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‘THE ~ FIRET CHAPYER,
The Caravanners. .

JARAVAN, piloted
A Wharton & C(o., the chums of
Groyiviars, lnmbered down the
old FHiglt Street of Friardals,
and many were the glances cast towards
it.
But, however curious it looked to see
the juniors in charge of the gipsy vehicle,
there was no doubt that Wharton
handled the horse well, and some of the
glunces were admiving.

The old High Street was narrow in
places, and though there was little
traffic, what there was was frequently
congested. In a strait, with a butcher’s
cart and a dray in opposition, Wharton
brought off the caraven in {riumph,

it was a half-holiday, and Ilarry
Whairton & Co. had boarded their cara-
van, with the intention of having a jelly
good time in the open country.

Wharton had nmapped out the route.
ITe had a pass from Wingate, the captain
of Greyfriars: which allowed him and his
{riends to cut roll-call.

The chnms had not to get back to
the school until locking-up, which was at

dusk, and at this time ol the year dusk.

was very late,

There was ample time for a really
extensive expedition, and the chums
naturally wauted to get as far as they
could from familiar snrroundings.

So long as they were encircled by
scenes they knew, the seuse of adventure
was to some extent lacking.

Wharton was driving. Bob Clerry
sat on the voof of the caravan, with his
leys dangling down in front, and Hurree
Jamset Ram Singh and Frank Nugent
were on the shafts. Jlazeldene and Billy
Bunter were inside the vehicle,

The Artful Dodger, which, by the
way, was the name Bob Cherry had
given the animal between the shafts, was
on kis best hehaviour., But about a’ mile
out ol Friardale the travellers reached
the first hill of any consequence, and
there the Dodger began to shiow the
cleven {oot.

The pace of the earavan dropped to a
crawl, and all, exeept tho driver, of
comse, walked. But that lightesing of
tha load did not inspire the Dodger with

THe Pexyy Porvear.—-No, 251,

by Iarvy:

"G

new energy, Ile showed szigns of ex-
haustion; and . Boh. .Cherry. uitered an
exclamation of (Jisgust. =~ -

"“The beast!”” he said. “We've been
taken in with this brute, Harry! l.ook
at him Langiug his head ! ile’s fagged
out alreads

1arry Wharton Jaughed.  TTe knew
miore  than  13ob  Cherry did about
hovses.

“That’s all right,” he said. “1It’s only
humbug. e could take thiz hill at the
run if he wanted to. I'll give Iim a
touch up.™

A fick of the whip was all that was
necessary.  The Dodger bucked up at
once, and the cavavan rumbled up the
incline at quite an active rate. 'They
rattled cheerily over the hill, and down
the opposite slope. Then Iarry turned
from the high-road into & rutty lane.

“No good [ollowing the healen
tracks,” le vemarked, as the caravan

began to bump on the ruts of dried mud,
“IVe shall get to the woods this way.”

“Can we get the van throvgh the
trees 7 asked Nugent.

“Yes. yather—gipsies often do.”

' Well, it il be ripping,”’ said. Bob
Cherry. “1I suppose you know this way,
Harry? T don’t.”

“Pve a good idea of it.”*

The coravan bumped on. There was
a glimmer of sunlight on flowing water
ahead, and white stepping-stones glis-
tened iu the bed of a shallow stream.

“All aboard,” said Harry, and those
who were walking jumped into the cara-
van, ‘The Remorve captain brought the
van carefully down to the stream, and
the Artful Dodger took the ford cheey-
fully enough.

Splash t Spla’sh! .

“My hat!” said Bob Cherry,
is exciting ! -

“IfF we get stuck in the sand -—" re-
marked Nugent,

* The excitefuliess will be terrific ™

The water rose round the wheels of
the van and over the axles. ‘Lhe hoise’s
hoofs splashed -up water and sand, In
the middle of the stream the water was
almost up to the floor-boards.

“Get on,” said Hawry, as the Dodger
stopped.

But the horse did not move.

© This

Craclk, crack! raug the whip, and
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then the lash curled round the horse’s
shoulders, Fhe Dodger snorted, but eid
not advance. Tn tha middle of the
stream, with tricklets of waier vreep-
iug in over the floor, the cacavan re-
mained at a standstill,

“Como up !

“ Get on, vou beast!?

“Goigl? .

The whip cracked, and the reing jerked,
But Dodger declined to ‘move. s
looked round once rveproachinllv  ut
Harry, and then hung his head, and ro-
mained stil,

“My hat ! said Bob: Chevry. © This iz
lively ! Me wants us to stay Lere for the
term of our natural lives!”

*The livellness is terrific!”

“The brute!™ muttered Iarrv. *It's
only obstinacy; but if he wou't go ou,
the wheels will get stuck in the 1and, awd
we shall be anchored. One of you fellows
jump down and lead him.”’

“No fear!” said Nugent promptly.
“The water's too wet.  Sce if it's dry en
your side, Bob,*

““No; it's wet over here, too,” grinued
Bob Cherry, “T'm relying on the driver.
Wharton will bring ™ us through ult
right.” .

Barry Wharton laughed rather rie-
fully. ~ As he had taken charge of the
horse, he was bound to bring the caravan
through. But it was no joke to plunge
up to the waist in water ro lead the
obstinate Dodger.  He preferved (o try
the whip again. The Jash curled rousd
the Dodger, but he stuck fast, with =«
grim determination oftener f{onnd in a
donkey than in the equine species.

“He likes that, T believe.” said Bob
Cherry, comfortably perched on the top
of the caravan, and looking down with an
air of detachment upon the scene, as if
he were nothing more than a spectator a.
a show, “Vou'll have to try somethiiys
clse, Ukery,”

" Perhaps the van's too heavy,” said
Nugent, **We might reduce the woeight
by half by throwing Bunter ont.”

Bunter, who was looking out of ane¢ of
the open windows, Dblinked at him in
alarm, not knowing whether he was in
carnest.

“Oh, really, Nugent——"

© Better get on,” said azéldene, look-
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ing out of the other window.
water’'s beginning to come into the s

“You ass!” exclaimed Harvry.
not sticking here for fun!”

“Well, try and get on, you know,
The water’'s coming into-——- v

“Go It, Harey!”

“T'li take the reins, if vou like.”
Nugent. .

Harry sniffcd. He gave the obstinate
Dodger a touch again with the whip, and
the Dodger Lieceded it this time. Tt was
a gentler touch than he had had before,
but perhaps the Dodger thought the joke
had gone far enough, or perhaps he was
tired of standing in the water,

At all events, he made a sudden plunge
forward, and the caravan moved so sud-
denly that the juniors had to cJutch hold
to avoid being thrown off,

But Bob Cherry, sitting In an casy
attitude on the roof, with his legs dang-
ling, had nothing to hold on to. He
made a desperaté grasp at the chiminey.
but missed, and rolled off the roof.

Splash !

FOw-wiw-wewew [

The water splashed up oves the caravan
and the cavavanners as Bob Cherry
plunged into it. Ie went right under,
but the watcer was shaliow, and in a
moment he was on his feet, the stream
flowing round his waist.

“Ow! Oh! Brrerr! Stop for me!”

But the caravan could not stop.

The Dodger, having made up his mind
t0 go on, went on, and the ecaravan
splashed and rumbled through the stream
vapidly, and was dragged un the oppo-
site banks:.

It was ell Wharton could do to handle
the reins, and keep the Dodger from
wrecking the caravan in the mud, or
stranding it in the rushes, without think-
ing of Bob Cherry.  The unfortnnate
junior, drenched and dripping. plungrd
after the van, and scrambled ashere.
gasping.

“Ow!” he roared.
T'm drenched!™

““You do look wet !’ gasped Havev, a:
he turned the caravan into the road
again.  “You iight as well have got
down and led the horse, after all.”

‘“Ha, ha, ha!”

Bob Cherry did not join in the laugh.

Te grunted indignantly. and clambered
inte the van to change his clothes. Billy
Bunter had a fire going to cook the luneh,
but he objected strenuously to Bob using
the stove to dry his clothes. The caravan
rattled on merrily while the dispute
raged inside.

“Youw're making everything wet,
Cherry,” said Bunter warmly. 1 think
vou might show a little morce conzidera-
tion, I do, really.”

“Haven't - I got to change my
clothes 7" roared Bob, who was not in the
best of tempers by this time.

satidd

“Look at me!

“Well, T don’t think ‘you ought to|

make the place sll wet. ~ You're inter-
rupting my work. Look here, couldn't
you sit on the roof and get dry in the
sun? You'd very likely be dry in an
hour or fwo.”

Bob Cherry did not reply in wouds.
He gave Bunter o push on the chest
that made him sit down in a great Larry,
and procecded to chenge his clothes.

IIe stripped off the wet garments and
arranged them round the little stove,
and a thick steam was soon rvising.

Hazeldene went out on the atep at the
back to make more roomi; but RBilly
Bunter sat _on & stool and glowered
through his” Big ‘glasses™ :

“Gimme 4 towel !’ roared Bob, so
suddenly that Bunter ucarly fcll off the
stool.

The juniors had brought towels, in
case they should have an opportunity to
get some bathing. Bob ribbed down his

wet limbs and dripping hair with a rongh
towel, mud felt better. Dut although
the first half of the changing was easy,
it was not so casy to finish.

The caravanners had made no provi-
sion-for such an accident, and there was

o secoud suit of clothes in the caravan.

Job Cherry eyed Bunter grimly.,

% You'd better get those things off, and
let me have them,” he said. “You can
wear-a sack or something for a few
hours.” i
- Whetlhier Bob waa serious or not,
Bunter didn’t know, and he didn't stop
to ingnire. He rolled out of the ‘door
of the caravan, and scrambled up 'in
front on the shaft.

Bob chuckled, and looked round for
some sort of clothing. There was an
ancient pair of trousers in the caravan
that had belonged to the former owner,
and Bob looked at them long and doubt-
fully., But there was nothing else, and
he had to take them -or nothing.
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Hazeldene looked at him and chuckled.
He stripped off the jacket, and Bol
Cherry put it on. It was tight for him:
still, 1t completed his attire, and mad
it possible for him to shew himself in
publie.

The tight schoo!l jacket, and the hugr,
baggy troucers of a loud check, patched
with big patches of different colours,
gave Dob an aspect that made Hazel-
-dene chuckle. The unlucky junior
stepped out into the roed, and ‘as socon
as his comrades caught sight of him,
there was a roar of laughter.

“IHa, ha, ha! Any old clothes!”
gasped Nugent, — -

“Rags and bones!”
Nabob of Bhanipur.
bonefulness of ~our
honourable attire is terrific.

Bob Cheiry suorted.

“1 suppose it does look a picture,” Lo
growled, * All the fault of the silly ass

chuckled the
“The rag and

worthy chumn’s
5

e

The Dodger made a sudden plunge forward, and Bob Cherry, siiting 0
in an easy -attitude on the caravan roof, with hls legs dangling, had g

nothing to hold on to.

and missed, and rolled off the roof.

He made a desporate grasp at the chimney,

Splash !

s
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With a grunt he slipped the garment
on, They swere baggy, and they came
down below his anklcs, but he fastened
them on with his belt, taking in great
folds of the thick cloth, and then rolled
them up at the ankles, till his fect were
clear.

Billy Bunter, who never forgot any-
thing that eould conduce to his personal
com?ort. had brought a pair of slippers,
and Bob immediately put them on,

They were small for him, but he made
them casicr for his toes by cutting some
alits with his pocket knife. Then he gave
Hazeldene o poke in the back that
nearly rolled him into the road.

“Here, hold on!" exclaimed Hazel-
dene, holding on himself.

“Will you iend me your jacket:”
asked Bol.

“1 want it, ass!"”

¢ Liook here, you can go in yeur shirt-
sleeves for a bit—I can’t go about like
this,. TLend me your jacket.”

’

who drives a van and pitches a fellow
overboard.™

My hat!” said Wharton, lookiug ai
him, and bursting into a laugh. “T'd
recommend you to keep inside the van
in that rig, Bob.”

“T'm not going to be shut up in n
rotten van a whole rotten afterncoun.
It's a free country, and I'm not going
to be bottled up to pleas¢ anybody.”

‘“There’s esome cyclists coming!”
grinned Hazeldene.

“Let ’em all come!”

Wharton, fromn his highev seat, saw
the cyclists more clearly, and he gave
a sudden chuckle.

“] say, Bob, better get inside—""

“Rats !

“They’re ladies.”

“1 tell you I won’t go in,” growled
Bob Cherry, a little less resolutely,
however. It was not pleasant to cause
surprise and amueement to lady eyclists,

Tue Pexxy Porriir,~-No. 261,
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end ha could not punch their heads, as
he might have done with eyclists of the
masculine gender. :

“ My hat,” exclaimed Hazeldene sud-
denly, “it’s Marjorie "

“What 17

“It’'s my sister, and Clara.”

‘1011!”

Bob Chierry made one bound into the
oaravan, and slammed the door shut.

The next mement the little blinds were |

rattled cver the little windgws; and then
]iob sat, with hia grip on the handle of
the door, holding it shut and trembling.

s ceimng.

THE SECOND CHAPTER,
Rough on Bob Cherry.

ARJORIE HAZELDENE

M glanced at the caravan, and
recognised her brother, and

the chums of Greyfriars, She

stopped and  alighted from  her
machine, and Miss Clara followed her
example as Hary Wharton drew the
horse to a halt.

The juniors raised " their hats, and
I{urree Singh, in an cxcess of Oriental
politeness, waved his round his head.

“How awfully jolly to meet you!l”
exclaimed Whaston. **You haven’t seen
our caravan yet! A ripper, isn’t she?”

“Yea, isn't it delightful!” eaid Mar-
jorie, in great admiration; and Miss
Clara, who was. addicted to uiangy .ex:
pressions, pronounced. ihat it was
ripping, o .

“Are you in a huiry i asked Nungent.
“You'd like to have a look at it?”

“1 should, very much! XNo, we are
only going to the village, But you must
not allow us to delay you——"

“'Wot a bib of i) Our time's our own
up to half-past eight to-might!” said
}farry Wharton cheerfully,

“Then we chould awfully like to sce
it,” said Misa Clara, allowing Nugent
to tuke her machine aund lean it against
a tree., “What great fun it must be,
earavanining | What a beaatiful caravan
—amil1 whad & sweet horse! 1 suppose
you have all the things for cooking and
g0 on inslde ?”’ i

“Yes, everything,” said Harry, And
then, as Miss Clara went towarde the
door, his face fell a little. Iie suddenly
remembered that Bob Cherry was inside,
too, in his unique and remarkable
clothes,

UHew utterly lovely !

HIi’s close on time. for our- Junch,”
sald Nugent, looking at his watch, “If
you are not hurried for time, you ought
to camp with us for lunch. 1t's near tea-
time, you know—it’s really a high tea.”

“Ws shall be delighted I said Mar-
jorie, -

Bob Cherry, whg heard everythin
from within the van, was not delighted.

As a rule Beb Cherry was willing to
take a great deal of trouble to meet Mar-
jorle Hazeldene, but the present wasg not
one of those occasfons, The idea of ap-
pearing before the astonished Marjorie
m his present attire, and of meeting the
mocking glapces of Miss Clara, made him
turn hot and cold.

[lo was tempted to change back as
suiokly as he could into his clothes, wet
as they were—but he knew he would not
have time, He dared not let go the
handle of the door,

Miss Clara was already trying the door
on_the outside,

“Dear me, the door won'i open |”

That was not surprising, as Bob Cherry
was holding it Inside. Nugent hurried to
the rescue, '

“Won't it? et me iry !

Hazeldene chuckled, and Biliy Bunter
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| juniors camped,

let off a cachinnation that startled the

‘birds on the trees overhead. ~ Nugent
wrenched at the door. B
“Hallo, Bob!"” he calicd ont. *Open

the door!” .
“TIs Cherry in there?” asked Marjoric
in surprise.
“Oh, yes! Open the door, Bob!?
Thero was no reply, and the door did

not open.

“Perhaps he's asleep:” suggested
Marjoric,

“QOh, no, he isn’t! Open the door,
Bob !*

Nugent wrenched at the handle, and
the door came open. There was no help
for it now, and Bob gave himself up for
ost.

Marjorie and Clara started back in sur-
surprise and alarm as a strange figure
appeared in the doorway of the earavan.

It was Bob Cherry, with flaming
checks! -

“My goodness ! exclaimed Clara,

“Dear me!™

“I—I—YT'm sorry to startic you!” said

Bob.

“Oh dear, it’s Cherry !

“Yes, I'm Cherry,” said Bob, with a
furious glance at Nugent, who was
doubled up with mirth. *1
Stop that cackling, Frank. or I'll jump
on you!” :

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Nugent. “I re-
member how you cackled when ] was
lﬁoy—fcouting in girls’ clothes! Ha, ha,
al? . :

“Shut upl®?

“a, ha, ha!®

Marjorie and Clara joinnd in  ihe
lavghter—they could not help it. Bob
Cherry’s appearance was so utterly
absurd that an owl might have been
excused for laughing, But as she saw
the Jook of resl vexation on Bob’s face,
Marjorie became grave agein at once,

“Oh, please forgive me!” she mur-
mured. “But—but—-"

“But you do look—cer—add,
know !” gasped Miss Clara.
Bob Fhei'ry's face relaxed.
“Wel,l I suppose it is a bit odd,” he
said. ‘' You see, I was ducked ih the
stream over yonder, owigg to the way

you

Wharton was driving—

Y Here, draw it mild, Bob !”

“Qwing to Wharton’s rotten driving,”
said Bob firraly. “And I had to get a
change somehow, and this was the best T

could do. I sappose it’s funny.”
“Funny isn’t the word!” pgasped
Nugent. *Bunter, get your camera{”

*“Don’t you do anything of the sort}”
roared Bob Cherry.
camera near me, Ull jump on it}”

“Oh, really, Cherry——"

“Here's a jolly spot for cammping!”
said Harry Wharton, poiniing to a patch
of rich grass under the shelter of the
trees by the roadside, * There's a spring
on the other side of the hedge, too, If
you're golng to he outside the van, Bob,
you’d better put a coat on.”

“Jt’s too jolly hot for a coat.”

“ Well, take your choice ! said Harry,
laughing, “This' road_is pretty fre-
quently vsed, and you will get chipped |”

“We might put him in a cage, and
charge for admission to see hinmy,"” sug-
gesicd Nugent, “T'd write » notice—— A
Jolly Good Laugh, Twopence a Time !’ !

“Oh, cheese 1t1” growled Bob, * Per-
haps Y'd better put the coat on.”

And he did.

“FHE "THIRD CHAPTER,
" Ladigg te Tea.

HE cairavangwas drawn up at the
roadside, and the horse was
tothered in the griss to feed, re-
leased from the:harness while the

ed. Billy Bunter was soon
husy at the stove in the van. R

“If you bring that-

Tt was a ho# afternoon, ind the stove
in the van made the intevior decidecd]
sultry. But Billy Bunter did not mimiv
He took off his jacket and rolled up his
cuffs and set to work.

