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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Toinmy DRodd’s Find.

[ 7 AROOH! Ow!”
Y" Thus . Tommy Cock of the

Modern side at Rookwood.

- Tommy Cook had been
sauntering along the Fourth-Form cor-
“vidor with his”chums; Tommy Dodd and
Tommy Doyle, when suddenly he had

slipped and harged into the door of one
1

of the studies. =i

Tommy Cook had been wearing a pair
of new boots, and for the third time that
day they had brought him to disaster.

All might have been well had not
Tommy Cook collided with the door of
Knowles’ study,

Kunowles was a prefect, but for all thas
he was a rogue and a bully, and the
Modern chums were continually getting
into hot water with him.

“Now you’ve done
Tommy Dodd.

“Qw!” groaned Tommy Cook, rubbing
the back of his head as he rose to his feet.

Then the door of the study was flung
open, and the bullying figure and scowl-
ing face of Knowles appeared.

“Now, what’s the little game?” cried
the prefect, glaring at the three chums.

“Pm sorry, Knowles!” replied Tommy
Cook, still rubbing his head. ‘‘Quite an
accident.”

“I know all about your accidents!”
growled the bully. = “You little beasts
were up to your games again!”

“Tt was an accident,” doclared Tommy
Cook, raising his voice slightly. “Do
you think I'd come and bang my head
against your door just to amuse myself 77

1 don’t want any lies, nor cheeky
answers either,” said Knowles angrily.
“Come in here, all of you!”

“Cook’s told you it was an accident,
and—" began Tommy Dodd.

“J don’t want to hear anything from
you!” snapped Knowles. “You're
always the ringleader of these disturb-
ances, and I'll teach. you to be a bit
quieter. Come on!”

Tommy Dodd & Co. had no alternative
but to obey, and they entered the study
and followed the prefect to his desk:

The three chums knew that thcy were
in for another experience of Knowles’
harsh treatment as he reached out for a
cane.

= “ Now then,” he muttered, between his
teeth, “T’ll just teach you to act more
like human beings, instead of like a pack
of wild beasts! Come on, Dodd!”

Swish, swish! !’

“Ow! You brute!™

“Now, Cook |-

Swish, swish!

“Daoyle !”

Swish, swish! :

“Ow! Yaroogh! Yoop!™

Knowles, in a temper, knew how fo lay

it!”  exclaimed

en the cane, and he gave Tommy Dodd & |
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Co. a couple of handers each which-they
would not forget for some little time. -

““The next time you kick up a row in
my hearing,” said the bully vindictively,
“youll get the biggest hidings you've
ever had in your lives. Clear out!”

The Modern chums cleared out.

“Rotter!” exclaimed Tommy Dodd,
when they were outside the door.

‘“Beast ! hissed Tommy Cook.

“Brate!” muttered Tommy Doyle.

Having cach expressed their personal
opinion of Knowles, the three juniors pro-
ceeded to their study to hold a council
of war to decide on some method of
getting even with the prefech.

“What’s to be done?” asked Tommy
Dodd, in despairing tones. ““This 18
getting too thick!” :

“Hanged if I know,” growled Tommy
Cook, ““but something’s got to be done.
I'm getting fed-up with this sort of
thing 1”

“He knows how to lay it on when he’s
in a temper,” said Tommy Doyle, clasp-
ing his hands together to ease his smart-
ing fingers,

“VYes; he’s a spiteful beast,” agreed
Tommy Dodd, “and he seems unusually
down on us lately.  The thing is—what
can we do to get our own hack and stop
his bullying?”

“We might put in a complaint about it
to Bulkeley,” suggested Tommy Cook.

Bulkeley was the senior prefect and
captain of the school, and one of the best
fellows that ever entered Rookwood.

“T don’t care much ahout going to
Bulkeley with our troubles,” said Tommy
Dodd, “because in a way that’s admitting
we’re beaten by the rotter.”

“P’raps so0; but it’s the correct thing
to do in the cires,” argued Tommy Cook.
“We're not supposed to take the law into
our hands when it comes to dealing with
a prefect.”

“ All ihe same, T'd rather get even with
him by some wheeze of our own, if we
can only think of omne,” said Tommy
Dodd thoughtfully.

“Well, think of one, then,” said
Tommy Cook hastily. * You're always
bragging about your giddy ideas, so now
you've got a chance to do a bit of good
with one of ’em!” -

“That’s all very well, but I have to
think of all our wheezes,” retorted
Tommy Dodd. *‘Goodness only knows
where we should be if it wasn’t for me!
You kids had better think of one this
time.”

“How the dickens do you expect any-
one to think of wheezes when their hands
are smarting - like fury?” demanded
Tommy Cook  impatiently.

“Well, Ive had a couple of handers a8
well as you, fathead; so how do you
think I'm to work out a scheme?”

“Qh, shut.up, ass!?

“Well, look here; it's mo good squab-
bling,” said Tommy Doyle. ¢ We’d better

agree to think it over till to-morrow, and :
then compare ideas!” :

“That’s not a bad notion,” agreed
Tommy Dedd. “Now, I've got some prep”
to do.”

There, for the time being, the matter
ended; but cach of the three Modern
chums made up his mind to rack his
braing for a scheme that would enable
them to get even with Knowles.

_The next day found Tommy Dodd &
Co. no less keen in their determination
to have revenge on Knowles.

They were walking along the corridor
to their study after morning classes, dis-
cussing the prefect’s tyranny, when"
Tommy Dodd’s eagle eye caught sight
of a half-sheet of notepaper lying on the
floor a few yards from Knowles’ study-
door.

He stooped and picked it up.
a quick glance at it stuffed i
pocket.

“I fancy I've picked up something
which may be useful to us,” said the
leader of the three chums, with a new
light in his eye. :

“What is it?’ asked Tommy Cook
eageily. ==

“Don’t know yet, but we'll see when
we get iuto the study,* answered Tommy
Dodd.

When the three ehums had gained the
seclusion of their study and closed ths’
door, Tommy Dodd produced the piece
of paper.
Doyle leansd over his shoulders as he
examined it.

It was a soiled half-sheet of note-
paper, with a few words scrawled upen it

and after
into g

.jin lead pencil.

‘

““Dear K, ” read Tommy Dodd
“That means Dear Knowles,” he ex--
plained. ‘““ Must have some money from
yvou at once. Meet me in the empty
house, bottomy of Mill Lane, at three
o’clock. —J.H.” ?

“My hat!” e%claimed Tommy Doyle.

“What’s he up to now?” said Tommy
Cook excitedly. “Who's J.H.7”

“ Joey Hook, I guess,” replied Tommy
Dodd. “That beastly bookmaker who
haunts the Bird-in-Hand at Coombe {*

“By Jove!”

“1 “should say that Knowles has got

into a bit of a mess, and can’t pay up
what he owes,” he continued.

“That’s about what it is,” assented
Cook. * What's the next move?” ;

“Get there first and hide,” answered
Tommy Dodd promptly. *There’s great
possibilities in this,” he added medita-
tively. :

“What of?” queried Tommy Cook
innocently.

“Why, of getting square with Knowles,
fathead!” replied Tommy Dodd im-
patiently. ‘“If Knowles finds out that we
have got information about him that he
doesn’t want anyone else to know, he'll
leave us alone in future to keep our
mouths shut.”

Tommy Cook and Tommy =
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% 0h, I hadn’t thought of that!” mur-
mured Tommy Cook.

“You would have ‘done if you'd used
your brains,” said Tommy Dodd scath-
ingly.

“1 use my braing as much as you do!”
rotorted Tommy Cook warmly.

“Rats!”  grunted Tommy
“Though,” he added guietly, “I
the fact of the matter is there’s
much of 'em to use!”

“0h, chuck it began Tommy
Clook, when Tommy Doyle interrupted
bim,
© “Half a jiffy, though,” he exclaimed.
“The note might be an old one.”

“Might,” agreed Tommy Dodd; “but
that doesn't matter. If the note’s an old
one, the chances are Kunowles won't go
out this afternoon, The game will be
to watch for him to start, and then cut

Dodd.
expect
not =0

across to the place by a quick way over
the fields.”
“Yes, that'll do  all right,” said

Tommy Cook. “ But we shonld be a set
of prize idiots to go and wait all the

afternoon in  an empty house for
nothing.” .
“You leave it to me,” said Tommy

Dodd confidently, as they left the study
to make their way to the dining-hall.

As they passed along the corridor once
more, the subject of their recent discus-
sion -emerged from his study. Ee be-
stowed an angry scowl upon Tommy
Dodd & Co. as they drew level with him,
and then stalked off in the opposite
direction,

(<5

THE SECOND CHAPTER.

he Fistical Four to the Rescus.

about a quarter p two
Tommy Dodd & Co. strolled over
to a quiet corner of the quad te
awaib the appearance of
Knowles.

They thought it as well to take up a
poaition where he would be unlikely to
spot them, for he was always suspicious
of the movements of the Modern chums.
the giddy ro
Tommy Dodd, a few

Cook and

Doyle

looked over to the school door, through

Tommy

wh

h Knowles was just emerging.
% n g =
‘Goed egg ! said Tommy Cook.
“Then the note was for to-day,”

Tommy Doyle exultantly.

“WWait a. minute, though,” said the
eader of the three chums. ‘ Let’s sece
he goes in the dirsction of Mill Lane.”

said

They stepped out into the guad, and
watched Knowles striding towards the

gates. When he had passed through, he
turned to the right.

“Good 1" exclaimed Tommy Dodd.
“That's the way to Mill Lane.”

“{'ome on, then,” cried Tommy Cook
cagerly.

“Don’t
command

be in such a giddy hurry,”
d Tommy Dodd. “Let him
get a bit further away. We shall get
thers five or ten minutes before he dces
by my short cut,”

“But I'm anxious to get on with the
business,” said Tommy Cook impatiently.
“I'm getting quite excited about it.”

“Ves; and if youw're not careful, you'll
muck the whole thing up,” declared
Tommy Dodd. “I'll just go and see
how far he's got.”

He soon returned and reported that it
was all clear to tart, and they quickly
passed out of the gated and hurried on
their way to the empty house at the
bottom of Mill Lane,

They were all so excited and eager over
-the chage that not one of them noticed a
party of four Classical juniors of the
Fourth Farm who were watching their
moverments from some distance away.

Jimmy Silver and his chums, Lovell, ]
Newconte, and Raby, the Fistical Four
of Rookwood, had emerged from the
school just in time to witness the depar-
ture of the Modern chums.

“Now, I wonder shat that means?”
exclaimed Lovell. turning to his chums.
o's evidently a wheeze on,” re-
marked Jimmy Silver.

“Yes; and against us, T reckon,” put
in Newcome. “Most of their wheez
are. s

“That's true enough; but thers ought
to be a chance of nipping this one in
the bud,” replied Jimmy Silver.

“Rather ! Let’s shadow the rotters!”
suggested Lovell eagerly :

“ Right-ho! Tead on

Accordingly tho Fistic
through the school gates just in time to
catch sight of the Modern chwms hastily
clambering over a stile some distance up

3

the lane leading from the school.
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“Supposing it isn't a ¥ za againsh
9" saggested Lovell suddeuly.
‘Doesn’t matter if it isn't,” replied
Jimmy Silver; “there’s something on,
80 we may as well find out what it 1s.”

Jimmy Silver & Co. followed fthe
Modern chums across two or three fields,
skirting round the hedges to obtain what
cover it was possible to get, until Tommy
Dodd & Co. crossed another stile leading
into a narrow lane.

Jimmy Silver, demanding smution rom
his followers, quickly followed. ‘Tommy
Dodd & Co., were speedily disappeasing
down the lane, pushing their wuy
through overhanging foliage.

The Classical chums crept on behind
them' as stealthily as they could, until
Jimmy Silver saw the juniors in front
emerge upon a wider lane running along
the end of the one through which they
were struggling,  He pulled up sharp,
and watched.

us

Jimmy Silver and Lovell tiptosd acvoss the yard and peered befwsen

t¢he crack in the shutters,

whilst Newcome and Raby hung in the back-

ground.

“There they go! After ’em!” ex-
claimed Raby.

“(Go easy, now,” urged Jimmy Silver,
“or you'll mess up the whole giddy
business.”

The Classical chums hastened along the
lane until they reached the stile over
svhich the Moderns had just crossed.
Tommy Dodd & Co. were tearing across
tho field path as hard as they could go.

“They seem to be in a dickens of a
hurry,”” remarked Jimmy Silver. “Ii
ought to be quite safe’to follow, because
they're too keen on something or other

to think of turning round.”

Opposite to the exit from the lane
stood an empty house, and to the Fistical
Four’s amazement, Tommy Dodd & Co.
made straight for it.

“My hat!” exclaimed Raby. “An
empty-house wheeze !”
Jimmy Silver led the way a little

further up the lane, where they could
obtain a better view of the movements
of their rivals in front.

Tommy Dodd was now in the act of
opening a front window. Well concealed,
Jimmy Silver & Co. watched as each of
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the three chums disappeared into the
house.

“What are we going to do now?”
asked Lovell, in a puzzled tone of voice.

“Can’t . say, yet,” replied Jimmy
Silver. “We'd better have a squint

127

round first. Come on'!

The Fistical Four emerged from the
tane, and were -advancing towards the
window throngh which Tommy Dodd &
Co. had passed, when they heard foot-
steps coming along the lane.

“ Look out !” whispered  Raby
excitedly. ; ;
“Round the back of the house,

quick 1”7 exclaimed Jimmy Silver.

The four Classical juniors scampered
round teo the back as quickly as they
could, and pulled up under the shadow
of a wall of an outhouse. :

Immediately facing them was a shut-
tered back window of the empty house.

They heard the footsteps stop in front
of the house, and a conversation was
being carried on in gruff tones.

“Someone going in!” whispered
Eovell.

“Sounds like it,” agreed Jimmy
Silver. “Looks liké trouble for those
Modern rotters !”

After a moment or two the talking
ceased, but the footsteps did not con-
tinue along the road.

“They’'ve gone in!”
Silver.

“Let’'s go and have a look round
there,” urged Newcome. -

“No,” ‘said Jimmy Silver, “we’d
better wait hece for a few minutes and

" gee if things settle down.”

Crouching in the shadow of the wall,
the Fistical Four waited, excited and
sager to solve the mystery of what was
goimg on in the empty house,

said . Jimmy

“Listen !” exclaimed Lovell suddenly.

Straining their ears, the Classical
chums could hear the murmur of voices.
But they were not the voices of the
Modern juniors. -

“They’re in that room,” said Jimmy
Silver, mdicating the sghuttered window.

“Can’t hear anyihing of Tommy
Dodd & Co.,” muttered Lovell., “ What’s
become of them 7"’

“ Ask me another!”

“Let’s have a squint through the
shutters,” suggested Raby. -

“We can't all go,” replied Jimm
Silver. “Yon wait here a minute with
Newconte, and I'll go and have a look
with Lovell.” =0

Lovell, with the leader of the Fistical
Four, tiptoed across the yard, and peexed
through the crack betweew the shutters,
while Newcome and Raby, in their ex-
citement, leaned forward to catch the
whispered report of their two chums,

“Knowles is there!” whispered Jimmy
Silver to the other two,

“My hat!” exclaimed Newcome, in a
stage whisper. =

Then Jimmy Silver and Lovell tiptoed
back to the shelter of the wall again.

“What the giddy dickens is Knowles
doing in there?”’ asked Raby excitedly.

“How about Tommy Dodd & €o.%”
asked Newcome, before Jimmy had time
to answer Raby’s question. :

“Half a jiffy; one at a time!” said
the leader.

“ Knowles is talking to a very racy-
focking cove, who doesn’t look at all
amiable,” he continued. “There’s no
gign of those Modern chumps.”

“ What’s it all——"

“Hallo! What’s up?™

A furious gabble of voices had broken
out behind the closed shutters, which
was speedily followed by the sound of a
seuffle.

The voices of Tommy Dodd & Co.
could now be plainly heard, as well as
those of Knowles and the other man,
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Jimmy Silver ran over to the shutters
once more, and peered through the
crack. In a moment he returned and re-
ported that Knowles and the beokie were
pummelling into the Modern chums for
all they were worth,

“Come on!’” cried Jimmy Silver. “To
the rescue!” :

The excited Clasgical chums rushed
round to the front of the house, and
were soon climbing through the wmdow
by which Tommy Dodd & Co. had en-
tered, : ]

They quickly passed through the
empty room and into the passage. The
prefect, the bookie, and the Modern
juniors were making a fearful din as
Jimmy Silver & Co. advanced towards
the door of the room where they were.

“Steady !” whispered Jimmy Silver as
they tiptoed to the door, which was
slightly ajar.

A remarkable sight met the gaze of the
Classical juniors as they peeped through.
Tommy bodd and his chums Tommy
Cook .and Tommy Doyle were crouching
in a corner of the room, unable to escape.

Kunowles and the racy looking gentle-

man, whom they recognised as Joey
Hook, were standing before them,

brandishing stout walking-sticks. Tommy
Dodd & Co. were completely cornered!

“Now what have you got to say?™
demanded Knowles in a harsh voice.

“Only that vou're a scoundrel and a
rotter!” exclaimed Tommy Dodd fear-
leasly.

Crack ! 5 =

Knowles’ stick descended on the shoul-
ders of the leader of the Modern chums
with cutting force.. Tommy Dodd
fiinched, but uttered no sound.

“Beastly cowards!” eied Tommy
Cook.

Both the sticks descended at once on
the unfortunate Tommy Cock, one on
his shoulders-and one on his legs.

“Get ready to jump on ‘em!”’ whis-

pered Jimmy Silver to his chums outside
the door. ‘“That’s quite enough of that
sort o’ thing!” :
- Knowles and the ruffian were still
bullying and threatening the Modern
juniors 'when Jimmy Silver gave the
signal for attack. s

“Go for lem”

With a rush the door flew open, and
the four stalwart Classicals bounded on
to the prefect and his companion. They
were taken completely by surprise, and
before they could land out with their
sticks, Tommy Dodd & Co. had joined in
the fray.

Both Knowles and the bookmaker were
strong, muscular fellows, but they stood
no chance against the seven sturdy and
angry Fourth-formers.  In a few seconds
they were borne to the floor and pinned
down. - ®

Knowles was purple with rage as he
struggled to free himself. Had he suc-
ceeded in getting to his feet it would
have gone badly for Tommy Dodd & Co.,
who were holding him gdown. His
struggles were of no avail, however, and
his companion, a few feel away, was in
a like predicament.

