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: A Magnificent Long Complete Story,
- Dealing with the Early Adventures of
» Harry Wharton & Co. at Greyfriars.

By FRANK

RICHARDS.

* Qlve me the spade, Billy,” sald Harry Wharton.
i'd sooner do it myselif !’

see you work!

THE FIRST CHAPTER.

Bunter the Treasure-Hunter.
[P

footer.” said Harry Wharton, look-
ing out of the window of Study
No. 1 in the Remove passage.
“Do you fellows—"
“What price some practice in the
asked Frank Nugent.
“That's 2 good idea!”

gym?”

“The goodfuluess of the estccmed idea is

terrific!” murmured Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh.

“I say, you fellows, do you happen to
know—

“Well, Ict’'s get along to the gym, then,”

said Wharton. ~T'll get into the passage and
whistle fer Bob Cherry.”

" Right-ho 1”

“1 say, Wharton—"

“Mark Linley and Tom Brown can come,
toc, and we’ll get through the hali-holiday

semehow, and rats to the weather!” Harry
remarked. )
I say, you fellows—- I say, Wharton
“IIallo! Did you speak, Bunter?”
Billy Bunter blinked indignantly at

Wharten through his big spectacles.
"You jolly well know I did! TI've been

trying to make my voice heard for the last

half-hour while you've been jawing!”

“And the voice of the porpoisc was heard
in the land,” murmured Frank Nugent,
2ddressing uobody in particular.

Bunter blinked at him.

“Oh, really, Nugent—"

“Well, whistle for Bob, if you're going to,”
said Nugent. “Otherwise, let Bunter take a
run zlong the passage and tell him. A Jittle
run will give him an appetite. You know
how little he eats.”

“I eay, you fellows, do let me speak!

It’s
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0O you fellows happen to know——" |
D “The ground's too mucky for

“ It makes me ill to
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awlully important! It may mean this study
rolling in wealth!”

“@do hon!”

“Another bleszed scheme for getting rich
quick!™ groancd Nugent. “Well, T supposc
we've got to listen to it? Go ahcad !”

Wharton took out his watch.

“We'll give him three minutes,” he said.

“That’s right! Three-minnte rour-uc and
a five-bar rest,” said Nugént. “Make the
most of it, Bunty!” .

“Qh, rcally, you fcllows—-"

“Get ahead!”

“Well, I was going to ask you, do sny of
you happen to know——"

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!” said a chcery voice,
as Bob Chcrry of the Remove put hLis head
into the study. “What are you chaps doing
this afternoon, besides blessing the weather?”

“0On, really Cherry—--"

“We're going into the gym."

“I say, you fellows—"

“How awfuliv long-winded you are,
Bunter!” exélaimed Wharton," Are you ever
coming to the point?  You've only got. two
minutes now.*

“How can a chap speak if you keep on
interrupting him?” said Bunter, with a glare
of indignation. *“Look here, do any of you
fellows happen to know——"

‘Sorry 1 interrupted you,” said Boh
Cherry eheerfully. *Still, what's done can't
be undone, so let Bunter remain mterruptui
and let us buzz off ”

“Will you get on with thé washing., Bunter,
or will you not?”

“I—I~I— Look here, do any of you
fellows happen to know—"

“I believe I've heard you say that hefore.

“Do you happen to know of any plaee
where you can exchange old coins—pieces of
eight, and so on—for modern money?” said
Bunter. “It's important.”

The chums’ of the Remove stood round
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Billy Bunter, and stared at him. There vas
a2 momentary silence in the study.

Billy Bunter was frequently surprisitz his
chums, but he had never surprised them more
than by that particular question.

The fat junior, evidently pleased with the
impression he had made, swelled visibly, ard
blinked at the juniors.

“Well?” he said.

“0ld coins!” said Nugent.

“Pieces of cight!” murmured Wharten,

“Exactly! You see, I don’t want a lot of
public fuss madc about the matter, or the
Government will come swooping down and
collar a lot of the tin. You know what our
blessed Government is—it's not safe to ke
rich in these days; you have to pay as much -
in taxes as if_you were poar! I'm going to
l\eep it awfulgdark about the treasure.”

*The—the what?”

“The treasurs.”

“What treasure?”

“The Greyfriars treasure.”

“You don't mean to say you've found i{{”
yelled Bob Cherry, in great excitement.

“Well, not exactly found it.”

“You fellows coming out?” said Tom
Brown, of New Zealand. coming into the
study. “Hallo! What is this—a tea-fight. or
a cmmcil of war?”

Neither,”  said Wharton. Jaughing.
“Buntu‘ is telling us about the Greyfriara
casure. It sccms he’s on the track.”

The New Zealand junior looked puszled.

“The Greyiriars treasure!” he ejaculated.
“What on carth’s that?”

“Oh, vou're a mew chap, and T dare say
you haven't heard of it! There’s supposed
to be a trcasurc hidden somwhere in the
crypt under the ruined chapel,” explained
Wharton. “They say it was hidden there by
‘.1.. monks at the time of the dissolution of -

nasteries by Henry VIII.  Arnothed”
that some Cavuliers shoved it there to
t cut of tlee ban of Cromwell’s

a yarn that a miser

i wards without saying
Therc's only c¢ne point the
n, and that is that therc's a
Fl ‘h bunl;;ll t;x;die;t the old chay kl.

elow‘r AP T 4 NL
on '1an off for the last hundred years or &
betieve, but it hasn’t turned up.’
will
Bunter,

“IHow do you know?” asked Tom.

“I'm going to look for it.”

“Ha, ha, ha! I remembsr now hearing
that it was with a yarn about 3 buried
treasure that Wun Lung got Bulstrode intlo
the -crypt the other day, and locked him up

turn up jolly scon!™ said Rilly

there,” said Tom Brown.
“Yes; same treasure,” said Wharton,
laughing.

“I'm going to look for it this afternoon,”
suid Bunter. “You sée, z lot.6f ehaps have
logked for it, I know; but, then, I don't
suppose there was a chap amcng them with a
really keen and intelligent brain. I’'m going
tn concentrate all my brain power on the
matter, and—and diecover the treasure!”

‘Well, if you concentrate it hard erough
something is bound to happer,” said Bob
Cherry. “Mind you don’t turn it on too
bard, though, and burst the brain-box!
1hcre woutd be a flood, and—"

“0Oh, really, Cherry—”

“Have you got a clue to the treasurc‘?"
asked Tom Brown.

“Well, no; not exactly a clue!”

“What chance ).\ave you of finding
thent”

“well, I'm geing to leok for it, you know,
.md by Loncmtratmg my brain mwer—j’

it,

l‘a, ha, hat

“()h rcally, Brown——"

“You young ass!” exclaimed Hars,
W lmrton in disgust. “Do_you mean to sty

yoeu're trying to find out hew to dispose oI
old coins and picces of  eight before you've
even hepgun to look for the treasure?”

“Well, you see, there’s nothing like being
prt.nru‘ Suppose I come in this afternoon
with my pockets bulging with gold picces?
Mrs. Mimble won't take Spanish doubloons
and pieces of eight at the tuckshop, and I
may have to wait for hours before I even get
a leed out of it.”

*Ha, ha, ha!”