"Whilo Bunter was poaching eggs an<l
cutting up corned-beef and hread-and-
butter, the juniors dragged out stools and
cushions to make seats for the girls,

From the spring in the feld fresh: watcr
twwes obtained in abundance, and Banter
was impressed with the necessity of ‘eaie-
fully boiling it befors using, in case. of
accidents, Ae it was only wanted to make
tea, however, that caution was hardly
needed, as Bunter wasn't lilely to brew
with cald water,

Plates and other crockery were in ihe
van in abundance, A few of them had
belonged to the previoue gipsy owuer,
but most bad been bought by the juniors
to stock the van, There were more than
enough plates and cupe—a rather tmusual
state of things at a junior feed.

Billy Bunter, glowing with heat and
hospitality, came out of the van with -
a huge dish loaded vp with poachéd eggs,
all done to a turn and piping hot.

“Ripping 1’ said Nugent. “You're
worth vou weight in gold, Bil'r, when
it comes to cooking,*

*I'm sincerely g%a'd TOW can appreciate
me in some réspects, Nugent. 1'd like
to see your feed if I hadn't come wiih
you.’>

“You'd alwave like io see a feoed,
wounlde’t you:”

“1 mean—-~

“Pass the eggs! You're keeping Mar-
jorie waiting.”~ -

Eggs and corned beef, and ham and
watercress and radishes, and huge piles
of bread-and-butter and cake, ma.(%c a
Innch that was very enjoyable to hungry
Juniors, but it was a little tod solid for
the girfs to do it full justice.

However, they did their best: though
if they had caten lalf of what their hoests”
wanted them 1o-eat, they would lLave
rivalled Billy Bunter,

Theé tea proceteded merrily, and Billy
Bunter beamed with delight al the keen
appreciation shown for his cocking, The
tea was pronounced delicious.

ST say, you fellows, this is really rip-
ping i” <aid Billy Bunter. “I suppese
we'd better have a bit of a rest after Lea,
hadn't we? Tl give you some ventrilo-
quism if you like,”

*Give us some cake Instead,” caid Bob
Cherry, passing his plate, ’

“*Oh, really, Cherry—-"

“Hallo! What are you doing here.?%

The campers started and looked round
towatrds the road. A man in the garb
of a keeper, with a gun in the hollow of
his arm, had stopped, and wae staring
angrily at them, They looked at him
without replying.

4 YWhat are you dolng here 7™

Wharton’s temper began to rise at ihe
hull?ng tone, but he answered quieily :

“I should think you,could see-—-we arc
What business

3

having {ea,
yours "’

“This is private land.”

“I ~vas not aware of that.2

“Well, you're aware of it now.” said
the man roughly, *“There’s a notice up
at the end of tﬁ'e lane warnigg you not
to picnic on the grass. Get off at once !’

“We shall do mothing of the sort,”
said 1Tarey quietly,  “Tf the land s
private it ought to he enclosed. You
can get on.”’

f“Get off this land!? eaid the ‘keeper
angrily. R )

The girls began to look a little-scarcd,
but the boys did not. Esen if they had
been trespassing thiey. would never bave
given in to a bully,  The man’s tone and
manner were quite énough to put theis
Jhacks vp at -once, :

is it of
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There was a ditch between the grass-
land and the public road, but no fence of
any sort, and the ditch was covered in
for a considerable part of its length, ren-
dering access easy.

Whether or not they were entitled to
camp there, the Greyfriars juniors did
not mean to be ordived off by a buliy.
And Harry suspected very strongly that
the keeper was only attempting to extort
a tip, which he determined not to give.

* Are you going *” shouted the man,

“No 1

“Then T'l Ishift you!”

And, leaning the gun against a tree, ke
laid his hands roughly upon Harry e
shoulders. Wharton's eyes blazed. His
fist came up like lightning, and it caught
the fellow under the chin with a hammexr-
like blow, .

The feeper staggered back helplessly,
and, losing his footing on the edge of the
ditch, went backwards into it with a
splash.

There was more mud than water in
the ditch, and when the man scrambled
to his feet he was a shocking sight. IHe
was smothered with mud from head to
{oot, and almost stultering with rage.

The juniors grinned at his appearance,
and even Marjorié and Clara smiled,
alarmed as they were.

Bob Cherry picked up the caravan
whip, and made the lash whistle in the
air,

hand, as they pedalled away. They
looked back and waved their hands at
the bend of the lane, and then disap-
peared towards Friardale.

“We'd better get on, t00,”  said
Nugent. “Lend us o hand with the
horse.”

The Dodger scemed secmewhat unwill-
ing -to resume his place between the
shafts. But as he had been tethered, he
had no chance to show his heels, and he
was brought up to the van.

Nugent backed him into thoe shafts, and
very nearly backed lum over Billy
Bunter, who got in the way. The har-
ness was adjusted, and in less than five
minutes the caravan was rolling merrily
along tho road once again.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
The Man Behind the Qun.

HE sun was sinking lower in the
I west, and the strecam was red in
the sunset, while the shadows
lengthencd in the wood. The
Greyfriars juniors had just caten their
last ‘meal of the day, and they lay lazily
at rest in the grass, with a sense of
luxurious idlengss that was very plea-
sant to lads who were usually hard and
keen workers. A glorious summer after-
noon was drawing to its close.
“*This is ripping!” said Bob Cherry
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picked up the {rying-pan and Iurres
Singh a stick. Hazeldene and VWharton
clenched their fists—they had no weapotis
at hand.

The three ruffians had cudgels in their
hands, and if they attacked 1t was likely
to go hard with the juniors of Grey-
feiars. Aud therc was little doubt of
their intentions. .

“Hold on, there!™

It was Bob Cherry’s voice
caravau.

The junior was losking oul of the
window, and in his hands glimmeved a
levelled gun.

Wharton started at the sight of it.

The gun had been slung on the wail

from tie

‘inside the caravan, but he kuew per-

fectly well that it was a wuscless oll
weapon belonging  to  ‘l'elengro, the
gipsy, and that therc was no ammuni-
tion for it in the cavavan.

But Bob Cherry's face was grim and
threatcning. He had levelled the guu
through the van window, and his ege
glanced along it in a businesslike
manner, His finger wsx on the trigger,
and the muazle of the gun bore directly
upon the threc poachers.

They stared at him dumbfounded.

Through the little window of the
caravan they could only sec the levelled
gun, and the threatening lace of the boy
ehind it. h )
“Hold on ™ saidl Bob Chervy. * Throw

i
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FRIEND.

“I give you one second to clear,” ho
said grimly.

The man lookced at himn, and cleared.
Ile shook his fist et the juniors as he
‘went tramping furiously down the rcad.
Bob threw down the whip.

“Good riddance,” he sdid, seating him-
sell again. * What a beast!”

‘“He may come back,”
(lara.

Wharton laughed earelessly.

*“If he does he shall go into the ditch
azain,” "he eaid. ‘“Never mind him'!
Avother cup of tea for Marjorie, Billy."”

“Certainly,” said Dunter, taking up
the teapot. “You handled that chap
well, Wharton., I was just going to tackle
him myself; but I'm glad you did it.
If T had been roused I might have hurt
hira too much.”

The tea finished cheerfully, without
any sign of the discomfited keeper. In
the merry chatter over the teacups the
incident was forgotten.

Marjorie rose to her feet at last.

““We must get on,” she said. **Thank
you so much ; it was a splendid tea.”

*Ripping ! said Miss Clara cheerily.

 Wharton and Nugent wheeled the
bicycles into the road, and the two girls
mounted, while the juniors stood, hat in

murmurcd

drowsily. “Jolly ripping!
like to be & gipsy.”

“ And mend cans for a living ?" asked
Harry, laughing.

“Therc’s worse ways of getting a liv-
ing than that,” said Bob scntentiously.
‘*“There’s that chap who paid. us a visit,
for instance. Speaking of him, we
haven’t seen him again.”

“No; I hope we sha'n’t, either.”

There was & rustle in the thickets.
IHarry raised his head, and looked round,
The unext moment he was upon his feet.

* Jump up, you chaps!”

The juniors scrambled up.

Three rough-looking fellows had come
out of the thickets—one, the man in the
gaiters, whose face was still greasy from
the frying-pan—and two more very like
him in appearance.

Billy Bunter gave them one blink, and
scuttled into the caravan. Bob Cherry,
for a reason of his own, followed him.

Harry siood erect,  facing the three
ruffians as they advanded. There was an
unpleasant gvin cn the greasy face of
the leader. .

“I've kim baek,” he remarked.

“I see you have,” said Harry. “ What
do you want?”

. The juniors drew together. ° Nugent

I t}}iuk rd

those cudgels down, or 'l pull the
trigger. Quick !”

‘he ruffians glaved at him furiously.
One cudgel, and then another, went into
the grass, but the man in the gaiters still
gripped his savagely.

“You dare not!” he =

“You'de better not tr;

“You dare not fire!”

Bob Cherry pressed the trigger alightiy
so that the hammer began to risc.

The ruffian changed colour.

* Now theun,” satd Bob crigply, “I give
you while I count two, and if the stick
jsu’t down by then I pull the trigger,
and you take the consequences.”

“Hang you! I--1 h

“One

“I will not——"

“Two I” roared Bob.

‘Stop ! Stop!”

The cudgel claltered down ov . the
others,

“Just in time!” said Bob Cherry.
“Pick up thoie cudgels, kids!” )

The juniors quickly obeyved.

“N get off, you

ellad. ¢
nre 7

Now,

Quick ! -

The rascals glarod at Lim in lelpless

tage.  They had expected to find casy
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victims at the -juniors’ camp, but the
sight of the guu had complete!y turned
the tables upon them, 'They were not
prepared to face firearms; amnd what
added to their alarm was the knowledge
that a gun with a boy's finger on the
trigger wasn't a safe thing to be near,
anvway. ldven if Bob did not intend to
fire, the gair might go off at any moment.
“Sharp’s the word !” said Bob, making
motion with the guin.  “ Clear off 17

* You young hound——"

“ Are you going ?”

I'he men exchanged glances of helpless
rage, and turned away. They plunged
into the thickets.

The foliage rustled {or a few moments,
and then was silent.

They weve gone.

Bob Cherry came out of the van, grin-
ning, with the ancient gun in his hand.
Scen at close quarters, old Telengro’s
gun did not look go dangerous. The pro-
bability was that if it had been loaded
atul discharged, it would have burst.

“My only hat!” gasped Nugent.
“What a bluff ! .

“The bluff-fulness was terrific !

“Ha, ha, ha'” roared Bob. *Y won-
der ‘what those jobnnies would say if
they knew the gun hadn’t been loaded
for a dog’s age””

“ Ha, ha, ha !’ .

The juniors laughed loud and long over
the adventurc—as they could afford to
do now, DBut for Bob’s promipt action,
Loweter, it would probably bave ended
very different!y.

Billy Bunter blinked rvound the door
of the caravan as. he leard the reassur-
ing sound of laughter.

“Are they gone?”

“Ha, hal  Yes.  Tou can come out
now!” - '

Y Oh, really, Vascline--—"

s quite sale,” eaid Nugent. “You
can show yourself.”

“Oh, really, Nugent, I liope you
didn’t think T was getting in the cara-
van hecanse I was afraid! 1 was just
going for my camera.” .

“Your camera!”

“Yes I was going to—to take a snap-
ahot of those rotters, you know !

“Ha, ha, ha !

“Ob, really, you [ellows-——-"
“1a, ha, ha'l”

Y

Bunter blinked indignantly at  the
laughing juniors, but it made no differ-
ence.  Bunter as a lhero was not to be

holioved in.  His [riends would sooner
have helicved in the reality of the remit-
tances he was always expecting. -

“We'll keep these  cudgels,”  said
Nugent.  “They may come in handy.
We may come across those brutes again,
¢nd they’d rob us as soon ae look at us
if they had a chance. About time we
harnessed up, ¥ think.”

“Yes, rather! We'll go home by way
of Linford, and over the hill.”

“1lelp vs cateh the Dodger, then i

“0b, he's all right 1 said Bob Cherry
contidently.  “J can get Inm easily
vnough. He's given up lis little tricks,
I think.”

And Bob Cherry walked ever to where
ihe Dodger was lazily veposing in the
grass,  The horse looked at him out of
the corner of his eye.

“Come on, old hoss1” said Bob, wiih
the collar in his hand ready to slip over
the horse’s head. *“Come ou!”

The Dodger whisked to his feet.

He liad heen sleepy and drowsy for
some time, but now that he was wanted
tn draw the caravan le became lively
all of a sudden.

Bob reachad the collar lowards him,
and Dodger calmly dodged it. Bob tried
Lo get hold of his mane, but it was fossed
away from bis reach. Then the horse
backad away, keecping his cyes upon Bob.
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“Dodger !
hoss !”

But Dodger persisted in backing away.
Boly Cherry looked round at his grinning
chume.

*Youw'd better lend me a hand, you
chaps !

“Ha.
rather I
* “Tha ratherfulness is terrific!” -

Wharton, Nugent, Hazeldene, and
Hurree Singh approached the horse on
diffevent sides. Harry rather regretted
now that he had not either tethered or
hobbled the horse; but the Dedger had
been so good that he had not thought it
necessary, especially as the wood was too
thick for him to etray. But he did not
know the Dodger vet.

With five juniors round him, closing in
on him, and the thick wood behind, the
horse seemed certain to be caught. ~But
the Dodger was never at the end of his
resources. He euddenly whinnied, and
ran right at ITazeldene, and the junior
weakly jumped out of the way and lct
him pase.

. The Dodger dashied on, and plunged
into the thickets, and was lost to sight
i a moment,

Podgy! Come on, old

ha! I think we had better--

THE FIFTH OHAPTER.
Camping OQut.

i HEW !~
“My hat! He's gone i
“ The heast !’

‘Lhe juniors stood in a
fgroup, staring after the horse. The Art-
ul Dodger could be heard irampling and
plun‘%ing in the ihickets.

“We've got to get him .7 zaid Ilaury.
“ Come on ! X

“Right you are ™%

And they dashed In pursuit of tle
steed,

The Arvtful Dodger looked at them
from the bushes, and allowed them to

‘come_quite close, apgd It seemed as if he

would be caunght peacefully; but all of
a sudden he threw up his hecls and tore
away.
This time he did not stop.

he juniors leard him plunging
through the thickets, but though they
rushed after him, the sounds econ died
away in the wood.

They halted at last, breathless and
excited.

“He's gone—the brute!” growled
Nugent. *What asses we were to give

him the chance! X ruppose we shall get
him back some time !”’ :

“We' shall have to pay Mileom to a
pretty tune if we don’t,” said ITazel-
dene.

“Oh, he’ll turn up!” Harry remarked
slowly. “But we can’t gel Lim mnow.
I'-Io’s, gone, What the dickens are we ta
do?

“Give it up.”

“Wae can't walk back to Friardale from
this .distance, and we can’t abandon the
caravan, Xt was lent to us.”

“Quite true!”’

“There’s no capturing that beast now.
What the diclkens——" :

l““And we shall have to stay out, that's
all!” -

“And camp in the woed all night!”
said Bob Cherry gleefully. “ 1t will he
rippiug fun!”

“Tt won’t be fun facing the ITead to-
morrow, though.” ]

“Well, this is beyond our control,
too,” said Bob Cherry. *That beast of
a lorse is beyond’ anybody’s control, I
should think.” :

“Something in that. I suppose we shall
have to take our chance.?”

“ It will be great fun!

“ No doubt—in a way.”

They returned to the camp.

3

Bunter

was awaiting them there, and method-
ically finishing up the cold haw and beef,

“Got the horse?” he asked.

“Yes; he’s in my waistcoat-pocket,”
said Bcb Cherry sarcastically.

“Oh, really, Cherry! If vou haven't
got the horse, how on earth are we to
get back to Greyfriars? It's high time
to start.”

“We're going to camp herc all night 1"

Bunter jumped up in alarn.

“You're joﬁy well not! Why, those
brutes might come back and knock us all
on the head in the dark! We can’t sfop
here. Can’t you find the horse?”

“Of course we ean’t, ass, or we should
have doné it !”

“Ifay, you fellows, I can't stop herel

“Then clear of!” said Bob Cherry.
% Nobody wants you to stay, ihat 1 know,
of ! Get off the earth!” )

“I can’t possibly walk to Greylviars,

and you know that jolly well! I'm ex-
hausted already!”

‘“Well, shut up, then!”

“Look here, couldn’t you chaps
rranage to pull the caravan? 1 could

get inside, and, with you five fellows
tugging at the shafts, yon ought to be
able to manage it, I wish yon wouldn’t
go away while I'm talking, Wharton!
Listen to me! ”

But no one was listening, and Bunter
desisted at last in. disgust. The sun was
sinking, and it would be sooner dark in
the wood than in the roads, and the
juuiors had their preparations to make
for the camp.

There was certainly ncthing clse to
be done; they lad to camp out for the
night, :

The distance to Greyflriars was great,
and if they had walked it they would
certainly mot have arvived there till
hours after locking-up. And after an
afternoon spent on the road, none of
them felt inclined for a record walk in
the dark lanes. ] .

And, in spite of the hour of veckon-
ing on the following day, there was some-
thing very taking in the idea cof camp-
ing out all night. It was a real
adventure, at all events—and the juniors
were only half sorry that they were com-
pelled to do it. .

They began by collecling a hnge pile
of firewood for the fire, to keep it going
all night. Warm as the day had been,
the night was likely to-be colder, and
the juniors were not provided with the
necessaries for camping-out.

There were only two coats in the party.
aud no bhedding or blankets in the
caravan. In the caravan, too, it was
herdly possible for six fellows to sleep—
there wasn’t room. And on the bare
boards their sleep would have been de-
cidedly nncomfortable.

But in the rich, thick grass, heside a
glowing, ruddy camp-fire, there was no
reason why a comfortable night should
not he spent. *

Heoaps of grass and ferns and leaves
were gathered o furnish them with
beds, and the fire wa< banked up with
woaud. 'The deeper and deeper silence of
the wood as darkness descended was
somewhat awesome to the boys.

Billy: Bunter cast many uneasy glances
into the deep shadows of the trees, and
he carripd a licap of ferns and leaves
into the caravan, to pass the night therc.
He intended to fastem himself in, and
if any danger should arise it was not
likely that the fat junior would show
himself.

e was allowad to do as he liked, aul
he did it with an injured expression, as
if he had something very much up
against his comrades for getting bim into,
this scrape.

By the time the sun had gone the
juntors had finished getting ready for ihe
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night. and the aspeet of the camp was
really cosy.

The ruddy fire leaped and danced, re-
fected on the siream and the glimmering
foliage of the {rees round the camp.

