can get another
chap to ﬂ{.'rfil:,” said Wharton savagely. * Enough said.”

 But——"

“ Oh, cheese it !"

Nugent's aves flashed. :

“I know you're upset by what's happened this after-
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me or not,” he
herry. You can

noon, or you wouldn't be allowed to lalk to me like that™
he exclaimed angrily.

“* Oh, rats!”’

A Lock here, Wharton—""

““ Oh, give us a rest!"

Nugent clenched his fists. Wharton's hands were elonched,
too, and they faced one another with blazing eves. The
chums of the Remove had never been so near te laving
hands upon one ancther: and in one second more, probably,
blows would have been struck. But in that eecond, for-
tunately, there came an interruption. The study deor was
kicked open, and a ruddy, cheery face looked into the
roorl.

“ Halle, hallo, hallo!"” exclaimed Boly Cherry cheerfully.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Bob Cherry, the Peacemaker.

OB CHERRY, of the Remove, looked curicusly at the
chums of No. 1 Study. Harry Wharton dropped his
hands, looking wvery sheepish, and Nugent turned
away with a crimson face. Both the juniors felt

rashamed of having been canght in such ‘an attitude. Bob
Cherry grinned.

“Sorry to interrupt the circus,” he said. “If you twe
fatheads are poing to hammer each other, don't mind me,
1'1'1‘ Eit I-::m: tl:g.a tabla and keep time."

" You sce, Bob—you—you see—""

Bob Cherry nudcf d.

“No, 1 don't eeo,” he repliad; “but that'a all right,
hammer away! Therc are some fﬁga in the pdasage, too;
I'll call them in te look on; they'll find it amusing.”

“Lock hers, Bob——"

“ And Vernon-Smith, and Bolsover, I dare say they'd be
glad to see you hammering one mt‘]qir,” said Bob Cherry
sarcastically. “ Go it !"”

“¥You see——" -

“*You blithering asses!’” eaid Bob Eh&rr;jr,.{:hangingj his
tone. ‘* What are you rowing about? Don't you feel jolly
well ashamed of yeursélves?’’

“We're not rowing,” ssid Wharton, blushing.

Bob Cherry grinned.

“ It Jooked remarkably like it, when I came: in,” he
exclaimed; “but I dare say my eyes deceived me. 1 cup-
pose vou were really arguing ouwi some point im Latin
grammar?’

Harry Wharton laughed—he could not help it. It was
Very _d.i&.cul't t¢ remain . in & bdd temper with Bob Cherry in
the roon. '

“h, don't be an asa, Boh! I suppose we were both
gotlting rather ratly. Nugent doesn’t want to help me
carry out sn ides of mipe——""

* "I didn't say I wouldn't help you—'"

“ And I don't want him to, anyway," said Wharton. *' I{'s
simply & question of helping me ocut of the dermitory
window to-might, with a rope, and you can do it, Bob.”

Baob Cherry looked serious. )

* Breaking bounds at night!" he exclaimed.

“Oh, I'm pot going far ™

“How far?"

“As far as Loder’s study " 1

Bob Cherry whistled comprehensively.

“(Oh, you've had trouble with Loderi™ :

“ ¥es," said Harry, between his testh, * I've been licked,
and chucked about, because I toock the lead in stopping
fagging for the Sixth. I'm going to horsewhip or in his
own room.'

" Phew "

‘““ Nugent doesn’t approve—""

“I didn't say exactly that—""

“It's a good idea,” said Bob Cherry, “I'll come and

ha{g." i
harton shook his head.

“No, you won't,”” he said, *'there may be trouble over
it, and I'm not gaing to drag anyboedy else into if. But you
can help me out of the derm. window on & rope. I can't
get into Loder’s room by the door—it's kept locked at might
ot the inside. I shall have to gef in at the window.”

““ Like & giddy burglar ¥

* That, can’t be belped.” s T
"I say it’s a rotten ides,” burst out Nugent, “and it will
jolly well lead to trouble.”

“I don't care if it does.”

“ h, you're a silly ass!”

* Look here, Nugent——"’
Bob Cherry waved his hand paafically. .
“ Order! Order!" he -exclaimed, * Cheesp it, both of

a! I don't ses that the wheeze iz & bad one, Franky;
ut if you don’t like it, 1'll help Wharton instead af you.
Loder ought to get it i the neck, 1 know that. He ‘was

“WHEN A BOY'S DOWN |7 1= thispeks \am’ Livrary.
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Wharton gave a wild look round at the condemnatory faces. “I—I am innocent'” he muttered, huskiiy,

“ Doctor Locke !

Ask Mr. Quelch —ask Wingate—ask any of the fellows, it I've ever done a rotten cowardly 1

thing like that before.” * Talk is useless, Wharton " sald the Head, sternly, “ Take hlm away !’ (See Chapter 12) |
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bullying Bkinner today in & rotten way. I know Bkinner's
& cad, but Loder was ragging him for nothing. He seems
to have made up his mind to come down lieavy on the
Bemove, since we stopped the fagging. He ought to be
made to sit up.'

“1e's going to be made to sit up to-night,” said Harry
Wharton, comprezsing hes lips.

* There's one thing you've overlooked —suppose he's out 7"
grinped Bob Cherry.  * 1 know that Loder spends at least
one nicht a week down at the Cross Keys in Friardale,
gambling wilh Mr. Cobb and his set.”

“If he's gut to-night, I can try again to.morrow.”

“It's o rotten idea,” sall Frank Nugent, “and I won't
have anything te do with it.”

“I don't want you to,” said MHarev.

“ Peace, my children, peace ! said Bol Cherrr. * You
can stand out of the matier, snd Wharton can go ahead,
and vou'll both be pleased that way. You can agree to
ifier. No need to slang one another and pommel over a
litthe mattor like this."”

“Whartun's an cbstinate pea— -

Y WNoagent's in a funk—"

“What I"" roared Nugent.

“Hold on!” shouted DBoli Cherer.

“EBrer-r! I'll tolly well show the obstinate chump whether
I'm in & funk or not ! vol'ed Nurent,

He rushad at Whartow,

The latter, nothing loth, put up his hands te meet him:

Tae Maower Lineany.—No. 190,
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and the two chums were nearer than ever to a desperaie
creounter,
But Boh Cherry rushed betwaen.

"Heold on! Btop! Ow! Wow! Yow!"
Cherry.

The unfortunate Bob had suffered the fate of many
peacemakera—the wrath of both parties had descended upon
him. Wharton and Nugent were both hitting out, and
Wharton's right croshed upon Bob Cherry's ear, while
Mugent's left caught him in the cye.

Y ¥ow ! Yﬂwp! Yaroop IV

“My hat—"

' Borry—"

“Yuro-o-goh 1"

The unfortunale Bob rolled on the carpet, guite dazed.
Wharton and Nugent dropped their hands, and stopped and
Lelped him to rise. Bob Ei?:errj.r looked quite dazed as he
stood upon his feet, He caressed his eye with one hand,
and his car with the other.

“ Sorry, Bob—"

“Ow! You frabjous asses!” roared Bob Cherrr. “ You
unspeakable chumps! You horrible idiots! You dangerous
jabherwocks 1

" F1a, ha, ha!

*Yow! COw!’
“%uim accidental! You seo—"

“Yowl ¥ou can punch each other's silly heads as much

roared Bob

I—I mecan I'm awfully sorey——"

ASp TSR “ HIS LAST MATCH !” BJBAUsiigrnes
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88 vou like, I'vo had emough of peace-making!" said Bob
Cherry indignantly, and he tramped out of the study.

But there wis no more head-punching in No. 1 Study.
Harry Wharton followed Bob Cherry out of the study, and
Nugent way left alone,

—r——

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
The Bully of the Sixth!

Fag” .

Tt was Loder’s voion,

A seuttling of feet followed the call

Exery junior who heard Loder's voice hustened bo put as
much distance #s possible betwecn himself and Loder.

The question of fagying had lately been thiushed out at
Greyfriars. It had Eh«run decided, once for sll, that the
Remove—the Lower Fourth-——were not subjeet to fugging for
the Sixth. But there had been a hard strugile an the peint,
snd the Sixth bhad taken theiv defeat with a very ill gruce,

Wingate, the ¢ in of the school, was pgood-humoured
cnough about it. He had doeclared that Remove fags werg
just as much & nuisanco as Third Form fags, and that one
was sz good as another, and as bad, and that for his part he
would bo thankful and contented to have no fags at all
But most of the Sixth felt that their persomal dignity had
suffercd in the matter; and the worst set in the Form—
Loder, and Carne, and Walkor, and & few others, hod lost
no opportunity of wisiting their chagrin vnd anger upon the
suecessful juntors.

Fasging the Remove was over and done with, but Loder
chose to revive it on his own special belislf.  And his
authority as a prefect pave him the power to ovder the
juniozs about, and to canc them for disohedience, and it was
rather difficult to tell where the propeyr anthority of a prefoect
began and ended. Juniors naturally felt chery about onter-
i info conflict with a prefect. wnd Lader had things voery
much his own way in dealing with them,

When Loder wanted "a fog, the safest thing for the
Removites to do was to ren.. And most of them did so. A
frw proud and stiff-nocked fellows like Wharton refused to
rui, and stond apon theiv vights; and upon those [ellows the
hand of Lodoer fell very lieavily.

Ve Fﬂ-g If'l

Loder came down the passage, and {wo or thvee juniory
who had not had timea Lo cseape erowded inte tho window
recess to avoid his glance.  But Loder spotted them there,
and came up with an angry frown,  There was Bkinner, of
the Bemove, and Tubb, of the Thivd, and Noecout minor—
Dirky Nugent—of tho Second o,

“ id you hear me eall?” demded Tooder.

* Ye-o5" snid Skinner nervously,

“ Why didn't yon come?™

CYou can't fup the Remove, vou know ™

Loder glaved at him,  The rales of Greyfrars allowed him
to fag either Tubb or Dicky Nugent, as he chose But he did
not choose, Tle strebehed ot his hund, and scized the
Kemovito by tha collar,

“Unmn an Y he said,

“ Levk here, Loder—""

Faoder shanl hin savaoely,

CI-I—1'N complain to Mr. Queleh,” stammered Skinner,

AL you!? @id Leder grimlv. * Then P give yon
enpperling fo complam abeatic Uoiee indo o my stody,™"

Skinner waz marched mto the stnde of the Lully of the
=Xl

Lodor gave Jum a twisr ihal sent him spinning jnto the
middle of the reom, and Bhivener, throwiog out his arms
11';-1]:!]:.;]1-3 ave himself, knocked o vase off the mantelpicee.

Srash !

The vase dropped into the grate, smashing to a hundred
Fragiments, and there was a shout of rage from Lader.

“You clunsy voung scoundee] 1

“Je=I conldn't help it, Loder ! stanumered Skinner, “I—
Ty sorry.”

“T'll teach you to wroek my stady,™

* I=I—=please let me go, Lodor.”

” ¥ou checky young sweep!™
“{ L—I il fag for you with=—with. pleasure, Tader, f son

e C

Lader smiled grimly,  Skinner was not of the siuff of which
heroes ave made, He was spiteful, and e could save up o
grudge for a very long time; but he was oot brave., But
cven & brave fellow might haye been dismaved at being shut
up 10 the study with the powerfully-built senior. Tn a tussle
witlh L'P-l:ifl‘, Ekjﬁﬂﬂr would have had o more chanee than a
Ay against & spider.

“I'mt roing to bring you yeuns sconndrels to your senses )
sard Loder. " Complain to vour Facm master, will you "

' I—I didn’t mean that, Toader”

Tae Macxer Lisrary.— No. 196,
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Loder was sélecting a cane.  Skinner watched him with
terrified eyes. It waa not always safe even to submit to the
bully. Loder bullied for the smusement of bullying. He
catmrie towards Skinner, and the Removite dodged desperalély
towards the deor. : J

Loder mado a clutch at him.

“ Stop!" he shouted.

Skinner did not stop. He reached the door, and dragged
at thehandle. At the same moment Loder’s grasp descended
upon him, and ho was dregred back into the Ebudly.

Then the cane sang through the air, and Jlashed upon
Skinner's back and legs,

Lasht lash 1 lash !

“Yow! Ow!"

“You young cub!’ said Loder.
Quelch, will vou! Take thati”

“Ow! ow !’

Lasht lash!

“Yaroch! Help! Oh!™” : :

Y.oder caned the junior till his arm was aching. Skinner
squirmed about wildly, but he could not escape the bully's
grip, and he could net cluode tho lashing of tha cane.

*There I exclaimed Loder, at Jast, flinging the junior from
him. “Now go and complain to your Form-master., I've
cancd you for breaking a vase in my study, do you hear?
MNow geb out.”

And ho opencd the door.

Skinner rushed out, narrowly escaped a kick from Loder's
boot, and sprinted down the passage. J.oder slammed the
door alfter him. )

Skinner, gasping with pain and rage, ran out of the Sixth-
Form passage, and in the hall almost ran into Bob Cherry.
Iiob ecaught him by the shoulder and steadied him.

' Hallo, hallo, hallo!” he exclaimed, *'In trouble again?"

“I's Loder V' gazped Skinner.

“(Oh, the cad I"

“I'm geing to complain!™ howled Skinner., “T won't be
canod for nothing. I'll make a complaint to Mr. Quelch.”

“ Botter think it over,” said Bob,  “ Prefects have the
right to cane, you know, and Loder’s too decp to leave marks
un you. He'll say you've dodic something, and he gave you
a flick or two. I know bim."

Skinner ground his teeth. He realised that Bob Cherry
was right. Loder was utterly unscrupulous; and there was no
doubt that, if a complaint was made, he would represent that
Skinncr had broken a vaso in his study from pure wischief,
and that he bad cancd him for it. : -

“Oh, T suppose he's too deep for me!” Fanted Skinner.
“ But I'll make him suffer for this, somchow. '

“ The cad ought to be kicked out of the school!™ said Harry
“"]1urt-:::|1+, between his teeth, * But he will be sorry for him-
self to-nmight.”’ )

Skinove looked ab i quickly.

" What are vour poing to Jo?' he asked.

“ Never ninel. No oeod (o ask questions. I you don't
know anything about it, you can't be supposed to have had
a hand in it 1f there's trouble,’ said Harry.

“Tf it’s snvthing up againgt Loder, I'H Lelp™

Wharton's hp eurded a little,  Skinner had been havdly
used, awd he was sovry foe him; but he Jid not like Skinner.
Skinner was the cad of the Hemove, and he was quite
capable of making his peace with the bully of the Sixth by
betraving Wharton's plan, 3 e koew of it. Wharton had
nob the shehtest intention of trusting him,

*“You don't want my help?'" said Bkioner savagely. IHe
vi'aﬂ m o mood to quarrel with anybody over anything just
ihen,

“*Wo!” said Wharion cuetly,

* You mean you don't brust me?™

Wharton shrugged his chouldevs,
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“Well, if vou wantk me to speak guite plainly, T den't!” he
replied.

El{inlmr gritted his feecth.

“ You confounded puppy ! he mutteced.
Be in all these rotten rows with the Sixth
vou and your cocky wavs, J—"

Wharton turned on his heel and walked away. Skinner
waa left alone to propound his views to the desert awir. Ho
oritted his tecth, and tramped away into the common-room,
where he met with a great deal of sympathy. ¥

Billy Bunter was most symputhetic. The fat junior rolled
up to Skinner, and blinked at him through s big spectacles
in & most fricndly manner.

* Been licked? he asked,

“Yes!" growled Skinner,

“There's a ri;}{urinf lotion to rulk on your hands when
vou've been licked,”” Dunter remarked. ' Would you Like me
to go down to the village and get yvou some, Skinny ™™

Skinner stared at him. It was not like Billy Bunter to
malﬁa obliging offers like this, and Bkinner did not * catch
o,

“I've not been licked on the hands!” he grunted,

“Abem! Well, the lotion is just as good anywhere else,”
rald Bunter. 1 can get it at Me. Pryson’s, the chomist's,
and I should be very pleased. Of course, 1 sholl pay for it
myself. I want to treat vou te it.™

" Look here, what are you getting at*’ demanded Skinner
suspiciously,

“h, veally, Bkinner! The fact 15, 1'm rather short of
money at the present moment,” Bunter said, somewhat
hurricdly, *I'm cxpecting n postal-order, but there's becn
SOMme deiny in the post, and it hasn’t come vet. Could you
advance me five bob, and huve my postal-order when it comes
this cvening ™

" You—yon—""

“Then I could get vour lotion, you see, and T will sguare
1l£ this cvening when my postal-order comes—ow l—ow I—
oh, really, Bkinnev—yow !'—I suy, vou fellows, held him, he's
gone mad—yvow—yvow—yow!"

And Bunter rolled out of the room, with Skinner's hoot
making active play behind him, and vanished yelling. And
Bkinner folt somewhat comforted,

Y We shouldn't
iE 3t wasn't for

F S L —

THE FOURTH CHAPTER,
Wharton Cuts up Rusty.

ARRY WHARTON rcceived many curious looks when

ho came into the junior common-room some time later.

His trouble with Loder had been the talk of the Form,

and the fact that Wharton had been licked, &and

“* chucked out™ by the bully of the Sixth, was a very in-
teresting item of news fo the juniors.  Wharton held his
head very high, and there were a good many fellows who
were not sorry to seo him taken down a peg or two, as thoy

exg‘resaed ii.

he quict, set look on his handsome, proud face showed
how much ho felt the blow to his pride; and he was not
exactly the sort of fellow to sympathise with, either. 1t had
leaked out, too, that Wharton had some scheme for getting
even with the bully of the Sixth.

Skinner knew somothine about it, and he had chattored—
and it was rumoured in Iﬂm eommon-room that it was some
scheme that Nugent did not approve of—for it was casily
1o be seen that YWharton and Nugent were siot on their usual
chummy terms.

Wharton did his preparation in the commen-room, while
Mugent did hiz in the study, and that alone was quite suffi-
cient to indicats that all was not well in No. 1 Study.

The fellows wondered what Whavton's scheme might be,
but they did not venture to ask. The expression upon his
face prevented either questioning or remarks upon the sub-
ject of hiz trouble with Leoder
Wharton looked as if he meant mischief.

He did mean mischief, The injustice and brutality he had
had o submit to rankled batterly in his breast. It seemed as
if the junior could not rest until he had repaid Loder in kind.
And that was what he meant to do.

But he did not sa¥ a word on the subject.
~ During the evening he was very silent. Temple, Dabney,
& Lo, of the Upper Fourth, ¢came over to him prosently to
tnlk—somewhat injudiciously. They ought to have beon
warned off by his look, but they did not take warning.
As o matter of fact, the Upper Fourth fellows Jdid oot
approve of the Remove objection to fapging. They cons
sidered that the youngsters were rputting on airs in the
matter. And Temple, the captain of the Upper Fourth, was
vory much griven to delivering lofty lectures,

Wharton was sitting by the fire, with his bands in his
!{mktts, staring moodily mto the flames, when the Fourth-

‘ormers strolled over to him.  Temple planted himself in
i‘runt of the gloomy Removite, and wagged a forefinger at
1k

“T hear you've been licked!" he remarked.

Wharton glared. Aoy rceforence to that fact touched his
senzitive natuve on the raw; though, as a matter of faet, he
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lad nothing to be ashamed of, for it was not o be expected
that & junior could hold his own against ene of the biggest
fellows in the top Form at Gresfriavs,

“Oh, rather?’ said Dabney,

“And I must say,” went on Temple, " that I approve.
You Remove kids have been getting your cars up altogether
too mnch lately.™

* Oh, rather!™ _ )

t Tust what I think,” said Fry. “ And it may save ue
“il.:] trouble of licking you, Wharton, so don’t look so grumpy
about 1t."

* Shut up, yvou Fourth-Form asses ! called out Jehn Bull,
of the Remove., * You will go out of thiz room on your
nocks, 1f you jaw !

* Well, you checky fag—— :

“We're not fags in the Remove now,” said Tom Brown,
“and we don't want any cheek from the Upper Fourth!
Shut up!" )

“¥es, rather!” said Mark Linley. *' Shut up, for good-
ness' sake, Temple! You go on like a gramophone™

* You'd better shut up!” suid Wharton, with glinting cyes.
“ For two pins I'd wipe up the floor with the three of youl"™

Toemple, Dabney, & Co. burst into a roar of Inughter.

“Ha, ha, ha!" :

“0Oh, stop that eackling!"

“Ha, ha, lm!" yelled Temple.
ha, ha!"”

Smack ! -

Wharton's open hand eame uvpon Temple's check with a
sounding report, and the captain of the Fourth staggercd
back.

* Now perhaps youw'll shut up!” said Wharton.

Y M-m-my hat!?

'::Emrvﬂ vou jolly well right!” said Bob Cherry.
up !’

“I'll smash you!" roarcd Temple.

Wharton rose to his fvet i

““Come on, and do the smashing, then!" he enid.

Temple did not necd twice bidding. Hgp rushed on, and
his fists sailed in the air in a terrifying way. But Wharton's
guard was perfect. He brushed Temple's wild drives aside,
and put in an upper-cut with his right that laid the captain
of the Fourth on his back on the floor with a crash that
shook the room.

*“*Hurray !"" yelled Bob Cherrey,

“Collar himn!'" shrieked Temple.

Dabney and Fry rushed at Wharton, In &8 moment m
couple of Remavites—Bob Cherry ond Jobn Bull— rushed to
Wharton's aid, Then Temple scrambled up, and joined in,
and so did Mark Linley, and in a few minutes more s

eneral row was in progeess, Upper Fourth and Remove
Jeining in on all sides.

‘“ Btop that row!”

Loder, the prefect, looked in at the door .

His face was very angry, and he had s cano in his hand.

The row coased, .

Loder strode into the room. His cyes glinted as t'hEE fell
upon Wharton. Wharton and Dabney had 'been fighting
hammer and tongs. wr

“1'll have order kept in this reom, or I'll know the reason
why !"" said Loder, with a scowl. ™ Who started thisi”

‘here was silence.

“ Who started it, I

No reply.

* Will you answer me, some of you?’ roared Loder.

“Oh, I—I fancy we all started together!" said Temple,
rubbing hiz nose ruefully. That organ was very red, and
felt as if it had suddenly doubled its size.

“Whe struck the fiest blow?" said Leder, with his eyes
upon Harry Wharton.

It wns guite possible
beginning of the row.
to suspect Wharton,

There was no answor,

“ Very well ! said Loder. * If the fcllow is afraid to own
up, I shall punish all of you."”

Wharton's eves Aashed.