“Ble~snd if T can sce anything to cackle
at!

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Look here, you fellows, .do you know of -
any placc where old money is exchanged for
banknotes? If you do, I might as well sende.
them & wire—"

“Ha, ha, ha!”’ : -

“Hang it all, he’s had six minutes inetead
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of three!” exc]axmed Harry Wharton, glanc-
lng at his watch. “Come on, kids!”
~1 say, you fellows——"
“Hallo, hallo, hallo!

Here's Linley!

Come on, Linley, and let's get some practice |-

in the gym"'

“I say, you fellows—"

But the fellows were gone.

Billy Bunter blinked after them with his
fa.t face red with indignation.

“You'll jolly well sing to another tune when

I come in with my poc.kets bulging with
doubloons and pieces of eight!” he muttered.
“And I jolly well won't share out a cent—so
tiere! Blessed if I know how I stand the
rotten jealousy that exists in this study!”

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Mr. Queoich Refuses a Qood Offer.
ciasses the next afternoon.

ARRY WilARTON glanced at the
fat junior several times during the

i There was certainly something on
Bunter’s mind.

He was never a bright scholar, and he
usually tried the Form-master's patience
severely, and he was the despair of the

mathematics-master,
Charpentier.

But this afternoon his wits scemed to he
wool-gathering with a vengeance.

He misunderstood the simplest matters,

gave random answers to the simplest ques-
uons remained in a brown study after the
Form- master had spoken to himn three times,
and upon the whole showul plainly that, like
he dying gladiater, “his cyes were wnh his
enrt, and that was far away.”

Mr. Queleh was not the Kind of master
to he bothered by absent-minded beggars.

IIe gave Billy Bunter a steadily increasing
quantity of lines, and when that failed of
effect, he tried the pointer.

A rap on the knuckles brought the fat
junior back to this world with a howl.

He biinked at Bob Cherry, whom he sus-
pected of having played a joke on him, not
ohserving the Form-master just beliind him.

“You ass!” he gasped.

“Ehor

“You silly ass!”

Bob nmiade a wild grimace to.warn Bunter
that he was characterising the Remove-
master in that way, but DBunter was too

and of Monsicur

short-sighted ~ and preoccupied to sec or
understand.

“You frabjous idiot!" I'c gasped, rubling
his  knuckles. “Only a dangerous lunatie

would rap a chap suddenly on the knuckles.”
And then the whole class gasped, too.
Mr. Quelch turned purple.
Hc laid a strong grasp on Bunter's collar
at the back, and lifted him from his sedt
3illy Bunter wriggled in his grip.

“Ow! Leggo! You idiot!”
“Bunter!"” thundered Mr. Queclch.
“What!"

Billy Bunter jumped almost out of his
skin.

For the first time it dawned upon him that
it was the master of the Remove whom he
had been talking to so frecly.

His jaw dropped, and he blinked ab Mr.
Quelch through his spectacles like a dying

“Oh sir !’

“Bunter! How dare you?"

“I'm s-s-sincerely s-s-sorry, sir,” spluttered
Bunter “I didn't know it was you, sir.”

“Bunter!”

“How was I to know )ou “oulrl play a
silly trick like that, sir—I mean——"

“Bunter! Stand out!”

“If you please, sir—"

“Stand out at once!”

“Oh, very well, sir; but—"

“Not a word!”

Billy Bunter reluctantly went out before
the class.

Mr. Quelch selected a strong cane from his
desk, with a grim and extremely business-
like expression upon his face.

The fat junlor cyed hiin nervously.

“Bunter! You have been most inattentive
and careless this afternoan.”

“I'm sincerely sorry. sir, but——"

“You have paid no attention whatever to
your lessons.”

“Yes, sir; but I—T wag—"

“You have no excuse to make,

“I—I was thmkmg of eomething more
important, sir,” stammered Bllly “Bunter.
“That is to say, I—I mean—"

Mr. Quelch's brow was like thunder.

“Hold out your hand, Bunter!”

“If you please, sir——"

“Hold out your hand, Bunter?!”

Bunter.”

“I—~I'd rather not, if you d-d-d-don’t mind,
sic. I—I'd rather tell you what I've been
thml\mr' about, sir, if you don’'t mind, and
you'd see how awfullv important it was, sir.”

\Ir Quelch looked at him curlously

=1 do not understund you, Bunter.”

“You see, sir—"

“If you are in trouble of any sort, Bunter,
and it is weighing on your mind, I could
make some allowances for  you,” said Mr.
Quelch more kindly.

“Yes, sir. You see—"
“In a word, what is the matter with you,
Bunter”
1—[-~]—

“If you have no explanation to offer, hold
out your Liand.”

“It's an 'lw['ully important matter,

“What is

"The—-the matter I've been turning over in
my mind, sir,” said Bunter, with an eye upon
the cane—a very wary cye.

“Explain yourself at once.”

Bunter blinked towards the grinning class.

I don’t wunt to tell everybody, sir. It's—
it’s an awfully important matter, very
private and confidentinl.”

Mr. Quelch wrinkled his hrows.

sir.

He hegan

sir—it's hidden in thﬂ crypt under the ol
clm vel,” suld Bunter. “I've got a clue to it.
unter.!”

“That's what I was, thinking about, sir.
think you'll agree that it ‘was more unport.\n
than hlessed Latin.”

“Bunter!”

“If you like to go halves with me, sir, w
could both get awfully rich—"

“Bunter!”

“It s a jolly good offer, sir, don't you thii

s0

VIr Quelch found his voice at last.
“Hold out your hand, Bunter!”

The fat junior started back, and stared a
the Form-master in dismay. He had imagine.
that he was getting on swimmingly witn Mt
Quelch

*“0Oh, really, sir—"

“Hold out your

Remove-master. 1

hand'" thundered
sometimes

th:
suspect

Bunter, that you are weak in the head. A
other times it seems to me that you are th
most impertinent boy in Greyfriars.”

“Oh, sir!”

“Hold out your hand at once!”

Billy Bunter cast a wild blink around him
hut there was no escape.

He had to hold ou

¢ Hold out your hand, Bunter!’*
the Form-master in dismay.

to think that the fat junior might be in some
real trouble--bad news from home, or some-
thing of that sort. He signed to the Owl of
the Remove to follow him to the desk, out
of hearing of the class unlesss voices were
raised.

“Now, Bunter, explain yourself,” he said.

“Certainly, sir. With pleasure.”

“Well, go on.”

“I was thinking about a big scheme, sir.
I—I shouldn’'t mind going halves with you,
sir,” said Bunter.

Mr. Quelch stood petrified.

“Yon see, sir,” said Bunter, encouraged by
the silence of the ¥orm-master, and too
short-sighted to read the expression of his
face—"“you see, sir, it’s a saplendid scheme,
and I've got a clue.”

“A clue!” .

“Yes, sir.” *

“What do you mean? Are you mad?”’

“Certainly not, sir. I've got a clue—a clue
to the (.rev[rlars treasure, you know.”

“The—the what!”

“You know about the Greyfriars treasure,

!

The fat junior started back, and stared at
‘“ Hold out your hand !’ repeated Mr. Queich.

his hand, and then the other, and he received
a cut on each that made him jump.

