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The sporting gentleman caught sight of the Lancashire lad, and ltll'ﬁhrh‘.l unsteadi ;mngﬂth-

“Mow's my ole pal, Marky?" he inquired affectionately. U} don't know you | said Mark;Lin

lips, as he listened to the mocking laughter of the Greyfriars fellows, “Shame!’ roared the juniors. * Btick

to your old pal; Linley!”
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The Editor will be obliged if you will hand this book, when finished with, to a friend. _

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Yery Queer. '

" 4 OB
: *Bob Cherry !”
“ “ What on earth's the matter with him®™

. - 'Three or four juniors of Greyfriars were lounging
in the eold gateway of the school, looking idly down the Jong
white road towards Friardale, and talking cricket, when Bob

Cherry of the Remove came in. Harry Wharton and Frank
Nugent of the Remove grested Bob as he came up from the
direction of the village; but Bob Cherry did not reply. He
-was walking with his hands thrust deep into his pookets,
and his brows knitted, and kis eyes fixed moodily iipon the
ground. Bob Cherry was eno of the nhnexia:st and-sunniest
junidrs at Greyfriars, as a rule, end now his gloomy looks
made the Removites stare.

* Bob, what’s the matter " ‘

Bob Cherry walked right on without replying. . Frank
Nuagent, who was leaning against the open rgnte, detached Lim-
gelfsemm his support, and ﬁdtﬂﬂled forward, and Beb Cherry

2 and-

f
ned right mnio him, lted, with a gasp.
“ Hallo, hallo, hallo 1"
No. 226.

Copyright in the-United Statesd of America,
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By FRANK RIC
o Walking in your sleep?’ asked Hugenr.pl'n.!mﬂ?;

&F Ehljl Lﬂ!ri

- “Then'why don’t you answer when a fellow spesks to you
demanded Harry Wharton. i, T
“Eh? I didn’t hear you.” :
- Getting deaf?’ asked Johnny Bull
“ Neo, ass! Don'’t bother I : = i
“ The chums of the Remove stared blankly at Bob Cherry.
He was go unlike his usual self that they were simply

-mivstified,

" What’s the matter with you, Bob?” the three juniors do-
manded. togother, - ;
. Matter with me?"

i Y&{nthead.”

-i-I'H in%i“ “ud . .

" Then what are you scowling about?*

“Oh, rats™ . i _ '

And Bob Cherry, jerking himsalf awas: b Nugent,
strode on irto thg-ﬂfom. lfnd tramp W .%ﬂh the
School House. Harry Wharton & Co. looked him in
utter astonishment. gl '

“ Something’s up!"” said Johmgy' anny- Bul
“Blessed if I can roako it ous,” Haz

e

¥ |
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a puzzled look. * It’s not like Bob to eut up rusty like that.
He looks as if he's had a shock.™
.. ““He's only been down 1o Friardale about a new net,’” said

Hng'lent
t’s jolly quear.’
Without a qlam‘:e back at his puzzled chums, Bob Cherry

tramped across the Close. Two or three juniors called to him

in the quad., but he did not reply or glance round. He

tr&m;md into the School House, with the same En,ﬂ-ccupmd and

ﬁﬂﬂmj’ look upon his face. TempIe of the Fourth accosted
1m in the passagre.

“You've ]‘-L‘-I:ﬂ-t- come up from Friardale, Cherry?”’

“Eh? Xes”

“ Have you seen Gilmore?”

“ Blow Gilmore!”

And Bob Cherry went upstairs to the Remove passage,
leavin Tr-mpha of the Fourth in amazement. The rudeness
of Bug Cherry’s reply was simply inexcusable, and it was
no wonder that the Fourth Former turned red with wrath. It
was very evident that Bob Cherry was in a very worried
frame of mind, and hardly knew what he was saying.

Bob Cherry went down the Remove passage with the same
heavy traad and threw open the.door of his study, No. 13.
Bob Cherry 'shared that study with Mark Linley, the scholar-
" ship jumior, and little Wun Lunﬁ' the Chinese boy. Wun

Lung -was in the room when Bob Cherry entered—a queer
little figure in his peculiar garb, with his-little yellow face
and sleepy-looking almond eyes. He was stooping before the
study fire, making up some mysterious Oriental Hﬁup in &
frying-pan, and he looked round as Bob came in, " It was a
warm summer’s afternoon, and the fire made the study
quite hot, and Bob Uhﬂrry, who was warm with walking,
gru ted discontentedly.

eastly hot m heraI” he growled.

Wuan Lung stared. . '

It cert.nmlg was hot in the study, but it was so utterly un-
usual for Bob Cherry to complain about anvthing, that the
little l‘.',‘-’lunae was astnunded He had seldom or pever seen

ES

the aturdg movite in 4 bad temper before., *

" "i'ii?'hai that rot you're cooking?”” demanded Bﬂh Gherry
crossly,

““* Jolly good soup!" said Wun Lung.

“ Oh, chuck it away 1"

*“ Bob. Chelly not hungly?’ asked Wun Lung.

I' E-! Nﬂ Tli

I-IA o :.I- ht LE w

And Wun Lung quietly rémoved the pan fram the ﬁre
Chetry made a gesture-of extreme itritation, -

‘" Let that fire down, for goodness’ sake!” he growled. “ It's
like an oven.”

“ Allee light."

Wun LUIIH answered Beb Cherry’s cross Yemarks with per-
foct patienceé and meeckness. Bob Cherry had always been
his friend and protector, and Wun Lung was devotedly
att:mhed to him. Bob had never been ill-tempered with him
before, and the little Chinee understood that something very
unusual must have happened to inake his chum act like this.
And he would not have answered in the same tone for worlds.
Hﬂhwaa oifly too anxiouns to do nnsrthmg he could to pIcpaa
Bo

Bob Cherry threw hll"l‘lEE]f Iﬂt{l thn study armchair, and
stretched out his long le He sat with a worried, frowning
brow. Wun Lung look mt him timidly.

“ Something t.hﬂ matter, Chelly 7"’ he asked

Bob growled.

“¥Yes. No. Oh, rats!”

“Me solly.” _
Bob Cherry seemed unable to find ease in the armchair.
He rose, and crossed to the window, and stared out for a few
moments into the Close. Then he grunted, and turned from
the window, and strode up and down the study for a few
minutes. Wun Lung watched him quietly, with growing
amazement.
"“ Have
“ No.

il Dh!!!

Bobr tramped up and down the stud again. Wun Lung
stood quiet, more and more amazed. 1?[13 wondered whether
there had been trouble between Bob Cherry and Mark
Linley. They had always -been the closest chums. But as
a rule, Bob reforred to him as ** Marky,” and the use of the
surname seemed to indicate that something was wrong. . And
yet, how could there have been trouble? Mark Lmlep was
the most peaceable fellow in the schoel. Certainly he had
been in more than one row, for there were fellm-rﬁ in_the
Remove—and in other Forms—who were “down” on the
mhularshiﬁ) h&}' Some of the fellows could not get over
the fact that Mark Linley had worked in a Lancashire factory
before he won the scholarship which gave him three years at
Greyfriars. But Bob Cherry hn.cl been his chum from  the

Tuae Migwer Lisrany.—No. 226,
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ou mn Linley " demanded Bﬂh Cherry, abruptly.
ark y is gone out, me tinkee.”

. the worried. look deepening on his face.

-thaught it of him?

l""TWICE ROUND THE GLOBEI”

first, [md he was u}wa,}s ready to hit out if anybody made a
dmpa-.ra-.gmg remark about the Lanecashire lad in his prm::nee

*What aro you staring at mie-for, you young ass!"” Bob
Cherry demanded sﬁddegfy :

** Mo solly.

“Well, r]nnt do it."

“ Allee light 1" :

The meekness of the little Oriental disarmod Bcﬁ:t ﬂhErrv,
haci tempered and worried as ho was.

‘ Borry, lﬂdl” he burst out, in his 1mpula1ve way. ‘' Don’t
mind what I say. I'm fnghtfull;-,r wurmgd, and tha.t’ the
truth of it. ‘Don't mind me.

Wun Lung grinned faintiy.

‘“Allee light,” he said. J You slang me mu::h as likee ; me
no mind. Allce light 1" ,

Bob Chmrj lau hr-d, in spite of himself.

“You're a good little ass,” he said.. “ Oh, dear' You
don’t know when Marky—I mean Lml&y—“wﬂl be coming i,
I suppose?”’

“No savvy.”

“Did he tell you wherﬂ he was gmng""

“* No tellee Wun Lung

"I wish he'd come in.'

Bob Cherry tramped up n.nd dﬂwn the study again. Wun
Lung quietly slipped out of the room. He knew that Bob
Cherry would prelf"er to be alone. Bob tramped to and fro,
He glanced at the
clock, and at his big silver watch, alternately. Seven o'clock
chimed out from the tower of Greylriars. Bob Cherry secmed
to grow mote restless with every passing moment.

“Hang him! W ﬁﬂﬁﬁnt he come in! Who'd have
g him!I""-

There was a footstep in the passage, a
the door. The. door opened; but it was not Mark Linley who
lovked in. It was H Wharton, the'eaptain of the Remove.

o Anythmg wmn ob ' asked Harry. ‘1 thl:mghi I‘ql;_-
give you a look s
12 ?qh’ it's all nght Have ‘j’ﬂu see Linley?” .

t' ﬂ }‘ R '-. -

‘“ All right-then."”
** In there anything wron

Bob? You Lunl-: jo 3
o Nﬂr—'-nﬂthln to talk a

t. 1 .mean.: It's allhe

“you dom't mind, Wharton, I'd prefer to he alono il B
I've got mmethmg to think -nut."!" e il e
“TI can’t help you?” T e o
““No, no!” '

;Alu oy ‘Whestor b i, - thd;w
I arry rton, very muc ﬁu r wi
closed the study door. 2

tower, and Bob Cherry grunted.
b Wh doean’t he come ini"’

The hand!e of the door turned. This time it was H:rl: :
He walked into the study with a book

Linley who came in.

and he swung towards -

Boh Cherry: mqumed hig- restiess.
tramping ham&fm 'The-quarter chimed out from t;han!t::ﬂk- . #a

"_.

under his arm, and a cheerful expression uposi his face., He -

glnnced at Bob, without noticing for a moment his study-
imnate's unusual expression. .

““ Hallo, Bob ! he said ehacrfu]l:f

Bob Cherry did not re S{y He stood stall, the frﬂwn deep-
ening on his brow. Mark Linley looked at him agam and
then his glance became fixed on Bob Cherry's fam. He t-cm!r.

a quick towards his chum, :
““ Bab, what's the matter '
Bob Ghar}sf drew a deep breath. . ;
‘* Where have you been?’ he said. ** That’s what I want to
know. Where have you been, and what have you been

doing 1"

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
From Friends to Foes.

ARK LINLEY did noi reply for a moment.

He gazed at Bob Cherry in surprise, and a ﬂHB"l
came into his cheeks.
pleazant tone, and it required an effort on Mark’s

;mrt to reply without any show of anger, But when he d.d
reply, his voice was calm and even,

*T've heen out, Bob.™ :

“Where ¥? : '

‘“* In Friardale Wood.” _ o

“ Not in Friandgle?’ :

“ No.”

** That's not true.”

Mark Linley took a stop backwards. Bob Cherry's Wﬂrdﬂ
seomed to come upon hjm, like a hlﬂw in the face He went
quite pale. : :

i1 Bﬂh !’, .

“You heard what I said!” s.a,nd Beb Cherry gnml;r i |

didn’t expeet vou to tell me where gﬂu’d he&n under the:

-Oup ﬂrum! Hﬂ
.Blﬂnl Story.

Bob had not spoken..in a
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are you wp te?" shouted Harry Wharton,

s

Harry Wharton halted In the study door in amazement. Bob Cherry and Mark Linley, who had always been
the best of chums, and had never been known to exchange an angry word, were {ighting like tigers.

“What does this mean, Bob?
- {See Chapler 3.) .

arve

-;i-_ :

“What
What's the matter?”

circumstances, but I hardly thought vou'd tell a lie about
"
ﬂ-‘l.A Iie '!l'

““ A fib, I suppose you'd call it,"" said Bob scornfuliy.
eall it a lie.”

Mark Linley clenched his hands.

“If any other fellow spoke to me like that, Bob, you know
how I'd answer,” he said. “ But I don’t want to quarrel
with you if I can help it. We've always bean good chums.
What are you driving at? If anybody has been fooling you,
tell me what they've =aid? Thers are a good many fellows
illi_tha school who would be glad enough to break our friend-
ship.”’ )

** Nobody's been- telling me anything.”

““Then what have you got agzainst me

““ What I've seen mysclf.”

Mark Linley started.

“ What you've seen?’ he repeated. * 1 don’t understand.
Will you kindly explain what vou are talking about?”

“*You say you've been in the wood,” said Bob Cherty. “1
dﬂﬂﬁnaag you have, but you have been somewhere else as
W ; B

“I don’t understand vou. I teok myv books into the wood
to have a quiet hour over my Greek,” said Mark., “I've
often done so—it's nothing new. 1 study better lying under
the trees, wiahout any row going oh near me.”

“71 saw vou in Friardale.”

The Magxyr Liprary.-—No. 226.
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“ When?"”

Boh Cherry glanced at the clock.

“ Just about an hour ago.”

Mark Linley shook his i&td." .
® I wasn't there then,” he said. T haven't been in the
village at all. You ware mistaken, Boh.”’ '

Bob Cherry's lip ourled.” e = :

“1 su I know yow,” he smaid, “*and i I didn't know
you, I &mﬁn't mistake your clothes.™ : P

Linley coloured -slightly. - Certainly he was - not sc well
dressed as the other-fellows in ghe Remove at Greyirfars.
The scholarship he had won entitled him to beard and tuition
at Greyfriares, and & certain yearly sum:  But he had not the
nioney the other fellows had; even of the money he won with
the scholarship a portion. went to- help keep “together the
Litile home in Lancashire. I'or when Mark Lanley left home
to go to Greyiriars one of the wape-earners had gone from

T e S e e

‘the little home, and times -vere hardsr there after he left.

Mark Linley had. cut down his school expenses with the
most rigid economy, in ‘order to ledave a park of his scholar-
siiip allowanee for his family at home. #And the result was
that he could not dress so well as tho other fellows. It was
a rule at the school, as at most public schools, that the
fellows should dress in dark clothes, if not in hlack; but
Mark Linley’s atiire did not always conform to the rule. "‘He
was wearing a grey suit at the present moment-—very clean

25Ty, “THE GREYFRIARS GARDENERS!” ™ FRANK picmanoa.
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and neat and tidy, but showing signs of wear. He wore it
on walks in order to =ave wear and tear of his Etons,

Bob Cherry watched his face.

“Well?' he said. .

“J can only say you're mistaken,’
havep't been in Friardale to-day.
I don't see why that

said Mark Linloy. 1
But even 1f 1 had been

‘ ; fges ou an excuse for catechising ne.
F:f_la,rﬁ!ﬂia 15n't out of bounds. Why shouldn’t 1 go there if I
chose!

** No harm in that; but you know where you went.”

" What do you mean?’

*1 saw you coming out of the Bird in Hand, that rotten
Jow pub. by the riverside,” said Bob Cherry.

Linley turned crimson.

“ You didn’t!”" he exclaimed. .

“*Idid You came out just as I was passing, to come hoine
l}j"‘lhﬂ towing-path. You saw me, and dodged away round
the pub., and I galled after you, and you didn’t answer,’’ said
Bob Cherry savagely. 1 know a lot of the fellows havo
hinted that you've been humbugging me, and taking me
in: but I've never listened to them. Now ] know it’s true.”

Linley clenched his hands. .

“1 won'’t follow your example, and eall you a liar I’ he
said bitterly. “ I know you wouldn’t say this if -you didn’t
})elievﬁ it. Buat it isn't true—you’ve mistaken somebody clse
or me.”

' Perhaps I'm mistaken in thinking this is yours, then?”

Bob Cherry drew a little leather-bound book from his
pocket and held it put. It was a small Greek testament, and
it was woll known as belonging o Mark Linley. It had been
riven to him by Mr. Quelch, the master of the Remove, and
hia name was written on the flyleaf.

Linley uttered a sharp exclamation,

“ That's mine!" he said.

“ You admit that?”

* 1 never thought of denying it,”’ said Merk wamldringllcf.
“ Why should I? It's tho Greek testament that Mr. Quelch
gove me last term.”! o '

“ You dropped it outside the Bird in Hand.”

LL] Whht_ l’l-

“* The fellow I saw—who you say wasn't ped this

Hic{m dodged away, and 1 picke Cherry

caldly. il
S ?:—I don’t understand!” Mark Linley took the book, and
lanced at it. ** Thir is certainly my book. I don’t see

w anybody else got hold of it.” _
“ I suppose ‘you will

you—dro
it up,” -said Bo

I don't, either,” saxd Bob enttingly,
admit now that it was you I saw.”

' Linley’s eyes Bashed. :

“1 admit nothing of the sort. If ﬂ'ou saw somcbody you
ook for me, you were mistaken. If he dropped this bhook, I
don't know how he got hold of it. I haven’t used it for days,
and I last left 1t in this stady. T don’t understand it at all,
but I repeat that I haven’t been in Friardale to-day, and
most certainly have never been in the Bird in Hand.”

L".a::lhr'[-'.li:n:-rr;:T shrugged his shoulders.

“ You don't believe me?" exclaipied Mark,

* Do you expect me to?"”

** Yes, most certainly, if you call- yourself my friend!" said
Mark I:Etl?. "“I can’t explain this, but I expect you to take
my word.’ :

“* Well, I can’t take it,” said Bab Cherry shortly. “I'm
bound to believe my own eves. 1 suppose vou won't tell me
that you've got a double, who dresses in the same clothes as
%*:’:: do—and even so, how cvould he have -got hold of your

ek testament, which you say you left in this study.”

* J—I can’t understand it.”’

"1 can’t, either—if you're “telling the truth,” said Bob
Cherry drily. L VT

-
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“T am telling the truth!”’ said Mark steadily. *' And if
vou can't take my_word, our friendghip is at an end.” -
Bob Cherry laughed savagely. _
“'That's at an end anyway,” he said. “I'm nét going
to chum with a fellow who disgraces himself by hanging
about low pubs. You've been doing what fellows Lave been
expelled from the school for doing, You can’t expect me to
stick to you after that. You've been taking me n all the
time. I might believe you if you said you'd been there for
some reason—but when you say you haven't been there at
all, I know what to think—as I saw you with my own eyes.”
** That isn't true,”’ said Mark Linley quietly, * You didn’d
sce me, It's a mistake somehow. And if you tell a yarn
about me like this in the Remove, I—"" :
“1 don't mtend to say a word. It's not for me to pgive
you away. But very likely other fellows have zeen you.
don’t know.” _ _
““No one has seen me where vou say; I haven’t been

there,” :

“Oh, chuck that, for goodness’ sake! What's the good
of piling on barefaced lies?"” exclaimed Bob Cherry, in-
exasperation, _

““1f you call me a liar again, Bob Cherry——" broke out
the Lancashire lad, his patience giving way at last.

“ Well, I do!” f

*“ Then I'll jolly soon stop F::-u b1 : _

The Lancashire lad sprang torward. Bob Cherry, nothing
loth, met him, and in a moment more they were fightin
fiercely. The trampling of feet and the fierce muttere
exclamations in the study speedily brought a crowd along.
the Remove passage. DBulstrode threw the door open, and
gave a shout of astonishment. g .
hu.“ ler hat! Bob Cherry and Linley are fighting! My

t"!-i ey ; 7

THE THIRD CHAPTER
A Broken Friendship. :

ARRY WHARTON dashed along the Remove passage.

He halted in the study doorway in sheéer
Bob Cherry and Mark Linley, who had
the best of chums, and had never been
exchange an’'angry word, were fighting like tigers.
* What are you up to 1’ shouted Harry Whartom. -«
does this mean, Bob? What's the matter ¥’
Tramp, tramp,4ramp! went the
Thera was a .su
the floor, and Mark stood over him with flathing eyes and
heaving breast. : . F . e
Wharton and Nugent rushed inte the study. Wharton
catight the Lancashire lad and-dragged him back, and Frank
Nugent collared Bob Cherry as he scrambled io his Teet. 7

AZCI ek,

Bob Cherry’s nose was streaming red, and one of hiz eyes

was half closed. He struggled furiously to reach his enemy.

“Let me go!” he-mredg. - :

“ Hold on, Bob "

“ Lemme go!

“Rats "’ zaid Nugent cheert'uﬂg,
Bob Cherry, and holding himn bac
not going to punch old Marky.
Wharton,” _

“ Right-ho I" - T

* Let me gol” said Mark angrily, . »

““ Why, he's as bad as the other fja;trhead 1" exclaimed Harry.
Wharton. ‘ What on e¢arth is the row about? What
you two duffers quarrelling for?” g :
Maork.

"“He called me a liar!”" panted :
"“ 8o you are one!” yelled Bob Uhﬂrr{;. o '
bully of the Remave,
with great enjoyment. ** This i

““ My hat!" ejaculated Bolsover, the
grinning into the =tud

rouble in the heppy family, and no mistake! Why den't
you let them alone, you fellows? Let them have it out.”

) ““¥Yes, rather; let ’em have i1t out, Wharton!’* shouted
ARGOP.

locking his-arms round
by ‘main force, ‘' You're
Keep thﬂ_ﬁt ‘other ass back,

arc

“Mind your own business, confound: you!" rapped out

Wharton angrily.
fight Bob,"

‘“He's not going to call me & liar.”’ .

“Don’t tell lies, then,” said Bob Cherry.

“ Let me go, Wharton !

“Let me go, Nugent I"”. ; 2

“Yon sha'n't ga!"” said Harry Wharton determinedly.
“ There’s some silly mistake here, You know jolly well that
Linley 1sn’t & liar, Bob.” : oy - oaE AR

“] kmow he is!'"’ '

“Shut wp, you ass! You seem to be off your rocker.to-
day,'’ said Harry Wharton. “I'm blessed if I can uader-
stand you.” ” . :

“He says he saw me coming out of a low pub. in Friar-
dale,” said Mark Linley, breathing hard. - * He called me a-
liar when I denied it."” _ - E me it

“And T did see you,” retorted Bob Cherry. “I wasn’d

" Keep still, Mark. You're not going to

heavy fe6t in the study ">
dden bump, and Bob Cherry: went heavily ta.

L]
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going to say anything about it before the fellows, but if you
prefer to have it out in public, I don’t care.” I saw you.” °

““You didn’t !’ 1

" Vou must be mistaken, Bob,” exclaimed Nugent, * We
all know that Linley isn't that kind of fellow."”

“How do you know he msn't?"” grinned Vernon-Smith
looking in from the passage. Vernon-Smith, the Bounder o
Greyinars, had always been Mark Linley's enemy, and he
peemed to be enjoying the storm in No. 13 Study very much.
** My opinion is that the quiet chaps are always the decpest.”
.. Yes, rather!” said Bolsover. '*I'm not surprised to hear

“ Just what 1 expected,” said E':_.nﬂup. LT ,
““1 guess it sounds rather thick,” said Fisher T. Fish.
“ Are you quite sure you saw him, Bob? I guess it’s steep,

you know.”” :
¥ 1 saw him as plain as I sce you. When I called to him,
he dod#ed round the pub, and ran. He dropped a book, and

E[_Piﬂked it up. That book belongs to Linley, and he admits
it.” ]

“ Phew "

“That% jolly queer,” said Harry Wharton. * If it wasn’t
you that Bob saw, Linley, how did the chap, whoever he was,
]:m‘p;}en to have wyour book?"

‘T don’t know.”

“1 guess that puts a different colour on it,”’ saild Fisher T.
Tish, with a suspicious look at the Lancashire lad.

:: I&;nuh can't explain that, Linley "

ﬂ. N

“ You say the fellow you saw looked hike Linley, Bob?”

¥t Exactly like—same clothes, too."

_If MF hﬂ.t I!‘I‘

‘The juniors were all looking very curiously at Mark Lainley
now.  The scholarship junior had ceased to struggle in
Wharton's grasp. He stepped back quietly, his passion gone,
- ] can only say thai Bob was mistaken,” he said. ** But
I 'won't allow any fellow to call me a liar. I expeot my
word to be taken.”

“That's all very well,” saild Wharton hesitatingly. **We
take yvour word, of course. But it's jolly queer. Anyway,
you fellows won’t do any good by hammering one another.
You'd better come along to our study, Bob.”

Bob Cherry allewed himself to be led away, mopping his
8 handkerchief. The Lancashire lad remained
. The crowd of Removites in the _f.msa.nge broke
: m-ﬁ the strange affair cagerly. wo of them
with Linley—Wun Lung, the Chinee, and Hurree
ashet Ram Singh, the Indian, who shared No. 13.

Mark Linley losked at shem, with a glitter in his eyes.
The - Lancashire lad was slow to move to 'anger.
pride was wounded now, and his heart was beating hard.

l:m you believe what Bob Cherry says, you fellows?" he
asked. .

I.Iruﬁ_:'eu Jamset Ram Singh shifted uneasily.

: 5]

Linley frowned.

* Do you believe that T was in that pub. 7" he demanded. -

‘T should preferfully remain the silent witness.”

“ That means that you stand by Bob Cherry against me "’

Hurree Singh was silent. I 1
*“Oh, spesk out!" said Mark Linley angrily. “Tf yon
tand by him, and side against me, you might have the
decency to say s0."" - :

The Nabob of Bhanipur coloured under his dark skin.

“Very well,”” he replied. *“I do not think the possibleful-
ness is great that the worthy Bob was mistaken,. ] think he
is correctful in his statement.”

* And you don’t believe me?”

The nabob was silent a.fmm

“Yes or no?' shouted Linley,

“ No, then!

“ Then don't take the trouble to speak to me again,’’ said
Mark Linley between his teeth. '“li don't want to be om
friendly terms with a fellow who can’t take my word.”

“ Quitefully so!”

And Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, with a2 frown upon his
uitted the study abruptly.
un, Lung. -

¥

usually placid and urbane brow,
Mark Ianley fixed his eyes upon

“ What do you say, kid?"