“There’s some rope outside,” panted
Jimmy Silver, looking at Raby. “Run
out and feteh it, quick!”

Raby hesitated for a moment.

“Go on, quick!” continued Jimmy.
“We can manage this rotter!”

“ What’s “the 1dea?” said Lovell, who

1

was almost breathless: through the
struggle.

“We shall have to tie them wup,”
gasped Jimmy. “They’ll give us socks if
they get free!”

In a few moments Raby returned with
the rope and handed it to the Classical
leader. 5

“Good!”? exclaimed Jimmy Silver,

It was good stout rope, and plenty of
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it. Raby tock Jimmy’s place while he

uncoiled it and cut it into two lengths.

Then ‘the juniors set to work on the
task of tyving up the prefect and his
bullying  companion.  Although they
struggled fiercely, the Fourth-formers
eventually got them sceurely bound up
hand and foot.

Then they rose to their feet, almost
exhausted, for though the odds had been
greatly in favour of the juniors, the
infuriated bullies had given them a very
severe doing,

“Done ’em at Jast !’ panted Lovell.

“Fes, the rotters!” gasped Tommy
Dodd.  “Jolly glad you came along
when you did!” =

“You wait, my beauties,” threatened
Knowles fiercely, “TI'll make you suffer
for this!”

“We don’t intend to wait,”” replied

Jimmy Silver, “We're just off! Come
on, kids!”
“Good-bye,” said Pommy Dodd

s\w;e:etiy. “Hard luck, Knowles!”
The seven Fourth-formers trooped out,
and were soon on the road once more,

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Quits !

E HAT'S your idea, Silver?”
asked Tommy Dodd as they
stood outside the empty cot-

tage once more.
“Well, first of all, we should like to
know all about this giddy business from

| the beginning.” s

Tommy Dodd told the Classical chums
about the harsh treatment he and his
chums had received at the hands of
Knowles, and of their desire to get equal
with him.

Then he told them about the finding of
the note and their plan for getting to
the house first to find out what was going
ot a
“But when we looked through the
shutters at the back the first time we
couldn’'t see anything of you,” said
Jimmy Silver.

“That was because we were hidden
in that big cupboard in the corner of the
room,” explained Tommy Dodd. “Wo
should have been there now if that silly
ass hadn’t sneezed!”

He indicated Tommy Doyle as he
spolke,

“Faith, an’ how could a fellow help
sneezing?” exclaimed Tommy Doyle in
an injured fone,

“Why, pinch your nose, ass!”
Tommy Dodd.

“Halia, hal?

“Anyway,” continued Tommy Dodd,
“that_let the giddy cat out of the bag.
Knowles came and raked us out in no
time. You know what happened after
that!”

*“What were they talking about he-
fore you were discovered?” asked Jimmy
Silver.

“Why, old Joey Hook was after some
money. As far as they'd got with the
business it seemed that Knowles hay
been losing heavily on his betting tran-
sactions, and had got no money to pay
up with.”

“Heo hottt

“They’d probably have come to blows
by this time if it hadu’t been for our
getting nabbed,”” continued Tommy
Dodd.

“Well, they won't ecome to blows
now!” said Tommy Dodd smiling.

5FEn, - o kel

“No jolly fear!”?

“Joeyv Hook was just telling Knowles
that he'd let the Head know about it,
when the catastrophe oeccurred,” con-
tinned Tommy Dodd.

For a moment Jimmy Silver made no
remark, then suddenly he jumped as
though he had been shot.

“Got it!” he cried.

retorted
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“In the neck, I should think,” said
Tommy Dodd, staring in amazement af
the leader of the Fistical Four.

“Has he had a stroke?” asked Rabv,
looking at Jimmy in alarm.

“No, but he'll get one in a mmute if
he’s not careful,” said Tommy Cook.

“Tt's an idea, you asses!” cried Jimmy
Silver.

“Do they always affect you like that?™
asked Tommy Dodd.

“Come on, out with it!” demanded
Lovell.

. “We'll go end rag Knowles’ study
while he’s tied up here!” said Jimmy
Silver triumphantly.

“Ig that the wheeze you made all the
fuss about?” sneered Tommy Dodd.

"Well, what's the matter - with the
wheeze?” asked Jimmy Silver.

“Why, we shall get a jolly good lick-
ing from Knowles when he comes b“cx
and be made to clean up all the mess,”
replied Temmy Cook.

~ “That just shows what a set of fat-
heads you are!” exclaimed Jimmy Silver.
“Knowles daren’t touch you now,
because you've got that note of his, and
you've heard Joey Hook demanding
roney from him in payment of his
debts.”

“\Ve]l”’ said Tommy Dodd.

“Why,” continued Jimmy Qllvex,
“he’ll be afraid to lick you again, in case
you let on to Bulkeley, or even the Head.
\ea &

“True enough,” agreed Tommy Dodd,
as the light began to daven upon him.

““Are you on for the ragging?” queried
Jxmmy Sllva

Rather!” was
from the others.

“(Come on, then, and buck up.
got no time to waste.”

The seven juniors set off at a sharp trot
for Rookwood, eager to carry out their
plan.

They were soon mounting the stairs to
Knowles’ study, thoroughly determined to
make as big a wreck of the place as they
could.

Arrived at their destination they locked
the door, and Jimmy Silver looked
alound hlm

“TIt won't take long to elter the appear-
ance of this show,” he said, after a
moment.

“No,” said Raby. ¢That’ll do for a
start!” he added, hurling a book at a
hunting picture, which clattered to the
floor amidst e shower of glass.

“On the ball ]” cried Tommy Dodd.

Then the juniors began w ork in carnest.
Tommy Cook turned his attention to the
fireplace, apparently being pOSSebSed of a
strong cony iction that soot was a valuable
substance for making a mess of things

the ready response

We've

chimney, and this he poured into
Knowles' best boots, adding a bottleful
of ink to -malke it into a nice paste.

Meanwhile, Lovell and  two or three
more of the enterprising Fourth-Formers
were putting the bookecase on ifs back.

This done, they commenced removing
the books. Rabv had discovered a pot of
jam and a tin of condensed milk in the
cupboard, and this was lavishly spread
between the pages of the boolks.

Then they were replaced in the sheh es,
but the bookc“e was left on the floor.

The juniors then turned t.elr attention
to the task of collecting up all the sport-
ing papers they could find, together with
the trashy novels of w hich Knowles was
so fond.

These were placed in the fireplace in a
towering heap, then Jimmy Silver put a
match to them.

“That's the end of that Tot I exclaimed

1 Lovell in satisfied tone

Then the pictures ere pulled down
fkom the walls, and the prefect’s boxing-
gloves were filled with ink and soot.

Then Tommy Dodd raked down from
Lhe top of a cupboard Knowles’ best hat.
This was rubbed round the wrong way
and dented in, and, just to give it a
finish, some condensed milk was smeared
inside it.

Some clean collars were brought to
light, also some ties. These were dipped
in the ink, which was running in little
streams through the papers ou the floor.

A shovelful of ashes and soot was
placed in Knowles’ armchair, and the
dm!“em of the desk were filled up with
coa

At last the juniors paused and looked
round.

“I think that ought to do,”’ remarked
Jimmy Silver, gazing around to see if
there was any thmg else to pull down.

“Can't tmn.\ of anything else,” said
'lommv Dodd; “and it's time we cleared
out.’

“What's going to be done about
Knowles and the other rotter?’ asked

Tommy Cook. ‘“S’pose we can't leave
o
“We'll

"em there?

“No,” replied Jimmy Silver.
go and have g wash first, then we’ll hunt
out Leggett, and tell him that. Knowles
wants to see him urgently in the empty
cottage at the boftom of Mill Lane.”

“Ha, ha, hat?

£ \Vell its quite true, isn'g 17"

““ Absolutely !

“Richt! Come on! :

The. - Fourth-Formers hastened to
remove all signs of the fray, then went
in search of Leggett.

The cad of the Fourth wag nowhesré to
be found at first, and the juniors were
beginning to get anxious as to how the
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“Y say, nge‘t’ called Jimnmy Silver,

2 \‘s'ell gnowled the cad of the Fourth,

“what do you want?”’

“Just a word \nth you,”
Silver.

“Out with it, then,” retorted Leggett,
who hated the Fistical Four like poison.

“Knowles wants you to go to him at
once,” said Jimmy Silver, % He's in the
empty house at the boituvn 01 Mill Tane.”

Leggett looked suspiciously at Jimmy
Qll\el fearing a trap.

“Well, I don’t think I shall go,” he
muttered. ‘I haven't time now.”

“It’s - very urgent,” urged Jimmy
Silver. “I’m afmm he'll be very upset if
you don’t go.

Jimmy Qilver's chums and Toramy
Dodd & Co. could hardly keep their faces
straight as they heard the leader of the
Fourth persuading ngett to hasten off
at oncc

“ Suppose T'd better go,’
cad of the Fourth at last.
nuisance, though.”

He tumed, without another word,
passed out of the gates.

“We'd better make ourselves scarce
now, before they get back,” as Jimmy
Silver. “When Knpowles sees his study,
he'll feel mum% to kill the first pess o
he sets eyes on.

They retired to the study of the
Modern chums, and locked themse

said Jimmy

muttered the
'It s a beastly

and

lves in.
Presently Tomumy Dodd spotted Knowles
coming across the quad with Leggelt.

They hastened out, and concealed them-
selves near to the pxcfecf s study door. In
another moment they heard ‘the bully
coming up the stairs, gr umbling and
uttering threats of what he irfended to
do to the Modern chums.

When he opened the door of his study,
and his gaze fell upou the mess and
wreckage within, words failed hml

He sunplx stood and starved, turning
purple in the face with rage.

“Tll skin those little hounds!” Le
hissed, when he had partially womered
from the shock. Tl break every bhone
in their beastly little bodies!”

hen he entered the room, and
slammed the door.
a1
The seven Fourth-Formers emerged

from their hiding-place, scavcely able to
stifle their mirth. Then Tommy Dodd &
( o. 1eturhed to their study nnd !oche d the
door, and Jimmy Silver and his chums
denmtcd to the r own quarters.

Knowles did not carry out his fearful
threats. By the time the juniors saw
him again he had reasoned things out as
Jimmy Silver had prophesied.

Whenever Knowles passes . them he
favours them with a scowl that would feil
them if looks would kill, but Tommy
Dodd & Co. have been left severely aloue

i 1l £ v, e rel vhe 7 ince they discover th cefect’s secret.
gell;éah;d soon raked a shovelful down the %rfgg;is‘s‘:i-.;iotc};in}efgfgi t-‘hlgrc‘l[ltu?cll?V L dw(o:r;;}e;dmg; ot e
y ' 2

Another Magnificent Long Complete Tale of Jimmy Silver & Co. in
next Friday's issue of the PENNY POPULAR, entitled
By OWEN CONQUEST.
To avoid disappointment YOU must order your copy of the.
PENNY POPULAR in advance.
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Very Rough on Wally.
HERE was a smell of cooking in
the Third Form-room.
Wally D’Arcy and his in-
separable chums, Jameson and
Gibson and Frayne, were cooking rashers
before the Form-room fire.

There was a smell of cooking, and a
still stronger smell of burning.

The fags were deeply engrossed in their
work, otherwise they would have heard
the study door open, and the form of
Mr. Selby, the master of the Third,
dash furiously in, :

My, Selby grasped Wally by the
shoulder and swung him away from the
grate.

“Hallo ! reared Wally, as the rashers
tumbled into the grate. “You fathead,
stop it 1”

Wally was under the impression that
it was a fag who was dragging him away
{from the fire, from a mistaken sense of
humour.

“ 1’ Avey minor ! 2

“0Oh ! gasped Waliy. *Mr. Selby!”

“What did you call me?” thundered
the Form-master.

- "!’I——I thought it was somebody else,
Bir.

“¥.do not believe you!” shouted Mu.

Selby. ~ “You intentionally addressed
me with gross disrespect, D’Arcy
minor.”

Wally’s lips set obstinately. He did
not like to have his word doubted, and
he very nearly made a reply that would
have been much more disrespectful than
what he had said already. But he re-
strained himé$elf,

“ And that is not all}” thundered M.
Selby. “You have committed outrages
in my room! You have filled my slip-
pers with treacle !” -

“1 haven’t, sir}”’

“1Y0u }}a\'e affixed a pin upon my bell-
push:

“T didn’61”? .

“ And disconnected the bell !

“T haven’t touched the bell, sir!”

“Tt is false—false !”

Wally’s eyes gleamed.

“Well, if you don’t believe me, it’s no
go.o}d my saying anything, is it, sir?” he
gaid.

Mr. Selby shook him.

“You young scoundrel,
lying !

Wally was silent. :

“I am going to punishsyou, D’Arcy
minor,” said Mr. Selby in tones of con-
centrated rage. ¢ Frayne, give me the
cane from my desk !”

Joe Frayne hesitated. -

“Do you hear me, Frayne?”

Frayne reluctantly brought the eane.

“Now, D’Arcy minor, hold out your
hand }”?

D’ Avey minor did not move,

“Do you hear me?”

“Yes, sir.”
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“Then obey me at once !

Wally did not stir.

Mr. Selby waited a moment—a short
moment. Then he grasped Wally by the
collar with his left hand and swung him
round, and thrashed him with the cane.

The fags looked on in horror. They
were accustomed to displays of temper
on the part of their Form-master, but
they had never seen him in anything
like this state before. The cane rose and
fell with cruel lashes, and Wally roared

with pain.

“Ow! Ow! Leave off!
beast! -Ow! Ow!” 5

“TLet him alone, sir!” shouted Jame-
son, running forward. “You’ve no right
to cane him like that! Let himalone!”

A back-hander from Mr, Selby sent
Jameson reeling.; Then the infuriated
Form-master lashed at Wally again.
Wally’s vells rang through the Form-
room and outside it. The door opened
suddenly, and Kildare strode in.

“What's all this row?” he demanded
angrily.  “What——  Why—why—
What are you doing, sir?™ :

“Don’t you dare to interfere with me,
Kildare !’

“Mr. Selby——"

Leggo, you

Tash! Lash!
Kildare ran forward and seized the

Form-master’s wrist in a grip of irom,
and wrenched the cane away from him.
He tossed the cane the length of the
Form-room, and then faced the panting
master, with a flushed and angry face.

“I don’t think you know what you are
doing, sir !> he said sternly. *‘You have
no right to cane a boy like that!”

Mr. Selby almost foamed.

“Kilc}gre, how dare you—how dare
you—--

“1 dare to interfere to save a lad from
being treated brutally, sir !” said Kildare
fearlessly.

“Give me that cane at once |’

“T shall do nothing of the sort!”

“I shall report this insolence to the
Head, Kildare !” J

“Report what you like!” said Kildare

savagely. “I've a jolly good mind to
report you to the Head how you were
using D’Arcy minor. And I will, too, if
you lay a finger on him again!”
Kildare was very neanly as angry as
the Form:master now. Mr. Selby’s
hands were clenched, and for a moment
it lodked as if he would hurl himself
upon the captain of St. Jim's. -

The fags looked on breathlessly. There
wasn’t a fellow in the Third who would
have hesitated to give a whole term’s
pocket-money to see Mr. Selby handled
by the athletic captain of $t. Jim’s,

But Mr. Selby, fortunately for him-
self, restrained his temper. Kildare was
quite in a mood "to knock him fiying
among the desks. <

“Kildare, that boy has played tricks
in my room—filled my slippers with

‘me ont of St. Jim's for 1t !

treacle, broken my bell I”

“You had no right to cane him like
th?t},: \\ihatev;rer he has done.”
'3 ot 2

“Wally didn’t do it!” said Jameson
furiously. “I’ve beea with Wally ever
since last Tesson, and I know he hasn’t
been to Mr. Selby’s room!”

“T1t is false!” rapped out Mr. Selby.
“Kildare, you had no right to interfere
here! T order you to leave this room !™

“ And I refuse to obey you, sir!”

*Kildare, I shall report you!”

“Report, and be hanged!” said Kil-
dare roughly. “You have acted dis-
gracefully! If you were not a master
I’'d lay that cane about you now your-
self 17

Mr. Selby stuttered with rage. But
he had sense enough left to know that
he dared not carry the matter before the
Head of St. Jim’s. Kildare was master
of the situation, and it was only left for
Mr. Selby to retrcat, The Form-master,
giving the Sixth-Former a Jast furious
lock, stamped from the room.

Wally had sat down on a form, hishead
lowered in his hands. He was shaking
from head to foot with pain., Kildare
put a hand upon his shoulder, and Wally
looked up with a white, strained face.

“Thank you, Kildare!” he muitered.

“Has he hurt you mueh 3%

“Oh, yes, the brute !

Kildare’s brows knitted,

“Come with me to the Head, kid!
Dr. Holmes wouldn’t allow anything of
the sort if he knew. Come with me.
T'll see you through.”

Wally shook his head.

“I-don’t want to sncak!” he said. »

Kildare paused.

“Well, perhaps you're right, kid,” he
said. “It’s better to stand things, if
you can, and not tell tales. You're a
little man !”

And Kildare slowly lefs. the orme-
TOOm. :

The fags gathered round Wally. In
spite of his pluck, the scamp of the Third
could not keep back the tears from his
eyes. He was dangerously near to
“blubbing ** now. ;

“The awful brute!”” said Jameson, in
a white heat of iIndignation. “You
ought to have let Kildarc take you to
the doctor, Wally.”
~ Wally shook his head without speak-
ing.

“We're not going to stand this!” said
Curly Gibson.

Wally’s eyes blazed.

“T'm not going to stand it!” he said.
“T'll get even with Selby, if they kick
Don't talk
to me now. I can’t stand 16!”

And the fags let Wally alone.

Ten minutes later the Form-room
door opened again and the Terribie
Three came in. They were grinning.

“Hallo, Wally!” said Tom !
“What's the matter with you, kid 7>

Wally gave them a miserable grin,
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1 suppose it was vou who played the
poat with old Selby?” he asked.

“Yes; but—"

“He jumped to the conclusion that I
had done it.”

“But you could prove that you
didn’t{” exclaimed Tom Merry. “You
don’t mean to say that he’s licked you
without any proof against you? Didn’t
you deny it?”