Then Mr. Quelch shook a severe forelinger
at him.

“Go back to your place. Bunter, and do not
venture to talk such nonsense to me again,
or 1 shall punish you severély.”

“Ow .
"Don't make those 1idicul,ous noises,
Bunter " ,,w_
“No, sir; Ow!"” i

"Go back to your place at once. i

“Yes, sir., Ow!

And Billy’ Bunter
place in class.

For the rest of the aftermoon, he rulbed
his hands and muttercd, and thought less of
the vast wealth that was to fall to him as
soon as he found an opportunity of digging
it up. Mr. Quelch passed him over lightly
after that.

When lessons were over, and the Lower
Fourth crowded out, Bolb Cherry gave the
fat junior a slan on the bhack.
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squirmed back to his
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“Hard cheese, Bunty!" he exclaimed

sympatbetically.
“Ow 1"

- Wh.y, what's the matter now?”
“You’ve kn-n-n-nocked all the breath out
of me, you ass!”

“Never mind; you're going to- roll in
wealth soon,” said Bob. *I suppose you've
discovered tome clues to the treasure,

haven't you?”

Billy Bunter blinked at him.

“That's telling!” .

“Phew! Yecu don’t mean to say you really
bave a clue!”

“I don't mean to say anything,” grunted
Bunter.

And he rolled away, leaving Bob Cherry
staring,

“THE THIRD CHAPTER.
On the Track of the Treasure.

" HAT'S the matter with Bunter?”
“Oh, he’s on the track of the
giddy trcasure.”
*“Ha, ha, ha!”

The chums of Study No. 1 did not take
William George Bunter very seriously.

Billy was taking himself seriously enough.
He went about for the rest of that day in
a brown study, thinking and making plans,
and putting on such an air of mystery that
the dullest observer could -rec perfeetly
Elainly that great echemes were working in

is mind.

If anybody bad taken the treasure
seriously, and imagined for a moment that
‘there ight he anything in Bunter’s

schemes, the fat junior would have given
himself away hopelessly.

But Bunter was quite safe, hecause even
if the Greyfriars treasure cxisted, nobody
believed for a moment that Bunter would
ever discover it, or a clue to it.

The ¢hums of Study No. 1 tcok the whole
matter as a joke.

Billy Dunter eamc into the study at tea-
time, and found the juniors at les, and for
once Bunter was late for a meal.

He blinked at the grinning faces that
greeted him.

“I say, you fcllows—"

*Nothing for you!" said Nugent. “There
weren't enough eggs to go round, and you
weren't here to fetch any tnore.”

“Oh, it's all right, F'll have the cake.”

And Bunter took the whole cake from the
plate, and began to eat it.

The juniors stared at him blankly.

~“This cake will be enough for me,” said
Bunter. “It’s a three-pound one, I think.”

“Put that cake down, you—you wolf!”
-1 eappose 1 am to have something? Look
here, ‘you [ellows, I've heen thinking it out,”
enid Bunter, with his mouth full. “I've
mede up my mind to let you fellows—"

“Put that cake down!”

*Oh, all right! You might give a fellow a
chance to get a bite.
in my mouth for hours.
you fellows into it.”

“Into your mouth?” ejacnlated Nugent.

“Qh, really, Nugent, of ‘course not! 1
mean, into the scheme.”

“What scheme?”

* About the treasure.”

“0Oh, get off the treasure!” said Nugent.
“We're getting fed up with that.,”

“But I've got a clue—"

“Rats!”

“A real clue, made by the old monks when
they buried the Spanish doubloons and the
pieces of eight.” ,

“Ha, ha, ha! What on earth were monks
doing with doubloons and pieces of eight¥”
ghouted Nugent. “You're getling the yarns
mixed.”

“Well, that's only a detail. There’s a
treasure, whercver it came from, and who-
ever huried it,” said Bunter. *“I know now
exactly where it's buried.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“There’s a sfkn made in the ground where
it was put.”

*“Ha, ha, ha!”

*And I've found it.”

-The juniors yclled with laughter.

It was not difficult for fhem to guess that
someone had played a trick upon Bunter,
and thcy had not the faintest expectation
of finding anything in his clue hut a joke of
gome humorous junior. )

Billy Bunter blinked at them
ing indignation.

“1 say, you fellows—-".

“Ha, ha. ha!” .
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I've decided to let

with glower-

. funnier!” erinned Nuczeat.

I haven’t had anything |
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“I've got a real clue—the real thing, with

'no doubt about the matter. You sce
*“Oh, my hat! Ha, ha, ha!”
“1t's as safe as houses.”
“Ha, ha, ha!”

“I"m willing to Jet you fellows bave a share
if you help me to dig it up,” =aid Bunter.
*We shall have to go darkly, at dead of
night, or we may be surprised.”

Harry Wharton wiped his cyes.

“Better go masked as well, 1 suppose,”
gurgled Nugent. *“And don't lorget your
trusty revolver.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Lqok here, you fellows——"

*“Oh, Bunter, you're too [utiny for words!”

“The funnifulness of the lionourable Bunter
is terrific.”

_“lt’s o jolly good offer,” growled Bunter
indignantly. “1f you don't hclp me to gdig
up the treasure, I jolly well sha'n’t share it
with you.,"”

* “Never mind; we’ll manage on our pocket-
money. We'll sgrec noe to he envious when
we gec you rolling in wezalth.”

. “Look here, DBunter, somebody’'s
japing you.”

“That’s enough, Wharton.

been

I know what

I know.”

“But what do you know?”

“If you like to help me dig up the
treasure—"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Oh, all right, I'll lcave you out of it'”
growled Bunter. And he stamped out of
the study and slammed the door.

The juniors yelled with laughter.

“My hat! DBunter fa getting funnier and
“Phew! The fat
oyster’s taken the cake with bim, though.”

Billy Bunter carried that cake to a safe-

corner, and therc he consumed it almost to
the last crumb. Ile always declared that hiz

brajn worked morc quickly when he was
eating, thourzh there were fellows wlo
asseverated that it never worked at all.

While he was demolishing the cake, Bunter
thought ocut a schieme Tor eafely disposing
of the treasure.

He waited anxiousty for night.

During the evening Bunter was not much in
evidence. T

As a matter of fact, he was scouting. He
took a pick from one place, and o spade from
another, and placed them in readiness near
the old chajpel.

Then lLe calinly took possession of DBoh
Cherry’s acetylene bicyele lantern, and
charged it with carbide of calcium, and
placed it ready with a box of matches near
the pick and spade.

All was in readincss them for the treusure
hunt. ¢ '

Billy Bunter waited feverishly for night.
when he was to steal quietly out of the
dormitory and dig up the buried treasure,

His fat face was full of excitcment when
the Remove went up to bed.

Temple, Dabney & €o. met him on the
stairs, and they grinned as they read the
suppressed eagerness in the fat junior's face.

Temple tapped him on the shoulder.

“Clues working all right, Bunter?” e
asked.
“Ol, that’'s all right!” said Bunter.

“Therc’s nothing in that yarn.’

“Haven't you becn hunting for the treasure
this evening?”

“0h, no! I'm not thinking of Jooking for
it to-night at all, and I haven't got a spade
or anything ready.”

And Billy Bunter hurrled on.