“ Mo sayee notting."”

“ Do you believe Bob Cherey 1

# No savry.”

“ Po you take my word or not, Wun Lung?"'

“ Me tinkee Bob Chelly mistaken,”” said Wun Lung. “ He
no telles whoppee, and you no tellee whoppee, It is a mis
talte, me tinkee.” . .

“71 suppose it's a mistake,” atsented Mark, a little more
amicably. “ Bob wouldn’t tell a lie, I know that. He's been
taken in somehow—I'm blessed if 1 know how. But he had
no right to doubt my word, and I'll jolly well never apeak
to him again.”

Wun Lung nodded silently, with a worried look upon his
face. He was equally attached to Bob and to Mark Linley,
and the ferce diﬁpute between them distreased the little
Oriental deeply. But it looked as if the breach between the

Tar Maawer Lisrary.—No. 226.

o553y “THE GREYFRIARS GARDENERS!"

Buk his ,- it

ueerfulness of the matter is terriﬂf.-,"_ he remarked.:

. - ““We're waiting for him,” ﬁaid Fry.
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chums would remain. Bob Cherry, in Wharton and Nugent’s
study, was still breathing wrath. 5 ; :

“We've been taken in, that's the long and short of it,”
he exclaimed half a dozen t{imes, as he ru “his swolien
nose with the erimsoned handkerchief. “I've always stood
up for Marky—I mean Linley—and lots of the fellows said
it was pigheaded of me. I can see now that they were right.
I've been an ass.” _

Harry Wharton wrinkled his -brows thoughtfully.

“I'm blessed if I can make it out!” he said. *‘I should
never have dreamed that Linley was that sort of chap.- He'a
always struck me as being thoroughly decent, and I'd have
taken his word for a.njrthinq;." : : s e

“You can't take it now.”

" “I can't help thinking thet there’s some wmistake or trick
in the matter,” said Harry, "I wonder if any other fellow
saw him as well as you? That would make it ¢learer. Do
you know if any other chap was in Friardale about that fime?”

" Gilmore of the Fourth was,” said Nugent, - ** I don’t know
whether he’s come in.” : ' :

“Let's go and see him, then,” said Harry. ** If he's séen
anything, it will meke the matter clearer. Come on!" :

Bob Chery iruntsd. He did not want any further proof,
himself. But he made no demur, and the chums of the
Remove proceeded to the Fourth Form passage in search of
Gilmore of the Fourth, = '
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THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
- ° - 'The Second Witness,
# 4= LESS that fellow ! said Temple, the coptain of tha
Upper Fourth Ferm at Greyiriars.
“0Oh, rather!” said Dabney.
“He's a jolly long time ! said Fry.

Temple sniffed. : :

Temple, Dabney & Co. of the Fourth were in a Fourth-
Form study—not their own. It was the study next to
Temple's, and belonged to Gilmore of the Fourth. - The three
juniors had been waiting for Cecil Gilmore for some time, -and
they were getting very itm‘:'.ga.i_:ient. L.

““Where can the ass be?" growled Temple.

“ He went down io Friardale.” :

e "ﬂ;ill, he ought to be back. He'll be.late for locking-up
smn‘ ¥ . .

“ Hallo, here he is!” exclaimed Fry, as footsteps came

the Fourth-Form passage, and sfopped at-the doer.
‘“ Hallo, Gilly—why, 1t’s t.guae* Remove kids!” exclsimed
Ttﬂ:é'np]ie, in disgust, as Harry Wharton & .Co.entered the
study. e !

“What do you fags want?" growled Fry.

And Dabney made a-strategic movement towards the er.
Relations were sometimes straingd between the Upper Fourth
and the Lower Fourth—tha Remove. _ =y

“Pax!” said Harry Wharton guietly, “ Wa haven't come
here for a row. We're not looking for trouble this time.”

“ You may find if without looking for it, if you don™t bum
off 1"’ growled Temple. . N

‘* Oh, rather,” said Dabgey.
. “" Has Gilmore come 4n?"’

“What do .ynu wank
Gilmore for?"”
“Only to speak to him.

Lt Only K He’s been down to Friardale,
an L 2

“Yes. He’s seeing the costumiers about our things for
*Hamlet,’ ™ said Tﬂmlﬁllu. with some loftiness, ' I suppose
you know the Upper Fourth Dramatic Society are going to
do ‘ Hamlet' next week 7' ; g%

““Poor old Hamlet!” murmured Nugent.

* Look here, you cheeky fa g

* 8hut up, Franky,” said Wharton. . * We don’t want & row
with the Fourth now. There’s enough bother without that.”

““You look as if you'd been having a row with somebody ™
grinned Temple, looking at Bob Cherry’s swollen nose,
" Where did you dig up that trunk, Cherry 7"

“(h, rats!"’ growled Bob. .

""Hallo!" said a voice at the door, as Cecil Gilmore of the
Fourth looked in. *“ Quite a reception, by Jove "

“Oh, here he ia!”

* You're frightfully late, Jyou nes.

** Where have you been?’ s i

¥ Doing your business,” said Gilmore. ‘' The costumes arg
arranged for all right. What do these Remove chaps want
here? They're not going to be put in the cast for * Hamlet,’ I
ﬁugpum 7 : : ' g

ecil Gilmore looked mquiringly at Harry Wharton & Co.
Gilmore was a good-locking fellow, though there was a hard-
ness about his mouth, and a glint in his eyes, which would
have shown a close observer that his good nature was all on
the surface. He was somewhat smaller in build than most
of the Upper Fourth, and indeed younger. There were older
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fellows than Cecil Gilmore in the Remove, but he was keen
and alert, and very well up in his classwork, and, indeed,
some of the Fourth said that he could 32# int¢ the SBhell if he
tried. Gilmore had not been long at Greyfriars, but he was
one of the mainstays of the Fourth Form Dramatic Society,
and even Temple, who fancied himself az an actor, had to
admit that Gilmore could give him points and beat him
essily. And Gilmore had né ‘' backwardness in coming for-
ward.” There was a cool determination about bim, and some
unscrupulousness in gaining his ebjects, which ‘made it easy-
for hitn to et a leading place among more casy-going fellows,

“ Oh, they want the order of the boot,’”-said Temple; in
-seply to Gilmore's guestion.
Gilmore laughed. - .

“Wa want to speak to you,” said Harry Wharton. “ Only
1o ask you a question, Gilmore,
from Friardale?”’ .

Gilmore looked at him sharply.
" Yes,” he suid. o, Rk :
“ Did you bappen to come by the towing-path, or to pass
the ‘Bird in Hand pub. while you were down there?™ -
" Yes, as & master of fact, I did, though Pm blessod if 1
knew why you want to know,’” said the Fourth-Fovmer. *Any
of your friends at the Bird in Hand 17 R ‘
"Temple, Dabney & Co. chuckled. : ‘..
 “Did- you see any Remove fellows abeut there!” ashed
Wharton. = |
Gilmore hesitated. : " ) '
“Oh, answer them, and let ihem buzz off,” said Temyple.

“We want to get on with the rehearsul, ¥ve been nmgging
up Laertes’ part.” - i . ]
- *Pd rather know what they want to know- {:}r_,” sard
Cilmore. ' It's ratlier a quecr question, apd I don’t want to
pot my foot in it."” : e e : b

“I'l explain? said Bab Cherry. “ When I ‘passed the

Bird in Hand coming home;, I saw a Rémove chap commg
out of 'the pub. He denies that he was there, and we've had
a row. I want to prove to these fellows that T wasn’t mis
taken, and to other fellows that I wasn't telling lies. If you
saw anything to bear out what I say, we want to know it. 1
think you ought to tell uve.” . - . :

Gilmore locked very:-thoughtful. - : -

“Well, if you put it like that, I suppose I ought,” he re-

p:ligd. after a pause. - '“] waen't going to say wnything about .
Ha' : )
“Then you did see something I’ asked Wharton qﬂi&lgn’&

 What did you see?” .
1 . lti .' .ﬂu___ e \ .__::__ .. " j, --I_-_:._.;.:.. 4 : ..-4-
“1 saw o Remove chap’in t}m,pﬁh,” confessed - Gilmore,
“He was lookmg ouvt of the parlour window, and, ma{l
ou the towing-path and saw him. I.don’t know -whether

i, ..,,:-F"_‘E“"- -#." 4 I"--...

rtared at him a minute. You ses, it° washi't T or

Spoop,.er any of the fellows one might have suspected of that
kind of thinir. It ‘was a chap who's always been supposed to
he straight.”

Bob Cherry looked at Nugent and Wharton, Here was con-

* li; mation, if they wanted it, strong as proof of holy writ.

“ And who was the fellow !’ agked Nugent quiotly.

Cacil” Gilimore shifted uneasily. ™ = : _

“1 don’t know that I ought to tell you his name," he said.
* 1 meant to sa :mthing about it.”"

“ You can tell us. It's a question whether he was there, or
whether Bob Cherry was making up a yarn about him,” said
Wharton. * That's bow the fellows will put it. Besides,
wa know the chap already.” _ ‘

 “J—I don’t know abaut giving him away, all the same’’
Gilmore turned to Temple. *' Look here, Femple, you're my
Form-captain, and I'll take your advice. Bhall I tell them
the name of the chap?”

Temple nodded. .

“Yog, tell them, for*goodness’ sake, and let’s get on with
‘Ilamlet.” ™ o )

“Very well. It was Mark Linley, the scholarship chap.”

“What did I tell you?’ saxd Bob Cherry. _

“Thank you, Gilmore.” said Harry Wharton very 11sluuﬂ:-i;lg,-'.

1 suppose there’s no mistake about the matter? XYou arve
sare it wag Linley?” i

“ T suppose I know the ¢hap by sight,” said Gilmore. ‘‘ DBe-
sidee, T knew lis clothess He was in & shabby grey suit.”

“ That's Marky.**

' And ihere was a scratch om his cheek, too, T remembaor,”
gaid Gilmore. ‘* Beside the nose. [ noticed that Linley bad
it this morning.”’

“ Quite true!" said Bub Cherry,
now, too.’ 2 ' ; .

** Now, if you Remove kids are done, will l}l,'u:uu kmdliy
vacate the premises—in other words, vamoose the ranch?”
said Temple. * We've got to rebearse.”

The chums of the Remove quitted the study.
looked very thaughtiul.
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‘matter.
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“Thia. may turn out to be wvery rough om Linley,” he
remarked. | :

“ He would get sacked if the Head knew,’” assentad Temple.
‘“ 8erve him right. 1 never did quite approve of seljglarsimp
fellows from nobody knows re eoining @&,GL‘FJIH:.;!.”

*1 mean, he might [8se his scholarship,™ saul Gilmore.
“ That’s one of the terms of the sc}lulurahiﬂ he hokla. It's
it Fﬂuﬂ'&n"s scholarship, and is forfeiied by bad conduct, you
inOW. : ® '

*“ Oh, blow Linley and his blessed scholarship,” said. Fry.
“ Let's get on with the washing.” = |

Gilmove laughed., . . i :

* Well, I suppose it's no business of ouss,” he remavked.

““Of- conrse it isn't. .You begin with ' What may . this

IR T —— Lot i

*“ Right-ho!  What may this mean that thou, dread COrse,
revisitest thus the glimpse of the moon—-" .
. And the Fourth-Formers were soon deep in thei¢ rehearsal.

‘Harry Wharton & (Clo. returned to the Remove guarters, In

a very short time the Remove all knew that Galmore oi the
Fourth had corroborated Bob Cherry's statement that Mark
Linley had been seen in the Bird in Hand. public-house ou
the Friardale towing-path. -And there were very few follows
after that- who placed eny credence iw the Lancashire lad's
demials, Even it Dob Cher -mig}lllt have been mistaken, and
the incident of the dropped book had been explainéd away, it
was hardly likely that Gilmore of the Fourth could have been
mistaken too, and in exactly the same way. ;
It wes, as Fisher T, Fish vemarked, too *"steep.” And
Mark Linley's denial was reeeived with sarcastic silence or
open jeers, and the Lancashiva lad withdrew into hamsclf, as
it were, and ceased to defend himself, and allowed his Ferm-
fellows to think of him az they would. - A i Y

. THE FIFTH CHAPTER,
Deserted.

&m URING the next few days Mark Linley's experiences in

the Remove Form at Greyfriars were not pleasant:
"~ The Lancashire lad was very quiet.- He said little or
nothing, but under a mask of ngifforendy he felt: all
the more dveup‘l%:. ; S : :
There had alwaye ‘been fellows sk Greyiriaxs

=
e

-+ down " qn ‘the scholarship boy.  Not ‘that possestyg
sc*huilal::'ahip w?:;dm iiil-ﬂulf- ﬂﬁﬁ I mﬁﬂl i 0l
wealthy mien hagh sohalarships at- inks, and'did not.x
i, - ey ate siF sign.. B4l (4e boy who Bl worse
in a factory, and who bad won the.scholarship by haxd werk
in the evenings when his day's labour was done, did need 1t,

and needed it badly, That made all the
True, the best pet of fellows m the -

erenoe. -
Remove had always

steadily Tefused to have anything to do with tlie enobbishness

of the other kind of fellows. Harry Wharton & Co. had stoed
by Mark from first to last. Bob Cherry had become his special
ghum, and Lord Mauleverer, the dandy of the Remove, was
often seen with him. . So long as the best of the fellows liked
him and chummed with him Mark could afford to disrcgard
i‘ﬁllam like Bolsover and Snoop and Vernen-3mith and Billy

unter, : : - . .

But it was changed now. Bt

Harry Wharton & Co. had backed up the [aciory boy
beeause they believed that he was decent all through. IF he
had deceixed them, if he had scerctly cultivated low associa-
tions, that altered the case. If he was guilty of **pub.-
haunting,” as the Greyfriars fellows called if, he was notfit
for any decent fellow to associate with. :

And they believed that he was guilty of it. 3

Bob Cherry was well-known to be the soul of truth and
honour. Nobody would ever have dréamed of .dnuhtmiiﬁ’is
word. He might have made a mistake, but he could not have
told & Jie. And it was known, too, that he was very much
eut up by the discovery about the Lancashire lad. The -
breaking-up of an old friendship was a3 heavy a blow to him
as to Mark. : - . G
And there did_not seem to be room for a misiake in the
Even supposing that Bob had been deceived by a
chance resemblance in the dusk, how had Linley’s book got
into the possession of the udknown féllow at the Bird in Hand?
He had most undoubtedly dropped it when he dodged away
to avoid moeting Bob. Indeed, if he was not Linley, why
should he have tried to avoid being seen at ali? ;

Then there was Gilmore’s, evidence. Ceeil Gilmore of the
Fourth. could not be supposed to have any bias against Mark
Linleay. They had had some rubs—Linley had once siopped
(ilmore when he was bullying Nugent minor of the Second
Form, and had knocked him down. Some of the fellows re-
membered that. Bui that was hardly sufficient to make
Gilmore lie on the subject. Besides, he had been unwilling
to speak, and had only uttered Mark’s name_ afler Harry
Wharton & Co. had questioned him, and pressed him to give
what information he could. . : r
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A window on the gﬁmhd floor of the Bird in Hand opened, and a inr'lﬂuké'd out cautiousiy, as if to ses whether

there was anybody on the waich,

At the distance it was not easy to distinguish features, but the face was cer-
tainly that of Mark Lintey. “My hat!" gasped Potter, *Look there!” . (See Chapler 6.)
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_T1f Bob Cherry had been- taken in by a chanoce resemblanece,
Gilmore could not have been at the same place and almoss
the same time. K was unthinkable. Either Mark Linley had
been at the Bird in Hand or two fellows who knew him per-
. fectly well by sight had made a great mistake, and a stranger
"who tesembled ﬁim had somshow come mysteriously into pos-
.seasion of a book belonging to him. And Fisher T. Fish was
quite right in “ guessing™ that such an explanation was too
*ateep. : : S
.- Mark Linley found cold looks turned upon him on all sides,
and he was too %r-:}u& to seek after friendship that had been
withdrawn. He buried himself in his work, and gave no sign.
Bob Chorry had cut his connection with Study ‘No. 13. At
an earlier date Bob had been an inmate of 8tudy No. 1 with
Wharton and Nugent, before the new studies were oponed
aloog the passage. With the consent of -his old friends, he
now returned to his previous quarters. Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh went with bim. Both of them did their work in Stud
- No. 1 now. It was the only way of avoiding trouble. Bo
Cherry was vehement both in Ene-ndshi}i: and in quarrel. If
he had stayed in SBtudy No. 13 he would have been at war
with his old chum all the time, and Wharton and Nugent
wanted to prevent that,

~ _Fellowa who had always been down on the acholarship boy
‘hardly disguised their satisfaction at the discovery thai had
been made. :
“We've got at his true colours at last,” Bolsover said, to
an assenting group of Removites in the junior common-room,
- THE Maioney Lirrary.—No. 226, g
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“Even Bob Cherry’s seen through him at last, J said all
along that he was too quiet to be genuine.™ =

“So did L,”’ said Snoop. ' e

“Of course, he hangs about low pybs. and that kind of
place,” said Bolsover. Bolsover had otice been very nearly
expelled for deing so himsel, but he found it convenient to
forget that just now. “It’'s just what might be expected of
himn, eonsidering his upbringi:g." : e

“1 know it's what I expected of him,”’ said Vernon-Swmfth.

“* Hear, bear I'"" said a dezen voices. o

“I say, yon fellows,” chirruped Billy Bunter, -** the chap
ought to be sent to Coventry, you know. He's a disgrace to
tho Remove!" - - ' . R

** He,ought to have a dormitory licking,” said Bulstrode.
 *"Hear, hear " T CaRar TN

Mark Linley came into the common-room while the juniprs
were talking. A hiss from some of the fellows greoted him,
and he swung round, with his face flaming. T

** How are your friends at the Bird in Hand?"’ “calied out
Bolsover. , S

“ How’s Ratty Thompson, tho bookic?™

““ Ha, ha, hat" £ T

Mark Linley stood silent, his chest heaving. For some days
he had borne this kind of thing with silent patience. Bub it

scemed ab thai moment as if his patience was giving out at

last, i
“It's a die!” he said, and his voice rang out clearly. “I
never was at the Bird in Hand, and yjou are slandering me 1"’
“Nice langvage from o factory hand!” -Hiﬂiﬁ'red!. Snoop.
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“ He ought to be kicked out of the school! Ile could get &
jub at ITardinge’s new jani factory at Courtield End 1

“ Ha, ha, ha !’ . 3

“If you say I'm slandering you, you ]gut it in the neck,
and jolly soon !’ said Bolsover threateningly. i

“* 8o you are, if you say I know Ratty Thompson, or have
over been at the Bird in Hand,” said Mark Linley steadily.

“The cheeky cad!"” ,

“Bump him! He makes me sick standing there
whoppers like that I”* exclaimed Ogilvy.

‘* Bump the cad!"’ .

There was a rush of the juniors towards the Laneashire lad.

Mark Linley sprang ba.clJi, and put up his fsts,

* Handseoff,” he cxelaimed, ** op— ;

The juniors did not heed. They rushed him, and the
Lancashire lad hit out with all his force. Bolsover caught his
knuckles upon the point of his chin, and went backwards with
a crash upoy the floor. The next instant Vernon-Smith reeled
across him, and fell, his left eye closing up.

Bat Mark had no time for more. i

The grasp of a dozen fellows was upon him, and he was
swung off Eia foet, and came with a crash on the carpet.
Balsover and the Bounder leaped up.

“Bump him !’ yelled Vernon-Smith.

““ Bump the rottex!” :

Bump—bump ! = 4

Mark Linley, lifted it the grip of the Removites, was
bumped heavily upon the floor—once, twiee, thrice. The din
brought a crowd of fellows rushing to the room, and among
ihem was Bob Cherry. Bob changed colour a little as he saw
his old chum in the grasp of the raggers. -

“ What's the row !’ he exclaimed. .

“ We're bumping the pub.-haunter!” said Bolsover fiercely.
* T suppose vou're not going to interfere, Bob Cherryi”

Boh hesitated.

“ Lot him alone !" he said, at last. )

Mark Linley turned a fierce look upon his former chum.

T don't want any of your Lelp, Bob Cherry{” he cried
angrily. *You can keop away! I know how much your

{riendship is wobth!”
Bob Cherry flushed. g,
“¥ou hear him?”? grinned Russell. ** Bump the cad! You

can lend a hand if you like, Bob." gl

Bob Cherry did not lend a hand. He stood with hig hands
thrust deep into his pockets, while the scholarship junior was
bunmped again. e

There was a guiek etep in-the passage, and Wingate of the
Bixth, the captain of Greyfriars, looked in with an angry
hrow. . . .

“‘ What's the row here?’ he exclaimed angrily. * What are
vou deing to Linley? Let him get up at onece!”™

The Removites released Mark. The jupior,” dusty-and
dichevelled, rose slowly .to his feet, panting for breath,
-“Wingatdlooked at him curiously. . R :

“ What docs this mean?'* he demanded.

“ Only bumping a rank outsider,"” said Bolsover.

““ He's been disgracing the Remove,” said Sueop.

. Wingate's lp curled.

“¥ou can generally do all that vourself, Snoop,” he re-
marked. ** Mark Linley's much less likely to disgrace the
Form than you are.”

“ Look here, Wingate, if you knew——

“ T suppose this i= the old trouble,” said Wingate, ** You're
picking on Linley because of the scholarship, 1 suppose. I'm
surprised to sce you standing by and not lending Linley a
hand, Bgb Cherry.”

Rob turned erimson,

“"Linley doesn’t want any help,” he said sullenly.

“Po you mean that you arc against him, too, nowi"
“'irliﬂ.tﬂ demanded.

Bob was silent. : %

“You don’t know what's happened, Wingate,” said
Vernon-Smith. _ .

“Tell me, then,” said Wingate sharply.

“Well, we don’t- want to sneak.”’

“ Let Snoop tell me, then: he doesn’t mind sneaking.”

There was a laugh, aud the sueak of the Remove looked
furions '

“1'lH tell you myself,” said Mark Linley quietly. * Bob
Cherry fancies that he saw me coming out of a public-house
the other day, and he won't belicve me when I say he was
mistaken. The other fellows have swallowed it."

“I wesn’t mistaken!” said Bob Cherry.

Wingate gave him a sharp look,

“ That's & serious accusation Cherry,” he
exclaimed.

“I didn't accuse Linley. He brought this out himsell.
But I'm not going to take back what I've said, I've said
that I saw him coming cut of the Bird in Hand, and I did.
Gilmore, of the Fourth, saw him there as well.”

“He was mistaken, or else lying," said Mark, -
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Bolsover burst into a scoffing laugh. =

* Yen, everybody was mistaken, or elee lying, and you aro
an angel without wings,” be-exclaimed. * Yot won't geb
the Remove to belicve that.”

‘* No feart™ ‘

“The no-fearfulness is terrific.”

Wingate looked troubled. : ?

“It's & very quecr thing,” he ‘zaid. ‘* Mark Linley is
about the last fellow at Greyfriars I should have suspected

" of anything of tho kind. Anyway, you fcllows arc to kecp

your hands off him. Do you hear? If there is any more
of this, you will hear from me.” ; ;

And Wingate left the common-room. Dark and taunting
looks were turned upon the Launcashire lad. After what tho
Greyfriars captain had said, the Removites did not venture
to bump him again. Buat they did not restrain their tongues.
Mark Linley followed the captain of Greyfriars out of tho
room, and in the passage Wingate paused to speak to him,
giving him a searching look. :

“Is there any truth in that, Linley?” he asked sharply,

““ No; none whatever!” : :

‘* Bob Cherry was mistaken, then?”

[T Ym}i

“ And Gilmore, of the Fourth.”

*“ He must have made a mistake.”

*“It's very queér.” 3

Wingate passed on. Mark Linley went up to his studw
IIc was aching in every limb from his rough handling
among the Removitcs. But he was not thinking of bodily
pains and aches at that moment. His heart was very heavy.
The evidence was against him, and he could sce that Wingate
doubted him now. And Mark t ht very much of the
opinion of the head of the Sixth. Wingate had becn very
kind to him, and his kindness had helped Mark in the
uphill battle he had to fight at Greyfriars. ;

A heavy senise of loneliness foll upon the Lancashire fad.
He had been through more than one bitter struggle at the
school, to which he had ﬁitwd entrance by hard work and
sheer plock. DBut always before he had had friends to stand
by him. Now he was friendless; his best chums had turned
ilieir backs. Bob Cherry, upon whose faith” akg loyalty ho
would have staked his life, had turned his bac
first of all, and the rest had followed-suit. He co
blame them, either—that was the bitterness of it
evidenoe -against him was ver at::ﬂng.--_% strong
required a very great atretch of loyalty to msregard if. -3

Iad ho a friend left in the great sc 5
study with a heavy heart and n downcast foce. A liitle
ueer figure rose quictly fromn the armchair, and two elmond
eyes blinked at him., . Lo Bl

“Downee on luckee?'-said the soft, purring voice of the
little Chince. :

Linley forced a swile. )
‘““Ves,"” he said. *I believe you're the only fellow in all

Greyfriats who has. faith. cnough in me to stick to me,
Wun Lung.”

The little Oriental nodded. . .

“ Allee comee lightee in end,” hLe eaid oonsolingly.

Mark Linley ‘nodded, but noi hopefully. He had. been
through mare than one bitter struggle, and had enmrp,]e::i
trinmphant, certainly. But this time it sccmed as if lus

fate wore too strong for him, and he had little belief that

it would come right in the end.