“He didn’t belicve me.”

“The rotter!”

“Then he’s licked you?”
Lowther.

Wally groaned.

“Tt was an awful licking !’ said Jame-
son. “ Kildare came in, and he chipped
in, and took the cane away from Selby.
Selby said he'd report him to the Head;
but DIl bet he doesn’t dare to do it!”

Tom Merry looked very glum.

“T'm sorry, kid!”’ he said,

“It’s all right!” muttered . Wally.
¢ T]l make him sorry for it!” >

Tom Merry looked at him unecasily.
The fag’s eyes had a strange gleam m
them; and Tom Merry did not like his
look. ;

“What are- you thinking of, Wally
he asked.

I’ Arcy minor was silent.

“Wally,” old son, what have you got
in your head? Don’t do anything rash;
that would only make matters worse !’

Wally did not reply. The Terrible
Three left the Third Form-room with
gloomy faces and worried minds. Some
idea was evidently working in Wally's
brain, and in his present mood he was
only too likely to do something rash,
which, as Tom Merry said, would only
make matters worse. And the Terrible
Three resolved: that they would keep an
eye on Wally that evening,

asked Monty

9

THE SECOND CHAPTER.

Roped In.
R. SELBY was feeling a little
M better. 3
It was a custom of his to

walk round the quadrangle in
the evening before going to bed; and as
he crunched along the gravel path, the
hird Form-master felt decidedly better.

Suddenly he heard a step on the gravel
path behind him, and he glanced round.

A shadow loomed up for a moment,
and then disappeared.. :

“Who is that?” called out Mr. Selby.

He had reached the darkest part of the
path, where it ran under the shgldowy
old elms. e peered to and fro in the
darkness but could see nothing.

His anger began fo rise. It occurred to
him that the boy, whoever he was, was
dogging his steps, and watehing him in
the darkness, for shat reason he could
not possibly guess.

My. Selby frowned.

“Who is. there?”
¢ Answer me at once’!”

The answer came—in an unexpected
manner.

There was a whizz in the air, and Mr.
Selby felt something settle over his head,
and then over his shoulders.

It was a noose.

The rope glided down over his
shoulders, and the loose rope tightened.
Mr. Selby was transfixed for a moment.
he knew svhat had happened.

“Cood heavens!” he gasped, in amaze-
ment and horror. g

He grasped at the rope as it tautened
round his chest.

He intended to throw it off, and then
to secure the offender, and lead him into
the House by his collar, there to suffer
condign punishment. :

he

But it was not quite go easy to throw |

off the rope.

The slip-knot. had tightened, and Mr.
Selby was a prisoner. As he dragged at
the rope to loosen it, to throw it off over

rapped out.

his head, there came a sharp drag upon
it, and Mr. Selby rolled over on the
gravel path.

He gave a sharp ery.

Bump'!

He was rolling on the path now, help-
less in the rope. There was a scuttle of
feet, and Mr. Selby felt a knee pressed
into the small of his back. His face was
ground down into the gravel, and he

1 gasped forbreath.,

The rope was wound about his arms,
and knotted again, the breathless and con-
fused Form-master hardly struggling to
regist.

He could not see his assailant, with his
face pressed in the gravel, the knee in
his back keeping him there’; and, in any
case, the darkness was too thick for him
to have recognised the wielder of the
lasso.

His first thought was that it was
D’Arcy minor again. But surely a fag
would never dare such an outrage! A
terrifying thought came info Mr, Selby’s

mouth, effectually keeping him quict.
Then he felt a handkerchief being wound
round Hhis head, and tied, to keep the
stuffed rag in place in his mouth.

He could not struggle now, The rope
that formed the. lasso was knotted vound
his arms, pinning them to his sides.

Who was the assailant?

He could see nothing but a dim shadow
bending over him. Another twist of the
rope, and it was knotted round his legs,
Mr. Selby was a helpless prisoner now.
Then he felt himself dragged away. He
was dragged off the path, and under the
thicker darkness of the elms.

The Form-master was almost frozen
with fear by this time. It could not be a
St. Jim’s fellow who was handling him
like this, surely? What dangerous
ruffian was it into whose merciless
clutches he had fallen ?

He bumped over the ground as his
captor dragged at the rope. They

stopped at last. It seemed an age to the
Form-master, but it was really only a

Vir. Selby was leit aione, tied to the tree in the deep darkn'éss under

the shadowy branches of the eims.

As soon as hs was sure that he

was alone and that he had nothing more to fear from his assailant, he

began to struggle with the rope.

But it was useless.

HAANANANANANANANANANAANIINNV VNV VNV ANANANAANNNANANNANNB]

mind that it was not a St. Jim’s fellow
at all, but some ruffian—some burglar—
who intended to rob, and perhaps to
murder him.

Mr. Selby gasped painfully for breath.
e was not of the stuff of which heroes
are made, and all his courage ebbed away
at the thought that hie might be in the
hands of some sinister ruffian.

He was dragged over, and, as his face
was freed from thé gravel, he opened his
mouth to cry for help. Then he gasped
and spluttered.

A twisted rag was thrust into his mouth
as he opened it—a rag that smelt, and
tasted, very strongly of oil.  Mr. Selby
spluttered into silence.

It was some rag from the bike-shed
probably, and it reeked with oil and dirt.
It was jammed tightly into Mr. Selby’s

minute or two. Then the dazed and
dizzy tyrant of the Third felt himself
jammed against the trunk of a tree, and
the rope was passed round the tree and
tied there.

Mr. Selby tried to speak; but the oily
rag in his mouth choked back all utter-
ance. He could only gurgle faintly, and
glare, A shadow passed before his eyes;
there was a faint sound of receding foot-
steps. Flis assailant was gone. Silence!

Mr. Selby was left alone, tied to the
tree in the deep darkness under the
shadowy branches of the elms. As soon
as he was sure thathe was alone, and that
he had nothing more to fear from his
assailant, he began to struggle with the
rope. But it was useless,

His arms and his legs were tied tightlr.

THe Penny PoroLar.—No, 260.
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and he could hardly move them, and
there was no chance at all of gctfmg the
rope off. As for breaking it, that was
very far beyond the strength of the Form-
master. It would have defied the efforts
of a strong man to hrealk it, and Mr.
Selby was not athletic. He tried to expel
the gag from his mouth; but his efforts
in this direciion were equally vain.

The string knotted round his head kept
it in its place, and he could not chew the
gag away. The mere taste and smell of
it made him feel sick. As he tried to
chew it, remnants of oil and grease were
expressed fmm the rag, and glided down
his throat, and he gurgled horribly.

How long was this to last?

His strength exhausted, the Form-
master eeased his frantic effmts and gave
kimself up to his fate.

THE YTHIRD CHAPTER.
The Discovery.

L ALLY
. Tom Merry
A as. a figure
dashed by him in the darkness

name suddenly
of the guadrangle.

He caught at it, and Wally halted,
panting.

In the dinmess Wally's face showed up
very white, his eyes gleamu'g

“Let me go—let me go!

Tom Merry tightened his grip.

.*“ What have you done, Wally 7"

“Let me go!”

“Have you seen Mr. Selby??

“Let me go! z

“Wally, yvou young ass,” mutltered
Arthur Augu»hu clapping a himd upon
Lis minor’s other shoulder, ““swhat have
you done 77

Wally panted.

“You fools, will you let me go?”

“Wally i

“1 mustn’s be found here,

“What have you done?”

“Find out!”

“Wally, old man—"

“Will vou let me g Wally's voice
was suppressed and furious. “I tell you
¥ mustn’t be found here! It’d mean the
sack | :

“You've done something !”

“Don’t ask questions! You'd better
not - know! If you want to ruin me,

- yow've only got to keep me here!” gaid
\Va]ly sullenlv

Tom Merry released him.

“Cut off 17 he said abruptly.

Wally vaished into the darkness.

Arthur Augustus D’Arcy stood
sti;l very palo

“What has he done, Tom Mewwy #
muttered the swell of St Jim's husk ily.
= “Goodness knows !”

D’Arcy looked after his brother. The
juniors, from where they stood, could see
the open door of the School Houso, with
the light shining within.

“He hasn’t gone in,” said D’ &10V

“He's gone round the Hous@ said
Tom \Ielx}* hurriedly. “He didn’'t want
to be seen g in. He'll get in at the
back somewhere.”

“Yaas, I see,”

“ He must have done semething to cld

uttered  the

vou idiot 1

03y

quite

Selby. CGoodness I'no“s what !

“'T‘om Mewwy “—D’Avey’s voice was
husky—‘“he—he can't have hurt him
mud, §

“No, no: some Ja")e, T suppose; but
(“vm\a‘h to be sacked for.”

“The awful young ass!” groaned
T Arcy.

“Well. he was provoked,” said Tom
Men} “Is no good blaming Wally.
He's a reckless voung ass: but Selby
brought it on limself. He's heen a
brute 17

“Yaas. wathah!?
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“We mush keep it dark about seeing
Wally out here, Gussy. If Relby doesn’t
know, we've got to be careful not to give
Wi allv away.,”

“Yaas, yaas!”

“TLet’s get out of the quad,” said Tom
Merry. “It will save us trouble, if we're
not questlohed 2

Yaas, but—"
“But what?”

“ What _about Selby?” faltered D’ Arcy.
“It’s time he was in, you know. Why
hasn’t he come in? What has Wally
done?”

My, Selby had mdeed been an unusual
time m the quadrangle—more than twice
the time he usually spent upon hxs even-
Why had the juniors
heard only one cry, and then silence?
What had happened o Mr. Selby? Was
it possible that Wally, in his feverish
excitement and resentment, had hurt the
Form-master?

Tom Merry tried to drive the idea
from his mind; but it was not to be
driven.

i Somethm must have happened, Tom
Mewwy,” muttered D’ Arcy miserably.

“Y wonder what?”

“ Mz, Se]by must have some reason for
not comin’ in:” D’Arcy tried to pierce
the darkness with his eyes, in vain.
“What has happened to hnn” Oh, the
young ass—the young ass!”

Tom Meiry hesitated.

If anything had happened to Mr. Selby,
it would be heartless not to look for him: :
but if the juniors allowed it to become
known that they bad been in the quad-
rangle at the time they would be ques-
tioned, and then how were they to shield
Wally ?

“What's to be done, Tom Mewwy ?”
asked D’Arcy hopelessly ‘“We mustn’t
give \Va}ly away. Not a word about
seem him out bere‘ 2

“Not a word,” said Tom Merry.
“ But—but %elby-——
“We'll get in, and give Blake a hint

to look xound the quad,” said Tom
Merry. “Blake will understand that
someﬂnngs on, and he won't ask
questions.”

D’ Arey brightened g,

“Jollay good ideahb !”
“T wondah I cudn t think of that!
get in, deah boy

They munod mto the School House.
But their luck was out. Kildare of the
Sixth met them on the threshold, and he
gave them a severe glance, and signed to
them to stop.

“You should not be out of the House
at ‘this time!” he exclaimed. “You
young rascals, I suppose you have been
raiding Figgins over the New House? Is
that 3t1”

“Oh, not”? said Tom Merry. -

“Not at all, Kildare, deah bov‘”

“You have been up to somethmg, 14
be bound!” said Kildare.

“Weally, Kildare, I twust

“Well, “cut off. and don’t go out again
to-night,” said the captain of St. Jim's
good-naturedly.

The juniors cut off gladly enough. Two
or three fellows in the Hall had looked
at them while Kildare was speaking to
them.

Then ran upstairs to Study No. 6.

“No good twyin’ to keep it dark that
we were in the quad, deah boy, now,”
Arthur Augustus whlspexed

Tom Meiry shook his head.

“No. Kildare knows that.
was thefe, to0, and Cat of the Fifth.
They looked at us when Kildare stopped

It's rotten luck!”

he exclaimed.

Let’s

“th mt a word abouf Wally, deah
boy, even if we get licked,”

¢ What-ho !”

D’Avcy opened the door of Study

No. 6. Blake and Hervies and ngbv
were gathered round the study fire, cook-

And Gore |

ing and-eating chestnuts. They looked
round ag the two junior s came in,
” said Blake, *“there are some
Pile in!” ‘Then his expression
changed as he looked at their faces.
4 What s happened %

“Wally——

“QOh, Wally again!” sniffed Blake.
‘“We seem to get nothing but ‘Vahy now.
You don’t mean to say that Selby’s been
going for him agam Ve
- “Worse than that,” sald Tom Merry,

“What s ha pened e

“Pm afraid that Wally ‘has gone for
Selby - this time.”

“VYaas, wathah!”

“My hat!” ejaculated Blake.

“Tell us about it,” said D'gbv get-
ting up.

‘“Better not,” said Tom Merry.
“There will be a lot of questions asked
about this bizney, I'm afraid, and you'd
better not be dmgged inte it. But I
wish one of you would go into the quad
and look round, and—and—-"

“And what?’ asked Blake and Her-
ues and Dighy.

And see if you can see anything of
Selby.”

“Hasn’t he come in yet?”

“No.”

“You——-you don’t mean to say that—
that he can’t come in!  That Wally
has—has »  Blake faltered, and did
not finish.

“Goodness knows!” said Tom Merry.
“We don’t know any more than you do.
But I thmk helby ougrht to be looked
for, if you don’t mind.”

Blake picked up his cap.

“We're going over to see Figging
about——a}‘out the footer match mnext
week, or about mggmg the Gramma-
rians, or somnthmg, ? he said. - “Come
on, kids !>

And Blake hurried out of the study,
with Digby and Herries at his heels.

Tom Merry and D’Arcy remained in
the study, anxious and miserable. Why
did not the master of the Third come
in? What were Blake and his friends
destined to discover in the dark
quadrangle ?

“Poorvold Wally!” groaned D’Arcy
at last. “It was Selby’s mult—he
dwove him to it, whatevah it was.”

“That’s true enough Gussy. But—
but what has Wally done?  Good
heavens! T wish Sdby would come in!”

Tom Merry crossed to the study

window and opened it. From the win-
dow of Study No. 6 there was a view
of the greater part of the quadrangle.
Tom \Iew s keen eyes caughs the
twinkling of a light out in the darkiiess
of the quamangle

“That’s Blake,”
a bike lantern.”

“¥ twust they'll find him.”

tiHark 12

It was a call from the quadrangle.
Tom Meiry could not hear the words,
but he understood the tone. Blake had
made a discovery, and it had startled

he said. “I‘Ies got

him.
“Qh, bai Jove!” murmured Arthur
Augustus. “ What i3 it? Can you make

them out?”

“Not yet.”

“Let’s go down,

z Bettel stay here.
be questmned
the quad

“Look over the bametalvs, then.”

“All right.”

They looked down over the banisters
into the hall from above. There was a
hubbub of voices below now, and they
caught sight of Mr, Selby being earried
in,

DAI(’V clutched Tom Merry’s arm.

A dreadful question was on his | lips, but
he could not ubter it. Bub a , voice came
floating from below:

deah boy.”
We don’t want to
They know we were in
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$He's fainted.” :

“That’s all,” whispered Tom Merry.
£ V‘Vghshall know all about it soon.”

Blake came upstairs as Mr. Selby was
carried into Mr. Railton’s study below.
Blake was looking pale and troubled.

“W’hat was it?” asked D’Arcy in a
whisper.

“He was tied to a tree, gagged and
bound with a big rope—trussed up like
a turkey, &nd couldn's move or call out,
and he had fainted.” ;

"““Great Scott!”

“The rope!” murmured Tom Merry.
“That was what Wally had under his
coat, the young ass! There'll be a
fughtful row over this.”

‘Mum’s the word,” said Blake.

“Vaas, yaas!”

“Anv.)od) know you fellows were cut
Just now?” asked Blake.

“Yes, some of them saw us come in—
leldme Cutts, Gore, and two or three
others.”

“Rotten! They'll ask you questions,
and—-"
“Well, we didn’t see Wally do any-

thing, after all—we can say that.”

“Ya'm wathah

“Mmd it will mean the sack for
\Nally—pelhaps worse—if it -gets out,”
said Blake. “Not a w hlspel whether
they ask vou queshons or not.’

“Not a syllable,” said Tom Merry.

The captain of the Shell returned fo
his own study with a clouded brow.
They would ask him questions; that was
certain. What could he $ay?

He could not deny that he had seen
Wally in H»e quadrangle if they asked
him, and if he refused to answer his re-
fusal would be as bad as speaking, for
it would prove that he was keeping
silent for Wally’s sake; silence would
be as inculpating as speaking.

He could not deny that he had seen

the fag there without telling a lie. And
Tom Merry had never told a lie in his
life. Could he begin now—to save
Wally ? .

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
The Lie. '
ALLY D’ARCY was on his way
%}%/ to the Third-Form dormi-
tory when Cutts of the Fifth
rushed up.

G Railton wants you in his study
at once,” he said. ‘I guess there’s
trouble ahead for you, my son. The
Head’s there, with old Selby. Some-

body’s had the impudence to tie your
respected master up to a free in the
quad.” Cutts laughed heartily. I sup-
pose they want to guestion you on the
matter. Ta-ta! I'd sooner be in my
own shoes than yours!”

The Fifth-Former .took his departure,
and W 1lly made his way slowly to Mr.
Railton’s study.

He tapped on the door, and, in re-
sponse to Mr. Railton’s “Come in?” he
turned the handle and walked in.

“T understand you wish to see me,
sir!” he sald

iﬂqu

Dr. Holmes fixed hig eves upon the
boy, with a not unkindly glance.

“I have sent for you, D'Arcy minor,
in connection with what has just hap
pened,” he said. “You have heard of
how Mr. Selby was found?”

“Cutts told me, sir, when he sent me
Seée ” said Wally. %I was going to

e

“You knew about it before Cutts told
you!” snapped Mr. Selby.

The Head made a gesture. .

“Pray allow me to question the boy,
Mr. Selby,” he said, in a polite but very
firm tone.

“Yery well, sir,”

| tbls,

“You say that Cutts told you about
Aics minor?”’

SIS

“"’\'ai that the first you had heard of
it ?’

There was an imperceptible hetltatxon

before the fag answered. Then his
answer came shaxply

“Ves, sir.

Mr. Selby started.  He had declared

that D’Arcy minor was the worst boy in
the School House. But that he did
not really believe so was evidenced by
the fact that he believed that he would
tell the truth when questioned. Ile
was convinced that Wally had made that
attack upon him, and he had not ex-
pected the fag to tell a lie.