**I struck the frst blow,” he said.

Loder smiled unpleasantly. )

“Oh, you did!” he excluimed. “I thought as much
You are the most guarrclsome boy in the Lower School,
Wharton, and——""

“Hold ont” said Temple. *“1 was ragging Wharton, and
it's ne wonder ho landed out. I don't bear any maljee’

“ That's not the question. Hold your tongue, Temple I'*

“ But I say——"

“ Hold vour tongue! Wharton, T shall report this to your
Form-master [ i

Whearton shrugged his shoulders,

** Oh, report away ! hie said,

“Hear us amile! Ha,

1 Ehl.lt

(AL

say !

that the prefcet had seen the
At all events, he eertainly secmed

B
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“Look here! gaid Temple.
blamie than I was, and——""

* Hold your tongue, I tell you!” growled Loder. T shall
report this to Me Queleh, Wharton, It is uscless for muo
to cane you.”" )
~ Wharton smiled Erlmly. Ilc had his haod upon a heavy
inkstand on the table, and if Loder had tried to cane him,
that inkstand would have gous whirling at Loder’s head.
The prefect knew 1t, and he did not unse the cane.

He turned and strode from the reom.  Wharten threw
himself into his chair again

“I=1 say, I'm =orey!” said Temple.

“Oh, rather!” said Dabney, '

Wharton nodded carclessly.

“1It's all nght? he =aid.

And ha did not say annthor word., But wlen the Bemove
went up to bed, Wharton's teeth were hard eet.  Bob Cherry
looked at him rather uneasily.

“Don't take it ton much to hoart, Harry,” he said.
“Loder is o beastly bhully, and it doesn’t matter much what
ha does™

“Tm fed up with him,” said Whartén, in a low, con-
&Entrﬂ:ed voice. *'I'll make him sorry for witat he has.

i,

Bob Cherry was silent. He knew that it was of no use
to argue with Harry Wharton svhen he spoke in that tone.
Nugent glanced at his chum once in the dormitory, but did
not spesk, They went to bed without sayiig good-night.

“Wharton was no more to

e 1w

THE -FIFTH CHAPTER.
A Night Expedition,

ARRY WHARTON did not sleep.

He lay aweke- after thio Fest of the Remove were
buried in slumber, and listened to the regular chimes
from the elock-tower.

The junior's mood was very hitter. _

On the morrow he had-to face Mr. Queled,. after Loder's
report.  He would not be able to deny that he had struck
the first blow and so started the row m the common-roon.
He would be in the bad books of his Forpismaster now, to
add to his other troubles, His resentment against the bully
of the Bixth was bitter and undying. He waz not in a mood
to think it over calmiy. He knew that it waa his duty to
banish revengeful fecliugs from his breast, it for the
prezent he could wot de it  Afterwards, when ho hade
punished Loder, perhaps, but not ndw.

Eleven strokes boomed out from the clock-tover,

Wharton sat 'u[; in bed.

* Bob!” 'ha called out softly.

There wag no reply. Bob Cherry was fast asleep, Wharton
slipped ont of bed, and”sheok his chum gently by the
shoulder. Bob grunted.

“Groo!  CTain't rising-bell!™ he murmured drowsily.
“Lemme alone! Groo!"

Wharten smiled faintly.

“Get up, Bob ! he whispered,

Bob Cherry opened his eves wide.

“Groo! Ohl Is that you, Harry??

Y™

“Oh, all right! I think ¥ was asleep.™

“I think you wore, Bob. It's eleven o'clock.?

Bob Cherry turned ruictly out of bed. The two juniors
dressed themeelves  Frank Nugent opened hiz eves, as if
warned by an instinet that his chums were awake. A faint

himmer of starlight came in at the high windows. I'rank
ooked over the bedelothes towards the two juniors.

“Can 1 help you?' he asked quietly,

““Thanks, no!™ said Wharton,

Nugent compressed his lips, and closed his eves spain,

Bob frowned a little.

“* Where's the rope!” he ashed, rather abruptly.

* Here it is™

Whartan drew a coil of ztrong rope from
mattrese.  He unwound it, and Immm{ it to Bob, who
looped it over his arm. Then Harry extracted a short,
strong riding-whip from under the mattress,

Biob Cherry chuckled softly as he looked at it.

*Is that for Loder, Haver "

(11 'E.?!_“.J-!

HGood egp! He will feel it especially if rou cateh him
without his things on.”

*He's sure bo ﬁe im bed at this time,™

“ Unless he’s gone out on the razele,” grinncd Bob Cherry.
“¥ou know hisz little wars,”

“ I raust chance that.™

The two juniors moved towards the window. Wharton
pulled a washstand under it, and mounted, and Bob handed
ap the rope. He fastened the end of it to the leg of a
bedstead, and Wharton opencd the window and lowered
tho ropc out. It dangled down the wall, and the end
reacned the ground below.
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“Careful now., Harey!™

“I'ma all righe!” 5
Wharton claembered- ont of the window, and-koelt ofi tho
sl " and groped for the rope. Cherry handed out the
viding-whip, and Wharton ?m!d i in his teeth,

Al serene?"” whispered Boh,

“'Y'E_'El LR . .

" Mind how you go. it means & broken neck if you drop ™
siid Bob Cherry anxicusly, X

**All right! Take in tim rope when I'm gone, Bob, Ona
of the maslers might find it if he makes his rounds thja
way, and there's plenty of starlight.”

* Right-ho 1™

“T'It toss up a pebble when I come back, and vou ean
lower 3k 1 ktow it's rotten to ask you to stay awake
perhaps an hour,”

“Hot!” smd Bob Cherrey.
cidn’t 177
. " Thanks, Bob, old man!” _

Wharton slid down the rope, and dissppeared into the
shadow of the wall. _

Beb Cherry watched anxiously., A sharp  pull upon the
cope told him that Wharton had landed E:&E&Iy u the
ground. Iie hauled the rope in qwietly, and: coiled it ap,
and hid it under the ncarest bed. Then, he closed the
window, and moved the washstand back to its place. Then
he arranged the pillows and bolster in Wharton's bed to
Eive ik an appearanca of being oceumed, It was always
possible that some master or preféct might ook into the
dormitory, . _

Bab CEEPI'}" went back to hiz bed when he had finished,
nind sat down.

He did not iutend to sleep, in case he should bo asleep
when Wharton returned and gave the sipnal for the rope
1 be lowered,

But Bob Cherry was very slecpy.

He sat on the bed, and put a pillow behind hiz head and
leaned back, and in spite of himsell he elosed his eyes
spveral times,

Fach time, however, he made an effort, end came back
heavily into wakefulness.

{Ince, as he started from semi-slumber, he thought he
heard o noise in the dormitory, and locked round quickly
aud suspiciously,

He listened, but no sound came from Lhe window.
not a pebble on the glass that he had heard.
was_only one of the fellows moving in his bed.

 ¥ou awake, Nuogentl"

There was no reply.

“ Any of you fellows awake?'

ailence !

Bob Cherry, satisfied that it was npothing, did not spesk
again. In the dimness of the dormitory he coild sce’ only &
few of the beds; but the silence, broken only by the sound
af low, steady breathing, and an occasional snore from Billy
Bunter, convineed him that everybody in the Remove
dormitory was asleep, with the exception of himself,

He resumed his drowsy watch, but as the long minutes
passed, he became more and more drowsy and less and Jess
watchiul, till at last he dropped off. There was ne suspicion
in Bob Cherry’s mind that the faint, indefinabla sound he
had half heard was caused by someone stealthily leaving the
dormitory. He had no suspicion that there was now another
empty bed in the room, and the dimmness hid it from his
saght !

“1 offered to help xom,

It was

Probably it

—n

THE SIXTH CHAPTER,
Vengeance |
ARKNESS in the Close, broken only by & dim glimmer
D of starlight, struggling through the foliage of the -old
trees.

Harry Wharton paused close by the School House
wall, and listened. The riding-whip was grasped in his
hand now.

His resolution was inflexibly fixed.

Even if master or prefect had been abroad on the look-out
{or fellows breaking bounds, Wharton would not have turned
back with his purpose uneffected,

Ho would have waited, and bided his time.

Heo stepped out of the shadow of the wall at last, and made
his way with cautious steps towards the window of Loder's
room. ‘The Sixth Form studies, which were also bed-rooms,
were on the second floor, and the windows were quite easy to
reach., All along that wall ran the old 1vy in great masses,
and it was well-known among the juniors that Lodev fre-
quently left his study at night by means of the w&,'. )

For Loder was the black sheep of the Sixth, and his reckless
doings were known to & good many fellows in the achoul,
and suspected by a3 good many more. And he was the more
casily able to carry out his rascally expeditions by virtue of
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¢ | want to have the right party found, of course,

Loder stared at Frank Nugent with his single visible eye. * 1 wish von luck in your lovestigations,” he said,
ut 1t was Wharton, right enough,” (8ee chapter 17.)

being a prefect, for if found out of his quarters at unusual
hours he had ounly to explain that he was making his rounds
to assure himself that nothing was wmnlg among the iqﬂmm
As a prefect, too, he had a key to the side gate, by whuch he
could let himszelf in and out of the school. ;

Wharton reached the ivy wunder Loder’s window, and

lanced up. A large elm threw ite shadow over the wall

are, but there was a glimmer of staclight on the window,

It was partly open.

Wharton watched it keenly. The Jfact of ite being open
made his entrance easier, but he wondered if it meant thar
Loder was not in his studv. Had the prefect gone out, as
Bob E.‘-herr}r had suggestéd, on one of his mysterious expedi-
tiona®

Wharton started suddenly,

There was a footstep in the davkness vnder the elms

He paused, listening breathlessly.

Hea had been out of the dormitory now for some time—a
quarter of an hour, pevhaps, Had hiz abzepce been diz-
covered ! .

He looked cautiously round him.

Where he stood a glimmer of starlight fell upon him. but
under the trees was deep gloom, and he could ses nothin
there. He could be seon, but whoever had made that sonm
was invisible, :

‘u;.'hm-tlm backed away inio the shadow of a buttress on the
wall,

There he waited, watching, breathing hard,

Theve was no other =ound from the trees.

The foolstep was not vepeated.

The junior was puzzied.

That someone was under the troes, or had been there,
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he was certain; but why did he not appear—why was ho
silent?

Was it Loder? : :

T( the prefect had left his study, and was returning to it
he would have to pass under the old elms, certainly : but why
should he lurk there, concealing himsalf? . 1

That it was another prefect, or a master, was impossible.
Someone who had nothing to hide would have shown himset
at once. Whoever was under the trees wzs anxious that
Wharton should not see him. . _

Wharton shivered a little as it oceurred to him that it
might be some lawless visitor to the school—a burglar whom,

prhaps, he had surprised when about to begin his work.

ut that was not likely.

It was a mystery.

Wharton waited.

Half-past cleven had already struck, and now & quarter io
iwelve chimed out from the clock-tower of Greyfriars,

Still there was no sound, no movement, from the deep
shadows of the elms. .

Whoever had been there had doubtless erept silently away,
or elsc was hiding in the thick black shadow of the old trunks.

But Wharton would wait no lenger. ; ’

All Greyfriars was sleeping now—even the lights in the
Head's private quarters had gone. out, end not a single gleam
t.wink!eg from any window in the great mass of buildings.

Harry Wharton erept along the wall towerds the study
window, and paused close to the ivy. As he did so, there was
a footstep under the shadowy eclms again, but it seemed
heavier than the one he had heard before.

Then there was a sharp exclamation.

* Wharton, what are you doing here!"

“HIS LAST MATCH ! ” Z.da348% Sor ey
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It was Loder’s voice. _

Wharton started, and swung round. ;

The prefect had just emer from the shadow of the hig
elms ountside the study windows. He had been coming to-
wards the School House, evidently to cliinb nfo his window
by the i1vy, when he caugnt sight of the jumior under the
window,

Ha halted in amazement. ;

Wharton grasped the whip coovulsively, looking ot him.
It was casy to sce that Loder had been breaking bounds, His
face was Hushed, and his eyes had an unnatural glitter, and
as the stavlight caught his face Wharton knew that he had
been drinking. It was easy to that be was returming
from one of his midnight visits to the Cross Keys in Frardsle.

Yot Wharton was puzzled, Loder had evidently only i1u“:
vomae upon the scenc. Then whose footstep was it that he had
heard o r of an hour ago?

He had no time to think about the matter now.
eyes were fizred upon him with a deadly lock. The prefect

d seen tho riding-whip, and be guessed, :

** You young cub!"” he exclamed, coming towards Wharton.
" ¥You young hound! What are you doing here? Were you
going into my reom "'

Wharton faced him grimly,

“VYes," he said.

“ What fort"

“To horsewhip you." ] )

Loder seemed sarcely able to believe his earn,

“To—to horsewhip

“ Yes, you cdr!”

* By the Lord Hargy !™ said the prefect, between hiz teeth,
“ 11l amash you!™

Yooy Junebed dcagelys wad shisin Sevseidl. e Eil

T iaug L » AN EPrAnG IOYWAard. & rHling-
whip lashed through the air, and caome down fairly across
the prefect’s face.

Loder staggered back with a cry.

Across his face, suddenly white, was the red minvk of the
lash, and Wharton stood fmﬁl:m' at him with blazing eyes,
ready to repeat the blow. :

Loder's hand flew up to his face. Ho stood dazed.

* You—vyou young villain!™ he muttered thickly, at Jast.

He sprang v towards the junior. Wharton suruck, and
struck again, and then the whip was wrenched from his hand
by the meddened prefect. Loder grasped it, clubbing it to
strike ths junior l:E}wn with the butt. He was so cnmapged
that he bardly knew what he was doing.

Wharton sprang away. .

Loder raoshed at him, striking savaesely. (One tevrible blow
just missed Harry a8 he dodged, and then the junior dushed
mtaﬂtha cover of the m o

*' Btop, you young - 5

Loder ran into the trees after the junior.

But the sudden darkness haffled him, and he paused. He
caught his foot against a root, and stumbled.

ﬁem was & footstep close to him in the darkness,

Loder swung round.

“ You :mung hound! COh—oh, helpt Ohi”

A crashing, blinding blew, a thousand lights dancing belore
hifﬁzﬁfﬁhhl dull, aching pain, and eblivien.

&

The whip dropped frem Loder’s hand as he reeled back.
?nd ba fell with a cvash upon the ground, stunved and sonsc-
ERi. '

There wes a scurry of hurried feolsieps retreating,

Then mlance.

Loder did not move. :

Leaves from the trees, falling in the cold wind, pattersl
gently vpon the prefect’s upturned face,

He did not move. : 3

Ha lay quiet, with & streak of blood upon Lis white face—

uiet, motionless, as one dead. Under the old shadowy elms,
there was no sound, no metion. save the souzh of the wind,
and the soft pattering of the falling leaves,

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Bob Chérry i3 Anxious,
LINK!

Bob Cherry started.
Ho had fallen quite asleep at last, and he was dream-
ing that he was shding down ropes from a3 window, with
Loder waiting at the bottom with & horsewhip, when the clink
of Ct%:ﬁk pebble on the glass awakened him.
i i

Bob started, and rubbed his eyes,

He blinked round him in the darkness of the dormitory,
and for & moment wondered where he was, and what was

higf;ening,

ink!
‘““ My hat, it's Wharton " _
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me—a prefect ! he masped,

Loder's.

“WHEN A BOY'S DOWN!"

Bob Cherry bounced off the bed, and ran to the window.
He dragged the washstand under it, mounted, und opened the
window and leaned his head out.

* All serene!"” he whispered softly.

“ Right 1" came & breathless whisper from below.
buck up, for goodness’ sake.”

““Is ho after yout”

“1 think so !

“T'Il be quick]"

Bob Cherry dragged the hidden rope from under the bed,
and lowered it from the window. It tautened as Harry
Whartoi's weizht was Aung upon it below. Bob lhcard the
seraping of boots as Wharton clambered up to the window.
The head of hiz chum appeared, outlined againzt the grey
of the eky.

“ Let me help you! Where's the whip?™

“ Loder’s got 1t%"7

# %Eﬁn”ﬂ. struggle Pt

'Yes

“ My hat!” :

Bob Cherry helped Wherton in at the window, and closed
it. Hea unfestened the rope, and concealed it under 2 mattress,
replaced the washstand and came towards his chunn Whacton
had sunk down uwpon his bed, gasping.

* What's happened?’ asked Bab, in a whisper,

Whavton panted.

' Loder was out,
iy window.

 YWhat rotten luck ™

** He spotted me, and T lashed bim with the whip. Then he
got it away, and swiped at me with the butt, and misred me,
wenl I pot away in the dark. I heard him after me.”

Wharion paused.

" Is that gli®"

113 ?%55

“He chdn't catch you again, they

Wd ":..'E':"::l

“Curious he didn’t make in this direction. e mnst have
goesced how vou gof out, I should think.”

“ e dido't follow me far. As scon as I got out of the
trees 1 listened, but I couldn’t hegr his footzteps.””

" Then he's gone into his study ¥’

" I suppose so.’

* I wonder whether he'll come along heve lonight ¥ eaid
Kol Chervy uneasily.

“ Hardly. He would have to ExFIain being oul in the
Close if he made the matrer public.
~ *0Oh, he would soon think of some lie ! said Bob Cherry.
* He's jolly deep. He would ény that he suspected you of
Lreaking bounds, and was out to look for you.”

Wharton laughed shortly.

* Well, let him comie if he likes; T'm ready for him. If
e comes into this dormitory, I shall use a ericket-stump to
cdefend mrsell. He won't lay a finger on me again, prefect
or 10 prefﬂ:t. I'd be expelicd sconer than Iet him hick me.”

“@uivt, old chap—you're getting exciied,”” said Baoh
Chierry soothingly. * After :B..ﬁ, he could have been here
before this if he was coming. I suppose he won't come.™

“He may know better than to come,” ssid Wharion
between his teeth,

“ Quiet, old chap!” Bob Cherry pave a sudden start as
he peered at hie chum's face in the dim stariight from the
window., ‘*What's that?"

Harry Wharton stared at him.

“What?’ he asked. ** What do veu mean "

“Have you been hurti”

b Xo, ran agamst a tree in the dark, and lnffed my
nose, that's all.™ i

- Jh, that's all right, then!” said Bob Cherrr, in con-
siderable relief. * There's blood on vour face, Havry,”

-+ It's fron: my nose, then.”

Boly Cherry drew a quick, keen breath.

(h, all right ! I—1 was afraid-—-"

Wharton gave him a sharp and almost angry look.

“You were afraid—of what?”'

" Oh, nothing !'* . ) i

“* Did you think I had 1ujured Loder?’ gaid Harre, with
a bitter laugh. * You needu't have been afraid of that,
Boly Cherry. I don't hate hipn encugh for that.™

Bob Cherry coloured.

“"I'm blessed if I know what to think,” he zaid,
in such a queer temper, Harry, I hardly know what {o make
of rou. ou alwars were a rather rum beggar, you kanow,
when your dignity was ruffled.”’

“ Oh, rats!” )

“You're sure vou didn't swipe Loder with the butt of the
whip, by mistake?’ asked Bob Cherry anxiouely.

“Of course I am ! esid Harey ircitably. - : 3

“Oh, all vight! Don't get rotty ! Better wash that juice
ﬂE your chivyy before you go to bed, or vou'll stain the
sheets.”

¥ But

He came back while I was under his

"“Youre
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Wharton nodded, and stepped to his washsiand, e
dipped the sponge in cold water, and bathed his face. Ho
was burning with exertion and excitement, and the touch of
the cool sponge was gratefil and refreshing.

Bob Cherrr stond watching him with anxious eyes, When
Wharton was in that strange meed, his chum did aob under-
stand him,

Wharton towelled his [ace,

“Let's get to " he sand.

“ Btopped the bleeding ¥

1t wasn't bleeding.””

“Oh, all serene! Hark!” . :

Bob Cherry made a gesture, and bent hias head to lieten.
His quick ear caught a faint zound from the corridor outside
the dormitory doar,

“Waa that a footsten!” lie breathed.

“1 heard nothing.”

“ Quiet —a minute !

But the sound was not repeatedd Bob Cherry breathed
more frealy.

“ T thought it was Loder, for 2 moment,” he murmured.

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

“I ghould, though. And you'd Le corry alterwards,
;l;ln;rr. if vou brained him with a ericket-stump, beast as

e 15"

“(h, rate!™

Y Let's turn in," sald Bob.

The two juniors undressed and went to bed. Wharton was
ealming down now; he felt a little sick and exhausted after
the exciternent he had gone through. As he eettled his head
up.n the pillow, he caught a glint of open eves fram
Nugent's bed, which was next to his, He reised his head
AZAIN.

% You awalie, Nugent?”

“Yes,"” saml Frank shortly.

Wharton hesitated a moment. )

“I'm sorry I was so roabtty with you, Frank,” he eaid of
last. “I am beginning to think that you were right, and
I've been on a fool's errand.”

Mugent langhed a little.

“1 only hope there won't be & row about it fo-morrow.”
he said. ° Loder is hardly likely to forgive you a lash acrossz
the face with a riding-whgu'

Wharton's lock became dogged.

“[ don't care if thera is a row,”” he sad.

“Well, g:c%d*ni | o

“* Good-night, Frank ! Goodmight, Bob I

Bob Cherr $runte-:] aa he settled down in bed.

s ﬂ'ﬂﬂd-l‘lggﬁ P I'm jolly sleepy.”

And in two minutes Bob Cherry was asleep, and Wharton
and Nugent soon followed his example. It was o little while
later, as Wharton was sinking into slomber, that zome vagus
f':eméd in the dormitory caused him to etart and raise his

ad,

Was it Loder?

He peered round the dormitory in the shadows, but there
:i'a:lnu fresh :ound, no movement, and Wharton scttled down
o alesp.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
A Mystery of the Night,

B. QUELCH, the master of the Remove at Groviriars,
atarted and awoke.
Mr, Quelch was a light z!eeier. ITe would awake
at tha least sound;: ond when he.waz onee awake, he
experienced some difficuliv in getting to sleep apdin, for
which reason it did not impmre%is. temper to Ibe awakened
at might.

“Dear me!” he murmured, as his eves came wide open,
with that wideness which indicates to the unfortunate seeker
of slumber that it 1s not of much use closing ihemn again.
M Dear me! How annoving ™

E«e wlmrdemd what had awakened him, ard he lay listenans.

Creal !

Mr. Queleh Lnitted his brows in a decp frown. He Ffolt
cerfain that that creali was caused by someone creeping
upstairs. Some junior had been out of his dormitors—par-
haps it was one of the endless japes between the Remove and
the Upper Fourth—and it had spoiled his night's rest.

Mr. -li)ueloh stepped out of bed, drew on o dressing-gown
amndd & paiv of elippers, and opened his deor, and pecred out
inte the <ark passaye and over the shadowr sraire. Ie
thought he heard another faint creak in the distance, ansd
that was all.

Mr. Quelch's jaws came fopether very hard.,

Wheever 1t was that made the siairs ¢reali—if it was any-
body at all—was beyorsd the reach of venpeance now. And
the sound had been so faint that it might have been caused
by a rat behirnd the wainscot.