——

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Influence Wanted.

e ILLY, old man—-—" ] ooy
Temple, Dabney, and Fry came into Cecil Gilmore’s
study in the Fourth Form - passage, and they -all
epoke at the same moment. :
Gilmore, of the Fourth, was sitting at his table. He had
a littlo book in his hand, in which strange abbreviations and
curious figures appeared on the pnﬁtﬁ; and a8 the chums of
the Fourth came in, he hurriedly slipped it into his poeket.
Ife turned a flushed face towards Temple, Dabney & Co,
“ Hallo!™ he said awkwardly, **What do you fellows
wanti" :
“It's about ‘Hamlet,'™ gaid -Temple.
“Oh, blow ‘Hamlet!™” . :
Temple, Dabney, & Co. coughed. The Fourth Form pers
formance of ‘“ Hamlet” was to them just then the most
important event going on in the British ﬁmpire. The Derby
or a Cup-tio final faded into insignificance beside it. It had
been Temple’s idea to give a great performance in aid of
- x B S ——

ANSWERS

“TWICE ROUND THE GLOBE!” °mSrasi

hool? He entered his

.__,._-:-



the Titanic fund, and the idea had very much caught on in
the Fourth.” Whether the Titanic fund was likely to be
reatly augmented thereby was doubtful; but at all eventa

e Fourth-Formers of Grﬂ;\;friura would have a chance of
covering themselves with histrionic glory. And perhaps
that was the chicf object of T'emple, Dabney & Co. 'There-
fore, the performance was not to be a common or gardei
performance, aa remarked, bul something wery, wvery
special. 4

* Busy, Gilly, old man?" asked Temple.

“Well, yea” :

“What the dickens are you busy about, then?" asked
f'ry. “* Not doing algebra in a pocket-book, were you?”

“ Oh, rata!” gaid Gilmore. * What do you chaps want?"

“It's about ‘Hamlet,”" said Temple, for a secoond time.
“Look here, Gilly, you ought to enthuse about this, you
know. * Thgq whole Form ia enthusiastic. It's a jolly good
idea, ‘and it will knock spots off the Remove.”

““Oh, rather!” said Dabney, with emphasis, :

“ You're practically a new boy here, too,” said Temple,
in rather an aggrieved tone. ‘“We've taken you into the
Pramatic Hociety, and given you s leading role. It 1sn’t
every chap who ﬂa&n't been half a term at Greyfriars who'd
be gpiven the part of Hamlet.”

" Rather not!” said Fry. :

“Well, I can act it,” said Gilmore,

Temple coughed.

“I'm not denyiug that,” he eaid. - ** We all admit that

ou are a good actor, and wonderful at doing impersonations.
You made the whole Form shriek when you got yourseli
up as Coker, of the Fifth, voico and all.  YWe all admit that
‘'you can act. It's not that. Still, it's a jolly big honour for
you to play the title-role. We're going to make this thing
go, Gilly. And we want you to buck up."”

“Oh, all serene!” _

“* Now, we've got permission to use the lecturc-roomn when
we give the performance—date not fixed yet,”” said Temple.
“We want to ecoop in a big audience. e Remove have
sometimes had the masters and coven the Head to their
rotften shows,. Wo want to go one better than that.”
Gilmers 8ared. :

* Going #8 invite King George?” he asked.

| 'Wo. But we th-::mght"we. might get some of ihe
rs down,” explained Memple.' **That would give
ow a splendid send-off. If the governors came, or ono
thém, the Head and®the whole staff of masters would
be bound to come, too, aund that means that the whole
school would eome to the performance. And as we're
charging for admission—a bob to senijors and sixpence to
juniors—we should simply coin money.”

Gilmoro laughed.

“That’s where you come in,'' said Temple persuasively.
St All expenses will be paid out of the takings before the
‘balance is sent to that giddy fund; so you will'be all right.”

“ And suppose it should be a frost?”

*“*Oh, it won't be a frost! it ev
all right, as your people ore rolling in money.”
Gilmore knitted his brows for & moment.
My people aren’t rolling in money now,” he said. “ My
Euther's had losses, and my pocket-money has been cut
"down. .As a matter of fact, Temple, I wanted to see you,
. because I want the Dramatic Hociety to pay up the five quid
I advanced at the beginning of the term to buy costumes.”

*“Oh!” eaid Temple. _ _ :

“‘That was & subscription to the club,” said Fry warmly.
“ It was understood at the time that it was a donation.”

*1 meant it as a loan.” g
~ *Oh, come, now; don't be mean,” said Temple. * You
" made & .speech on that occasion, and said what a pleasurs
it was to you to be able to help the club in any little -way
you could. That wasn't the way to put it if you meant the
fiver as a loan.”

. Gilmore bit his lip. : ; o

“Well, it was a loan, and I want 1t back,” he isaid
decidedly. S ;

Temple seemed to swallow something.

“If you want it hank: you shall have it back; you needn’t
be afraid about that,” ho said, his lip curling. * We'll
have & special. subseription to meet it. The Fourth Form
Dramatic Society docsn't want to be under obligations to
anybody. As a matter of fact, I've put_in moro than five
quid altogether myself, to buy properties, and I don’t swank
n!bont as the son of a giddy rich stockbroker. But you shall
have your five quid back, tf you have to have it out of what
we raise by this performance. .1t can go down among the
expenses.”’ ; g .

“ That's a good idea,” said Gilmore. * I'm sorry, but
T mmust have it. And as I say, | meant it as a loan.”

¢ Ahem! -Well, leaving the question of the money out,
thero's another thing you can do,” said Temple. ** We want
to get the governors down to the show—or one of them,
at :51 events. You've got an uncle on the governing body at
Gmﬁiara?"
I'ne MagNET LIBRARY.—No. 226,
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Gilmore nodded. ' ' : '

““Does your uncle think much of you? asked Temple.

“1 don't #now; I don't think much of him!" said Gil-
more. ' We don’t see him very much. He was my mother's
brother, and my mother’s been dead ton years. I don't see
him more than once a year. He takps a oertain amount
of interest in me—about enough to give me a guid- on my
birthday. Why do you ask?”

“ Because wo want you to ask him down™

“0Oh, 1 see!™ _

“Write him a mnice, nephew-like letter,”” explained
Temple. * Tell him we're bucking up to raise a fund for
helping: the Titanic sufferers. That's bound to interest him,
and make him think you're a generous chap. Don’t ask
him for a subscription—I dare say that would alarm him,
I've got uncles myself, and I know they have to be handlad
carefully. Just ask him as a special avuncular faveur to
como down and sce the performance, as that will give it
a swing, and make the receipts bigger.'

“ Well, 1 might trg.”

* It will sound well to put on the programme: * Sir Arthur
Benyon, Patron,”” said Temple. * Titles are very im-
ressive. Ii isi’t every fellow at Greyfriarsrwho’s got a

aronet for an uncle, and a member of the governing ¥
I think you ought to make the most of it, for the good
of tho Form.”

Gilmore Iaughed.

“ All serene,” ho said; “ T'H do it.”

“ And if your giddy nunky could make the other gover-
nors come—"' _

I dare sa;],'] he could, if he liked.” He's got a lot of
influence on the governing body,” said Gilmore.

“ Good egg!l - That would wipe the Remove right out!™
said Temple eagerly. ** They've never been able to get a
governor of the school to their shows.”

“I'll write to him and try.”” ~ :

“Good ege! And if the affair goes with & swing, you'ra
sura of vour five quid—if you neally want to have it k"

“1 jolly well do want it!” said Gilmore. *I tell you
I'm hard up.” § i

““ All right: you shall have it.”

And Temple, Dabney & C¢. quitted the study. As they
closed the door, Gilmore took:the Tittle book. out of hia
.a wrinkle
He had a strange expression upon his face
aa he did so—the lock of a-man rathor than of a boy—the
look of one whose thoughts were not upon boyish matters.

Temple, Dabney & Co. re-entered their study. Templo
was looking very satisfied. His desire to " go one better ™
than the Roemove was stronger than his desire to give a
good performance of “ Hamlef.”” The rivalry between the
UE}I’EF and Lower Fourth at Greyfriars was very keen.

1 think that's all serene,’”” said Temple. “ If Gihmoors
can get his uncle down here for the performance, it will
simply go with a bangz. The whole scheol will turn up

in honour of a member of the governing body."

*“ Oh, rather!" :

““ And Gilly will make a good Hamlet. * It's a bit of a
wrench, letting him have that I’mrt,“ said Temple, with a
Eigh* “but I suppose we must.’’ _ . \

‘Blessed if I like it, either?’ said Fry with a. sniff.

1n his brow.

“ Gilmore is a worm. He gave that five pounds to the
Dramatic Society, and gave it with a jolly big flourish of
trumpets, too. There never was gnything 'said about it’s

being a loan. If all of us who've dubbed up to get things
for the Society claimed that we'd only loaned "the money,
and wanted it back, there would be a pretty bill to pay!”’
Temple nodded. : _ fi
“"You'ra right,”” he said. “It is r:a.tl’l-&l_' tl‘imk of Gally,
I must say. But the Upper Fourth Diamatic Society doesh’t
want any of his rotten money if he doesn't want to give
it. He's going to have his fiver back.”
““ Oh, rather!™ i
“It's rotten mesn, all the same,” said Fry, ““and if he
doesn’t succeed in getting his uncle to promise to come to
the show, 1 vota that we take the part of.-Hamlet off him,
and let somcbody else have it. There &re & pood many
fellows in the Fourth' who'd make a -better Hamlet than
Gilmore, I think.” | _ - At
And Fry looked at his reflection in the ‘glass, with tho
very evident belief that he was one of the fellows he relerred

10. ;
“ Yeas," zaid Temple thoughtiully. I hed really marked
down the title-role for myself—" - S
““ Ahom!” said Dabney.” “‘ I was thinking that the Prince
of Denmark was s part just cut out for me, you koow.”
“Oh, rats!" said TamP]a and Fry together, warmly.
“Don’t be an ass, Dab!’ - bl -

.
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“Yes, Dab’s an ass " said Temple. “If we take it off
Gilmore, we'll give it to—-"'

“ Me!”? said Fry.
" You're as big an ass as Dab, Fry,"”
A thing of th:s kind has to go by merit.
Joesn’t play Hamlet, I dot”

To which Fry and Dubue;r rejoined, with great unanimity:

Hﬂt‘lu

gaid TEI'H].]]I: severely,
If Gilmore

T ——mm

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
A Surprise. Visitor,

" ALLO, ‘hallo, hallo! Who on earth's that?”

Bob Cherry's exclamation of surprise was echoed by
several other fellows, Afternoon lessons were over
at Greyfriars, and t‘}ae fellows wern crowding into

the Close in thd bright summer sunshine. A peculiar figure
had entgred at the ﬂ*hml gates, lurching info tha old quad.,

and the’ ;E?I neral attention was turned uponm the mew-comer
ut once. He was a liltle man, in & coat of a sporting cut,
with a bowler hat on the side of his head, and evidently much
the weorse for drink. He came in “ﬂ;h a staggering gait,
and blinked sgund Bim with watery eyes.

Coker of the Fifth, who was near the pates, took it upon
himself to demans the stranger’s business. The big Filth
Former strode up to him, -and steadied him with a grasp
upon lus shoulder.

* Hallo! ‘Who are joui” dﬂma.nded Coker.

The man blinked at him,.

" T'm orl 1igh’!"” he announced thickly.
“¥es, you ave all right, and no mistake!” said Coker
with a snort. * We don’t want your kind here. Get out!”

" I've come to see my pal”™

“My hat!" ejaculated Bolsover of the Remove. ”Hﬂ
must be a pal of Gosling:  Gossy, old man, here’s your
pld pal come to see you.

Gosling,  the porter, came out of his lodge, pink with

:mhgnmmn '

**He ain't mo pal of mine” he exclaimed. * That's
Ratty Thompson; from the Bird in "And. He aid’t no
bumnm&l ere. Vot I says is this ‘ere, Master Coke.- kltt*k
im out! & '

P’ra;u he’s a pal”of Lmlﬁy s, sugpested Tempie of-the" }i
Fﬁurth M]ey 15 fuite st home at the Bird in Ha‘nd,_#

TE H.ﬁ h“ﬁ lulil . . Y

“ s that it?"" gsked Gilmore. * Whom dﬂ you want to

'm mty man?? |
i tty Thompson gave. Gimore of the I"::ulth o p&culmr
0 .

“1 wanter spo my. ole m!,"" he stuttered. .
“ But who's your old pal"” asked Coker,

“ Marky !’
“ Ay ha:t“ Mariy what?'
*t Master Lml&y, said ‘the man., "™ Ain't he Yere? I~

_wauter sCa im.

There were Eaﬂlamam on all sides. A crowd of fellows
had gathered round the intoxicated rascal. Ratty Thomp-
son, ‘the biggest blackguard in Friardale, was w;_li known
by sight to a good many of the fellows, and his coming
“to the school and demanding to see Mark Linley caused a
pensation,

“ Get out, you fool!" said Harry Wharton fiercely, ** Can't
you see that you're dﬂing Liu]ey ha.rm by eoming here?”’

- "I dont want to do ’'im any ’arm,” said Ratty, hhnkmg
at Wharton. **He’s an ole pal of mine, Marky is.’
[fﬂ away at ﬁncel;" " ;
“*1 ain't going without seeing my ole pal’
" Kick him out!” said Nugent.

Ratty staggered n.g:a.mat the wall of Gosling’s hdgt.-. and
put up hu nda in 4 clumsy way, blinking 5

“1 ain't gﬂmg'I” he said. * Where's nmy n!ﬂ pal Marky?”

" Fetch Lm]e exclaimed Vernon-Smith with a grin.
;If ti}.;- man.q i pal, he ought to be allowed to see our
ear Marky

* Good g”’ ‘jﬂll.] Temple. *Some of you cut off and

got Linley here.’
e Hﬂ-, : ha I

“It's all rot!"” said Coker. *' I don't believe Linlev knows

;hﬁ fﬂ“‘n' It's just a drunken fancy he's got into his silly
pOd

“* He seems jolly pat with the name, anyway,” gaid
Cilmore,

“ Yes, ratheri”

“ Where's Linley "

A crowd of fellows were already dr.;s.hmg away to fetch
Linley, To confront Mark Linley with his supposed friend
from the Bird in Hand seemed an exﬂellent kﬂ: to some of

them. Mark Linley had gone up to his study after lessons, .
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“Mark came up,

‘ing out a very

and the juniors found him there. Bolsover HLrew open
the study door, with a crowd at his heels.

Mark Linley looked up quickly from his work. Hm firat
thought was that it was another ragging that was’ mtendml*

" Here he is!” shouted Bolsover, :

“ Coms on, LmIe;,. 3

" You're wanted!”

Mark Linley rose to his feet.

*“ Who wants me?" ho ashked q’ uietly.

" An old Lhum of yours; he's come specially to Grey-
friars to see you,” E“mned "Bolsover.

“ Bettor come, Linley,™ :_uud Ogilvy.
he's coming up to the house,”

‘*“ Ha, ha, ha! There will be a row if the JTead sees hjim."

“7 don’t undﬂratn.nd this,” said Mark; " and I certainly
sha'n’t come.” 1 have my work to do. Will you fellows
kindly clear out and leave me alone 7’ - '

** But your old pal wants to see you,” said Bolsover,

“ It's Ratty Thompson, imm the Bird in Hand."

T Hﬂ hﬂ-, ha 1

Mark Linley flushed. : '

“1 don’t know the man,” he said, ‘* and I shall net come.
Do you mean to say that that man has come here and asked
for me " _ i

" Yes, rather !" ; : :

“ He's coming up to the School House if vou don’t ceme
out,”’ said Bolsover. *“ If you don’t want him {6 meet any
of the masters, you'd h:-r.ter come guick." :

Linley ﬁﬂﬁltltﬁd for a moment. : L=
* “There is some nidiculous mistake,’” he said. * It cannot
be me that he wants to see. - But perhaps I had better
{.'ﬂm& r .

“ Perhaps you had,” grinned Bolsover. ~ " If he comes
reeling into the hnuse here, nnkmg for you, there mll‘. be
trouble, I faney.”

Muark did not reply.  He left the study, and walked ﬁut.
of the house, with Bolsover & Co. following. There was a
big crowd of fellows round Ratty Thmnpaml . the scheol
gates now. The man was- ta’lkmg in a rambhn ANy ;*:g,..-
most of the fellows werd®laughing. There was L

“If you don't come,

. Eerﬂ comes &mle:,r Iﬂthsk ?
ere’s your d-gp.n.} ors.

LY | H l}ﬂ h& ,"l

Ratty Thompson caught ‘E‘Ehf. ol Lmley, and detached him-
self frﬂm the lodge, and Etﬂggﬂmd very unsteadily towards
the Laneujhirﬁ lﬂ.djd: i ul
- "“How d'ye arky 7"’ he 1 mrﬂd uEnqhnnntely, hold-
tforﬁe .imiy very dul'atq hand:

Mﬂ-ll'k Lmlﬂ: did not take it. Hﬂ atﬂred hard at ﬂ:lﬂ
Tasea

“ Do you know whom you are speakmg to i’ he asked.

Ratty {:huckl{-d :

“ You're my ole pal Mar

“1 dor't know you,” ﬁmd Ma.rk pale to t‘he lips as he
listened - to .the mocking laughter nf the Greyfriars fellows.
* 1 have never even spoken fo you.' |

Ratty cast a pathetic look at the crowd.

‘“He won’t own his old pal,” he said. *Marky is E“j"g
back on his old pal, arter all the 'igh old times we've {a

ingpthﬂr
Y 8hame I"" roared Bolsover. ' Btick to }’Dur pals, Lmiejf 2

“He is no friend of mine, and you know it,”" said M&rk
angrily. *-I have seen the man before, but I have never
spoken to him. He docsn’t know me. Either he is domng
this because he is drunk, or it is a trick to injure me,”t

There was a roar of laughter.

“ Wa ean't expect Linley to own him before us,” grinmed
Vernon-8mith; ““and he's certaiply doing it because he’s
drunk-—he wouldn’t come here sober, that’s'a_cert. He's
given the whule show away by coming here. ¥You're 'b-r.-w!ed
out, Linley.”

“ Clean bowled !" Eﬂ.ld Bolzover,

Mark clenched his hands.

* 1 tell fou, I don’t know the man!" he said fiercely.

“ Rats!”

* Bosh ! ,

“ Draw it mald I'*

Ratty seemed on the point of shedding tears. ﬁ

1 Gmn’ back on his ole pal!”™ he murmuored. *“T1 nover
thought that of yer, Marky. Arter ail I've done for yer!
Arter the way I paid up when you beat me at nap at the
Bird in ’And. I'm ﬂi&hﬂ.lﬂﬂd of yer, Hark:?." _

“ Shame !" velled Bolsover.

* Just the kind of pal one would have e:peﬂﬁd Linley to
have,” Snocop remarked. * But you reall m]ght be more
careful to keep 'em away from Greyfriars, Linley.

“T tell you I don’t know the man !'’ shouted rk.

“ Rats ™

"TWIOE ROUND THE GLOBE!” °samiem”
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fine wind-up to a rattling good film,” (See the

_ grand, long, compiete tale of Tom Merry &
¢ THE S7. JIM'S PICTURE PALACE! "™ by Martin Clifford, which is contained In ihis week’s
issue of our splendid, popular companion paper,

: Price One Penny.) :

] Tom Merry's fist crashed on Arthur Augustus D'Arcy's ear at the same moment as Jack Blake's smote him & '
terrific round-arm blow on the pose, and the unfortunate peacemaker let out a yell, and dro
shot. * Good,” remarked Glynn, churning away at his moving-picture camera for dear life.

pped as If he had besn
“Gussy's given me 8
0., eotitied

i The Gem™ Library. Out og; Thuﬂ'dl_,m

*“Too thin.”

“ Ha, ha, ha !
. " What 15 this man doing here?”" Jdemanded Courtoey of
tho 8ixth, striding up through the crowd with an angry brow,
% Get out of here at once, you ruffian !”

* I come to see my ole pal.” .
. *"He's Linley's friend!"” yelled a dozen voices. * Ho's
come to see Linley. They're old pals at the Bird in Hand.”

The prefect stared at the Lancashire lad. =

* Ia that true, Linley " i

“ No!” exclaimed Mark passionately. *‘ I've never spoken
to the man before. I don't know how he knows: my name,

Tare Maengr Lisrary.—No. 226,
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This is a trick to cause me injury. Bomebody has put the
rotter up to this!” e .
There was a yell of derision from the crowd.
“ Draw it mild !"* :
' You don't expect us to swallow that, Linley I
The prefect turned to the reeling Thompson. Ratty eyed

him dubiously. : :

“ Did you say you'd come here to see Linley?" demanded
Courtney.

““ That's kerrect, guv'nor.” ' 0

“ What do you want to see him for "™

# He's my ole pal.’. . :

B o L
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# YVou mean that you know him outside the school 1™

“ That's so,” said Ratty. " He's gone back on his ole pal.
He won't own me hﬂfﬂl‘E:{liE swell friends—arter all I've done
for 'im, too.” o o ‘s g 1|:I

“1f you are really his friend, it’s the worst thing you cou
do for him, to come ]imﬂm like ll:.:‘LE,” ??Hit %;qurtr]l;-y. It Ny

Ratty appeared to be trying to collect himeeit. Wwas
if a glgx‘mf}nﬂ?ng of reazon had entered into hmlfmu,ked brain.

“ T don’t want to do an ole pal any ’arm! he mut.ter::d
thackly. wrong time, Marky, I'm
ROTTY. ain t.
That aln't Ratty

“Tf I've come at the
I ain’t & man to do any ’arm to an ole pal, n
Thompson’s sor, that ain’t, I'll go!l
“ Vou'd better go,” said Courtney dnly.
Ratty staggered towards the open gates. He reeled out
into the road. Then he faced round, and looked uncertainly
; e gunning crowd. ;
l'rt‘i‘:lit"sa,g orlright,” he said thickly, * Marky.1s one of the
Best. He's a good old pal, and I savvy, you bet. I shouldn’t
ave come 'ere. it's orlright. P'r'aps I've ’ad a drop too

much.”
“Ha, ha, ha! Perhaps you have " roared Bolsover.
- + E. " ’ dﬂ
“T'm goin’,” said Mr. Thompson. "I don’t want to

an ole pal any arm. That ain’t my sort. Marky, ole man,
¥F'm sorry I come ‘ere, and I 'ope it won't make no difference
to our friendship.” : . '

And Raity Tﬁnmpmh stagered away down the road, sig-
zagging wildly in the direction of Rylcompe,

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Mr. Quelch Asks Questions.

ARK LINLEY stood as if petrified. i
_ M He could not understand it. It seemed as if he

were in the grip of & relentless fate, which was closing
round him in spite of himself,
What had brought that man to the school 7 _
Had the rascal been bribed to come there and pretend to
recognise him as an old friend? If so, who had done 1t—
who could have been rascal enough to do it? Mark had
eneniios in the school—but whom could he suspect of baseness
euch as this? Bolsover—8noop—Vernon-Smith—it was un-
Likely. Waus this mercly a drunken fancy in the mind of 2
drunken man—a whim:of a wandering mind. That did not
secm likely, either,  Mark Linley was utterly amazed.
The other fellows were , too, but it was only at the

vecklessness of the drunken vascal in reeling info ‘Greyfriars *

in that way, and disgracing Linley before the school. If
anybody haai doubted Linley's connection with the low gang
at the Birdiin Mand before, they could not doubt it now, when
tho greatest reprobate in Friardale had claimed Jiim as & pal
before all Greyfriars.” T ;

(‘ourtney watched the intoxicated rascal out of the. gates,
- and then turned to Mark Linley with a frowning brow.

“Ts there anyvthing in this, Linley?!" he asked roughly.
“ Do yeu know anything about that man?t” _

“ Nothing, Courtney,” said Mark, his eyes meecting the
prefect’s-fearlessly. “

“ How does he come to know your name, then?”

“ 1 don't know.” -

“ Why should he ask for you, niore than for any other
fellow ? Is this only & drunken whim, and he déesn't know
what he's doing ¥* ' _

“ 1 don’t know, unless some enemy of mine has put him
up to it."’

" A likely story ! sneered Bolsover. '] suppose Linley
will be accusing one of us of bribing Ratty Thompson to do
what he's done.” .

“ ¥ shouldn't be surprised,”” said Linley quietly.

“ That is all nonsense,” said Courtney brusquely; *and
[ can’t help taking this in counection with the fact that two
fellows have seen you at that public-house, Linley."’

“ They were mistakon.”’ :

** They declare that they were not mistaken. T'm afraid
this matter will have to be investigated,” said Couriney drily,
“ You had better como’ with me to yvour Form-master.”

“T1 am quite willing." h

Mark Limley walked away with the prefeet.  He felt the
crowd of Greyfriars fellows in a buzz behind him. Most of
them were la.u:giung, and very many of them were glad, as
thfljr said candidly, that Linley had been bowled out at last.
Bolsover claimed that he had guessed something of the sort
~all along, and -a -good many other fellows said the same,
Harry Wharton & Co. were silent. Thev could not defend
Linley. The evidence against him was piling np too thickly
for doubt on the subject. 4

Bob Cherry had seen Linley leaving tie wird in Hand.
Gihmore of fhe Fourth had reen him at the parlour window of
the public-house.  Now Ratty Thompson, the disreputalle
habitue of the Bird in Hand): had claimed him as a pal

Thrr Macrer Lienary.—Ng. 226.
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before all the school. There eould not be quite so many

* mistakes '’ in sudcession. _
“ Tt geems jolly clear!” Harry Wharton remarked gu.:tly
fo his chums. ‘' But it surprises. me very much, .t.ha

RATE.

1 should never have thought it of Linley, for one,” eaid
Nugent. ** Bub you never can tell 1" : e
“It's plain enough,” said Bob Cherry gloomily. He's

taken me in more than any of you; but I'm done with him

oW ¥¥

“ He will be having & rotten time with Quelchy!” Johnuy
Pull remarked uneasily. ‘‘ I suppose he 1s an awfu’l' rotier,
but one can’t help fuﬂ[)irng sorry for the poor beggar. P
Johnny Bull was quite'right; Mark Linley was not hav :lngl
a pleasant time in the Remove-master’s ﬂud{;e The ?Eﬂﬂtﬂ
on the subject of the Lancashire lad had Dbeen going iho
rounds of Gre:,*i]?riars &inﬂhel thei da wh&n B]g}:rdcljuﬂ;ﬂ al:::] !-E'il:
inley—or Linley's double—leav 1w Bi | ;
};a.d t;HF}Iﬂﬂ to thﬁrknnwledge of the whele school, and reached
the master’s ears last. Mr. Quelch had been inclined to pooh-
pooh the story, for he had a very high opmion of the scholar-
ship junior. And so he had taken no notice of the story
officially as yet, expecting that it would die away 10 & few
days. ;

But it was necessary to take notice of it now, Couriney
had called to Win u.terfn the passege, and the captain of Grey-
friars came into the Renqmvi:-ﬁﬂaster’ie Etudit:lﬁh‘ti?l refect;
and Mark Linley. Mr. Quelch met them wi nitted biows.
From his study window he had seen what had pessed autsida.