Czke and hot coffee formed the supper
of .the Grexfriars caravanners, and they
enjoyed it greatly. By the time it was
disposed of they were sleepy enough.

Billy Bunter crept into the caravan,
Tastened the door, and laid down to sleep
in lis bed of ferns, and soon unmelodious
snores werce heard proceeding from the
interior of the Saucy Susan.

The juniors laid round the fire, with
their feet towards it, half-hidden n the
ferny” beds, and one by one they dropped
oft to sleen.

There was no nced to keep watch, for
Harry did not believe that the poachers
would return; and, besides, it was
hardly possible for anyone to approach
tiie camp through the thickets without
making sufficient noise to awaken some
of them.

The Gre grew less ruddy as the fuel
wis consumed, and long, dark shadows
played to and fro aver the camp.

he woods were strangely, eerily
siiont, save for the faint rustling as
wnimals stole forth from their coverts
in the gloom.

A stoat looked out of the thickets and
blinked at the twinkling fire, and-rabbits
scuttled through the grass within reach
of the sleeping juniors.

They slept soundly—the of
liealth and fatigue,

Suddenly, through the silence, a londer
sound became andible,

It was the sound of rustling fcliage
and the parting of twigs as a leavy
Body brushed threngh.

Sl the juniors slept on.

sleep

The fire was dying down now, and the
red glow of what was left was dull, and
yave only a dim light a few feet away
from it.

The noise in the thickets came closer.

tTayry Wharton started, and awole.
Tle aat up in the grass, rubbing his eyes,
and looking round him dazedly, He ilﬂd
been dreaming of the school, and lhe
woke up expecting to find himself in bed
in the Remove dormitory at Greyfriars.

“In a moment, however, he realised
where he was. [e shivered a little,
and stretched oul his hand for fuel to
wmake up the fire. As he did so he
started, and his hand was arrested.

The noise in the thickets caught his
ear, aud he remained still, breathing
havd, listening.

Crackle, crackle, crackle!

It was tho parting of twigs and leaves
as o body was pushed through the under-
growth. The thouglit of the poachers
rushed into Harry’s mind at once.

He was upon his fect the next moent,
grasping the cudgel e had laid by his
side in {he ferns, in case it should be
wanted.

Crack. crackle. creal!

Somebody. or' something, was ap-
peoaching the camp slowly and cantiously
w the darkness,

ITarry Wharton stooped and shook his
companions into wakefulness.

“Iallo. hallo, Lallo !” murmured Bob
Cherry drowsily.

*What's the matter ?”

“Someone is coming!”

¢ Phew !

Bob Cherry jumped up. Nugent and
Hazeldene and Hurree Singh were up in
another second, grasping their sticks.
They lstened intently in the darkness
and silence of the lonely wood.

Crackle, crackle!

Closer and closer the sound came (o
the camp, and then suddenly ceased.

THE S8IXTH CHAPTER.
A Night Out!

ARRY WHARTON listencd with
almost painful intensity.  Who-
ever it was that was approaching
the camp, had stopped suddenly

when within a dozen paces of them. The
thickets hid the intruder.

“He’s seen us " muttered Bob Cherry.
“There’s enough [ire to show us here.
He knows we’re awake.”

“T,00ks like it.” .

“Tt must be those rotters again,”
murmured Nngent.,

“No doubt.”

Y1lang it, T wish they'd show them-
selves|”

The juniors all wished that keenly.

Whaterer foecs they had to [ace, it was
better to face them thau to wait there
with beating hearts and thrilling nerves,
listening.

The minutes slowly passed away. Fach
one seemed like an hour to the group
of juniors, standing there weapon in
Irand, with thunping hearts.

throngh the dry fern and boughs, and
blazed in radiance over the camp.

In an instant the whole scene was as
light as by day, and the flame danced
upon the foliage and the glistening
waters of the stream.

The light reanimated the juniors; in
the light danger was not so unnerving
as in the darkness.

‘“Suppose you hail him,” said Nugent.
“It will show the cad we Lknow he's
there, anyway.”

Harry nodded; hLe was thinking the
same himself. | He watched the thicket
steadily as he called out,

“JTIallo, there!”

The silent wood eclioed back Lis shout,
Dbut that was the only roply. A thonsand
echoes seemed to die away in tha glades.
Then there was silence again,

“ Hallo. there! Who are you?"

“You!” rang back the cchoes cf ihe
wood. But no voico replied.

“Show yourself, you cad!” shouted
Bob Cherry. *“Show yourself, you
measly worm, if youwre not afraid to!”

W i%
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Crack, crack! rang the whip, and the lash curled round the horse’s

shoulders.

The Dodger enorted, but did not advanpe.

In the middle of

the stream, with tricklets of water creeping In over the floor, the

caravan remained at a standetill.

There was worse to follow!

{
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Still no sound came from the stranger.

“He's gone!” muttered Bob Chervy
at last.

Wharton shook his lhead.

“We should have heard him go, Bob.”

“lrue!”

“Jlang him!" muttered Hazeldene
nervously. ¢ What is he lurking there
for, then? Why doesn’t he come or go?
Suppose we go for him?” .

“There may be a gang of them,” said
Nugent.

They waited aud listened. They started
anxiously as there was a rustle In the
thicket. It was andibie for a few
moments, then dead silence again,

Harry Wharton gritted his teeth.

He watched the thicket from which he
expected the attack. while Bob Cherry
threw a mass of fuel upon the fire, and
stirred i with his cudgel |

The fire smoked blackly for some
scconds, and then the flams shot up

i

Still  silence, save fov ihe cchoes.
Wharton's eyes glinted.

“Look here, we'll have <him out—ox
them—whichever it is!” he coxclaimed.
“We can't go to sleep again without.
Come on!”’

“Right-ho !~ .

And Harry Wharlon ran towards the
thicket. There was a sudden rustling,
and he heard the stranger moving hastily
away. The sounds of retrcat encouraged
the boys. They rushed on resolutely.
Bob Cherry éaught his foot in a trailing
root, and went heavily to the ground,
and Nugent rolled over him.

“Hallo, hallo, Tallo!” gasped Boln
“Cerroff I
“Oh! Ow! T'm huart!”

In the darknegs of the thicket tue
sounds of falling and gasping voices
naturally gave tho otheps the impression
that a fight was gojng on. Wharton and

Tue Pexyy PortiLan.— No, 251,
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ITurree Jampet Ram Singh dashed upon
e spot, with ITazeldence close behind.

“Got him?"” gasped Wharton.

“Ow! J—— e

Nugent gasped as Hariry, falling over
hin in the darkness, came a cropper, an
humped him heaviiy upon Bob again.

“Tallo!” exclaimed Harry. “1Is that
von, Nugent?”

“Ow! Yese Groo! Fathead! Yes.”

“Well, T conldn’t see you. leve you
got him?”

“Ive gov a silly dummy celled Bob
Cherry.” :

“Oh

The juniers, breathless and a little
Lraised,” scrambled to their feet. They

snon  discovered that only themselves

were in the thicket. PBnt from the wood
came the sound of rustling repeated.

* He's going 1”7 gasped Nugent.

Ilarry Wharton listened keenly.

“ITc’s going towards the stream,” he
said in a-whisper. e wants to sneak
into the camp, T expect, while we're out
here in the tangle.  Come an-—only keep
together this time! It's no good rush-
ing in the dark.”

“Right you. are!
Irim ! '

More cautionsly this time the juniors
erept through the thickets. 'The rustle
of the stranger ahead guided them. He,
too, must have heard the brushing of
the boys through the undergrowth, but
scemingly it did not alarm bhim. The
scund of his movements ceased.

“He's got as far as the stream,” mut-
tered Harry.

Bob Cherry clutehed his arm suddenly.

“Listen !”

Tet's get after

“What-——"
“He's drinking 7
“Phew! My bat!™”

There was no doubt about it. From
the darkness towards the stream came a
sound of lapping and trickling water, as
if someonc were drinking greedily of
the streamn.

“Peast ! muttered Bob Cherry, in
disgust.  “IIc¢’s lupping up the water
like an anjmal.”

“It's a chance teo catch him now.
Clome on !’

They erept  forward  through the
bushes. In this spei the undergrowth
grew right down to the water’s edge.
and in the shallow water, and they had
to part the branches and foliage as they
advanced. The sound of the drinking
grew louder and clearer, and then sud-
denly stopped. .

“Careful noy ! whispered Bob.

There was a crashing i the thicket by
the stream, as if the drinker were turn-
i rouud to conie back the way ke had
gone.

The juniors halted abruptiy.

“Tlarey grasped bis cudgel hard.

- “TI¢’s eoming back!” he whispered.
“No need to go on any further.”

“1le must have heard us.™

“Well, he's coming back,
a5 if he's going to walk right into us.

Z\Iin(,'l ‘how you handle those sticks.
Don’t brain one another. You ean’t sce
an_inch in the dark here. Collar the

cad if-you can without hitting him.”

Tt sounds |

“That's sensible !” .

“Ay worthy chum is right,” mur-
mured the Nabob of Bhampur. ““Ifthe
esteemed asses use the sticks in the dark-

fulness, the brainfulness will be terrific”-

“Quiet 1”7

“Ready!”

Crackle, erackle, crackle!

The stranger was coming right on {o
them. ’

-The junjors waited with Dbeating
hearts. They could hear a souml -of
heavy breathing now. The darkness -in
the trees was so intense that Harry could
not sce his hand before his face. He
could ouly-wam—and-listen. :

A thed] ran through him as he [feltta
hot breath on his face. -~ - :

Something ran against him in the

darkness, and he grasped at it despe-

rately with both hands.

“Here he is!” he shricked.  “Give
in, you scoundrel! Ah! Oh, my hat!”
“(ot him ¢ shricked Bob Cherry.

“Yes, but Ia, ha, ha!”

“Th? What?”

“[a, ha, ha!”

It scemed to the astounded chums thai
Wharton had suddenly gone into hys
teries.

ITe was chricking with breathless
inughter.
“What's the matter?” reared Bo®

“Who is it7 What ”

“Ia, ha, ha!”

Bob groped in the darkness, and hi
lands trailed through a horse’s manc
In & moment the truth burst upon him.

“My hat! The Dodger!”

“What?” roared Nugent.

“The~Artful Dodger! Ha, ha, ha!”

It was the horse!

The utter absurdity of the situatio
inade the juniors shriek. The wander
ing steed had come back to drink at th
stream, and perhaps the light of th
camp-fire had attracted him.

He had blundered into the juniors
But Harry, surprised and startled as he
was, and gasping with merriment, dic
not let go his mane. The Artful Dodge:
had been caught, and was not to h¢
allowed to go again.

But to do the Dodger justice, he didn’t
scem to want to go.  Havry led him
through the thickets into the camp, and
he went as quietly as a lamb. His look
was as innocent as a babe’s.

He seemed quite unconscious of the
fact that he had given anybody any
trouble; in fact, he gave a pleasant little
whinny, which was possibly by way of
joining in the general merriment.

“You bounder!” said Harry, as he
slipped the collar over the horse’s head.
“You won’t get logse again in a hurry!
Now we've got the hoss, kids, we'd
better break eamp—and we shall be at
Greyfriars by inorning. We can take it
in turns to drive and to sleep in the cara-
van.

“Good wheeze !”

“The wheeziness is terrifie.”

The Artful Dodger was harnessed o
the caravan. He submitted with exem-
plary meckness, and rubbed his muzzle
on Harry's shoulder.

Then Harry taking the first turn at
leading the horse, the caravan moved off
through the shadowy woods. The
juniors remained behind for a few
moments to stamp out every remnant of
the camp-fire. .

There was a sudden yell from within

the caravan. .
Ow! Stop! What

“Hallo!
yow !”’

Bunter's head came cut of the window.
ITe was minus his glasses, and, anyway,
it was too dark for him to sec anything.
IIc was yelling to the juniors.

““Stop! I say, yon fellows—— Oh!
Ow! The van’s going over! They're
sarrying me off ! Rescuel”

“{Ta, ha, ha!” roared Bob Chcrry.
“T can sce anybody carrying Bunty off !
It’s all right. Billy, We're going home,
that's all. The hoss has come back.”

Bunter gasped.

“Oh, that’s all right, then! I woke
ap suddenly, and—and-——" .

“ And being so brave, you——'
. “Oh, really, Cherry! 1t's all right—
I'll go to sleep again.”

*Open the door first.” .

“I'd rather keep it fastened.”

“If you don’t open that door instanter,
#¢’lIl make you wallk all the way!”
owled DBob.  “’Nuff said—open the
loor 17 ;

And Bunter thought he had beiicr
pen it. Bob Cherry and Nugent got

ito the van, and Hazeldene and the
‘abob sat in the front and snoozed
here, while Wharton led the horse.

Harry remained in charge of the
Jodger until they were out of the wood,
id  then he slept in the van while
Nugent drove along the lanes.

Taking it in turns to look after the
sorse, the caravanners slowly but surely
overed the ground, but the daswn was
reeping up the sky when they rumbled
into the village of Friardale.

They were carly risers at Mr. Mil-
som’s, and the gates were open when the
Seucy  Susan  arrived.  Mr.  Milsom
‘ooked relieved to see ther

“Blessed if T didn’t think something
1ad happencd to you!” he said. * You’ll
get into a row up at the school! I sent
1 message to the doctor about where
vou'd gone!”

The juniors were thinking so, ton, as
they pedalled back to Greyiriars on the
bicycles. Dr. Locke was already up, anid
his look was very secrious when the
juniors reported themselves to him.

“1 suppose you were not to blame, in
a way,” he said at last. ““1 received Mr.
Milsom’s message, or I should have been
very anxious indecd. I was anxious—but
I suppose that, under the circumstances,
you were not to blame. All the same,
I really think that this expedition had
better be the last. I shall not punish
you, but I cannot allow you to take the
caravan out again unless you have a
senior with you in charge of the party.”

And with that, and without the ex-
pected caning, the Head dismissed the
Greyfriars Caravanners,

who—

)

THE EXD,-
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.

.. Levison Catches (t.

EVISON and Mellish, tho cads of
the Fourth, were standing at the

gates of St. Jim’s, looking to-
wards  Rylcombe. Suddenly
Mellish pointed to a boy in the distance,

who was approaching the school.
“allo!”” he exclaimed.
this?”
“It’s a villager,” said Levison, “but

it's not Grimes.” .
Perey Mellish.

“Who's

* (srimes 1 sneered
“ My hat, it's a good thing that chap
didn’e stop at 3t. Jim's loug ! My people
would have taken me away——"

“OF  course!”  grinned  Levison.
“Theyre so beaslly classy, don't you
Lknow !

“Look lLiere —"

“Dry up! This village cad will hear

youl"”
" The vouth came up to the gates, and
looked at the two Fourth-Formers. Levi-
son and Mellish returned his gaze with
intorest.

*Well, what do you want " demanded
Levison.

“I've got a letter ‘ere,” said the vil-
lagoe boy stolidly. ‘1 don’t know who
vou young gentlemen are, but it's for
Master Merry,”

Levison shot a glance at Medllish,

“0h, that's all right.” he said cave-
lessly.  “IIand it over!”

“Be yon Master Merry?" asked the
village lad doubtfully.

No,” said Levison, “But T can
lake it to Lim.”
The messenger hesitated.
“Well, T ain't sure. T wa~ told to

give the letter to Master Mevry himself.”

“Well. you can't give it to Master
Merry  himself!””  exclaimed Levison,
¢ Master Merry himself isn't in at pre-
sent,  If vou give it to me it'll be all
right.”

“ Right you are, young gentiemen.”

And the village youth handed over the
letter, and departed. Levison turned
over the missive curiously. It was ad-
dresded to Tom Merry in a sprawly hand,
and  Mellish  looked over Ievison's
shoulder with interest.

*What are you going to do with it?"”
ho asked.

“Open i1t said Levison cooily.

Mellish looked startled.

S 1--1 say,” he muttered, “thal’s a hit
thick, sn't 1t ?”

“lhick be blowed !” exclained Tevi
son. “Why, the giddy flap’s nearly open
now !"”

KEPT IN THE

DARK!

the

Magnificent Long Complete
Tale, Dealing with

Early Adventures of

TOM MERRY & CO.

at St. Jim's,

Levison calmly inserted his ihumb into
the flap of the envelope, and tore it
open. o

Next moment he uttered an ecxclama-
tion. IHe Rad taken the letter out of the
envelope, and had glanced through it.
He looked at Mellish with glittering
eves,

*what is it7” asked Mellish quickly.

“Read it " said Levison significantly.

The sucak of the Schoct House did

30.

“M-mv hat!” he gasped, handing the
letter baclk. * What's it mean?7”

¢TIt rneans,’”’ roplied Levison, with
relish, “that the manly and heroic Tom
Merry is having dealings with some
shady characters at the Green Man! My
hat,  this'll be an eye-opener for the
fellows! 1 always had an idea that
Merry was playing a double game.”

“What are vou going to do?” asked
Mellish excitedly. .

“Take this letter, and show it to the
chaps in the common-room,” replied the
cad of the Fourth coolly. ‘It won’t be
sneaking, anyhow! When it comes to a
thing like this, it’s our duty to bring it
to light.” . .

“Rather!” agreed Mellish.

And he hastened across the quad to
the Sehool 1Iouse. Most of the fellows
were indoors, for lessons would start be-
fore long, and the quad was muddy and
wet. Levison and Mellish weut straight
to the common-room. A good crowd of
juniors were there, including Blake &
Co.
¢ Listen, you fellows!"” shouted Mel-
lish.

¢ Listen to yon?" asked Blake. “Isn’t
it too much to ask of us, Mellish?”

‘Ha, ha, Da ™

“JIlold on,” said Levison. “ Mellish
hasn’t got everything to say!"

“T'hen what do you mean by bursting
in like a couple of lunatics?” demanded
Digby ol tho Fourth. ‘I you've got
anything to say, Levison, you can go and
say it in the middle of the quad!”

“‘I'hat’'s a sensible idea!” grinned
Kangaroo of the Shell.

“Yaas, wathah !

Levison looked round coolls.

“I'm going to give you chaps an eye-
opener !” lie said.

“Good!” excluimed Monty Lowther.
“We'll give you an eye-shutter in ye-
turn! Thera arg plenty of fists here
ready to do the tfick!”

““Ha, bha, ba'”

. “It’'s to do with Merry!" =aid Levi-
soh. * This letter I've got here, gentle-

uen, is headed * The Green Man Inn,’
and it begius like this—""

“ Let's have a squint at it!” exclaimed
Gore, pushing fofward:

“All right, T'll pin it on the wall,”
said the cad of the Ifourth, and he pro-
ceeded to pin the letter to the bottom
edge of a map-frame ever the fireplace.
The fellows crowded round eagerly
Blake & Co. to the fore. Levison stood
by grinning sardonically. About a dozen
juniors read the letter aloud at the same
momenl, but before many minutes ha
passed they all knew what it coantained.
Ilt was quite short, and the writing. was
clear:

“I want to see you again about the
matter in hand. You know the place, so
don’t fail to be there. If you can's give
me a definite promise about the payment
of the money I sha'n’t waste any more
time, Persop?lly, I believe you are fool-
ing me, and if you can’t promise an early
date for payment you know what will
happen.