Temple, Dabney & Co. chucklad.

“He's going out tornight, then, to dig in
the crypt,” grinned Temple. “I only hope
the Study No. 1 bounders go with him, that's
gt]!. We'll never let them hear the cend of
it!”
“Qh, rather!”

“Ha, ha, hat” .
The Remove went to hed, bif. they did

not all go to sleep. Billy Buniér lay in a |

state of suppressed excitement, "longing ta
hear serene snoring round him, so that he
could steal unohserved from the dormitory.

The Rembovites were scon aslcep. with two
exceptions. Billy Bunter sat up in bed and
listened intently.
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The dormitory was very quict.

The fat junior stepped cut of bed, and
hastily donned his clothes. Then a voice in
the glecom made him jump. It was Harry
Wharton’s,

“Is that you moving abcut, Bunter?®

“Oh! You—you startled me, Wharton,
Ye-e-es.”?

“Where are you going?”

“Qbh, really, Wharton

“Look here, you young ass, get back into
bed, and don't be a duffer.”

“I'm going out,” said Bunter. %1 suppose
I can go out if I like? If you were a decent
chap, and stood by a fellow in your own
study, you'd come with me.”

“I shall go with you if you go,” c=aid
Harry, getting out of bed. “You will get
into some mischief otherwise. DBut you'd
better get into bed again.®

“I'm going to dig up the trcasure.”

“You young ass!®»

“Well, you'll jolly well see if yom come
with me, Wkarton.»

“Oh, I'll come!”

And they left the dormitory togeiher.

Wharton, of course, bad not the slightest
faith in Bunter, but he did not want the
fat junior to go ount alone. Billy was cer-
tain to get into some kind of trouble, and
Wharton had somehow dropped into the
habit of looking after the Owl of the Remove.

As they went quictly downstairs there was
a faint_ sound from the dircction of: the
Upper Fourth dormitory. Wharton paused,
and looked back.

“What was that. Billy?»

“What? 1 didn't hear anything.”

“Qh, all right! Come on!»

And they went on. Three shadowy figures
loomed up in the gloom when they were gone,
and there wcre three separate suppressed
chuclkles.

“ Wharton’s there,” muttered Temple, “I
recoginised his voice,”

“0Oh, rather!”

“Wharten and Bunter; the others, per-
bhaps. 1 don't know. Let's follow them.?
© #0Oh, rather!®
And the Upper Fourth trio, silent as ghosts
-in their socks, follcwed on the track of the
two Removites.

»

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.,
Darkly at Dead of Night.

o« HERE are you going, Billy??
“Into the crypt.”
“The erypt—under the chapel ??

“Yes; the treasure's there.”
“You ass!?
“Well, seeing’s believing, and xou'll soon

see. Careful how you g¢ down the steps
here. T've got a spadc here, and——?
Crash!

“Yarcoh !

“What are you making that row for,
Wharton?»

“You frabjous duffer!® groancd Harry,

rubhing his shin. “I've found the spade,
that’s all, Why couldn't you tell me it was
there?®

¢« Well, T did tell you, and »

“I've barked my shin, you ass!®

«Xever mind! Don’t make a fuss about
2 little pain, for goodness’ :ake!
Ow! Yarooh!”

“What's up?®

“«I—I've fallen over the spade.”?

“Ila, ha, hat»

“Ow! I'm hurt!”?

“Never mind. Don’t make a fuss over &
little pain, you know, for goodness' sake!”

“I'm hurt! Ow! I think my leg's broke!»

“Then it's no good going on, I'll go back
to the dorm.”

“Here, I say—Wharton—it’s all right—I
can get up. Lend me a hand.”

“Oh, all right!» -

Harry Wharton caught hold of the fat
 junior by the ears, and helped him up. Billy
Bunter yelled. '

I—

“Ow! Leggo!” )
“You asked me to help you.”
“Ow! Yow! Yah!®

“Haven't you got a lantern here?” de.
manded Wharton, as Bunter rubbed Lis ears
and growled.

“Ow! Yes!”

“ Where is it?*

“On the step, unless you've kicked it oft.»

Harry Wharton groped for the lantern,
and found it, and turned on the water tap.
The carbide of calcium began to give off its

fragrant perfume, and in a minute or so he
had the lantern alight, with its bright white
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rays like a
knife.

“Come on, Bunter!”

«I'll carry the lantern if you like, Whar-
ton, as I'm going to show the way. You
can carry the spade and the pick.”

“QOh, all right! Get on!»

The door of the crypt was unfastened, and
Bunter led the way in, lantern in hand.
Dark and gloomy was the old crypt as the
juniors entered it.

Billy Bunter cast a nervous glance around.
But for” Wharton's presence, it is probable
that the fat treasure-hunter would have
tursed buck at the door, and that even the
prozpect of handling doubloons and pieces of
cight, wonld not have drawn him alone into
the vault. But Harry Wharton appeared
to be quite unconcerned by the silence and
the darkness, and Billy Bunter took courage,

“Come on, Wharton,” he said. “D-d-d-
don't be n-n-nervous, you know!"

Harry Wharton laughed.

“I'm not likely to be nervous when I'm
with such a Dbrave chap as you are, Billy,”
he said.

“Well, no. I kmow ‘I'm awinlly bhrave,
T— \Vw“ what was that, Wharton?”

“ Nothing.

"{)ldnt you hear a sound?”

«®N

“Not a stealthy footctcp?”

“Not a sound.”

“0Or a sound like  the ru=tlmg of a—:

cutting through the gloom

a—a

ghostly robe, or something?” stammered
Billy Bunter, blinking round into the
gloom.

“No, ass! Do get on!”

Bunter, trying to.conceal his trepidation—
without much success—led the way, and in

, S

“Can’t you sce how fresh the mark is?”
demanded Wharton impatiently. “Look
here, it's trodden out in onc place where
I've stepped. Lots of people have trodden
here, I suppose, in the last two or three
hundred yeurs. A cut in the soil like that
would have disappeared of its own accord,
e¢ven if it hadn't been trodden out.”

“0Oh, really, Wharton

“1t’s a jape, you ass!
your leg.”

“I'm accustomed to jealousy among the
chaps in my study,” said Bunter, “but I
never expected you to refuse the evidence of
vou]x;ﬁ)wn eyes out of a petty spirit of envy.

“I'll hold the lantern while you dig, and
we’ll jolly soon see whether there’s a treasure
or not.”

“You utter ass!™

“Will you dig and see?”

“Of course T won't! It's all rot!”

“Oh, you hold the lantern, then, wlule 1
dig!” smd Billy Bunter sulkily. “ You know
I'm of a delicate constitution, and ought not
to have to do any hard work. But look
here, just hold the lantern and watch me.”

And Bunter began with the pick, and
loosened some of the soil round the cross,
and then set to work with the spade.

Bunter was not industrious, and he was
not in good condition. The sweat was soon
rolling down his fat face, but hc made little
progress with the spade.

Wharton set down -the lantern.

“(Give me the spade, Billy! It makes me
ill to see you work! I'd rather do it
myself!”

“Well,
Bunter.

Somebody’s pulling

too!”