" and although he did not know all, he knew enough to be very

Qngry. . :
ﬁ%hnt is i, 'ﬁ;iggn.ta 1 he asked.
Wingate explained. . ‘ .
r. (%ualch listened quietly, without looking atb the Lan-
cashirg lad, who stood pale and silent, with a troubled ,t,'-”m‘_""
* Courtney thought you ought to know about it, sir,” said
Wingate. “°I think so, too. This kind of thing cant be
allowed to go'on, of course.” :
“ Most decidedly not,” said Mr. Quelch. HE.
junior. * Have you anything to say, Linley?”
“ Only that I am quite innoccnt, sir. 1 was in
studying Greek when Bolbi Cherry fancied he saw .m
the Birg in Hand, and when Gilmore thought he sAw nlW
the window there. I suppose they saw somcbody like me.’”

i i

e

»_ " The person Cherry saw dn:q@td 4 book w]ong:wﬂ. you, -
and Cherry picked it up,” said Wingate. : -
“ Yes; that iz strange.”
“You do not doubt Cherry's statement?’ asked M.

ueclch. . :
™ Oh, no, sir!” said Mark Linley ab once. ' Bob Cherry
wouldn't tell & lie. Besides, he was always my friend until
this happened.”

*“ He is not your friend now, thent”

“ No, air.”

“ Do you doubt Gilmore's statement?”

*“ I don’t lnow, sir, ) ]
but if Bob Cherry saw somebody who looked like me, Gilmore
may have seen him, too,” _

* You say you do not know this man who came here claim-

. ing to know yoult”

““ Not-in the least, =ir.”

“ Can you explain why he should come had make such a
statement, then? :

‘“ Not unless somehody put himm up to it, sir.” o

“In that case,” said Mr. Quelch coldly, ¢ you declare that
the whole affair is a plot against you, by some enemy er
enemies '’

** Yes, sir.”” :

* And in that case again, Cherry of the Remove must be a

party to it, since it was his récognizing you at the public-
house which started the affair. ! : e
Mark locked very troubled. : ]
“ Well, it would look Iike that, sir,” he said. *Onply I

know Bob wouldn’t be a party to anything mesn—even if he
had a motive, which he -certainly hadn’t if this-case, for we
wore pood chums,

Mr. Quelch looked at the junior very hard.- ; :

“If Bob Choerry has acted in gpood faith—as yow say, and
as I firmly believe—then there i3 very smal rogm for doubd
that you have been guilty of the conduct
said the Remove-master sternly.

Mark Linley did not Ainch. . -

“ T am not guilty of it, sir.”

“I -hardly know what to zay,' said Mr. Quelch, * ¥on
have borne an excellent character up to now. ‘I know that
ou have some enemies here, through po fault of your own,

et the evidence is s0 strong that if seems folly to doubt:it

I admit, that I do not know how £o act in the matter—I canmob - <

do justice without the risk of doing great injustics. You may

f'a,E-nadtuthn'

I don’t think Gilmore is very truthful,

lmputed Eﬂ I'miﬂ'-"

M-‘ *.-‘ - -

Bob Cherry has acted in good faith.” -

L



leave his mn'mr to me," Mr. Quelch added, glancing ab ihe
wwo profect

erruie nnd Courlnay 1efb I.]w study.

o i Tamiovo-mdar quictly,
. “Thuuk you, s

 Now, Linley, I am going to speak to you very lgh'"lbr
said Mr. Quelch, in a kind but very firm tone, ‘It looks to
me as if you have sllowed yourself to be led into low and
degrading associations.  But the evidence, though ver;
strong, is net complete enongh for me to condemn you,
tell you pl-un]_v, that if the case weve fully mede out, it would
bo ruin @ ou would be flogged, amd perlmps expelled
from Givey riars,  Dub expelled or not, you would heve to
leave this school, for if you wero proved to bu guilty of the
ccnduct attributed to you, your scholarship would be taken
awa,

Mark Linley compressed his lips.

1 know if, sir,” he said, ir a low voico.

““¥oun know the terms of the Founder's Scholarships at
Creyfriare,"" continued Mr. Queleh, " If the holder is guiley
of any conduct causing disgruce to the school, i he shall by
any aotion forfeit his good character, the scholarship is
taken away from him, and moy be conferred upon any other
boy in the school who is deemed worthy of it, entirely at the
piion of the governing body. This has l\nipnened befors

Greyfriars. A Bishop's Scholarship was taken away from
& boy who was guiley of gambling, and was given to another
lad some years ago. I slmulr.l be sorry to see this happen to
you, Linley. made o vory brave fight so far,
You won tlm scholarship h\ your own cfforts, and if you keep
it, it will mean very muchi to you in the future. DBut if you
are guilty of such conduct as that now imputed to you, it
will ie taken from you, and will remain in the gift of the
governors, to bo bestowed upon snyone they select for the
remainder of the term it has to run,

“ I Lknow it, sir.”

'L ou to-bear it in mind. If yon Jose your scholar-
ship, you must leave Greyfriars, for even if you were allowed
to remain, you ha\-n no means ko pay thé feas, I understand?”

That is quite true, sir'

“You know better than I'de what a blew it would be to
your parents if iha schelarship were taken away frem you,”
said Mr. Quelch. ** For their sakes, as well as for your own
scke, T nslk vou to be careful, Linlay, Now you mey fo."

Mnrk Linley rose.

shall "be careful, sir,” he enid. ** But I have dona
"Dl]ung that T need be .n\]uul ed of. But T shall cortainly be
careful. Thank you, sir!

Mark Linley quitted thoe stndy. Mr. Qnelch remeined in a
thom;!\cful mooﬂ
in alfowing the matter to rest where i the boy hac
made ane slip, was it not better to give him a chance of
redoeming i urely ! Bm. if there were any: more trouble
of the same kind— Quelel’s brows itted at the
thought. Mark Linley Imd I.n:::n given o chance, and if he did
not advantage ‘of it, he would have to suffer the conse-
quences—and there would be no merey for him!

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Almost Caught, %
"GOLLAR him [ muttered Coker.

It was the day fellowing the surprising visit of

Ratty Thomp:on to Greyfrisrs. Coker, Potter, and
Groene of the Fifth were strolling along the towing-
path in the direction of Friardale, It was a hall-holiday at
Grayfriars, and the chums of the Fifth were * toking it eus
Coker had suddenly halted. at the sight of o Greyfriars cap

above the bushes close at hand.

The Grey-
n

Coker made a sign to the others to be silent.
friars ‘cap had appeered for a moment, and dizappeared a
i tho thickels. - Someone belongimg Lo Greslriats was mafing
his way towards tho nearest building of the village—the Bird
in Hand public-house—and keeping in the bushes to avoid
observation. The thought came into the minds of the Fifth-
Formers at once that it was Mark Linley.

“3We'll show him up!" murmured Potter,

And Coker mutte: ** Collar him 1"

_The cap apponied ugnm for a moment, nud the three Fiftl:
Formers mnr:{::a sudden’ rush into tho_ thicket. The next
moment & youth m Etons and. & Greyiriars osp was str
gling in their gr &

But it was not Lm]cy of. thé Remova.

'*Oh, rot!” exclaimed Coker, . releasing his ;nsomr as he
'remgmsad him... ** We'td offside! It's not Linley !

ilmore of the Fourth !” growled Pa

Gilmore wrenched himaelf_away - from™iha -
Ho was | Iookmg very startled, a3 ‘was mtuml
cumstance:

e W]mt un earth ‘afe you up to

fth- Fﬂnn?n
der the cir-

& tho wals ¢ L-mon. sneaking to tha. Bi
Haad,”. Coleer explained. - That's" ]vhy W' 1nl‘nped on vyou
4“'hm: aro you doing here; an: wnm

> MacNer Lrsmary.—No.
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He wondered whether he had s]une right -

—Llu Fifth tcoh cover in Lhe boal
_ and windows of the Bird in-Han

dumamlni I:Im Fourth-

evel “ ” e
TotasAy, D¢ x,y&g&!}“ - PENRY,

Qilmora was silent for a mnmenl and then he chuckled.
“I'm on the same Lmok " he sa
' What do you mean

* Linley's gone out for L:Jc afterncon,” said Gilmare. * Ile
said something about going up the cliffs to read know
one. He said I lied when 1 saw

Poll_\' well whero he's
Lint ub the parlour window of that pub. I'm gaing to bowl
him out this time. I know he's there, and I'm going to spot
him. I'll jolly well show him whether 1 told lies about Lim

Btien game, spying on o chap,” said Coler lofiily,
Gilmars sneered, N
“He said I lied. It's only fair to cateh him in the act.”
“ Well, there’s something in that,” said Coker. ** Are you
suro ha's the m .
uito sure.’
"' How do you Irnnw "
“ Because I saw him coming in this direction.
in the wood, but T know wheve he is right enough
Coleer whistled softly.
* It Linley is ploying such o rotten gume s thal, he ought
tu 1:1 lxul\lell oup aml shu“ noup,” he said,
Ie's been shown up pretiy well already
Pu I can't understand why Quelch is
5 \\’u 1 catch him in the uLnry aet I said C
chuckle. * What price niarcliing nu.n the pub, and
sew him, uml n.nmna him to'groun:

T lost i

said Greens

This is a special oroasion. Wo.
shall be dping our duty to Grayfrars if wa show him up.
Besides,” suid Cokor sagely, “you know the rules of the
scholarship._ T¢ Linley's forfeifed it, it ought to
away from him, and I'd go in for it mys
jolly good tip from my sunt if I won a o scholarship.”
“Ha, ha, he!
*What aire you cackling at?” demanded Coker warmly.
#Tho idea b you winsing a scliolszahip ! tosied Fotl

50
e pith’s out of bounds, vou know,"
daubtiully.
" Not af & tima like this,

Ha, ha, 4 1

Cokor 1I(mblu] ap
ol

“0h, chuck it I" : y

You couldn't. get the scholars!

“IIuv.' do’ you know I couldn’t?” demanded ¢

is big hists,

¢ lo row

v otrucu-

“Agmns’c the ru'!e *. said Groum acifionlly.  *If a seholar-
ship is forfeited, it isn't competed for again, Tt's in il
of the governors, and they can bostow it on anybudy thcy
ke for the time it has to run, genarally on some chap whoso
peoplo ara hard o You don't come under fhat head.’

Coker grunte

fWell, T suppoiﬂ T dan
can bosm\r it on any
they i
#* Ila ln, hat”

You don’t come under that head, either |

“Lnnk here, you idiot—

“Ti you c]mps want tn :mh Linley, I'll show you haw you
can do it,” said Gil (ait o Lit about here to see if
he comes out, and if & nu docsn t—

“ Heo mu;hu catch sight.of us, and sneak out the back way.'
“Tll go round to the .7 said Gilmore. **There's un!
one way oub shers, through a narrow lane, and I can watch
there, You dellows Sm{ “here and watch the front of lhﬂ
house. - Ho won't sL-y o} most likely, ond you can nab
hira as ho comes out.”

G Cut off, then, ond mind you leep yeur-eyes
open. 1t ho comes ont 1t the back, come and tell us

* Right lm, hut it's not likely i you kgcp in cover.'
S We'll d
Gilmora r];snu

" he agreed, - ** But the governors
ouished scholar in the sl if

eared into_the tthLls making Ju: wa
round to.the bick of the publichouse, which stood in its
gardena by the bank of the Surk.- Mheve wad 1o other
ing near at hand, with the. creaption. of tho stablos-bola ping
o the Bird in Hand and « small boat-house: The chums of

; -huuse ta watch the fmm: door

A qﬂartnr of an hour; paaand un& Coker fgrcw very

impatient.
““Dash it all,” ‘he said, *“let's go-into. h}m place and, have
him' out. ~ Blessed if T like_cooling my:hoels here
“*Oh, wait o' bit?" said Potter. EJ-L-y mught ‘hide hin if

-for_him. We carr't- m-ﬂu. them Ju.b us

“Well, We'ra wasting n_lot of ‘timet growled Coker.
Bt ho admitted  the mnsonnh!nnnu of his chums' advice,
n‘mi tho,'r wmmd CoL w:mhed Lhe public-house for
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Temp!u severely "You Know :uliy
Lernoon. for & rohearsl of *Hamler! -
Forgot all “bout 30" sald Gimore blandly,
reo: enthusiagtio . members u[ he

nmmu‘ms icly eniffed.
el & you forgetull piout 2 again, we'll j
lct away’ from yuu.,iuné w'll

exclama

"My lmr. look ﬂwrn "
A sindoty on the

opened, and a boy lookt ‘Gut cni

there was nnyone an the wathh; ¢ 3
At the distance, it was not éasy to ﬂlnmlgmﬂx fentures, but -

e -Bm; n.Hnnd m.a
1 fo.s0 whollfor -

§

the face was certainly like that oﬂdnrk Linley.
serateh on the check, and o disdoli
vare o shubby grrey-sit-and-6 Greyiriars cap.
of the window for o tmofoont or twa, and then,

and the' ha;
He looked oul

as if- plarmed,’ drew back'and closed’
nly tinmugh the glusa the Tifth-Formers cnuld sh-ll see tho

form in . grey.
Coker drew a deep breath,
*‘There's no dmﬂ

Mun anywhaore.

* He's taken ‘the alnrm mnd
Let's ru:h l\mx
If W

“3What do-you want?”
*“'Wa want Mark
* o hin'y lteye,"

' That’s. o liel” smd Coker promptly,

the window. Leét us pa

Xou ain't got-no n[.:ht lcl pass in "ere,
n. . Don'y you push :ne, young gcms, 1'll L-I" the chucker-

if you don't olear.’
Stker & Coi ‘pavsed.

lu‘.'ams( them if they tried 1t
* Tell

“He fin'
“1 tell ¥

** You must "ave been 1
Im\ who was in the parlov
snorted.

"‘.anl you win’t going in,"

time, and ilm Fifth-

Wm
iouee.

find Gilmore,
e had e

on the

alter all, wl
those rottera ab the front
he hos
houldn't

wonder,”  said

r.

* Anyway, we've  spoited
Mu[e he said  Colker,
“und I think Greyfrines ought
fo be made too hot to hold
him. s get back to the
sehoal.

And the theee Fifih-Formers
walked bacl to Greyfriars in
w very cxeited state of nind.

THE TENTH CIHAPTER.
Coker Decldes to Put His
Down,

IMPLE, DABNEY &
€0, pounced upon Cocil
Gilmore ag he eame into
the Fourth

ago at G urs lader in the

tornaon. Thoy grasped him,
d marched him into their

study, frowaing.

fiere have you

:J-*mn.mlell Tomple.
“Out,” suid Gilmore cheer-

Furin_pars-

been?"”

Tully

asting time, instead of
g to business,” e
Tne Macyer LIDRARY,—

atte

about_that,
That was Linle;
“Yes, vather " said Potter, with um]:u nsi gove mo the'slip
10 dﬂunl lnL‘l\n to eome ocut.

Y 1 § a we'll caich ]mu ln.furu he has
lmm f.n hiw ” snn] Greeng, with o nod.:
exclaimed Coket. B
The thrm Fifth-Tormers ruslicd neross the green e
the deorway of the Bird-in Hand.
they were met hy Mr. Ratty Thompson, who barred their way.
‘ha asked g
Linley,” saj 1

They lad- no right to foree them-
lve§ into the pluce,. and force would certuinly be used

inley we swant ‘to sce him," aid Potter.
7

we saw hirft at the windew I lrmlrtl Coker,
Ratty fhumpsnn shoole his head w
taken,” he s.m].

o't tell such awful \»]‘uppmﬂ
said Ratiy.,

A burman and a stableman had come up llu- passage by this
Formers realise
angrily, and qu
tlhu made the

he
But, the Fnur 1-'o
idently failed to stay and k atel
* The rotter " exclaimed Coker wr :rh!ull\
boko whem I get back to the school
watched ot all, and very likely Linley dodged out of the buck

thu part:
ere Wwas 1 st Gi

pured smark round. one eye,

jolly

i,
harpl br'
tha eindow. dharply. e

he-mid. “I'd know that

Fopmers Leeathlesdls. ..

“Afier the way he's

Colcers

H¥We saw him ot
pubs at home."
* Of course, he was,’
1 Tenow o dida’
Fou on
" Nigent's et
Gilmaore scowled,

aid Ratty Thomp-

pub.  He never hamme
ihere, too. Nos
It's 4 cle
Clenr enough ?

be kicked out of Greyin
- scholarship-away from_
L Ob; it's bo
1o all over Grey

That's the pot-

We rwogmm«l Lm!m

Temple ihoughtfully.

hat it would not do to
Fifth. I'd like it myself.

tted the public-
ir way Tound lo o
where thoy expeoted fo  wnele” on the oy
mﬂm-urr for m.

T hadl ar
gzmn(d Gilmore
Arthur, He'l

“ Hurrah !

|\.\i not to bo seen.

mﬂm-r o,

I'll dot him
He hasu't

“H
back sad wakch, and you we

o ro,” agrecd Templ
I dare say. he was i

" said Gilmore.
 chuckled Temple.
dn't Lie, when you were' twisting. younz Dicky

“Oh,_shut up!” he said.
dozen times, as il that was lhe reason tlde[ sav

Cu!-n\r a.ml Lotte:

-ecd Temple.

I to, gt aut 1 said Fi.

via
*Chanee for some cl' us to bag tlmt scholar:
“I's open to all Forms below the
Tt means a good deal of pockes.
¢ ta a chap, besides the giddy glory.

g board, G=7:v

"By the way,
oine to the performence.’
That will be ene in the eve for the

rnﬂ—

NEXT TUESDAY:

“The Greyfriars
Gardeners!”

A Splendid, New, Laughable, Long, Complete
School Tale of Harry Wharton & Co, at
Greyfriars.

By FRANK RICHARDS.

“TWICE ROUND it GLOBE!”

The Second Instalment of Our Grand New Serial
Story dealing with the Amazing Adventures of
Ferrers Lordand Ching-Lung. By SIDNEY DREW,

—

PLEASE ORDER YOUR COPY EARLY.

No, 226,

e t
“but T was thinking of something

ey of ‘the; Homove, ot the

Woon hera inquiring for you ‘about that* said
said_you arranged to ‘wait mn tha! lan
ton’t thoro when' they  went

at the

o out, and T followed him, and he
o replied.
“Then you siw him conmo out?"

éxclaimed thc TFourth-

s,
"My hat, what an. Bwful rotter thet chup is " urd"j ‘emple.
een shown up lately, too, Lo go there

O, Yather I said Dab
T th ded entranc i Oh, rather I’
fi -the sanded entrance #T cxppct-be's pmm t}an with Ratty & Co." mid Gil-

may not ba able’ td keep awar.

s had my suspicions
the lmh:: nE hanging round

21 never liked him."”
“ He hammered

zht up a
i the

“T've had that bro

“herey s
and Greeno hav

b Cherry,

“The fellow oiight to
the Head will take the

“Ceker's talking

As you've got an
you could use your

Td jally well use it for myself.”

T've had a letter from Sir

F

o siys he th
very \\nr”lf object,
more.  *

iving the Remove ane

it's a
said Gil-

are say it

&
“Ha, hn, hal Now

met on’ with

Temple.

let's
“Hamlot,” " said
Tave vou'gat the
-«:htm;u} nll right?
“I think  so0,”
Gilmore.

yawned
And he started.

"“To be or not (o be—tha
the question.

Whether 'tis nobler in the

-~mind to suffer

‘The slings and arrows of out-
rageous fortune,

Or ta_take arms against a sea
of troubles,

And by opposing, end them.”

Thare was a rush of feet in
the Fourth Form passage, anc
Coker and Potter and Greene,
of the Fifth, burst into the
study

“ Here he is 1" voared Coker.
“ Now, you hunmlm, what do
you mean by it?"

Gilmore retreated round the
table.
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As Glimore turned to the cupboard, Wun Ll.m,g_p-l.c.l-c-:-;-l- i:p_-u;e'glassos of lemonade and changed them, The l
maneuyrg was done so quickly . and so suddenly that the Lancashire lad barely had time to see it, Mark l
stared at the Chinese junior blankly, (See G\upfsr.]b.] B i

* Hallo, what's the trouble?” ho excliimed.

“You Jally well know what the trouble s, and we're jolly
well going_ta bump you for it,” anid. ~ " Yau agreed to
watch for Linley to come out, and you bunked instead.”:

“Well, I did watch; ond ‘I followed him when he
out” -

zme,

eid Colker, mnewha.t,luknu ehack,
come out i’

s
Btk alters the case” said Potler, “As we didn't find
- yoi therc, we thought you'd chucked it withous waiting.”

_-Ul serene,” said Coker. If ycm saw the votter come
out, that's all right. We're going to make the school too
Lot to hold the bounder. Greyirars i going to th dogs,
and the Remove ars doing it, It's high time. something: was
done: Thero was Balover, of the Remove, mixed up in o
“poaching affair, and hl s Iet oE‘mchnun being ed,
lhcught that wos rotte

Vernon- 'iumh. 00, m:gh
gl said Potier imdignonis. . The Remove are: always
che r.ckmg the Fifth, ‘and thei’re ulagrm‘mg tha school now.

‘¢ Somebody - mll have to put™his oot Gown,” said Coker.
“We're gcmq w do it You Fourth Form ¢haps. can back
uu n if- you liki

donTt wank: m be:mixed up in it, I.lmnka," said Gilthare.
“1 had u row with-Linlay - once, and I can’t say’ anything
\vxthuut it being put down.to spite.”
‘ou_can. go-and :eak cole, then,” rowled Coker,
ien't a time to-thibk of fiile perso
THE. MAG:L ET_LIBRARY,—] I?B 226,

“Then yan

to haye.been sacked long . -

o g T
;gonsiderations, of fhat,

sort:  Groyfriars is going to the dogs, aid we think it's some-

- could do would be to

! your giddy uaele brifigs tho governors damn

’ “the‘opimion’ of
—they had.to admit that Gilmaore mu. faraway ahead of the
e did -not

T Jukk as j'uu Jdm, old” rlap,’ but let’s

body's duty b stop )
**Oh, rather!” said Dabne:
“ That rotper Linley is P out,” '-thn
comas in we're going b0 make a demonstiution: . We'll jolly
well show' him whother he can do us he likes, -and hruw et
rotten factory tricks into this-school.”
Eoker & Co, stainped out of the study Wm(hluiln i
filmore lgoked tvery thoughtinl
ley is booked, "he romd,

said Oolior.

1. £l
* said Gil-

“ Oh, rother
n Well, all ths: better;
more, with g shrug of

we don't wunt him lere,
the shoulders, be bese thing he
~the scholarship aquietly, and get
hiout waiting ko be sueked.”
“ Botter advice o do it gripned Temple. g
imagine the repeption oo would. get.

“ Tt would be the best thing for him,” sid Gilmare
a jolly good mird to sec hin when he'comes in, and b
him as & fri

out, withoul any
n

t on with the
t by the tnﬁp

_rehenrsal now. 'We've gab to- be letierpe

* Hapnlet,
And; uxe Fehoarsal contmw(l in-Temple's study. Cmd &
'iemple, Dabney: & Co. was of their own acti

. the chavacter.
with tha character he \ushm'! 2

assume_the. zolet-
Very features scemed to-choo
o, assume,




.My word," sa)d Tom;

to Lo an.nctor,

veu WEre hum
& thﬂtqwhl’.ﬂ wa

f‘e

n.u,l

you fo soma? ol your imperaotnticns,”! siid -F
“I like m seo you as Gokor, Gilly. It v\ou.ld be a° guod
whecie. to go into-hin thdy o Cokot, and “wateh bis fase
whnn he found !

o

7 feel yather sorry for that « i, nmi 1 s]zmlld Tike him
to-be let down ilghﬂy.“ snid Gilm Tatn

Ho left the stady, "~ ‘Templo: g]mlced ‘aftor h:m with
pnculmr e:rpreemen

* First time I've ever heard Gnﬂy uympathise with a fellow
who was down on his luck,” -he remark nd I know he
hates Linlay like paison. More Hkely held ldm the factory
bounder !n clear out quictly, so that he could bag the scholai-
ship. have a guud chance of getting it, with an uncle
on the poverning bosrd.”

d Dabney and Fry mgreed that it was quite prnh:h]e,

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
A HNostile Demonstration,
Cl

{3 BA‘HI iy
ST Tt elegant and graceful flablo, shouted by
“iwo geore of fellows, gmntt‘-d \larz Linloy when he
i returned to Greyfriars in the summer dusk.
: Tha Lancn.\lure lnd slm—tad a hula as ha eniern& the S:lmnl
House. - Hg had b  the Cloy
ua usual, 18 i o i e oL r:lud_v
for him. Coker & Co., of the I'\El.h, Teraple, Dabney & Co.,
of the Tourth i Hal nn, arnl other Sholl fallows, and
quite & crowd of the Hcmove, wore mussed m the pesssg,
waiting. And they velled as he came in.
“Yah "

it i
Mak Lmlpr swalked right on, o tosk no notice of tha

de " el oo, 3 iy tho rond, ventured

T D e e e

shire Ind's ready right hand shok b, ned Snoop rolicd along

e L it

al Toc o rush;

hnunting cad

n
“ Down with: l m '
Mark Linley faced round. At that moment Mr. Quelch's
study door opencd, pnd the master of the Remeve come out,
with his eyes glinting.