“Yours faithfully,
“8mox Torr.”

TFor a moment after reading the letter
the juniors were silent. They could not
nite grasp the cvident. meaning of it.
‘hen, practically at the same moment,
all the boys commenced talking together.
“My only hat!” gasped Herries,
“What on carth is Tom Merry up
to?” said Kangnmo, in amazement.
“Bai Jove, it is weally wemarkable !”
exclaimed Arthur Augustus D’ Arey, jam-
ming his monocle into his eye and survey-
ing the letter onee again. “Do you
weally 1hink, deah boys, that Tom
Mewwy has been up to some wotten
twicks? I uttahly wefuse to believe it!
Tom Mewwy is ag wight as wain, and it
would be quite against his pwinciples to
act in such a disgwaceful mannah!”
“But it’'s there, in black and whiie!”
velled Digby. - :
“Wats, dealr boy!” said
*That lettall pwoyes nothin’ !
“Oh, doesn’t it7” eaid Levison un-
pleasantly. ‘It proves that Tom Merry
i in  trouble with some disgracelul
bookie at the Green Man!”
¢ Of course,” agreed Mellish.
nothing else to ruake of it!”
‘“ Nothing else at all!” enid Levison.
“Ihy, the letter’s addressed from tho
Green Man, and this chap Tutt is writing
to Tom Merry asking for tin! The proof
is absolutely self-cvident.”
Tae Pexxy PorvLar.—No. 251,
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“Nothin® of the sort, deah boy—I
nican, vou wottah 1” ghouted D’Arcy.
1 den't believe that lettal is for Tom
Mewwy at all! His name isn’t on i,
and that cad Levison bwought it 1n to
ghow us! Bai Jove, I b:elleve it’s another

f his wotten forgeries!” ,
U."You ass )" yelled Levison. “T’'ve got
the envelope addressed in the same hand-
vriting.” )
" Course he has!" said Mellish.
Phandremat o, villege gave ib Yo US|
here, Levison, do you mean to say that
vou took thatletter from some chap and
opened it?”’ ’ .

“(Certainly 1" said Levison coolly.

““And was it addressed to Tom Merry
Limself ?.”’

YT

[}

es.’ .
“Then I think you're a rotten, beastls,
nosey-Parker !” exclaimed Blake indig-
nantly. My hat, I’ve never heard of
such a thing! A letter comes for Tom
Merry, and you delibérately open it and
hring it here to show us! -We-don’t want
to know anything about Tom Merry’s
husiness 17 .

“OFf course not!” said Kan
“Levison ought to be ashamed o
celf 17

There was a roar.

“Bump bim 17

“Yaas, wathah!
jollay hard 1”

“Collar him!”

“ You—you &

But Levison was not given time to
expostulate. The angry juniors grasped
him firmly, and he rose in the air, his
legs and arms waving wildly.

“Down with him !’ roared Blale.

Bunip ! e .

Levison descended to the floor with a
crash that made the whole room shake.

“Ow ! he  lowled. “Ow-yow !
Yarropooop !” L

“(tive him another !” roared Dighy.

“Yass, wathah, deah boysi” - .

Levieon was bumped again, and again
after that. His yells made no difference,
and when' the juniors reieased him he
staggered away, dusty, dishevelled, and
sore. His collar was torn out,. his tie
missing, and his coat burst from top to
bottom. . .

“You—you rotten bullies !” he panted.

““(lear out!” said Blake sulphurously.
“If you don’t want another bumping,
‘Levison, you’d better make yourself
scarce! We're fed up with jyou!
Where's Mellish 7

DBut Mellish had conveniently disap-
peared. The enraged juniors looked at
one another breathlessly.  They had
buimnped Levison for his caddishness, but
there was no denying that the letter had
hiad an effect on them.

“Well,” zaid Blake, “I wonder what
it means?”’ ’

““Blessed if I know,!"” said Monty Low-
ther, looking worried, “It can’t possibly
mean that Tommy is really in league
with a giddy bookmaker! Yet——"

The door opened suddenly, and Tom
Merry himself came into the common-
room. The juniors were silent immedi-
ately, and gazed at the captain of the
Shell with curious looks. Tom Meiry
approached the centre of the room.
“Well,” he demanded, ‘“what are you
all looking at me like Cheshire cats
for ¥

There was dead silence in the commion-
roonn.

THE SECOND OHAPTER.
D’Arocy Wants to Fight.

“ OFF your rockers?” asked Tom

T0O0.
11m-

Bump the wottah

Merry pleasantly.
“Weally, Tom Mewwy—">
“Oh, you're not all dumb !?
said Tom Merry, looking round
THE PeExXY PoptLaR.—No, 251,
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“ Blessed if I can understand what's the
matter ! The bell will go for lessons in
2 minute or two, and I wanted to speak
o vou about that mateh with the Gram-
mar School.” .

«“That will do ancther time!
Dlake bluntly.

“Why, anything more important on
hand 77

“yWell, you see,” said Blake - awk-
wardly, *there was 8 letter came for you
™ 3ai0TIVTUYVET, Luen

said

. ““And Mellish and Levison got.,hold of .
‘[ it,” proceeded: Blake. ‘Like the blessed

cads they are, they opened it, brought it
in here, and stuck it up on the wall
before we knew what they were up to!”

Tom Merry turned pale.

“You've—yau’ve seen a letter that
came for me?” he asked quickly.
“Where is it You're a sct of beastfy
rotters if you've read it!"”

“But my dear chap,” put in Manners,
“we’d no idea what Levison was up to
until it was too late! We’'ve given him
a fearful bumping, and chucked him
out!  Still, that doesn’t alter the fact
that we've seen your giddy letter! Ii's
from a chap naned Tutt!”

“Great Scott !" exclaimed Tom Merry,
aghast. .

The juniors looked at lim with a
curious expression. Tom Merry was
certainly acting in a very peculiar
manner.  Ie didn’t ook exactly
frightencd, but he certainly appearet
to be startled and annoyed. IHe looked
round angrily.

“Where's the letter 7’ he demanded.

“Heah it is, deah boy!” said D'Arcy,
handing it to Tom Merry. :

The S.hcll fellow took it, and read
through its contents. - Then he looked up
with a peculiar smile on his face.

“Well,” he said * what of it?”

“That’s just it,” said Blake. * What
of it? We didn’t went {0 sce your letter,
Tomry ; bnt now hﬂ'&t we have seen it
we expect you to exphin it ! *You must
admit it looks jolly funny ¥

“T don’t admit anything of the sort!”
said Tom_ Merry. “ After all, it's my
letter, and nothing to do with you what-
ever! 1 feel like finding Levison, and
giving him a thrashing! Of course, I
don't blame you fellows in the least; but
Levison’s a cad {”

“Yaas, wathah'!”

“Of course!”

“DBut that isn't what we want to
know !”” said Manners, pushing forward,
“Look here, Tommy; it says in, that
letter that this chap Tutt wants some
money ofl you. What for? Why are
you in his debt?”

“I'm not!” said Tom Merry calmly.
“1 don’t owe him a farthing !”’

The juniors looked incredulous,

“But it says—-"

“Blow what it says! I tell you I don’t
owe the man-a farthing!” exclaimed
Tom Merry flatly. *If you don’t like to
believe, you can disbelieve it! This
letter is private, and it deals with a
matter that has nothing to do with any
of you chaps; so I shall be obliged if
you'll dry up!”

“You’re not going to tell us what it’s
about, then?” said Lumley-Lumley.

*No, I'm not!”?

“Look here, Tom Merry, don't be so
beastly obstinate!” said Blake. * To say
the least, it looks jolly suspieious! This
man Tutt’s living at tfvle Green Man, and
he’s writing to you for money. If you
say you don’t owe him any, I believe
you; but—" ¥}

Blake paused significantly.

“But what 7" demanded Tom Merry.

“Oh, nothing!1” : - -

“You're a nice chap!” sneered
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Crooke, of the Shell. * Why, the very
fact of your refusing to explain this shows
that there's something fishy about it! I
donw't like to call you a liar, Tom
Merry——" o

“You won't like it
the captain of the !
<This matter is a,private one, and I'm
not going to discuss it among all you
chaps. You can thmk.\\‘hut”you jolly
well like, and go and eat coke!

And Tom Merry, with flushed face,

15 ead the lofter into his pocket, and..
Faikea otk “of thY LA, hur Oke 1uked

if you do!” said
Shell ominously.

"after him ‘with a sneering smile.

“Hasn't got a word to say!” he said
unpleasantly. “Meiry was simply
flabbergasted! It’s as plain as anything
that he’s doing  something underhand!
If not he would have spoﬁen up imme-
diately to save his own name:.”

Which seemed undoubtedly {easible.
The juniors could hardly think anything
else under the circumstances, and they
gathered together in grovps, talking
animatedly. .

During lessons lines fell thickly, for the
juniors could not refrain from talking
about the strange occurrence. They had
ample time to think it over, however,
and when dismissal came they crowded
out into the quad, more firmly convinced
than ever that Levison’s construetion of
the case was correct.

A crowd gathered under the old elms,
where the quad was wet and mudds.
But the juniors were tco cxcited to
think of such a trifie as mud.

“If you ask me——"" began Croole.

“Well, we don’t ask you!” said
Hevries.  ““Shut up!”?

“If vou ask me,” repcated Crooke,
“Towm Merry ought to be shown up
before the Head! I call it a bit too
thick when chaps who try to swanlk every-
body. they're models of maiiliness go
backing horses and visiting low-down
pubs !’ .

“Baj Jovet You wouldn't say that if
Tom Mewwy was here himself! I con-
sidall it is up to us, deah hoys, to give
Mellish and Cwooke a thowough
bumpin’ "’

And Arthur Augustus locked round
excitedly. :

But, the juniors were strangely unre-
spousive to his appeal. They did not
exactly believe that Tom Merry had heen
up to tricks, as Levison had described it,
but there-was no denying that there was
something suspicious about the letter
from Mr. ‘Tutt.

“Bai Jove!"” ejaculated
“Bump the wottahs!’

“Yah!’ shouted Mellish. “They know
we're right! Tom Merry's a liar!”

“ Rather!” agreed (rooke. “A two-
faced swanker!”’

“He ouglt to be kicked out!™ growled
Gore.

“Bai Jove!”

Arthur Augustus was attired In his
usual elegang style, but he was too ex-
cited to think about sueh a trivial matter
as clothes. He flung off his shiny topper,
and it went sailing across the quad. His
coat followed, and he pushed back his
cuffs in a warlike attitude.

“ Now, then, you wottahs !” he shouted
defiantly. “T'll fight the first chap who
calls Tom Mewwy a liar! (wooke, come
here, you fwightful boundah; I'm going
to give you a feahful thwashin’ 17

“No, thanks!” grinned Crooke.

“Bai Jove, you're afwaid!” yelled
D’Arcy, dancing up and down cxcitedly,
“I considah that Tom Mewwy is &
bwick! If yon fellows are all down on
him just because of that lettah, then you
are a set of wotten-cads! I uttahly we-
fuse't,o have anything more to do with
youl’

* Good !” exclaimed Mellish.

D Arey.
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“T shall wetive fwom St. Jim's ! said
Arthur Augustus hotly. I uttahly we-
fuse to have anythin’ more to do with
such & set of beastly boundahs. I shall
wiah to my governah to take me home!”

“Qh, shut up, Gussy, you're off your
rocker !” said Blake uneasily.

“I uttahly wefuse to shut up, Blake,
and I'm not off my wockah!” exclaimed
D’Arcy defiantly. “If you chaps wefuse
to back me up, then I shall immediately
dwaw our fwiendship to 2 conclusion !”’

“Don’t do anything so fatheaded,”
[S3 (s @9 67810 04 % FrgTetly-deceni of you to
stand up for Tom Merry like this, but
vou must admit, Gussy, that he 1isn’t
playing the game.”

“Nothin’ of the kind, deah boy!” ex-
claimed D’Arcy. “Tom Mewwy has a
perfect wight to keep his own secwets.
1t’s only because of Levison that you
know about the mattah at all. X do not
helieve for an instant that Tom Mewwy
las done anythin’ disgwaceful, and I con-
sidah you are takin’ a wotten, mean ad-
vantage of him just because you have
seen that lettah !

Blake looked thoughtful.

“There’s something in that,” he ad-
mitted. “Of course, Gussy, we don’t be-
lieve anything against Tom Merry—we
only say it looks suspicious. When he
proves that thoe thing’s all right, we will
rally round him. What are we to think,
though, if he still persists in keeping us
in the giddy dark ?”

“T am uitahly ashamed of you,
Blake!” ~said D'Arcy  disdainfully.
“You admit that you have nothin’

v.hatevah against Tom Mewwy in the
way of pwoof, yet you wefuse to bump
Mellish and C'wooke for their beastly ac-
cusations.  In  futual, deah boys—I
mean, you wottahs—I shall esteemi it a
favah 1if you wefwain fwom addiwessin’
me!”

And Arthur Augustus D’ Arcy, with his
monocle jammed tightly into his cye, and
his nose in the air, marched off towards
the School Tlouse, utterly oblivious of the
fact that his shirt-sleeves were pushed up,
and that his coat and hat were lving
somewhere in the muddy quad.

THE THIRD CHAFPTER.
On the Track.

4 E 1EA in Tom Memry's study was
rather strained ihat aftornoocn,
for the Terrible Three refrained
from making any reference what-

ever to the matter which flled their

minds. In consequence, hardly a word
was spoken, and Manners and Monty

Lowther took their departuie as soon as

they conveniently could.

“Tt’s rotten ! said Manners miserably.
as they walked along the passage. “'I
think Tommy might confide in us,
Monty. He's given us his word that
he’s doing nothing dishonourable, eo, of
course, we believe him. But it's jolly
queer, all the same.”

- “The silly ass ought to tell us all about

it,” said Monty " Lowther, “I'm not

curious, but I'm blessed if I like to see

Tommy with such a beastly long chivvy !

We’ve got to find it out, Manners, old

man—we’ve got to find out what Tom

Merry’s up t0.”

“That’s all very well
Manners. ““It’s easy enough to talk, but
it’s not so easy to do the finding-out
bizncy ! Suppose we sec if Gussy’s still
on his dig?” ’

And Manners and Lowther made their
way to Study No. 6. They opened the
door and looked in.  Arthur Augustus
D’Arcy was there, taking tea in solitary
state. He looked up as the door opened.

“Bai Jove, come in, deah hoys!”
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growled |-

“Thought you were dining out to-
night ?” said Manners.

“TIt was awwanged that I should be a
cuest of Bernard Glyn’s, deah boy,” said
D’Arcy. ‘“But, owin’ to the widiculous
suspicions against Tom Mewwy, I we-
fused to attend. Theahfore, I am havin’
tea by myself.”

“Bravo, Gussy!”
Lowther.

“There’'s nothin’ whatevah to cackle
about, Lowthah. In my opinion Tom
Mewwy is bein’ vewy gwossly tweated.”
S Well, the siily ass is bringing it all on
himself ! growled Manners. **Welve
just left him in the study, and—— My
hat, there’s his step!”

The juniors glanced at one another as
a brisk step sounded in the passage.

“Bai Jove! I wondah if he’s goin’
out 7”7

Manners stepped to the docr quickly,

chuckled Monty

Friday. 1t

Arthur Augustus grabbed his hat, and
the three left the study. They hwrried
down the passage, and emecrged into the
dusky quad. A dim form could be seen
near the gates.

“There he is 1"’

“Ry Jove, yes!?

“You asses!” said Manuers. “That’s
Taggy. He’s closing the gates, too, by
all that's rotten! Buck up!”

They raced across the quad,

“I say, Taggy,” panted Manncrs, “has
Tom Merry just gone out here?”

“I don’t know whether it was Master
Merry or no!” growled Taggles, the
school porter. - “Somebody went out—
young rip! He slipped out afore 1 counid
find out ‘is name. I'll ’ave ’im when he
comes back, though!”

Manncrs shook the gates vigorously.

“They're locked !” he exclaimed.

“They are, Master Manucrs,” said

The harsh volce of Tom WMerry’s companion floated up to the ears of

the juniors crouching on the wall.

noon. i'm staying at the Qreen

then you can bring it down to me.

‘‘ You've got till Thursday after-
Man, and if you get the money by
If not, it means the sack.. That's

my last word on the matter ! *’

opened it, and glanced down the passage.
Tom Merry was just turning the corner,
and Manners could see that he was
attired in his cap and overcoat.

“My only topper "’ he said. “ Gussy's

right !” )
“Gweat Scott! Is Tom Mewwy goin’
d y
out?”

“Yes; he’s got his hat on.”

“Bai Jove, 1t°'s up to us to tfcliow him,
deah hoys,” said D’Arcy, jumping up.
“Of course, should not dweam of
pwyin’ into his affaihs, but there 1s no
harm in followin’ him, and seein’ where
he goes to!” :

Come on,
Lowther,

!

then I said  Monty

Taggles firmly. “Yon eain’'t going out
no more to-mght. It's past locking-up
time now, an’ it’s agin the rules to open
‘em without you've got a pass.”

‘“Now, do be reasonable, Taggy—

“1t ain’t no good,” grumbled Taggles.
‘“The gates is locked, and you ain'g
goin’ out!” -

“Bai Jove, Taggay,
moment !’

“It’s no go!”
away. ‘‘We shall have to give it up

“Nothin’ of the sort!” -exclaimed
D’Arcy. “I uttahly wefuge to give it
up! I mean to find out where Tom
Mewwy——" -
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“Come on, you ass!” whispered
Manners. ““ We'll hop over the wall!”

¢ Bai Jove, that’s not a bad-ideah!”

The three juniors moved away from the
gates, Manners and Monty Lowther
grumbling in no light strain. Taggles
chuckled to himself, and entered his little

lodge. He thought that the juniors were
done. )

“Taggy’s gone in,” virmured
Lowther.

“Good! Come on!” said Manners
softly.

~ “Bai Jove, we shall get cur twousahs
neoa fwightiul _mess, deah ibogs ! _said
D’Arcy. :

Monty Lowther chuckled.

“You didn't seem very anxzious about
vour giddy clothes this morning ! he
grinned. “But we shall have to byck’
up, you know. If we’re not jolly ¢uick
we gha'n’t catch up with Tommy before
he. gets to Rylcombe."”

And they hastened to {he spot where it

was an easy matter to clamber over the |.

wall into Rylcombe Lane; big tree
grew close to the wall, and it was owing
to its presence that climbing was an easy
metter at this particular spot. The wind
whistled mournfully through the leafless
branches, and drowned all other sounds
in the near vicinity.