Mr. Quelch snified apd returned te his raom. The monan
was rising over the clock-tower, and a silvery light came in
at Mr, Uueleh’s window., The master of the Remove threw
up his window, and gazed out inte the Closs,
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Mr. Quelch waz freling curiou:ly uncosy. It seemed lo

higa that he had heard sounds in the house and eounds in
the Close, but he could not be eure, nor could he guite tell
what he imagined the sounds to be, He gazed out into tho
Close, with an ecric feeling that somcething was wrong. The
moon glimmered over the clock-tower, and the Close was
patched with Dbrizhtuess between the shadows of the old
elms. Leaves were fluttering to the ground as the wind
moaned amid the branches of the great trees. o

The scene was very silent and very still, Nob o singie
light glemne] from s window of Greyfriars. A strange
sense of joneliness fell upon the Form-master ns he |
out. Two hundred souls wers sleeping round him, but he
.;rjmtldu fecling of Joneliness, of ceviness, as if alone among the

ead.

Suddeniy he elarted, 2 :

From the skadows of the elins that stoed in a grim, dark
row at a short distance from the house a eudden low sound
had come. ) .

Mr. Queleh could hardly believe his cars.

“*Good heavens I he mnurmured. ) 3

Fla bent his head, from the open window, and Jistened
again—intently. The scund was repeated. It was a low
groan—a groan of pain. i

The Form-master's face was pale now. That it was &
human groan was unmistakable; but who was it that
groancd with pain at the hour of midnight under the
zhadowy old elms of Greyfriars? ]

The Form-master leaned further out from the window, and
called out in firm tones:

“Who is there?"

There was no reply. But after a few moments game tho
groan again.

“Who is there? Answer me!”

A Faint groan, and then silence. The Form-master called
again, but no sound answered him., The groaning had died
BWAaT.

A thrill of horror ran through the master of the Remove.
That there was a human being under the elms, and that ho
was hurt, he could not doubt, Was it some midnight robber,
who had fallen to the pground in an attempi to enter the
Hhm”ed Even eo, he was a fellow-being, and must be
Huoerured,

Mr. Quelch hastily dressed himself, and ran along the
passage to Mr. Proub's room. Mr. Prout wes the master of
the Fifth Form, and ns he was a great sportsman, ond
nlwars kept 8 gun or two in his study, he was exactly the
asaistant IEI:*. Queleh required at this moment. Mr. Prout's
wung were harmle:s enough, as he never loaded them, but
ther looked very imposing, arranged upon the walls of lis
room,

Mr. Quelch knocked at his door and ran in.

“ Wr. Prout—2Mr. Prout ! he exclaimed.

The Fifth-Form master started up in bed.

“Fh? What? Who is that?

“ Tt js T—Myr. Quelech. There is somcene in.the Close. I
heard groans—-"'

¥ ood heavens ! ] 2

“Will you come with me? I think perhaps it 13 some
burglar whoe has fallen in trying to get into a window,”"

Mr. Prout bundled out of bed at once. Mr. Frout's
dreams wera of great ndrentures, of ﬂhﬁphrt\gobmu and
dervishes, but very few adventures came in way of a
Form-master at a public echool. Mr. Prout was not likely

to allow an opportunity like this fo escape hjm. He made
one bound into his trouzers. -
“" One moment " he exclaimed breathlessly. “If it 15 a

burglar, we must be armed. I will get my rifle—the one I
used in the Rockies in ninety-five—"

“ Pray hasten, then! I will get a lantern.™

“Very good. It may be a ruse,” eaid Mr. FProut—"n
trick of the ruffians to gel someone to open the door o that
they can rush in." ;

“Dear me! I never thought of that.”

Mr, Prout emiled superior in the darknecs.

“Yau bave not roughed it in the Rockies, as I hava, my
dear eleh,”” he said. “*When I was in the Rockies in
ni:'u':tf- ive

es, ves;.but peaxr hurry !
is, is very much hurt.” 5 :

“1 will hurry. I must load my rifle, however, in case of
accidents.” :

Mr. Quelch thought that the Fifth-Form master would
ingroase the probability of accidents if he loaded his rifle,
hat he did not like to eny 0. He hurried away 1o get a
Jantern, and came back with an acetylene lamp belonging
to Wingate in full glare. By that time Mr. Proat had his
rifle ready, and had it under his arm in a businessJike way,
with the muzzle pointed down to the Hoor., Evidently téhg

FRANK RICHARDS,

I think the man, whoever he
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Fifth-Forn. master i< not wish to kill AMr Quelch, if ha
could help it ;

“ Are you ready ' asked the Remove-mastcr hastily.

4 %uitn ready.”

* Then pray follow ne."” ;

The two masters horrted downstaivs, and My, GQuelch, hold-
ing the glaring Jammp in his Ieft hand, began to unfasten
the bolts and chains of the door. Mr. Prout stood a lLittle
behind hnn, with his rifle ready for action. . .

“ It i3 very pmhabla’ a ruse,’’ said Mr. Prout, in a thrilling
whisper. " When the door is opened the scoundrels may
ruzh in, and then I shall be ready for them, I shall blaze
gway at once.”

Mr. Quelch shuddered.

“ Please do not kill anvbody, my dear Prout !’

“ My dear Quelch,’ said Mr. Prout ferociously. * They
must take. their chance. If the scoundrels rush in, they will
find me ready.”

The chein clinked down, and Mr. Quelch Bung the door
open. There was & rush of wind, but that was the only
rush; the scoundrels with whom Mr. Proul's lively imagina-
tion hed peopled the Clos® did not appear. r. Prout
lowered his deadly weapon with a grunt of discontent.

“ They are on their guard!” he seid.

“ My dear -Prout, we do not know that there are any of
ibem there yet,” said the master of the Remove mildly. * 1
heard a groan—that was all.” ‘

“ It was o ruse, my dear Quelchy I am convinced of that.”

“ We shall aee,” i

Mr. Quelch led the way into the shadowy Close, holding
up the glaring lamp before him. Mr. Prout followed him,
rifle in haud.

“Don't ba afraid, my dear Quelch,” he =aid, as the
Remove-master made » sudden movement. ** Pray do not
ba nervous. I am here!”

“I am afraid of nothing but vour vifle, Mr. Prout,’” said
the Remove-master, wite some asperity. ' Please keep it
pointed away from me.”

Hé started and listened, g

“Did yeu hear that?™ he exelaimed brealhlessly.

It wes s groan in the deep =ilence of the gquadrangle.

Mr. Prout changed colour a little. )

“* Pear me!"" he said.  ** Thut sounds like zomeone in great

r'|:-

“Come on!"'

 Mr. Quelch van on guickly in the direction of the zound.
It came from the dark shadows of the trees before the study
windows of the Bixth., Mr. Quelch plurﬁeﬂ under the frees,
with the other master at his heels. He almost stumbled over
8 boay that lay stretchied among the dead leaves,

- % {(tood heavens, here he 13!’

Mr, Quelch Bazhed the light upon the upturned face,
he started back with & cry of horror.

WO W hat—who 18 17" eried Mr. Prout,

“ 1t is Loder!”

" What "

“It's Loder, of the SBixth!

e

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
By Whose Hand.

ODER stirred and groaned again.

Ha was not vet {ully conscious. The blow he had
rveceived in the darkness was a ternible one, and it had
stunged him, and he was only beginpning to come to

hiz senses.

My, Quelech handed the lantern to the other master, and
drépped upon his knees heside the prefect, There was blood
upon Loder's white face—therc was blood cloiting hiz hairw
A big, black bruise was on his forehead, and under his hair,
telling where a fearful blow had fallen,

“ Ig it—was—was it an accident?’ Eﬂ.s{md Mr. Prout.

The Remove-mastey shook his head,

“ No; he has been struck down.” ‘

“ But—hbut how comes it that Loder iz out in the quad-
vangle at this hour of the night—fully dressed, (oo?” My
Prout ex¢laimed, in amazement.

1 -cannot guess.''

Mr. Prout cast a quick glance round,

“ He may have heard somc sound, and confe out to ses
what it was, and fallen by the hand of some ruffian!” he
exclaimed,

“It iz possible. Let us
you can wake Gosling, an

Then

el him into the hounse, and then
get the mastiff out and zeavch

the place.” :
ik E‘[' F: Ed L:lf
M. I‘{rnut leaned hiz gun against a tree, and helped the

Remove-master raise the insensible prefect from the ground.

Loder was guite inert in their grasp. He groaned as he was

moved, but he did not open his eyes. The two masters bore
AQGNET Lierany.—No., 196,
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him inte the house, and up to his room, and Mr. Quelch
tried to epen the door. But it was locked on the inside.

“ That proves that e must have gone out by the windew,”
he remarkod. : :

' Undoubtedly,” =zaid Mr. Prout. “Jt is very curious,
We I}ad better take him into the next room and wake Win-

ate.’’

2 My, Queleh nodded, and Enocked at Wingate's deor snd
opened 1t, The vaptain of Greyfriars was already awake.
He had heard the noise in the passage as the two masters
carried the insenzible prefect up to his room.

* 1= anytling wrong, sir?’ he ashed, jumping out of bed.

' Wes, Wingate. e has been injured. Will you let
us place him in your bed? His own door is locked on the
mside, '’

* Certainly, sir!”’

Wingate lighted the pas at once, and Toder was carvied
into the room and laid upon the bed. Wingate pazed in
ﬂ?ﬁr at the pale face of the prefect, stained with streaks of

“ Good heavensg, sir!" he exclaimed.
pened '

* We do not know yet, Wingate—only that we found Lodes
in the Close, under the trees, in this state, He hes been
struck down by somecne, that is clear; we know nothing
more than that. We must get o doctor here as quickly as
possible. Will you po on your bicycle to Friavdale and call
Dy, Short?"

*“T1'll be ready in five minutes, sir.”

* Theank you, Wingate!”

Loder Jay inert upon Wingate's bed, while the captain of
Greyiviars hastily dresged himeelf, Mr. Prout called two ov
fhres other prefects, and with them searched the Close, winle
Mr, Quelch remained with Loder. But there was no trace
m the Clese, ov round the bwildings, of any intruder—anid
(zoshng, the porter, had seen and heard nothing. Mr. Prout
returned to tell the Remove-master of his ill-succers. Mr.
Quelch nodded. He had fully expected it.

“1 do not think that it was anyvbody from outside (le
rchool who struck this blow, My, Prout,” the Remave-
waster said quietly.

** But—not another Greglyiars oy survely ' Me, Prout
vjaculated.

“ T fear =o0."

* But—that is terrible! Who could liave done so dreadful
a tinng "' exclaimed the Fifth-Form master, utterly horreified,

*That 15 what wo must find out,”’ =aid My, Quelch,
“ Loder wes, I believe, very unpopalar with the juniors, and
there were many seniors who did not like him. 1 have no
doubi we shall get at the truth when Loder can spesl,”

** He may unot have seen his assailant in the dark,"

“We shall see”

Mr. Quelch had bathed the prefect’s injury, and done all
lie ecould for him, but Loder had nobt yet recoversd “con-
sciﬂmﬁass, Qecasionally he uttered a low groan, and that
was all.

“It would be hetter to call the Mead, T suppose,” Mr
Prout suggested.

“Yeu, I think so. Pray do.™

Dr, Locke was aroused. and he came a little later to Win-
gate's room, his face very pale and startled. It grew paler
as he locked upon the ghastly face of the injured prefect.

“ This is terrible ™ he muttered. ** And Mr. Prout tells
me that you have no idea how it happened, Mr. Quelch.”

¥ None, i’

v, Locke bent over the prefect.

' He has been struck very hard, with some heavy weapon
—a club of some sort, pexbaps a crvicket-stump, or & bat"”
he said. ‘* He must have been stunned instantly. I cannof
understand who could heve made this ferocious attack, It
must surely have been someone from gutside the walls of
Grayiviars.”

Mr. Quelch was silent. _

They waited, watching over the unconscious prefect, wait-
ing anxiously for the veturn of Wingale with the medical nian
from Friavdale.

Loder stivved and groaned.

His eyes opened, with o wild look in them.

: “]9!: ' he muttered, * Ob, you musderous young scoun-
drel !

Dy, Tocke and Mr. Queleh exchaunged zlances. The senn-
ponscious prefect was evidently thmking of his assailant.
And they had not failed to note ithe adjective, o'y
assailant was *f young,” and it wax prelty clear that lie was
n Greyfviars fellow, ;

They listened breathlessly. Loder did not scen
them. His senses weve wandering a %itile,

“ Il smesh you, you young hound! Do you hesr? Tow
dave you be oub of yvour dormitory at flus fime of wmeghi?
I'l veport this to the Head!"

" AWhat bas hap-

o sca

“WHEN A BOY'S DOWN 1" = o2k opi; joms
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| Figgins, with his chin down and his hands thrust deeply into his pockets, walked on ; but Fatty Wynn stood

E glaring at French and Dibbs, walting for them to rise, in order to hit out agaln. {(An incident taken from the

. grand, fong, complete story of Tom Merry & Co., entitled * When"a Boy's Down,” which is contained in thig .
" week’s number of the " Gem ™ Library. Out on Thursday. Price One Penny.}

The Head was very grave and silent. * Doubtless. Has thers been any trouble between Whartos
“ You—you murderous young villain—Wharton—stand and Loder lately, do you know?”

back—" ' : “ I do not know." ;
The prefect groaned, and relapsed into unconsciousness. There was a sound below. Dv. Locke rose to his feet,
Mr. Quelch ecaught his breath., The Head gove him a " The doctor has come!” he said.

startled look.
% %ld you hear the name?” he muttered breathlessly.
o :
“ Tt was Wharton ™ THE TENTH CHAPTER,
" Yos." Under Suspicion.
" There iz only one Wharton at Greyfriars,” said Dr.  * IME to get upt” y
,Lcr‘:kg. 'Wlmrtﬂﬂ. of the Remove,” Courtney, of the Sixth, looked into the Remowve
”'!:m. But— p— \ dormitory - that mnmin%‘ with the apnouncement.
“- But do you not think it was he?" . ) The -juniors blinked at him 'in surprise- from their
. I am sure it was not,” said Mr. Quelch, with emphasis.  Dbeds. Tom Brown looked at his watch; it was ten .minutes
-Wharton of the Remove has his faults, but he is utterly  past the usual hour for rising. and the rising-bell had cer-
incapable of an outrage like this. Of that I am convinced.”  tainly not clanged out vet,
.!'.jl'r. Locke nedded. “ Up !y{m get ! said the prefoct.
. From what I have seen of thé boy,- Mr. Quelch, T am ““ Hallo, hallo, hallo!” exclained Bol Cherry, * 'Tain’t
quite inclined to agree with vou,” he said. M Yet 1t is 1';5111%—]3&]1 yet, Courtney ! ] ]
etrange that his nome should be upon Luoder's lips now." ** The rising-bell will not ring this morning F*
“ Fis mind is wandering.” “AWh-what ¥’
Tue Maower Liprary.—Nb. 196,
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And Wingate came in-with little Dr. Short of Friardale
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“ No rising-bell ! exclaimed Bulstrede, the captain of the
Remove, * What on carth's tha matter, Couriney?”

“ Gosling tipsy "' asked Snoop,

* Ha, ha, ha!"

“ Rope broken?' asked Skionner

“ What's the row, Courtney "

“What's wrong '

“ Someone iz all ™

& ﬂh !I‘J

“ Who is it

“* Not the Head 7

* Or Quelchy?"

YW, said Clourtney quietly.
BRY more (uestions, Gyl:-t up quietly and dress yourselves,
and come down quietly. There must be no noise. Loder 13
in & had way, and he nas to be kept quiet,”

And Courtney went out and shut the door,

The juniors turned eut of bed in amazement. Loder ill—
g0 ill that quict had to be kept all over the house, and the
rising-bell was neot to ring. * Nobody hau ever hnown Lodar
ta be ill before—he seemed far too strong and robust to be
Hl, and even his reckless ways dil not seem to tell upon hia
stout constitution, as they would huve told upon a wenker
ane. Loder ill! He had beer well erough thh previous day
to make himsglf very unpleasani, at all events. He had
bullied Whartofl, and he had besa even rcugher with
Skinner, and h: had interfered with the juniors in the
commeon-reom in the evening. He had certainly not been ill
then. What was the metter with Fim now
. The juniors wondered, and discnazed the matter with great
mterest while they were dressing. Leder k! Loder laid
up! It is to bo feared that there w- more satisiaction than
sympathy felt in the Remove dormitor: Whil® Loder was
ill, at all events. he could not be bullyir  the juniors, and

was a relief Many of the Removites were very much
inclined to wish him u long illnesa

N1 say, you fellows, this 13 luck ' said Billy Bunter, rub-
bing a bruise on his shoulder which hed been caused by a
cricket-atump belonging to Loder. “ I hope it's something
jolly painful, don’t you?”?

“ Oh, shut up ! said Johnny Dull

£ Oh, mll:cnr, Bull—"

“Plessed if T ean imagine what the matter s !"* said
Bolsover. * ITa must be gammening. Ho was well enough
last might, I know that."”

“Tt may be an aceident,” said Mork Linley.

Hazcldene burst into s chuckle,

“Yes, rather! He may have fallen chmbing into his
window, or something like that, cspeciall il 5ie had been
getting squiffy at the Cross Keys.”

And there was o laugh,

The junicts were not by any means unfeeling. If Win-
gate oz Courtney had been ill, they would have been con-
cerned onough. Loder had only himself to thank if nobody
cared whether he was ill or not.

Harry Wharten did not join in tha genera' discussion,
neither did Bob Cherry, nor Nugent. At the first news,
Rob had emst o quick, curions glance at Whar'en and since
then he had aveided locking at his chum  Nugent said no
word., He went about his washing and his dressing with an
expressionless faco.

Wharton was very pale

The expedition of the previeus night was in his nmind now,
and he sincercly wished that he had never made it. MNugent
had been right, after 2ll,.  Wharton had let the snn go down
unon his wrath-—ngninst the warning which wez given in
olden times. A night's sleon had bronght the junior to o
calmer frame of mind. Loder was not wortnn nis hatred, and
revengeful feelings were foolish and low. Harey Wharton
would have #iven a geeat deal to recal cha bappenings of
the night. Dut it was toe Inte 10 think of that now.

He started as he heard Skinosr's voice addressing him.
Skinner had spoken befare. but Wharton, buried in painful
thoughts, had not heard him.

“Wharton ! T sav, Wharton "'

Harry looked ronnd.

"Thd vou spenk to me?"

“Getting deal *" said Skinner sarenstieally.

“No! What Jid you say*"”

T was asking you if you know anything about Lodec's
illnrss, ™

Wharten started,

" What shonld I know about it 2" ho exclumed.

“Well, the whele Form knows that you had some zcheme
for vevenging vourself en Loder,” zaid Skinner 1 thought
that perhaps thiz might be the rvesult of it

Every fellow in the dormitory looked quickly towaras
Facry Wharton, Skinner’s words were sufficient to start
suspicion in every mind

The Macyer Lisrary.—No. 196.
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“Tt's Loder Don't ask

“WHEN A BOY'S DOWN!”

Harry Wharton fAlushed erimson

“ What do you mean, S8kinner?” le oxclaimed hotly.

*Well,' Loder seems to have hae an accident, or some-
E}lng," said Bkinner carelessly. ‘it yon have beon japing

lm-.'."'"""l

““I have not been joping him.'

" ’ﬂmn you didn't carry out youwr scheme whatever it
Wi |

Wharton was silent,

“There may be a row about this,” said Bulstrode.
" Wharton had better hold his tongue. If there's going to
boe an inquiry, the less he says the better,”

Wharton fAushed again.

“I'm not afraid of an inguniry!” ho exclaimed angrilv.
“I'm not afraid to own up to Dr. Locke himself what I did
last night.™

“0Oh! Then vou did something " exclaimed SBkinner,

“J1 don’t deny it.”

“What did you do, Wharton 1"

A dozen voices asked the question.

“Bob Chorry knows what I did."” said Wharton, “ He

helped me get out of the dormitory. and I tcld him when X
came back.™

“You told him ! said Skinner
do 7"

“No; he stayed in the dermitory.”

““Then there's only your word for what you did "

Wharton clenched his hands.

“Ten't my word good enough " he exclaimed angrily.

“Oh, yes, good enough for ns! Don't get rabtty!™ said
Skinner iastily. “"But.I don't know about it being good
enough for the Head, that’s all" y

“What did you do, Wharton !V asked Ogilvy.

“1 took a hovsewhip to lick Loder in hiy room,” said
Harry, **Only he happened to be out of doors—Crose Keys,
I suppose—and he met me under the window a3 he cameo

I gave him a lash or twe, and then e got the whip
away.  He came for me with the butt of 1%, and I had to
cut. I dodged him under the elms—it was very dark there—
and that's all. I came back here.”

: ﬁm%”Luder didn’t follow 1"’ asked Snoop.

.

“That's very curious!" Russell remarked. " You'd hava
thought that he'd be raging, and that he'd come tearing up
to the dorm.”

"“Well, he didn't.”

“ Perhaps he conddn't,” suggested Bkinner. * You may
have hit him havrder then you thought, Wharton, He mighs
have been laid out.™

“Nonsense ! I hit him with the lash, and he w.is after ma
after that.”

“It's curious that it should make him ill.”

“ It hasn’t made him ill,"" said Harvy sharply.

“"¥Yeou think scmething el:e happened after that to make
him il ¥ asked Skinner.

“1I don't know what may have 'hai;.mued. I know that o
!ﬁah or two acrosz the face with a whip wouldn't make lum
all.

Y Sure you didn't use the butt?" asked Btott.

“Yes, of course I am."

“ My hat!" exclasimed Skinner suddenly. * What's this?™

He wns standing by Wharton's bed Upon the mllow,
which lay just as 1t had lain under Harry Wharton’s head,
was a stain of red. The stain showed up with startling
distinctness upen the whiteness of the pillow

The juniors stared at the bloodstain in horror.

*But he didn't see you

There wos

ne danbt what caused that stain—it was blood !
“I]Elﬂﬂd " muttered Dulstrode. 1 say, Wharton—I—I
say !

Wharton burst into an angry lauga.

“ That's from my nose,” he said.  ** My nese was bleeding
last, Sli'lglhhr I biffed it against a trec in the Jdaik.”

Thﬂdjl.miurs were very silent after that Ilarry Wharton
finished dressing himself, and with a darkly-frowning brow,
made his way to the door It opsned just as he reached ir,
and Wingate, of the Sixtly, looked in.

L1 T‘Fh“mn !lj

“ere 7 am,' =zaid Wharton Grmly

“You are wanted in the Head's study.®

“"Yery well”
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Wharton - followed the captaine of Greyfmars from $he
dormitory. He left n dead silence behind hira. Bob Chérry
and Frank Nugent looked at ore ancther-—mute! The same
thought was in both their minds: What haa Horry Wharton
done in the darkness of the might.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Before the Head.

INGATE did not speak as he led the way. Haury
Wharton glunced at him on the stuirs, and‘? saw that
his face was cold and set—very different from its
usual kindly expressicn

“ What does the Head want to sve me for, Wingate }"* he
asked guietly.

Wingate gave him &.look.

“You'll see zoon,” he said grufiy.

“ What sbout Loder—what's the matter with him "

‘““If you don't know salready, you scon will.”