 {ense this ﬁisgr‘m fnl noize at onee ! he eried

The rush was stopped, only” just in time, for in a moment
more the scholarship junior” would hnve been struggling

imed Mr. Queleh angrily.

the grasp.of-the reggers.
“What does this mean?”
“ How dare you make such a disburbance in the pussugat”
It’s Linley, sir,” half blubbered Smoop,  “He's been
drinking at the pub. again, &nd we were telling him v hat
we thought of him.
“You sncaking cad !" mutered Harry Wharton.
““Linley "
“Yes, sir 1"
ave you boen ?"
ds on the |5[1\Ck l’lkl‘ sir."
“What have you
“Reading Graek, si
“ Come here "
Mark approached the Remove-mnster, and Mr.
him searchingly.

2

Quelch

Then he looked frowningly st

the woys.

““ Linley has certainly nok been drinking,”

of the aceusation s untrue.

Snoop !
Ve all know wllerf‘ he's been, sir,” stammered Snoop.
“Indeed | Wher

“At the Bird m Hnnd " said Snonp, with a venomous
glance at the pale, cold face of the Lancashire lad,

Did anyone see him there?”

"anor did, and Greene, and Potter, and Gilmore, of the
Fourth."”

* Come forward, the boys named I

Coker & Co. nore was not to be seen.
The three Fifth ing somewhat uncomfort-
able.  Angry and indignant as they wore, they felt that givin,
ovidence nrﬂ\nnk Linley to a master amounted to sneaking,
and they did not like the position they had got into. Bub
thera was no help for it now.

Tre Maener Linazy.—No. 226,

Pleasoe nsk your
friends to read

he said.  ** That
How dere you say such a

“ Djd yon b:f“ sen Lm]ay Lhe p]acu mmuI I.u Bnnnpl"

“ 'lhu aftemonn !"

o Tu]i‘ mo all the mm'um!l ces.' %
Coker, “Potter,” and-CGreeno” nlk explained nt Mr.
Quelch hslened Anermvely until they Imd\.ﬁmﬁ]md their

cxcited nareat

“ What hnva :au to say, Linley?" he aakcd

1t ia not true, sir,” seid Markguiotly..! k

#You' «oall xnu o linr; you beozing cnd, roared €oker
exoitedly, * I'l

o Bilenee, Cckur!”

68, sir.© But he——"

“You think that they .were n)mtaken—thawhem is some
buy]llke you who has be_en mistaken-for yowngain and again,
Linlay?’

1t looks Like it (o me, pir.

‘“ Here's Gilmore, sir,"" exalmmad Tcmp]C of th
“Ho sow Linley close at hand, sir.”

“ Qilmore, what do you knave of this?” 3

* Linley passed quite uluuu to-me in tho lane at the back
of the Bird in Hand, Ell‘, ' gnid Gllmom calmly.  “It was
Linley right enougl
“ Did you spmk to J- rn
1 o f sir.  Instead of ntnppmc, hu
dudgcd awny and ran. He pnsscd 5o close that I could h

ied him."
*And you aro assured that it was Linley?”

“Yes, sir. He had that snmtch on his c]n:eh' “and tlm exe
that_colour—exact Iy the same.”

ust the snme, 3ir, when we saw him,"
r;n‘Ie:u.E unidhl’u m-:(“ &

Mr. Quelch pursed his li -

s, ek, pried i R DR e
also lms a scrateh on bis cheek and 'a discoloured eye, the
same as you have,” he said drily.”

“ oan't understand -it, eir!

“[L is indeed rm.it: \mderaklmdmg. if your deninl is truth-
ful™" maid the Romove-masl to Four study now:. I
e D oy chise T1307es § Bcbnd yum
to make any further domonsiration neninsi it 1
is guilty of disgraceful ccmducl he will bo dealt with hv
the authorities of the college.”

Mark Linley went upstairs to the Remove passage, and
Mr. Queleh, with.a ra'f tronbled brow, returned into his
study., Gilmare chuckled softly.

“1 thidk Lintsy'a about done for naw” he remark

“Yes, and you're glad, you rotter!' shid Dicky gent,
of the Second Form indignantly. . I believ: s all lies. I
know Linley stood by me like a hrmk when you were
twisting my arm, you beastly ‘bully.”

Gilmore made a threastening gesture. Frank Nugent took
a step forwerd, and Gilmore's arm dropped to his side
again,

S ¥ouw'd better chesso it, Dicks,” mid Frank to
minor. ‘It scems to be pretty clear about Linley. It
only what Gilmore enys [ wouldn't believe him wi
vidonge. But Dob Cherry says the same, and n
Fifth Form chaps have seen Linley there.

“CAll the same, I don’t helieve xtJ“ said Dicky obstinatels.

Murk Linley went into his study in the Remove passage.
Ifis fnoo was gloomy. He began to realise that matters wero
growing very scrious for him at Greyfriars. Unless this
scandal was stopped, he could not ramain at the school. The

teholarship jumior sink wearily into a chair, tired in body
end mind and leeling very despondent. Little Wun Lung
enme quiatly into the study, and Mark looked at him dully

“ Wun Lung solly,” said the litile Chinee sympathetically.

Mark foreed a sinile,

‘ou_don't believe them, Wan Lung?”

\\ un Lung shook his head.

“ But what does it mean?” snid Mark wearily.
this chap be who is Lieing kaken for mo?
had a suhlc.

Fourth,

chorused Coker,

his

he eaid.

“Who can
I never knew I
And how did he get hold of my book the
other nd how docs he come to have a black eve and
 scrateh just when I've got them? It's encugh to make
e I:rhmo Tve been walking in g eleep and going to the
ithout knowing it

“But it's not all lies, Wun Lung Coker is a silly
hut he's not a liar; neither ara the. other fellows, except

Imar

Gl Tat, 'ecpling Gilmolo,” anid the little Chince,

with 1 peculiar glitter in his eyes. ! Gilmelo logne.”
“Gilmore may be a rogue, Wun Lung, bub the others are

1.
Wun Lung nodded.

“TWICE ROUND THE GLOBE!” °ufiain™
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* (Hlmore lascal, all the ethers fools,"” said the little Chinee
sententicusly.  ~ ' _ ] )

“ Do you mean that Gilmore has got this up against me?”’

* Me tinkee,”

“ But how oould he manage itl"
h*Hcre Wun Lung had to sheke his head. It was beyond

im.

“* No savvy,” he confessed. |

“And why should he do 11?7 Noi because I
for ragging Nugent minor?! That isn't enoug
chap lay a scheme like this.”’

** No savvy.” :

“It's all a horrible mistake,” said Mark. I don’t trust
Gilmore, of the Fourth, but the others are speaking in good
faith, I can’t make it out, kid, but there's one thing that’s
jolly c?r;ain. This mecans that I shall have to leave Grey-
friars.’

Wun Lung looked alarmed,

“ Leave Gleyflials!” he ejaculated. ]

“ It's not true what they say, but they’ve made 1t look
as if it is,*’ said Mark miserably. "“I'm done for here.”

There was a knock at the door, and Gilmore, of the Fourth,
‘came in. Mark Linley clenched his hands,

¥

unched him
to make a

e eESe P

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
No Surrender.

ILMORE looked at the Lancashire lad, and noted the
clenched fists. He closed the door behind him, and
leancd on it carelessly, his hands in his pockets. Little
Wun Lung sat in the armchair, curled up in its ample

space in his usual manner, with half-closed eyes. But
between the half-open dids the little Chince was watching
Cecil Gilmore with a keen, unwavering gorutiny.

“*What do you want here, Gilmore?” Mark Linley asked
abruptty.

Giﬁnore laughed hghtly.

“*]1 hagven't come for a row,” he said. *1 only want io
speak to you. I'm sorry for what’s happened. 1 never meant
to eay & word against you in public, but you can see that
1 was driven to speak. I had to answer when Mr.' Quelch
questioned me, and I had to tell him what I knew.”

“What you did not know, rather,” said Mark bitterly.
“ You certaindy never saw me come out of the back of the
Gublic-houge ::..'ah vou toid Mr. Quelech.”

poughed. :
_ "_“‘ﬂ.ulj{*t that pass,” he said.  * Just for the sake
ment we'll admit that there's a fellow exactly like
*Ma who hanes round that pub., and who carries your books
in his pockets, and gets svratches and blgek eycs at the
exact same moment that you do. It sounds.rather steep,
doeen’t it ¥’ : . ‘

Mark was silent. It did sound ‘' stech,” as Gilmore said;
30 steep, indeed, that Mark almost wondered, for one dizzy
moment, whether ho was in possession of his right senses,
and whether he bad not indeed gone to the Bird in lland
in some moment of mental aberration. x

“Teaving that aside,” said Gilmore, “I've come to speak
to you as o friend. I've been forced to say what I know,
and I'm sorry it’s injured you. I don't want you to think
it's becauss of that row we had some time back. T'd for-
gotten alout that, and any of the fellows will tcll you that
1 was unwilling to give evidenes against you.”

“ Poasibly,” said Mark. I don’t know."

“You believe me?”

“1 don't kmew. I don’t trust you, Gilmore,” said Mark
frankly. I never eould trust Fou.» You don't look the kind
of fellow one eould trust.”

Gilmore laughed again.

“Thank you!" he said. ‘
eay I've comn here as a friend, to give you some jolly good
mﬁ*ice.” - ;

“You gan go on.”

“You're-tn bad odour now. You'll never get out of it,
end it's coming to the Head's knowledge now. The evidence
against vou ia more than strong enovgh to rain you.”

‘“* Perhaps.’'

“ No perhaps about it,” said Gilmore, It is! You will

have to leave Grevirviars, and vour scholarship will be taken
nway. 1'm sorry for vou, as I said. 1 advise you to leave
the school- without waiting to be kicked outf.” '
-~ *“Thank youl” : ;
. *“You can resign the scholamship; that's a good deal better
than having it taken away from vou for bad conduct,” said
Gilmore.’ ** Then wvou can leave -the school of your own
‘agcord. The matter will die away and be forgotten. You
can start Yair somewhere else, without the disgrace clinging
ti: you of having been expelled from Greyiriars. You see
that?’ '

Mark locked st him steadaly. =

“Yea, 1 ade that!” he said. .
. *“*H yeu hang on- here, the scholarship will be taken off
vou and you will be sacked, and it will cling to you all your
life,” said Gilmore. “You will never be able to win a

T
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wi55Ir, “THE GREYFRIARS GARDENERS!” ™ "4y

“PBut 'm quite sincere when I

scholarship for another school after being sa¢ked from this
one. But if you go of your own accord, yow've always gos
& chance. What you've done once you c¢an do aguin,”™

Mark nodded. :

“It's because I feel sorry for you that T give you this
advice,”” said Gilmore, with an sir of great frankness "I
think you've been hardly trested. And il, as you say, you
are inneeent, it's jolly hard. But if you're innoccent, that’s
all the more reason why you should leave the schoel withont
a starn on your name.” :

Mark was silent.

* Well, don’t you think that's jolly good advicei” ashked
Gilmore,

I dare say it is.”

““You'll act upon it¥""

“ No.” .

Cilmore compressed his lips.

“ Why not?”’ he asked. _ .

“* Because 1 don't intend to leave Greyfriavs unless I'm
forced out,” said Mark quietlw: ** because 1 don’t mean to
give up my scholarship -.Ehiiﬂ can cling to it. II they ocon-

" demn me and turn me out, I can't help it, but I won’t pe

otherwise, | am innocent, and nothing would induce me to
act as if I were guilty. Thet's why,”

*““ Now, be a sensible chap—" _ 4 -

“ I've got nothing more to say on that subject, Gilmore,
and I don’t want to hear a.n;.rthi{ig- more about b And
don’t trust you, either. ~Yon may have a motive in
coming here and giving me this advice, but I don’t trust you,
If you mean me well, [ don't want to r ungrateful, bu
1 can’t believe that you mean me well.: That's all” S

Gilmore gritted his teeth, :

“Then you won't goi" -

4 Nﬂ 1"?

‘* Better think it over——"" A

“ I don’t need to think i over. I've done that™ _

“ Very well,” raid Gilmore.” *“Hf you worn’t go.on your
ﬂ.wE. you'll get the order of the hoot, and serve golly well
right.” el b

** That's enough,” =aid Mark, rising; ** I'll trouble yon to -
ret out of my study.” . : :

Gilgppore gave him a savage look. For w fellow who had
merely been offering good advice in a matter that was no
inimediate concern of his own, he looked very annoyed. Hae
opened .the study door, and closed it after him with a shaw

rk Linley sat down again, knitting his brows. Little Wun
Lung chackled softly, end Mark started. o A ISR TR

“ What are you thinking about, kd¥’ he exclaimed -

. Gilmole telles big lie,’* said the little Celestisl, . He no
flicnd of youws." : _ S

1 suppose he meant woll with his advice, Wun® Tatog™"

“ No tinkce.” - : b mp e TR

“ I suppose he wants mé to g0, like the rost of thein," said
Mark wearily. °‘ That's very likely at the bottowm'of 1£*

“Quiteé 0. Me tinkee Gilmole awful lascal” TR, v

Mark smiled faintly, His one staunch champion was
attached to him by affection, not by veawon, and ]
clined te consider all Mark’s encmies rascale - Wun Lung
curled out of the big armchair. : ;2

““ Me keepee dye on the laseal,” he sgid .

He disappeared without waiting for Mark to reply. e

Mark frowned and half rose; the little Oriental's ideas
were not English ideas, and it had never beem possible to
make him understand that it was wrong to watch - peog
and to listen at kevholea,. Wun Lung wasa tl_'nm'ﬁugh?
little fellow so far as his lights extended, but-beyond that he
wis & heathen. But Mark sat down again; he wae toe wedry
and troubled in spirit to bother himself about whas Wun
Lung might be doing. e W

Gilmore had returned to the Feurth-Form passege with a
scowling brow. He came inte Temple's study, “dnd found
Temple, Dabney & Co. confiingz over seribbled ** pﬂtt&*-’. The -
“ serip ' of the Fourth Form: ﬁgamaﬁﬁ Bociaty was in & Very
tattered and inky state, and ‘it sometimes lod to confusion
in the renderings. Dabney’s voice was'going strong as Gal-
more came in. ERRN i s Rt Sl

“What may this mean e
Chat thou, dead horse, again in eomplete steel—'"

* That isn't right!” roared T:_agﬂﬁlﬂr. )
“Tt's written here !’ said Dabney. | o P g
“ Well, it ain't right—it's dread: corse, not dead horse!'”-

S

.G_‘l‘lﬂh. all right! _ ‘That thou, dread corse——"  [Hallo,
iy 1 ity Sz
‘* How did Linley take your fatharly advice, Gilly i grianed
Temple. : T AT AL

Gilmore growled. o : _ . y
‘“ He won't go!” he said, _ NN ﬁ :

i
¥ L
1!_‘_. 3
L
. ay C

3 ]
ﬂ’.\_.'

And 1 -

was in-
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%7 knew he wouldn’t! He'll hang on hers till he's booted

out—that’s his sort,” said Fry. ' Can’t expect otberwise.”

“ Well, he will be kicked out,” said Gilmore. “* Did you
fellows know that he keeps spirits in his study?”

“ Not" said Temple incredulously.

" Well, you know it now.”

“ You don’t mean to say you ve seen—''

“J don't mean to say anything,’’ said Gilmore. * Let's
got on with the rehearsal. We've got to get this play all
right by the _time my uncle comes down to see 1f. !

And Gilmﬂta'w-uulg say nothing more of what he had seen
or hafl not seen in Mark Linley’s study, But he had said
quite cnough; Temple, Dabney & Co. did not fail to spread
the report, and ere lon Billy Bunter was relating to all
Greyfriars that Linley of the Remove had botiles o whisky
and brandy and rum in his study. And all Greyfriars swal-
JBwed the story without the sﬁigi‘ test hesitation. And Wun

ung, who imJY heard enough to know that Cecil Gilmore had
started the story, returned to Mark Linley’s study with his
littlo gueer countenance screyed up in a most peculiar way,
.ﬂﬂmﬂﬂghﬁt to the surprise of the Lancashire lad when he saw
him.

“ What's the matter witl;gﬂu, Wun Lung?" asked Mark.

Wun Lung shook his he §

“ Me tinkee,”” he saill mysteriously.

% But what gre you thinking?"”

“* Me tinkee muchee.”

Murk Linley smiled. . P

“You're a mysterious little beggas,” he said. Do you
mean to say that you've made any discovery, kidi”
b P‘Pﬂ.pﬂ-."

“ Do you suspect somebody "
i fpl'laP'B.ﬂ' -
And more than that Wun Lung would not say.

ey, — —

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Gilmore Wanis to Know.

ARRY WHARTON came down the passage past the door
of the ITead’s study, and paused suddenly, Ougside the
Head's door a form was bent in an attitude of listening,

% “and a dark frown gathered on Wharton's brow. He
made a guick stride forward, and caught the listener hyithe
shoulder, and there was & sharp startled cry. It was Gilmore
of tho Fourth. ' _ _ ) :

Gilmore straightened up, panting for breath, i

“ You startled me, you ass!"” he muttered. 1 thqyghﬁi‘
the minuté that it wag Quelthy.”" I Fo e g
~ # Sapva you right if it Hhad been," said Wharton scnmhtﬂ;:
“ What do you mean by listening at the Head’s door.”™ =

“ No business of yowss; F suppose,” said .Gilmore, ‘with a
speer. - :

. T¢'s everybody's business to stop caddish tricks of that
kind,” said Harry. ¢ You're jolly well not going te do it
ﬂ mn'”‘ . ; ; ;
.gﬂrﬂmom elenched his hand for a moment. “Wharton's eyes
leamod ; he was quite prepared to wipe up the floor with the
"ourth-Former. %ut Gilmore's expression changed the next
moment. :
. % All serene!”" he said. * No need to row. I suppose you
don’t know what's going on in there."” - |

“ No, I don't—and I don't want to,”’ said Harry sharply.
“ That's no business of mine, at any rate.” ] :

“Linley's in there,’. said Gilmore, unheeding. “ The
Head's calling him over the coals about what Coker told
old Quelch. Linley is stufing him up with whoppers.”

* That’s no reason why you should listen!” retorted Harry.

“ Well, I wanted to kiow whether Linley wes to be sacked
or not.” _ '

The door opened, and Mark Linley came out of the Head's
study. His face was fpa;l«a, and his look downcast. He started
a little at the sight of the two juniors.

“ What's the verdivt?" ask

Mark smiled bitterly.

““ There's no verdiot,” he peplied.
secked me, if that's what you mean.” :

Gilmore’s eyes sn or a second. :

2y ITJ;U’I_I- you've convinced him that Coker was mistaken?"

" “PBut if he believes Coker, he is bound fo sack you,”
said (zilmore. :

“ He says he reserves his judgment: he is ﬁl;zz‘.led'“ said
Mk quietly. “* I've pot a chance to find out th truth vet."

“The truth!” said Harry Wharton. * Do you still deny
that Bob Cherry saw you at the Bird in Hand, Linley?”

Mark met his eyes calmly.

“ Yes," he said. “I deny that anybody saw me there. I
don’t understand the business yet, but I'm going to try to
g_at to the bottom of it. And the Head knows I'm not that

ind of fellow, and he’s going to give me the chance.”
~ TaE MaeNer LrsrabY —No. 226. -

Gilmore.
# The Head hasn't

“I'm glad of that,” said Harry, sincercly enmllgh. e 1
there is any mistake in the matter, nobody would be meore
pleased to have it proved than 1 should. But—" =

“ But you dorn’t believe it's all & mistake—you think the
same as the other fellows do?” said Mark contemptuously.

Wharton fushed. =
1 il I_{dlﬂn'tr see how I can doubt it, or anybody else, cither,”

O BOl1. = :

Mark Linley made no reply. Ile turned and walked awny.
The study door opened again, and the Head glanced out.

““ Ah, 1s that you, Wharton? Come into miy study; I wish
to speak to you.” ’ £ U .

“ Yes, sir.” . . s |

Herry Wharton entered the study. The Head’s face was
very grave and troubled. He scated himself, and Harry
Wharton waited.

““You are aware of his story about Linley?’ the Head
sald abruptly. =

* Yes, sir.” : . _.

“ You have always been Linley’s friend, I helieve?™

“ Up till now, sir,” said ‘Wharton hesitatingly.

“ And no longer?" asked Dr. Locke.

“ Well, no, sir.” :

** Then you believe the charge against him?™

Wharton coloured uncomfortably. _

“I hardly know what to say, sir. I would never "have
believed Linley was that kind of chap, and I beliewd in
sticking to a fellow who's down on his luck., If 1t was
only Gilmore’s evidence against him, I should believe 1n
Linley. But Bob Cherry saw him, *and now there’s Coker
and Potter and Greene. I don’t seec how a fellow can
doubt 1it.”” o ; - e ©

Dr. Locke nodded thoughtfully., : ;

“ T have weighed and sifted the evidence very carefully,
Wharton,” he said. **If Mark Linley had been a boy of
indifferent character, I should not have had a doubt. But
up till the past week he has always borne an unimpeachable

aracter.” : :

“ That's quite correct, sir.
us, when we found this out.” ;

* The evidenoe scems conclusive,” suid Dr,
there is the possibility—the bare possi
It would be a tersible blow to Linley and . A
scholarship. were takén away and be were cpilTEN
laave Groyiriars. For that reason I am giving
chance. I feel that 1 cannot condem ilﬁ 5.2
even as strong aa this, while there is even & re pose -
bility of an “injustice’ being done. Why I called you in,
Wharton, was to ask you what his own Form-fellows think
of the matter, yourself among the number.” :

“I'm afraid the Form is against him, sir.”

“ All of them?” ;

* Yes, sir—oxcepting Wun Lung.” ’

“ s it possible that the judgment of the juniors is pre-
judiced a little by the fact that Linley is a scholarship boy,
and that his peopls are very poor?’ asked the Head gently.

“8ome of them, certainly, ‘sir, but that wouldn’t mako
any difference to me, or to a ot of the felows “We've
stood by Linley for a long time, up till now,"’ oF1 b

“ Yes, that 13 true. But please bear in mind, Whatton,
that this may turn out to be a case of mistaken identity—
BOME uliar chance resemblance—and -that, if Linley is-
really innocent, this is very hard upon him. ¥You may go.'"

“1 will remember it, sir." I

Harry Wharton left the study. He opened the door and
stepped into the passage, and almost stepped upon’ Cecil
Ei{mﬂm, who had 'risen hurriedly to his feet from the key-

ole. : i

Wharton fAushed angnly. : SN

“You rotten cad! Listening again{™ he said, as he
closed the door behind him. i *

Gilmore shrugged bis shoulders. :

““f want to know what's gnmfF on,” he said.
the Head must be simply off his rocker!
ageinst Linley is strong enough to hang & man. I suppose -
the Head won’t beliove _an}vtlhmg' against him unless he -
comes home drunk: to Greyfriars some day. The fellow
ought to be sacked.” ; : i o

“You want him to be sacked, I can see that,” 'said
Harry. * You've always been up against Linley. The Head
says there' a ]pmmhdit-_r,r of doubt.” % 13

" That's all rot!” ; ity

“ Better tell the Head so,” said Harry contemptunously.

Ho walked away, leaving Gilnore scowling, and made
his way to Mark Linley’s study. The Lancashire lad had
gone back to his preparation, and little Wun Lung was
curled up in the apmchair as usual. Mark fixed his eyes
upon Wharton as the latter entered the study.. He did not
speak or ned to him. b,

“I've just seen the Head,” said Harry awkwardly.

Mark did not -speak. R

Wa were :as

” Look hete,
The evident

FmziasE “TWICE ROUND THE GLOBE!” °ngmsii



... “"He'sa ;th. -hunting rotter.

&

* He thinks therc’s a possibility of doubt in this matter,”™
said the eaptain of the Remiove. ‘' Goodness knows, Lin-
lev, 1T ddn’t waut 10 be unjust to you. We've always been
rood friends, and vou can’t deny that I've stood by you a
good many times when the Remove were down on you.”

“1 don't deny it,”' said Mark coldly.

“ Well, look here:; can’t you give any explanation? Can't

ou make any suggestion as to how this story got up?”

arry asked. *‘If it #n't true, what does it all mean? How
did your book get into the hands of the chap Bob Cherry
mistook for yout”

4“1 don't know."”

“It's jolly hard to believe—"

+ 1 don’t ask you to believe meo,”” said Mark. "' I'm down
on my luck just at present, and all you fellows bhave turned
en me. I don’t want to have an;,rthing, more to say to you. '

“ Well! if you put it Hke that——0o

“1 do put it like that. Please leave my study.”

Wharton turned erimson. .

“ You won't have to ask me to do that twice,”” he said.

And he wont out of the study with knitted brows. Mark
Ligley turned to his work again, with a pale, set face.
Little Wun Lung regarded him from the armchair with
half-clased eyves, but. did not speak.

- THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Gilmore's Little Game.
M.&RK LINLEY kept very much to himself for the

next day or two. ‘The Remove wanted to have
nothing to do with him, and they showed it plainly.
_ . The ounly fellow who ever came to his study was
little Wun Lung. Some of the fellows tried to explamn
to Wun Lurig that it was “up” to him to leave Linley
alone, but the listle Chinee took refuge in failing to under-
stand, Quite a crowd of the Remove gathered round him
in the jupior common-room one evéning, to explain to him
his duty—from their point of view. Little Wun Lung seemed,
however, curiously obtuse, _ .
*“ Linley’s a rank outsider,” Dolsover explained to him,
No decent fellow ought to
: JZE you understand?”

» whole Remove to let Linley alone,” said
“Every fellow iz giving him the cold shoul-
) ) rotten liktlea heathen!” ;

. no savvy.” :

: ok here, you can d'l,g; in my study for & bit, if yon
like, -until Linley’s sacked,”™ said Ogilvy. .

Ifﬂa HW ..'T.I' ) '

“ Tl I;au‘j:l you to savvy!” said Bolsover threateningly.
" Look here, i}'ﬂu've got to give Linley the go-by."”

* No savvy.”

“Will you keep cut of that cad’s study?”

“ No savvy.” ; _ _

“ Do you want me to cut your silly pigtail off?" roared
Bolsover., -

“ Na savvy.”