*You first!" snid Lowtiher toc Manners.

“ All serene!” said Manners.

. He scrambled up, the other two watch-
ing from below. They could just see
Manners in the dim light, and suddenly
he jerked himself back, and dropped to
the ground. Monty Lowther gazed at
him 1 astonishment.

“Well, you fathead, what have you
dropped for?” he said wrathfully.

“Yaas, what's the ideah, Mannahs®”
asked D’ Arcy.

‘“Shush ! whispered Manners.

“What_have we got to shush for?”
demanded Monty Lowther.

“Tom Merry’s just over the other side
of the wall, you ass!” murmured
Manners.  *“I was just gcing to shin
down wheu T saw him. He's talking fo
some man--Mr, Tutt, I expect,”

“My hat!”

“Bai Jove!'

“Didn’t they
Lowther.

““‘No; the wind was making too much
row,” said Manners. ““I vote we all get
up and see what sort of a chap this Tutt
is.  Now we know they’re just on the
other side we can climb up without
making any row.”

‘:Goo:l egg!” said Lowther.
go!”

“Ynas, wathah!"”

With extreme caution this time the
three juniors mounted to the top of the
wall. They clung there in a vow, and
cautiously looked over. Marners had
heen right., Immediately below them
could be seen the forms of Tom ';\Ie?'\l‘y
and a short, stout man.

In the gloom the thrce juniors could
not catch sight of his features. although
his voice, harsh and menacinz, floated up-
wards with the wind.

‘“‘That's my last word on the malter,”
he said, in a final tone.

“But can’t you give me longer than

hear you?" asked

“TUp you

that, My, Tutt?’ asked Tom Merry
('lagerly. “Can’t you give me till Satur-
day?”

“No, I ecan’t!” snapped Mr. Tuit.

“To-day's Tuesday. If you can’t let me
have the money by Thursday afternoon—
that's the day after to-morrow—you
fnow whot'll happen. As I said in my
note, 1 believe you're foolin’ me——" :
“I'm-.noct,” said Tom Merry quickly.
“I'll do 'my utmost to get the motiev. I
promise vou, Mr. Tutt, that I'll pay vou
avery penny by Thursday.” .
“All right, you've got till Thursday
TwE Prxxyy PorrLar.—No. 251

S

;gftly “Wo'l-get down -

afternoon,” said My, Tutt. “I'm stayin’
at the Green Man, and if you get the
money before the time arranged you can
bring it down to me, and we’ll settle the
transaction then and there. I give you
my word, I don’t want to hang about this
fnelas}y little village longer than I can
help.”’

“Suppose I can't raise the moncy by
Thursday?”

. “Then it’ll mean the sack ]

“I say,” whigpered Arthur Augustus
D’Arey, isn’t this wathah like eaves-
d\\"'oppin’,. Fleah boys?”

v

And they cautiously lowered themselves
to the ground. _

Monty Lowther, Manners, and Arthur
Augustus D’ Arcy stood at the foot of the
wall, with the wind whistling in the tree
above them, and gazed at one anothev.

“Well?” said Manners in a curious
voice.

‘“Well, deah boy?"” repeated D’Arcy.
“What do you think of Tom Merry
now " asked Manners, with a note of dull
misery in his voice. “I'd hoped and
hoped, and told myself that this bizney
he’s mixed up in wes all nothiui. But
what we’ve just heard shotvs that Levison
wasn't far ‘wrong in his first guess. It’s
simply rotten to have to admit it, but
Tommy’s been getting into real-trouble
with a beastly shady character.”

“Looks like it,” admitted Lowther
gloomily.

“13ai Jove, you silly asses!” exclaimed
D’Arey. “You don't mean to say yon
think that Tom Mewwy has weally been
havin’ dealings with a_bookmakah? Do
vou mean to suggest that Mr, Tutt is a
bookic?”

“What else are we to think?”

¢ Anythin®  bus  thet, you burblin’
duffabs!”  exclaimed Arthur Augustus
warmly.  ‘““Bai Jove, I'm surpwised at
vou, Mannahs and Lowthah! = You are
Tom Mewwy’s special chums, and yet you
are weady to wun him down at the least
opportunity !”

“ Least
Manners,
you couldn’t have heard what that fat
ittle chap said!”

“I heard evewy word.”

“Then you’re a silly chump for not
looking the facts in the face!” declared
Manners, ‘“Mr. Tutt said as pluin as
anything that he’d give Tommy up till
Thursday to pay up. What does it look
like? .Pay up what?”

D’ Arcy polished his eyeglass,

“Pewhaps Tom Mewwy has Dbeen
buyin’  somethin’?”  he  suggested.
“That would explain Mr, Tutt’s denvand
for money !”’

“Quite likely,”* said Manners sar-
castically.  “You catch a man writing
letters and coming here after locking-up
time to speak to Tom Merry about the
money for some goods. Besides, it musl
be a pretty big amount, or Tom Merry
would have paid up. That quid that
came was evidently not enough by long
chalks!” :

‘“Bai Jove, no!”

- “And Mr. Tutt’s staying at the Green
Man, and talked about scttling the tran-
saction,” went on Manners, **And he
said that if Tommy didn't pay up by
Thursday it would mean the sack !

“It's wathah involved, deah boy, I'll
admit,” said D’Arcy. .

¢ Personally, I think it’s jolly plain,”
said Monty Lowther. “This Mr. Tutt
i3 a Dbookmaker, and Tom Merry has
someltow allowed himself to be drawn
into his nets. If it was anything else
it couldn’t possibly fnean the sack. My
Lat, it's simply rotten! I'd no idea it
was anything so bad as this! We can’t
say anything to him. either, or he’ll know

IR}

we were listening |

opporiuniiy—eb 7" grunfcd

1

“Why, you tailor’s dummy,
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“You {wightful asses!” exclaimed

1 Arcy coxcitedly.  “ You don’t meaun to
say you think Tom Mewwy is a wottah?”

“Blessed if I know - what to think!”
said Manners gloomily, ) )

“T1 weggrd you as a couple of eads!”
said Arthur Augustus hotly. ¢ Bai Jove.
I should have thought that you would
have believed in Tom Mewwy against all

sorts of pwoof !”

“Oh, rats!” said Manners. “I'm
blessed if I can sce why vou should
It's perlectly

believe in him so much!

rotten to think of.Tominy .getting . into
X v 6, i -wve-rrust-tool -the facts
“in the face!””

“lixactly,” agreed Monty Lowther,

“Facts!” cjaculated Arthur Aungustus,
with a sniff.  ““Bai Jove, we have no
facts whatevah to work on! We oniy
heard a few words of the conversation,
50 we couldn’t possibly judge what it was
about.  Suppose, for instance, Tom

Mewwy is payin' this johnny for soma
othah juniah? Then it would altal
said Manners glumly. “But it’s a bit
too improbable., No, no. Gussy; il
till he comes round! If he doesn’t like
to confide in his chums, then I don’t
slowly across the dusky quad to the
School House. They disappeared inside,
THE FOURTH CHAPTER,

night with very few words being

spoken to ‘him by the fellows.
rofrained from talking to himm as frecle
as they had Dbeen accustomed o do.

But after all the Shell fellows had
dropped off to sleep Tom Merry still lay
slipped into his clothes.  He dressed
completely, and then lilted the counter-
dark, then drew out an old cricket-bag.
He moved across to the window with a

“Now. for 1t!” he murmured. v
Jove, what would the fellows think i
He had brought a long coil of thick rope
with him, and the eud of it was tied
ErOCeeded to lower the bag, hand-over-

and, to the ground beneath. It touched

Merry.
“Now T'll lower myself !

He securely tied the rope to a strong
be jammed under the ‘woodwork of . the
wigdow-ledge, and he knew that it would
to the window-ledge, and sat on the sill
for a moment before descending.
D’Arcy had quietly slipped out of bed.-
intending to place a five-pound note into
boots on.  They would be liable to make
a little noise, but anything was preferable .

mattahs vewy considewably !”

¢ My hat, I should like to think that !™
Tommy doesn’t tell us all about it now.
we shall have to let him go his own way
reckon he deserves any sympathy !

And Manners and Lowther walked
and D’Arey sniffed audibly as he iol-
lowed in their wake.

D'Arcy's Discovery.

TOM MERRY went to bed that

The hero of the Shell was'not sent
to Coventry, but the juniors ccertainly
Until the wmystery had been explained
they couldn’t be so frec and casy.
awake. and when ten-thirty chimed out
rom the clock-tower he quictly rose, and
pano of his bed and looked bencath,

For a socond he fumbled about in the
soft tread, the bag, heavily laden, in his
hand.

“B‘.
they saw mec now?”

And Tom Merry chuckled to himsclf.
round the handle of the ericket-bag.
Having opencd the window, Tom Merry
the muddy ground. .

“Good I~ murmuzed’ Tom
iron hook, which he hag had the fore-
thought to bring with him. The hook
be strong enough to bear his weight.

As silently as possible he clambered on

And as he sat theie the dormitory door
softly opencd. A few moments before
Tom Merry’s pocket. e slipped into
his clothes rapidly, and then pulled hia
to walking 1n his stockinged feet.
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A few moments Jater he quietly opcned
the door of the Shell dormitory.
was immediately struck Dby the m\usual
draught, and he gave an involuntary
glance at the \\mdo\ Then he started.

“Bai Jove!” Le murmired in amaze-
ment,

He had just caught sight of Tom
Moerey’s head and shoulders disappearing
below the sill, and instinetively glanced
towards - Tom Merry's bed. 1t
empty ; and Arthur Augustus stoad there
for a moment in <hem astonishment,

“Gweat Seatt!™ lie murmured.
““wondah what Tom Mewwy is up_to?”

Arthur Augustus I’ Arcy stood staring
at the window of the Shell dormitory for
a moment before he realised what was
izippening.  Then he mnade up his mind
quickly, and swifily crossed the long
roow, being fearfyl %ect some of the boys
should awake and sec him.

They slept peacefully, however, and he
arrived at the window without nmhap
Then. he cautiousiy projected his head
over the sill, and looked down. Tom
Merry had Ju«t untied the ecricket-bag
from the end of the rope, and was making
Lis way towards the tree in the quad
w ho.o it was possible to scale the wall.

“Bai ‘Jove!” muwrmured _D’Arcy.
“This is weally wemarkable! I wathah
think I had bettah follow 'Tom Mewwy
and sce where he is_goin’. 1 wathah
fancy myself in the Few \\ahs Locl\e lino
of biznoi, It \\ont e spyin’, but weal
detective worls !

1’ Arcy’s heart was heating fast as le
cvouched beliind enc of the big clins, and
watched Tom Merry scramble up the 1ree
with the bag.

It was a difficult tas]\ to climb the tree
and carry the hag at the same time. But
Tom Merry was on the top of the wall at

ast, and as he dropped down the other
side. D’Arey crepr from his place of con-
cealmetit and sped across the guad.

The ‘clegant junior was hot on the
scent now, and he meant to follow Tom
Moerry to ‘his destination, wherever that
riight be. If Tom Merry wounldn’t tell
Lim what game h¢ was up %o, then it only
remained for D'Arey to lfind "out for him-
sclf. 3

“Bai Jove!” he murmurcd.  “I con-
sidalh T bave got on ‘the twack with
exiweme neatnesst

When he had elambered to the top of
ihe wall, he looked down the lane, and

¢ Tom Merry striding along towards
ombe, with never o suspicion that he
was being followed.

1’ Arcy dropped to the ground.

He set off in pursuit of Tom Merry,
ceping as close to the hedge as possible,
for, of course, it was quite likely that
Tom Merry would _glance round to see if
lie were alone,

The captain of the Shell, however, did
not trouble himself. He walked straight
on wntil he eame withiu a quarter of a
mile from Ryleombe!

Then he turned abraptly from the
wood, and mounted a stile.

“Bai Jove, he’s not goin’ to Ryl
combe !” said D' Arey to himself. “He

Las taken the foctpath leadin’ wound to
the Waylend Woad. I wondah wheah
le is goin’?”’

D’ Arcy follo“(d the captain of the
Shell with his heart beating fast,

Tom Merry kept straight on.

When be had reached a spot nearly
half-way to the Wayland Road, he left
the main footpath,” and followed the
course of another path,

“Bai.Jove, that Jeads to the old ganic-
keeper’s cottage I muitered D’Arey.

He follo“od Tom Merry with a feeling
of growing surprise . DArcy had often
followed the main footpath during ]umm
paperchases, and he knew that this
smaller peth led only to a small coitage
occupied by a gamekecper,

was |,

almost at the baek of the wood which
faced the gates of St. Jim’s. ‘T'he cottage
stood on a narrow, little-frequented lane,
and the footpath led to a little gate at
the back, at the bottom of the garden.

“1 wondah what Tom Mewwy is goin’
theah for?” D’Arcy murmured.

He walked on quickly, for Tom Merry
hagd disappearcd into the Jittle garden.

D’Arcy arrived at the gate, and
crouched down behind a h(\dgu A
bright light glowed in the lower window
of the cottage, and I’ \my saw Tom
Merry’s shadow as he passed the window.
A sOlIll(l of tapping reached the watching
junior’s ears, and almost fmmediately the
door was openod

‘Tem Merry
bag.

“Gweat Scott!™ ejaculated
“How vewy stwange!”

walked In, carrying las

D’ Avcy.

For a moment he stood at the gates,
too surprised to make a move. He had
béen imagining all sorts of dreadful

things in connection with Tom Merry,
and to find him calmly walking into the

old gamekeeper’s cottage came some-
thing like a shock to D’Arcy.
Then he xecovei‘ed his wits, and he

determined to investigate matters more
thoroughly. He opened the gate, crept
into the little garden, and made his way
down the path to the cotiape.

He coul(s) see that the window was cur-
tained, but that it possessed no blind.
Thelefore he would be ablz to see into
the room without those inside knowing
of his presence.

D’Arcy was very full of his scheme,
and he moved silently up to the window.

He looked in.

Then he uttercd a low ejaculaiion of
amazement—for -what he saw was so

totally unexpected that for o time he
could only stand there in  open-eyed
astonishment,

“Good gwacious!”

Arthur  Augustus D'Arcy murnnred
| the ejaculation befere he could control
.himse{f.

The scene \nithin tle Little coitage had
taken him quite by surprise. It was a
well-furnished room, and looked ex-
tremely cosy, with a bright five burning
in the grato.  The {urniture was very
different from that usually secen in a
small cottage.

It was modern ainl up-f(Hlate, and
looked quite new. Tom Merry was
standing beside the table, and his occu-
pation, more than anything else, had
caused ID’Arcy to utter his exclamation
of surprise.

For Tom Merry was bending over the
ciicket-bag which he had brouglt with
him. It was on the floor, and from it he
was producing all sorts of provisions.

Already the table was piled up with
pots of jam, tins of condensed milk,
tinned meats, and othcr earticles of a
like nature. The light irom a lamp on
the table shed a ruddy glow over the
good things.

Sitting beside the fire, in an easy-chair,
was a kindly-looking ©ld woman, and
D’Arey could see that her eyes were
ditnmed with tears. A shawl] was about
her shoulders, and she held in her hand
a handkerchief, with which she had
evidently been wiping lher eyes.

Standing by her side, with one hand
on her shoulder, stood. her husband, ol
Griggs, the gamekeeper. Iie was fock-

ing at Tom Merry with a very serious
expression,
* Bai Jovef" murmured D’Arcy.

“Well, I nevah !

So this was the deadly seecret which
Tom Merry had #fused to reveal to his
chums—or, at lecast, something in con-
nection with it. Tom Merry was evi-
dently befriending thiz old couple, who
i were plainly in need of feod. Qtherwise,

- '

It was on the edge of Ryicombe Woods,
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why should Tom it for
them?

“I'm bothahed if I can make it out!”
muttered Arthur Augustus, very much

uzzled. I wondah why Tom \lpw\\v

as bwought all that gwub? I fail
see how old Gwiggs is in need of Jt
Appawently he is in ﬁou“ﬂhmg cires,
for al] this furnituah seems io be quite
new !

D’Arcy was plainly at a less.  As he
stood there he could see Tom Merry's
lips moving, and he knew that he was
talking. But, owing to the wind ip the
surrounding trees, IXArcy could hear
nothing but a sllght murmur. Not that
he wanted to; Arthur Augustus was hy
1o means aw “eavesdropper, and already
he Lad made up his mind what to do.

“T will wait for Tom Mewwy up the
path,” he decided, “aud then weveal
myself to him. TUndah the circs, he can
do nothin’ but tell me the plain twuti.
I think it is wotten of him not to ullow
me to be of assistance!’

And D’Arcy remained looking on at
the scene with glo\ung curiosity.

Tt was not until a quarter of an hour
later that Tom Merry came along the
path towavds where Arthur l\ugust.s
was standing.

“Bai Jove!l” exclaimed the swell of
St. Jim’s. “Tom Mewwy, is that vou,
deah boy 7’

Merry bring

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Tom Merry Explains.

DARK form loomed up in the
darknesa,
Tom Merry started back with
an cxclamation.
“Gussy ! he ejacuhterl blankly.
“Yaas, wathah! It’s me, deah boy !
said Arthur Augustus, coming forwar
“T’ve been waitin’ for you, vou know
Tom Merry wcowxed his b'mm
“You—gyou silly ass!’ he ¢
“Have you been \\a‘chmg me’’
“Vaas, wathahi” said I Arcy. with a
[atherly atr. 1 considahed that it ¥as
necessawy for somebody to investigate
your stwange behavioub. I came to the .
Shell dorm, (lcim boy, to place a fivah

ulated.

in your ——  Or, wathah,” he
added, in LOllfUﬁlOll “T 'shonld say———-
Bai Jove !’

Tom Merry looked at the ewell of St.

Jiavs in surprise.

“I may as well tell you, deah boy,
wens on D’Arey, “that I have fewweted
out your scewet. I was watchin® at the
window while you put that cullection of
gwub on the table, Weally, Tom
Mewwy. T fail to undahstand the weason
for this,”

*Did
said ?”

“1 twust yoi do not take me for an .
eavesdwoppah 77 said I’ Alcy mdlgndntn
“T heard ncthin® owin’ to tlie wind,
though il vour voice had been audible
I should nh:\mly na\e wetiahed [woin
the window.’

“(3o0d old Gussy!” chuckied Tom
Meiry.  “Well, as you know so mwuci,
U1l tell yen the lot, provided jou treat
it in a confidential mahner?”

“Thet wemark is totally unnecessawy,

“”

you hear auything that was

Anythin® you say to me, deah bor, wiil
be tweated as conlidential.  Piway, pre-
ceed 1

* Right-ho ¥’

Tom ‘\.[euv and D Arcy  advanced

along the footpath, and ae they walked
Tom Merry toid D’Arey what the whele

| business meant.