Dr. Holmes’s look became very grave
now,

“Then you had no hand in the a}tack

upon Mr. Selby, D’Arcy minor?" he
asked.
““Neo, sir:”

““Where were you a} the time?”
“I do mot know when it happened,

sir.

“I* happened about half an hour
ago,” sam \h Selby, looking at his
watch, “As I am convinced that you

know perfectly well, D’Arcy minor.’

“No one 13 to be considered gunlt%
until he is proved to be so, Mr. Selby,”
said the Head drily. “Pray leave this
matter in my hands.”

Mr. Selby colmued and was silent.

Tom WMerry and D’Arcy felt

utterly wretched. They had not

lied ; but they had not told all
the truth!

BN ANANAANANANANANANANNNANNANNNNY

4 “Where were yvou half an hour ago,
D’Arcy minor?” the Head resumed,

“In the doxml‘on sir.

X Why? Tt was not bedtime.”
. Selby had been licking me. sir,
and 1 svas hurt. I went to the dormi-
tory to stay there, because I didn’f
want the fellows to see how—how I
looked.”

The Head noted the redness of the
fag’s eyelids, and understood. He knew

very well what a point of honour it was |

among the juniors not fo be seen to
“blub.”

“Was anybody with you, D’Arcy
minor?”’ . =

SEN6, St

“This is unfortunate. Of course, you
must not think that I mean to doubt
your word, my boy,” the Head said
kindly. “But this matter must be
thrashed ont most thoroughly. An
action has been committed for which
the offender will be expelled from the
school. I am determined to get to the
facts. You must ansiver all the ques-
tions that I put fo yvou, freelv and
frankly.” =

%

Wally flushed for a moment;

“Yes, sir,” he said, in n very low
voice.

“Nou then,
dormitory 7

"YPs, sir.
" “'Did no one sec you there at all?”
.“‘iMJ brother came to speak to me,
sir.’

“Ah! At what time?”

¢ About half an hour ago, sir.
remember exactly.”

“If it was exactly half an hour ago, it
would prove an ahbn, said Ml Railtou.
"That poiut is important, sir.

Holm=s nodded.

“ Yes. Half an hour ago it was half-
past eight. Are you unable to say
whether it was after half-past eight that
your brother came to the dormitory,
D’ Arcy minor 2’

“T couldn’t be sure, sir.

“D’Aréy major will }_)Blh’tps be able
to settle the oint,”” said the Head. “ Mr.
Railton, might I ask you to go to D’Arcy
and ask him? I would not have him
brought here, as sympathy for his
brother nnfrht—ﬂlem‘—mxght perhaps
affect lis memory. I do not mean to
imply that he w ould speak untruthfully,
but it is oasy to make a mistake of a fe W
minutes.”

“YI will go at once, sir,”
Housemaster,

And he quitted the study.

There was silence until he rveturncd.
D’Arcy minor stood uneasily, shifting his
feet every moment. Mr. Selby sat with
a hard, cold face; the Head with a
troubled look. Wally’s denials had not
changed Mr. Selby’s opinion in the
Jeast. He felt quite certain that his un-
seen assailant was the fag before him.
and probably no w oxcrht of evidence
wonld have shaken his Celtamiv on that
point,

\ \Vir.

wete, alone

h your

T can’t

said the

Railton returned in a few minutes.

He looked v ery grave as he came into
the study.

“Well, Mr. Railton?” said the Head.

“I have asked D’Arcy major what

time he saw his brother in the Third-
Form dormitory, sir,” said the House-
master quietly. “He tells me that it
some time before l!a1f~p'tst eight.”
is sure of that?”
He returned to Study No. 6
afteumrds to do his preparation, and
after that he heard the half-hour from
the clock tower.” -

“That is definite upon that point,
then,” said the Head. *“‘The outrage
was committed after your brother visited
you in the Third Form dormitory,
D’Arcy minor?’

“I SUppose SO, SiT.

Did anyone lcf.‘ come to sce you

3

“Vou declare to me that you were in
the Third Form dovmitory all the time,
and that you did not leiwe it after your
brother left ?”

Again an almost 1mpelcephblc hesita-
tion. But Wally’s answer came slraight
and clear whm it did come,
not concerned in this
Selby ?”

were
attack .on Mx
% No, sir.
“Do you Luow who was?”
“No,, sir.”
“You know
the matter ?”
Mr. Selby could not restrain a gesture
of impatience. The Head tdmcd to him,
\nth a very sombre look.

“D’Arcy minor has answered very
straightforwardly, Mr. Selby. Do you
still think that he was the person iwho
attached you?”’

¢ Most decidedly I do, sir,” said the
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nothing whatever abou$
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master of the Third. %I believe that
every word. he has uttered is false!” .

Dr. Holmes’ brow clouded.

“If he was the person who attacked
you, Mr. Selby, he has certainly spoken
falsely in denying it. But the investiga-
tion must be thorough. The proofs must
be of the clearest before anyone :is
punished. All the boys in the House
must be questioned as to whether D’ Arcy
minor was seen outside the Third Form
dormitory after half-past cight, and
especially as to whether he was seen in
the quadrangle. As the Lower Forms
have now gone to bed, the investigation
had better be postponed tui the morning.
Then every boy in the House shall be
separately questioned.”-

Y Very well, sir,” said Mr. Selby. “I
feel sure that someone must have seen
the boy, either in the passazes or in the
quadrangle. ¥ have no doubt that the
truth will be brought to light in the.
morning.”’

“Then, for the present, the matter
ends here. You may retwrn to your
dormitory, D’Arcy - minor.”

“Thank you, sir.”-

Wally left the ctudy.

His heart was as heavy as lead. All
the boys in the School House were to be
questioned in the morning as to whether
they had seen him outside the Third
Form dormitory—as to whether they had
scen him in the quadrangle.

Tom Merry and Arthur Augustus had
seen him there. He was lost!

Heo had lied!

It was Mr. Selby’s fault that he had
lied. Wally was a truthful boy; there
was no creature he despised so much as
a liar. Mr. Selby had called him a liar
when he was speaking the truth, and
that insult had cut deep.

The fag was in no state of mind for
calm reasoning. Mr. Selby had called
him a liar—well, he would lie, then. If
he was to be condemned as a liar, he
would be one—so far as Mr. Selby was
concerned. S 3

That was how the unhappy boy,
feverish and excited, had worked it out,
and the blame lay not so much with him
ag with the suspicious and unjust man
who had driven him into it.

But—but he had lied. He had writhed
inwardly with shame under the Hcad’s
kindly eyes as he lied. And now——mnow
the lie was coming home to roost. For
on the morrow, when questions were
asked, he could not expect his brother
and the chums of the Shell to lie as he
had lied—that was out of the question.
Poor Wally realised miserably enough:

“ What a tangled web we weave,
When first we practise to deceive.”

He had lied; and the falsehood would
not serve his turn. He would be found
out, and condémnéd, not only for what
he had done, but as a liar. ‘too. The
tears came into the wretched boy’s eyes
as he went unsteadily back to his
dormitory.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
The Burden of a Lie.

OM MERRY went to bed with the
Shells but he did not go to
sleep. His thoughts were too

troublezome -for slecp to visit
him. He knew that Wally had been
called before the Head, and he wondered
what had happened. Had it all been
found out?

If so, Wally's carcer at St. Jim's was
at an end—there was no doubt about
that. And, troublesome young scamp as
Wally was, the chums of the School
House ail liked him, and it was miser-
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~able to think of his being dismissed in

disgrace from the school.

Manners and Lowther were thinking
about it, too; but they did not speak on
the subject. There was no need to let
the other fellows know what they knew.

The Shell fellows dropped off to sleep
one by one; but the Terrible Three did
not sleep.  Eleven o’clock had struck
when Tom Merry sat up in bed.

“You fellows asleep?” he asked, in
cautious tones.

“T’m not,” said Lowther.

“Same here,” said Mannera.

Tom Merry elipped out of bed. The
rest of the Shell fellows were fast asleep.
The captain of the Shell began to dress
himself quietly.

“Where are you going, Tom 7" agked
Lewther, in a whisper.

“T'm going to sée Wally.”

“Won’t he be asleep?”

“Not likely, considering the trouble
the young ass has got himself into. I
must know what he’s told the Head.
We're certain to have questions asked to-
morrow, and we must know what to say.
He was called into Railton’s study before
the Head, I know; and I don’t know
what he’s said. Of course, they’ve got no
proof against him; and I want to tell
him that he can rely on us. He must bo
worrying about that.”

“Well, you can set his mind at rest on
that point,” said Manners. “Nobody’s
likely to give him away.” -

“No fear !’ said Lowther,

Tom Merry slipped quietly out of the
dormitory.* It was not likely that D’ Arcy
minor would be asleep. Hec had done a
thing that he would be expelled for if it
could be proved against him, and that
would be more than sufficient to keep
him swake. Tom Merry made his way
cautiously to the Third Form dormitory.

The upper passages in the School
House were quite dark; ‘but Tom Merry
could have found his way about the old
building with his eyes shut. In a couple
of minutes he had reached the sleeping
quarters of the Third.

ITe opened the door softly. There was
a sound of steady breathing in the Third
Form dormitory.  The greater part of
the fags were asleep, at all cvents. Tom
Merry stepped in.

“Wally,” he said softly.

He heard a gasping sound in
darkness.

“Who's that?”’

“It’s I—Tom Merry !

Qh-i? :

“I thought vou'd be awake.”’

Tom Merry thought he heard a sound
very like a sob_in the darkness of the
dormitory.

“Not likely to sleep, considering
what’s going to happen to-morrow,”
said Wally, in a low, wretched voice.

“What’s going to happen to-morrow,
Wally 2

“The sack for me.”

Tom Merry had groped his way to
D’Arcy minor’s bed. There was no sound,
save steady breathing from the other
fags. The whole dormitory was fast
asleep, with the exception of D’Ascy
minor.

The Shell fellow sat on the edge of
Wally’sfbed.  Dimly, in the gloom of the
dormitory, he made out the pale face and
burning eyes of the unhappy fag.

* Did they find you out, Wally ?™.

“Not yet.” : -

“You think that to-merrow——"

“T don’t think, I know!”

“Mr. Selby suspected you?”

KlYes‘37 <

“THe told the Head so0?”

“Ves. =
“But they can’t-prove it, Wally.”
“I'm done for. The Head asked me.

the
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out straight if I'd done i, and where I
was at the time.” -

Tom Merry caught his breath, -

“ What did you say, Wally?” Sy

“Told him lies,” said Wally bitterly.

“Wally 12:

The fag burst into a scoffing, miserable
laugh.

“You're shocked at that, of course?”
he said.

“I am, Wally,” said Tom Merry, very
gravely.. “I shouldn’t have thought
you'd do it. It wasn’t right to lie to the
Head. Tt was a rotten position; but lies
won’t make it better. I didn’t think
yow'd do that.” <

“I didn’t think myself I'd do it till to-
day. But old Selby called me a liar; he
swid everything I said was false. Well, if
Pm going to be called a liar, why
shouldn’t I be one? ]?_f he’s going to say
I'm not speaking the truth, I don’t sce
why I should take the trouble to speak it.
As well have the game as the name.”

Tom Merry swas silent. He under-
stood; and he was not the kind of fellow
to be hard on anyone who was down., He
would not have lied himself; and, under
the circumstances, he knew that Wally
would have “faced the music ¥ without
dreaming of sheltering himself behind a

falsehood. It was Mr. Selby who was
responsible for . this—responsible for

Wally’s folly in the first place, and for his
falsehood in the second place.

“I know it was rotten,” said Wally,
Y1t was Selby’s fault; but it was rotten,
But that man would turn any chap into &
cad. I feelsick enough about it, and ¥'m
going to get what I deserve. I don’s
deserve anything for ragging old Selby;
it served-him right. T°d do 1t again, too.
But that whopper to the Head does stick
in my throat, I'll admit. I felt like a dis-
gusting cad! I was one; of course. And
1t won’t do me any good, either.”

“They can't prove it was you now,
Wally,” said Tom Merry heavily.

“Yes, they can.”

“How?1

“Because they’re going to question
every boy in the House to-morrew morn-
ing. Every fellow’s going to be asked
separately whether he saw me in the
guad.”

SOh IR

“Well, you and Gussy saw me in the
quad, didu’t you?”’

“Yes.”

“If you hadn’t, it would have been all
vight, I could have lied myself out of
it,” said-Wally, with a bitter self-con-
tempt that was painful to hear. “I could
have grown as big a liar as Levison or
Mellish, with practice.”

“Don’t talk like that, Wally 1

“It’s all up now,” said Wally. “They'll
ask you in the morning a plain question
you can't fence with., Did you see me, or
didn’t you? Vou’ll have to say that you
did, and that will settle me. You and
Gussy will have to say you did see me,
and that will get me the boot. Serve me
right. Not for what I did to old Selby,
mind. That wasn’t so bad as what he did
to me. But for telling rotten lics. Any
fellow ought to be kicked out of a decent
school for telling lies !’ ;

Tom Mezrry pressed bis hand to his
brow:; his head was throbbing.

What was to be done?

Wally had lied. He had said that he
was not in the quadrangle, when Tom
Merry and D’Arcy major had seen him
there. And if they told the truth, out of
their mouths would come the fag’s con-
demnation, not only for the attack upon
My, Selby, but for the untruth he had
told the Head. .

There was a long silence.

“Can’t anything be
Merry said at last.

“Not unless you and Gussy start in

done?” Tom
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business a9 lare, as I’ve done,” said
Wally. 2

FTom Merry almost groaned.

“You don’t want wus to do that,
Wally 7 3

“Of course I don't!
I did.”

“I—1 don’t know.”

“You couldn’t,” said Wally. “If you
did, you’d feel after the same as I do, and
1 shouldp’t like that. Youw'll have to
answer, and you'll have to tell the truth,
'm going to be sacked. T wonder what
the pater will say when I get honie?”

Wally’s voice broke.

“Oh, Wally, old man!”

“Tt can’t be thelped,”
£ Get back to bed.”

“1—T wish——" )

*“There’s nothing to he done; only for
me to take my gruel. It's all Selby’s
fault; but that won't help me much.
Good-night 1

Tom Merry got off the bed.

“I—T'll think about it, Wally,”” he mut-
tered. “There may be a way yet. 1
don’t know. I—T'H see if I can think of
anything. You sha’n’t be sacked from
st Jim’s, if T can help it77

“You can’t help it,” said Wally.

“Don’t give in yet; vou never know,
I'll do some hard thinking ; and—and I'll
speak to Gussy.” T

Torn Merry left the Third Form dormi-
tory, leaving a sleepless, wretched lad
there; to lie awake with restless limbs
and staring eyes through the long hours
of darkness waiting for the morning, and
the sentence that the morning was to
bring. ;

You wouldn’t if

Wally.

said

THE SIXTH CHAFTER.
Up Against It.

R.HOLMES was in his study the
D 1itxt morning, when there came
a timid tap at the door. Dr.
Holmes raised his head; his face
was very grave and quiet,

There was a very unpleasant task |

before the Head of St. Jim’s. He shrank
from it; but justice had to be done. The
assailant of the Third Form-master had
to be discovered and punished. And the
Head was forcing himself to go through
the disagreeable matter. :

““Come in,” said the Head quietly.

Tom Merry and Arthur Augustus
D’Arey entered the study. Dr. Holmes
nodded kindly to them.

“Kildare said you wished to see us
after breakfast, six 7’ said Tom Merry.

“ Quite so.”

There was another tap at the door, and
Mr. Selby came in. - The Third-Form
master was looking very much his usual
self now. He had apparently got over
the effects of his very unpleasant experi-
ence of the previous evening. But his
little greenish eyes were glinting with a
spiteful light.

The Head bade Mr. Selby good-morn-
ing. Then the Form-master glanced
somewhat eurtously at the two pale and
despondent juniors.

Dr. Holmes explained.

*1 have made inquiries as to whether
any boys were known to be out in the
quadrangle after half-past eight last
night, Mr. Selby. It appears that Merry
and D’Arcy were there. This may save
the unpleasant business of questioning
the whole House.”

“T understand, sir.”

And Mr. Selby’s eyes glinted again,

Even Mr. Selby, suspicious as he wasg,
would not have cared to say that Tom
Merry of the Shell was untruthful; the
contrary was too well known.

f Tom Merry, at all events, had seen
Wally in the quad, he would say so. And
that would condemn the scamp of the
Third. He would be guilty of having

- thing in what you say.

lied about his whereabouts, and that

- would be proof positive of his guilt.

Dr. Holmes turned a kindly -glance
upon the juniors.

“I have a few questions to put to you,
my boys,” he said. “I am sure that you
will answer me frankiy.” ;

“Will you allow me to speak, sir3”

) said D’Arc

“C’crtainfy, my boy.”

“I undahstand that this mattah con-
eerns my bwothah, sir?”

“Yes. D’Arcy minor.”

“And a gweat deal depends upon i,
whethah he is to be expelled fwom St.
Jim’s or not 77’

“Yes, D’ Arcy.””

D’ Arcy drew a deep breath.

“ Well, sir, undah the circs, is it quite
fair to ask me for information on the
subject, considewin’ that the chap is my
bwothah, sir? Is it weally playin’ the
game?¥?

Tom Merry caught his breath, and
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pleasant to ask you fo give evidence
agamst your own brother. But you muet
remember that your brother had denied
having been concerned in the attack upon
Mr. Selby, and your evidence may clear
him if he is innoecent,”

“D’Arcy evidently does not believe his
brother to be innocent,” said Mr. Selhy
bitterly.

D’ Arcy flushed.

“One moment,”’ said the Head quietly,
“I understand from Kildare that you
two juniors came in from the quadrangle
a very short time before the discovery
was made of Mr. Selby bound to &
tree 7?? :

“Yes, sir,”’ said Tom Merry.

‘““Were you together all the time you
were out of doors?” .

“Yes, sir.”

“Then the evidence of one will be as
good as the eyidence of two,” said Dr.
Holmes, ‘“D’Arcy, you may retire from

-\,’\/\/\/‘\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\N\/\/\/‘\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\J'
Kiidare faced the panting master with a flushed and angry face. 1

don’t think you know what you are doing, sir !’ he said sterniy.
have no right to cane a boy like that!’?

“You
Nir. Selby almost foamed.