CAnd Wingate said no more. Wharton followed him in
eillence to the Head's study. Dr. Locke was thers, locking
very pale and stern, and Mr. Quelchk was also there. The
Bemove-master looked distressed,

He fixed his eyves upon Wharton as he came in.  Wharton
met his glarce respectfully, but firmly. He wa: not afraid.

“ Wharton !" said the Head slowly.

““Yes, sir." '

" ¥You have to answer & terrible charg~. In the first place,
if you have anything to say to me, and choose to say it of
your own accord, I will listen.” '

““I have nothing to say, sir.”’

“Y¥ou do not know, then, what this charge ia?"

RS o o
. ery well, ope you will le to prove your
innocence, Wharton. You have always had a good reputa-
tien in the school, and it would be a terrible thing if this
was proved against you. Not coly would you be expelled
from Greyfriars, buot if er becomes worse, the matter will
become public, and then you would undoubtedly be arrested
and sent to a reformatory,”

Wharton shivered.

" What has happened, sir?”’ he asked, in a low voice.

“I will tell you. In the first Flm:-a, I will ask you some
questions, and I am sure you will answer truthfully, T may
tell you that this matter will be sifted to the very bottom,
and the truth will, and must, be brought to light. I warn
you in the first pince against any temptation t< prevaricate.”

mermn Iﬂuahed. Lk

““I hope 1 am not Likely to prevaricate, sir!" he exclaimed.
“Mr. Quelch will tell you whether I am truthful or not.”

"1 have always found Wharton & perfectly truthful bos,”
said the Bemove-master.

Dr. Locke nodded.

Jf Very well! Were you out of the Remove dormitory last
night, Wharton?"

EI;ha junior was silent,

_ “Bpeak upih\:'i;?lrton_l" said Ib:'ltl"l.rﬂue%tiﬁ. “ Thas m:;ltt-er
18 50 sericus that there is no ibility of keepang anythin
back—nor will any small fault be punished. Dr. Locke iga
only anxious to find out the truth of the attack upon Loder,
and anything else that may come to light will oe passed over.
Is it not so, sir?™

“Quite s0,” said the Head. “ For the sake of clearing up
the one matter, I will pass over anything else thai was done,
and sc you may speak to me witn perfect freedom,
Wharton.”

“I was out of the dorm. last night, sir,”" said Harry
guietly.

The Head drew a deep breath.

“Yes? Did you leave it by the door or tha window—I
mean, was 1t some boyish prank uwpon the other Forms, or
did you actually leave the hounsei"

1 left the house, sir™

“ For what reason 7™

“Teo go to Loder's room. sir,"

“¥You confesa that

“ Certsinly, sir."

" And what was your reason for going tz Loder’s room in
the middle of the night?" demanded the Head, his voice
growing very stern.

“To horgsewhip Loder, sir,” said Whartoa firmly.

" What '’

“Are you serious, Wharton ¥ cxelaimed Mr. Quelch.

" Quite sevioua, sip” .

“You intended to horsewhip a prefect?”’ the Head ox-
claimed.

o TBS, sip. ™

“And the reason for this picee of astounding importi-
nence !

“ Loder had bullied me, and licked me before the fellows—
for nothing,” said Wharton, between his teeth, * T said that
I would be even with him. - That was my veason, If I were
big enough 1 would fight hirn. As I'm not, I meant io cateh
him in bed and hopsewhip him.  That's all, sir.”
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# And did you do s0%"” zid the Head coldly,

“No, sir. e was not in his room.” .

“Ah! Whore did you see him? You did seo him, T pre-
sume "'

“¥es. I was under his study window, when D came

through the trees and recognised me™

Mr. Quelch suppressed & pgroan. He could see how
Wharton was incriminating himself, and his belief in the
junior's innocence wavered.

“And then?” exclaimed the Head.
him down?'' .

Wharton almost smiled. :

“1 don't think I could have struck down a follow so big
as Loder, sir,”” he said. * I hit him across the Eace with the
whip, once or twice or thrée times:; I hardly remember, I was
very excited.™

““With the butt of the whip?"” .

* Mo, .s1p, the lash. [ theant {o punsh him, not to injura
him. 1 hope you don't think T would act like o ruffian, sir.”

"1t remains for you to prove that you have not acted like
a ruffian, Wharton. Buf{ what did er do after you had
lashed him, as you state?"

‘*Heo got the whip away from me, sir, and tried to it me
with the butt.”™ .

““Bo eareful what you say, Wharton.”

“1 am telling you exactly what ocourred, sir.”

“ What did you dot”
. I cut—I--I mean, I ran, sir,” said Wharton. ' Loder was
in & fury, and didn’t know what he was doing, and he might
have brained me. I dedged away under the trees.”

** And Loder?"

“*He missed me in the dark."

“"You did not turn wpon him?"

* No, sir.” )

“ Nor strike him again with any heavy weapon?”

“1 had no weapon, sit.”

" He was quite.well, then, and had received from rou only
the lashes on the face when you left the spoti”’

“ Wes, ur” )

“ And then you returned to your dormitory "

" Yeq, sir.”

Unpursucd '

LR TR S

¥ E:l’ml it not strike you as singular that Loder did not follow
you?

“Well, I was rather excited and confused, and didn’t think
much about it, sir," said Harry, *'I t.hnugirt, I belisve, that
Loder didn't care for the matter to go any further.
intended to tell the cxact facts if he complained to you, s&ir,
a3 he has done. But I rather thought that he would let tha
matter drop, and take his revenge afterwards in some under
hand way; that would have been more like"him' I cen't
understand his having allowed the matter to come to your
knowledge at all, because he knows that I'm bound to give
my reasons for acting as [ dud."

“If Loder was so brutal as you say, Wharton, why did you
not complain to me or to your Form-mester, instead of taking
the law Into your own hands?"

““ Because that would be sneaking, sir.”

““But you have told me now."

* Because Loder has reported me, and forced me to. I'm
bound to defend myaself, zir.”

The Head looked at him searchingly. -

“Then you think that Loder has reported your ccnduct
rri} mIa. and that that iz why I bhave sent for you?" he asked
slowly,

Wharton loocked surprised.

“1 suppose so, sir. You couldn't know anything abouk ik
unless Loder bad reported it, conld you? T suppose he has
reported it, and he 15 shamming illness to make 1t out more
sertous: that would be like him."

The Head's brow grew wvery stern,

“ Then ﬁ'uu de not know, Wharton, what has happened to
Loder?” he exclaimed.
“1 don't know that anything has hlmaened to him, sir."”
‘You do not know that last night he was struck dewn

by an unknown hand, in the Close, under his window—--"
“ What I"

“* And left inscnsible 7" said the Head harshiy.

Wharton staggered.

"“1t—it's impossible " he exclaimed.

“ Your Form-master, Mr. ﬁueluh, found him there, bleeding
and unconscious,” said the Head sternly. “ For a2 long time
he could not speak., This morning he 1 able to epeal;, and
thﬂtl i3 q!]';“ And he has named yor as his assailant.”

+ B :

** Yes, you, Wharton !** _

Wharton held on to the back of a chair for support. Hlis
}:_ram seemed to-reel, and for a moment the room swam reund
1T

“Then ryou struck

13

cmebie “HIS LAST MATCH!” BIRMLmoranse
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THE TWELFTH CHAPTEL.

. Guilty !

g HARTON 1M

Mr., Quelch’s clear, incisive voice seemcd to pierco

the mist that was closing upon Harry Wharton's

. brain. The Form-master's strong hand closéd upon

hiz shonlder, and held him. Harry made an coffort, and

collected himself. The Head's, eyes were like steel mow as
they were fixed upon him. ‘
“Wharion, collect yoursclf 1"

::Yc:--r-:?, siv,” muttered Harry.
Have you anything to say, Wharton?" said the Head

eoldly, ]
“Yes, sir. T—I didn't do it. If Toder has really becn

mjured, T didn’t do it. T know nothing. at all about it.”

Do yon seriously expect that statement to be believed,
Wharton 2" the Head demanded sharply. * You admit strik-
img Loder; yon admit that you went there purposely to
take revenge upon him for some wrong, real or fancied:
and you deny that you inflicted the injury from which he is
now sufferine,™

“1 deny it!”

" You aver, then, that someone else must have found Loder
there immedistely after you left him, and struck kim down.”

"f\"hartﬁn was silent.

t certainly: did seem o wild supposition, put in that way.
That the Head believed him gu%if}r was clear. He looked
at Mr. %{unlch. but the Remove-master avoided his glance,
Harry’s heart was as heavy as lead. Mr. Quelch believed
him guilty, too!

The boy broke out passionately.

“Oh, sir, you—you can't believe that T'd do a thing like
that! I never meant to hurt Loder—only to punish him for
bullying me. I hit him with the lash of the whip, and that
was all; I-swear it.”

“1 cannot believe you, Wharton The whip has been
found there, but S‘fﬂu had another weapon ioo, probably a
ericket-bat, Dr. Short states that Loder's injury was caused

some heavy, blunt weapen, probably a cricket-bat. Do
you deny that you had such a weapon with you ?"

“1 =!‘ad nothing but the whip, sir, and Loder tock that
RWAY.

The Head sighed.

b Ehen 'Fim -persist- inI denial 7" ha ﬁxciaimed_

““Certainly, sir, az I am only telling the iruth!™ said
Wharton. ‘:ErP‘hﬂv.n not hurt Lu{Ie-r, It %:m wag struek down
and stunned, it certainly was not by me. HMe might have
Efn into a tree, perhaps. I ran into one, and made my nose
. ‘Loder's injury could not have been caused by running
into_a tree. He was struck down.”

“ Does he say I did it, sir

T YHLFI

Whartan gasped.

“He says I struck him downi™

i "H"Eﬂ_-”

“ But—but it's impossible, sir. If he says so, it's a lie
And if—if he was struck down under the tree, siv, he couldn't
see who setruck him; it was too dark.”

“Loder's statement iz that
you assaulted him, Wharton,

The Head was silent for a fow moments, hiz eyes fixed
upon Wharton. The boy steod ereet before him,  He was
dismayed, but he was not afraid.

“¥You will not confess, then, Wharton ™

““I have confessed everything now, sie”

“You deny your guilt "

i Most. decidedly, sir.”

“It 15 only too clear, Wharton.
Mr. Quelch

The Remove-inaster was pale and grave.

“T1 apree with _'i'nu, sir,” he zaid, in a law voire,

‘.‘]?hf:"iif‘f” exeluimed Wharton,  * You—wvou Dbelieve me
aratilty f
) 1 ecdnnoi believe otherwise, Wharion. T am afrail that
it is only toa clear,” smaid Mr. Quelch sadly. **That vou
were In a state of great exeitement, and hardly knew what
vou were doing, 1 believe also, but T cannot doubs that you
did thiz. The first name upon Loder's lips when he came
to himself was yvours.™

“He lied, sir."

Mr. Quelch shook his head.

““He spoke your name, Wharton, hefore he was fully
conscious. Ile was not lying. He might have been mistaken;
but I do not see how he could have been mustaken.”

Wharton’s brain seemed to whirl.

He was beginning to understand what this meant to him,
hRui:Enrum—disgrace and condemnation! He gasped for

reath.

“ Loder is now in a precarious state,"” sald Dr. Locke, in &
hard woice., * His strong constitution may pull him round
without a severe illness. Az vet Dre. Short cannot telll It
i guite possible that he may become worse, and have brain
fovar. ]'Foit comes to that, Wharton, the matier must become
iuh]i::. In that ease, you will be dealt with according to

w, But if Loder improves, and we are able to keep this
unhappy matter to ourselves, you will simply be expelled
from Greyfriars. In the meantime, it 3 my duiy to keep
custody of vou. You will be locked up in & room until we
know more™

“Locked up, sic?®"

“"Yos, Wharton; and if it were not for the disgrace to
Greyfriars,” said Dr. Looke, his voiee rising, “I should have
vou locked up in the police-station at Friardale, instead of
a room in the school.” :

Wharton shuddered. | L g

“1 shall write to your unecle to-day, acquainting him with,
what has happened,” went en Dr. Locke, I understand that
ha.is naw in Paris, and it will be some time before he can
get hare. - In the meantime, you will be kept in costody——""

“T am innocent." : :

“ Do not add falsehoods to your other wickedness, Wharton.
You have been guilty of a cruel and barbarous act. That
you received provoeation I am willing to beliove, hut nothin
can excuse or condone utter barbarity of this atta
upon Loder. T shall keep you in confinement till Loder’s
state iz ascertained more sccurately. If he grows better, I
shall hand you over to your uncle to itake away from the
school. If he grows worse, I fear that I shall have no
alternative but to give you up to the police. Wingate, will
you take Wharton away, and lock him in the cmpty room

in the second passage, and

What is your opinion,

e e T

and he followed you under the
trees, and there you turned up- A
on hitn and struck him down.” il

“¥ou supgest, then, that
there was someons else under
the elns, lying in wait for o
chanee to injure Lodec?

Harry Whurton gave a start.

“My hat!” he exclaimed.
“MNeow I think of it, I re-
member  hearing a

The doctor shook his head.

“1 am nfraid that will not |
do, Wharton. You did not sec
thiz other®"

Y1t was fouo dark, sir.™

“"¥ou do not know who it F
was i’

MNext Tuesday's grand number of
ﬂ.ir_"?: did nothing of the kind, ii TH E MAGN ET ¥

will contaln another splendid, long complete
achool tale of Harry Wharton & Co. at
Greyfriars, entitled:

footstep £ '
under the trees a long timo
bafore Loder came up. There :
was somabody else there.” s
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By
FRANK RICHARDS.

L )

bring me the keyt
*“Yes, sir.”

Wharton gave & wild look
round at the condemnpatory
faces.

“ [—I am innocent,” ha mut-
tered huskily. ' Dr. Locke,
ask Mr. Queleh, ask Wingate,
ask any of the fellows, if I've
- ever done a roften, cowardly
thing like that before ™

“Talk is useless, Wharton,
Tuke himn away!”

“ But=but, sir, I—I can't be
locked up!” Whartom ex-
claimed., " I—T1 ought to be
allowed & chance of locking 1a-
to the matter to—to find out
who really did that to Loder.”

Dir. Locke's colour deepened,
He was very angry.

** That is sheer impertinence,
Wharton!”  he  exelaimed.

LIBRARY

“1 have no idea, sir"

“"Hm! And vou did not
mention tho fact at all yntil
now—"" o

“”1 had forgotten about it,

wir e e

Please Order your Copy In Advance.

“Yeou would do much bettor
te own up to the truth and say
that you are sorry.™

“1 am not likely to own
up to what I never did, air!”
retorted Wharton with spirit,

;I'm; Macner Ligriny.—No. 196,
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1 Nugent stepped nolselessly towards the door, taking care to kee
grasped the handle of the door suddenly and dragged 1t open.
headlong into the room,

out of the line of view from the keyhole. He
here was a gasping howl as a fat junior tumbled
{8eg chapter 15.)

“Enough! Take him away, Wingate.”

The Greyfriars captain dropped his hand upon Wharton's
shoulder. Hia face was hard and dark.

“Come ! he said.

' ¥ou needn’t put your hands on me!" said Harry.
come without that!"” i

Wingata gave him one look, and released him. Harry
Wharton followed him from the study., The junior held his
head high. He was angry now—quite as angry a8 the
doctor. Wingate opened o door in the lower passage,

“ et in!” he said roughly.

Wharton stepped into the room.

Wingate drew the door shut, and turned the key on the
outside. There was a click, and the captain of d'r?}'friars
put the key into hia pocket and turned away.

Harry Wherton was alone.

A prisoner—under a torrible charge.

It seermed to him that it was zome fearful dream, but he
looked round the room, at the locked door, and knew that
it was no dream.

He was a prisonez, his honour stained, perhaps for ever,
and the terrible sentence hanging over him—expulsion from
the sohool, perhaps prison. Prison! The mere thought of
the horrible word sent a chill to his very heart. If only lLe
had taken Frank Nugent's advice the day beforel

But it was too late | :
Tre MAeNET LIBRARY.—No. 198

“I'H

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
A Staunch Chum.

HAL work was very mueh neglected in the Remove
Form-room that morning we need hardly say.

The Remove were amazed and dismayed.

The news of Loder's injury and of Wharton's in-
carceration had, of course, spread over the whole school at
Qnce.

It caused utter amazement in all ciua.rters. :

That any Greyiriars fellow should be guilty of such a
ruffianly revenge, even upon a bully like Loder, was shocking
enough  But that the guilty person should be Harry
Wharton of the Remove made the metter as surprising as
it was shocking.

Wharton guﬁtj' !

The facts that were known hardly seemed to leave
room for any other supposition Loder, when he recovered
in the morning, had mﬁq hia tale clearly enough—so clearly.
that it was pretty evident wo somc of the fellows that he had
thought it over careful'y bafore he spoke & word.

He had heard & noise in the Close, so he seid, and had
risen to aee what it was, suﬁ.per:lir‘lfg that perhaps somo of the
cuniors were breaking bounds. In order not to alarm the
i-muse, he had dropped from his window to look round the
Close. He had 'Iﬂcgced under the elms, fancying that he saw
someone there, and a8 hs came back towards the Louse he.
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met Harey YWharton of the Remove face to face. Wharton,
instead of replying to his questions as to why he was uwub
of the dormitory, had nttacked him savagely with a whip,
and then run under the trees. Lodér had followed him, and
Wharton had turned wpon him and struck him down with
eome heavy wespon. Then he was insensible, and koew na
more. He hid an impression, however, that he had - been
struck twice. He had not seen any weapon in Wharton's
hand cxcepting the Wh& which he ﬁad snabched away from
him in the stroggle. But the jumior muat have had it with
him, or elsc lesming against & tree in readiness to be snatched
up. Loder thought it was & cricket-bat that he had used.
at was all that Loder could tell,

Most of the feilows discounted the first part of the story.
They guessed pretly clearly that Loder had been retwmi
from some excursion when he had encoonte
Whartons in bthe and bad not risen because Be had
heard s noise in the (lose.  But that wae only s minor point
of ﬁnm The esmential part of it seemed to be well
I'H.Eﬂ!ﬂ

For Wharton admitted having left the Remove dormitory
word b the clect Lt e badl imbemiod uly s prsbhmemn
WO 1 caly a punt
m;l:m'd:hei'ﬁuﬂ:hmkth' hﬂd&j ph

San @ : k Lheir over the story,
believing Wharton's explanation so far as it went. Loder
-had got the whip away from him, and started after him
with it; then Wharton had anutched up the bat, or the club,
or whatever it was, and landed oat at Loder. That was the
Eener E'PID'IP-E. ) ]

Bkipner pointed pat that in that case he must have taken
the weapon with him to have i ready, which was a point
very muck against Wharton. It showed that he must kave
known in advance that his atteck might turm out
to be & severe assanlt, even if he rot actually intended
to make it

The facta of the case, as they were koown, were not con-
cenled—the whole school kpew., They were left to form their
own opinions sbout it but thers wers few who doubted that
it was Wharton's hand thaf haéd mficted tho injury upon

Loder.

ap lost his head when Loder was after him, and
biffed hom-too hard,” said Bulstrode. ' It was a bit rotten,
but Loder can blame himself.: I'm sorry for Wharton,”®

“8o am L said Tom Brown. * There's not much doubt
about it, I smppose, but it's rotten hard on Whartor. e
never meant tc burt Loder so much. F'm certain of that."

“But he denies the whole business,” Mark Linley
remarked.

**Oh, he woakl!" sneered Sknner.

Mark fixed s steady look upon the cad of the Romove.

“You seem to be very much against Wharton all along.'
he said, ss Blkirmer shrank a little from his glance. ). for
one, believe every word Wharton has said. I don't welicve
he would tell a lie to escape any punishment.”

*0Oh, rate!"” said Snoop. * Anybody would™

* That may be your opinion; it isn't mine.”

“Ob, Wharton denies it, of course,”” said Skinner. " He
doesn’t want to be expelled. But we know jolly well that
he biffed Loder.””

* We know nothing of the sort,” said Nugent.

Skinner stared at him, i

“You ought to Enow it better than us,” he sand. ** We
all know that Wharton had some scheme on last night to
revenge himself on Loder, and you were on bad terms with
him about it."

Nugent flushed.

"'Igu.t was simply his scheme for horsewhipping l.oder,"
ho replied. **I thought it was rather too thick at the time,
and 1 think so now.”

“% su he didn't tell you all this?"

“He did tell me all, and hs never meant to hurt Loder
seriously. Some cowardly brute did this to Loder,” said
Nugent. -*' It wam't Wharton.”

“Oh, ratal”

““¥Yes, that's too thick, T guess,” sgaid Fisher T. Fish.
“It's pretty clear about Wharton, you know, though 'm
sorry for the galoot, I guess. YE%}H )

“ Oh, shut upi” said Frank. * Wharton didn't do it

He swung away angrily. Bob Cherry, who had been
listening in silence to the somewhat heated diseussion, fol-
lowed Nugent into the Close. Morning lessons were over,
and the whole schoal was discussing the affair of Wharton
and Loder. Bob tapped Nugent on the arm.

“ Franky, old man, you don't believe Wharton did it?”’

Frank knitted his brow.

“ MNo: do you, Bab?'

_ Bob Cherry looked distressed. Ho ran his fingers through
hie thick hair. 3

“ Blessed if I know what to think!” he said slowly.
“YWhartor 13 s cirious beggar when his temper gets the
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“WHEN A BOY'S DOWN!”

better of him, I know that. The fellows are all talking abount
that blood on his pillow. We krow there was blood on bim
when he came in last night, Nugent.™

“*Tha* was from his nose.”

" Yes of i was brue”

“You don’t think Wharton licd, Bob®

e W‘EH, no”

** Besides, be had nothing with him to hit Loder with like
that,’”" ssid Nugent. ' He took the riding-whip. and nothing
else. And admits having gob that away from him.”

Bob Cherry nodded,

“Dwo you think Wharton told us everything, Franky
** What do you mean{’”
“ Bome of the fellowsz suggest that he had a bzt or some-

thm%?en on the spot ready.

“Well, it scems rather thiek.
ﬁliﬂ.r temper last night, and

ly, and—and—" '

**He didn’t do if, Bob.”

Bob Cherry was silent.

“What he did was silly and reckless encogh™ went on
Nugent, “bat the rest—hitting Loder and stuming him in
thet way—was brutal and cowsrdly, Whartom would vever
hxve done a thing like that.”"

* He might bave if Leder bad been welting him—"

“Then he would have e ined how it was.”

“Well, T supposa 50, Frank.”

“He says he dodged Loder under the trees, and I belirve
every word of it.”’ Frank sawd Grmly.

“* Then thers was somebody else?’

“There must have been.”

“*Bat whcm?"”

Nugent made a hopeless gesture.

:ii}mdneaa knauﬁrs P 9 o "

They’ve got Harry shut wp in the em room.”’
Bob restlessly, “ No chanee cE gotting mt h::;:n and seeing
g hekffm tell us anything. What are you thinking about,
Tran gt

“I'm iﬂing to help Wharton somehow.

“ But how?"