" You see, Gussy, 1 found out a day or
two ago tha at old (ulggs wae 1n a dickens
01 a " hole,” explained Tom \ie-n-

* Griggs is a jolly decent chap, and l\us
often done us a good turn, as you know.’
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*'vaas. wathah!
deab boy 17

“YVell, it seems that aboub eighteen
months ago the old chump purchased a
lot of furniture from a shady furnishin
firm in l.ondon. You see, he wante
some {urniture badly, because about two
vears ago most of his old furniture was
burnt up in a fire.”

“Bai Jove! I wemembal the occuw-
wence !V

“He didn't like to get any locally on
the giddy instalment plan, so he went
tn Londou for it,” went on Tom Merry.
“Well, {he furniture’s all right; but, of
couse, Giriges is paying about twice its
warth for the stuff. But that alone
wouldn’t matter. The rub is this. About
two months ago there was a poacher col-
laved in Wayland, and he gave evidence
thal Griggs had been in league with
him. It ended in Griggs getting the sack,
though T consider that he was innocent.
{le conldn’t get another job, and since
then he's heen out of work, And what
do vou think the silly ass has been
doing 7"

“{ have no ideah.” .

‘“1le’s been-paying almost avery penny
he's carued—by doing odd jobs-—to the
rolten furnishing firm. e and his wlfe
dhiave Dbeen practically starving them-
selves for ihe sake of Lkeeping up the
giddy paxments for the furniture, Well,
thai couldn’'t go on for ever, and just
lately he’s been getting behind with his
payments. o the frm sent their repre-
sentative down.”

‘1ol Jove! Mre. Tuit?”

“Kxaclly !  Mr., Tutt,” said Tom
Merry.  “You can guess what eort of
a chap he is—an ill-mannered, bluffing
sort cf Least! According to the agree-
ment that Griggs signed, if he got be-
uind 1 his payments, and couldn’t pay
up. the firm were at liberty to claim all
the goods. Well, Mr., Tutt came down,
auvd threatened to clear everyihing out
within a week,"

“(Iweat Scott!”

“OF coarse, it was genuine enough.
Mr. Tutt, as the representative of the
firm, has the law on his side, and can
do as le threatens if the money isn't
fortheoming. " It's perfectly rotten, of
course, but Griggs shouldn't have let him-
self into it. When I saw him the other
day he was ncarly off his head with
worty, {or to have lost the furniture after
necarly paying double the amount would
just about have finished his wife, I
bucked him up, and told him I’d see Mr.
Tutt and utake some arrangement.. 1
did so, and arranged that I'd pay up all
that was owing.. I'd been to geoc him,
as a malter of fact, that night I was out

Gwiggs is a sport,

io the rain,”

“Bai Jove! T undabstand now!"™ ex-
claimed Arvthar Augustus D' Arey. ““ But,
vou silly ass, why couldn’t you have told
us about it? We .would have wallied
wound you, and made up the amount in
no time."”

“I don't doubt that for a minute,
Gussy, but you know what these old
country people are,” said Tom Merry.
“Voth Griggs and his wife were simply
horrified at the thought of everybody
kuowing that they were getting their
furniture on instalments. I can’t see any-
thing in it myself, but there you are.
I promised them that I°d keep the thin
absolnte!ly to myself, and that I wouldn't
borrow any money from a St. Jim’s chap
10 pay up with. That's why I've been
in such a hole. If I'd been able to ex-
plain, matters would have been different.
I was a bit startled when I found that
Levison had read that giddy letter out;
but as Mr. Tutt had said nothing definite
in it I dido't mind much.”

“Bai Jove! And the fellows think that
you haye dealin’é with a bookmalkah !’
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1 Mewwy,”

“ful boundah!”

“Yes, the silly asses!” grinned Tom
Merrv. T can hardly blame them,
though, for everything looks very much
against me. You're a brick, you know,
Gussy, for standing up for me. I saw
Mr. ‘T'utt last night outside the gates, and
I’ve arranged to pay him the money by
to-morrow afternoon—=aleven pounds five !
You sce. I've written to my old gover-
ness—-—"

“Aiss Pwiscilla Fawcett, deah boy?”

“Yes., At first T thought about raising
the tin myself, but old Tuit was in too
much of & bhurry. 8o I've written to
Miss Priscilla, and T expecet the money’ll
turn up by the afterncon post to-mor-
row.”

‘“Bai Jove!" That's wippin’ !'2
~“Tutt says that if he doesn’t get the
money on Thursday afternoon he’ll either
have to clear ihe goods out or get the
sack. IIe told me that last night.” :

“Bai Jove!”

Arthur Augustus uttered the exclam-
ation involuntarily.

Manners, Lowther, and himself had
heard My. Tutt mention something about
the sack fo Tom Merry. and they had
taken it that Tom NMerry himself would
be expelled if he didu's pay up. Yet
the words had been said in such a man-
ner that misunderstanding hiad been very
simple. .

Tom Merry didn’t note the peculiar
tona of D’Arey’'s cjacularion, and they
walked on in silence for a few mowments.

They emerged into Rylcombe Lane.

“It's  weally gweat of you, Tom
said I’Avey tlioughtfully.
“Pway let me shake your flippah, deal
boy! The mannah in which vou have
cawwied this biznai weflects vewy gweat
cwodit upon yourself.”

“0h, rof ! langhed Tom Merry,

But D’ Arey shook his head. ;

“It’s all vewy well for you to scoff at
it, deal box,” he said. *‘If T had been
in your place I should nevah have stood
the wacket. The mannah in which the
fellows have bscn wurning youn down is
disgwacefult  They thought you were
tellin’ fwightlul whoppahs when you told
them that you didn't owe Tutt e far-
thing. I admit I was puzzled myself,
but, of course, it was quite wight.”

“Tt is quite right, Gussy. I don't owe
Tutt a farthing. Griggs owes it to him,
but I'm going to pay it. You see, there's
a difference. ‘rom Tutty’'s letter it
seemed proved that I owed him a pile of
money, and that I was in the habit of
visiting the Green Man. My hat! If
the matter wasn’t serious it would be a
[irst-class jape!™

“Yaas, wathahi! The chaps . have
been taken in completely. ‘hey are
beginning to think that you are a feah-
said  Arvthur Augustus.
“An’ instead of that you've proved
yourself to be the most decent fellow at
the coll! Heah we are at the gates!”

And D’Arey and Tom Merry assisted
one another to the top of the wall.

In two minutes they were within the
scliool grounds, and they lost no time in
regaining the Shell dormitory, and haul-
ing up the rope. . Then, with a whis-
pered  good-night,  Avthur Augustus
D’Avcy departed to his own dormutory.

Ten minutes later the pair of them
Lvere sound asleep in their respective

eds.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Me. Tutt Takes Action,

HE next morning, as soon as
I breakfast was over, Arthur
Augustus fD'Arvcy walked across
to Tom Merry, who was strolling
under the oli clms in the quad.

The juniors still retained the same
attitnde against him, ‘and Tom Merry,

far Irom {leeling reseutful, twas almost

' -
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amused, He intended to get permission
from Mr. Griggs to take his owh inti-
ate chums into the secret.

With that permission given, he would
be able to tell Manners and Lowther and
Blake & Co., whom-he knew he could
trust. The others would still have to let
their curiosity go unsatisfied.

“Hallo, Gussy! What's the {rouble?”
asked Tom Merry. ) R

“No twonble at all that T know of,
deah Doy,” said Arthur Augustus,
coming up. ““An -ideali has just shwuck
me, howegval, and 1 thought I'd ask
your opinion.”

“Quite vight. My opinion’s very
valuable!”
“Pway don'i wot, Tom Mewwy !™ said

D'Arey severely. I weally think it is™7
a good ideah. You woemembah thai T
told you I had a fivah?”

“Yes,™ said Tom Merry, “Yeou said
you were going to throw it away on rour
tailor.”

“T said nothing of the sort. The
money is in no way thwown away, vou
ass. Howevah, that is beside the point.
How much have you wequested Miss
Pwiscilla to send?”

“Twelve pounds. Gussy.”

“T thought so,” said Arvihur Augus-
tus triumphautiy. “That will leave no
margin for old Gwiggy immediate ex-

enses. 1 pwopose we wun theve
immediately aftah moruin® lessons; and

P

“ But, my dear kid, he mustn't know
vou're in the seeret.”

“You can tell him that,” said D’ Avcy
complacently. ‘“When ho knows what a
tactful chap I amt he will be quite agwee-
able. Besides, it is my intention to
advauce him a fivah.”

“¥You ass, Gussy!”

“T uttahly wefuse to be called an asri
&

for offewin’ Gwiggay a fivah!" s
D’Arcy indignartly,  “The poor chap
is weally in need of tin, and T weally

couldun’t send ir to iny tailah under the
cives. If yoa wefuse to aocompany me,
Tom Mewivy, I shall go to the old game-
keepah myself.”

“Then I'll come,™ said Lom promptly.
“Bu? you really shouldn’t do it, Guasy.
Youw'll leave yourse!f without a penny.”

“Wats! 1 shall get a wemittance
befoal long fwom my governalh. This
fivali was a pwesent fwom my bwothal,
Lord Conway, and is, selwictly speakin’,
extwa, Therefoal, I shall not miss it
nuch.”

So, immediately after morning Jessons,
Arthur Augustus D’ Arcy and Tom Merry
set off down the road. Much against
D’Arcy’s will, Tomn Merry forced him to
trat, for there was not very much time
before the dinuer-bell would ring. .1f
possible, they wanted to gei back before
then,

They hastened along the footpath with-
out speaking, and at last came within
sight of the cottage. I'rom the footpath,
of comrse, they had @ back view of it.
Nevertheless, Tom» Merry caught sigut
of a lorse’s head as he and D'Avcy
entered the little garden.

“There's a blessed vart or.something
round the front,” le said. “ Suppose we
buzz round and see what it 3%

“* Wight-ho, deal boy!”

And, instead of going to the back door,
they went to the front. They hastencd
round the cottage, and came in sight of
the front strip of garden which bordered
the weed-covered lane, and as they did
so they both stopped abruptly.

“My hat!” gasped Tom Meryy.

¢ Gweat Scott !

There was certainly cause for the ex-
clamations of astonishment. Instead of
the quiet scenc which they had ex-
pected, there was quite a husy ong before
their éves. Out in the lane a.(iarge van
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stood, and it was piled np with the cid

.unekeeper s fwrpitore !

Two men were w nllnng down the pail
with a heavy bedstead, and at the gate
¢tood the stout, truculent-looking Ggure
of Mr. Simon 'Tutt. Near the cottage
door, side by side, etood the old game-

keeper and his \\1!0 the latter corying
bitterly,
"rBal Jove !” ejaculated D' Arcy. )
“The—the beastly rotter ! shouted

Tom Merry furiously, * e told me he’d
wait unlil this afternoon for me to geb
the movey. Instead of that, he’s having
all the stuff carted out houre before the
time arranged.

Tom \Ieny raced rvound to the old

- couple, D’Arcy behind him, his monnacle
ﬂnl1r~.mg in the breeze.

*You see, Master Marry, it was no
good,” said Gxigga p:loonul\ “They’ve
gat em ! After all I've paid and worked
for, tog! 1It’s bard lines, young siv,
hut—-"

** But they're not going lo take ‘em!”
raared Towny Mervy wratifully. ¢ Why,
I've never heard of such- rotten eharp
practice !

“It's feabful!™ cid D’Arcy indig-
vantly., “ ¥You ouglin’t to have let them
ial\e the furniuirve, Mr. Gwiggs.”

‘T _couldn’t help it, Master DALC\
said Griggs miserably.. “1 see as you've
been lev into the eecret, but it don't
matter now. ‘l'kat feller Tuit has got
men {rom the \illagp to take my goods

away, and the news that I've got ’em ¢n
instalments is all over Ryleowbe
al lmdy ”?

‘Bai Jove, deall boy, that’s nothin’ 1"~
sakd I’ Arey. * What does it mattah if
they  do, know?  There is nothin’
cwiminal in gettin’ t'nngc by mstmmonlf
Il you go to the wight people, T conaidah
i a wippin’ ideat:. But didn't you cox-
|>(>=+nhtc with Tutt?®

“He said as he'd had ovders to clear
the things out,” said the old gamckecper.

S Well, hek jolly well going 1o have
orders to shove ‘em all back i roared
Tom -Menrry mdlglmnll\ “If the clmp [

got too mucl to say we'll bump him !’

*“ Yaas, wathah! I considah that if
Mr, Tutf is hummad it will teach him a
lr\cxm' i

lhel'e s cnough of i to hump, any-
how 17 said Tom Moerry.

The hera of the Shell hurried to the
gate.  Mr., Tutt regavded him with a
seowl,

“Well, what da you want lere, young
"r\er’ he demainded

*1 want to know what vyou mean by
cleaving these geods out, you rotter?”
~honted Tom Merry. * You told me dis-
tinetly that you'd wait, until this after-
neon for the money. I wrote for it last

night, and it'll bs here by the afternoon
post.”

Mr. Tutt puffed at. lm cigar.

“Yes, T don’t think ! e sncered. 1

got orders this morning from the Brm to
cleay the gogds our and {.Ll\e no notice
of yvou. I'd wrote ’em zavin’ that I was
waiting for you to get the money, but
they told me to fake no mnotice of a
juuior schoolboy. They said that if ihe
hiver couldn’t pay up [ was to claim tle
l_nnds immediately.”

‘You're "o contempiible humbug !
said Tom Memry disgustedly.  **Just
hecause your rotten fivm said that, there
was no need for you to carry it out to
the letter. You might have waited till
|'|'s afternoon, and gecn what I should
do. You'll Jusb bhave all that furniture
pat back into the house!”

*“ Yaag, wathah !

“0h, eball 177 sail M 'lutt furiously,

SAN that furnituve's goin’ away in balf
..'II nmu and don't you make any mie-
tokel

“You sha’n't take it:®

roared Tom
Merry helplessty, ¢ [~ -—"

“1 don’e \vant nothin’ to do with you
\oung=te1 said Mr. Tutt truculentiy.

‘You can elmg off as soon as you like,
Understund 3

“Bai Jove!
gasped D’ Arcy.

And before Tom Mesry could prevent
Lim the awell of St. Jim’s, regardlese of
the consequences, had rushed at the fur-
nishing firm’s representative. M.
taken completely by swprise. was
bowled over like a ninepin, and he lay
on the ground with every ounce of breath
knocked out of him.

Tom Merry glanced at his watch.

“I eay, Gussy,” ho said qmdxly,

“would you mind domg me a faverr?

“Anytlm you like, deah boy,”

D’Arcy readily.

“Good egg! Rush off to Rylecombe
Lane, and hurry towards the village. It's
jusk about time for Blagg, the postman,
to be coming up. He'll have a regis-
tered letter for me, I expect. If he has,
bun it here as quickly as you can.’

&mht ho. dezhi boy!”7 said 1\1l11':u-
ST wun

You uttah wottah!”

said

Augustus wuho_lt hesitation.
like anythin’ !’
And, without waiting to see Mr.

Tult

Tutt,”
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It i impewative that I should have it at

once! Tom Mewwy has weatesied mo
to fetch it for iim.”

Blage handed over the registered
letter.

“Thanks !’ exclaimed D'Avey.  And

De rushed off without another word.

£ Hero, you've got to sign, Mastep
D’ Au,y ” shouted ]glagg
“Lata h, deali boy!” wrelled _Awibur
\ngustus \\lrlmut ~toppmg
‘But T shall get into a row " bawled
Blagg, m al,um
“Wats !

Aud Arilur Augustus tosbed o v
out pausing. IIe had get the letier, @i
that was the main thing.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
The Settleament.
OM MERRY looked up quickly as
he heard a 1)'1tter of {ootsteps
from belind the house.  Arthuos

Augustus 1 Arey rushed up with
thp registerved letter.
“I've got it, Tom Mewwy!” he
shouted in t|1umph “Ive got the
lettah !V

| VaVaVaV W VN VAV AV AV Ve Va VAV AV AV A Ve Ve W a Ve VeV aVa VAV a WA Ve Ve Ve Ve Va Ve Vi W Ve WaVa V2 | ]

“Oh,

ga|lant|y, *you must finish up these doughnuts, you know !
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rise from his vndlgmﬁcd position, the
swell of St. Jim’s rushed off. e realised
tiie seriousness of the situation, and Le
put on an extra spurt, carcless of the
consequences to his clegant -nether gar-
ments,

He was within sight of the first houses
of Rylcombe before he met Blagg, and
the old postman looked up at him in
aurprise.

“Bai Jove, heai you are, deall boy!”
gasped Arthue Angustus.

“Why, what do you want,
D’Arcy?”

“Bai Jove, Blaggay. I' m pufled !
pahted bnc ewall of 8t. Jim's. “1’ve been
wunnin’ like anythin’! Have Jou got a
lettah there for Tom Mewwy*’

Blagg was exasperatingly slow.

“Yes, Master 1’ Arcy, there is one-——a
1eglstered letter,” he eaid.. “T'my now

Master

goin’ wp to the school, and I3 take
it—

“You won't, deah hoy ! said D’ Arey
quickly. *'Pway hand it ovab, Blagg!

but, my dear boy—er, | mean dear girl,’’ said Arthur Augustus é

FaVaVAUR WA VaVel |

“Oh, good!” aid Tam  Mewwy,
“You've been ]oll\ quick, (Gussy 17

“I wan like anythin'!” - exclaimed
D’Arcy pantingly, “I didn’t t sign the
wottenn weceipt, but you can do that
latah ! T twust it is the lettah vou ex-

peoted »

Tom Merry tore _open t‘le registered
letter.

“Yes, this is the one!” =aid Tem
Moerry with sparkling eves. “llere we
are! Two fivers an% a couple of postal
orders for a quid cach!”

“Soveweign caeh, deal boy!

“Quid's good enough for me 1"’
Tom Merry elatedly.
goy erness 18 a brick !

“Yaas, wathah!”
l'J om \Iouv turned to the sullen Mr.
Tutt.

“You'd better come inside, old Tutty-
frutty,” he said genially, ““\We're going
to pu YOl up every penny, and then
you're going to get the ki~k vut.’
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Mr. Tutt blustered.

“How was I to know that you meant
what yvou said?” he exclaimed in a
wheedling tone. *As vou've got the
money, of course that alters matters. I
shall "ave to acoept it, and leave the
furuiture here.’

“You'll jolly wall shove it all back in
place bcfu'e you go,” sal(l Tom Merry
firmly. “Dut come on in.

They entered the cottage. Griggs an(}
anc

his wife were in the front room,
they looked up gloomily as the two
Laaghing juniors enteved.

- 9Ttz all wight, Gwiggay, deal boy !™

“We've got the tin,
zoin’ to pay this

shouted DA
and Tom Bewwy is
beastly boundah upi™

#Ts it truer” said Guggx eagcerly.