“ Kiidare, how dare you—how dare you——7"?
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- Mr. Selby stared angrily at the junior.

The Head was silent for quite a long
time, Certainly no junior of St. Jim’s
had ever ventured before to suggest to
the reverend Head that he was not
“playing the game.” |

D’Arcy stood looking firmly and fear-
lessly at the Head. He felt that he was
in the right, and he felt that Dr. Holmes,
as a ‘“sport,” ought to acknowledge it,

“You should cheek your insolence in
the presence of the headmaster, D’ Arcy,”
said Mr. Selby, breaking the silence with
his harsh voice.

I did not mean to be insolent, sir,
and I am sure that Doctah Holmes undah-
stands that,” said D’Arcy.

Dr. Holmes nodded. -

“Y quite understand® that, D’Arcy,”
he said. “ And there is ecertainly some-
It 1s most un-

the study, and I will speak to Tom
Merry only.”

D’Arey hesitated, He bad not intended
this—he had not wanted to put the
trouble on Tom Merry’s shoulders only,
and the burden of a lie, if a lie was told,
upon the Shell fellow.

“I—1 didn’t mean that, sir,” he stam-
mered. “I—I want to stand by Tom
Mewwy.!”

Dr. Holmes smiled.

“However, I shall aslt you no ques-
tions, 1’Arey. -As you were both to-
gether all the time, Merry can say all
that is necessary.”

“We have only Tom Merry’s state-
ment to the effect that they were to-
gether all the time, sir,” hinted Mr.
Selby.

Tom Merry turned crimson.
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Dr. Holmes glanced at Mr. Selby, with
B glance that made the master of the
Third feel extremely uncomfortable,

“I rely ontirely upon Tom Merry's
word, Mr. Selby,” he said. * There is
no reason whatever for suggesting that
he may not have told the truth.”

““But, gir——"

“I know Merry to be a thoroughly
honourable lad.”

“T admit that, siv; but under the cir-
cumstances of what is impending over
D’Arcy minor, even a, usually truthful
boy might—".

“I decline to entertain the idea.”

“Very well, sir,” said Mr. Selby,
clesing his lips very tightly.

Tom Merry’s eyes gleamed. He under-
stood Wally’s feelings now better -than
before. While he was speaking the truth
the Third-Form master cast doubt upon
this word. What was the use of telling
the truth to a man who looked upon him
as a lar? =

**Now, Merry—-" began the Head.

Arthur Augustus was still hesitating.
He did not want to desert his chum.

“May I wemain in the studay, sir?”
he asked.

“ Certainly, if you wish.”

“Thank you, sir!”

Tom Merry gave D'Arcy a quick
glance as a_hint that he had better go;
but the swell of St. Jim’s declined to see
it. First and foremost in his code of
fronour came the firm conviction that he
ought never to desert a chum.

* Now, Merry,” resumed the Head, “I
understand that you were in the guad-
zangle last night before half-past eight,
and for some time afterwards?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Why were you out of doors? You
wmay speak freely. There is no question
of punishment for any breach of 1ouse
rules now. T only want to get at the
facts of this matter, and other details will
pass.”

“1 went oubt to see whether D’ Arvey
minor was there, sir.”

“You thought he was there?”

“Y did not know where he was, sir,
and I wanted to speak to him, and" I
looked for him in the quadrancle, and
could not find him.” :

“ Yaas, wathah!
Mewwy to look for
could not find him.”

The Head looked relieved.

So far, the juniors had kept within the
truth. They had looked for Wally in the
quadrangle, and could not find him. That
was perfectly correct. It was later, and
by chanee, that they had seen the fag
on his way back to the House. Were
fh@y called upon to mention that without
being specially asked? And but for Mr.
Selby the matter might have ended there.
The Head seemed satisfied. -

“That settles the matter, so far as
these juniors are concerned, M. Selby,””
said Dr. Holmes. “They were actually
looking for D'Arcy minor in the quad-
rangle, and could not find him. The
obvious explanation is that D’Arcy minor
was, as he has declared, in the ‘Third
Yorm dormitory all the time, and that
was the reason they could not find him
in the quadrangle. The other boys shall
be questioned, of course: but I am glad
to say that, so far, the evidence upholds
D’Arcy minor’s statement.” >

Tom Merry and D’Arcy felt utterly
wretehed. They had not lied; but they
bad not told all the truth, and they were
certainly allowing the Head to deceive
himself.  But they thought of the un.
happy fag, with the sentence of expul-
sion hanging over his head, and they
were silent,.

Mr,
pointed, He had hoped to get convine-
ing evidence from Tom Merry and
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I was helpin’ Tom
Wally, sir, and we

Selby looked spitefully disap- |

D’Arcy, and he had got nothing, Bat
Mz, Selby .was not so easily satisfied as
the good old doctor.

“1 cannot regard Merry’s answer as
entirely frank,” he said, turning to the
Head. “He declares that he looked for
D’Arcy minor in the quadrangle, and did
not find him.”

“That is correct, sir,” said Tom
Merry. 5

“Doubtless. But answer thiz question
directly. Did you or did you not see

D’Arey minor in the quadrangle at all 77

It had come at last. The direct ques-
tion had been asked, and a reply had to
be given.

The Head was looking very impatient;
evidently he did not approve of Mr.
Selby’s inquisitorial methods.

There was a short silence in the study.

If the Head had put that question,
Tom Merry felt that he could not have
given an untrue answer; but Mr. Selby
was different.

We do not excuse Tom Merry, for
there can be no excuse for a falschood,
whatever the motive. But there were ex-
tenuating circumstances. Mr. Selby had
caused the whole trouble by injustice and
cruelty; and he doubted Tom Merry's
word when he was telling the truth. And
the fate of a persecuted boy hung in the
balance.

Tom Merry at that moment felt
nothing but a bitter animosity against
the Third-Form master, and a desire to
baullk him of further vengeance upon his
victim.

And his answer came sharply,

“No 1

It was a lie—the first that Tom Merry
of St. Jim’s had ever told. And, wrong
as he was, the blame lay more upon Mr.
Selby’s shoulders than upon his.

Arthur Augustus turned quite white,

Tom Merry had lied for Wally’s sake,
and Arthur Augusius D’Arey felt that it
was up to him to stand by the pal who
had done that for his sake and his

“brother’s, 3
And in a clear voice he made the same |

answer, a moment after Tom Merry had
spoken :

3 NO z?’

“That finishes the matter!” said the
Head sharply. “You mag’ go, my boys.”

The two juniors went from the study,
leaving the Third Form-master with a
cattish look on his face, and the Head
looking very relieved,

In the passage outside, when the door
was closed, the two juniors looked at
one another.
~ “Thank you, Tom Mewwy, old man{”
said D’Arcy huskily.

“I had to say it, Gussy,” muttered the
Shell fellow. “ But—but you needn’t
have done it, too. Why couldn’t you
keep quiet?”

D’ Arcy shook his head.

“I wasn’t goin’ to have you do it by
yourself,” he said. “If you could do if,
I could do it. It was up to me, deah
boy! But how howwible it is!”

“I couldn’t have lied to the Head,”
said Tom Merry, in a wretched whisper.
“But—but somehow it didn’t seem so
bad with that cad Selby——"

“Yaas, wathah.” ;

“ But—but Tom Merry choked.
“0h, Gussy, I feel a frightful rotter!™

“S8o do I, deah boy.”

““Let's get out of this.”

They hurried away. TLowther and
Manners met them at the end of the
passage with anxious looks.

“How has it gone?” asked Lowther
anxiously, startled by the look upon Tom
Merry's face. . :

Tom Merry groaned.

“Don’t ask me?”

And he hurried on.

THE PENNY POPULAR—Every Friday.

THE SEVENTH .CHAPTER.
A Clean Breast of it.

i 3 RTHUR AUGUSTUS was looking

out of the study window that
afternoon.* Blake and Herries
and Digby had gone over to tea
with Figgins & Co. in the New House;
but Arthur Augustus had not felt in-
clined to go with them. He looked round
wearily as the door opened, and his
brother Wally came in.
“More twouble, Wally?” he asked.

“No. Same old trouble.” -
“That's all ovah now, kid,” said
D'Arcy kindly. “It's settled. Nobody

will evah find out now who woped up
Mer. Selby.” :

“ The trouble is, that it isn’t all over,”
said Wally. “I—I wish you'd left me fo
chance it, Gussy, instead of saving me in
the way you—ryou did!”

“Wally I” .

“I don’t want to seem ungrateful,
Gussy. But—but I feel as if I can't
stand it any more,” said Wally, with a
break in his voice.

The fag was dangerously
“blubbing ” at that moment.

“I'm sowwy, Wally! What's twoublin’
you now?”

“ Everything,” said Wally desperately.
“Tt was old Selby’s fault I lied to the
Head; but—but [ can’t rest under it,
Gussy. If—if it wasn’t for dragging you
fellows into it, after what you’ve done
for me, I'd go straight to the Head and
confess about it.”

D’Arcy looked at his brother very
curiously.

“Do you mean that, Wally ?” he asked,
in a low voice.

“ Goodness knows I do!” f e
to do the

near to

“Suppose” we were willin’
same ?” B

“You couldn’t—you couldn’t own up
- to—to———"

““ That would wipe it out,” said D’Arcy.
“As a mattah of fact, kid, it's the only
welief I could get—to go and confess it
all to the Head.”

“But it would mean disgrace?”

“That’s bettah than feelin’ as I do
about the mattah.”

“You might get sacked as well as me.”

“T shouldn’t care, if T could only get
this wotten wowwy off my mind.”

Wally was silent for a minute.

“Does Tom Merry feel like that about
it?” he asked.

“I weally don’t know,” said Arthur
Augustus.  “But supposing we go and
talk to him on the mattah? We could
all go to the Head togethah, and own
up.’

“It's a rotten thing to go through.”

“Bettah than feelin’ like a wotten
worm.”

“That’s how I look at it,” said Wally,
“But the others—"

“Let's go and see them.”

The Terrible Three were having tea
in their study when Arthur Augustus
D'Arcy and his minor entered. Tom
Merry and Manners and Lowther looked
at them grimly,

It was not in human nature for them
to feel very kindly towards Wally just
then. He had brought upon them the
blackest trouble of their experience.
Other troubles they felt they could have
faced with equanimity, but self-scorn is
hardest of all to bear.

“Well, what do you want,
shaver 7’ asked Tom Merry.

“ Gussy will tell you.”

“The fact is, deah boy”—D’Arcy
hesitated, and then went on—* Wally’s as
sick of the pwesent state of things as we
are. If—if you are willin’, he wants to
go to the Head and get it all ovah.”

Tom Merry started. His face
brightened up wonderfully.

“Honest injun, Wally?” ‘he asked,

young
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“Yee,” said Wally steadily.
rather he sacked than go about feeling a

rotten worm, and {eeling that ¥ve
dragged ycu fellows into the same
thing.”

“1 haven’t persuaded him,” said

D’Arcy. ‘““He came to me on his own
accord in my studay and said so. Didn't
you, W a]‘ el

Tom .\Ierry rose frem his unfinished
tea.

“TIE vou mean it, ]'1-;
go with you,” he said. -

“Good I said W ally. . “Let’s go to
the Head fogether and “get it over.? -

The juniors forthwith made tracks for
the Head’s study, and tapped at the door.

“Come in!” said Dr. Holmes.

The good old do\tor glanced up as his
study door opened, and an expression of
m1pr1se same over his face at-the sight
of fle Juniors.

(ome in, my boy said the Head.
“What is 1t:’

The juniors came in,
Lesitated.

It was not an ea
to say.

They looked at the Head, and looked
at one another, and grew very red in
e face; aud Dr. Holmes’ surprise in-
=u~a,sed every momen 5

*“What is it, boy he asked. “I
need not tell you fhat my tinle As——dhem‘

n?g for you?

be-jolly glad to

and then they

thing they had come

—valuable. an I do any
“ H—if you please six—

“Yaas \\uth&h, sty ; if—if you please

i "\ (}__‘ve«‘—e ”

“Yes,” said the Head.

“Welve come to confess, siv,” blurted
out Tom Merry desperately

The Head smiled.

“Indeed! - You have heen playing

some prank, I suppose. and you have
come to tell me about it. 'lhau i very
right. What have vou done?”’

“T—F did if, sir!”® gasped Wally.

“You did v hat?"

“ Roped up old Selby,
. Selby !’

(4 SYOu'; 2

“Ye-c-es,

Dr. olmes’ brow grew quite terrific.

> You told nie that you did not D’Au‘v
mmox 2

YC‘:: sir.”

“Do you mean to say that you del 1Lu‘
ately dmel od me 77

“Ves, sir.

“Good heavens !
come to tell me 5077

“Becayse—because I can't
longer, sir ! gasped Wally.

The ‘doctor’s face softened somewhat.

“Ah! T am glad to see that your con-
scrence has tmubled you about it, at all
events, D’Arcy minor. But what have
these other boys to do with it? S‘mely
they did not have a hand in such an out-
rage on a Form- maefw" 2

*Oh, no, sir ! said Wally

“Then w Imt———~‘

“We knew Wally had done it, sir,”
said Tom Merry, in a low voice. ‘Gnssy
—D?Arcy and T met him in the quad after
he had done it.”

“But you told nie yvou had not se
him there?”

Tom Merry hung his head,

“I—T didn’t tell you o, sir. T—1 told
Mr. Selby. T—I it was an untruth,
but that was not qmts so bad.” -

sir—I—1 mean,

sip.??

And why have you

stand it any

hastily.

1
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The Head regarded the juniors with a
very queer expression.

“Do you wish me to understand that
you would not have spoken falsely to me,
although you did to Mr. Selby?” he
demanded.

“Yes, sir,” said-all the jwiiors at once.

“I do not see the distinction. A false-
hood is a falsehood, w hOH]bOQVE" it is told
to, I persume?”

“Ttyw as different, siv. We know it was
wrong. But—but you are straight, sir

“What !’

“I—I mean you are a—a sportsman,
sir,’’ said Tom Merry, seeking for words,
“You wouldn't doubt a chap’s werd.
But—but Mr. Selby told us we were all
liars, and—and after that it didn’t seem

80 bad to tell him lies. That's how it
was, sir.” g
1 gée,” said the Hoad very gravely.

-~ We don’t make that an excuse, sit.
We'vo come to confess to you because it
worried us so much. But that was why
it was, sir. So it. was with Wally, Mr,
Selby punished him for playing tricks in
his room, when he hadn't done it, and
wouldn’t believe him, when he said he
hadnt done it. He =said he was lying

“You are sure D’Arcy minor
play those tricks in Me.

“Quito sure, sir.’

“How can you be so sure?”’

“PBecanse I played them myself, sir,”

said Tom Merry.

“Oh!” said tho Head.

“Mzr. Selby accused Wally of lying, and
thrashed him awfully, sir. Kildare inter-
fered because he was going for him so
much, and took the cane away.

“Indeed ! I knew nothing whatever of
thi,s,” said the Head gravely.

“It’s only fair {o tell you, siv, if \vu'n—:
Qomg to expel Wally for w hat he dld
“Quite so. Tell me everything

“Kildare will bear out what I sald, sir,
And—and after Wally roped up Mr.
Selby, he—he was questioned, and then

“Then T remembered that old-—»t}}at
Mr. Qolbv called me a liay when I ‘\ asn’t
one, and I thought T might as well live
up to it, sir,” said Wally. “Ozﬂv»—onu
since, I—T've been thinki ng abouf 1@

“You have decided, I hope, 's
Wrong to lie, w hether your wi ord has been

) did nat
Selby’s room 77

doubted or not by the person con-
cerned 7’

“Yes,

There w nee in the study. Dr.

Holmes’ bIOWS were contracted, and his
eyes dwelt upon the juniors with a
peculiar, scarching expression.

“This is a very, very eat shock to
me,” he said at last. (ot especially,
Tom Merry, I have always regarded as
the sgoul of honour. It is a very painful
shock to me m find that you ave capable
of falsehced.”

Tom “\;eﬂ'y face went crimson,

“You can’t think any worse o
T think myself, sir,” he said mis
“Tive felt like a low cad since, ;

“ And what was vour object—to pre-
vent D’ Arcy junier fer b{z.,g punished,
T suppose 7’ -

“¥es, sit. P

“RTven after his outrageous conduet 7

“We didn’t blame him for that, sir.”’

“You did not blanme a boy for !
violent hands upon his Form-m
said the Head, raising his voice a ’tﬂ(‘

4 Merry fearlessg. “ Wally
ly—

i3

“No, sir, not in this case," seid Tom
had ' beeun
treated very ba all the fellows know
it. I've told you, sir, that Kildare had
to interfere, becauee Mr, Seiby was treat-
ing him so brutally. Wally’s &txll zot the
marks of the cane on his back.’

“Yaas, wathah!”

“ Remove your jacket, D' Arey minor,”
said the Head very quzetlv

The fag removed his jacket, and un-
fastened his shivt. The Head looked ab
the marks, still showing red and angay
upon the skm after a lapse of four days
since the thrashing Wally had received
at the hands of his Formi-master. D,

lolmes’ brow grew very d'\rk.

“That will do, D' Arey minor," ho said,
in an altered voice.

Wally replaced his jacket.

ot &nd 10w, my boys,” said Ds. Ho"nos,’
P ucy minor's offence was a serious
one, whatever provocation he nmy have
received, and he knews how he will be
dealt with, As for you, you others have.
done very wrong. I can make allowances'
for the fact that Mr, Selby provoked you
by doubting your word in the first place,
and also for a chivalrous desire to shield
a boy to be severely punished. But you
did wrong—very wrong! There is ne
possible excuse for uttering a falsehood.
The fact that you have come to me to
eonfew shm\s me . that you realise this
yourselves.’

“Yes, sir.’

“Then you may go.

“Thauk you, sir!

“I—I—1 suppose Td bet
my hox, sir?” faltered W
keep back his tears.

“1 shall consider your case,

o and pack

ally, trying to

D Avcy

minor.  There are evidently circum-
stances in the matter that I had not heard
of bef I shall weigh the matter very

shall consider what is hesh
to be done. You may go now.”’

“Oh, thank you, sir !’