I'd rather you did,

gasped

NUMBER 4.
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2 few minutes reached the spot where the |

silbterranean tunnel opened in the vaults.
There the fat junior halted.

~Ig this the place, Biliy?”

“Yes, rather! Did you see anything just
then, Wharton?” .

~Only a silly ass!”

“]—I mean something yonder. 1 thought
I saw a gleam of—of white— something like
a ghost!” stammercd Bunter.

*“Ha, ha, ha!”

“ Look here, this is the place. Do shut up!
You'll m-m-m-make me feel n-n-nervous soon.
Look here, and you’ll see the cross cut in the
ground.”

Bunter turned the light upon that sign in
the damp soil. Harry Wharton looked ab it,
and lavghed again.

" Blessed if I can sce anything to c‘lcklc at,
and it sounds creepy,” said Bunter peevishly.
“You can see the cluc as well uas I can.”

“Is that the clue?” ..

“0Of course it is!”

“And how leng do you think it has been
there?” .

“Oh, thousands of years, I supposc,” said
Dunter, whose historical knowledge was not
extensive or accurate ‘‘ever since the Spanish
Armada, or the dissolution of the galleons—
I mean, the monasteries.”

“You young ass! It hasn't becm there
twenty-four hours!”

“Eh? What?”

“0Oh, really, Wharton—"

“If you uant tu go on you :an do 1t and
I'll take a rest.”

“You know I'm not strong!”

“I know you'r: jolly lazy.”

“You see——"

Harry Wharton leanad against a pillar.

“I'm doue, L'l hold the lantern, if
iike.”

Billy Bunter grunted as he took the spade.

“Oh, very well! But 1 think you're hor-
ribly selfish. I never mct such a selfish set
(())fl 'rellows as the chaps in my study. I——

V!

" What’s the matter? :

“Oh! Ow! Look! Help! Ghosts!”

Billy Bunter dropped the spade into the
excavation, and nearly fell in after it. Harry
Wharton whirled round to lool in tie direc-
tion in which the fat junior was staring with
wildly terrilied eyes.

A figure in white had loomed up suddenly
in the distant blackness of the vault.

E I gave a howl of terror, and bholted.
Patter, patter, patter--hump!

Bunter was over in the darkness, and roll-
ing on the floor.

you

‘THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Temple & Co. Smile.

ARRY WHARTON started, and his
heart beat quickly. Billy Bunter

“Help! Ghostsa! Rescue! Murder! Fire!”
“Bunter!”
“Help! Ghosts! Fire!”

Wharton ran towards him with the lantern.
He grasped the fat junior by the shoulder

to help him up, and Bunter rolled over and
shrieked wildly.

4. rosERT oiaBY.

2. GEORGE QORB.
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the spade willingly

He handed Wharton
enough. BHarry set actively to work. He
had not the faintest expectation of finding
anything but earth and stoncs, but he did
not object to a little exercise, and anything
was better than standing still and watching
Bunter fumbling with the spade.

The soil was turned up rapidly under the
strong spade-strokes of the active young cap-
tain of the Remove. A heap grew larger and
larger beside the excavation, and the latter
was soon three feet deep, but ‘no treasure
had yet come to light. s

Billy Bunter w,xtched blinking eagerly
through 'his spectacles, and eating chunks of
toftee and chocolate, which he had thought-
fully brought in his pocket

Four feet deep, and then Wharton stopped
and leaned on the spade, breathing rather
heavily.

“You see, there's nothing in it, Billy.”

“You haven't gone deep enough.”

“Look here, I'm not going through to Aus-

tralia!” growled Wharton. “How bhlessed
deep do you want to go?”

“Oh, say, ten or twelve feet!”

Wharton threw down the . spade.

“You young ass, that would bhe a day's
work for a couple of navvies! And why on
earth should the treasure be buried so deep?
Besides, there isn’t any treasure, and any-
body but a silly ass like )oursel[ would
know it! I'm done!”

!
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“Ow! Help! Ghosts!"
~ “Get up, Bunter, you yvoung idiot!"”
* “Oh, is it you, Wharton? I thought it
was the ghost!”

“You young ass, there isn't a ghost—it's
only a silly jape!”

“Ow! Let's get out!”

“I'm going to see who it was!”

Bunter grasped him by the arm.

“Don't leave me, Wharton! Ow! Don't
you leave me!”

“Bup—"

“Come on! Ow! Let's get out!”

“1 want to find out—"

“Come on! Come on!"™ And DBunter

drageged the captain of the Remove towards
the exit from the vaults.

Harry went very unwillingly. He wanted
very much to find out who was playing ghost,
and to have a plain talk with him, but
Bunter was in such a state of terror that
it was better to go.

They left the crynt, and Bunter stumbled
up the stairs, and did not lcave off whimper-
ing till they stood safe in the open starlight.

“Ow! What a fearful cxperience! Ow!"

“You duffer, it wasn't a ghost!”

“That's all very well up here, Wharton,
but it was different down there!” grunted
Billy Bunter. “It gavc me quite a turn.”

“Oh, let's get back to the dorm!”

THR PENNY PorULAR.—No, 274.
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* All right.
to-morrow.”

“You can if you like, but I jolly well
sha'n’t!” growled Wharton. “There isn't any
treasure, any more than there is a ghost.
Let’s get in.’

The two juniors clambered into the win-
tow they had left open, and made their way
to the Remove dormitory. They reached it
without mishap, and Wharton pushed open
the door.

All was dark and silent withirn,

*Quict, Dunter!” muttered Harry, as the
l'at junior bumped up against the doorpost.

“Ow!”

We'll go back for the treasure

Il 30u wake Queleh—"

Oh shut, up "

II.nrv stepped into the dark dormitory.
His foot caught in something, and he went
R f‘smgh, and rolled over on the floor.

4]

“Quiet, Wharton! Oh!”

Billy Bunter caught his foot, and rolled
over, too,

He kicked against Harry, wlo gasped and
sat up da,.«-dl"

“What on earth—"

“Ow! Yow!”

“Who the—"

“Grooh!”

“Some idiotic ass has ticd a string across
the dvorway——"

Therc was a chuckle

“This is where we
soft voice of Temple
v Hz\. lia, ha!”

“Ha, ha, ha!” came
from the. passage.

Wharton groped for the string, and dragged
it up. Then he rosc to his feet, a gleam of
wrath and vengeance in his eyes.

“We smile!” murmured Temple. “Oh, the
widdy treasure-hunters! How many doub-
loons did yca find, Wharton?”

“fa, ha, ha!”

“How many picces of eight?”

*“Ha, ha, ha!”

“And to think,” murmured Temple, “that
I made that mysterious mark in the ground
m\ee‘l with a trowel!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”
*And that the ghost of the \wlt was old

from the- dark passage.
smile,” murmured the
of the Upper Fourth.

In suppressed laughter

hy \nth a shcu over his head!

“Hd, ha, ha!”

1 think all Greyfriars will csmile to-
morrow! Ha, ha, ha!”

Wharton made a rvush in the direction of
the voice, and hit out. He gave a sharp yell
as his knuckles crashed on the closing door.

“Oh! On!” -

“here was a coft chuckle from without,
and. the heroes ¢of tlie Upper Fourth retired.

Harry Wharton sucked his knuckles. .

“ Bunter, you ass!”