"I don't know—yeb.” Frank koitted his brows. ' He's
imnocent, Bob. I don't care if I'm the oaly chap in the
Remove who knows if, buot I know it! I'm geing to manage
ko zee him somehow and falk it over with him, end then
we shall see what can be done.™

" He's locked up, Frank. ™

Only Harry wae in a very
Lnti:-r had osed him very

said

“I know. But——'"
“ ' Wingake's the key, or else he's given it to the
Head,” said b Cherry thoughtfully. " Ne chance of

getting in at the door. And the room is just over the Form-
room windows, Frank—no chance of climbing up without
being sean. You can't st Wharton."'

“I'm going to get at him "

“ How, then?™ 3

“T ean climb down from the window over the room,’' said
Frank. ** There's ivy thera thick enough to bear my weight.”

Beb Cherry whistled.

“Itllﬂ riﬁkj'-}l :

“I don't care! I'm goiong to stick to Wharton, and we
must know what he can tel? us sbout it before we investi-
gate, The elm will prevent them from seeing me from the
Close, anyway. I shall manage it all right.”

i hore, Frank, I'll go—""

MNugent shook his head.

“Rats! Besides, you don't believe in Wharton as T do—
you've got your doubis——""

Cherry eoloured. _ |

“ Blessed if I can help it," he said. ' ¥ou see, it mught all
have happened so naturally, and Wharton's such s queer
beggar, and then the evidence is so clear——"

“Tt's not clear Enuﬁg;‘h for me,"” said Nugent quietly. * It's
not only thet Wharton's going to be expefled—that's not all.
He's disgraced for life. ’if he leaves school with this hang-
ing over him he can never hold his head up among decent
people again. It's his honour Lhat’s at stake."

“T'I help him if I can, Frank. But—"

“RBut you don't believe in him as I do,"” said Frank.
“When vou were in trouble, Bob, he stuek to you through
thick and thin, and he was the only chap who did.”

Boly Cherry shifted uncomfortably.

“1 know—I1 know!” he said. ‘“This is rotten! 1 don't
like doubting him., But it's a different sort of thing, isn't
it? It's & question whether his temper carcied him away,
and he's got a queet temper. But—" . f

“ I believe 1n him through thick and thin," said Nugent
quietly: * and I'm poing t& help nim."”

And Nugent went into the house, leaving Bob Cherry
staring after him with his hands in his pockets, and a very
perplexed and distressed expression upon his face,
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THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
With the Prisoner.
AP!
Harry Wharton started, He was zlone in the room
tr which he had been confined. He had been alone

thera for soma time, alone and plunged in gloomy
theught. At first he had thought of escape, but he had
sharidonad that thought. Even if he could get out of the

room—which would not be casy—where was he to go? To
run way from Greviriars would be worse than useless: it
would be taken as & proof of the charge against him. Yet
‘s be confined to the room like 2 cviminal, and given no
chanco of investigating end disproving the t:hm*ﬁe, maede him
rage inwardly, It was becauss his guilt was deemed guite
clear. And ndeed, when he grew calmer, and“*thought it
over carelully, he could ses how overwhelming the proofs
must appear to anvone but himself. Ho had, %;.' his hasty
and revengeful temper, placed himself in & position whera
suspicion couid net but fall upon him. And now that it had
[a!r-zn,ithure seemed to be no hope of removing it.
FLA R

Wharton was ing to and fro in the room when the
sound fell upon his ears. He glanced towards the window as
he heard the tap on the glass, and uttered a ery of surprise.
A face was Eremd to the glass,

‘" Frank!
Nupgent tapped again.
Wharton ran to window, and threw up the sash. Frank

Nugent, red with exertion, and dusty from the ivy, climbed
in, breathing hard. He dropped upon the fleor of the recom,
and stood beside Hu?, panting.

“ By Jove!” he said. " That was a climb!™”

0 Hﬁw did yvou get here, Frank "

“ By the ivy, of course.”

:‘. anﬁ above?"

** Frank, it was frightiully risky.”

Nugent grinned.

M t couldn’t b helped. T had to come and see you.
What have vou been domng all the morning ¥’

Wharton shrugged his shoulders.

* I sunpose the whole school knows about this!" he asked.

“ ¥es, rather!”

“ What do the Remove fellows think?"’

*“ They don’t know what to think,' said Frank cautiously.
““ But in tho first place, Harry, I know you didn't give Loder
that erack on the head.”

Wharton looked at him curiously.

% %uur!:mw that I've denied it?"' he asked.

B,

“ Tho Head doesn’t believe me.™

“ I know he doesn’t.””

* And Mr. Queleh is of the same opinion as the Head,” said
Wharton, with a bitter smile.

“Yes; I sup s0."

“And youn tuﬁa my word, Frank**

“ Haven't I said so?"

“It's jolly good of you, old chap!
it wasn't Iy who gave Loder that
enrnestly,

“1 felt certain of it from the beginning. Perhaps for a
moment=——-"INugent paused and coloured. * Perhaps for
acinute or so, Horry, T was afraid that vour temper had gat
the better of you, snd you had struck him feo hard. DBut

“ Bat vou don't think =0 now?”

*Well, 1 know that if you did it, yon would tell the truth
about it, at all events,”” said Nugent. ** I know that.™

“So I would, Frank. I suppose if Loder had had hald of
me, and I'd had a stump in my hand, T might have hit out
too hard, But then, I should have explained how it happaned.
But as a matier of fact, it never occurred. It all haipened
just as I said—I pave him a lash aeress the face, and then he
zot the whip away from me, und hit out with the butt, and I
cut. I never saw him agsin, 1 haven't seen him since I
dodged under the trees to pet away from him Jast night.”

“ That's what we've got to prove somehow, Harry.”

Wharton moadde a hopeless gesture,

“How am I to prove it, Frank, when I'm shut vp hece?
?E-::ﬁ that there scems much chance of doing it, even if I were
1"1?'?-”

“You can't 1"

" Then—-""

" HBut perhaps I can’ said Nugent cheerfully., ** At all
events, I"'m going to teyv.”

Wharton's eves were meist for a moment,

“It's jolly decent of you, Fiank,” he said, in a low vowce.
* Especinlly after the way I've treated vou lately.”

“Oh, that's all right! I keow how to toke your little
ways,'' said Frank,

Wharton colourad.

* I was ratty about Loder. But I'm seiry I didn't take
your advice now, Frank, I knew you were rizht all the time,

Tur Maa¥er Livrary.—No, 198,

On my word of honour,
blow,” sawd Wharton
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I think, and that's partly what made me ratty.
was an obstinate ass.”' | :

“ Exactly—you wera!?” sald Nugent, with & grin. * And
you've got voursell into a fearful hole over it. And I'm going
to get vou ant, if T can. I know vou'd do as much for me,
even if I had punched your head just previously.™

Wharten smrled fzintly,

“ B0 I would, Frank."”

Frank Nugent glanced round the room. There was 2 square
of carpet on the floor, & couple of chairs, a table, a bed and
o few other articles. The junior drew several packages from
his pocket and put them on the table, and Wharton looked
at ther n surprise.

“ What aro they, Frank?"

“ (frub,”’ said Nugent laconically. * Hard-boiled eggs, and
cake, and toffee, and chocolate. They will keep you on short
commons here, Harry, and T thought I might as well bring
them. MNow, let's get to business.”

Nugent sat down on the table . )

Harry Wharton leaned against the wall by the window, his
hands in hig pockets. It was s pleasure to him to see and
listen to his chomx again, and to feel, too, that he was not
deserted in his hour of need. The loneliness of the morning
in the locked room had mede him feel as if the whole school
wera sgsinst him.

“ (20 ahead, Franky!” : 2

“1 want to know exactly what happened last night,”” said
Nugent. ''I'm going into this thing, and I'm going to get
at the truth. Can you tell ma anything to help me?

Wharton wriruk]ecf his brows in thought. i

[ think I've told you all that occurred last night,” he
said.

* Look here, you didn't biff Loder?"

&

* Bomebody did,™”

ol ?E’Eu T .

“ That somcbody must have been on the spot, because
Loder was biffed as he was running after you,” said Nugent.

“ Yag: if he's telling the truth.”

“ [ think That's pretty certain,’” said Frank., “ I hear that
he mentioned your name as the chap who biffed him before
ha quite recovered himself. He thinks it waa you. Of course,
he couldn’t =eo you under the trees, :;ng more than you could,
but as ho was after you at the time, he didn’t see anybody
else, he naturally concluded that it was you. If he knew who
had dona it he would pive the name; he would want him
suanished.™

 Yes, that's true” ;

* L.oder thinks it was vou, and we can tske his slory af
true, so far as he knows,” said Nugent. “ There must have
been somebody olse under the trees at the same time, and he
must have been watching for o chance to hit Loder, and he
took it when Loder came after you. That secms clear!™

“ Yes; it seems pretty clear.’” Yot

* The question is, who was it? I suppose you didn't see
anvhbody ™

* No,"” said Wharton thoughtfully, * I didn’t sce anybody ;
but I heard somebody.” -

“Ahi Now we're petting to something!™ exclaimed
Mugent. '* YWhat did you heari™ - .

* There wus & footstep under the trees—that’s all. 1 didn’t
seo anyvbody., And as there was only just the one sound, I
thought the chap, whoever he was, gone away. That
was gquite & quarter of an hour before I saw Loder.”

“Good! 1t's pretty certain the unknown chap hadn't gone
away, but was Lving' low in the dark there,” said Nugent
axcitedly.

“T supposoe =0

““ And he must have been Inying for Loder.,”

It looks like it." _
“ We may take it that Loder didn’t get up bacause he heard
from the Crosa

B nolse, &5 he says. Ho was coming bag
Keys. Don't you think so?”

“ 1 am sure of it,”" said Harry. ™ I was quite hali an hour,
in all, near his study window, and then he came from the
threction of the gales.” . .

T 5:(;]:-]}0313 a chap who had a grudge ageinst him knew, or
ruessed, that he was going to the Cross Keys last night, and
was laying low for him in the trees, waiting for him to como
back—""

“ Quite possible I

“ Loder came through the trees and passed him—perhaps
the ehap’s nerve fatled hint then, or he couldn™t see r In
the darli?n, Then he would hear Loder talking to you, and
thet, when Loder followed you into the trees, then wonld
come his chance. He only had to stand ready, and land ous
with the bat, or whatever it was."

Wharlon nodded.

“QOr,"” went on Nugent, more slowly—" or perhapg?thﬂ
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chap knew about your zchemo of going for Loder, and
delil:wratelr let him see you first, 50 as to leave the impression
upon Loder's mind that it was vou who struck him down.™

Harry Wharton started.

** That would ba a horvibly mean trick,” he said.

“ Well, the chap who would bash Loder in that way must
be horribly mean, I supposze, anyway.”

“ Yes; I supposo so.”

** And it would be a good dodge, from his point of view, to
let the blame fall on you if asnything come out, and keep
bimself safe.”

Wharton looked very thoughtful

* It looks to me as if you're on the track, Frank, so far as
getting to know hew it happened. But as for finding the chap

“I'lIl do that, too!™ said Nugent. * I've got something to

go on now. Thero was another chap there; he was a chap

who had & deadly grudge againet Loder; he was no friend
of yours, because he was willing to let the blame fall on you;
and he knew in advance nbout your plan of being there.”

' That would fit half the fellows at Greyfriars,” said
Wharton, with a faint smile. * All the juniors, at any rate,
hato Loder, and & good many of them are no friends of
mine.

** But there aren’t many who would injure even a chap like
Loder for revenge,” said Frank; * and he is really injured,
Harry, The doctor is talking about concussion of the brain,
atl brain fever, and so on. dare say it’s mostly gas, but
Loder is seriously hurt; there is no doubt about that. Thero
are precious few fellows ruffians enough here to lam.a chap
right on the head with a cricket-bat,”

" Yes; you're right there, Frank,”

! ‘ﬁre:',ll find him out,” enid Nugent confidently. ** You see,
W e o

Frank Nugent broke off suddenly. There was a sound of
the key being tuined in the lock. Boefore the junior could
miks & movement towards the window the door was flung
Elmnf and Gosling, the porter, appeared with a tray in his

HAILES W

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTE E.
Nugent Makes a Beglnning,

OBLING tramped into the room with a sulky counten-
ance, Gosling, the school-porter, did not like work,
and bringing dinner to the room for the imprisoned
junier was an addition to his daily labour which did

not find favour in Gosling’s eyes. Not that the school-porter
had heavy dutics to do, but Gosling was one of the many
who regard cmployment simply as-a method of drawing
wages, and look upon every task they have to perform s a
fresh wrong heaped upon them. Gosling slammed the tray
down Hipas the table, and grunted. Under the circums-
stances, he did not expect a tip from Wharton, and
at 1o pains to restrain his ill-humour.
; 3 .E'licre;lmu har!" he ejaculated. * Wot T says is this ore.
50F5——
. Gosling paused. He caught sight of Frank Nugent, and
his mouth ned wide, like that of an expiring codfish.
He stared blankly at the junior, so astonished at finding
him within the locked room that for & minute he could nok
speak. The expression of amazement in his face was almost
idiotic, and Frank could not hn!f) bursting into a chuckle.
The chuckle seemed to recall Gosling to himeelf,
A ﬁaﬂ;z Hﬁt_genlt!!“ he .:-juamﬂated.
“ MNo; I'm his ghost!" said Nugent, “Touch me not,
I vanish into t.hiﬁ air " ¢ RN
" Ho!" said _Gualinf+ “Wot T says is this ere. None
of sour little jokes, I says. You Lim in by the winder,
Master Nugens.™
“ ¥ou ought to get a prize

Gﬂsliug."
f}mhn srorted.
it's mgin the rules to climb into winders, and

he was

in guessing  competitions,

" Whic
strickly forbidden to come and see Master Wharton,” he
said. ““You get hout of this room, Master Nugent! I am
bound to report ver.”

“Oh, Gossy! You're not zoing to report me, are vou,
when I came hers to——" )

£ g'ﬂt I says is this "ere——"

“On purpose to tip you for bringing in W .
dinner,” said Nugent _si:-]izgmlm ey b

_Gosling stared at him blankly, and then slowly his rugged
E::mga relaxed into & grin. He had somo slight sense of

mour, ' y

*Thank you kindly, Master Nugent! he said. “T dare
sa¥ you was anpxious to speak to Master Wharton, You'd
better go hout by the door; it’s safer than the winder.”

I:i' hanks, old Eun; Ihrgj-ill."

ugent pressed a shilling into the school-portey”
TrE Magner Lmnuu-EHu. 196, poster’s Band,
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nodded to Wharton, and guitted the room. Gosling paused
for & few moments, in case there should be another shilling
to come from Wharton. No shilling being forthcoming, he
g:l.l!’:tﬂd and followed Frank Nugent, locking the door
hind him.

Harrﬁ_‘ﬂhnrt::m was left alone again. .
. liu!- is face was more cheerful now, and his hesrt was
ighiter.

¢ might be down oo his luck, but he had & chum whe
was staunch through thick and thin, and who was working
to ¢lear his honour from the stain that had been cast upon it.

Would Nugent succesd?

Wharton*hardly dared to he:sEe 0. The mystery of the
night seemed too deep, too dark to be penetrated.

nd yet he hoped. )

And even il Nugent failed, it was something to know that
his best chum still believed in him and would stand by him
faithfully whatever came to pass

Frank Nugent walked away with & deep frown of thought
upon his brow. He had set himself a task which would be
far from easy to perform, and he knew it. Dut he did not
think of flinching. He was ready to stand by his chum

nst the whole school,  if need were. went in to
dinner, a little late, and Mr. Quelch glanced at him, but the
Form-master did not speak.

After dinner, when the Remove went out, most of them
were anxious to know how Loder was progressing. Dr. Short
had been to sce the prefect. Loder was still occupyin
Wingate's room, the doctor having sdvised that he shoul
not be moved, BSeveral of the Removites gathered rousd
the little medical man as he came out. Some of the more
suspicions fellows in the Form suspected the little gentle-
man of making the case out to be unduly serionz: Dr. Short
was known to have a tendenoy in that direction. As Skinner
remarked, a medical mad couldn't be expected to cure all
his patients, and then sit down cheerfully and starve to
death. And -Dr. Short was known to have patients of ten
years' standing.

“How is he, =ir?" asked Russell,
YA slight improvement=—slight
Ide. Shori good-naturedly.

“Can s chap go in and see him, sir?" asked Nugent.

The medical man shook his head.

* No; impossible—quite impossible, in fact, absolutely!”

“Will he have brain fever, sir?™ asked Skinner.

*“I trust not, my lad—I trust net.”

“Thank you, sir!"”

“I am glad to sce you lads so anxious about your school
fellow, however,” said thelittle gentleman.  * That i3 quire
the proper spirit.”

“Yes. We want to know whether Wharton is going ta
prizon, or 13 only going to be cxpelled,” said Bolsover.

“Oh™ said Dr, Shert eurtly,

And he walked away without saying any more.

Bab Cherry gave the bully of the Remove an angry look.

" That was a rotten, caddish thing to say !’ he exclaimed.

Bolsover grinned, and turned away. He was one of the
fellows who made no seeret of the fact that they were glad
to see Wharton ** down.”

“1 want to spealk to you, Bob," Nugent soid abruptls.

“Go ahead!”

M MNot here; in
Linley.””

* Right you ave!”

_ The three juniors followed Frank to Mo, 1 Study, wonder-
mg samewhat. Franlk closed the study door after them,
teking great care to latch it The other fellows looked af
him in surprise,

“What's the game!" asked John Bull, “ Some jape on®”

“1I'm not likely to think of ja’pc-s, Bull, with \«E‘harmu
locked u? under a rotten charge,” said Nugent quictly.

ViNoj I suppose not.  But what is it, then? What's the
gn‘icily mystery about?

"1 want you chaps to help me, and I don’t want any
listoners,” said Nugent. * That'y all.”

The juniors cxchonged glances

* About Whartotn!" asked Mark Linles.

(11 '?Es"iﬁ

“What do vou want ns to do®’ asked John Bull uneasils,

“To help me clear him.”

The juniors were silent.
faces

“Let's have 1t out plain,” he said. “ Do vou Fellows
believe he was innocent, or do you think he hit Loder in
that rotten, cowardly way?”’

1 think it must have been zomebods clse,” said Mark
Linley slowly.

“1'm blessed if I know what to thivk ! said Bob Cherrre.

" And vou, Bull?""

John Bull coloured.

“Well, T agree with Cherey,” he said.

improvement,™  said

my study.  You, too, Bull, and rou,

Frank MNugent scanned their
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“ I believe in Wharton;'" said Nugent shruptly, " If he's
cxpelled from Gueyiviars, T shall ask my people to take me
away and send me to the school he goes to,”

* Phew "

“But T want to clear him, if I can, 1
chaps have always been chummy with Wharton,
you ought te ll-&!i’].”

"1 will, gladly,”" said Mari.

“8o will 1" said John Bull. “I don't know what to
think about the matter, but I'd give & preat deal to get at
the truth, and if Wharton conld be eleared, nobody would
be moroe pleased than I should be”

“Rame here!” said Bob Cherrr,

“Then you'll help me?”

 Yen, rather!” said the thvee juniors together.

“ Then we'll hold a council of war on the subjeet,”” said
Frank. *“TI'll tell you what I know about the matter, an
you can give me your opinion, I—-="" He paused H-'le'liﬂlilf.
and held up hia hand.

There was a distinct creal at the door.

* Someone's listening "' whispered Bob Cherry,

Nugent nodded.

*Apd who's more likely to listen than the chap wheo's
efraid of beipg found out?’ le said, in a low voice.

" Right, by Jove!”

Nugent siep?ed noiselessly towards the door, taking gare
to keep out of the line of view from the keyhole. " He
grasped the handle of
the -:]im::r suddenly, and §
dragged it open. There
was & gasping  howl,
and = fat junior tum-
bled lieadlong into the

Faom,

Look here! Yon
I think

THE SIXFTEENTH
CHAPTER,

A Councl! of War.

o JOW ! Oh, rveally!
Yow!”
“Bunter!”

exclaimed  the
fowr_Juniors logeiher.

“Ow! 1-1 was just
going (o knock, Oh¥F?

Nugent drapgged the
tat junior io his feet.
He was bitterly ois-
appanted. He Thad
hoped that the lietener
might prove to  be
someone whom he could
suspect of -being the
aseailant of Loder. But
Bunter waz above—or
below —- suspicion. The
fat jJunior would no
more have dreamed of
an aweault upon & pre-
feet than of Aying over
the roof of the Bcheool
House.

“You fat cad!"™ ex-
claimed Nugent wrath-
fully.

“Ow! D-d-don’t shake me like that, Nugent! You will
make my glasses fall off I

*You fat rotter!*

“Yow! And if they get bhrokan ‘Il hay -
i oy b ¥ & » youw'll have to p-p-pay for
Nugent slung the Owl of the Renove against the wall.

Bunier bumped theve, and slid down to o sittin Bt
and sat there, blinking over his big spectacles, Ehﬁ:ﬁx I;':&
slipped down his fat littls nose.

“Ow! Oh! ¥ah! I'm hurt! Yarocop!”

What do you mean by listening at my door?” shouted
MNugent. .

“I=1 wasn’t listening! I didn't hear a word vou said,
and T don’t knew syou were discussing Wharton at all,”
howled Billy Bunter. * Besides, it wasz all Skinner's fanlt.”

i Skinner's! What do vou mean 7

“Well, he suggested that vou might Le |1iﬂf.1ing; SO 0.
thing, and I came along to ser. l—f mean, I Jdide’t como
olong to see. I never even thought of——"

and  squirmed out of :ho doorway, and rolled into the
his companions with a frown,
“lt couldn’i lave been
Tue Macxer Linnany,—No. 198,

U Oh, pel out, you lying roter!”

Nugent kicked the fat junior vigorously. Bunter roaved.
passage, where he picked himsell up and ran.

Mugent stammed the door alter |l]-;.ﬂ'|', and wurned back to

it I*Iuthiugf‘l there,” he said.
Bunter. I had hoped——""

CBkinper seems to have suggested to Bunter to listen,”
said Mark Livlew, in quiet Luc significant tones.
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“ekinner wes very curicnz, and he must have known that
we woees here to talk ehout Wharton's affair, if he noticod
ns at all.”

* Skinner "
wonder——" .

“ My hat!” exclaimed Bob Cherry excitedly,
wad 2% wild against Loder as Wharton was:
You remember what an awiul licking ho had?”

“ Yes, rather!” said John Bull, "1 wonder—=—"

Nugent's eyes gleamed.

* Bkinner will do for a beginning, at all events,”™ he said.
“Look here! I've had a talk with Wharton just before
dinner, and he's told mo something I didn't know beflore.
Listen to this!™

G shead!" said John Bull torsely.

MNugent explained what he had learned from Wharton,
und the others listencd with close attention,

:;IT}EHIII there was somebody else on the spot all the time?™
il uil.

" Yes; that's clear enough.”