S REyery word of it cmiled ~ Tom
Alerry. 1 promised vou I['d sec you
through 11n~ business, Mr. Criggs, and

I meant it ! If this silly fathenJ hadn't
gone back on bis word ir would have
been all right {7

“Thank Ieaven!'™ exclaimed the old
gamekeeper fervently.  “I don't know
how I can ever thank you. Master
Merry ! Mary, it's all vight ! Tt’s turned
out fair surprisin’! - After we'd given up
hiope, too!”

“TIe's a dear, kind young geutle-
man!” said Mrs. Griggs, with a smile
of happiness.

Tom Merry handed over the mouey to
Griggs, and in less than five minutes
Mr. Simon Tutt had handed the game-
keeper a tull receipt, and had receiv ed
the balance- moncy in_exchange.

“OF course,” said Mr. Tuet, © T didn't
know as things would turn out pleasant

like this! “If T've caused you any
trouble—"

“Get out' roared FTom Merry
fiercely, “ And order your men to put fxl!

the Furniture back in their right places!
“They're doin’ that already
“Then you can_buzz off I’

sald Tom

vihah 1" said Avithur Augus-
“Prwav wetiah, rou uttah

worm !
And Mr, Tutt retired, realising that

the juniora wouldn't stand any nonsense.
Tom Merry looked at tlhe happy okl
mmple witl a smile. )

“Well, now the whole thing’s out,’
said the hero of the Shell genmlh.
“thero's 110 reason why T shouldn’t tell
lhp chaps of St. Jim'’s what I've been up
to! They'vo becn thinking all sorts of
things .Lbout me, Mr. Griggs, and I'd
liika to set their rainds at rest!”

Sy ot call do ust what you like, yonng
snaster,” said Griggs readily. T exe
peet the news is all through the village
by wow, and, anyhow, tn'\t man Tuit is
wire to say as you paid ‘im off. So you
wight as “ell tell* your schoolmates as
anvone c‘l\.,E

Slrood I said Tom  Merry
Tallows'll get a Lit of a i‘ll[ulst——-

There rame a knock at the door, and
Blagg, the postman, stood thece. Ile
hauded a leteer in for the old game-
Leeper, and departed, not notlcmg that
Tom  Mer and D'Avey were. theve.
s tore the letter open, then uttered
an ench mmtlur' of jov

£ 'Ihe

“T can't Lelieve it, Mary !" he gasped
e\uredl\ o
“What s it, John?" asked

Griggs quickly.

“Why, the old master lias taken e
back '™ the gam(-kee‘per. with
suining eyes, “He says as the poacher
has confessed that I never had aml‘lumr
to do with him, and only spoke against
me for spite. I'mi to go back to work
on Monday!" -

“Heaven be praised ! murmured Mrs.
Griggs, bursting into tears.
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“Dai Jove, I wegard that as wippin’!”

said Arthur Augustus D’Arcy. “ Gwig-
gay, 1 con watulate you, deah boy!
This weally has been a day of sow WOW

and joy for you—mth joy twiumphin’ in

Lhn end 1

It has, Master D'Arcy—it hasi” said
Griggs, in a shaking voice, “I don’t
seemt to De able to realise it! It don’t
seem to be true ! S

Tom Merry laughed._

“It's true enough,” he said. *Look

<)
[

here, . and Mrs. Griggs, I've got an
As things have turned out so
s¥, suppese you both come to a feed
in my study at St. Jim’s this evening.
I can promise you a high old time!”

“By gum, Master Merry, ”

“That's all ught' You're mot oing
to refuse, I know!” said Tom Merry.
“There’ll be plent) to eat—we'll blne
s fiver for the OCC}]alOH e
' said D’ Arcy.
that as a good ideah! You are pexfec’tly
at liberty, Tom Mewwy, to blue my
fivalr for such an auspioious occasion !"

“All serene!” said Tom Merry.

“We'll get back to the schiool now, Mr.
Griggs. We'll expeet you to be on lmnd
at exactly half-past six!”

“We'll be at the gates waitin’ for you,
deah boy !” said Arthur Augustus.

Aund, “without giving the old couple
time to think it over, the two juniors
took their departure.

THE EIGHTH CHAFTER.
Re-united.

5 ERE théy are!” exclaimoed
Leviscn.  “1Icre’s the giddy
pair of 'em! Bceen m:\king

more bets, Tom Merry?”

Tom Merry and D’Arcy had just en-
tefed the common-room in the School
House. It was drizzling a trifle, and the
juniors had all collected in the comimon-
room to wait for afternoon lessons to
b(\gm

Where the dickens hiave yon been?
dem.u'ded Jack Bleke, pushing Forsard:
Jou've missed dinner, and—""

“Bai Jove, I'd forgotten all about
dimmah I said Arthur Augustus, “I'm
goin’ to tell you what a wippin’ chap
Tom Mewwy is! You arc a sei of uttah
asses  for havin' doubted him for a
mement!. Tom Mewwy is one of the
best chaps at St. Jim's, and I think we
ought to give him thwee w ousin! cheers
for havin’ come up to the scwateh like
a brewo !V

“*Look here, Gussy "

Merry.

“I uttahly wefuse to look heal), Tom
Mewwy—I mean 1 wefuse to tuke any
netice of you whatevah! T am goin' to
tell the fellows what I think, so vou
can wun off {7

The common-xoom was in a roar.

“Liet to the bisney!” roared Blake.

“Vewy well, deah boys!”

And Acthur Augustus related, with a
wealth of detail, how Tom \Ierrv had
acted like a hero while the juniors were
sbunning him and thinking that he had
been mixing with bad companions at the
Green - Man.

Mellish and Levison looked: extremely
small, and \\he)l D'Arcy had finished
they dl‘-‘app("l red from the common-room.

“I wegard

(34

began Tom
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But the
enthusiastic.
They were all thoronghly ashamed of
themselyes, and tried to make it up to
Tom Merry by giving him three hearcy
cheers, and -making his back zore by
heavy slappings. All of them realie ed
how hasty they had been in their ceca-

other fellows were wildly

clusions, and they resolved &0 make it
lhot for Levison for starting the sus-
picions.

*“Cheer him !’ roared Blake. ‘Tor
Merry’s a giddy hero !

“Rather I’ shouted Manmers and
Lowther tegether. “\We've  treated
Tommy, m a rotten style, and we all
apologise.’ -

“ Slmulder high !"* roared Kangaroo.

And, while Tom Merry laughingly pro-
tested, Manners and Lowther grasped
him, and slung him upon their shoulders,
'l'hon, laughing and checring, they bore
him round the conunon-room. And when
they had finished with him, Tom Merry
felt amply repaid for all the 'doubts which
had been cast upon his character.

“There's one thing more ! "* he gasped,
as they set him (.0“11 “T call for three
cheers” for Gussy! 1dc¢’s been a brick
over this blanev, and he ceserves a putty
medal 1 ;

“Weally, Tom deawwr——"

But D’Arcy’s wpice was drowned in
the cheer that rose to the ceiling. When
the bell rang for afternoon lessons, the
juniors were very excited, and those
who were inviied to the grand banguet
considered themselves very lucky indeed.

”

“Ladies and gecutlemen—-"" Dbegan
Tom Merry

* Hear, hear!

“TLadics and gentlemen
declare the banquet open, 7 \went on Tom
Merry. ‘“Everybody is now requckted to
tucl\ iu for all they are worth—="

“ Flear, hear ! mumbled Fatty Wynn,
who was tuckmg in already.

“Tor this anspicious occasion we have
the honewi of entertaining the .worthy
Mr. Griggs and Mrs. Griggs!” said Tom
Merry, shouting to make his voice
l‘cmd “They are the guests of the even-
ing, and [ trust “that they will
thoroughly enjoy themselves
make the grub look silly !’

“TIla, ha, ha!”

The table was packed to overflowing
with goed things, but as the feast pro-
cecded they disappeared at a surprising
rate.

The old gamekeeper and his wife ate
sparingly of the good fare, and Arthur
Augustus D'Arcey became quite indig-
nant.

‘“Have one of tlmse, Mrs. Gwiggs!”
ad.l(l D’Arcy temptingly.

“Thank you, Master D’Arcy, 1
couldn t 1" siled the old lady.

“Bus, my deah boy—I mean gal—yon
W eally must [inish up these doughnuts!”
exclamed Arthur  +Augustus  femly.

“You weally must cat a lot more!™

Dut all his persuasions were useless.
Much as lie tried, he could not get Mra,
Griggs  to finish up the doughnuts.
Nev crthele& the gupstq were tnmoughly
satisfied, apd brimming over with hap-
pinegs at the inrn of their forture.

And when they took their departure
at last, thiey :liook Lends all round, and
declardd that they lLad never cn]oyed
themselves so much in their lives before.
And the juniors, too, were light-hearted
and merry.

Manners and Monty Lowther, especi-
ally, were fecling as gay as sandboys.
Th93 were exnemely proud of their
loadex—pmud of the manner in which
he had kept his promise, in spite of the
dark suspicions which were harboured
against hun by every Jun-or excer)t one |

THE END

I now berf to

and—and -
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THE ROOKWOOD MUSIGAL SOGIETIES!
- A Grand Long Complete Tale, dealing with the Early Adventures of
Jimmy Silver & Co. at Rookwood School,
By OWEN OONQUESTT.
EANAANNANNANNN |
. THE FIRST CHAPTER. said Tommy Dodd; *“it's too late. My

A " Facer ' for the Moderns.
i Y bhat!” said Tonmny Deodd. Tt

M was all he could say.

© “Hear, heav!” said his
chums, Tommy Cook and
Tommy Doyle. L

A Junior musical seeicry !

“Qf all the nerve!”

** And we never thonght of it '™ )

Tommy DNodd & Co. drew back into
the deep shadows of the stone stair in the
<Id tower, and looked at one another,

For o fortnight the Modern chums Liad
heen suspicious of the movewents of the
Iistical Four, and had naticed that the
tassical chums appeared to he very
weary during the daytime.

Suspecting that they had been carry-
ing on seme nefarious schemes at night,
ihe Modern chums had decided to lie in
wait after lights out that night at the
end of the passage in which the Classical
Jormitovies were situated. ,

Sure enough, as soon as everything
had settled down for the vight, the Fis-
iical Forr had stealthily emerged from
their dormitory, and had made their way
1o the old tower, followed by Tommy
Daodd & Co. ’ R

There, Jimmy Silver & (o, were joined
by other (lassicals. and mausical instru-
mwonts were specdily preduced, and the
sweet straing of ’‘cello, violin, cornet,
fute, and clarinet echoed.ihreugh the,
rams.

Tormmy Dodd & Co. had heard every,
word of the conversation which had taken
place i the room of the tower fro
which _the musie was proceeding, :

They gathered that  they had been
listening  to the *“(lassical Musical
Society,” and that practices had been
taking place every night for the past
fortnight. '

Also, that on the following cvening a
concert was to take place, an ammounce-
ment of which would be sprung on the
school the next day.

Talbeys of the Fifth, thoy learned, was
going to officiate at the piano, but he
was not present at the final rehearsal, as,
of course, a piano conld not he taken. to
the old tower,

“What a row they’re making in
ihere [” gaid Tommy Dodd. o

The Modern c¢hums had drawn back
from the door, quite out of hearing, so
far as their voices were concerned; but,
ol course, the straing of music were
audible all over the old tower. Cook.
who had rather a good ear for musie,
listened rather appreciatively to the youth-
ful - orchestra. ‘

“T eay, Doddy, old man, ihat's not
had I”

“Doddy old man* snorted.

“But it isn’t,” said Cook. “They’re
raying an adaptation of a march from
“Carmen,” and 1t's jolly lively-~the open-
ing of the last act, you know, They must
have got somebody to score it for them
for such a giddy, emall orchestra, and it’s
iolly well to their credit to play up like
that under such difficulties, ~ They’ve
only got five instruments there, and not

even a dduble-bass to give the thing a
background. Yes, vou can snort if you
like, Doddy; but you can’'t teach me
apvything about musie, enyway.”
*4“T know I can’t, (‘ooky,” said Tomny
Dodd, in a more subdued tone. “T
wasn’t snorting at youn. Don’t mind my
ragging you just now., 1 feel this very
much, % -
“Of course, I don't mind,” said (Cook
instantly.  *“You csn rag me as much

_as you like, old chap, and' 1 won't say a

word, if it relieves your feelings.”
. Tommy Dodd grinned 2 little.
“Tt's so jolly rotten, Lids!” he said.

"“You see, if the idea had only siruck vs,

we could have worked it easily: and,
without bragging, I think I can say that
we could work it better than the Fistical
Four.”

* Rather ! said Tomny Cook.

“You are au awlully nmusical chap, and
vou can play half the instruments in an
orchiestra,” egaid Tomnmy Dodd gloomily.
“And T can play the cornet better than
that goat RaEy, anyway.”

“You play the cornet jolly well,
Doddy,” said the loyal Tommy Deyle.
“T won’t say you keep perfect time, be-
cause you don't; but you're vards nearer
the music than Raby is.” .

JTalboys would heve punched the
glano and conducted for us, and we conld

ave got Smythe, with his clarinet, jusi
as easily as Jimmy Silver,” said Tommy
Dodd. _“I—I could kick myzelt! Why
didn’t I think of it 7"

His chums offered no solution to the
mystery this time,

“T ought to have thought of it,” said
Dodd. “But I didn’t, and there it ends.
Wo've got to sit down quietly, and let
the Fistical Four gloat over us.”

“Qh, I say, Dodg"—”

,“'We've got to let them triumph, and
sing emall ourselves,” persisted Tommy
Dodd, in a vein of determincd pessimism.
“TI know it's rotten. You can bang my

head against the wall. if vou like,”

“Oh, rot, Tomuny! After all. we've
done them often enough. Besides, we
may be able to get level yot, as we've
found it out in time.*’ :

“But we haven’t found it cut-in tine,”

1)

hat !
fortnight or more

To think that they’ve been at it a
and we never got on
to the whecze tili the last night before
the pevformance! 1 ask you, kids, isu’s -
it enough to make a fellow swear 2%

“Quite so; but—"

“0Oh, I'm not going to!” grinned
Tommy Dodd. *To-morrow there’ll he
a notice up on the board, I suppose, an-
nouncing a grand concert by the Classieal
Musical Society. All the Fourth will go,
and we shall be grinned at, and chipped
to deéath.”

S Couldidt
against them?
show 17

Tommy Dodd shook his head gloomily.

“No time! That's the worst of it. I
we had thought of the ideca, we could
have worked up a much better orchestra;
but we didn’t! Now there’s no time.
Tt’s no good our starting a rival show
with a cornet, a olarinet, and a ’cello.
You can’t play four ov five mstruments,
like a giddy drummer in a cheap orcheg-
tra. An orchestra of three would be
lavglhed at, and we’ve no timme to beat up
recruite——". -

“There’s Tacy, with his concertina

)

“The chaps would throw things at

we work something up
What about a vival

D111,

“Well, T suppose they would. I've felt
Jike doing it myself whe;&,l’ve heard him
praciising in his study.™ It's a- cheap
Germian concerting ho’s got,” said Cook.
““ An English concertina you pay a good
price for is all rig‘ht' but a cheap German
one is—well, it's like everything else
German, rotten to the core!”

“1t’s no good!” said Tommy Dodd
desperately, ''We 1may as well knuclle
under. o

“Iold on! They’re stopping! They'll
hear us!” :

The strains of music died away, The
voices of the Classical Musical Society
were audible once more. The Modern
chums, with gloomy faces, peeped into
the lighted Yoom again,

THE €ECOND CHAPTER.
Tommy Dodd Thinks It Qut.
TMMY SILVER laid down his bow,
J with a smile of satisfaction,
“T think that went better ihan
the first bit,” he remarked. “Of
course, you can’t judge of the full effect
till you play along with the pians.”

“T should say not,” grinned Lovell,

“ Bui so long as we get our parts per-
fect, it's all right, We know Talboys is
a good pianist, and he can keep time to
anything, and he’s practising his pavt on
and off.” '

“Oh, we can rely on Talbors,” said
Raby; *though, in case of doubt, you
lznow, you can always follow the cornet 1”

“Blessed if I know where it would lead
usi” said Lovell, with a sniff. “J1 wish
you had a double-bass instead of a ’eclln,
Jimmy. Iiven Raby could hardly get ous
if you were sawing away under his eae
on a double-bass,”

Tue PENNY POPULAR.--No, 2614
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f# We ought (o have both,” said Jimmy
Sillver, “But it’s no joke buging a
"double-bass, and we've nobody else to
play the ’cello. My pater has come up
pretty well as it is in standing this instru-
ment. He's stood me the 'cello; and if I
had the bass, there's nobody to take this
instroment. Of course, later on, when
we let the Modern kids into the society,
Cool: can play the ’cello, and then I'll try
to work the dad for a bass.”

“Good egg 1"

. ““But at present we shall Lave to make
it do,” said the leader of the Fistical
Four, * After all, when Talboys gets
going on the piano that will give the
thing a background. Raby will liave to
keep his cornet a little queter.”

“T'm playing up so that you cau follow
the instrument and keep in time,” said
Raby.

‘‘Then don't! You must regard the
’cello as if it were the leader. Don’ts
vou worry about the rest of the orches-

tra, Raby. Stick to your cornet, and
keep in time yourself.”

“Well, 1—"

“Get on to the next ijtem,” said

Jimmy Silver. - “We're limited to an
hour, you know. I had some lines this
morning for being sleepy in claes.
Bootles doesn’t make allowances for
these rchearsals.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Play up, then!" gaid Newcome.

¢ Just what I was going to suggest,”
said Lovell.

And the orchestra struck up once
more. Qut on the staircase Tomm
Dodd & Co. listened with mingled feel-
ings. ’

“It’s jolly decent!” muttcred Cook.
“Of course, the piano takes the parts of
the second violins and the viola, It
will' sound different when Talboys is
doing his little bit. That's e dish-up of
the third overture to ‘ Leonora’! Fancy
that lot having the cheek to tackle
Beethoven!”

“Oh, they've cheek enough for any-
thing {”” said Tommy Dodd despon-
dently.

The chums were silent for some time.
Tommy Dodd made a movement at last.

“Iet's get back,” he said, *We'll
keep this dark. No need to let on that
we're up to the game. We'll think it
out, and T'll think of some wheeze for
dishing them between this and to-mor-
row, or bust my brein-box!”

“T hope s0.”
“Come on!”

The Modern chums stole silentl
They entered the house as they
it, and roturned to their dormitorz.
They went to bed quietly, without
awakening anyone, and Tommy Cook
and Tommy Doyle were soon aslcep.

away.
ad left
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THE THIRD CHAPTER.
The Modern Mueical Society.

IMMY SILVER and his musical

J society had an air of suppressed

importance the next day, which

would have aroused the suspiciors

of the Modern chums, even if they had

known nothing of the mnocturnal re-
hearsals in the old tower. .