The ~juniors left the study. Their
hearts were lighter now, and their faces
were brighter. And Wall ¥ secmed to be
walling on air,

“T’'m not gmng to be sacked,” he said.
with conviction. ‘““Now the Hoad knows
what a4 beast Selby was, he won’t sack
me. Fle’s a good old sport. He
wouldn't raise my hopes if he mmmt o
sack me after all at the finish.’

“Tt will be a flogging, at least, then,”

said Tom Memy

“Oh, blow the flogging ! said Wally.
“TIt won’t be any worse than what Ive
had from %eibv I con ssand lickings—1
don’t care !

carefully

.
W m‘v was right; “he was not sacked.

Dr. Ho.me% bad ai interview the same
evening with Mr. Selby and with Kildare.
Kildare did not conceal anything when he
was questioned, and Mr by had a
very uncomfortable guar of an hour
with the Head.

Wally was flogged for what he had
done, he ce}t&mly : ed; but the
flogging did not trouble him very much—
it- was the ‘“sack * he had drﬂaded

Open confession, it is said. is good fur
the soul; and certainly the chums of the
School House felt better now that it was
over, and.they could hold up their heads
again. It had been a hitter cxperience,
but the lesson was not dikely to he lesg
uvpon any of them.

THE END.
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THE LANCASHIRE JUNIOR'S RESOLVE!
By FRANK RICHARDS.
A Magnificent Long Complete Tale, dealing with the Early Adventures of
Hfzrry Wharton & Co. at Greyfriars School. o |

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Bulsireode’s Band.
BULSTRODE, of the Remove, wore

a cheerful grin.
There was quite a crowd of
fellows in- his study. That part
of the Remove—mot the finer part by
any means—which clung to the former
Form captain, was there. For Bul-
strode, bully as he certainly was, had
Lis friends in the Form—fellows who did,
not, like Study No. 1, fellows who had
fallen out with the wpresent Remove
captain, and fellows who paid court to
Bulstrode on account of his money,
Bulstrode was the zichest fellow in
the Remove, with the exception of
Hurree Singh and the little Chinaman,
Wun Lung. And he was not withouts
his good qualities.
When he was in a good temper he was !'»#

genarous and friendly, and it wa
usually possible to put him into a good
temper by flattering him.

Bulstrode had been “up .against”
Harvy Wharton ever since the latter
came to Grevfriars.  Wharton had
fought his battles out, and had won the
rvespect of all the Remove, and the liking
of many. He had been elected Form
captain by a majority so large that Bul-
strode had no hope of trying his fortune
again.

But that was not all. Harry Wharton
had steadily backed up Mark Linley,
the lad from Lancashire—the mill lad
who had come to Greyfriars upon Bishop
Mowbray’s Scholarship—and Bulstrode
disliked Linley keenly.

Wharton had started an Amateur
Operatic and Dramatic Society, and all
the juniors of musical tastes had joined
it.

Bulstrode hadn’t a musical taste, and
he didn’t care for either drama or opera,
but the thought had occurred to him
of starting an opposition band, He
couldn’t get .instrumentalists, but he
could get instruments, and as he dwelt
in Study No. 2, it was easy for him, if
not to rival Wharton, at all events to
interrupt him with terrific discord.

Hence a terrific row was going on in
Bulstrode’s study. The walls between
the rooms were not thick., But if they
had been of the solidest masonry, they

would have been penetrated by the
fearful mnoise produced by Bulstrode's
band.

Skinner was playing- the kettle-drum,
by the simple process of bringing down
the sticks as hard and often as he could.
Stott was at the cornet, and he was
blowing away for all he was worth,
producing loud and tuneless blasts,
Bulstrode had a concertina, which he
had bought for three-and-six, and the
sound of that- concertina may be
imagined—not described.  Snoop was

beating time with a poker on a fender,
Tar Pexyy Popurar.—No. 260.

and Lyle was steadily and methodically
kicking a tin pail.

The “orchestra " was in full blast,

Boom! CUrash! Bang! Screech!
Rat-atat-atat |
“My only hat!” said Bulstrode.

“This sounds ripping, and no mistake !
Do you think they can hear it in the
next study?”
. “Ha, ha, ha!” roared Skinner. = “I
think so!”

“Keep time, Tyle!”

“That’'s all right.
quick as I can.”

“Oh, that’
Make it prestissimo.”

Bang! Bang! Bang!

“That’s better! Go it, ve cripples!”

The din rang through the corridor.

There was a furious tapping on the
wall which separated the room from
Harry Wharton's study..

Bulstrode and his band fook no notice

I'm banging as

of it.
Bang! Baug! Sereech! Roar!
Crash !
There was a dragging at the door
handle, but Bulstrode had taken the

precaution to lock the door.

Qutside, in the corridor, Harry Whar-
ton and his chums raged and fumed; but
they could not get in. -

They gathered round Bulstrode’s door,
kicking at the lower panels, thumping

at the upper, and yelling threats
through the keyhole.
“Hallo!” -roared Bulstrode. “Any-

body there?”
“Yes, you willain !”
“ Anything wanfed 7Y
“Yes; shnt up that row!”

“ What- row?”

“You—you cad! That fearfal din
vou're kicking up.”
“That ghastly, horrid row!” roarved

is an amateur

Nugent.
“The ghastliness of the horrid row is
terrific 1

¢ Your mistake,” said Bulstrodeblandly,
as his “band” ceased for a moment or
two. “ We're practising.”

¢ Practising !

¢ (ertainly !  This
orchestra.”

“You rotber ! shouted ITarry Wharton,
shaking the door-handle. ¢ You know
jolly well you're only rotting !

“Honest injun,” said Bulstrode, while
the orchestra chuckled. ¢ We're playing
the music to ‘Salome.””

“You—you—you—-"

¢ Strike up, my sons! Go ahead!”

Bang! Crash! Clang! Clatter!

The orchestra recommenced. -

In the passage the members of the
Amateur Operatic and Dramatic Society
danced with rage.

They wanted to rehearse in the nexi
study, but they couldn’t practise with
that noise going on, and they could not
get at the band and make them stop.

“Taith, and we're done in!” said
Micky Desmond.

s only andante moderato!

Harry Wharton shook his head.

“We'll go down and practise in a class-
room,” he said. “We can do that, and
we sha'n’t hear much of this row from
there. If the duffers keep it up much
longer they’ll have somebody on their
track.”

“Good! Let's get downstairs, then.”

And the operatic society descended the
stairs, In a few minutes the blare and
crash of Bulstrode’s band ceased. They
knew that their victims were gone.

-“We've rowed them out!” grinned
Bulstrode.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Let’s go after them,” said Sunoop.
“They’ve gone off to practise some-
where else. Why shouldn’t we do the
same 2"

“Good! -Come on!”

. Bulstrode unlocked the door and threw
it open. He had only intended to
deafen the Removités out of Btudy No.
1, but he was flushed with victory now,
and eager to follow up his success.

As they descended the stairs the sound
of voices singing the Anvil Chorus from
Il Trovatore ”’ guided them tq the new
refuge of the Operatic Society.

Bulstrode opened the class-reom door
and looked in.

Harry Wharton & Co. were hard at
work, but some of the voices broke off
as the Bully of the Remove looked in.

Harry Wharton’s eyes fiashed.

“Get out !’ he shouted. ;

Bulstrode shrugged his shoulders.

“1 supposze we can practise here if we
want.to?"” he remarked. “I'm afraid of
disturbing the fellows if we go on in the
study.” 3

His comrades chuckled ; whether at the
pretext, or at the idea of Bulstrode
caving whether he disturbed anybedy,
we cannot say, The singers ceased their
vocal efforts, and looked to Harry Whar-
ton for gui(fzmce.

Wharton’s eyes were gleaming. Bul-
strode’s band might be a merry institu-
tion, from its own peint of view, and its
interruptions might be funny; but the
president of the Dramatic and Operatic
Society did not sce the fun of it. He
wanted to get to work.

“Will you get out?”

“Not much.”

“Then we'll jolly soon chuck you
out !”

“Rats!” .

. Put down vour music, kids, and come
on!” cried Wharton.

The operatic society was wot long

he exclaimed.

1 inl obeying. The odds were on their side,

and they were eager for, war. Wharton
led the rush towards the band, and in a
moment the orchestra dropped their in-
struments and put up their fists,.

“Go for them !”

““Give 'em socks I’ roared Bob Cherry,

“Kick ’em out!” .

“Tet the kickfuluess be ferrific, my
worthy chums.”

“Bravo! Out they gol”?
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The orchesira, overborne by numbers,
went whirling through the doorway.

Bulstrode was dragged there by Harry,
and sent flying down the flagged passage,
and he sat dazedly there while his fol-
lowers were hurled forth one by one.

There was soon a heap of amateur
bandsmen in the passage, sprawling in all
sorts of uncomfortable and ungraceful
attitudes. After them their instruments
came whirling, and then the class-room
door was shut and locked.

_ Bulstrode staggered to his feet. A
junior came along the passage with a
book under his arm, and, turning the
corner suddenly, van right inte him,
and send him flying again. -

“Oh, ’'m sorry !” said the new-comer,
“T didn’t see you.”

It was Mark Livley, of the Remove.

Bulstrode turned furiously upon the
lad irom Lancashire.

“You cad! Why can’t you see where
yow're going ?”’

Mark’s eye glinted. =

Bulstrode was in so furious a temper
that he did not care what he said, or
whom he said it to. But Mark re-
strained the hot rfetort that rose to his
tongue.

“1 did not see you,” he said quietly.
“How was I to know that you fellows
were sprawling over the floor7 What ou
earth are you doing it for?”

Skinner gave a rueful chuckle.

It was a jape,” he said, “and we've
been japed ourselves. Wharton’s given
us the order of the boot.”

Mark could hear the singing in the
class-room, and he understood.

“Serve you jolly well right!” he ex-
claimed.

“You rotten mill cad——"" began Bul-
strede.

“Hold your tongue!” said Mark Lin-
ley shaiply.

* Look here——""

But Linley, without a word or a look
further, passed on, and Bulstrode was
left scowling. The band were in the
worst of humours.  Bulstrode was in-
clined to make a forcible assault upon the
class-room door, but it was too near the
mnasters’ quarters for that to be safe.

And the rest of the band were feeling
a hittle too used up for further hostilities.
While Bulstrode was debating a plan of
action, the band settled the matter by
walking off; and the Remove bully
slowly followed them. The Wharton
Operatic and Dramatic Society were left
to finish their rehearsal in peace.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Mark Linley Loses His Temper.
TLLY BUNTER wore a serious and
B somewhat injured expression when
the Remové went up to the dormi-
tory that night.
“T say, you fellows—=" he began.
“QOh, shut up, Billy, for goodness’
sake,” said Bob Cherry,=“and get into
bed !
“ Really, Cherry,” said Bunter, “you
can’t expect mo to go to bed when my
watch has been stolen I’
< Rabs 1
“But it’s truel”
< Pifffe I
“Qh, really, Cherrv! TI'm sincerely
sorry to see that you can’t take my word;
vou know we’re mnot all story-tellers.
It’s 1}ot fair to judge everybody by yous-
self.’
“Why, you voung—’
“ My watch was stolen from my pocket
last night, and I think something ought
to be done about it,”” - =
“Hallo—hallo! What's that?”’ ex-
claimed Bulstrode. “A watch been
stolen 1*?
“Yes; my silver watch
“Jt’s all rot!” exclaimed Bob Cherry
frritably, “Wg all know Bunter. Shut

3

X3

up, you young ass, and don’t talk silly
1ffie 1

“TLook here, Cherry, you're not going
to hush it un 22

“Certainly not |V exclaimed Bulstrode,
glad of any chance to take sides against
Study No. 1.  “Let’s have it out. If
Bunter’s watch has been stolen, it ought
to be inquired into. If there’s a thief
in the Remove 2 :

“Don’s be an ass !’ said Harry Whar-
ton angrily. ‘You know perfectly well
that there isn't a thief in the Remove,
Bulstrode. ™

“How should T knew ?” said Bulstrode
insolently.  ““ All sorts of rotters are
allowed to come into the school now, and
we might get a thief among them.”

Mark Linley turned white.

The glances and chuckles of several of
the Removites showed that they under-
stood Bulstrode’s cowardly allusion; and
Mark could not fail to understand it, too.

The Lancashire lad stood silent, and
Bulstrode, emboldened by his silence,
went o in the same tone:

“Blessed if I can see

3

why there

B
’; B
(F was a fool to come here,’?
muttered NMiark Linley. “} was
% a fooi-~-a fooll®® §
BANANNAANNAASANANNANNNANNN B
shouldn’t be a thief here! We've got
paupers and mill-boys, and all sorts of
rotters, and some of them are short of
money.”’

“Look ont!” muttered Sncop.

Mark Linley was coming over towards
Bulstrode. Linley had taken off his
jacket and waistcoat, and was in his shirt-

sleeves. His face was white, and his eyes
burning.

“ Bulstrode !

“Hallo! Did you speak?”

“Yes. You were alluding to me just
now.”

“T didn’t call you a- thief,” said Bul-
strode, with an aceent on the word
“call ? that left no doubt as to his
meaning.

. “You wanted vour words to give that
impression.” . :

“T suppose I ecan say-what I like %!

¢“No, you cannot! You cannot say a

Friday. 18

word implying that I am a thief!” said
Mark Linley, white with passion. “ You
will take those words back.”

A silence fell upon the hoys.

Mark Linley was usually so guiet and
self-contained, grave beyond his years,
that no one had ever suspected him of
possessing a hot temper. He was known
to be brave; or, rather, absolutely fear-
less, and once in a stand-up fight with
Bulstrode he had licked the bully of the
Remove. But no one had ever seen him
like this before; and the juniors looked
on at the scene in something like awe.

Bulstrode, perhaps, repented of his
cruel and unfeeling words; but his pride

would not allow him to show it. ~ He
looked to Linley with a sneer.
“T've nothing to take back!” he

remarked.

“You will take back what you said—
will you?”

“No, I won’t!”

“Then put up your hands!”’

“Pon’t be a fool, Linley! Wingate
will be here in a minute to put the lights
out, and——"

“T don’t care! You shall not call we
a thief! Put up your hands!”

“I won’t! T'll fight you to-morrow if
you like, but——"> -

Smaclk !

Mark’s open hand came upon Bul-
strode’s cheek with a crack like a pistcl-

shot. s
The Remove bully reeled back. He

| was not hurt much, but the smack left a

white mark on his cheek, that turned
crimson, and seemied to burn there.

“Now will you put up your hands?”?
said Linley, between his teeth.

“Hang you, yes!” >

Bulstrode did so, promptly enough.
With all his faults, he had plenty of
dogged courage.

Mark Linley attacked, hitting out
savagely, and with much less than his
usual coolness and skill.  Bulstrode
realised his advantage, and he sparred
with all he knew of the boxer’s art, and
twice his fists came home on Linley’s
face, without a touch having reached his
own. t

Linley gritted his teeth.

He rushed straight at his opponent,
and received without heeding two heavy
blows on the face; and then Bulstrode’s
guard was knocked away, and the right
fist of the Lancashire lad came crashing
on his mouth.

Back went the burly Removite, recling -
and staggering, to fall with a crash to

- the floor.

He lay theve, dazed, with a trickle of
red from the corner of his mouth; and
as Mark Linley stood over him, with
flashing eyes, the dormitory door opencd,

“Hallo, in bed, you kids!” said Win-
gate. “ Why—what—fighting !”

He stared at the Lancashire lad and at
Bulstrode, who was slowly getting up,
with the assistance of Stott.

“What does this mean?” said Wingate
sternly, “You ought to be getting to
bed. You surely know better than to
fight in the dormitory !”

“Tt was that cad started it.” said Bul-
strode savagely. “It’s all through lete
ting the low cad into the school!”

““Hold your tongue, Bulstrode! I
know enough of both of you to feel
pretty certain that you are to blame,
whether Linley struck the first blow or
not,” said Wingate sternly. “Get to
bed, and, mind, no more of this. If you
quarrel you can settle your differences .

. with the boxing-gloves in the gym, like

decent fellows.”
“T am sorry,” said Mark quietly.
“ All right; get to bed.”
The juniors undressed in silence, and
- went to bed. Wingate watched them
grimly, and then turned the light out.
Tue PeExxy Porurar.—No. 260,
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“Mind, no more rows to-night," he
said, “TF T hear a sound T'll come back
again, and bring a cane with me. Good-
mght (4

% Good-night, ngahc 2

And the (1ormxtorv door closed.

There was silence in the Remove dor-
mitory for a few moments. It was
broken by a still, small voice from
Luuter s bed. ;

“1 say, you fellow 1

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
in the Dead of Pight.

a3 H, s}mt. up, Bunter!” said Bob
/O Cherry . savagely. “You're
always causing tvoubln \Vhy
couldn't you make up some
other fairy tale instead of that yarn
about the watch 7” :

"Oh really,

¢ Shirk up ! in

“Bubt my wateh was really taken—at

least, it's goite, and I haven't been able
to find it ng}h(‘l‘O, ? persisted Bunter,
G gsomebodv must have taken it.”
- “Yes, vather!” said - Bulstrode.
“That’s my view; and it looks to me a3
if there were really a thief in the Re-
aove, as people iy mta such tempers at
the bare suggestion.”

¢ Hear, hear " said Sroop:

: “Hold your tongue, ‘you cad!” said
Wharton. *You know it’s all rot. You
know there isn’t a thief here. And if
there were you'd have no mght to make
those dirty, cowardly insinnations about
Mark Linley,’ He's a more decent chap
than you will ever het”

_“Yes, rather!” said Bob Cherry, with
t\mphama, and the Nabob of Bhauipur
rmnarked equally emphatically that the

 ratherfulness - was terrific.”

“1¢'s all right,” said Linley quietly.
“Bulstrode can say what he likes -to-
mght I'm vot gommg to ma‘{ﬂ a row.

But he \\'111 have to answer for it fo-
1:1011‘0‘\'

Slim qntc ready to answer for any-
hu 1g L say, gmnt"-d Bulstrode. “I
haven’t accused vou of anything. ¥ only
say what's probable. I know jolly well
that you never have any money, and a
chap ‘brought up as yow've b woul 1d
naturally stoal some if he got a chance.

Linley was silent. Tt must have cost
him a great deal to remain so, but he
j){d aud Bulstrode was left to say as le

’Le s hiear about the wateh, Bunter,”
went on Bulstrode. “The thing ought
to be looked duto, and the watch found,
and the thief shown up.”