“Will vou leave Linley ulone?”

L1 Hﬂ mv?‘?*j! '

The-next moment Wun Lung squealed, as Bolsover’s heavy
grasp descended upon him. But Bob Cherry strode for-
ward, and grasped Bolsover in his turn, and dragged him

" .1

off. The Remove bully glared at him furiously.
“ What are you interfering for, Cherry?” he roared.
“Let Wun Lung alone.” ! |

‘i Hé's not going to chum with that factory cad!”

“ Let him slope!”

‘1 won't!” bellowed Bolsover.

The next moment he was fighting with Bob Cherry, and
Wingate descended upon them, and gave them two hundred
lines each. Meanwhile, Wun Lung slipped quietly away.
Whether he * savvied” or not, he did nol mean to descrt
his old chum. o

Life was hard enough for Linley in those days, without
the desertion of his last faithful fnend. Not only were the
Removites down on him, but the other Forms had taken
the  matier up. Temple, Da.hmag'“ & Co. declared that his
presence in the school was a disgrace te Greyiriars, ard
Coker incessantly advocated a deputation of all Greyfriars

to the Head to demand that the factory bounder should

be sacked. The prefects of the Bixth were rough upon him,
too, and upon the wheole Mark's life was far {from being a
bed of roses. '

He kept very quiet, and worked harder than ever. That
was the. only consolation he had now—to work hard. Buried
in his studies, he could forget the- troubles that were
accumulating thicker and thicker upon his devoted head.

‘ juniors were in a state of simmering indignation on
the subject. Fellows had been expelled from Greyfriars for
doing what Mark Linley was accused of having done, and
here was that rank outsider doing it with impunity! Two
or three voices were raised for the unfortunate junior, but
they were drowned' in the general chorus of condemnation.
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Meanwhile, Mark kept carefully within the schoel walle. BSe
long as he did not 2o out on his accustomed walks, ne one
could declare thaut he had seen him at the Bird in Hand;
while he was under the eyes of all Greyfriars he was safe
from that. And if the whole affair was, indeed, some cun-
ning plot against the scholarship scholar, Mark’s caution
was & complete defeat for the unknown plotier. Mark
was convinced by this time that be was in the toils of some
cunning and unscrupulous scheme, though he could nob
fathom it,.and he wondercd what the next move would be.

Wun Lung said nothing. The little Chince had a mift
of silence, but there was sometimes a knowing glitter in
his almond eyes which showed that his thoughts were busy.
Two or three days passed, and nothing more was heard of
the scandal, so far as new facts were concerned, but the
feeling on the subject had not died away. It was rather
growing in mtensity as time passed on.

Very much to Mark’s surprise, there was one fellow
besides Wun Lung who showed him some f{ricndship, and
that one was Gilmore of the Fourth, Gilmore dropped iute
the Lancashire lad's study several times and spoke to him.
Mark was very cold to him at first, but the subject of Gil-
more's talk was the possibility of the whele thing being a
case of a chance resemblance, and he propesed plans for
finding out, and Mark's distrust wore away ‘after a time.
lLittle Wun Lung would watch Gilmore very curiously when
the Fourth Former was in the study, but he never e
If Gilmore glanced at him, he found the almond eyes almdst
closed, and Wun Lung looking sleepy and ocertainly nn-
suspicious. But Mark know that tho little Celestial suspeeted
Eﬂmﬂra, though he would not say of what he suspected

1. ! L
“ Going out this afterncon, Linley!"” Gilinore asked, afier
morning lessons on Saturday.

Mark shook his head. _

“ You haven't been out much lu.i._;a}j,“ said the Fourth

Former. - . .
‘“ Pm not going oub.”’
" But whr:%ﬂ ]

The scholarship junior shrugged his shoulders with a bitter

Joctise if 1 do somebody will say afterwards that he has
seerr me at the Bird in Hand,” he replied. * They can’t say
it @ long as 1 remain in the school.’”- R

Gilmore’s eyes gleamed in a pecublar way. < e

“ How long are you going to kepp that np?™ he asked.

“T don’t kmow,” B . i

“ Well, I'm going out,’”” he said. “ Look here, can I coma
fo tez with you in your study when I come im?" Sl

Mark Jooked at him searchingly. - :

“ Yoz, if you like,”" he.said. “ T can’t guite meke you out,
Cilmore. A lot bf the fellaws are down on you for talking
to me.”’ Eos o ! .

*1 don't care.”

“ We've never been friends,’”” said Mark. ‘"It's wery odd
iliat you should stick to me like ihis, when my own fricnds
have deserted me.” 2 .

Gilmore laughed. '

“ Does that mean that you think I am spooling you?"” he
asked, -

“ Na,”"
should spoof me, as you call it.
Gilmore. Only it's very strange.
you'll come to tea.”” .

ﬁ ¥

aaid Mark, aficr a pause; ‘1 don’t see why you
I don’t want to doubt yeu,

But I shall be glad i

“Good egg! I'll bring my whack of the tommy,” said
Gilmore. And he sauntered away whistling.

Mary Linley told Wun Lung a litile later that Gilmore of
the F::llrth was coming to the study to téa. The little Chinee
grinned. s : :

“ Nicea felloe, Gilmole,”” he said. ‘“He. stickee to, yoa
because you downee on luckee, Nicee boy, Markee,”

“ What have you got in your noddle, n Lung 7"

“ No savvy !’ : ' :

‘T moan, what do vou think about Cilmore?” ssid Mark °

abruptlv. ‘ You think that he's playing some game with
me. Why should he 77 j =
W .Hﬂ 5-511'"-*}’-” .

And more than thai it was impossible to extract from the

little Celestial.

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.

Won Long Koows Something.
EA was ready in Mark Linley's study when Gilmore of

the Fourth came in. Gilmore was looking very cheer-

ful, and he had brought with him his contributions te
tho feed. Little Won Lung had made a p
and now he was curled up in the armchair by the fire, asleep

a pile of toast, -

.F
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—or pretending to be asleep. Gilmore gave him a careless
glance. Mark Linley put his books away. . .

“Roady ! suid Gilmare cheerily., * Hot, ain't it?"

“ Yes, it's pretty warm,” said Mark, cheered, in spite of
his sceret and ineradicable distrust of Gilmore, by receiving
a visitor in his solitude. ** All's ready. What have you gou
there ¥" ' '

“ Jam-taris and lemonade,”” said Gilmore, putting. them on
the table. * Better than tea in this blazing weather, old
man. This is sume of Mrs. Mimble's best home-made lemon-
ade, and she's lent me the jugs. Smells ripping, doesn’t it "

“ Jolly good ! said Mark.

“Trot out the glasses!” : _

Gilmore placed two stone jugs, filled to the brim with
lemonade, on the table. Mrs, Mimble, who kept the school
tuckshpp, was fumous for her lemonade, and on warm days
there was generally o run on it by the Greyfriars juniors. The
two jugs, with pieces of lemon foeating in them, certainly
looked verv cool and nice on that hot summer's afternoon.

Gilmore had carried thetn with great care from the tuck-
shop across the (lose, with a bag of jam-tarts under his arm
as well. Little Wun Lung's almond eyes opened a little, as
he listened to Gilmore. He was watching the Fourth-Former
like a cat watching a mouse, but Gimore was guite uncon-
acious of it..

There was a suppressed excitement in the Fourth-Former's
manper, which tfi{i not escape the keen eyes of the little
Celestial. Mark did not notice it.  He only thought that
Gilmore was very gay and cheerful, and he felt cheered by it
himself. The solitude of the past week had weighed very
much upon the spirits of the Lancashire lad, who was very
sociable by disposition.

Mark Linley took the tumblers out of ihe cupbeard:

"4 Will vou have some, Wun Lung 7" he asked.

The little Chinee snored. -

“Wun Lung ™" :

Bnore ! ‘ |

¢ Oh, lot him sleep !"” said Gilmore. ** Blessed if I ever saw
such & dormouse as that chap! Here you are!”

He filled two tumblers, one from each jug, keéping one on
his own side of the table, and the other standing by Lindey.
The lemonade gurgled into the glasses with a coo -l;ﬂftf-'ﬂ"ﬁﬂﬂ
gound. T v _ yhedt

~** Now, then——" began Gilmore. L

Wun Lung started to his feet, rubbing his eyea.

“ YVouwvakeo me!” he exclaimed,
dlinkee lemonade.” . _

And he reached out to Mark Linley’s glass.

Gilmore uttered an exclamation.

“ Don’t drink that—that's Linley’s!”

“Jt’s all the same,”” said Mark. *“I can have another

lngs.” "
g Oh, rats!" said Gilmore. “TI'Il fil another one for the
Chinee.”

« ““Nodder glass in cupboald,” said Wun Lung.

““ Wait a tick, then."

Gilmore turned to the cupboard to get another tumbler.

The instant his back was turned, Wun Lung picked up the
two glasses of lemonade from the table and changed them.

Mark Linley stared at him blankly.

The mancuvre was done so quickly and so suddenly, that
Mark himself had barely time to see it, and Wun Lung was
looking sleepy and perfectly imnocent when Gilmore turned
round from the cupboard with a third tumbler in his hapd.

Mark was about to speak, when Wun Lung kicked his foot
under the table. The Lancashire lad uttered an exclamatien.
He understood that Wun Lung had had some object in
changing the glasses, and that the little Chineo did not want
Gilmore to know it. Mark was utterly amazed, but he tock
the cue from Wun Lung—in fact, he was too astonished to

k.
HpﬂaHem you are,” said Gilmore, setting the fumbler on the
table, and filling it from one of the jugs—the jug, as Wun
Lung's keen eye noted, from which he had flled his own
rlass, but not Mark's.

“ Me tankee.”
Gilmore picked up the tumbler before him—the one he had

filled for Mark, but which was now in the place of his own.
“ Here's to us, and an end to all our troubles,” he said,
laughing. * Drink it right down, mind; it's a toast.”
Mark smiled. i i .,
‘““ With pleasure,”” he said. * I'm thirsty enough.”
- And the three juniors drank the lemonade, emptying the
glasses. Three #mpty tumblers were set down on the
table. .
“ Nicoo nicee!"” said Wun Lung. .
A peculiar expression came over Gilmore's face, and he
'lifkﬂt‘f) his lips. : .
# Tasted jolly strong,” he said.
_Tur Macwer Lisrant.—No. .
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“ Me thirsty. ..}Iﬁ

“ I didn’t notice it,”” said Mark,

““ You didn’t "

[ 1] Ngl'l"

“ Have some more "

“ Yes, if you like.” ; .

Wun Lung roached across the table, as if to take a jurm,
knocked his arm against them, and sent both the jugs flying
to the floor. There was a crash and a splash,

* You clumsy young ass!” shouted Gilmore.

““ Mo solly !"" said Wun Lung penitently. _

The jugs were both smashed, and the lemonade was soaking
into the carpet, WS e vt

““ Well, never mind,” said Gilmore. * By the way, Linley,
will you excuse me if I don’t have tea with you after all?
Templo has been worrying me to attend a rotten rehearsal
of ‘I;Iamll:at,‘ and he’ll come here routing me out if I
stay.' :

4V Just as you like,” said Mark.

* Good, then.” i ' .

Gilmore turned to the door, and as he moved towards it
there came a strange stagger into his walk, and he caughi
at the door to support himse. He turned s wild, startled
glance upon Mark. !

“ What—what’s the matter?” he muttered thickly.

Mark locked alarmed. :

“ Are vou ill, Gilmore " 5

“IN! No!” muttered the Fourth-Former. * What do you
mean? Hands off ! I'm going I

He opened the study door, and went out unsteadily, mutter-
ing to hmself. , :

Mark was utterly amazed. The moment Lilmore was gone

 ho turned to Wun Lung., The little Chinee was grinning with

a kind of gromish glee. :
“ What does this mean, Wun Lung?” demanded *Mark, in
bowilderment. ** What did you change the glasses for1”
Wun Lung chuckled. ;
“ Mo no foollee !"” he murmured.

il

e

“ Gilmole startes story that vou keepee spu
explained Wun Lung, with his guecer little chuckl#
EAYSE anme,:hf you dlunkee m school., If that ha
gettee sackee.’ i, BT g .

Mark ]aucj‘ﬂled. e

o ;} should jolly well deserve the sack, too,” he said. * But

“ Gilmole bling two jugee lemonade,” said Wun Lung.
A i-la filee youl glass flom one, nm{ his glass flom the
athor."’

“ But you were asleep—how do you know

“Wun Lung sleepee one eye open,” grinned the little
Celestial.

“ Do you mean to say that Gilmore had
the jug he filled my glass out of?”’ deman
lossly.,
o ’iﬂ'ﬂ tinkee."

“ But—but what?"’ ! L)

* Stlong dlink, me tinkee—lum, or blandy, or whisky.”

“ Good heavers!”

“Dat why he sayee dlinkee all of it, leavea none,”
grinned Wun Lung. *“Dat why he not lettes me dlink
voul glass. Only wantee you dlunkee. Dat why he not atay
to tea. When you dlunkee, he no wishee be here. He bling
fellowa aee you dlunkee. You get sackee.” mar

““But it's not possible!"” exclaimed Mark, aghast. A
‘fiellm-; couldn't be such an awful rascal. And why shéeuld he
o it : i
" **No eavvy; but me knowee. Wun Lung cutee.”

*“ And that’s why you changed the glasses?”

“ Allee light." ' . - o

“Then Gilmore has drunk the stuff he intended for me?”

““Me savvy."” :

* Then—tlien if what you say is true, Wuan Lung, Gilmore
is going to be drunk?”" e

* Jollee surel” ;

“That's why he staggered as he went out,” exclaimed
Mark, in alarm. * You must be rightt Good heavens!
If he had sucoccded, kid, I should have been sacked from
Greyiriara.” = REY

“ Jollee sure!”

“The awiul rascal!
may get into trouble,

“ Lata!"

““He might tumble downstairs.'

““ No loss if he bleakee neckeel”
. “You young assi” ) =

And Mark Linley ran out of the study in search of Gilmore.
Wun Lung followed him. The little- Celestial evidently
could not understand Mark Linoley's concern "for  the
unserupulous rasoal who had eo cunningly plotted his ruin

¥

uf something in
l -Mark breath-

it I Be's tn Bkt aiihe wow, he
I'd better go and see.” ;
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It's & lie!V
\Mﬂuuk? Ratey
o, wouldms, 1 said it was too risky,

ano had come within an aece of success. It did not take
Mark long to find Gilmore. For the plotter, who had been
caught in the toils of his own plots, was sprawling upon the
staircase, and a crowd of amazed fellows had gathered round
him. .

ey e, E—

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER,

Self Betfrayed,

OB CHERRY had been standing at the foot of the
stairs, talking with a group of Removites, when
Gilmore, of the Fourth, came down. The chums ai

=" the Remove had just come in from the ericket-ground,

and Bob Cherry had o bat under his arm and a ruddy glow
vii itis face. But his usually sunny expression was not therc.
ITis estranpement from his old chum was weighing upon
Bob, though he would not say so. ]

* Hallo, hallo, hallo!” Bob exclaimed, as he caught sight
of Gilmore on the stairs. *“ What on carth’s the matter with
Gilmore ¥ R

The. juniors looked up the staircase in amazement. Gilmare
was comihg down, clinging to the banisters, a strange glow
tiw lits face, his features strangely set, and a peculinr glazed
look in his eyes. He scemed about to fall at every unsteady
atep,

“He'a tll!" exclaimed Harrys Wharton

Bob Cherry ran up the lower stairs to catch the Fourth- -

grasped Gilmore, and steadied him.
Are you 1ll%”

Former.- He ;

“What's the matter, Gilmore?

" Lemme alone! 1'm a’ righ'.” .

 Great Christopher Columbus!” ejaculated Bob Cherry,
achust, * He niffs of whisky, horrid! Ie's been drinking.”

* My hat!"” .

Gilmore jorked himself away from Bob Cherry, lost his
footing, and sprawled on the stairs. He lay there, blinking
and gasping, and muttering incoherently. The jumiors gazed
at®im in utter amazement and disgust. There was no doubt
of it, The wretched boy was under the influence of drink.

** Intoxicated ! said Lord Maulevercr. *' Begad!”

* Drugk, by Jovel”

" Phewt™ .

Gilmore blinked at them unsteadily.

e " he mumbled, ¥ ain't drunk. Who sars
y wanted me to have a drink, and 1
Lemme alone!™

" What "t

“talking about¥’
ark

ley's drunk,” muttered Gilmore.  * He ought
3 ; "f’m going to have his scholarehip. I've got
i e on the gowverning “body, I'm going to have
113 acholarship when he's sacked.’ 7

“ He's giving his giddy secrets away,” grinnmed Vernan-
Smith. ** Go abead, Gilly! This is ps good ss a comedy.
Hai your uncle promized you Linley’s scholarship when
he's sacked?”’ ‘ . ‘

“No, he ain’t,” said Gilmworc; ““but that’s all right.”
He blinked round confusedly. ** I Linley gets drunk in the
gchool, that will finish him, wouw’t 1"

*Ha, ha! Yes”

*“Then the echolarship will be forfeited,” mumbled Gil-
more, " You understand that? The governors can give it to
whoever they like. Vve got an uncle on the governing body.
Ugh! What's the matter with my head? Ow! It's turning
round.”

“Hes got it bad,” said
“Hallo, hallo, halle!” _

Mark Linley ceme down the stgirs.

“Do you know anything about this, Liuley?’’ asked Harry
Wharton.

Mark nodded,

" Yes Gilmore brought two jugs of lemonade into my
study just mow. Wun Lung suspceted bhim, and changed the
plasses “after ho had flled them. Gilmore drank what he
had intended for me, There was somcthing in it.,”

* Great Beott!”

“ But for Wan Lung,” said Mark Linley quaietly, ** I should
he in that state now, and all you fellows would have taken
it as proof positive that the storics about me were true.”

Bob: Cherry canght his breath. -

* Do vou mean to say that Gilmore planned to make you
drank l:u;: putting epirits in your lemonade?”’ he demanded.

EL] YE-BH’

“Me makee him turnee back, and changee glass”
chuckled Wun Lung. ‘' Allee lightee! Lettee him talkee;
he tellee truth now, and noi knowee,'

* Phew!"”

“Go oun, Gilly,”
interesting.”’

* Bhut up, Smithy!"”

“* Oh, let him ran on,” said the Bounder.
to Linley, to0.” i

(ilmore blinked blindly at the juniors.

“Why can't vou keep still?”" he mumbled. *“ How many
ATO k:,*hura' of you there, Wharton? I can see two—three of
IMTEI-'HJ.GHH Linrary.—No. 226.

Bob Cherry, In a low voiee,

grioned Vernon-8mith  “This is jolly

“It's only fair

e F
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“Only one,” eaid Harry, smiling in spite of himsell.

“It's a lie! I'm going to have the scholarship when it's
taken off Lindey. He's a cad, anyway, and I owe him one
for hammering mo over young Nugent. I don’t sce why a
fuﬁtclz-rjf cad should have a valuable scholarship when %Iﬁ
wrd up.”

** My hat, I thought lis people vere rich!” said Ogilvy.
‘“ He's always said so0.”

“He won't get over this,” said Cilmores, Yis thouphts
evidently running on his plot against Mavk Linley, ** Droak
in the school; that’s enongeh to finish anybody.  And they've
all seen me at the Bird in Hand, and took me for that cad,
He. he, hel” i

“ Been youl!” said Wharton. * What do you mean?”

The wretched boy chuckled with drunken eunning. :

“LI'm not giving it away,” he said. * Temple says I can
act. Bo I ean. I made up as Coker once. He, he, hel
They don’t know I can make up as Linley! He, he! P .
sritlo thut factory ead's hash, That fool Cherry thought i
was Linley. He, he, he!”

“(h!” muttered Bob Cherry,

** What is this?” Elﬂlﬂ.immir{\-'illgafﬂ. pashing through the
crowd., ““What's the matter with Gilmore?”™

" Sq;:iﬁ:r I'* grinned the Bounder.

“ What " ;

Mark Linley explained.

Wingate listened, with amazed looka. e seauned the
wretched ‘Fourth-Former; there was no doubt as to the
state he was in. : .

“Get up, Gilmore!'"" he said sternly. i

“You lemme ’lone! 1 ain’t drunk. Linlev's druank—
drunk as a lord. He'll come stagporin’® out of his atudy soeon,
thie hound! He’'ll get sacked, and my uncle wiil give me the
scholarship. I'll settle him! Temple! Where's Temple?”

“*Here I am,” said Temple, of the Fourth, coming forward,
with a shocked and troubled face, ** What do you waut,
Ciilly, old man?”? '

*1 want my five quid.” _

* What does he mean?’ asked Wingate.

“He's talking about five pounds lie subscribed to the
Fourth Form Dramatic Society,” said Temple. ' Ha said
the other day that he wanted it back, hecause he :
up. I think his father has had losses on the Btock 1
and. Gilly"s pocket-money has been eut down.” '

“I's u lie!” said Gilly unexpectedly. * I'm rich. I've
ot I{flbn'ty of money., Wheres my ﬂuafqui&? I'm ‘u; io
have that back. I tell you my pater’s done in, and ¥Fve
to leave Greyfriars unlcss I can ged that mho] bip. Why
should that rotten factory ¢ad have the scholamhip, T wan
to know? My unele will see that T have it, I know that,
when that cad is kicked out of the schook  Groe-ooh ™

Wingate's brow grew hard, 5

* Bo that's it, is it?’ he mutberad. ' e

" He's just confessed that he made himself up as Linley
ahd went to the Bird in Hand,” said Frank Nugent. * He
says it was himself that Bob mistook for Linley there.”

" Who eays I can't act?’ demanded Gilmore, blinKiug
round defiantly. *“ If you'd seen me, you'd have thought the
samo as_Cherry. Coker did, and eo did Potter. They
thought 1 was watching the back of the house. He, he, hel
You should have heard Ratty laugh. He, he; ho!”

“* My only aunt!" said Coker of the Fifth. **So that’s hew
it was! We seom to be getting at the iruth now," -

“ Coker's a fool!” said Gilmare. ' Bob Cherry’s a siBiy
ass! I s]puttnd him picking up that book! The silly chump!
Ha, ha, ha!"? ]

“Get him to the dormiiory,” Temple,” said Wingate.
;]' 'Ii‘iﬂare's been enough of this. Take him and put him te
ed.

* Very well, Wingate.”

Temple, Dabney & Co. lifted up Gilmore to lead him AWaY.
But by this time the fumes of the liquor were fairly in
Gilmore’s brain, and he became wildly excited and quarrel-
some. He struggled furiously with the Fourth-Form fellowi
and Wingate and Courtney had to help to get him to the
dormitory, strugdghng and kicking and yelling wildly all the
way upstairs and along the passage. o

Courtney and the Fourth-Formers remained with him while

hard
BHEC,

Wingate hurried down to fetch the Head.

There was a murmur from the erowd of fellows in the hall
a8, a few minutes later, Dr. Locke came by with a very stern
face. Wingate had told him all, and-the Head was going
to ﬁeﬁ lfhil wll‘{?LE:hﬂd uni{m-. :

RY inley stood silent, with a]l eye: upon him, when

zheh;[-lead passed. Dr. Locke paused for a mnment% speak
o him.
. ‘" Linley,” said the Head, " the truth has now boen revealed
in a dreadful way. You stand clear of dll suspicion of bad
conduct. I am sorry thai you ever were suspected. I hope
that your schoolfellows will say that they are sorry, too.”

i3y, “THE GREYFRIARS GARDENERS|" ™ "3 pigance.
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And. the Head rustled upstairs.

Bob Cherry stood still for a moment, with strange emotions
in his face, and then he came towards the Lancashire lad and
held out his hand. ; . , ‘

“I'm sorry, Marky,” he said, in a low voice. "I couldn’t
suspect ‘this. It seems almost impossible to believe 1t now.
CGilmore is an awful rascal.” How were we to know that the
voung vilifin had made himself up as you?! We couldn’d
suspect it.” : '

' ark Linley raised his head.

“ You might have taken my word,” he said.

“T—I know I might,” said Bob Cherry miserably. “I
ought to have. I deserve to be kicked for doubiing you,
Marly, and—and you can kick me if you like.”

‘“Samo here,” said Nugent.

Mark's face broketinto a amile. i :

“ 1 won't do that," he said. * If you're sure you were mis-
taken sbout me, and think you can take my word now——"'

“Of course, Marky!"’

“ Then there’'s my hand.” _

And Mark Linley shook hands with his old chum frankly
enouglh. The bitterness that had been gnl-lmriﬂ{ki}li] his heart
during sthe past few days vamshed at once. Cherry’a
contrition was very ovident. He wrung Mark’s hand hard.

“1'm sofry I’ he said. ‘" I've been an ass! I'm sorry!”
“Wa're all sorry, 1 think,” said Harry Wharton. * We'se
all been taken in. [t was a rotten plot of that awful cad to
get your scholarship, e ought to be put in prison.” |

“The prisonfulness- ought to be terrific for the esteemeéd
_beast,’” said Hurres Singh. * Will you do me the esteemed
honour of shakefully taking my worthy hand, my dear chum?®”’

Mark smiled; and shook hands with the nabob. The juniors
were all crowding: round the Lancashire lad to say that they
werc sorry, and to shake hands with him. It was a happy

moment for the persecuted junior. :

- Meanwhile the Head” was in the Fourth-Form dormitory.
He had seated himself beside Gilmore's bed. The wretched
Gilinore had ceased to struggle now, but he was still rambling
on inceherently. His wild ramblings told the whole story.