But the muttered talk of the musical
gociety, their whispered consultations
with “Talboys of the Fifth, Jimmy
Silver’s oxaminations of the No. 8 Roon,
with an eye to cramming in a large
audience, and the yelps of the clarinet
from Sinythe's study, all passed now
without notice from Tomumy Dodd & Co.

For Tommy Dodd & Co. were l¥ing
low.

They made no sign, cnd, indeed. ap-
peared outwardly to be thinking of
nothing but the next cricket-match.
They discussed cricket loud and long
whenever they were within hearing of
any member of the Fistical Four. and
the Fistical Four chuckled gleefully to
think how far Tommy Dodd & Co. wers
from getting on the track.

* And the Modern chums smiled.

Tommy Dodd had confided his scheme
to Cook and Dogle before Lreakfast that
morning. They Lad listened in astonish-
ment, then with grins; and the grins
had cxpanded into laughs, the laughs
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““I'm getting sleepy. I say, what piano
is Talboys going to punch for us to-
morrow Y The Head’s not likely to let
us have the grand piano in the Hall.”

Jimmy Silver grinned.

“No. I asked for the grand piano and
the Hall, through Mr, Bootles, but it
can't he did. T don’t thipk the Head
regards juuior musical -societiea with a
properly serious eye.”

““He would if he caught 'em at re-
Liearsal I’* said Raby.

“ Besides, the Sixth are using the Hall
to-morrow evening for a rehearsal of
their rotten Latin comedy !" said Lovell.

“We've got No. B Room on the
ground foor,” said Jimmy Silver. ¢ It’s
quite large e¢nough for our purpose, and
by arranging the seats we can make
room enough for an audience of sixty or
seventy. I don't suppose we shall have
more than that.”

“1f there’s more, there’s standing
room,” said Raby, *"and we can put up
a notice outside, ‘Standing room only !’
and it will look ripping. We might put
up the notice anyway, to keep up ap-
pearances.” .

‘“Ha, ha, ha!”

“It's o good idea.”

“T reckon it's & ripping way to aitract
an audience !” said Jimmy Silver wither-

ingly, “Now, let’s get on,” -
THE Prxxy PoputAr.—No. 251,

Not so their chum. Tommy Dodd lay
awaoke, thinking it out.
blem to solve. How was he to ‘“dish"”
the Fistical Four?

Meanwhile, the amateur orchestra pro-
gresaed with their rehearsal, and finished
it, with much satisfaction to themselves.

Jimmy Silver rose at last and returned
the violoneello to its case.

“1 think we’re in pretty good form,”
he remarked. “We’ﬁ woke snakes to-
morrow evening, my pippins !”

¢ Absolutely !

The instruments were earefully packed
away in a chest that had been smuggled
into the tower for the purpose. In their
nocturnal expeditions it would have been
a little too risky to attempt to get a
‘cello and a violin-case out of a window,
to say nothing of the cornet.

Smythe, however, took his clarinet
away with him. The juniors returned fo
the School House, having extinguished the
light in the tower. Smythe went his
way, and the Fistical Four climbed in
at the box-room window.

All was silent in the dormitory when
the chums entered it.

“ Asleep, you f(illows?"
Jimmy Silver.

There was no reply, save a faint snore
from one of the beds. - The Fistical
Four returned to bed without a single
misgiving.

muttered

»

He had o pro-

into roars.
ribs ached.
“Oh, my
Tommy Cook.
“What price that for a jape of thn

And they roared (ill their

only hat!"

exelaimed

]I‘;::lx&_‘dl Four?” demanded Tommy
“Oh, it's too rich!'" said Tommy
Doyle.

“I fancy it will be a dot on the nos»
for young Silver.”

“Ha, ha! Rather rough on the musi-
cal society !” ’

“Con’t be helped. Tf we had got up
the musical wheeze, the Fistical IMour
would be hunting for a chance o bust
our concert, wouldn't they?”

“Quite so!” -

““ Now the boot's on the other {oot, and
we're going to bust theirs!”

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“They're giving a concert in No. 8
Room,’” said Tommy Dodd, grinning.
“The partition between No. 8 Room and
No. 7 Room is only lath and plaster.
You remcmber, when we were at lessons
in No. 7, we could hear the buzz from
No. 81"

“Quite so, rather!”

“If they give & concert in No. 8, why
shouldn’t we give one in No. 77"

“Echo answers ‘Why?'”

“Jf they've bagged all the geod per-
formers, why shouldn’t we make vp aa
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ol(hosua (‘omposed of bad performers?

*Ila, ha, ha!”

“1f the partltlon's thin, and we make
too much row for their pm'fm'mnn(-e to
bp heard, whose fault is it ?”

‘The (]up s who built the partition.’

“ Exactly !’

“But you'll have io
to use No. 7.”

**Buey enough.  The Fistical Four got
permission to use No. & from Bootlos,
'l ask Manders to Jet us have No. 7. He
doesn’t know anything about the musical

et permission

soriety, so_he can't guces there’s any-
thing on. He'll let me have the room.”
“(3ood 1””

TN ask him immediately alter break-
[ast, to make sure.”

And  Tommy Deodd did so. My,
Manders willingly gave the juniors per-
mission to use No. 7 Room, which wae
pnot wanted that evening by an\bodv

The Modern chums kept it very dark.
Sometimes they chuckled meplessﬂblv'
hut whenever any of the musieal society
were necar, Tommy Dodd & C(lo. were
wravely talking cricket.

Alter school that day, the Fistical Four
came out of the Fourti Form room in

yreat spirits. Everything was going well
for the musical society, and apparently
there was no suspicion 1alecd yet.

But as the concert was to take place
afier tea, it was time for the secret to
be lei out, and Jimmy Silver, accom-
panied by his chums, marched up to the
otice-board in the hall, and fastened up
anotice there. .

There was immediately a rush of
jnniors to read if. Jinmy Silver was
cricket captain of the Fourih, and the
impression at first was that the notice
lrad something to do with the junior
ericket club.,

There.were blank siaree of amazement
when the notice was read. irom all but
Tommy Dodd & Co., who, of cowrse,
lmew what to expect

The programme was a ambiiious one,
cluding works by Becihoven: ihere
were also several UopLﬂ_\r items, such as

“T'he Broken Melody > and the © Inter-
10220, " of Mascagni.

“There will be more than one broken

melody. I expect, to say nothing of
Lroken harmony,” remarked Leggeit,
“TTa, ha, ha!”

“ Lol of cheeky kids!” said Lacy. *I
would have put in a ('011c01tmﬂ solo for
(lmm. if they had asked me.’

* Perhaps ‘they have carefulle caleulated
how mich the roof will stand ! remarked
Iooker.

*“1la. ba, ha!?

“1 think Lacy’s concertina would have

lmon ripping,” said Tommy Dodd.
“Yes; it wonld- have ripped the
reiling I”* said Jones wiinor,
**1la, ha, ha!”

Lacy stroiled away. Tommy Dodd &

l'o.]etrol]ed after him, and entered his
study. ¢
“Hallo!” said Lacy. “What do you

fellows want?”’

“You offered to play the concertina for
ue once—-"'

“You want a tnne?” asked Lacy, who
was always looking out for a victim.
“(lerteinly. What shall T play you? The
nverture to Tannhauser arranged [or the
voncertina, or a little thing of my own?”

“IHold on!” exclaimed Tommv Dodd,
for Tacy was already reaching for his
imetrument of torture. “I don't mean
now. ['m thinking of giving a concert

T.a(y grinned.

“ Getting up a rival concert ahea(h 7L

“That’s it, Will you let me put your
name down for a solo on the concertina?”

“Cortainly, I'll give you as many as
von like.”

“Well,

1[ you can manage half o
dozen—

“A dozen, if vou like.”

“Good! say, we're getting up an
orchestra to rival the Fistical Four's
retten show, and, of course, we rush to
gecure vou first thing.”

“Well, T think I may say that you
don’t often ]1ear a chap play the con-
certina as I do,” said Lacy modestly.

“1 quite agree with you,

“ Hear hear V'
“We're giving it to- muht at eeven
%harp, in No. Room explained

Tommy Dodd.

Lacy stared at the Modern chums.

W hv they'll lear 1t in the next
room !

“Do you think so?”

“I'm cerrain of it. The parlition is
only lath and plaster, Yon know, when
that ass, Talboys of the Fifth, is plaring
the piano in 1\0 8, it's as plain as any-
[hmg in No. 7.”

Well, that can’'t be lelped,” said
Tommy "Dodd. ‘I dare say, if we play

[ AVAVAVAV Ve VaVe
‘1 am glad to see so distinguished a company gathered to listen to our
modest efforts,”’ said Jimmy Sllver, gazing from the edgs of the dais

upon the crowded audisndée.
of the ¢ Classica! PMusical Society.’

“g
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orchestra,” grinned Tommy Dodd. “I
shall have my cornet, and you can have
your trombone.” he contmmd address-
mg Tommy Doyle. “Temmy "Cook ean
lay the “cello, and then there's tho

buglo we use on a paper-chase. and the
castanets, too. Every little helps. We
want two more instrumentalists, I eay,
old Towle!”’

“Did you call me, Dodd*’? s2id Towle,
looking round.

*“Yes. Come into my study.”

“Right you are!”

Towle looked at the AModern
rather wonderingly as he jcllowed
into their study.

Tommy Dodd took
of rho drawer.

*Can you use these, kid:”
“Yes; but—-"

“1I'm giving an orchestral pmfomum @
this cvonmq, and I want you to play the
castanets,’ oxphu.ed Tommy Dedd.
*Will vou do 1?7

chama
them

the castanets out

I
is gratifying to me, a3 president
The concert will now cemmence.’?

= ]

H AN/ AANANANANANANANANN ANANANANANANANANANNANAANANANANNANANANANANANNAN

Joud cnongh_. thelr nojse won'i interfere
\\nn 1na.
*We may interfere with them.”

“Of course, that’'s their look -ont.
We've got plenty to attend to, w 1thout
attending to their business for them.’

“Ha, ha! I suppose so. It's all right:
I'll be there We'd bettox lock the door
before we start. though.”

STl see to that. 1 can rely oh you,
then?’"

“Yes, rather,
left me out of 1the programme.”

*“Ha, ha! I think they will!”

And the Modern chums left the study
cminently eatisfied with - themselves.
They left Lacy practieing on his German
concertina; but whether he was playing
the overture to Tannhanser arranged for
that instrument, o a little thing of his
own, it waa 1mposslble to tell by listening
to it, and Tommy Dodd & Co. did not
stay ‘o listen, either.” .

“YWe've got to finish making up the

They'll be sorry they

“Bui-—-hut I've never—"’

“That's all right. All you've got io
do is to keep them gom g, and make as
anh row as pcssible.”

Oh, T don’t mind doing that:”

“Good " Be in No. 7 Room at seven
sharp, then. Mind, not a word to a soul
—it’s a dead secret!”

“Riglt yvou are, Doddy !”

“ And pass the word to Weblb to como
here.”

Towle nodded, and departed, and a
few minutes later Webb came in, Webls
had seented a fced, and loocked disap-
pointed when ho saw the table bare of
everything but musical instruments.

“1Iallo!” said Webb. “I—1 thought
you wanted me.”

“So0 we do,’*
blandly.

** What is it, then?” said WeDh.

“This is how it @,” said Tommy Daedd.

TPE PENKY PoPULAR—No. 251.

said Tommy Dodd
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“Wg’rc giving a concert ihis evening

“And you want mo to take part?”

“Yes.” ;

“Good !” said Webb. “I'm willing to
do anything I can. I've never plaved
any instrument, but I'm willing to try.”

“Ha”. ha! I want you to play this

“Blessed if I know how to, wyon

“That’s ail right! Tt's goiug to be &
classical concert, so it’a not necessary to
have any tune. You keep on Llowing,
that's all.”

“ But—bue
music ?”’ «

“Tt will make music cnongh for our
purpose.”’

“Good! You can rely on me.”

And Webb left the study lookin
cidedly pleased. The - Modern
grinned at one another,

“Now we'll look in on Leggett, and
ask him to bring his mouth-organ!”
grinned Tommy Dodd. “Then I fancy
the Modern Musical Society will be com-
plete.™

“Ha, ha, hal™ -

will  that nake any

de-
chums

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
A Rival Orchestiras.

b ENTLEMEN—-"
““Jlear, hear!”

“I am glad to sce so distin-

guished & company gathered

to listen to our modest cfforts,” said
Jimmy Silver, gazing from the edge of
tho dais upon the crowded audience in
Room N-. 8. “It is very gratifving to
me, a3 founder and president of “the
Classical Musieal Qocicty., I am gin ' o
sen practica’ly the whole of the Foand:
Forni present.” =770 - T S
Hrar, hea
“T am also
nmany membe
Feem,” enn
bow. towe: 5 b
Hansom “of ‘thu

o
tifisdd by the presence of
' of our respected [
1 Jinmy Silver, with a
¢ row of seats where sat

witth and his friends.

“I had hoped to see the Sixth, bui the;

Sixth are rchearsing a mouldy old Latin
comnedy, and so I suppose they cannot
come. The lgss is theirs.”

‘“ Heatr, hear!”

“I am glad, however, that our
honoured captain has managed to look in
on *us this cveniog,” said Jiminy. *
proposc to commence the proceedings by
three cheers for Bulkeley, the best
cricketer that ever belonged to Rook-
wood ! . -

Bulkeley lavghed and coloured. The

nudience checred the captain, and
checred themselves into thie best of
tempers.

Jimmy Silver waited for silence.
““And .now, gentlemen, the concert
will commence. You have doubtless
read the programme in the hall. You

are acquainted with tlte members of the
orchestra, and can rely upon them to
turn out really good stuff in a first-class

- with the cheking of
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audience were quite eager. They were
prepared to laugh at o failure, or to
cheer a snccess with equal impartiality.
The Fourth Form were almost all there,
and many youngsters from the Remove
and the Third.

There were a dozen of the Fifth, with
condescending smiles; and Bulkeley of
the Sixth, the big. good-natured cap-
tain of Roockwood. None of the masters
had accepted the kind invitation posted
up in the hall.

There was & squeak from the violin, a
groan from the cornet, and a rattle from
the piano. The orchestra was begin-
ning, :

Talboys of the Fiftli was at the piano,
in evening-dress, as befitted the occa-
sion, with a nice rose in his coat, and his
hair brushed back from his forehead, and
an artistic little curl straying carelessly
over his brow—a careless curl that had
taken him half an hour to arrange.

“Here goes!” murmured Hooker.
“On the ball!™ ’

“Play up, there!™

The orchestra played up. There was
a burst of music, and a minute later
there was a terrific roar in the air that
drowned the efforts of the orchestra.

The eundience started and stared.

The crush of unmusical discordance
came through the thin partition from the
next room, but it was as plainly audible
as if it had been in that room.

The members of tho orchestra looked
at one another in amazement and dis-
may. Esxclamations “of amazement were
heard on all sides mingled with laugh-
ter. -

The instmimcnts stopped one by one.
Still, from the ad vz room the crash
craceeded, The tone. of a trombone, a
ellg, a coriiet, a bove, a terrible con-
eértina, and = mouth-cgan wore blended

i Tastancis and the

stamping of feet.

Jimmy Silver jumped to lis feet. e
guessed now wllly the Modern chums
were absent from the audience.

Ile strode furiously to the pariition,
pand fapped o it with his knuckles. The
audience, beginning to * tumble ™ to the
little game, were going off into yells of
laughtér,  But tﬁn members of the
Classical Musical Society did not feel like
laughing.

The rap of Jimmy Silver’s knuckles on
the wall was followed by the cessation of
the pandemonium.:

“Hallo!" called out the voice of
Tormmy Dodd. “ Anything up?”

‘“8top that row!” .

“What row?" 4

“That fearful din you're making.

We're giving-a concert Lere.”
“Rats! We're giving one herc.”
“You rotters!”

‘“Ha, ha, ha!”

“They're trying to bust our concert,”
said Raby. )

“Ratz!” called out Tommy Dodd
through the partition. * We've got Mr.

Manders’ permission o give a coneert in

recommenced the overture.

Friday.

“IWe may not be quite in time and
tune,” went on Tommy Dodd. * That's
becanse we baven’t had time for
rehearsals in the old tower.™

The members of the Fistical Lour
stared at one another blankly,

“Then they knew!” muttered Lovell.

¢ I—I suppose s0.”

“Hold your row velled
Jimmy Silver.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“We'll serag vou !

“Ya, ha, ha!”

“Oh, come and play up!” said Jimruy
Silver desperately. .

The audience were in convulsions, The
orchestra, though ,with great misgivings,
Hardly had
the music started than a crash of discord-
ance came from the next room.

The noise of all the instruments play-
ing. continuously, without any regard to
time or tune, of course drowned the
sound of an orchestra playing in tune.

The discordance was horrible, aud every
fellow there who had o ‘musical ear was
stopping it.

in there!”

My hat!™ gasped Ilansom of the
Fifth.. “This 15 rather more than a
joke. Tdon't want my eardrums busted!

Come on, you chaps, somewhere where
we can got a laugh in peace!”

‘And the Fifth-Formers, shrieking with
merriment, rushed from the room.

The orchestra, though viewing with
dismay the rapid melting of their
audience, played on grimly. And stili
from the next room came groen and
crash and grunt and shrick and crash ani
bang. It was impossible to distinguish
anything that Jimmy Silver's band were
playing.

Talboss jumped up from the plauo
before the overture was finished.

“Oh, hang |’ he exclaimed. ‘. This is
“g_ll’lyle comes of playing for you kids! I'n.
off !

“117?1Ll on, Talboys! I say, old chap.

1

I'm

“Oh, rats!” grunted Talboys.
rot stayviug here to be deafened.
off I

The audience, shricking with laughter,
followed rapidly. Jimmy Silver was
desperate. But a rapid examination of
the door of No. 7 showed that it was
locked, and that there was no way of
getting at the rival erchestra. )

And the Classical Musical Sccirty, with
glum countenances, turned out the light
and vacated No. 8. The performanece
had been a ghastly frost, and the honours
remained with the Modern chums. Aud
when the rival orchestra learned, from
the silence in No. 8, that they had con-
quered, they laid down their instruments,
and rolled on the floor, and simply yelled.

It was long before Rookwood left off
laughing over the story of the rival
orchestras, though it was some time
before the Fistical Four could join in tha
laugh. But the Classical Musical Society
was reorganised, with the Modern chums

manner. The first item will be by the | this room this evening. You can go and | as members, and after that Jimmy Silver
orchestra, the overture ‘Up North.'” ask him. We are the Modern Musical | considered they would go ahead. And
And Jimmy Silver bowed; and retived. | Society, and this is our variety of music.” | they did. )
The rvoom was crowded, and the “Ila, ha, ha!” roared the audicnce. THE END.,
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