“Ow!”

“I guppose you know now how the mark
mmé there, and liow much treasure there
is?

'The beasts!”

“And to-think they were watching ns while
we were digging!” ejaculated Wharton, in
disgust. “Ol, I cquld l.lck myself!”

“The rotters! But—"

“Qh, you fat duffer!"

»Hallo, hallo, hallo!” came a voice from
Bob Cherry's bed. * What's the row? What
are you chaps doing out ol bed? 1Is this a
midnight conversazione?”

“Wharton's been looking for the abbot’s
treasure,” saiG Billy Bunter. A chap played
vhost in the crypt, and seared him.”

*What!” gasped Wharton,,

“He ran away like anything.” Bunter
clipped off his bhoots. “I'm jolly well not
coing treasure-hunting with Wharton any
wore.  Besides, I helieve it's all rot There
sn 't any treasure at all!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

‘\Vell of all the worms!” cjaculated ‘Whar-
ton. “T'll come and look after you again
when you're playing the giddy ox—I don't

think !”

*“Oh, really, Wharton—"

*QOh, shut up. and go to hed!”

And Harry Wharton turned in.

The next morning, when he came down, he
had a feeling that the last had not been
lieard of that nocturnal trcasure-hunt,

And the feeling was fully justified.

Temple, Dabney & Co. had confided the
story to almost everybody, and almost every-
body was grinning and chuckling over it.

Billy Bunter gave his own version of the
story—by which it appeared that he had
gone with Wharton to look for the treasure,
and had acted a most heroic part when the
chost appeared, and would: certainly have

THE PENNY-POPULAR—NoO, 274,

caught the ghost in the aet Liad he not been
dragged away by Harry.

Wharton swallowed his wrath as well as he
could. - The Upper Fourth had the best of
it, and it seemed that it would be a long
time before the Fourth-Formers would eease
fro:"n chuckling and Study No. 1 would be at
res

“We've got to get level somuhow
Wharton growled, that evening.
got an idea?”

“Blessed if I have,”

Harry
Anybody

said Nugent.

“The blessfulness is terrific also in my
worthy case,” urmured- the Nabob of
Bhanipur.

Bob Cherry looked into Study No. 1.

“1 say, you chaps, I've got a wheeze!”

“Good! Go ahead!”

And Bob Cherry unfolded his wheeze, and
by the chuckles with which it was greeted,
it certainly seemed to be-a gocd one.

THE S8IXTH CHAPTER.
A Wonderful Find.

~ EMPLE, Dabney & Co. had scored,

' and they did not seem to tire of

relating the circumstances of their

scoring to everyone who would listen.

They narrated the history of the clue,. and

,of the treasure-hunt, till cverybody outcide

"the Upper Fourth was bored to tears with

the whole matter. But in the Upper Fourth
there was an incessant chortling.

The Fourth-Formers went down to the
crypt to look at the hole Wharton had
excavated overnight, and they grinned and
chuckled over it. .

Nearly cveryhody in the Upper Fourth
went down to look at it some time during
the day, and came baek ir eonvulsions at the
idea that Wharton had dug so deep in search
of an imaginary treasure.

Temple pointed out the exact spot to who-
soever wished to sec it, and cxplained all the
circumstances, and rclated the whole story
to every vietim he could find.

He was holdmg forth on the subject, by
the light of a bicycle lantern in the crypt.
when suddenly Fry uttered an cxclamation.

Fry was pointing out the exact dimensions
of the excavations to Scott and Turner of
the Upper Fourth, while Temple explained to
them how he had taken in the Removites.
And something suddenly caught Fry's cye.

My hat!” he ejaculated.

Temple stoppcd in the middle of a graphic
description.

“What's the row, Fry?"

“Look there!"

“What is it?"

“Look—only look !” breathed Fry excitedly.

Temple, in surprise, turncd the lantern

Tlight full into .the hole.

From the dark earth a fragment of wood
showeql itself—evidently the corner of a box
barely uncovered by the excavation.

So little of the box was showing that it was
pot surprising that it had escaped previous
ohservation, in spite of the numhcr of fellows
who had inspected the place.

Temple stared at it.

“What on earth’s that?”

“Looks like a box,” eaid Scott.

“It jolly well is a hox. But—" .

“How on earth did it get there?”

“Why, Wharton would have dug it up if
he had gone on for another few minutes.”
cxclaimed Fry excitedly.

“By Jove!”

“My only hat!” said Turner. “This is a
find! How on earth did a box come to be
buried here, I'd like to know?”

Temple was pale with excitement.

“Blessed if I had the faintest idea that
there was anything buried here when I put
tlglt ass Bunter oh the track!” he exclaiined.

ut—"

“But there is someblung, you see.”

“Yes, rather!”

“It's a box!" said Temple. “Is it possible
that—that——" He. paused, his facc flushed
with excitement. “Great Scott, yow chaps, it
might be the treasure!”

“The treasure!”

“Why not? Everybody believes that the
Greyfriars treasure is really buried some-
where about the school, and there’s a blessed
document in the school library about it, if
one could get at it.  Suppose we’ve found it?”

“Phew!”

“We're jolly well gmng
exclaimed Temple. “Mind
We'll keep this dark till. we know.
have the box out!”

“Who's got a spade?”
“You cut-of and Dorrow one of Gosling,

to see, anyway!”
not a  word!
We'll

-go.

Turner. . Mind nobody eees you bringing it
here, you know.”

“Right you are!” said Turner.

He ran out of the erypt. He dashed from
the ruined chapel, and off to the school
porter’s lodge, at-top speed.

Five ]unlors who were lying low amiong
the masses of fallen masonry, watched him
They were the chums of the Remove,
And Bob Cherry chuckled.

“What do you think that
Wharton ?”

Wharton laughed.

“They've discovered the treasure,”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“The ha-ha-ha-Pulness is terrific, my wom)y
chums.”

“Wait and see,” remarked Tom Brown
sagely. “Wait and ree il he comes hacl with
a pick or a spade. That will settle it.”

" Yes, rather!"”

And the Removites waited and watched.

In about three minutes Turner came tear-
ing hack through thé dusk, and undir bis
arm he carried a spade.

He disappeared down the
crypt.

means,

steps into the

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER,
Treasure Trove !

o ERF he ist”
“What a time you've Leen gone,
lurnu '

“I huzzed off as fast as 3 coulat”
wasped Turner breathlessly, “I haven't heen
iong, you know. 1 had to tip Gosling a
tonner to gct the spade. too. I had to he
_]l)]l\ carcful not to let tie Remove kids sce
me.

“Did thecy see yon?”

“No. I nearly ran into Bulstrode, but I
dodged him, and nobody else- saw nie at all.”
qnd Turner. “It’s all right!”

“Jolly peod!”

Terapie took the spade, “and stepped into
tlie exeavatien. Fry held the iantern to
show. his leader a light while the digging
],mcccded

Now, then, go it!" he exclaimed.

Scott and Turner looked on eageriy. Dah-
ney came into the crypt to look for his
chums, and when he was informed of the
find, he was as eager as the rest. Temple
made mighty strokes with thie spade, znd
the earth flew up in chunks, .

Bang! Bang!