" The question is, who was iti" said Mark Linley. “It

said Frank Nugent thuug]‘dfully. “1

" Skinnev
Enow that.

was somsbody who had
d adeadly grudge against
Loder — some who
knew that harton

was going io be there,
too. MNow, outzide the
Remove, 1 don't sup-
pose anybody heard the
chattep aboui  what
Wharton meant Lo do.™

“You ihiuk it was a

- ik Remove fellow?”
__ I think it's mosk
E likely."
: “ Hkioner ! said

John Bull quietly.

W Bkinner's no friend
of Wharten's, snd it
would be juet one of his
rotten tricke to fasten
a thing like this on
Wharton,” MNugent said
slowly. “S kinner
knew of Wharton's in-
tention of  going ouf,
to0, and he could easil
have stayed awake an
‘Hn&c;aad him go. But
culd he have leit the
dormitery without any-
body seeing or hearing
him, especially as Bolb
Cherry was awake all
the time, awaiting lor
Wharton "

“But I wasn't awake

. all the time!' bhe ex-

claimed, *“I kept on nodding off to eleep; and once, when

I woke again, I thought I heard somebody moving in the
dorni near the door. I took no notice of it at the {ime.”

* It might have been somebody gomg out.”

“Of course it might.”

“ And vou remember, Bob, that after Wharton came back
wa heard & sound outside, and thought perhaps it was Loder
coming up '’ zaid Nugent slowly,

“1 remembaer.”

“Tt might have been somebody elso coming back 1o the
dornt., and be didn't come in, because he heard that we were
awake.

“* Ves, rather.” ]

“ One of the other chapa might have been out of the dorm.
all the time," suid Bob Cherry, after a pause. "It was
quite dark there, and we¢ never thought of looking. Of
couree, we nevey suzpected anything of the sort.™
“T think we're getting to something now,” said Nugent.

f course, with no direct evidence to guide us, we shall
have to fake circumstantiel evidence to begin with, If we
get on the wrong track, we must start again. Taking it for
granted that it was 3 Bemove chap who biffed Loder, how
many of them pre there who coukl be suapecied of doing
such o thing ™

“ Not half & Jdozen,” said Linley.

“ Slinner, and Snoop, and Stott, and DBolsover, per
hape———"="

“ And Vernon-8mith !

Nugent shook his head.
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“ Vornon-Smith is a cad,” he said: **but he's not brute
encugh to do a thing like that, I think. Besides, he was on
better terms with Loder than any othar junior in the school,
They liave & good many tastes in common.”

The juniors grinned.” The blackguard of the Remove and
the blackguard of the Sixth certain v had a good many tastes
in common—not tastes to be proud of.

And then Bolsover,” eaid Bull elowly. *He's a brute,
but he's not all bad, ss he showed by yanking Gatty out of
thﬁ fire the other day, when the sanatorium was burnt.”

I hardly think Bolsover would have dene this—and he

i:ﬂ :::., Eﬁ};ﬁ‘tﬁ h‘::fl':ﬂﬁ“édﬁﬂdﬂr generally let him alone; he

"And Hnoop was cod encugh, but he wouldn't have had

g‘f&,ﬂfﬂ:’“ said Bob Cherry. * The same spplies to Billy

" IE might have been Stott,’”” said Linley. “ But Loder
hasn't been going for Stott lately. Now, we know that he
Was Tlr{zjug;l-.;f,i‘u ¥ rough on Bkinner yesterday.”

n fgﬁ?mﬂ back to Bkinner all the time," MNugent observed,

““ Lools like it to me,” said J
Nugent counted unmhuiu ﬁg:gle:-g,ﬂhn Bull.

% ;{Eat‘s run over the points against Skioner,” he said.

had & bitter grudge against Loder, and he's brute

encugh to injure him to any extent if he could do it eafely;
he disliked arton, and would be quite capabla of tt:'ig
.:E“ Ihi:lma ﬂﬁt him I:d: hal knew ht]ml; ‘fﬁl’hartan intended to go
r er night; lastly, he put Bunte 11 1
te what we were aayi’ng heﬁt.” P Fup fo Hstening
“It's flimsy enough, but it's enough to go upon, when
Hi%r& 13 no other evidence,” esaid Ehrl: iinlat;ﬂ ruiﬂd;'lsr.
aking it for granted that Wharton is innocent, the evi-
dence looke pretty strong against Skinoer.”
. E;lg; l:: aﬂ uttmg atri_:ré:cg' evidence ;.gELnat Wharton ljidhi
1 woak evidenca agains inner,” said Jo
Bull, with & shake of the head. ’
I_“_kut put the characters of the two in the balance,’ said

i Ee&. t’ha.t"st sl:u“he
‘Anyway, it's & beginning,” said Frank Nugent. “Wa
owe it to Wharton to do the most we can %g? him, If
another fellow did this, it -ought to be brought home to
him, and he ought to be punjshed. It was & brutal and
ruffianly thing to do; and as for trying to get the guilt of
it fastened on Wharton, that's worse still.”
" We'll do our best,” said Bob Cherry shortly.
. Nugent nodded. He could ses that he was the only fellow
in the study who bad firm faith in Wharton's innocence.
But t]m%]I wara all willing to do what they could for the
Junior who was in misfortune—and that was something.
The chums of the Remove tgnitt&d the siudy. As they
came down into the passage, Skinner met them, with a
srrﬁnf*mg- smile ]En h&n fma
ve seen Mr. elch,” he remarked. * He savs that
!E::E?E’E'a better, and that there’s no danger of brain-fever
:: Good newa I'* said Bob Cherry.
Y Wharton will only ba expelled now,” eaid Skinnsar.

es.
“If matters had grown worse, ho would have becn sent to
prison 1

“Bo you believe that he did it?7"" said Nugent, lecoking
fixedly at the cad of the Remove.

“Yes,” said Bkinner immediately. “T know he did! 8o
}i&:“ Ew&?l all. ¥ou knmow perfectly well that Wharton did it,

“1I think he Jdid not.”

“gh:d rg,tal" 2

o B 'm going to find out who did,” said Nu ent, =till
watching the cad of the Remove clmalrr. :

Skinner laughed scoffingly.

“If Fqu find anything, it will be proof that Wharton ie
guilty,” he esid. ,

I don't think 0. I think that I shall find that some-

ody elsa is guilty,” caid Frank.

“ Who ¥ aa’i:ady Bkinner.

“The fellow who was hiding under the trees last night,
watching Wharton while he was having a row with Loder,”
satd Nugent.

Skinner started.

::gu;‘waﬂ there anybody thera?"” he exclaimed.

as.

* How do vou know ™

: Wharton told me.”

Oh, of courss he would say &0 !” said 8kinner, with a
sneer. ‘' If it wasn't him, it must have been somebody else
—s0 he's invented somebody else. Rot ! -

" We ghall see,” said Nugent quietly. “We've got a clue,
- and wa shall see.”

Bkinner started again,
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“You've got a clue?

13 11'%’11

““ What 1s it ?"

“That's a secret, for the present,” said Nugent.
know in good time—perhaps sconer than
Skinner.”

“I don't understand you. If you've got a clue, vou ought
to tell the Head—or, at least, the prefects, so that they cam
look inte the matter.”

“ We shall gee.” _

o Il:zifpm you mean that you're going to try fo fix it on
somebody else, to save Wharton !’ eaid Skinner sneeringly.
“1 don't suppose you'll manage it.”

“We are going to fix it on the guilty party.”

Skinner strode away, with a shrug of the shoulders. 1f
Sku_mat*_waﬁ guilty, he certainly had nerve, and Nugent was
again disappointed. Suspicion was one thing, but certainty
was another, and even suspicion that amounted to & moral
certainty was of no use in this case. It was not preof, and
it would not clear Wharton,

[

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER.
Watched!

FRAHK NUGENT was very quiet and thoughtful during

“You'll
vou'll like,

terncon Jessons that day. His thoughts were nok

upon his work, however. He was thinking of Harry

; Whaerton, still confined in the lecked reoom. Several

times Mr, Quelch called him to order. Nugent certainly
was & little irying for the most patient of Form-masters.

In re*cme to & question as to who mundered the princea

in the Tower, Nugent answered * S8kinner!” much to A

Queleh’s amazement—and toe Skinner's also. The reply

esrned Nugent fifty lines.

After claes was d{miﬂsed, Mr. Quelch signed to the junior
to remain behind, as he passed his desk. Nugent stopped.

"What is the matter with you this afternoon, Nugent "
Mr, Quelch asked abruptly, “ You aro usually one of my

pupils, and this afternoon you have been the worst
at 18 the cause of it ¥"

Nugent coloured.

*I—I was thinking about my chum, eir,” he stammered.
= Whartgnnl. do you mean ¥’

Gir.
. " ¥You still ¢all him vour chum?" said Mr. Queleh, look-
ing at the junior curiously.

“Yes, sir 1" satd Nugent, in firm tones.

““ After what he has done, Nugent?"’

“1 do not believe he has done anvthing, sir.”

“ But the injury to Loder—"’

“That was somebody else, sir.”’

Mr. Quelch smiled a little sadly.

“¥Your fmith in your -friend is o good trait in vour
character, Nugent,"” he said. *1 wish I could share it. [
have alwaye had a high opinion of Wharton. With the
exception of some faults of temper, I regarded his character
a3 Very But the evidence 1s too clear in this case.
Wharton's own admissions make if clear.”

“But he wouldn™t have made those ndmissions, sir, if Lo
had really done it," eaid Frank Nugent quickly.

Mr. Quelch shook his head.

““1 am afraid you are leaning on a Lrolien reed, Nugent.”
he said. “*I am very =orry that it is 50, but I cannot think
otherwise. You need not do the lines I imposed, but you
must give more attention to your work.”

“Thank you, eir. I—I—I hear that Loder is much betler
now, eir, and has seen some of his friends,” sa1d Nugent,

“That is the case.”

“Could T eee him, gir ?"

“That rests with Loder. He is able fo zee you, if that ix
what you mean. But why do you wish to see Lodor*

T think he mayv be able to tell me something about what
happened, sir, which will help me to clear Wharton.”

Mr. Gualch #miled fintly.

" You may certainly fry, my lad,” he ead,

“Thank wou, sr! :

MNugent left the Form-room, and made his way at once lo
Wingate's room, and tapped lightly on the door. The deor
was ‘%;i]&ned by Valence, of the Sixth.

_ ““What do you want?” he demanded, staring at the
junior.

“May I speak to Loder ¥

Valance turned his head toywards the bed i the alcove.

;Egc: you want to see Nugent, of the Remove, Loder #'' Lie
HE .

“No ! came a growling voiee.

Nugent grinned. He knew Loder's voice, and 1 did not
gound as if the injured prefect was in a good temper.

“ Buzz off I"" gaid Valence, with hie hand on the deor.

“WHEN A BOY'S DOWN 1" ™= temer g, fores



Nugent genily inserted his boot into the upening.

“"Just & rmnute,’”” he smid. “‘I eay, Loeder, T want fo
speak to you on an important matter. You might let me
come in.”’ ; ) _

“ Oh, come in, if sou want to!” growled the prefect.

Nugent passed Valence, and went in. Loder was sitfing
up in bed, propped up with pillows. His face was f;haqtl:i'
pale, and there wers thick bandages over his head, eaﬂnﬁ
only one eye visible. His look was sick and ghastly. an
%{ugﬁnt could not help feeling sorry even for the bully of the

1xth.

“1 gay, I'm sorry to see you like thie, Loder!’ he ex-
claimed, with such evident sincerity that the bully of the
Bixth waz placated a little,

“Well, what do you want ¥’ he growlad. )

“1 want to pet the right chaE ]iuﬂished for bifing you
like that,” eaid Nugent. * Look here, Loder, there isn't
much love lost between us, but you ought to know that
svérvbhody is own on a rotten trick like thaet. It was a
beastly, hooligan thing to do!” 3 :

“Well, I'm glad vou eea it in that light, anyway,” said
Toder. *1 thought you young cubs would be chuckling
aver ik’

““Well, vou were off-side, then,” said Nugent. * Only, ﬂﬂ
vou feel quite certain that Harry Wharten did it, Leder?

" The prefect stared at him with his single visible eye.
“Certain? Of course !’ : )
“Wharton's told me sbout it. After you ran into the

trees after him, vou didn't sce him, did you?” Nugent

nehed,

“Tt was as black as pitch.”

“Then you couldn't see who did it ¥

“ No—but it was Wharton.” i

“ Quppose somebody else had been there, waiting for a
chance to give you that crack—somebody who knew that
Wharton was going to be there, and was deep enough to try
and put it on Wharton.”

“ (Oh, rot ! _

“What do veu think it was done with "’

A cricket-bat, I should say. A stump wouldn’t have been
heavy enough.” e Ee s

“But vou saw that Wharton hatln’t a bat with him?

““ He had one veady there.” ,

““ But do vou think he could have found it so
the davk, even if it was there,” Nugent urged. s
close behind him.™

Loder paused. He had certainly not thought of that helore.

“ Oh, it was Wharton vight encugh ! he said at last. * He
ran into the dark, to get me there, on purpose, of course.
There may have been anather fellow helping him."”

“ g4ill, voun didn't see Wharton hit , and that’s some-
thing,” said Nugent. ‘I suppose if it wasn't Wharton,
vou'd be glad to have the right fellow found ¥*

“ Voo, of course—but it was Wharton right enough.” .

“It think it wasn't; but I'm going to find out,” said
Nugent.  As for a ericket-bat, T know Wharton sold his at
the end of the cricket season, and he hasn't one."

“ He could easily have taken one from somewhere.”

“ Well, we shall see,” said Nugent. “We're going to get
et the truth, somchow, that’s all.”

Loder grinned, .

L | wis%] you luck!" he said. “I want to have the nght
party found, of course. But it was Wharton, right enough.
Shut the deor after him, Valence™

Nugent quitted the study. He had learned little from
seeing Loder; excepting that the Sixth-Fermer fully believed
that gx:i-s. assailant was Wharton. And Loder’s-firm belief
upon that point, of course, pave add:dional weight to his
accusation. Bob Cherry joined Nugent in the passage,

“Well 7 he said. ' Bull’s keeping an eye on Skinner, as
we arranged. Mark Linley is going to relieve him in half
an hour. What's the use of shadnwiu% Skinner about the
housze, Franky? Blessed if T quite like this detective bizner.”

“1 don't, eithar—but we've got to clezr Wharton,”

B‘ibI know. Bub what's the uee of shadowing Skinner 7" said
oD,

“ Lots—perhaps " said Frank. * Bob, old man, I tell you
we're on the track, ['ve seen Loder, and he feels sure it was
& cricket-bat he was biffed with, You Enow Wharton sold
off hiz bat after the cricket season. He hasn’t one! Now,
look here. Loder's had & frightlul erack on the head—worse
Li;an I imagined. There must be some signg of it lefk on that

{‘!b

Bob Cherry whistled.

“The giddy bloodstains 1™ he ejaculated,

" ¥Ves

“Well, it's quite likely.”

, " You remember what you thought when Wharton came

into the dorm. last might, with stains of blood on him,” said

Mugent, in & low voice. * It was from biffing his nose on a

tree in the dark. Now, there must have been blood shed

when Loder got that crack; and there may be some signs of
it oF Jhe chap who did it, or his clothes. Do you under-
stand ?
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“ I've got to think of it. if Wharton's to be cleared,” =aid

7 zaid
should pever have thought of all

Nugent quietly. * If it was 2 cricket-bat that er was
biffed with, we've got to find the cricket-bat. And if the
chap who hffed him got'any stains on his clothes, we've got

to find the clothes. Real™
Bob Cherry nodded.
"I sea”
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THE EIGHTEENTH CHAPTER.
Nugeat Takes the Plunge.

KINNER, of the Remove, glanced up and down the
passage carelessly, or with assumed carclessness, and
strolled towardas the stairs. John Bull strolled after

. him. B8kinner's study-mates in the Remove %as:mge,
Stott and Snoop, wers both out in the Close, -and Bkinner
made directly for hizs study. He went in and locked the
deor.

John Bull paused in the passage.
The locked door certainly prevented him from followin

Skinner any further; and g:gt tha investigatora had agﬂ -
1]

that Skinner was not to allowed out of sight.
returned to the staircase and whistled.

Frank Nugent and Bob Cherry came upstaire at once.
“ Well,” said Nugent guickly.

‘::gki:}pﬂr'a locked hin#elf in his studg.”

In & moment the three juniors wero cutside Skinner's door.
From within the study came a sound of crackling. Skinnér
Was ligi’.]::;r,ing a fire. As the weather was early winter, and
cold, there was nothing surprising in that: nothing really
to excite suspicion. ut the chums of the Hemove were
suspicious, all the same. Why should Skinner have locked
the door before lighting the fire ¥

Mugent tapped on the door

He heard a low, startled exclamation wilthin.

* Hallo ! came Skinner's voice fintly.

“ Let me in, Skinner "

“What do you wanti"

#71 want to speak to you.”

Tt hﬂﬂ-}l‘.”

“ Busy with what—lighting a five?"”

“ Mind your own business,"

“ Open the door, 8kinner!™

“1 won't!”

“Why don't you let us in?"

“* Because I don't choose to.”

The three juniors looked at one ancther.

‘* He’s burning szomething, or he’s going to.” whispered
Bob Cherry. '*And—and we can’t prevent him., We can’t
break into a fellow’s study on suspicion.”

thgept’s._ eyes gleamed. At fat very moment the sus-
pected junior was very probably in the act of destroying the
only evidence that existed against him.

“We're jolly well going to!"” he exclaimed. ** Bring that.
stool along, and we'll biff the lock in (™

“T—I =ay, Nugent—"

“ Bring the stool!”

“Oh, all right "

Nugent's determination carried the day, The heavy caken
stool at the end of the passape was brought along, and the
three juniors grasped it, and brought it with a terrific crash
against the lock of the deor. The door was strong, and tho
lack was a stout ane, but neither was baoilt to resist an attack
like that.

Crash ! Crack!

There was 2 how! of rags in the study.

“ Leave my door alone ! shouted Skinner,

“ o it, belore anybody comes !” muttered Nugent.

* Right-ho

Crash !

Crash !

The lock gave ean ominous creak. One more smashing
Blow was all that was wanted to burst it inko pieces.

“ Hold on!" yelled 8kinner. “Fll ogen the door.*

' Better be quick, then.”

There was a moment's psuse.  Then tha key.grated in the
dameged leck, turning with difficulty, and tﬁa door was
opened. Skinner stood there, white and irembling with rage
snd perhaps with fear.

“ Now, what do vou want? ho said, between his teeth.

Frank Nugent looked towa the fire-grate. There was
& fira burning, but it was of wood and coal, and there ‘waa
no trace of any other fnel. But during the sttack on.the

a1
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tljuru' Skinner had had ample time to conceal anvthing he
vhose,

“What do you mean?” eried Skinner shrilly.
Fou smash in my door in this way?
Queleh.”

* Complain away!” =aid Nugent,
bave something Lo sav. too.

" Wood and ceal.”’

“What else ™

“ Wothing else”’

Wil you let us seavch the study 2% asked Nuzent,

Skinner staved at lim.

* Bearch the study! What for?"

“ To find what you were going to bur,” =aid Frank,

Skinner burst into & snecving laugh. e was recovering
his nerve now.

“ What do you think T was going lo burn?®’ lie asked
seoffingle.

“ A cvickot-bab, T think—and clothes, pevhaps, with blood-
stams on them,” said Frank Nugent sternly.

Skinner laughed again, but thore was s cracked sound in
his lsugh. It did not ring true, and the chums of the
Remove could hear that.

** May we search the study 77 asked Bob Cherry.

“"No. I'm not going to have my study searched !
exclaimed Skinner savagely. “If vou don't get out ab once,
I'll complain to Mr. Queleh,™

“¥ou. can complain. As sure as T believe in Heaven, T

lieve youw're the guilty party,” said Frank Nugent
solemnly.

SGuilty ™ Bkinner's voice was shall and
“"Conlty of what, votu fool?'

O the attack on Loder last night.”

““Oh, you zre mad I
“I'm going to scarch this place.”

“You are not  I'll cali on Mr. Quelch—"

“Mr. Quelch s here ! said a quist voice.

he Form-master stood in the open doorway.

The juniors swung round towards him with startled looks.
The Form-master's faco was. very angry, The tervific erash.
ing in the Remove passage had teon heard all over the
school, and Mr. Quelch had hurricd up to sce what new
mischief his unruly. pupils were guilty of. Two -or three
prefects had followed him, very thoughtfully bringing canes

in their hands,
this distirbance?” Mr. Quelch

* How dare
'l eomplain to M

“0 dare say I shall
What were vou burning ¥

discordant

“* What isx the cause of

demanded, in stern tones,

" They have broken into my study, sir,” Skinner explained
shrilly. ** They

b 1 broke in the lock, sir, because I wouldn't
let them in.”

*“Is that true, Nugent *

“ Yes, sir,” said Frank unflinchingly.

“ Then why—"

* Skinner wouldy't let ug in, siv.”
_ "I suppose hic had a right to keep you out of his stady
i he wished to do 50, Nugent,” said My. Quelch, § rowning.

“1 thought they wanted to rag e, sic!” exclaimed
Skinner.

“Do yout hear me Nugent *"

Frank did not flinch.

! Yes, sir. Skinner was lighting a fire, and we wanted
to know what he was going to burn.”

My, Quelch staved at the junior blankly.

“In the name of goodness, why 7" he cxclaimed.

“ We suspeet Skinner, siv.”

* Suspect him! OF what?"

»Of having done what Wharton's secused of doing, siv,”
gatd Frank firmly.

The Form-master gave a violent start,

** Nugent, are yon serious "

“ Quite sevious siy,"”

* You suspect Skinner ot having made that beotal attack
upon Loder last night+" '

“ Vs, sir,™

“He'd suspect anybody, o get Wharton cleared, sie!”
exclaimed Skinner, who was white to the lips now. * el
lic about anybody for the sake of his rotten chum.”

“ Bilenee, Bkinuer! T do not believe that of Nugent for a
moment,” said Mr, Quelch sharply.  ** Nugent, vou must
have some grounds for this astounding statement.””

“I have, siv”

""YWhat are they

Nugent hesitated a moment, Satisfactory as the groutds
of suzpicion appeared to him, he felt that they would be
Bimsy, shadowy, in the eyes of the Form-master.

Skinner burst inlo a shrill. scoffing laugi,

 Iie hins nothing to say now, sir,” he oxclaimed.

Silence! I am waiting to hear vou, Nugent.”

“ ¥Very well, sie. 1 suspect Skinner. I believe thal he hif
Loder with that bat, and that he lighted {le fire hece to
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burn the bat, aud perlaps some clothing .with bloodslains
on it. He refu=es to have hLis study searched. I believe Lo
has enough evidence hidden liere to conviat him, if the place
wera searched. [ vou will order the study to be searched,
sir, that will setile the point.” ;

Mr. Queleh looked shavply at Nugent, and then at
Skinner.