“That's just vhat I think, Lnlstma\
imt 1 don’t believe Linley stole it.’

“{ never said }'e did. But T suppose
you want to get your watch back 77

“Yes ”‘)f course. It cost about twenty
r'mr-nas

¢ About twenty thre eepenny-bits,
mean,” said Hazeldene.
xotten old silver turnip, s
time.’

“Tt was handed
.fwm my anc

Cherryg—=-"

you
t -was a
never “kkept

down in the

fami
tors as a heirloom.”

Any o vom‘ ancestors keep an un-
r'nm- med pledge stores?”
“Oh, really, Vaseline——"

“You shut up, Hazeldene. Let’shave
the facts, Billy. When did you lose the
watch 7 -

It wasn't in my I got

up this mornin
“Sure it wa

Trevor, :
“Oh ves; T wound it up.
lnu re such a forgetful

ko \"

Ogilvy. “I remember hearing the fat
ass ask W hat‘cm the time when he was
winding it.”

“Yes; I remember, too, now,”’ said
Bunter. ““You see, I cerfainly had it
last night. I wound it and left it on the
chain m my swaistcoat pocket, and hung
the waistcoat over the back of a chair.
The waistcoat was there all right in the

morning, but the watch wasn’t.”
L Wh" didn’t you speak about it
then"" -

“Well, I was up last, you know, and
you fellows swere all gone down. I did
speak to the chaps in my own study
about it, but they wouldn’t listen. And
1 though* at first I might have lost it,
and I looked abont for it. But I haven't
found it.”

“Looks as if it's been stolez‘ said
Bulstrode, who seemed rather pleased
than otherwise by the idea that thm‘e
might be a thief in his Form.

“Rot!” exclaimed Harry Wharton,
who had not joined in the talk so far.

“Who would steal Bunter’ watch?
You all-know what it was worth,
“I say, you fellows, it was worth

twenty guinea

“Then you oﬁexed me a big bargain
when you offered to sell it to me “the
othe. day for six bob " chuckled Russell.

“Oh, you see

“It was worth about three shilhngq
1 should say.” said Harry Wharton. “1
never looked at it closely, hut without
that I could see that it wasn’t silver,
and I know it never kept time. It was
a rotten old crock that hadn’t cost ten-
and-six when it was ,new, and that was
years and years ago.’ TRT

¢ Oh, really, Wharten—"

“Nobody in his senses would steal
Bunter’'s watch. If there were a fellow
here who was mean cad enough to steal
a watch, he would have sense enough to
steal my watch, or Inky watch, T sup-

pose. He could get at them just as
casily, and Ivky's watch is worth a small
fortune.”

“By Jove,” said Russell, “I agree
with Wharton! Nobody but an idiot
would take Bunter’s rotten old ticker
when he could just as ea»xly get hold of
Inky's gorgeous machine.”

“The reasonablencss of that state-
ment is terrific. My own esteemed
watch 1s valued at fifty honourable
pounds, and would be a more nobby
prize than the c-\teLmed rotten ticker of
our Bunterful chum,’

“I say, you fellows——"

“Oh, ring offt” said I\.ugenb "Its
as plam as any thmg that yow've lost
your-watch, and you' re making trouble
for nothing.  What can’t you shut up’

“1 dx)nt fmow,” said Bulstrode ob-
stinately, Pe‘hnps the thief meoans to
have the other watches annthnr time,
and he may have taken untcrs ﬁmt
}us‘r to- see how the wind blows.”

“So as to give us “dllllng, and make
us put the ore valuable ones in a safe

pl(u e—ech?” zaid Harry Wharton sar-
castically.
Bulstrode was silent.  Indeed, there

seernad little to be said for his theory.
But the juniors continued the discussion
for some time, till one by one they
dropped off to zlten

Harry Wharton was one of the last to
sleep.

 The whole unpleasant incident wor-

ied him, and he understood the feelings
QY the Lancashire lad when Bulstrode
strove to turn suspicion upon him.

He felt, irritably, that it was all Billy
Bunter’s nonsense, and that the watch
had nof been

olen at all.

Still thinking of the matter, Hapry
Wharton ruopped off to sleep at last;
but hig sleep was not so pla.c‘d as ustal.
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The - matter was still running . in his
mind, and he was dreaming of “Bunter's
\Vatch when he suddenly awoke.

It aeemed to him that there was a
sound in the dormitory. Was someone
moving? He lay quite quiet, and
listened intently.

The night was starless, and the long,
lofty dormitory was black as pitch. The
,}Eumor could not see his hand before his
ace,

His ears throbbed with the effort of
listening,

Yes, the sound was plain.

Someone was getting into bed. He
could hear the unmistakable faint creak-
ing of the mattress and the bedstead,
and the swishing of the clothes as theJ
were drawn up round a recumbent form.

He sat up in bed.

“Who's that?” lie cailed out.

His voice echoed anoolv thmugn
the darkness and ;ﬂeuce of the dormi-
tory. But save for the faint echo thers
was no reply.

“Who's that moving?”

Still silence,

Wharton was punled and uneasy.
Had his imagination played him false?
There was no sound now, ounly dead,
dead silence surrounded him,

fter a minute of tense lmtemng, the
junior lay down to sleep again.

He slept soon, and did not wal\en
again until morning.

His dreams were of what had
pened, and m a disordered vision he
saw Mark Linley creeping out of the
dormitory laden with gold watches, and
Bunter and Bulstrode rushing after him.
It was a strangely vivid dream, and
from the midst of it the sleeper was
startled by the clang of the rizing-bell.

He started and awoke.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!” came drowsily
from Bob Cherry’s bed ¢ That blessed
bell gets earlier every morning, I think.
Gosling does it on purpose.

“Time to get up,” said Whartor
cheerfully, steppmg out of bed, ‘““Now
then, you slackers!”

“I say, you fellows—

“Up with you, Porpoise!”

“I say, you fellows, I'm not feeling

very well this morning. Do you think

hap-

1199

Mr., Quelch would let me have break-
fast in bed Ow! Wow!”
Bunter broke off as Bob Cherry

dragged off his bedclothes, and yanked
him off the bed.

“That's better than having your
breakfast in bed,” grinned Bob. ¢ Stick
your face in the cold water, and you'll
be as lively as a cr;cko* ¥ '

*‘Oh, realiy, Cherry! TI've got a very
curious tired fcelmv—-——”

“I'll give you a thumped {feeling if
you get near that bed again—-" Bob
Cherry broke off. “Halls, hallo, hallo ”

“What's th‘e matter?” asked Tom
Brown.

Bob Cherry w as holding his pillow in
his hands, which he had just lifted from
its pl‘l(‘" Without 1eplvng he groped
under{the bolster, aud then he felt in
bis waisteoat-pocket. Then he whistled.

“What's the trouble?” asked Nugent.

Bob looked round with a curious ex-
pression.

‘1 suppose this is a

“Wliat’s o lark?”

“Somebody’s hidden my watch,
“Your watch"
“Yes; it's gone, zmy*.m:;."

Theve was a yell £ from Nugent.

“S8o is mine gone!

Harry Wharton's brow grew. dark and
troubled. He remembered the sounds
he had heard in the night, Was it
possible to doubt longer that there was
a thief in the E‘en*o ve?

{avk, he =aid
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THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
BUnder a Cloud.
BCLSTRQDE uttered a fierce ex-

clamation.
“ Look here!”
“What’s the matter?”

“Look!” Bulstrode was holding up
his trousers, with a pocket turned inside
out. *“Look! There was a lot of tin 1n
this pocket—ten shillings at least, when
1 left the trucks on the chair last night.”

“Do you mean to say it's. been
stolen?” :

“Do you think it's walked away?”
sneered Bulstrode.. ““ What do you say
now aboub there not being a thief in the
Remove? What does that chap Linley
say? Can’t you speak, Linley?™ My
hat! Where is he?”

Many glances had turned towards
Mark Linley’s bed.

It was unoccupied!

There was nothing really remarkable
in that, because the Lancashire lad was
an habitually early riser, and it was not
unusual for him to get up before any
of his Form fellows were awake, and go
out for an early swim in the Sark.

But on this morning his absence,
though not unusual, seemed to aequire a
strange and sinister significance.

Harry Wharton, though never for a
moment allowing himself to doubt the
honour of the Lancashire lad, heartily
wished that he had not gone out early
that morning.

Bulstrode grinned spitefully.

“So he’s not there.”

“He's gone,” said Snoop.
have sneaked out while
asleep!”

Wharton turned on him fiercely.

“Why do you say sneaked? You
know perfectly well that Linley often
goes out early—at least twice a week.”

Snoop shrank back from the angry
look and tone; but Bulstrode was made
of sterner stuff. 1

“That’s all very well,” he exclaimed,
“Yyut it looks pretty black against Linley
now.. If a fellow went through our
pockets, he would nip out of the house
as soon as the doors were open, of course,
to hide the plunder where it couldn’t be
found !”

“Linley hasn’t taken anything that
doesn’t belong to him.”

“How ‘do you know?”

“There isn't a tittle of evidence. He
isn’t that sort, either. There are fellows
in the Remove I’d rather suspect than
Linley.”

“Me, T suppose 7" sneered Bulstrode.

“No,” said Wharton quietly, ““not
you, Bulstrode—unless you did it for the
sake of ruining a fellow you disliked,
But I don’t think even you would go so
far as that. But there are fellows——"

“Name! Name!”

“Y don’t choose to name anybody
without any evidence.”

“You see, we can’t all praceed on
vour lines, Bulstrode,” said Bob Cherry.
“Tt’'s easy enough to accuse a fellow you
dislike, but not so easy to bring proof.”

“Took here! This affair has got to be
cleared up. I suppose even Wharton will
admit that?”

“Yes, certainly,” said - Wharton
once.

“We can’t do it by sitting down and
folding our hands. The thing’s got to
be investigated. If you know of any-
body who's likely to steal, say so. If
you don’t, don’t make insinuations you
dare not back up.” !

Harry Wharton flushed crimson.

“He must
we were all

at

“That’s it,” said Stott. “If you
daren’t mention a name 2

“It’s nothing of the kind.”

“Name—name, then!” exclaimed

Snoop.

“Yery well, as you want it,” said
Wharton. “The name that crossed my
mind svas yours, Snoop !” o

Snoop turned white.

Some of the Removites chuckled.
Snoop had asked for the name, and he
]ﬁ#'l(] got it, but it did not scem to gratify

im.

“You—you—you accuse me of steal-
ing !” gasped Snoop.

“No, I.don’s!”

“But you said—"

“Y said your name crossed my mind
as a chap more likely to steal than Mark
Linley. You asked me for the name,
and P've given it. We all know how you
once got Mark Linley sent to Coventry
by lying about him. A chap who would
tell lies isn't very far from a thief.”

“T—1 didw't take the things! I—I
swear e

“That’s all right, Snocpey,” said Bul-
strode. “We don't suspect you. We
know you haven’t the pluck to be a
thief.”

“Took here, Bulstrode——""

My only hat!® said Bulstrode.

“Tt's Mark Linley—"

“Hold on, Bulstrode!” muttered
Stott, as he saw the Lancashire lad, with
a damp towel over his arm, re-enter the
dormitory.

But Bulstrode was not inclined to re-
tract. .

“Tt's Mark Linley !” he repeated, in a
louder voice, which could not fail to
reach the ears of the lad from Lanca-
shire. Linley looked towards him.

“ What’s that about me ?” he asked.

“T dare say you know well enough
said  Bulstrode insolently. * We've
missed the things!”

“ What things?”

“The things that were taken last
night.”

“What do you mean? Were any
things taken last night?” asked Linley,
looking towards Harry Wharton, and
turning his back on Bulstrode. -

Harry Wharton nodded. =

“Yes,” he said reluctantly; “Bob

(E2)

“This sounds ripping and no mistake!
Do you think they can hear it in the next study ? ¥*
roared Skinner.
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Cherry and Nugent’s watches, and some
money from Bulstrode’s trousers-pocket.”

Mark Linley changed colour. A.gling
came into his eyes as he walked over to
the bully of the Remove.

“Aud that was what you were say-
ing 77 he asked. “You were saying that
I was the thief.” )

“Not exactly that,” said Bulstrode, a
little ashamed of himsclf as he met the
clear, steady eyes of the Lancashire lad.
“But I say that it looks jolly suspicious.
Where have you been this morning ?”

“What right have you to question
me 77 3

Bulstrode shrugged his shoulders.

“Qh, if you don’t want to answer——"

“Bettor answer, Linley,” said Harry.
“We are going to look mto the matter,
and we want all the facts. No decent
fellow here believes that you touched the

things.”

“Thank you, Wharton! TIl answer
you—not that cad! IT’'ve been down to
the Sark to bathe before brealfast, as

you kiow I often deo.” -

.\/\/\/\NV\N\)\N\/V\NV\/\/V\A/\M/\NV\/\/\/\A/\AA/\AM(\E

%

t Ha, ha, hal’
£} think sol® - :

“T¢’s jolly unlucky for you, that’s all !’
said Bulstrode.

“Why so?”

“Because the thief was pretty certain |
to get out of the Housc first thing to
hide the loot, that’s all.”

“Look here!” said Stott. *‘Nobody's
been out of the dorm except Linley. If
he didn’t take the stuff, it ought to be
about here yet.”

“ Nothing of the sort,” said Wharton.
“There’s nothing in that. The thief
would take it-out of the dorm as soon as
he stole it. It stands to reason he
wouldn’t keep 1t in here to be searched
for and found. It’s hidden somewhere in
the house, I should say.”

“Ves, rather !” :

“The ratherfulness is terrific.”

Mark Linley met the glances that were
cast upon him with a calm and quiet self-
possession that had nothing of bravado in
1t.

Tae Pesny PoruLsr.—No. 260,
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“I am sorry vou fellows should fix on
e like thls,' he said. I can
nfﬂhmg but that T don’t know anything

about the theft; and I think you mwlu
wait for a httle evidence before conviet-
ing anybody.”

“1 say, you fellowg——

£0h; don’t bother nof, Billy!”

“QOh, really, Cherry! I ve gobt a

valuable suggestwn to make.”

¢ Buck up, then.”

““You see, I hardly think that Linley
has stolen the things. Pelhaps he only
took them away for a lark. Suppose we
let him off if he brings 'em back again.’

¢ Shut up, you young ass!” said Harwy
sharply. :

“Qh, really, Wharton! I think it's a
jolly good idea. Look here, Linley, if
you give me my watch back, I’ ll agree to
sav nothing about the matter.’

But 1 haven't taken it, BxH\", said
Linley, hardly aeble to av oid jolning in
the general grin that went round, serious
as the motter was.

“0h, really, Linley

“You shut up, Bxll\"' said Bob
Cherry, giving the fat junior a shove that
made him sit down gasping on his bed.
“You talk too much!”

“0-0-0-oh, really, Cherry—"

“Shut up! Let’s get down, you chaps,

say

»

Ve shall havo a prefect coming up soon !

W «th a cane,’

 Still, therc= something in Bunter's
suggestlon said Bulstrode.  ““Linley
would do better to give the things back
if he’s got them, and let the matter be
hushed up. He' could leave Greyfriars
quietly, without a scandal. 1It's not a
proper place for a fellow of his claﬁs any-
Way.

Lmlev s eyes blazed for a moment.

“TLook here, once and for all, T have
told you that 1 know nothing about the
ﬂungb. he said. “It's insulting to mako
it necessary for mec to say so. “But I've
said 80, and that's enough. The next
fellow who speaks to me in that tone will
get the weight of my fist1”

“You won't lick us all, I suppoqr\’”
said Bulstrode s‘ucastlcmll" “ Blessed if
the workhouse rotter isn't setting himself
to be boss of the dorm{"”

Linley stepped quickly towards Bul-
strode, and his eyes were blazing.

“That's er‘o'xgh he said. - “Not a
word-more, or——"" .

e Bah' I shall speak as I like, you
cad—'

The Remove bully got no further.

Bark’s right lashed out, and Bul-
strode’s hasty gnard was dashed aside,
and knuckles made of iron came crashing
into his face.

Back he went, reeling and staggering,
to fall headlong to the floor just as
Carberry, the prefect, entered the dormi-
tory. The prefect stumbled over him,
and nearly  fell, and the next montent
Iicked. him’ say afrelv Then he glared
angrily at the juniors.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Carbarry Investigates.

ARBERRY was in a bad teraper.

; “What’s this 1owmv about?”
he snarled savagely. Xou were
fighting when I came in—jyou,

Bulstrode and Linley!”

““Yes,” growled Bulstrode.

‘‘Hold out your hand, Linley !”

Mark Linley hesitated.

Carberry had brought up a cane with
him, and his powers as a prefect indubit-
ablv extended to caning juniors whom he
caught fighting.

Linley had a strong sense of discipline,
and, though Carberry was a senior whom
no one could respect, Mark’s hesitation

Taz Pexxy Porurar.—No. 260,
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lasted ouly a moment.  He held out his
hand and received a savage cut.

“Now the other!” growled the prefect.

Mark quistly obeved. The second cut
was harder than the first, and it brought
a faint sound of pain even from the lips
of the hardy Lancashire lad.

“Now, what was this fighting about?”
growled Caxbeuv

Mark was silent.

“ Will you answer me, Linley?”

“1 have nothing to say.”

Snoop giggled. The prefect turned to
him quickly.

“What are
Snoop?”’

“N-n-n-nothing, Carberry.”

“Tell me what this rowing was
about!” roared Carberry, scentmg the
fact that the juniors were keeping some-
thing from him, and determined to have
if out. ‘‘Now, 'then, Snoob, you tell me.
I give you one second!”

Wharton gritted his teeth.

He would dearly have liked to keep the
story of the thefts a secret—it was against
the grain to publish the disgrace of the
Remove to the whole scbooi—but now
that the prefect was directly inguiring, it
was useless to think of that.

Snoop did not dare to refuse to reply.

¢ B-B-Bulstrode accused Linley of steal-
ing, Carberry, that's all--and—and
Linley knocked him over!” stammered
Snoop.

Carberry gave a start,

““Stealing | Has
stolen 7"

“Ye—es.”

you suiggering -about,

anything  been
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“ What iy it, then—sharp?”

“Cherry’s watch, and Nugent's
and someé of Bulstrode’s money.’