The spade crasiied on the hox again and
agam

\Imd you don't hust it!” said Fry anxi-
ously. “If it's c1.\mmed full ol doubloons
or banknotes, we——"

“Banknotcs, you ass!” said Dabney, " They
didn’t have .m) banknsotes in those days.
The box wiii he full of p\cf'es of eight or
gold ecrowng, if anything.”

Temple hegan to perspire freely. He
worked and worked. and the earth grew
higher round the feet of the Fourth-Formers
standing round the cxcavation.

“Hard work—eh?" said Dabney sympa-
thetically.
“Yes, rather!" gasped Temnple. “It's not

so hard, though, as it might he. The earth
seems to be looser round the box than it is
in other placcs.”

"Thats lucky !’

*“Here, you take a turn with the s]‘naue,
Fry, old chap, and I'll hold the lantern!”

“Right you are!”

Temple clammbered out of the excavation,
and Fry took his place. The hox was almost
wholly uncovered now. Fry dug for quite
five minutes, and then he threw down the
spade.

“My hat, ‘thie is hard wor%!” he gasped.
“1 say, I think we could yank the thing out
now if all you fellows laid hold of it.”

“Good! Let's try!”

“Jump down, then!”

The five Fourth-Formers surrounded the
chiest, and laid hold of it as well as they
could. The earth had been well cleared
away from it now.

“All together!” said Temple,

“Right-ho!”

“Go it!" '

And the Fourtl:-Formcrs dragged at the
chiest. .

“It's coming!”

“Hurrah!”

“Crumbs! It's jolly heavy!”

“All the bhetter, considering what's in it.”

“Yes, rather!”

The chest was dragged out of the ex-
cavation. It was certainly very heavy.
There was a slight clinking sound within
a8 it. was bumped down on the ground.
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That sound was music to the ears of thel
juniors.

“You hear that, kids?”

“Yes; it's gold!™

“What luck!™

“Wharton will be ready to kick himself
when he hears about this,” grinned Temple.
“Let’s sce il we can open the box.”

“It's locked!"

“Hang it!"

The Fourth-Formers stood round the hox,
fingering it cagerly. There was a lock to it,
and that lock was fast. ‘The keyhole was
crammed with soil. That could be got away
easily enough, but the key was another
matter,

“We ghall have to gmash
claimed Fry.

“Bang it with the spade!™

Temple shook his head. .

“SWll oget it to my study. I ean foree
the lock there. Ib's no good banging it
with the spade. It would take ages to
smash in solid oak like that; and, besides,
we don't want to smash it.”

“How arc we to get it to the study?”
said Dabney.

“Carry it. We can't cxpeet it to walk.”

“Oh, don't be funny! I mcan, those Re-
move kids will very likely spot us, and-—-"

“Well, I don’t care if they do, now. The
hox is ours. We've dug it up,” said Temple.
“Wue should bave to carry away the con-

it- open'" ex-

tents, anyway., and- we may as well take
them in the box.”
“Good! Lel's hurry up, then!”

“Take a hand.”

Temple, Daboey, and Fry raised the box
between them. It was lieavy, but the three
sturdy juniora carried it casily enough. They
hore it up the steps from the erypt. and
Scott and Turner followed.

They reached the School House hefore they
encountered any members of the rival Form.
There, at the door, Harry Wharton & Co.
greeted them with a stare.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!” exelaimed Bob
Cherry. *“What have you got there?”’

“Mind vour own business!” said Temple
loftily. “It's ours, anyway. We fournd it,
and dug it up, and it's ours.”

“But what i3 it?”

“Can’t you sce? It's a box.”

“Anything in it?” .

“Oh. only gold and silver and things,”
said Temple, with exaggerated carclessness.

“My bhat!”

“Then it’s the Greyfriars trcasurc?” ex-
claimed Tom Brown.

“Yes, rather!”

“Phew! (Great Scott! Here, you fellows,
Temple & Co. have discovered the Greyfriars
treasure!” shouted the New Zealand junior.

“Phew!"”

Quite a procession gathered round the
Fourth-Foriners as they bore the valuable
chest into the house. The Removites made
no attempt to interfere. Temple had rather
anticipated an attempted raid wupon the
chest, but Harry Wharton & Co. did not

show the slightest desire  to dispute the
ownership of it.

Up the stairs to the Upper Fourth passage
went the victorious treasure-hunters, with
half the Fourth Form and the Remove at
their heels.

The chest was carried into Temple’s study,
and laid solemnly on the table, and there
it was surrounded by Temple, Dabney &
Co., and as many of their Form-fellows as
could cram themselves into the room. Harry
Wharton and his friends contented themselves
with a place in the doorway.

“Now, then, let's gct it open!” cxclaimed
Turner eagerly.

“All in good time,” said Temple, assuming
a calmness he was far from fecling. “There's
no hurry.”

“Hang it! I tell you—"

“0Oh, keep cool!t”

“Oh, rather!” said Dabney. “Kcep cool!
Here's your chisel, Temple; you ought to
he able to get it open with that.”

“Good! I'll try. Give me thc hammer.”

“Here you are!™

Knock! Knock! Knock!

Temple placed the chisel to enber between
the lid and the box, and drove it home with
sharp blows of the bhammer. It was the
simplest way of forcing the lock.

The crowded juniors watched him breath-
lessly. Fellows were cramming in the passage
in eager anticipation of what was to be
revealed by the opening of the chest. There
was a sudden commotion in the passage,
and an indignant voice was heard.

“I say, you fellows—-"

“Stop shoving, Bunter!"

“But I say—"

“Keep back there! There’s no:room-—es-
pecially for a porpoisc.” .

“Look here, you chaps, they say Temple
has discovered thc Greyfriars treasure—dug
it up in the crypt.”

“So he has!"

“Well, it's mine.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“I tell you it’s mine!” yelled Billy Bunter.
“I found it. I was digging it up when that
ass played ghost and frightened me away—
I mean frightened Wharton away. The
treasurc’s mine, and U'm going to have it.”

“Oh, shut up, Bunter!”

“I won't! *

“DBundle him downstairs!"

There were suffocated yells as the fat
junior was rolled away, with no gentle hand.
The - juniors were crowded in the passage
to see what was to be seen, and no one
was inclined to yield his place to Billy
Bunter. DBunter was rolled away, and left
gasping at the end of the passage.

Meanwhile, Temple's blows were tclling
on the chest. The chisel waa driven home,
and the strain put on the lock suddenly
snapped it. It was old and in a weak con-
dition. It parted with a sudden loud snap.

There was a gasp of anticipation in the
study.

The lid was open.

Temple took hold of it to raise it, draw-

1

I ing -a deep breath as he did so.
of the Remove in the doorway
one another. -

“Now we shall see what
muttered Bob Cherry.

“Yes, rather!”

“The ratherfulness is terrific.”

“Open it, Temple!” shouted a dozea voices
anxiously. -

The captain of the Tpper Fourth raised
the lid of the chest.

A score of eager cyes peered into it.

Then there was a gasp.

The_oaken chest was full—full to the brim!
But it was not crammed with gold ingots
and picces of eight and Spanish doubloons.

Far from that!

1t was full of flint stones and fragments
of old iron and wood; and the musical
clinks which had delighted the. ears of the
discoverers had evidently heen caused by the
stones and metal fragments clinking together.