“Iave *yon any objection to a search of (he study,
Shkinner " he asked,

Skinner drew a deep breath, =

**Not if you order it, sir,” he said,

** ¥ou hear that, Nugent ™

Nugent turned pale.

, Hiz brain almost swam, ai the thoyght that lie was upon
ine wrong track after all—that he had suspected Skinner
unjustly, and that it was merely S8kinner's well-known ob-
stinacy and ill-nature that had given some colour to the
suspictons against him, Had he veally made such a terrible
mistake ? ' If it proved to be so, the consequences would be
serious for himself—such an accusation, as that he had madae
against SBkinner, could nuot be lightly made. For a moment
MNugent felt sicl. :

But he braced himself. Whatever risk he raw, it was for
the honaur of his chum—and he must not falter.

Besides, was not Skioner blufing? Doubtless he guessed
that Mr., Quelch would order 'a search in any case—and he
was &imgly bluffing in appearing to invike one. At all
events, there was only. one courss for Nugent to talke.

“ Let the study be searched, sir. I ask it in fairness to
Whartan."

My, Quelch nodded. .

. ““Very well. Not a slone shall be left unturned, Nugent,
in gatting at the truth of this'matter; but if you havé made
a reckless and unfounded acousation againat this.boy, [ warn
you that the consequences wilk be severe for vouw."

Nugent bowed his head.

“Fm ready to face the consequences, elr, whatever thev
are,”’ he aaid firmly..

“ Very well, the study shall be searched.”

Mr. Quelch called- in Gourtmey and Norih. 1he two
prefects who were looking in at the door. The Six Formiers
enterad, ;
~ Will you oblige me by searching the study?” he said.
Skimner is suspected of having hidden here a cricket-bat,
and some articles of clothing. .In justice to Skianer, if for
that slore, the search should be made.”

“ Cerctainly, sir.” eaid Courtney.

And the search began.

THE NINETEENTH CHAPTER.

The Search.

RANK NUGENT steod silent, with pale cheeks.
He had made the plunge now.
He had a feeling, which amounted to & moral cer-
tainty, that Slkinner was guilty, and that proofs of
his guilt could be obtaired by searching for them. Yet,
when he came to ook at it dispassionately, as others must
ool at it, he realised that he had made a plunge in the
dark. [f proofs were not found, he, Frank Nugent, would
be held up to pablic scorn ss a slanderer—a reclkless and
unszerupulous slanderer. That was what it amounted to,
For if no proofs were found, it would show that his accusa.
tion was hasty and unjust, and what right had he. or any-
one else, to make hasty and unjust accusations, involving the
honour of a schoolfellow? “Frank realised verr clearly
that he was treading on thin ice: that search must end in
the condemnation of Skinner, or in his own disgrace, There
was no middle course. Fiz heart was beating painfully :
}:l:ul: he thought of his chum in the Jorked room. and set his
ips.

Courtney and North searched cacefully. The Removites
stood and watched them at work. Outside, in the passage,
a crowd pradually collected. Me. G%:;elch had the study
door closed, but the fellows outside knew very well what
was going on. Skinner's study was being searched! Why

The reason was soon guess»d, or whispered. There was a
buzz of excitemment in the Remove passage. Skinner was
suspected of having attacked Loder, the offence for whiclh
Harry Wharton was condemned, and his roomn was being
searched for evidence.

Nugent heard many of the comments passed in ile
passage, and iz brow grew very troubled.

The whole school knew of the matter now,

There was no keeping it in—8kinner's guilt. or Nugent's
slander, would be blazoned forth to the whole of Creoviviars
If Nugent was wrong, he could not stav at the school after
that. It would ke impossible. He would have to go fortl
with his expelled chum—both in disgrace.

Bob Cherry, and Bull, and Linley weee silent, In tle
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faces of Bob and John Bull, at least, Mugent could read the
thought that he had been too hasty,

Would the search never end ?

Could they discover nothing ?

skinner was standing by the window, with his back to the
panes, and & sneering smile on his face, his hands in his

trouzers’ pockets,

Evidently he expeeted nothing to ecome of the scarch of
the study.

Courtney and North paused at last, and locked towards

Mr. @Quelch.  They had turned ocut the study pretiy
thoroughly. Courtney had even raked up the chimney, and
brought down a shower of soot. HHe brought down nothing
else. After all, the articles that wers supposed to be hidden
were not small—a cricket-bat, and a boy's clothes, or some
articles of clothing. They could not be thrust into any little
nock. And the two prefects had looked into every nook,
turned everything out—and the Form-master and the
juniors had been watching closely all the time. It seemed
1ml|mﬁihlq—1t was 1mpossible—that anything had been
missed.

Nugent was sick at heart. ; s

I think we have finished now, sir,’” said Courtney in his
quiet tones,

The Removoe-master nodded,

I think you nre might,"” he soid. “ The room has been
thoroughly examined, and there is no traco of the articles
alleged to have been concealed, Have you anything mora
to say, Nugent "

Nugent licked his dey lips.

“Yea, sir,"” he said.

“ What have you to asay " i

“ Where iz Skinner's cricket-bat?’ said Franl desper-
stely. “*It doesn’t seem to be here”

1 haven't one, sir,” said Skinner.
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Que‘;ch opened. He elevated his eyebrows in surprise as he
rean.

L

His eyes turned upon S8kinner, for the firat lime with keen
shspicion in them.

“Bkinner !" he rapped out.

" YVes, air.”

“Mra, Kebble says that a new nightshict has beon handed
out for you, as the one you had has disappeared.

“Oh ! murmured Nugent.

Bkinner’s teeth clicked for a moment.

“1 don't know about that, sir. If it i3 gone, I supposs
Nugent has taken it and El_id:fan it, 50 as to be able to tramp
up this rotten charpe against me." :

Mugent bit his lip hard, How wag he to corner this

oung scoundrel, who had an mnswer ready for everything?
he fact that the shirt was missing Lha.ngeﬁ MNugent's atrong
suspicion into o certainty; ho knew now that ho was right,

But how waz he to prove it?

Mr. Quelch locked puzzled, Bkioner’s re ]ry Wis unexs
pected, and vet it was perfectly reasenable. Nugent had
intended to trumip up that charge against him, his first
Et-.%) would have been to hide the shirt,

ut Bkinner's face was like chalk now. Fe knew thet
he, a3 well as Nugent, was upon very thin ice,

“ Have you anything else to say, Nugent {”

Frank was desperately silent.

What could he eay?

_ Hig very evidence was turned against himsell, and moda
into a,?prmf of conspiracy agoinst Skinner, What was e
to say
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“ Hats 1" exclaimed Bob Cherry promptly. “I remember
Emith minor offering you four bob for it at the end of the
ericket season, and you wouldn’t se]l.”

1 sold it to a pedlar afterwards, for more than thet—
six shillings, I believe, or asix-and-six,” said Skinner, with
perfect calmress.

Nugent was defeated again. Mr. Quelch’s eved were upon
him, hard and stern. The Remove boys had often cbmi-
parad Mr. %Jalch's oyes to gimleta, so keen and plercing
were they. Never had they seemed so much like pimlets as
they did to the unfortunate Nugent at the present moment.
_ "Well, Nugent?” said Mr. Quelch, and his voice was like
1ron, “f am going to give you every possible chance of
proving your accusation, fim-e you anything more to
say ? i . .

* Yes, eir. If Skinner attacked Loder last mght—and 1
believe he did-—there should be some stains of blood on the
clothes he wora,”

Skinner started,

“ I think most likely he put this clothes on outside his
nightshirt,” went on Nugent. ‘‘*He wouldn't take the
trouble ta put on shirt and collay, If we turn out at night
for anything, we generally do that. Can Skinner's night-
shirt be examined to see if there i3 any trace of blood on
the sleavez, and his jacket also 7'’

skinndr turned white as death.

“ Certainly,” said Mr. Quelch, **I think thizis verging on
the farcical now, Nugent; but you shall have every chance,
for if you have wronged Bkinner, you will be asked to leavo
(zreyfriara, I will write o message to Mrs. Kebble to do as
you wish.”

_ The message was written, and despatched by one of the
juniors in the passage. They waited for a reply. In five
minutes the fag returned with s written note, which Mr.
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Skinner's face did mot regain it's colour, but a grin of
malicious triumph stole over it.

Buat Skinner triumphed tos soon!

Frank's glance was roving desperately round the study.
Buddenly it struck him, with the keennees of a flash, that
Bkinner had been standing before the window all the time,
and had not shifted his position once. Why? Burely his
natural anxisty ns to the search should have made him
move, H only to follow ihe motions of the searchers. But
he had not stirred.

Nugent made & step forward.

“*The window I'" he cried.
"What do you mean, Nugent—tho window " eaid Mr.
Queleh testily.
1t has not been searched, sir—outside the window.”
I“Ncrnsu:nﬂel You can ses the window-sill through the
3-33_”
& But not under the window, air-———'t
“ Come, come—""

“There's thick ivy there, sir,”” exclaimed Nugent
bhurriedly, “and a cord could he tied there to hold a
bundle, And now I think of it, I heard a creak when I was
bifing at the study door. It was Skinner shulfing the
window. Look—lool at l1s face, sir.™

Mr. Quelch gianced at Skinner.

The wrztched boy seemed abouat to faint.

If ever guilt was * writ large ' in & human face, it was
written in Slonner's st that moment. r. Quelch gove him
one look, and then turned to Courtney.

“* T.ook in the ivy outside the window,”” he said,

""Yeq, sir.”

Courtney opered the window. Skinner gave a low moan,
ond reeled against the wall of the study. '
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THE TWENTIETH CHAPTER.
At the Eleventh Hour,

OURTNEY leaned out of the study window, and scanned
C the vy below., He was heard to utter s low ex-
clamation.
“Have you found anything. Courtney ! asked Mr.
Quelch, In a quiet voice.

Y Yes, sir.”

“* What is it 1™

“There 15 a cord tied to the ivy, sir, and it seems to be
Buppﬂrtm% a weight. Whatever it is, 1s hidden in the vy
underneatn. 1 am ypulling it up'

"?EI‘}' E’ﬂﬂda” .

Codrtney pulled on the cord, Tha bundle was jammed in
thlck,_leg}:: vy, and it came cub with a jerk. Courtney
drew 1t 'n at the window. Something was wrapped round
eaveral arbicles, and from the end of the bundle protruded
the cany handle of a cricket-bat

There wos a general exclamation in the study,

* Halla, haHo, hallo!" murmured Bob Cherry. ** There's
the bat!"

Nugont set his teeth. Mad be succeeded at last? Was
there some possible twist er turn by which Skinner could
rscape this terrible evidence?

“ Open the bundle,” sad Mr. Quelch.

It was opened. A cricket-batk and a night-shivt weve
disclosed to view, as well as n folded Eton jacket. A news-
paﬁ?r had been '._".-'rupj}ad round them, and tied with string.

v. Quelch picked up the arvticles one by one. On the
wristbands of the night-shirt were red dull stains, and on the
cuffs of the Eton jacket the same. There was no doubt what
the stains were.

There was a deep, dull red stoin on the cricket-bat, too,
and deep scrapings on the wood, as if it had been cleancd,
to remove tho stains, at fist before ita owner decided to
destroy it.

Every eve wasz turned upon Skinner.

“ Well, Skinner?"” said Mr. Quelch.

The bey stared at the tell-tale bundle, and his tongue was
cleaving to tha rogf of his moutl.

‘ Have you anything to say, Skinner? asked the Remove-
master, °° Nugent appeave to have made cut his charge.
How do vou account for these articles, Skinnec?’

“ His name is on the shirt, sir,” said Courtney.

“ They're mine, I==I suppose, s=ir,” muttered Skinner.
;:Hugnnt put them there, of course, so as to bear out what

e saudl.”

“It's Skinner’s bat, sir,”” said Bob Cherry. ** Ilis initials
are on it, and besides, I know the bat pecfoctly well. I saw
Skinner buy it in Friardale.”

“* That 15 your bat, Skinner?!”

"' Nugent pub it there, sic.”

Mr, Quelch's brow prew very stoero. :

“ That 13 your bat. Only ten minutzs ago, Skinner, you
told me that you had sold vour bat to a pedlar, for six
shi]linqa, or six shillings and sixpence, you did not remember
which."

Skinner staggered away.

. There was & dead silence in the study.
junior knew now that thers was no hope,
mouth he waz condemned.

# Your gwlt is perfectly clear,” said the Remove-master
gtornly.

Then Bkinner collapsed.

His face worked, and ho burst inko tears

“Oh, sir, I—I never meant to hurt him so much!” he

roaned. ** He—he had been bullving e, and he licked me

ecause I wouldn't fag for him—though fagging's been
abolished for the Remosve, sir. He was a brute—anybody
will tell you what & brute he was! I laid for him under
the trees with the bat. I—I knew it was no {.:u-&d trying to
fight n prefect, but I wanted to pay him out?

*You deliberately laid in ambush for a prefect with so
danperous a weapon 0% a  crickeb-bat!”  exclaimed Mr,
Que?ch. s

** He—he had bullied me-——--'

“ And you struck Loder down-——2"

“1 didn't mean to hit him so havd, siv. I=—I just meant
te howl him over, and make a mark or zo!" groaned Skinner.
“J1 didn't expect him to be stunned. When he went down
in a heap, I was horribly seaved, and I ran. And—and you
nearly caught me, sir, as T eame in—and I was frightened
to death—as I couldn’t get intp the dermitory, the other
fellows being still awake! I've had an -awiful time since,
aie.”

“ And you allowzd the blame to fall upon Whoarton—-"

# I —I—]—" Bkinner groancd I was afrasd of being
pxpelled, sir—"

* You rotten liar!” broke out Nuogent angnly. * ¥ou
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“WHEN A BOY'S DOWN!”

tried to put it on Wharton because you hate him, as much
r.s au:'.f.thmg else! You've been speaking against hun all Lhe
ime!

Skinner did not reply.

Mr. Queleh drew a d:’:a:-p breath,

“I will not give yeu my opimion of the baseness of youy
conduet, Skinner,” he said. * You may follow i to the
Head, to whom you will repeat the confession you have
ust made. Nugent, here is the key of Wharton's room.

o at once and celease him, and tell him thot Skinoer has
confessed.”

Nugent's face brightened.

“ ¥es, rather, sie!”

He hurried out of the study with the key. TBob Cheiry
and a crowd of juniors followsd him. The nows was over
the scheol like wildfre. Skinner was guilty ! Skinner Lad
confessed! Wharton was innocent! Fellows gathered round
to watch Skinner following Mr. Queleh to the Head's study.
Skinner was pale as death, and he walked with his eyes on
the floor. Many of the juniors folt sorry for him; he lad
taken a cowardly and cruel revenge upon Loder, hut Loder
had cruelly provoked him in the fivst place. It was his base
atiternpt to shilt the guilt upon an innocent boy that met
with the stronpest condemmnation.

Mugent had no further thoughts for Skinner. Ile roced
downstairs, and along the passage to Harry Wharton®s prison,
as if he were on the cinder-path. After him came a whoop-
ing, trampling crowd of juniors. -Evervone was anxious to boe
among the first to break the news to Wharton.,

Huarry Wharton was pacing the narrow limits of lis prison
with a gluﬂn‘_-!-' brow, when he heard the terrific uproar in the
passage outside, He paused in his walk, and turned towards
the door.

There was a grating of a key being inserted in the lack—
a click as it turnad. The door was flung open.  Wharton
cxpected to see Gosling with his tea—but it wns Frank
Nugent whoe rushed in—Trank, wildly excited, and gasping
for breath, After him came a wildly whooping nmwr‘i

* Hurrah "

“It's all right !*

“Come oui of this™

“ Hurrah "

Wharton starcd at them blankly.

" What on carth—"" he began.

“ You'rp innocent ! shricked Bob Cherry,

“1 know I am, ass—""

“ I mean, it's proved-——"

“ It was Skinner——"'

““ He's confeszed i

Wharton gasped.

“ Confessed ! Skinner!"

M ¥es, rather! He was bowled out, you see—we bowled
him out, and he's had to ¢wn up!” shouted Nugent. * Do
you understand "’ .

Wharton turned pale, and gasped for breath. It was so
sudden, and so joyful, that it almost overcame him.

* Nugent found him out,” said Bob Cherry. * Blessed if
he didn't stick to the trail like a giddy bloodhound ! We had
our doubts all the time—but Nugent never had! He stuck
te him like—like glue—and bowled him out.”

“ Oh, Frank, ofd man—"" murmured Wharton.

“ Come out of this,"” said Frank, linking arms with his
chum. * Come ocut! You've going to have tea in the stndy,
Isn't it rioping 1" :

“Yes, it's ripping! T sha’n't forget this, Franky!"

“ Oh, that's all right! I did have a q‘:rcaat of a time,
though,” said Nugent. “ If Skinner had been able to bluff
i through, I should have been in an awful hole. But all's
weall that ends well. Everything in the garden's lovely now.
Hurrah "

And the Bamovites cheered loudly as they marched Harry
Wharton in triumph out of the room where he had been
imprizoned.

* Hurrah! Hip, hp. hurrah !

Harry Wharton's name was cleared—there was no doubt
about {hah Even Loder himself had to admit it. Skinner
left Greyiriars the next morning, and the old scheol knew
him no more—and was glad to knoew him no mere. And
Loder, when he vecovered, found a little change awaiting
him. The Head had investigated the mattor very keenly,
and Loder's litile ways had come very cleavly to his know-
ledre, and Toder found that he was relioved of his duties a3 a
pre?m:t, Which was a source of very great satisfaction to
the Remove
THE EXNIM
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«“BEYOND THE ETERNAL ICE!”

A Thriillng Story of the Amazlag Adventures of Ferrers Lord, Millionalre, Ching-Lung, and Rupert Thurston,
By SIDNEY DINEW.
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THE OPENING CHAPTERS,

iVhen Professor Hugley, the renowned American seientist,
startles the world by anncuncing that he is off to find the
North Pole in his wonderful aircraft, tha Cloud King, there
is only one man who dares ta enter the lists ayainst him on
lichalf of Great Britain, and that man is Ferrers Lord, the
famous millipnaire and inventor. Lord pits his wonderfal
submarine, the Lord of the Deep, against tue Cloud Kin
in the most amazing race the world has ever seen; the goa
is the North Pole, and the prize & million pounds!

The nreliminaries are soon settled, a judge is appointed to
accompany each of the compefitors, and the great race
COlmMences.

With Ferrers Lord are Ching-Lung, Rupert Thurston, and
Gan-Waga, an Eskimo., while Hugley i3 ‘sccompanied by
Paraira, 8 Cuban, and Estebian Gacchio, a huge negro. These
latter soon show themselves in their true colours, and the
Cloud King no sooner reaches the region of ice than Hugley,
and such of the-orew as are loyal to him, are murdered, and
Paraira and Gacchio n=sume control of the airship.

In the meantime Ferrers Lord and Thurston, at the head
of o party, are exploring 8 mystertons funncl, which secms

to ofier 2 means of gaining the Pole.

E:tehian Gacchio and Paraira, on board the Cloud King,
plot to wreck the Lord of the Deep. They drug Sir Clement
Marwith, and fire vpon the Lord of the Deep. The sub-
marine, howaver, estapes their five, and enters the tunnel.
Dospite every precaution, the Lord of the Deep 13 stranded
in the funnel at tide turn, and has to wait for two days for
the next tide,

(3an-Waga, the Eskimo, thinking the bird in the carpenter’s
vuckon elock alive, tries to capture k. He has the misfortuns
to break the cloek, however, and the conl runs to feleh the
ownoer, Joe, to see the vomains of 4he clock.

[Now go on with the story.)

Alloat Once More.

Gan-Waga still sat among the ruins with the bird in Jus
haid wien Joe entered 1he galley. A few of the wheels of
the elock were still epicning round with 8 melancholy buzzing
roaze, that sounded like the reguiem for the defunct cuckoo.
Horvor chained Joe to the spotf.

* Got himn ™ murmurad Gan-Waga.
eve, Sure ‘nougl—ver’ suve ‘nough!” ,

Joe zlowly recovered from the shoeck. He stood hehind the
E:zkimo, and GGan-Wagn waz in a too dazed condition to notica
gnything. Even now he could hardly convince himself that
the bivd was only a picee of earved wood. He had heard 1%
talls, and woeden birds, == a rule, keep their beaks shut

e cool awalting developments, and, nearly strangling
himeelf in his efforts to keep silent, stood in the deorway, and
LUlitieg-Laang peered in behind hin.

Jor slowly rubbed his hand up and down his frousers, and
then |m_..|,;[.5' round for o wrapon. * There were plenty of
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“ He peck me in do

articles available--saucepans, frjing-ﬁns, and other culinary
utensils, but Joeo wanted to smite Liis best without being court-
martialled for murder.

His eye fixed itself upon o heup_ﬂf fAour-bags. They were
labelled, ** Jones's Patent Self-raising Flour. Seven Pounds
net.”” Joe swung one of them backwards and forwards, and
carefully measured the distance. Then, hissing out ** Gosh "
he brought down the bag on Gan-Waga's head.

The blow laid the Eskimo among the fragments, and he
let out & vell that, on a misty night, would have Faﬁaed for
the report of a fog-signal. Then he bounded up, only to meet
a second bag thrown by the carpentér, and to sit down
violently once more, e

A third bag strgek him in the nape of the neck, while he
was wondering hazily if & ship had blown up end rolled
himn across the galley. A fourth thudded into the middle of
his back, knocking what little breath he had left sompletely
out of his body. ’

The muslin of the ffth and- last bag tore as Joe was in
the aet of throwing ik, It struck the wall, bringing pots and
pans clattering down, burst, and ﬂuug;l a shower of whita
over Gan-Waga, And then Joe emptied 2 jug of water over
his prostrate, dazed, and breuthicss cnemy, end strode wrath-
fully away. ITo stopped as he ceme face to face with Ching-

Lung.

“What's -the matter?" acked his Highness. 1 thought
1 heard a yell”

‘“ Just what I thought myself, sir!™ growled Joe.

He strode on, and the prince chuckled. The cook was
choking into his handkerchicef, but no sound came from the
alloy,
i [i‘m't go 1, eook” said Ching-Lung.

“ Very good, sir,” gurgled the cook.

Ching-Lung sprang up the companion-way and found
Irout and I'ﬁadi:m-k- Tiey were playing draughts,

“Oi ! said Ching-Lung. ** Have you seen Gan-Waga?'

Prout * huffed ' the bo'sun, and shook his head.

* Your might find him for me, Tom. if you don't mind.
TN tukéd yvour hand and finish the gume”

“Burbingly, sir)”” said Thomas

Ching Lung eloarsd the board in two moves, absolately
paralvsing Maddock, who prided himself on his skill as a
draught player, Meanwhile Prout visited the forecastle,
swimming-bath, and even the state-room, but Gan-Waga
waz gtill lying faer downwards among the pots and pans,
wondgring what it was all about. DProut tried the coek.

*Been the blubberbiter, cooky¥' he inguired. .

“Well, he cadged some soup out of me about ten minutes
age, Tom, and 1 left him in the galley.™

Prout turned his steps in that direction and entered.