(Gilmore's father had had heavy losses in speculation, and
the junior had learned that ho must leave Greyfriars at ine
end of the term. Tt was then that the plot had come into
his head. He had thought of a scholarship, but thare-was
nong gpen just them. s ; g

His dislike of Mark Linley had turned his thoughts i that
?’iréétiiil—henl:jm; tl'gitarmsi'nf the Fuunidor;zi ' ﬁ?‘%}:j
xreyiciars, and - - hiliee F waa fou guilti ol
mr:fguét the an!mla:s%ip would be forfeited, and would f&mnain
in the gift of the governors, to disposa of how they. ohese.
. The fact that his unele was on the -governing body made
Gilmoro certain that he would get it f it were taken fram
Linley. His uncle was not a kind man, and weild not hand
out monev to help his-neplww remain at school, but he could
be depended ué\on to help him in a way that cost him nothing,
Undoubtaedly 8ir Arthur Benyon would have influenced the
g’uq*érnin% b-n-:l.}’ to beatow the scholarship upon-Cecil Gilmore
if ‘it had been forfeited, L . i

Gilmore's skill as an actor and in the art of impersonation
had stood him in dguﬂd stead in carrying cut his plot. He
had long had shady dealings with Ratty Thompson at the
Bird in Hand, and that rascal had hel him in hia scheme,
which explained his visit to Greyfriars, that had told so
heavily against Mark Linley at the time. All this, and much
mure, was made evident by the wmutterings of the boy
stretched upon the bed, not knowing what he was saying.

Gilmore ggll into a deep sleep at last. It was hours later
when he awoke, with a fearful headache and a sick taste in
his. mouth, wondering what had happenhed. He soon knew.
He soon learned that he had been hoist by his own petard—
that under the influence of the liquor he had intended for
- Linley he had babbled out the whole story, and that nothing
remained for him but to leave the school in deep disgrace.

Uttorly crushed, sick in body and sick at heart, the wretched
plotter. Yeft the school, and all Greyfriars seemed to bréathe
mote freely when he was gone. ' '

And after that it semed that tho Remove could not mako
enough of Mark Linley. The plot had come 30 near to sue-
ceeding . that it made Mark shiver to think of it. But the
c!nudsﬁmd rolled by now, and his repentant chums were never
likely to doubt his honour again. And the hero of the hour
was little Wun Lun% the only fellow in the Remove who had
steadily refused to hear a word againat his chum, and who
had stood unfalteringly by the Lancashire lad when he was
Down on His Luck. :
tAnother splendid, laughable, com le of Har

Wharton & Co. next Tuanﬂﬁﬁf‘ t:n?ﬁ?ﬁ‘:l i Tl?;
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jends to read

. began to swalow it delightedly.

. merrily; over the other, . Maddpok

THRDUGH, TRACKLESS TIET

The Natlve Army. : b T

The enemy had no field- Many of them were armed
with guaint halberts, and knives strapped to sticks. e
Onece more the millionaire touched a lever., The buizﬁ@f. :
the suspensory screws became a scream. A dense fog cloled
round them, and the fierce oold made their teeth chatber, and:
chilled them to the marrow. They were sailing in the clear
sunshine above the clouds, and the army was blotted trom
their sight. . o EE e
Gan-Waga yelled with joy. Tho mist from the-clouds
was freezing on the decks. ﬂﬂ scraped up the-hoar frost, ana

by o butterful ! he grinned. "t}i;,,
ubly joy 1" : : ;

- Barry turned up the collar of his coat. At such a height it
“1';3 freeziig hard. Hidden by the clouds, the acronef put
anoub. R . :
“ We shall do it!" said Ching-Lung.
* “1 hope so, Ching I vy
The motor-car had retreated several miles. There wak the
danger of discovery in temaining hear tho camp. The aeronei
kept well above the clouds, and the intcnse cold and ‘the
rarefied air, which made the breathing difficult -and even
painful, caused Barry to wish he had remained behind. ~~
Not until the army was more-than -swenty miles. away did
the little aerconef sink groundwards. The car had®halted cn
the edge of a little wood. :
“ Now, Maddock, ‘my haddock 1” said Ching-Tung. *“Buck -~
up! I could eat the leg of a piano!” : R
“ 1"l kurry, sir!” said Ben, as he dradged
of bacon, and sharpéndd his knife. * I'm pusi
They- selected the driest sticks they could:
make as little smoke as possible.. T '

* Butterful, butterful,

_ bwo fires e
in*holes suk in the groum®™ Over one fire the
toothsome rashers of bacon began to spluttef and hiss. = 2= =

Gnn—ma served out biscuits ml:fpmmkmﬁ of steaming
cocoa, after that the nien stretched themselves on tha
dr;,( grass to chat and smoke. :

‘ What dideyou see, Oirish 1"’ ssked Joe. - - %

t“ An1 arrmy,”’ said Barry; "and, bedad, it was milliona
strong "’ : gt

“Draw it mild, Oirish!” said a dozen voices. byt

*“The baze -insinuation that Oi don't spake the thruth,”

rowled Barry indjinantly. “Oi hurrls back in yez -teeth.
E)i repate milhions sthrong !’ _

“(Oh, shut it,”” grinned Joe; *‘that’s too stwmg!”

“* Well, 0i'll say & million, to plaze yez. The {;’u &
full-sized one, composed of min, hosses, an' guns. U% ‘has two
flanks, & rear; and & front.” : e Sy

* Has it got & canteen?” inquired a voice. AR

¢ Ginerally speakin’,’” said Barry ﬂm“Ehtf“Hii “ tha major
part of an army consists of men. Whin me ouls gumlfaxiwt
doied, and Oi was life-tenant of the farrm——2*" . ° =

“Smeck him with & brick, do!” moeancd Prout. - * Hels

- trying to make puns.”

A biscuit whizzed through the air, and struck :Bafry's
helmet with a loud crack. L3 SR okl
- % Av 0i knowed the foller that did that,” said Barry, * 0i'd
be rude to him. As 0Oi was saying, whin 1 was lifesten
of the farrm—" . SR ek

Someone tilted Barry's helmet over his eyes, and hammered
it down tightly, _ ' i

“ .ot me be!"” roared O’Rooney, losing his patience,

‘‘ Let me be yer honeysuckle!" chirped Joe.. :

Barry jerked off the helmet with an effort, hut the next
moment it was hammered down hard and fast. Gan-Waga,
to the delizht of all, seized the frying-pan, and, beating time
with it on Barry’s broad back, burst into a beautiful HIE0
s0Ng “ﬁtﬁﬁm’ﬁdﬁl like this: it :

“ FPhikflak yampayampa jug-jug-jngg kik,
Blikoosh kwatch acksh yapa gu:ﬁkgurrkik,- 5
Oiyos woyos slall-al kekiks yam-yam-yam, -~
Bhoosha, woosha, klikak yam, yam, ya-a-g-a-am blik I

Barry got-up and danced, but every time he tried to move
his helmet a blow from the fr:;;igﬁ-mn drove it down tighter.
Though Barry's sight was veiled; his ‘mouth was free, and
he howled out blood-curdling threats of vengeance as he
clutched blindly at his tormentor, LT :

(To be concluded.) :
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THE FIRST CHAPTER. |
A Fog In the Channel—The Mad Milonaire—A Tempting
Olter—Too Late—Nathan Gore Resolves to Win..

The great liner was moving, slowly up - the crowded
(Channel. A sudden mist had gsthered to the ntter despair
ol captain and. crew. . The apf did pew vessel Coronation
W O m:l{ on her scoond voyage. On her outward journcy rhe
had brokeén all records from Southampton to New York, and,
except for -the tentalising fog, she would have won the
double crown.

Amd nhw she was crawling eastwards, still an hour ahcad
of the record time for the Eumnwnrd jmrrm:-{, but with no
Lope of nctmj' The mriserable fog had spoiled all,

The captain bore’ his keen disappointment gallantly, ond
the erew grumbled and made the best of it.

But there was one man on board the Coronation who
tore his long, white hair, and stamped and raved. Ife¢ was
Nathan Gore, jewel collector and multi-millionaire.

He rushed on deck, and shrieked for the captain. His
cracked voice rose shrill above the incessant roar of the siremo.

““ Where are youm, captain—where arc you ?"’

. * Here, siv!]”. And the captain’s figure loomed through
the mist, * What is it?"

““ When shall we reach Hnuthamptou T

“ Not before midday, sir.”

** Not before midday ! screamed the wild-e
“ You must—you must! The sale 15 at midda I'll lose
the great dizmond, the * World's Wender.’ Cunfuum] 11 ! You
promiscd to get me here with three hours to spare””

* Nog man can rule the. weather, siv,”” said the captain.

“ Is there no.chance of LhL mist hftmg
“Y1 ecan't sce any, sir,” answered the captain gloomily.

“T wish 1 muld "

““ And vou're gmng to keep creeping hike this?"

“I've got seven or eight lmndre& lives to look after, mir,’
said tho skipper.
- Nathan Gore clenched his hands furiously. e had rushed
from America to buy the glorious jewel he had coveted for
0ara, tlu::- enormous diamond known as the " Waorld’s
Yonder.”

Jewel-collecting was a mania with the old man. Ilis cne
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Prince EHII-LIIH!, Hvanmrer. -Enntur:r and
Yentriloguist,

Nathas Gove, Jewel callector,
snd muiti-milionnirs,
Ferrers Lord's terribie rivalk

of Férrery Loped, milfopaire, jewslscoliector, and
od io by Chiug-lung, or the ececmiric dol d’

of ﬂrf: idmey
OUND T E GLOBE! "™ t.tw.;h

ag the opening Inﬂhﬂt of

o .i.__

I:‘rtl".‘-'l- .wln h:: the finewt- ;‘.nd magﬁ yaluable mﬁetiﬂ
of prkciods stones in the world.

o' had thé wealth, but one man tqﬂn.lly weal nnd
equialy determined stood in his way—Ferrera Lo ~the
Engliah millionaire.

At pre:ent thryataﬂ-ﬂmdkmd-nesbmmeumiurﬂn
earth’s richest gems. Gore u“ﬁwl- Siva's Wﬂlﬁ ?
manstrous Burmese ruby. F another stone matched

the * Crimson Boul of ’Buddha, anid Fecrers'Lord held that.

It was the same with a hundred other gems. In w
lastre, wvalue, and historic worth the twa collections were
identical. The battle between the rival feotaim  hnd
awekened intense excitement in both:Eurepe and America.

Who - would win—Britain or Ameriea? The ownership of
the “.World’s Wonder ” would decide whether' the -old
country or the new should b:}aat of the richest collection.

The * World's Wonder * eame from the treasury of the
Rajah of Salanpore. For centuries the ﬂﬂem& etone ‘had
been ]ealﬂua]{ijuardEd hﬂetha ‘priests.

Enormous offerg had been declined. The: young ﬂ]ph
however, educated in England, laughed -at the superstition
of the priests. He was in need of money, and at idday
the “ World’s Wonder " .was {0 be sold by
famous rooms of Messrs. Charter and Imwmies, t-lm well-
known firm of jewel valuers.

The sale was guite an international event.

A slight illness had kept the ,Ameri¢an ehampion. from
sniling earlier. Nathan Gore would have given his right
hnm'-:l to obtain the stone. Little wonder he hrl; his hps and
rave

If he could not reach the auchion-room im time, the pgemn
would become his rival's property alimost without a struggle,
for no other collector or dealer wouild care to bid agamﬁ
Ferrers Lord, whose wealth was fabuloms.

And if Ferrers Lord obtained the * Warld's Wonder ¥ h:u
collection would be uanrivalled, for the diamond was mateh-
less.  That mmst in tho L}mfmd was disastrous to the
American milbonsire.

The cable had flashed the news . to New 'E'ur'k # Dense
fog in Channel. No hope of {Teronation arriving in time.
Auction catinot be postponed.’”

There was disappointment in London also, for all bad

-

anction in the -
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I-:nexlulg anticipated a ferce fight between the two men of
wealth, ; ;

There would be no such battle now. A few bids would be
made, and then the tall, pale-faced, quiet Englishman would
drawl out a sum that would silence all further bidding, and
claim the jewel. ) ) .

The diamond that Europcans bad vainly tried to obtain

assession of for more than three hundred years would be

is. Many wished that the auction could be postponed, but
that was impossible, : '

The rajeh had given his instructions, and merely placed

a reserve price on the stone. Once the reserve price was
exceeded, the gem would fall to the highest bidder, according
to tHe rules of the sale.

Nathan Gore, f{rantic with rage and disappointment,

aced up and down the deck. He had never seen Ferrers
E.m‘d, but he hated him, Ile cursed the weather, the ship,
and the captain.

The long, guant, wild-oyed man was on the verge of mad-
'ness. He had drunk more brandy than was good for him.
His collection of jewels was his god, his very life. Ile

loated over them as a miscr gloats over gold, fondled them,
Eissni them, worshipped them,

“* Captain !”’ “he sereamed.

“* Yes, air,”” said the captain patiently, _ :

“If you went at fullspeed,” said the millionaire hoarscly,
* when should we be in?” y

“ About nine, sir.”

Nathan Gote seized him by the coat. 1

“ Goet in ten,”” he muttercd eagerly, *f and T'll give you
ten thousand dollars I ' ¥ ) :

“ Liston, sir !’ aaid the caplain, raising his hand. .

Honlk, honk, honk, honk! eame the dull, warning echoes
of sirens. 'The Channel was packed with vessels.- :

* Twenty thousand dollars—four thousand pounds! . Think
of it! Four thousand pounds!™ N

“ Not for forty thousand!’ said the honest British sca-

“ T*ye  got Indies and children aboard. - I am
rezponsible for their lives. Not for a million, Mr. Gore,
not for a kingdom will I go a knot faster! Keep your dirty
money, sir, and much good n_'m{ it do you! I'm a poor man,
with a wife and family to work for, but I'm hénest. In my

way, 1'm losing as much as you. Al I can'May of .ygu,’” he
adid indignantly, ** is that you're a mean { and
tempt me with your gold!  Get below, sir, anl d et me
ece yvou agzain till We'to in*port. I shall report thi d if

ou want to trave . tokapany’s boats apain B think
{hl‘.j’ﬂ ook at jﬂ&ﬁ?’é"%ﬁm?they find you a Eﬂ-rﬂ_}." :

“You mad  fool!" hissed the millionaire. * Come, ten
thousand poundsi—s fortune to you! Fifty thousind dollars.”

“Go bEHﬂW"E” roared the captain, losing his temper. - ** If
you don’t, I’ have  yow puot- below. Milliomaira -of no

millionaire, I'm hoss®*here: - You dirt]-,:, brihing_ scoundrel,

you ought to be ashamed of yourself! ) . _
And ao the vessel cropt on through the thick white mist,

and the hours slipped away. The water was quite calm,

but the for grew denser instead of dispersing. . Shadowy

be three o'clock before we make harboi !™ groaned
the captain. *‘ It's hard lines—hard lines!” =G

“ Telogram for Mr. Gore, sir !” said a voice. :

“ Read it !" said the captain, leaning over the rail.

“ Ferrers Lord purchased ¢ World’s Wonder ' privately.
No bidders. Price unknown.” :

The captain chuckled.

4

hrinfirif messages from the unseen ahore.
t!‘

“ ke it down ta the old rascal, with my ‘compliments,” -

he said, “ and tell him I'm darned glad to hear it.”
i YEﬂ, air.” : ; |
Nathan Gore tore the paper to shreds. Then he began to
laugh wildly. His gaunt face had turned grey, and madness
shone in his eyes. From his bag he took a revolver, and
pressed tho mﬂi barrel against his temple. _
And then, with a ficrce oath, he harled the wen,imn BWAY.
“T'll win 3:‘4;-1:,” he shricked—‘ T'll win yot! If I have
to kill him, I'll win!" '

— —— -

THE SECOND CHAPTER.

{a Which Old Friends Reappear—The World's Wonder—
Ching-Lung Causes Some Excitement in the Park—The
Jewel Yanishes—Nathan Gore's Defiance,

In the magnificent drawing-room of Ferrers Lord's house,
in Park Lane, several old friends had assembled. The million-
aire himself was stali';din : kﬂt the window, watching the
carriages whirl by in the Park. )

UhiEE—Lung, r'?;ler of the Chiness province of Kwai-Hal,
had twisted about twenty cigareite-papers into the shape of
butterflies, and by waving a fan which he had picked up he
was making the scraps of paper dance and whirl in the air
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‘erowd, for eertain!

) . Honouri"
ships crept by like phosts, and the wircless telegraph kept

T. decline to make myself miserabla 'hi

. in his cap by a diamond and ru

as if alhve, Hal Honour, the great engineer, wu'dﬁnking*
tea, and Rupert Thurston yawned in an easy-chair. -

“ How much did you pay for the big diamond, old chap?™.
asked Thurston.

The millionaire turned with a smile.

“ Money. and fair words, Rupert—and nothing more.” :

“T'll bet there would have been more money and less
fair words if old Gore had turned up,” said Ching-Lung..
** I reckon you're mighty proud of your little self now you've
got the gem—eh :

‘" Not particularly,” answered the millionaire. ** By the
way, I haven't shown you the stone. I simply wrote the
cheque, and stuck the World’'s Wonder into my pocket, and
walked home. Why, great Seott!” I

Ferrers Lord thrust his hand into his ket, and whistled.

“You've not lost it, surely?” gas Thurston and Hal
Honour m one breath.

o BT Jove, I have!”
“ All my eye!” grinned Ching-Lung. S

Honour and Rupert uttered eries of amaze and delight. A
ball of quivering fire shot into the air—a ball of NHving Hame.
It fell; and, darting his little vellow foce forward, Ching-
Lung eaught it in his cye, and held it there, It seemed to
fil the whole room with trembling, radiant light. -

“"You rascal " said Ferrers Lord, * Where did you get
my diamond?®”’

“ Borrowed it when I met
Ching-Lung, “How do you
isn't it?"’ Vo

The priceless gem passed from hand to hand. Its lusire
dazzled them. It was badly cut: by some long-dead Eastern -
Fﬁlx;kman, but it quivered and danced like s living orb of

1z it % .
- A thousand fires burned in its crystal hoart; & thousand
colours, ever-changing, leapt from every facet.

Ferrevs Lord took it from Honour at last, and tossed it
carelessly into a drawer. e T " ;

”Enimunh ]fnr thaaWﬂr%d;Is -Wa}:}edgnll’:’ he E"li'i‘dlh' "t]; wish -~
we had something to do. I hate thess lazy, profitless times .

“Let's pawn the giddy diamond > puggestéd the ™ I; -
corrigible Ching-Lung. * Anything for

“Don’t be an ass!” said i‘.upm‘t. "
got the hump.” . ‘ i 5k '

“You do loak a bit like a camsl about the
grinned ng-Lung. ot Bt B AATEIIN
““QOh,tshut it! I'm not an'i’{]iuiﬁﬁka.gnnt 1 ¢
myself by blowing bits of paper abbut.”". . - .

‘If you'd blow a few bits of paper in the slmg-n of Bank
of England motes my way,” said Ching-Lung, “I'd amuse
myself for-bours picking them.up:- ¥aun do look a miserable

i Have a game-si-pipg-pong?’ . :

i ts !’ o

“ Dominoes, then!" it e
““Oh, get out!” said Thurston, with a sigh. * What a
sickening place Londen is! I don't want theatres and balls;
I want adventure and cxcitement. - -How. do you feel,

ou on the stairs!” laughed
itke my eyeglass? - Bmartish,

“* Lazy,"" said the enginesr. TIPS
!Ul:iing-Lung’s butterflics vanished up the chimney in a
fnu . G s - I : .
- *“You're a miserable crowd,” chuckled the prince, *'and

staying with you any

ionger! I'm off for a turn in the Park.)’ =
““On horseback?’ : '
“No; on my tootsies. And T'm going to take my old .

- Barry (fi*Rmnﬂ}r with me.”’

‘“Mind you don’t get into mischiel,” said Rupert. “Ill
drive my motor along about four, and tﬂﬁk out for you." .

Ching-Lung slid down the banisters, to the horror of the
gorgeous Emtmaﬂ in -the hall, and turned a somersault on
to the mat, = it :

Ching looked much stouter than usual; in fact, he was
fquite fat. .He was dressed in a plain whife calico blouse, and
very bagegy blue trousers. fo ; o

A bow of blue ribbon set off his neatly-plaited pigtail, and
the only sign of his rank was the Eenmck 3 feather, fastened -
“ Salaam, yellow-legs!” said Ching-Lung to the footman.
“ Balaam, your Highness " . :

“ First cfigp nicee hali-bakee- poltee facee you gottee, ole
vollow-legs,"” went on Chin :Lunq, pleasantly:.  * Telles’

ister O'Looney I waitee for !a;mma ik '

“ Yes, your Highness,” said the footmad, = '

He wore a8 massive gold watchchain aeross his red waist-
coat, which vanished, together with a large silver watch, into
one of Ching-Lung’s wide pockets. :

Then, from the lower regions of the house, came the sound
of a gruff voice. -~ . .

“Plaze till his Highness, wid moy compliments,” said the
voice, ““that Oi'll be wid him in wan swate moment, whin
Oi’ve had another go at the roast mutton.” :
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“Barry "’ roared Ching-Lung.

'“ Comin’, sor, comin’!”’

A great red face came out of the darkness. Barry had a
mutton-chop in one hand, and a tankard of foaming ale in
the other. Behind him walked the fat figure of Gan-Waga,
the Eskimo. Gun-Waga had also a muiton-chop and a
tankard, but Can's tankard contained ginger-beer, for the
Eskimo was a teetotaller,

““ You scem to be enjoying yourselves, my bounders
chuckled the primce.

# All butterful and jovous, Chin%y,” said Gan-Waga.

And Barry remarked, after a pull at the tankard :

“ There's ham, there’s lamb, there’s bafe, and mutton, and
lots of jam,
And niver 1n yer loife did yez sce the spalpeens cram
As we db whin we all sit down.”

" DNE
PENNY.
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for Barry about tHe same number of sizes too small, Then
he swiftly slipped the footman’s watch and chain into Barry's
walstcoat.

““ Are you ready? Eyes right, there, toes out, and noses
in front! Quick march "

The door of the mansion was flung open, amd
cigar in his mouth, in b

with a big

1 his a gold-rimmed eyeglass in his eye, and
a cane in his hand, Ching-Lung strode down the steps. Barry
and Gan-Waga followed arm-in-arm. Thurston and Hal
Honour, watching them from the verandah, were in convul-
sions of laughter. e

They entered the Park, a string of amused urchins at their
heels. It was Barry {’HRooney's first wvisit to the great city,
and also Gan-Waga’s.
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A ¢ry broke from Ching-Lung, and he reeled back in t
there was a crimson staln on his white collar.

o E————

error. A man lay face downwards on the carpef, and
The man was Ferrers Lord] = (See page 27,

“Ho, ho, hoo!” laughed Gan-Waga. “Me like London.

Me ated forty-zsix cangles last mghtena I ;

“Well, chuck it before you eat yourself to death,’” said
Ching-Lung, “ and we'll go for a walk. You’ll have to put
ﬂn-lf.aﬂ hats. All gentlemen wear them in London. Hurry
up 1”? '

“IIurreo !" yelled Barry, hurling the chop after a boy in
buttons, who was descending the stairs, ;

“ Yow-yo!" bellowed Gan-Waga, pocketing his for a future
occasion. ‘‘ Me all ready, Chingy.” :

Thero were hats in plenty in the hall. Ching-Lung gave
(Gan-Waga one about four sizes too large, and selected another
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}85Ty. “THE GREYFRIARS GARDENERS!” ™ “SATrEZAe*

“ Hallo !I”” said & dirty-looking man; *“"Ere’s the Hemperor
of China and his blessed lord ’igh copk and bottle-washer 1
Hi, you with the big ’at, why don’t yer soap yer face?”

Ching-Luang stopped and smiled sweetly al theidirty man.

“ Dis lubly pelson, my fliends,”” he said, “am de ownel ob
de Park. Salute de ownel ob de Park.” = T

Barry and Gan-Wega, stenting fun, took off theit hats and .
bowed gravely. _ ' _ o

“ 1, gib me gleatest joy to glect a gleat man!” said Ching-
Lung, seizing the dirty gentleman’s hand. - : i
" The prin left the.dirty man's face.” His-features became
screwed up with horror and agony. He began to danﬂeﬁihd‘:

i " AL
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struggle and vell. Ching-Lung’s gvip was like the hite of a
rabbit-trap.

“Murder! Let me go!” howled the dirty man. “Ow!,
Ya:-’:;a breakin' all me bones! Help! Perleece! Pull him off
me "

“Noval had gleatel joy!" murmured Ching-Lung.

*“ Gleatest joy on calth! Goodee-bye!”

He blew the gentleman a kiss, and they left him dancing
and sucking his fingers, and wondering if he'd been run aver,

Their appearance caused a good deal of excitement. As it
was affrnoon, there were not many people in the Park,
They walked aleng the Serpentine, and, taking a float and
- line, from his pocket, Gan-Waga sat down only a yard away
from a board which read, ** No fishing allowed,” and baited
his hoolk.

¥ Me gotted him!" he grnuned.

Down went the float, and ont came a fine fat roach. The
next oment a big, strong hand seized Gan-Waga's shoulder.

“Got yer, 'ave I? Copped yer in the hact--eh?” said the
" pruff voice of a policeman.  “ This is chesk, this is, by Sam !”

Gan-Waga looked up cheerfully. _

- “¥¢' hab him if yo' likes. Catch plenty lots more,” he
answoted calmly, putting another pellst of bread on his hook.

“ Well, I'm blowed if that ain't cool !’ gasped the con-
stable. * Don't yer know there ain’t no fishin' 'ere?”
 “¥o' barmny, buttons,” said Gan-Waga. * Lotees ¢b [ish
in 'ere. Mo justee totching one.” _

“ Look at that!” roared the policeman, pointing to the
board. “*€an’t yer read? It says ‘ No fishin’ allowed "V

““I not fishin’ aloud!” grinned Gan-Waga. ** Not makin’
no noises at sll. Yo' malun’ noise, fat face!”

Ching-Lung and Barry had taken possession of a seat, and
were grinning at each other, Tho comstable could not bear
such impudence. He seized Gan-Waga by the collar. Af
that moment Gan hooked another roach and gave & wild
snatch. The roach left the water in a greai hurry, shof
over Gon-Waga's head, und cannoned into the policeman’s
face. Then the line got twisted round his neck, and the fish
flapped on his chest like a large animated silver lockef.