“And my watch,” said Billy Bunter.
“My watch was stolen the nigh$ before
last, Carberry, first of alll”

Carberry’s eyes gleamed with malice.

watch,

“You are quite sure these thefts have !

taken place?”

¢“Oh, yes!” sam several voices.
things are gone!”

“Come here, Wharton!
tain of the Form, I believe?’ :

Carberry knew perfectly well that
Harry Wharton was captain of the Form.
Haury reluctantly approached the prefect.
Carberry was atting quite within his
rights now, and it was useless to be
obstinate.

“Wharton, do you know for certain
that certain articles have been stolen?”

“No, I don's.”

“But the others say——'

“I know the things have been taken.
1 hope it is some fellow taking them for

S The

You're cap-
-

»

a lark., T don’ t believe there’s a thief
in the Remove.”
“H'm! What you hope has nothing to

do with it. The things have been taken
by a member of this Form presumably?” .

“Faith, and I'm not 80 gure of that!”
said Micky Desmond. * Any fellow could
get into the dorm from any of the other
dorms, It might be an' Upper Fourth
fellow, for all we know—or a chap out of
the ;Shed or the F1fthw-—

“QOp the Sixth!” said Nugent, with
polite impertinence.  “I've heard that
there are somie chaps in the Sixth who
are awfully hard up through spendmg
their money on smoking and bettmg! 2
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There was a suppressed miggle, and
Carberry scowled savagely. This was a
drive at him, but it was hardly politic for
him to take it openly to himself. He
aﬂected not to hear Nugent's remarlk.

“ Let’s see whether it is possible for a
junior of nnothm Form to have taken
the things,” he said. I shall have to
make a 1ep01t of this to your Form-
master—perhaps to the Head—so lct me
have all the facts. Where did you leave
vour watch last night, Nugent?”

“On the chair beside my bed.”

“In sight of anybody who might come
along?”’

“No. I laid a book over it—through
Bunter’s yarn about his watch being

stolen. 1 thought I might as well put it
out of sight.”

“H'm! Where was your watch,
Cherry 7"

“Under my pillow.”

““Where was your money, Bulstrode 2”

“In my trousers-pocket, on the chair
by the bed.”

“H'm! A fellow from another Form
who came here to steal couldn’t possibly
have known that Nugent's watch was on
a chair, under a book, that Cherry’s was
under his pillow, and that Bulstrode’s
money was in his trousers-pocket. The
thief did not come from outside the
dormitory."”

There was dissent in some faces, but
the majority of the Remove fully agreed
with Carberry. ~ He seemed to have
worked it out pretty clearly. Harry
Wharton had his own secret reasons for
amecmg with the views of the prefect.

“It was a fellow in the Remove un-
doubtedly,” said the prefect. ‘‘Now,
Bulstzode, what was your motive for
accusing Linley?”

“1 didn's L\acth accuse him,” said
Bulstrode, somewhat alarmed now that
the case had passed into more powerful
hands. “I only suggested that-—"

“Well, what was the ground for sug-
gesting, then?”

“Well, Linley never has any moner.
You know he used to work in a mill,
cime here on a scholarship——"

“ Anything else?”

“He went out first thing this morning,
before any of us were awake.”

AR

“I went out for
Linley.

“I am speaking to Bulstrode now,”
said Carberry curtly. ‘**Have you any-
thing more to say, Bulstrode?”

“Only that Lmle\ flew into a tempetr
at the mere suggestion, and there’s no
other fellow in the Remove anybody
would suspect for a moment."

“H'm! 1 shouldn’t wonder
were quite right, but——-"

“You have no right to
broke out Mark fiercely.

The prefect glared at him,

“Do you know who you're talking to,
Linley ?”’

“Yes. I'm falking to a blackguard
who's the disgrace of “the Sixth Form in
this school !”” cried Linley, quite careless
now of what he said. “You say you
wouldn’t be surprised if 1 were a “thief !
Well, 1 should be surprised if you were

”»

a swim——"" began

if you

say that!™

anythmg but a gambler and a black-
guard!
Carberry seemed petrified for a

moment,

Then he hurled himself upon the Lanca-
shire lad, slashing furiously with the cane.
But there wag a shout of anger from haif
a dozen juniors, and they rushed to
Linley's aid. In a moment Carberry was
sent reeling back, and the cane was
wrenched from his hand,
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THE SIXTH' CHAPTER.
News foir the Remove.

B T0O, you don’t!” said Harvy
Wharton. T
: Carberry staggered back,

right to the door, and put his
hand upon it to keep from falling. He
was almost speechless with rage. Yet he
did not venture to renew the contest.

The name of prefect ought to have
reduced the juniors to submission—and
so it would have done in the case of any
prefect but Carberry. But Carberry
was 1ot respected, and he could not
make himself respected—and that made
all the difference.

He glared furiously at the juniors, but
“he only saw a group of determined lads,
who glared back with flashing eyes and
clenched fists.

“You—you
berry at Tast.

whelps " muttered Car-
“I'll veport this to the

Head ¥’
Harry Wharten shu gge his
shoulders. =
“Repert away! We'll have some-

thing to xeport, too! TI'll be glad of a
chance to tell Dr. Locke what you said
to Linley I .
Carberry bit his lip savagely.
He knew well encugh how the Head
would have condemmned his cruel and
insolent words - to the junior from
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“Never mind; you can explain to me
after breakfast, Wharton.”

And the juniors fell-to.

After breakfast Mr. Quelch signed to
Wharton to follow him into his study,
and the captain of the Remove did so at
once

“’\70vy Wharton, what is the matter?
1 have received no report from Carberry,
but he has asked if he may speak to me
after breakfast.”

“Yes, sir. The fact is——"
hesitated.

“Come ! Speak out !’

“The fact is, sir, that some articles
have been missed from the Remove
dormitory.”

“What !

“T don’t believe they have been stolen,
sir. I can't believe there’s a thief in
the Remove. I think some silly ass—
ahem !—some silly fellow has done it for
a lark, or something of the sort!”’

“Tell me exactly what has happened,”
said the Form-master tersely.

Whazrton did' so succinectly, and Mz,
Quelch listened with great attention.

“This is very unplewsant Wharton.
If the person who abstracted the articles
is doing it for a joke, he must’ be
ineredil Iy stupid. - Yet it is too un-
pleasant to think that there is a thief
in the Form unless we are driven to it.
Under the circumstances, I think the less

Wharton

that is said aboul the matter for the

19

“T do rely upon you, Wharton.”
“May I ask whom we are to be unde#
during your absence, sir?” :
"‘Certamly‘ The gentleman will
arrive here this afternoon. You have
made his acquaintance before.”
Wharton’s heart sank.
“Not—not Mr. Chesham, he

siv P2

asked.

The Form-master frowned a little.
“Yes, certainly, Mr. Chesham.”
“Oh!” said Harry.

“There was some friction last time
Mr, Chesham was here. I think,” said
Mz, Quelch. “I hope there will be no
repetition of anything of the kind. I
have been called away in such haste that
it i3 impossible to make any other
arrangement, and Mr. Chesham 15 at
liberty now, and has replied to me. by
wire that ho is quite \nllmw to relieve
me here for a few days. depend upon
you to do your best to see that Mr.
Chesham is treated the same as myself
in the Form-room, Wharton

“T1 will do my best sir,

“Very good! About this unfortunate
matter of the dormitory. I shall have
to mention it to the Head; but no steps,
I think, will be taken until I Teturn.
Meanwhile, you will make every
eadeavour to discover the truth.”

“Very well, sir.”

And IIauy "Wharton quitted the study.
He passed Carberry as he went out.

THE
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Lancashire—the words which had pro-
voked this out k.

“You whelps
“Give me that cane !

Wharton tossed it contemptuously
towards him. ~ It fell upon the floor, and
_Carberry had to stoep and pick it up.
And them .he left the dormitory, fol-
lowed by laughter and hisses.

The juniors felt pretty certain that he
would not report the matter, for he had,
d, himself in the wrong b\
ce nd ungoverned tempel,
but W hurton for one, would not have
been sorry to }mn the matter threshed
out before the Heac

The juniors were lam down to break-
fast, and Mr. Quelch, the master of the
Renoy e, frl'mccd at them severely as
they came into the dining-room. Mr.
Quelch was looking a Tittle worried, as
several of the juniors noted. Thm
wondered 1f the prefect had informed

ho mutimed again.

_ the Form-master of the thefts.

- out of

“You are late I said Mr. Quelch.

“I am sorry, sir!’ said Wharton,
replying as captain of the Form. “We
have been delayed this moxnmg sir,

““Indeed !" By what?

ST thought Carberry had explained to
you, sir.

“Carberry? No!” My, Quelch looked
directly at Harry, and the junior’s
troubled face told him that something
the common had happened
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present the - better, and, meanwhile,
every boy in the I”oxm should do his best
to discover the truth.’

“Yes, sir. That's what I was think-
ing.

“It is especially unfortunate that this
should have occurred just now,
Wharton,” said the Form-master, with a
shade on his brow, “because I am com-
pelled to leave Greyfviars for a few
da)s The Head has kindly given me
permission to hand over my duties for a
few days to another master while I see
to some important business in London,
which 1t would be a great loss to me t0
neglect. I trust to you, Wharton, and
to your friends, to maintain order while
I am gone.”

“Certainly, sir !”

Harry quite understood Mr.
secret uneasiness.

The Remove was an unruly Form at
the best of tlmes, and there is an old
proverb that ° while the cat is away the
mxce mll play.”

d Harry wondered, too, who was to
be Mr. Quelch’s substitute during his
absence. -

Mz. Quelch seemed a little relieved by
Harry’s assurance. e did not disguise
from himself ‘that the Lower Fourth had
been much easier to manage since Harry
Wharton had been Form-captain.

““You will do your best, Wharton 2"

“Rely upon me, sir ['2

Quelch’s

FRIEND”?

You must read them !
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The prefect scowled at him as he went
into the Form-master’s study.

““Ah, it is you, Carberry ! What have
you to tell me—I presume the same that
I have just heard from Wharton ?”’

“It’s about some thefts in the Remove
dormitory, sir.”

“Wharton does not think they were
thefts, but that the matter will turn out
to be some practlcal joke—a jape, as
the juniors eall it.”

“Wharton would say that to. protect
his friend, of course,” said the prefect
spitefully. L

Myr. Quelch started.

“I don’t quite "understand you,
berry. Explain yourself.”

“Suspicion rests upon a certain boy
in the Form, sir, who has always been
protected and defended by Harry
Wharton.”

“Bless my soul ¥
Bunter 7

*No, sir, “Linley.”

““What, Mdrk Linley ?”

“Yes. \Iany of the Ferm suspeect
him, and—"

“What evidence is thele

“Well, sir,” said the prefect, a little
disconcerted by the Form-master’s sharp
tone, “Bulstrode thinks——"

“Never mind what Bulstrode thinks,

Car-

Are you alluding i@

933

or what anybody else thinks, Is there
Tre PenNY POPULAR.~—No. 260,
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any tittle of ovidence connecting Linley
with the thefts?”
¢ Not actual evidence; but——""
“Then it is rank injustice to mention
his'name in connection with the mattor !
There is a prejudice in.the Remove
_against the lad, Carberry, which, I am

~sorry to say, is partly shared by boys in

higher Forms, who should know better.
Some of the boys—decidedly tho worst
class of them—have taken a stand
against Linley because he is the son of
a workman, and came here on a scholar-
ship won by his own efforts.

“I am- afraid that this set of boys is
always willing to-find something against

~him. It is your duty, as a prefect, to

“see that he is not treated with injustice,
~und fo make the juniors understand that

no onc should be suspected till there is
direct evidence. I hope you will carry
out this duty, Carberry.’; :

And with that Mr. Quelch dismissed
the prefect.

Carberry’s face was black as he left the
study. He had hoped to be able to
injure Mark Linley with his
master, and instead of that he had only
succeeded in lowering his own character
in My, Quelch’s eyes. His feelings at
that moment were not amiable either
towards the Remove-master or towards
the lad from Lancashire,

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
A Surprise for Tempis & Co.

M EMPLE of the Upper Fourth was
a decidedi{r elegant junior, always
v

very- nice

silk hat on all possible oceasions,
and generally wearing a gold watch-
chain and a flower in his coat.
- He was captain of his Form; and en-
couraged the Upper Fourth in the belief
that the Remove were inky-fingered
youngsters who were to be treated with
iofty disdain.

The Remove repaid the loity disdain
of the Upper Fourth with egually lofty
scorn, and gave them a few lickings on
the foothall and cricket fields to show
them that they were not, a3 they ap-

peared. to imagine, the salt of the
earth. : B
There were general chippings and

crowdings when the rival funiors met,
and sometimes fisticuffs—in which the
Upper Fourth by no means had the
adyantage,
Mavk Linley hi
Dabpey, had sh

self, in a tussle with
wn the superiority of
Lancashire musele, much to Dabney's
astonishment. “As the Upper Fourth
chums stopped him, Mark was prepared
for war: but Temple waved his hand
with an elegant and pacific gesture.

“ What's the trouble?” he asked.
“Wherefore that frown? Is there trouble
in the halls of the Remove? Has the fiat
gone forth *‘that they shall wash their
necks every morning?”

“My word !” said Fry. * What a blow
to the Remove!”

“Oh, rather!” said Dabney.

- “I hear that you have started a
burglary department lately,” went on
Temple suavely. “ Watches made to go,
and cash abstracted while you wait!”
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¢ 0Oh, rather!” :

“We shall be figuring in the ‘Police
News' shortly, T suppose, - said Temple.
“There is no end of the fame the Re-
move will bring upon us. The Remove
1s a great Form.”

¢“Oh, rather!”

“Are you looking for your thief?”
went on Temple. “Are you employing
a detective, or offering a reward?”

“Mind your pockets!” exclaimed Fry,
in mock alarm, as Linley impatiently
brushed by. :

Mark went scarlet. -

Fry only spoke in joke, without the
least intention of really hinting that
Mark was the thief, but, with Bulstrode’s
insinuations fresh in his mind, it was
natural that the Lancashire lad should
see in the words more than was meant.

He turned upon the Fourth-Former,

and his right lashed out like lightning,

“Ow!” gasped Fry.

He went staggering backwards, brought
up against a tree, and slid down to a
sitting posture at the base of the trunk.

The expression of surprise and be-
wilderment on his face was ludicrous. -

“Ow! Oh! Why, you beast! Yow!”

There was a trickle of red from his
nose, and his fingers were reddened as he
felt the injury.

Temple and Dabney glaved at Linley
{lor a moment, and then they went for

im..

The Lancashire lad met them srith
flashing eyes.
 Fair

“One at a time!” he exclaimed.
play !”

“Oh, this isn’t a fight!” said Temple.
“It’s a licking! We're going to frog's-
march you—  Ow!”

Biff !

Mark’s left caught him under the chin,
and he went down like a log. The next
moment Dabney fell across him.

Mark Linley glanced at them, and
walked away, %

The three herces of the Upper Fourth
sat up dazedly.
struck hard—harder than he knew—and
they were hurt.

“M-m-m-my hat!” gasped Temple.

“Qh, dear!”

“The savage beast!” gasped Fry.
“Why, I always thought he was a good-
tempered chap! What's made him cut
up rusty like that?”

““Ha, ha, ha!” roared Bulstrode, com-
ing up with a crowd of Removites, who
had witnessed the affray from afar. * Arve
you hurt?”

“Mind your own business!”

“Give ’em first aid !” chuckled Skinner.
“My hat! What a fall in Upper
Fourths! That Lancashire chap is a

eggar to hit!”

“The hitfulnes is terrific!”

Temple staggered to his feet.

“TH skin him!” he said. *“T'll mop
the ground up with him! I'll knock him
into the -middle of the twenty-first
century !”

“What' was the row about?”

“Why, we were only chipping the
beast about your latest!” said Temple.

“Ha, ha! That touched him on the
raw;” said Bulstrode. ‘You see, there's
not much doubt that Linley’s the thief.”

The Lancashire lad had-

FPiday-

$08,~1 seo 1

“He. cuts up rusty if the thing’s men-
tioned,” said-Bulstrode.

Temple looked at the bruises still
visible-on the face®of the Remove bully.

“Yes, you look as if somebody had cut
up rusty with you!” he remarked.

Bulstrode scowled.

“TI'm going to make him sit up. for
that soon!” ie said.

The Upper Fourth chums locked round
for Mark Linley, but he was gone. They -
did not feel inclined to hunt for him
just then. But they were not inclined
to take their punishment “lying down.”
Temple, as he bathed his eye, and Fry
and Dabney, as they bathed their noses, -
murmutred vengeance.

Mazk Linley did not give much thought
to the encounter. He was feeling a little
repentant as he walked away. He had
always been of an equable disposition,
and had always kept himself well in
hand. It was a surprise to himself to
-discover the fierceness of temper that lay
latent in his nature. - =k

He had taken many affronts and en-
dured many injuries with quiet fortitude, :
never taking offence when he could
avoid doing so. ;

But to be called a thief was more than =
flesh and biood could stand. At the mere
thought of it his blood boiled in his .
veins—and the calm, quief, studious lad
became savage, aggressive, almost un- .
governed. -
- It was not likely to fare well with
those who thought, from Mark’s habitual
gui”etng:ss, that he could be taunted with
impunity. S

“I was a fool to come here!” he mut-
tered restlessly, as, far from the hum of
the crowded Close, he leaned on the
railings from behind the chapel. He
wanted to be alone, to think. “I was a e =
fool—a fool! I shall never get a footing =
here—yet—— What would the folks say
if T went back? They would guess all
that I've had to go through!”

His face hardened. -

Why should he go? 5

He had won his scholarship fairly, by
hard work, while others were idling.
After his day’s work at the factory, the
lad had spvent the evenings in mental
labour; he had sacrificed his leisure, his
boyish pleasures, had come near sacri-
fieing his health, to win the scholarship
to Greyfriars. It was his now—why
should he give it up?

“Never! Never! I'll fight it out!”

He spoke the words aloud, his eyes
glinting. ==

“The scholarship’s mine—T
fairly! Why sheuld I allow
be driven away?” .

He gritted his teeth. ° =

“Never!” =

And the look of prim determination
on the Lancashire lad’s face showed that
he meant every word he said.

“Never! T'll face the music, and fight
it out. Let them do their worst!”

And that was Mark Linley’s resolye—
the resolve he held to through thick and
thin, through good and ill-fortune.
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THE END.
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