“ Great hokey 1" he exclaimed. ™ Well, T'm dashed !

He walked round the strange object .whistling softly. He
imagined for & time that poor Gan-Waga, in his innocence,
had found a bottle of spirits and was intoxicated. But then
Gan- Waga loathed wine, spirits, and beer. He lay groaming
softly, with a pile of soft, wet, clammy flour on his back,
Prout rubbed his eyes.

\ . : K RICHARDS,
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The pile was steadily growing and increasing like some
enormous mushroom, :

Prout fled. He did not Enow anything about sell-raising
flcur, and he thought his brain was gui:g,

Then tho cook %ﬂﬂkeﬂ in and grinned.  Sclf-raising Hour
was no mystery to him.  Ovdinary baking-powder is mixed
with tha flo-r, which begins to work when water is apphed.
The mass awas creeping off Gun-Waga's.shoulders now, and
spreading vound him vapidly, The cook heard a snore,

“Well,” he suid, **if he ain't fast asleep!”

Then ho fled to tell Thing-Lung., The wheellouse rang
with lTaughter, for Ching-Lung had explained the phenomenn
to Prout. They shricked agam when the cook burst in with
the news that Gau-Waga was sleeping placidly ameong the
dougrh.

~And it v dough!' said the cook. "I never knowed
such Hour to rise! It bury him i an hour! Don't you
think I'd better wak: him, sup?" _ _

“Nab for anything zook  Don’t go near him. Let him
sleep on ke the warrior taking lis rest, with the pots and
pans around him, and the beautiful dough for his winding-
shoet,™

* What
sugary 1

1t nbmost bikes the cake!™ lisped Maddock =

“0h, doughnt ! sighed the cook. ** There's no raisin for
makiy® puns.”

Ching-Lung gazed at them sadly, ond two big tears
trickied down lus cheeks. They exploded like small crackers
as hoy fell to the ground. ‘Then lie produced o small pill-
box, the size of a shilling, and took out o handkerchiol as
lavge as o snrall tablo.cloth, and wiped his eyes.

“Spare m=!" he moaned, U It's admost as bad as those
silly rviddles—" Why did the whale wail?—DBecause the smealt
smelt !’ You pain me! Fan me somcbody, 1 feel faint,
No ‘raisin’ for making puns? Creat Srott, cook, we ought
to make you cat come of your own plum-dull! Apvlogise at
once

They leughed, and lewned against the binnacle.  Ching-
Lung rolled o cigarette. There was a pained, struggling
Iook on Prout’s face—the kind of expression o man might
wear whe had forgotten his - wn name and nddress, and was
trving to remember it )

“Got ik he oried. *1U'm ored-lhwot ab riddles,
for vou. When isn't Rupert?’

Maddock aud the cook scratched theiv heads.

“*When isn't Rupert? " yrowled the bo'sumn
don't mean nothink. It's nonsense.”

“Yos it does, you wdiot!" snapped Prout. * You know
what * port' means? It means spry and checky like. It's
ns casy A3 casy, When isn't Rupert?”

“ Qive it up,' said the cook.

Prout favoured them both with
coutempt. -

“Oh, it's so easy! When isn't Rupert?
a Thurston, of course ! _

Two hollow groans came from Ching-Lung and Maddock,
but the cook scratched his head still. _ _

“ That ain't no answer at all, Tom,” he said. * When
he's 2 Thurston ain’t even sense.”™

“Why, you Jdunder-headed fossil " roared-the steersman.
“Where's your brains? If you've got any tuke ‘em homeo
an® lock ‘em up afore they gets lost. I'll tell you again
When isn't  Ruapert? "ﬁr’l'wnw-ll.ﬂ'a—nl*-Thurstn-n! po
When he's got a th-brst on. You ain't very pert when
vou'va got a thirsk on. are vou? Mow perhaps von twig il
Why, one of your blessed gridirons would have seed it
first time ! ;

The cook blew hia nose. and thought it over.

“It ain't so bad” he admitted—'"not bad at oll. Cun
you answer this one? Why are you like o male donkey?

“Give it up.” :

The cook edged eautiously towards the deor. s

‘Why, vou dunder-headed fossil,” lLe grinned, “it's as
simple s eating iripe. A dead chimpanzee could guess it
in one try. You know, dsn’t vou, Beni”

“What do you tuke me for?' grinned the bo’sun. "I
seed it straight away.”

Prout did not likia h.:;li e beaton.
ed nearer the door.
mﬂk‘::'iﬁ am I like a male donkev? ™ muattercd Trout.

“0h, 1 i';ﬂaw[ Because I'd like to kick you!”
"t (Guess again,” said the cook. ‘' That ain’t the answer.”

“0O4, I give it up!”

The way of escape was open. 5 g

STU tell you,” he said. “ You're like a male donkey
beoause you're a Thomas—a Tom assl See?” . ;

Then b+ departed hastily, banging the door behind him.
Maddock and Ching-Lung shrieked. .

“ He got you that time, Tom,” laughed the prince,
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flowery language!” murmured DProor " So

Here's ote

“YWhy, ik

a look of withering

Why, when he's

e pondered, and the

HFEH{. squelched you,” put in Maddock, A Tom asst
I1a, ha, hat"

Prout joined in the laugh, though it was against himecli,

“Ir wasn't so dusty for cooky,” he said; " but my riddle
waa first-class. Beg your pardon, sir, but what are we going
to do about Gan?

“We'll leave him for an hour or 3 till you come off duty,
then I'll see you.”

Joo waa rather ashamed of himself in his heart of hearts.
He began to think that the destruction of the clock was the
result of an wccident. No doubt the appearance of the
cuckoo had fired Gan-Waga’s untutored breast with curiosity,
and on exumining the—to him—mysterious machine, he had
pulled it down.

Joe got into his hammock in a sulky and regretful niood.
He grumbled at Prout and Maddock for making a noise
when they returned to their quarters, but even when silence
fell upon the forecastle he did not sleep. Then he heard
the chick of a switch, and opening his eyes, he saw Ching-
Lung slanding before him.

*Anything the matter, sir?’ he inquired.

“ Hush;: don’t wake anyone!” whispered the prinee.  * I
Gan-Waga here?™

Joc'zs heavt sinote him,

** Mo, sty he ain't,”" he answered. *" Do you want him #°

“I only wanted to tell him to do something in the morn-
ing. He was not in the swimming-hath, and it does not
matter particularly., Good-night ™

* Good-uight, sir!”

The bait had taken. Ching-Lung had turned out tha
light, and, listening eagerly, Prout and Maddock heard
Joe's feet touch the floor. Joe folt that he must find out
where Gan-Waga was, and to make sure that he was all
right. Prout and Maddock followed cautiously.

Only one single light burned i the whole corridor. The
iron platea were unpleasantly ecold to Joe's feet, so he
hurrted, Lle did not know exactly where to look first, and
i never thought of the galley. The cook would not allow
Gan-Waga to stay there.

He pulled up suddenly as he heard a smothered

It seemed to come from the swimming-bath. Shivering,
and imagiming all kindas of horrors, Joe opened the door
and peered into the darkness. At that instant Ching-Lung
ghided past him unseen, and vamished into the galley. The
light from the corridor showed Gan-Waga's hands and feet
Et;ﬂ:rruding from ' the sticky white heap of dough. The

ime was snoring softly, A match gleamed.

Ching-Lung tied one end of a rope to Gan-Waga's left wrist,
and the other end to his right foot A blaze of light shone
through the door of the swimming-bath, Ching-Lung ran
for it, and Joc, perplexed and frightened, heard another
mullled groan behind him.

o “ What could

Yhy. he's in the galley!” he gasped.
have made me think he was here?”

Joe almost jumped out of s skin. There was a loud
bang, a sudden spluttering, and an awiul yell

“Oh, murder " panted the horrified carpenter.

Joe's eyes ulmost bulged out of his head. A wriggling,
feliiqg monster, with a white bn:ad:{ and black legs, came
wpping out of the galley like a lame frog. Two things
that looked like horns protruded from its shapeless head,
und from these shot sparks and bluish Rames, It left a
trail of white lumps behind it.

Joe's legs refused to run. The thing hopped and yelled,
and spat baliz of fire from its horns. Then, as the 1o
snapped, it bounded to its feet, and Joe bolted into the
swimming-bath backwards, tripped, und pitched into six fect
of water.

The mess of dough peeled away from Gan-Waoga's
shoulders, and flopped to the floor, the roman candles Joo
had taken for horns still spluttering and finging out balls
of fire. (Gan-Wapga, more f{rightened than even the
carpenter, let out another yell, and turned & somersault into
the tank. . 3

And there he met Joe and Joe met him. Thoogh the
electric light was burning, they did not recognise cach other.
Firmly convinced that he was in the clutches of the fearful
beast he had seen, Joo made un his mind not to die without
several kicks, and Gan-Waga had come to o similar decision.

Locked in each others arms lovingly, they rolled oui of
the deep water inta the shallower end, gasping. kicking,
choking, and fighting, Gan-Waga getting the best of it on
the whole, though no serious damage was being done.

Thov were so pleasantly engaged that the entrance of
Ching-Lung, Preur, Maddock, and the cook passed un-
noticed.

“ Keep back ! whispered Ching-Lung. ‘" Get behind those
cases !

He had a large tin basin in his arms filled with the dough.
His hands worked like Jightning at the sticky pile, and he

ek,
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magicilly moulded the mass into the head of a lideons
diagon. Two more ioman candles formed its horns. 1Je
struck a match and lighted the touch-paper of the fireworke,

Joe and (zan-Waga wern st-ruggling still, and the grinuing
f&'ﬂ?ﬂ of the spectutors appeared over tho cartridge casoe:,
Ching-Lung threw off his blouse and extinguished the ligiu.
Then, carrying the basin, he went down the steps wud
entered the water

The basin Aoated well, end he pushed it before him as
lie swam. At the same instant the twa Roman candieg
li'&'gﬁﬁ. to spit ant ¢plutter o ghastly glare over the advancing
dragon.

Both men saw it coming towards them ak the same tinie.
Htony - with horror, they sat with their heads above the
water garing at the horrible apparition.

Tt zame nearer still, and Gan-Waga took one splondid
dive that carried him clean across the bath. Joe could rect
have stirred to save his life. The thing seemed to rise cut
of the water, The awful features collapsed into zhaje-
lessness.

** Murdey ™

Ching-Lung had scooped the dmtp{:h out of the Yoz,
ruining the model. He could see Joe famntly.  He vaised @ne
dough above his heed and pounded it down wupon the
carpenter's.

Shrieks of wild laughter rang through the darkness, and
then silence came.

A damp hand found Gan-Waga, and he heard Ching-
Lung's mhisper.

“Don't be afBaidee, Gan. It's only a tlick. Filst chop.
ch? Come 'long, quick! No make noize!"

The door opened and shut softly, and the stealthy foot-
steps died away. After o time, damp and miserable, and
utterly bewildered, Joe crawled out.

He sat down to think it all over. Then he turned on
E}m light. At hizs feet lay the blouse of silk with wida
sleeves, -

“Oh! said the carpenter. ** Ah!”

He seraped something out of his hair and growled
“dough.” There was more of it in the water and the
Hoating basin, Jos cleaned the fragments out of his ears
and eyes, and sab dewn again for further reflection. A grit
smile crept over his fat visage. Then, taking the blouse
with him, he crept away. E i

“Oh!" he murmure We ain't seed the
glided past the companion as he

E again.
end of this!"

But he winced as he

heard sounds of stifled laughter in the darkneass,
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Then came the strain: of a tin whistle, and a subducd
Vouod SINEING .
Y Dacling Mable. now I'm ible to buy the happy home,
Bince they rwsed my serew, love, I've énough for twe,
love,
Do not fasry, tay vou ll marry, answer yes or ho;
T remain, though Jdamp and doughy, yours for over,
Joo, " '
Tiie carpenies shook lis fist in the direction of the singer,
and went on his way,
P L 1 " W
The ship gave a seddon quiver, and Joe forgot his woes,
IMs shew rang through the forceastle, rousing :he sleepers,
" Huvrrah, my lads, we'ra affout I
CAn hour later, with searvehlights flashing and the lead going,
the Lord of the Deep was agein toiling northwards, slowly
and cautisusly.

Toiling Through the Black Tunnel--Hopes and Fears—The
Ead in Sighi—The Country -of the Four Suns,

Nignt and day abke the Levd of the Deep wdvanced
steadily, shiclded by the torpedo-nets. The tunnel made a
winding conrse, twisting and twming aggrovatiogly, emd
adding mile after mile to the willioraire’s rough gucss ¢f the
distance,

The searchlights revealed sights wonderful and beauntiful to
the watchers m the deckhouse. The craggy walls gieamcd
with precious ores and marvellous stalactites, henging like
spikes of crystal from the roof. But thers was nu sign of
hft"», cither human or nhirﬂul, cxcept & fow small whales
puffing up the channel towards the sea beyond.

Van Witter recovered rapidly. and was 23 merry a5 a
cricket. Between them, Maddeck and Joe manufscinrved on
invalid-chair for the Yenkee, and when he lay in the wheel
house watching Yaleroo and Ifunk, the hear, gamboling
together, he swore he was enjoying himself immensely. There
is nothing like a happy disposition and n geod temper to pull
a man through an illness, and Van Willer posicssed a geod
share of both.

The slow, painful advance of the submarive bogan fo
becomie dreary and monotonous. They lengsed for the sun-
light and the fresh, crisp breezes of the open sea. The uir of
tha eavern was hot and sultry, and the heet steadily
inceeased, Im two days the mercury of thoe thermomater
rose from BC to 81, And vet they were nearer the Pole than
white man had ever Feen.

Ching-Lung noticed that Ferrers Lord was realless end
abstracted. Excitement spread through the ship. Owing
to Ching-Lung's thoughtfulness 2 huge chart was placed in
the forecastle, and marked with little flags after cach day’s
run. The sailors elustercd round it cagerly.

The subdued excitement inereased intrnwig'- By rockening
as the crow fies, the Pole lay only twenty-three miles shead,
Even ::I‘Iu}wm%' genercusly for the snake-like twisting "« f the
tunnel, it could hardly bo more than thirty or lorty n-iles, -

But what would they find?

The eternal, abominzble tunnel seemed endleza Tt seemed
almost certain now that they would reach the Pola Lefore
they were clear of the cavern—that is to say, that an
imsginary line drawn perpendicularly would ;ierce tho oxact
position of the Pole, and pass through the <2vern. And the
myaterious Pole itself, that hazy vision that nas nred hun-
dreds of brave men to their denths, woull lwe above their
heads.

Thuyston and Van Witter woere of that opinion, but Ching-
Lung was more cheerful.

“What does it matter ¥’ he said. “'This beastly tunnel
can't last for ever. When we'come out we can go back over
land or ¢ver iee to the place
_ “ But what if the confounded channel runs ¢lean under the
ice-belt, and brings us cut on the other side as far as when
we started "

“Then, by Jove, we'll begin all over again, and gol there
somehow 1"

" Bravo, pringe,” cried Van Wittor; “‘thet’s the way to
talk! Don’t croak, Thurston. I haven't abla to take
my reckonings, and I'm puzzled. How on earth does Lord
mapage to work without the sun? Can we rely on his
figures? It beats me.”

Ching-Lung laughed. It was mysterious, but nothing eould
shake his confidence in.the millionaire.

“Tt 1s.s bit mysterious,” he said, "but I'll bet you a
hundred half-crown cigars that when you do come to take
vour rockoning vou will ind that Lord isa't a siogle koot

gut,"”
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“Done!” drawled Van Witter, ““And T guess Thurston
is witness. We'll chuck in a case of champegne.™

“The odds don't seem quite fair to me,” said Ruperh.

“I'll stick to them, anyhow,” laughed the prince. * Ilalle,
Prout, what's up?”

IT!I'wesu stecrsman was peering forward through tho polished
glass. .

“ Ber your pardon, sir,’
lighter." )

Thurston and the prince sprang up, thrilling in every nerve,

“ Bwitch off,” cried the prinee, " and then we can gell I

“ Beventeen fathoms!" came the monotoncus voice of the
len,df:man.- And then, after a pause; " Thirty-eight, by the
mark "

" Prout, his hand absolutely shaking with the excitement,
stopped the engines, and allowed the vessel to run to a stand-
gtill before he dared awitch off.

“Fifty-five !I'" droned the voice,

The water was deepening with amazing speed. The
brilliant beams vanished, and the eager watchers closed their
eyes to get rid of the glare. And Tom Prout’s guess was
turned into faet.

Light—light—light I  Faint, bluish and ghostly, it flooded
the cavern. They could see each other's faces palld and
dim, and dark walls of the rock and the faint figure of the
leadsinan, the gun in the bows, the gre.if ocutline of the rails.

“Wea are coming to the end,” drawled the lazy voice of
Forrers Lord.

The vaulted roof crashed back their cheers. The crew,
furpetting all discipline, poured into the wheelhouse, and
velled their delight. Maddock and Gan-Waga, clasped in
sach other's arms, waltzed across the deck as gracefully as
& couple of lame elephants, and Ching-Lung walked about
a4+ easily on his hands as Thurston did on his feel.

“Bhake. old man!’ drawled Van Witter, * Bravo!
Brave!"

Their hands met. At a word from Thuorston, Maddeck,
after saluting Gan-Waga with s smacking -kiss, piped his
whistle. Laughing and shouting like a pack of urchins let
loose from school, the men made for the forecastle. They
knew it was grog, but they bellowed themselves hoarse when
Maddock appeared. _

*“It's champagne, lads, and cigars!” he roared. “’Is
‘Ighness says so. Give him a- yell! Hip, hip—="

“ Hurrah! Hurrah! Hurrah!” :

“ And butter for the blubberbiter!” yelled Maddock.

“'Rah! 'Rah! 'Rah!” squeaked Gan-Waga, amid howls
of langhter. ;

The cook brought in champagne, and corks popped
merrily. Ferrets Lord was toasted, then Thurston, then
Van Witter. - Ching-Lung came last. but not. least, for he
wes toasted three or four times. He was a favourite of
favourites among the crew, and when he came in it waa
five good minutes before the cheering ceased.

Agsin the veszel was In
motion, and the ghostly hght
came 1n through the port-
holes with increased strength.
The heat was almost oppres-
sive, and here and there
masses of wveed — ihe firet
vegetation they had seen
Einee lea.vimi the cavern of
mushrooms—hung from the
rocks., Shoals of fsh, oo,
played round the wesel, and
ihe tunnel had widened.

Ferfers Lord paced the
whelhouse impatiently. The
lead could find no hbottom
now. The light grew stronger
and stronger. The mallion-
aire was nearing the goal cf
hia  hopes, mearing s
triumphs. His dream had
come irue; his unflinching
courage and _ indomiiabie
enargy were bringing its
reward. _

“How much farther "
asked Thurston, his voice
Loarse with excitement,

“ Eight miles, Ruperi—
—aonly cight miles.”

Eight miles from the Neorth
Pole! The very thougnt was
intoxicating.

They could see each other
Cistinctly now.  Eight miles

' ho said, “I thourht it was

more, and the mysterions spot would be reached. How
slowly the vessel scemed to travel! They were shouting,
laughing, and clapping in the forccastle, while Joe was
doncing a breakdown to the strains of Ching-Lung's tin
whistle Now and again the leadsman droned out his
MOonotonous wews:

* Bixty fathoms angd no botiom!'™

iv

&gu{&ss they've having high jinks down there,” drawled
the Yankee. * It always seems full steam ahead where
Ching-Lung iz. Hallo! What's thar:"
Rupert chuckled, and a smile erossed the millionaive’s face.
Loud and lusty came the choru::
“ Rule, Briranota, whereer the blue waves rolld
For Britannia’s sons have found the Pole,”
CGood-natured Van Witter was compelled to laugh.
“Waal,” he drawled, " you deserved to win, I'm g goed
Amariean, and I'd have liked to sce the Stars and Stripes
ahead; but I hope I'm a good sportsman, too. There's just
& chance that the Btars and Stripes may be on the spot
when we arrive. Give me your fist agamn, Lord. Here's
bravo and jelly good 'uek!  Anyhow, 1f we can't get there
first, I'm glad a Britisher has done, for we get half the
victary. It's all in the family, for, by hokew, we've got tha
same blood in ws, the =ame tongue, and we're cousins.
Shake, old man!t"
Onoe more their hands met heartily.
“Your flag shall go up beside the TUnion Jack,™ zaid
Ferrers Lord.
“* No; be hnn,ged to that, old fricnd! Fair is faie, Below
it, 1f you like.’
Y Bude by side,” drawled the millionaive,
think, Rupert?”
* Bide by side,” said Rupert promptls. *° Listen!™
He held up s hand. The straimp-:ﬂ “Yankee Doodle™
drifted up from the forecastle. Maddock was bellowing :
“Yankes Doodle made o bet,
Thinking he could win it.
John Bull said: ‘T'll take vou on,
\ But you won't be in it "
Then came the chorus, p parody of " Rule, Britannia!";
“Rule, Britannia., where'er the-blue waves roll!
Licking creaticn, they have reached the Pole !
“Ha; ha, hal" roarcd Prout, and then blushed up to the
eyes. ‘" Oh, I beg vour pardon, sir!™
“0h, have your laugh out, Tom!" drawled Van Witkor
ms;rr__xlf'_.m“l don’t care & cent. 1 suppose Ching-Lung put
: v

“What do you
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A cirele of white shone shead.
“Fetch the prinee, Prout!" said Forrers Lord.
Ha seized the wheel. Ching-Lung came rannin up. The

funnel was as bright as day.
The circle widened as Ferrera
Lord set the screws lashin
at double speed. Bright anﬁ
dazzling, the light poured in.
Then the Lord of the Deep
rushed into the light and the
sweet, fresh air,

And what they saw held
themn dumb and spellbound.

A sea of wondrous sapphire
blue, calm, waveless, and
beautiful. Four suns, hangin
in a sky of azure, poure
down a silvery Light. And be-
vond the c'rg.'ata.]g watcers lay
an island fringed with palma
of soft, fcathery green, and
the towers and turrets of a
white ity of wonder aross
against  the sky, throwing
back the glare.of the”suns
from every glowing pinnacle.

Behind, far away, blue,
jagged, and terrible, lay the
plassy peaks of the Eternal
fee!

.
. e,el(

“HIS LAST
f Mﬁﬁ'ﬂﬂ‘"

" In next TI ‘s«
day's long com-
plete story, Bolsolver &
Co. turn their attantion
anew to the persecotion
of the quiet and uo-
aszuming Lancashire
lad, with the result that
the Remcve Football
Eleven are threatened
with the loss of ope of
their best players. The
story is of absorhing in-
terest, and wyou wili
thoron hlyenjogrendmg
of plucky Mark Linley,

nd of Fow he covered

-]
himself with glory, in
Hi3 u'sT HATEH‘ {Thiz thrilting adventure slory will be
condinued in nexd weak's umber of
- Y The Magnel™ Iadbrvary, Grderearly.
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