“ Drat you!” yelled the policeman. ** What gre yer doin’?
gumc along, you wvillain! You'll get a month for this, by
'ui'ﬂ :H' i : g P it

“Don’t yez thimk we'd better sthop ut, sir?’ said Barry

t » the prince. : _ : :
Lot's have th& fun while we may. ‘Ra can

* Net ]i]ﬁ]}-!
castly explaan,”™ . op . Teoowos TR S =

“(‘gmo along ™ dhid t‘he policeman, jervking G—I_];Vﬂg'il
violently. : . A

“ Like bein' here bestest, t'ank yo'. Where yo' want me
go—hunk? 4 . : 20

“To the lock-up—to gaol. By Sam, you'll get-ifourteen
years!” o e : % ;

M Wok fo' P il . _

“What for? Why, for fishin’ and amssaultin’ the Eﬂmp.
{!ome along guiet, or I'll biff yer. IVyor ’ear? Come hon!”

““1 not,” said {ithagl, zing out the gnawed chop and
offering it to his eaplor. ] -.

“Hab a bite ob dis, and be friendses.” i

“Help, help! Murder, murder! He's killing me! Oh,
I'm stabbed! I'm stabbed! Help, help, help!”

The horrified policeman freed Gan-Waga and absolutely
jumped into the air. The agonised, thrilling screams came
trom the depths of a thick bed of leurels about twenty yards
away. A blood-curdling, choked groan followed, and then
an awful silence. i = i 4

“ A murder !’ gasped the peliceman. “ By Bum, it's a
ghastly murder in broad daylight!” ) )

He ruslied to the spot, blowing his whistle frantically.
Men and women caine running up. -

“ H-h-help, h-help, help! I'm stabbed! Oh, I'm stabbed!”

The voice was weaker. < ; :

The brave Eoiimnmn, still blowing for aid, entered the
bushes on hands and knees. - .

“Now we'll’ go!” grinmed Ching-Lung. Come along,
Gianus. Jf they find that corpse 1"l bake my pigtail 1 a pie!
T reckon I did the wounded gentleman preity well.”

“ Ut was great,” said Bany. *“Ut was loike-loife. How
on airth do yez manage ut, sor¥’ AN

“ With my month, Irish,” laughed the prince. *Oh,
Chlristopher, they've got five policemen and about forty
people looking for the remains! Ha, ha, ha, ha, hat”

Leaving the police to discover the vietim of the fragedy
and to cateh the murderer if they eould, they walked round
the lake. A very fat man was throwing bread to a swan,
and the fat man’s wife was admiring the bird. Ching-Lung
and his queer-looking compan:ons paused and seemed to be
deeply interested perusing a notice-board on whirh weve
printed the byedaws of the Park. s

“What a graceful creature it is, J osiah,” said the stout
lady. *“The curve of its neck is the very poetry of shape.”
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*If I had a neck like yours, you old frump,” said the
swan, or, rather, Ching-Lung, * I’g go home and wash it,”

“Good gracious I sercamned the sfout lady.  ** Jt—it apoke,
or I'm mad! Oh, Josiah!” ey ke

The stout man jumped back with such velocity that “his
lﬁat diumped off, and with it his wig, showing a polished bald

LEFi R 8

“There's *air! there’s air!” erowed the swan., * Ha, ha!
Thera's locks for you, and golden tresses I e W

The stout gentleman jumped again at this. astounding
remark, tripped over & stone, and sdt down on his hat, |

* Merey me!” moaned the lady. e T

“ 8it down and make yourself at home, rubber-fuce,’’ said
the swan. * There's no extra charge for seags.” . :

Seemng that there was no more bread to be obtaiped, the
swan sailed away. The stout lady waes on the verge of
EWOORINg. :

“M-M-Maria!’ _groaned the fat man. * Fetch me &
d-d-doetor ! I'm-—I'm poing off it I" ! o

Leaving him to think it out, the three went on Ching-
Lung's hand stole in the .direction of Barry's waistcoat, and
gecured the watch and chain, : _

“ Hallo,” he said, *f there's o nice motor!™ : ;

Barry and Gan turned to look, When they glanced round
arain, a’ tempting watch and chain lay in the pathway. They
suw it together, and dived for is. The watch and chhin
shot skyward, and-their tall hats met with a crash that
Hattened them from crown to brim, and drove the mangled
remains of Gan-Waga’s headgear right over his chin. -

““ Howly smoke!"” groaned. Barry. ‘ What about. me
beantiful chapow, w*Hi:ga is Frinch for topper? Luk.at ul.
Bedad, Oi cud use ut for.a concertina and play ‘God Seve
the King' on ut, Faith, that was a mane thrick to play on
a pore man all alone in Londau,_" - N

(3an was tying himself into knots in has Frantic altempts to
free his head. .Ching-Lung dmgied him all over the place
before he managed to remove the headgear. Gan was slmost ™
black in the face. = 3 _ . s ol

““ Where him gons, Chingy 1" he panted. R

Ching-Lung pointed to a-tree of medjum size.
and chain was dangling from one of $he #ppngst

“ Keep on pointing and l{}d‘hmf ‘ab it ek
“and we’ll soon have some people’ roms

baungders, . here's another. n in blue: hifisl
aleng 5331‘ I'm off up ‘hﬂrﬂﬁ#a L e
Ching-Eung embraced the trunk wiih hiz At Jegs,.
and began to climb. ) : | =, e ]
“J sny, come down, China! None of that!" cried the mikb

of law. i
“Begee youl paldon,” wid ChingLung hﬂiﬁ#gﬁapﬂfﬁ ’

¥ery groun velly muchee chop
““You can’t climb "ere I : 1 i
“ Losee watchee and chainee!” sobbed  Chin _Emg.
* Wind him blowee it out of pocketee, and tlin? him u le ¢
chop tlee. - Oh, mistel policemanee, w shall do ¥’
“ Watch up the tree—nonsense!” 5 SR
* Lookee den. Wind blowee him upee. It guite a tlue lie.

. Lokee snd see him.”

“ Great Klondike,"” said the constable, *it 18 a watch and
chain 1" ' ; T

“Wind blewee——"" began Ching-Lung. -~ - -

“ Wind be blowed! None of them yarns!’' said the
constable. “ Now, 'ow ihe hokey-pokey -did that get up
there? I'm on that! That Chinee is teyin’ #o cheat the
law. Spotted it, and then starts a yarn about the wind,
Cunuing roguel I'll bat he prigged it furst, and then slung
it there. I'm on it like & cat on mice.  "Ere, come gown!’ .

“1 notee,” said Ching-Lung. “I go aftel my watch and
chainee."” s : e aetin

“Come down!" : P £

The constable seized Ching-Lung by the left leg of the
trousers. The trousers camie off im his- hand. -There -was a
second pair beneath. Giving a leap, the: constahle seized
them. They, toe, came off, revealing still a third psir. .

“ Holy haddock !™ shrieked the policeman, “it's a awalkin’
wardrobe ! Come down, you pigtailed villain ! S

“ Why don’t yaw let the poor little foreign boy alone“yaw
cowardly fellah?'’ remarked a drawling voiee at H P 92
ethow. _ e o e -, Lximieet

The policeman sprang round and gazed fiercely at a young
swell who had just sauntered up. it :
“Waot d'ver mean by hinterfering with me when T'm
a-doin” my dooty 7"’ yelled the officer. .

The swell had not seid & word;, and he was teo amazed to
spealk. _ - - 3 s
P You big-footed bounder, let the kid alone!" remarked a
sweet girlish voice. - ' _ ; .

Round jumped the policeman again. He rcould hardly
believe either his eyes _or his ears. The psrson who had
apparently spoken so rudely was a pretty, stylishly-dressed
young lady. And befdre he could collect his thoughts, a
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Ejmpl_y-hced youth with & pigeon-chest threatened to knock

i5 head to putiy if he didi’t leave the podr child alone.

The policeman pounced on that youth like a hawk on a
SPRTIOW. _

“Threats !”" he roared—" threats agin the law !
knock my *ead to puity, will yer?”’
Y Lel-leimme gol”? gasped  the
“W-w-what -are y-vou doing?"
. “¥You threatencd me with personal violenee ! yelled the
iceman. '
- “On—on my s-soul I n-never ,s]?ﬂke 10
** Make way, please, make way!’

- A magnificent two-horse brougham was waiting to f‘mssi
The policeman made a grab at Ching-Lung. Ching-Lung
left one of his numerous blouses in the constable’s clutch,
dived into the brougham in the wake of Gan and Barry, and

shouted ** Home !”
“ That pigtailed villain

B0 you'll

pimply-faced cne.

“" Never ! howled the policeman,

is my prisoner. Move at yer peril!”
~“Adveried coachman bent down.
* Here, sergeant !

* What d'yor want?'’ growled the constable.

% Keep mouth shut—get sack if don't—Ferrers Lord—Park
dipe~—big Chinese nobleman—war with England—don’t
- inairlb ‘him—);u.l of the King—call round back door—ask for
Bnecks—that’'s me—quid for you—beer—lots of grub—don’t
forget. By your leave there, by your leave! Make way
for his Imperial Highness Ching-Lung "

The crowd r#&ised a cheer at the well-known name. They
bhad not forgotten that Ching-Lung had pratically saved
China from Russia's olutch, and that he was the staunch
friend of Great Britain.

When they reached home, Ching-Lung pinned the watch

and chain to the footman's coat-tails, and slipped Gan's half-
eaten’ mutton chop into the gentfeni'an’s pocket. Then,
looking as if butter would not melt in his mouth, he tripped
upstaira. -
“Had a good time, Ching?"’ asked Rupert. :
L ' said Ching-Lung. ** Have yml'%m-.n lively 7
-~ " About half as lively as a funeral,” answered Thurston
e gloomily. “‘I ean’t stand inaction. Lord has been talking
gout an expedition through the Australian deserts.”
ol % -didﬂlﬁ&ja%_-&en do we start?”’ :
s WO SR doWe know No is settled. I tell wou, sonny,
. ;* quth Wlwespd wrlees heard him chatting. He says
Oemlfl Australia ™ y-plmgst = f:;lﬂd bﬂﬁk{.}{ It haaahegn
g + ¥ von ‘san’t learn much of a country by
-Linegfrongh it. Lord thinks that ages age the
O Cahtral Australia were highly civilised. ere
B9 S Water there in those days. Honour is as keen
e - oo e aTe.

& Deniic’s pretty keen,” grintied Ohing-Luug. * Where

a 1 ¥ i'-J-n- ] i
L] 2 "

.-. -
makhy’ &
v
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T wn below in the laboratory. They're working at
hing, but they won't let on what it is.”
@y rogues!” said the prince. ‘' I've got the hint,
“-thebgh. ey're trying to Eui]d a kind of cross between
~the Lord of the Deep and the Lord of the Skies—a wveasel
~ that will awim in the water and below it, and fly in the air
as well.” |

" Great Scott!” said Rupert, with a laugh. " They've
got some sauce !”

“More than a spoonful, my boy. Hallo, there's the bell !

He rushed through the open French windows and leaned
over the verandah. Three brawny sea-dogs were there—Tom
Prout, Joc the carpenter, and Benjamin Maddock, boat-
swain of the submarine vessel Lord of the Deep.

“Cheero, you scallywags!' eried Ching-Lung, as he

d a8 flower-pot en Prout’s new tall hat,

“* Must be rainin’ !’ said Meddock, saluting. ** Good-day,
“your highnegs!"’ )

They floundered into the porch to cscape any further
misgiles; but Ching-Lung was too quick., He shot down the

-~ banisters like a rocket into Joe's armas.

“ Just.arrived 7" he asked, “ Wired for, eh "

“* Fast,”” said Maddock. ** Caught an express at York, and
weo ein’t been in London 'ali an hour. Where's old Gan and
Barry 1" . -

" Comin’, darlints, comin

44 Oh vyes, we camining !"’ roared Gan-Waga. :

GGan and Barry O'Rooney dived up from below, and wel
comed their comrades with handshakes and yells of delight.

“I lave yez—oh, I luva yez!” said Barry, *“and that is
moighty plain, Oi'd sooner run agin’ a pal than run agen’
a thrain. Give me yer fists, and softly press yer swatest
lips to moine. The partin’ ut was bitther sad, to mate agén
is foine! There's lots of bafe and grub downathairs, and
barrels full o’ beer, s0 come and jine yer dear ould pals,
and share in cur good cheer.”

** He's as bad as ever,” groaned Prout.

“Wuss,”" sald Maddock.
ﬁ‘:;ﬁrﬁblﬂ 1" gighed Joo. “1 wish we could break bim

i :
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*““Tom Prout, dear chap,
Got on him no Hieses—yow-hoo!
Got ugly face, but nicee. 5
Like him—tel no lieses—yah-hoo 1"
Gan-Waga was the poet this timo. - : : L
“Oh, murder! Gan’s caught it!”’ moaned CThing-Lung.
*Yah-hoo! Hit me with a feather, Tom, and knock my
brains out!”.
“1 so joyfulness must sing,” crowed Gan-Wags. “ Can't
helping it. I goin’ singer.” o 2Tl B
“"Oi don't wish to

““Thin Oi'm goin’!” yelléd Barry.
doie just at wance.”
~ “"Bo am I eried Ching-Lung, Maddock; Joe, -and: Prout
in one single breath. e :

They fled, Ching-Lung upséairs, -the others to the egions
below, “ Prout, Joa, an addock had been guarding the
Lord of the Deep in a cavern on the Yorkshire coast. Thseir
unexpected arrival in London seemed a proof that Ferrers
Lord had some scheme in hand. 8ix weeks in London had
bored Ching-Lung and Thurston to death. They pined for
excitement and adventure. They were restless spirits,
bubbling over with health and energy, and life in the great
cltl{ seemed like life in a prison to them.

upert changed into evening-dress when the gunﬁ‘ﬂﬂun&nd,

and Ching-Lung put on -his gorgeous robes. The gong
boomed a second time, and they entered the splendid dining-
room, . - ; T

' We are invited to Sandringham on Wednesday, Ching,”
said Ferrers Lord. ‘' A letter written and signed by hms
Majeaty himself. Here it is.” _

“Right-ho!” answered Ching-Lung calmly. *“We'll be
there. Ta it a public affair?” : :

* No, guite private." e _

“Then I shall enjoy myself,” said Ching-Lung * He’s
a truc gentleman, dnd a spb&néid king, and that's the very
worst I ocan sey about him. Is RBu invited ?” _ L EE
i Yes:; and Honour as well.” s :
E“ All the better. By the way, I bought the Rendlesham

ﬂmte-!‘? > :

‘“ Newar !I” cried Thurston. . o

“Did, old boy. Gave seven hundrad thousand for ik
Why shouldn’t I have a home in England "’

* Why, it’s ome of the finest places 1 the ecuntry.”

g T}gt'a' ;ur% I bought it laughed Ching-Dung.
going ¥ wint $he Derby next year. me some fiz."

Y (Ming-Lung's health, gentleman!” said Ferrers Liotd. -
« ﬁﬁﬁe best of thj ry Beést !’ cried rh. 2
i w

* Now, gentlemen,” said Ferrers Lord, ** his Maj has
gracviously put the Royal hox at the opera at Ching's: dhs:
posal, Ig you care for good music, tht carrage is waiting.”

“T'm going to take Gan and the lot-of them,” faid Ching.

** Hear, hear!'’ said Rupert. S s e Pt

“ Do as you like, lads,” said the milbonaire, with & =mie,
* Honour and 1 must work.” bithe s

On reaching heme, Ching-Lung and Rupert sat down in
the billiard-rcom for a final smoke and chat before retiring.

“ They're still pegging away at their everlasting invention
mean,’’ said Thurston. ' ’

“ Then they're fonder of work than I am, Ru. What's the

timef" ol
, old chap!”

&l I'I‘m

“ Five minutes to one—time for I -
“Right! I'll go down and see what Lord’s doing presentiy,
Good-nmight 1" . : : s i .""m] B

Ching-Lung put on pyjamas and s si regsing-gown, and
went downstairs. He saw a faint light in the drawing-room,
and pushed open the door: :

A cry broke from him, and he reeled back in terror. A
man lay face downwards on the carpet. There was a ghastl
crimson stain on his white collar, The man was Ferreis I.nuf

Ching-Lung staggered to the millionajge’s side, his -héart
like ice, and drop on his knees beside silent figure.

The prince caught his breath as he raized biy friend’s head.

** Thank Heaven!” gasped Chinﬁ-Ltmg'.w- I ey P

“ Ching—the diamond " came the hoarse whisper. ™ Is—
is it gone! In the drawer—there!” e o

The drawer was open, but there was nog.diamond there. .
Then Ching-Lung started, and ran towards a fall mirror.

Scratched deep into its surface wero a few -lines of writing: .
““ To Ferrers Lord. Knowing that you would no '
* World's Wonder,” I have taken it. I will never: restore it.

Do your worst. I defy you! The stone is mine. My bankers
have orders to pay you twice the sum. you paid for it. If
you attempt force you will have to reckon with a power as
great as your own—the power of Nathan Gore.” \
“I take the challenge, Ching!” he said grimly. “I'll
hunt-him down, and win beck my diamond, if fhnvﬂ, to follow
him to the ends of the earth.” o
(Another long instalment of this thrilling serial
y -story rnext week.) - il o
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NEXT WEEK'S STORY.
“THE GREYFRIARS GARDENERS!™

8y Frank Richards. This, our grand, long, complete school
tale for next week, will be a peculiarly seasonable story, full
of humorous incidents and unpxpected dévelopments. The
famous chums of Qreyfriars take up their latest hobby with
thoir psual enthusissm, with results that are In some cases
ourious, to say the least of it. My readers can look forward
ko a rollicking schoolboy story next week in

“THE GREYFRIARS GARDENERS!"

MORE ABOUT TWO IMPORTANT PROJECTS.

The large majority of my numerous corresppndents these
days ma,kg anxious i%qu_iriea'in the course of their letiers on -
the subject-of the two notable projects which have been
mooted latoly in the Chat pages of both Tax MacowEeT and
“The Gem®* Libraries alike—viz., the reprinting of ﬂ:ﬁi old,
far-back stories of Harry Wharton & Co. and Tom Merry
& (lo.; and the publication of a new serial story dealing.wit
the further adventures of those famous and ;igpular schoolboy
characters, Gordon Gay, Monk & Co., of Rvlcombe Grammar®
Schdol. In regard to the first of thede important matters, .
the best suggestion that has reached me so far s Elm_h_ﬂ:;e
original stories of the chuwms of Greylriari’ nd St. -Jim's
should: be republished story by story, together with' other
interesting reading-.matter, (in the lorm of a

companion journal to THE MaaNeT pp@ SPThE Bem - g out THIRAT I 0e-
I simireas "1 my sl vare sl U B o T
wdvocated -t.hjg_,_;{h]ﬁ"%_-iﬁ . S PTE s pROTE: WL e o Lo wead ol P babd: ok

“haforthcoming for suéh a companion joirnal were ¢
to be carried out. The time is not- quite ripe for a Uay
statement on thi 'ﬁu'lmfﬂ-?.nt subject, but 1 datx assirég my

ager chums that the idea is tpying my thoughts every .
day, and that I will try my very best to give them swhab thoy -
ask for. l1n régard to the second -mMnt-ﬁﬁhe-Gurdﬂn

Gay setial—preparptions aré, I am-glad to say, in a more

advanced state, but the best adviee I can give ardent Gorden

Gayites is to- watch “ The Gem™ Library very carefully for

the next few weeks, and

. Lookr Out for a ﬂm_a't'mrprlsel

REPLIES 'IN BRIEF.

A. W. G. (Wood Green).—In reply to your lettér, I must
tell you that thé correct Emn_nnciation__ of the Greek senior’s
name i3 ‘‘Tonidees ""—with the accent on the last syllable.

Sydney A. B. (Peckham).—I thank you for your letter, and-
am pleased to hear you so Iunf-:sg reading THE MAGNET storios.
In answer to yvour queries, I must tell you that Dutton, the
deaf boy of the Remove Form at Greyfriars, is still at_the
school. “Alonzo Todd has left—for the present, at least. You
pay you read and ﬂhg‘ng odd c-:ﬁtﬂs-at' our popular companion
paper ““The Gem*’ Library. May I suggest that you become
a rogular subseriber? : : _

J. Johasen (Oniario, Canada}.—Thank you for your letter,
Messra, - A. W. Gamage, of Holborn, London, publish a good
book on hypnotism at the smalt cost of about one shilling, -

J. €. R. (Dublin).—TIt is impossible to answer your guestion
definitely. Ihfl colaims have been made to the title of the
world’s strongest man, but it is generally considered that Mr,
Sandow: his dotie more than any other man to justify his
being adcepled as such. i

E. T, O. (Bradford}.-—Thank you for your long and interest-
ing ‘lotter. Tho competition you propose will be considered
amongst the many others of its kind that I receive,

W. Simon (Staffs.).—Thank you for your letiter. You will
hear more about the characters you montion in THE MAGNET
Library in due course.

A, g B. (Mold, N. Wales).—I have taken note of the sug-
estion you make regarding a cortain type of story in THE
gl!.{IHET Library. 5 s
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<7 T the tube wall F{M

¥ blowing ¥ the eggs.

~is to let out the inside of the egg

. fix o glass lid to the box,

BACK NUMBERS -WANTED. = .
Miss I.. Bexdell, 35, Summesmley Street, Karlsfiold: 8.

ﬂiﬁheﬁ to obtain the first twelve numbers-of the halfg
AGNET. _ Vs g bas . oo
F. Linging, 87, Gloucester Road, Neweastle:on-Tyneg

a numbar of old ** Gems” and MAGNET? which he is w

to sell at half price. 3 e .
W. Scott, Winslow, Basingstoke, wishes to exchange ! -

numbers of ““ The Gem ™ and The Magngr Libraries for back™

Miss L. Ensor, Nuneaton, Warwickshire, has Nos. 169, 176, =
179, 183, 184, 'and 186 of * The Boys’ Friend " 3d. Library fof ~
salo at half price. ) - ' a7 2h

C. T. Richards, 10; Ratlway Cottages, Falmouth, Cornwall:
ﬂ:&hm to obtain. back numbers of “The. Gem” and THE .

AGNET. Vit i g

H. Burth, 13, Park Road, Bremtwood, Essex, has baek
nambers of T Maixgr and “The Boys Friend” Sde -
Library-for anle at half -price. S T = e

E. Clarke, 32, Nelson Street, Fis  ‘Bury,- wishes to -
obtain.No. 30 {(“ Tom Merry & Co"} ol **Tho Boys' Fri -‘
&d. Library, : R W 5 S
= ———

- HOW TO PRESERVE BIRDS BGAGS:
To those especially who -have nevir before attompbel s
clean sut an egg, the fﬂ’iluw-ing'.‘ﬁli b w

helpfu]i, Fim:;]' obtain ;I number K.
naturalist, and a glass blowpipe.

at home, only a small piecs mpe
Hoat this tever an-exd

Al ]

b 4 : o P: PR
use, . When -heating 1t do _pot pull out to too [fitkgg

y become a thin glass rod, ail
of no use. e Y L i :

“Thén obtairi a basin of clean warm watér and comnre
_ The first . egi should be carefiy
examined for the best-markéd place, and with. a yery S
neadle a tiny hole should be bored directly opposite this piHs
Then enlarge the hole with one of the amall drills. - This Tig
B, @R it I8 SUrpPrIEIng
what a lot of matter can be forced out of--a small hole, .it
should, if in & large egg, be not. more than.an eighth of an:
inch in diameter, while if it is.in a small oné ltsht?)lldnﬁt :
oxceed a sixtc-.ﬂntr!l'l.*.- R N P T E e
When the hole is bored the egg should b held nﬂi”"'-thﬁ-'h
dish of warm water, with the hole facing downwards. Pla
tha parrow- npturhed end of the %m%mdﬂq': the hiole;
and blow steadily until all the inside mattet of -thé epg His®
been forced ‘out by the air pressure. -~ % 0 TE L
Nexi draw water into tﬂ‘;} glass tubing until 1 ¢
fall. Turn the egg so that the hole is on top, and fotde

water into it and wash by shaking it. “Repeat this - ; T
oBgre
E 3

until every scrap of the egg has been rémoved,” To mé
that every particle of the insidd has bGen esjected songh del--~
lectors pour a small quantity of acid into ¢le shell in the satne: **
manner as the water, and rinse with that, ~This is not abss.
lutely necessary, however. When the .'_’nraﬁhing ‘i, ffndhed:
place the cleaned eggshell on-to s piece-of wl ﬁi!ﬁhﬁhn& g
paper, with the hole facing dewnwards, so. as to alloW the. -
water to drain out and the shell to dry.” - - c-on o o g
Tf the hole bored in the shell ru:t&u;umgtem&;jt:%h{é -
disfigure it." T'o overcome this diffienliy & wmall piece .
Furr;mnd lpa,per. bearing the name and the partioulgrs’of tho-
inding of the egg, should be fastened ovér it.. .. 7 &
Then, when a number of eggs have been obtained and- -
cleaned, they should be placed m a cabinat. 1f thereader- .
has not already a cabinet suitable for E’H}ﬂ‘qﬁtﬂlﬂﬂ ' ‘One.
can eadily be made by procuring a shallow box-a#ill dividing -
the inside into a number of amall com ' fwo.
inches square, and lining, each one with: cotton-woel = Then
and" 2 small cabinet suitable for-

a beginner is complete,

and published by the Prw'hm] at 23, Bouverie Birest, London, England, Agents ior Adstrallns amlmm.mm -
chﬁdi. ,B:ihfnt.md ellington, N.Z ; for Bouth .I_L!Hull:] ﬁgntrﬂglrm ig;ﬁr, L!xl.,uﬂlpn'rawn and ‘Johsnnesburg ; Canada:
‘ 175 Queen Street West, Toromto. Bubscription, 7s per annum. Baturday, June Sth, 1818 . S
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. “THE ST. JIW’S PICTURE PALACE”

;, s the title of i ' grand, long, complete tale of Tom Merry & Co., by Martin Clifford, which is contained in our
'»—@&v
&

n paper,  The Gem ” Library, the cover of whioh is reproduced below. Out on Thursday. Price id.
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