Temple, Dabney & Co. stared into the
chest, dumbfounded.

“My only hat!" gasped Scott.

“Crumbs!” said Turner. “They must hava
heen mad—those blessed monks—to bury a
lot of scrap iron like that!”

‘Ha, ha, ha!” roared Marry Wharton.
“The monks didn't bury it—we did!”

“What!”

“Ho, ho, ho! It's a jape, you sec—ha, ha,
ha! That blessed old chest has knocked
about the lumber-roow upstairs for dog's
ages!” shricked Bob Cherry.

Temple, Dabney & Co.
chest, and blinked at Bob
dawned upon their minds.
jape of the Remove.

tlarry Wharton & Co. rocked with laughter
in the doorway.

In the passage, Foucth-Foriners and Re-
movites yelled in chorus. The utter ab-
surdity of the situation—of the great dis-
covery turning out to be a jape—of the chest
of treasure containing nothing but stones
and serap iron—tickled all alike!

he chums
grinuned at
shall

we sce.”

blinked at the
‘herey. The truth
It was a jape—a

One tremendous yell of laugater swept
along the passage.

Temple turned furiously upon Harry
Wharton.

“You—you beasts'” he roared.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Give them socks!” yelled Fry.

“Oh, rather!”

And the infuriated treasure-hunters rushe:d
towards Harry Wharton & Co., but the crowd
was too thick to reach them—and the Re-
move chums staggered away, almost helpless
with laughter, leaving the hapless treasure-
seckers foaming with rage.

Upstairs, the door of Temple's study was
heard to slam violently. ‘A fresh roar of
[aughter from the juniors followed the slam.

What Temple, Dabney & Co. did with the
treasure did not transpire. But if, at any
time, anyone wished to provoke the Upper
Fourth chums to personal violence, he had
only to whisper the words The Greyiriars
Treasure!

THE END.
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Next Friday's Grand Long Complete Tale of
Harry Wharton & Co.

is entitled :

“NUGENT MINOR!”
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A HELPING HAND!

dealing with the Early Adventures .of
Jimmy Silver & Co. at Rookwood School.

By OWEN CONQUEST.
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.

A Qreat Fall, )
matter with old

i OAT'S the
Bootles?” whispered Jimmy
Silver to his chum Lovell one

morning in class.

“ Goodness knows!” returned Lovell. “ Looks
2 bit glum, doesn’t he?”
Raby and Newcome, who, with Jimmy

silver and Lovell, comprised the Fistical Four
of the Fourth Form at Rookwood &chool,
were also at that moment commenting on
the anxious appcarance of their master.
*Must have had some bad fiews, I should

think,” whispered Néwcome.
“He certainly looks rather worried over

soething,” whispered Raby.

“Raby ! snapped Mr. Bootles suddcnly.

“Yes, sir!” | )

“I'ye spoken to you once before this morn-
ing about whispering in class!” suid the
master sharply.  “You will take a hundred
lines, and please do not make it necessary
Jor me to have to reprove you again.”

“His temper seems to have suffered as
well,” whispered Raby to his rneighbour im-
mediately Mr. Bootles’ hack was turned.

“Somcthing’s upset him, that’s a dead
cert,” answered Newcome.

The rest of the Form took the hint from
Mr. Bootles’ peremptory treatment of Raby,
and resolved to mind their p's and ’s.

They could see that “lines ” was to he the
order of the day for ofienders against
discipline, and thenceforward there was no,
more trouble.

“He's properly had the rats to-day,” said
Jimmy Silver to his chums as they made
their way to the end study for tea, after
vlasses were finished for the day.

“Expect he’ll be all right to-morrow,”
Lovell lwopefully. “Perhaps he's queer.”

Mr. Bootles had his “off " days. He was a
man who did not enjoy the best of health,
aud his harshness was often due to the faet
that he was feeling far from well.

The juniors, therefore, consoled themselves
with the thought that all would be well on
the morrow.

It was evident to them when they assemhied
in class the next morning, however, that Ar.
Bootles was no better. In fact, tlie worried
cxpression on his face proved quite clearly
that he was a great deal worse.

Their coneclusion proved to be earreet, for
during the interval between morning and
afternoon classes, Raby saw the Iead stop
Mr. Bootles in the passage.

It was evident that he asked the master
a_question, for as the junior passcd he heard
him say. *Things ‘are very bad indeed.”

Raby reported this to his churms, whese
{celings towards Mr. Bootles at once hecame

said

sympathetic.
“I knew he’d got some trouble on his
mind,” said Jimmy Silver.

“Yes, I thought %o, too,” replied Lovell,

“Dbecause he’s not often so ratty two days in
snccession.”

“Well, .look here,” said Jimmy Silver;

“we'll work like niggers t]us afterncon, and
not give him any trouble.”

“That’s the sporty thing to do,” agreed
Lovell. “We don’t want to he cads and

malie things worse for him.”

Thus the Fistical Four trooped into class
for the alfternoon, firmly resolved to show
their smypathy with Mr. Bootles by putting
on_their best helhaviour.

The Classical master appearcd to ¢grow more
troubled and prenccupied as the day went
on, and at times his thoughts scemed to be
a very long way from the business in hand.

Jimmy Sllwer & Co. remarked this with
growing concern, and they became quite
anxious for afternoon classes to end for thejr
master’s sake alone.
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At last they were dismissed, and Mr.
Bootles walked wearily along the corridor
towards his room.

“He's been a lot worse to-day,” said Jimmy
lSilver. “I wish we could do something for
him."”

“Hear, hear!"”

"The only thing we can do, as far as I can
see,” said Lovell, “is to stick to our work
so that we don’t give him any extra
trouble,”

“There's another thing we might do,
though !” exclaimed Jimmy Silver eagerly.

“What's that?”

“Well, I suggest that we call a meeting
of the Form, and put it to ‘em that old
Bootles is very upset about something-—"

“Hear, hear!”

“8hut up, ass, and wait till I've finished!
Then we’ll appeal to ’em to put their backs
into their work to-morrow, and save him all
the trouble they can!”

“Good !”

“Hear, hear!”

“Right-ho!"” said Jimmy Silver. “We'll
whip up all the kids after tea, and hold
the meecting at once.”

Thus, an hour later, practically the whole
of the Fourth Form was assembled in the
Classical Common-room, and Jimmy Silver,
mounted on a chair, put the proposal before
the juniors.

The suggestion was well received, and
approved by all, and then the members of the
Classical Fourth -scuttled away to put extra
work into their prep, with a vicw to making
the idca a success.

The next morning was a hitterly cold cne.

Snow had fallen during the whole of the
previous evening, followed by a sharp frost,
and in the quad the snow was frozen hard,
and icicles hung from the gutters and pipes
around the school.

The Fistical Four had soon cleared a long
passage in the snow, and a thin Jayer of ice
was revealed beneath.

In a very short time an cxccllent slide was
formed, along whieh the four stalwart juniors
ware gliding with great delight.

The slide was gradually increased in length
until it was almost level with a corner of the
building.

The four Classical chums became so keen
and cxcited in their amusement, that they
failed to notice thc figure of Mr. Bootles
come strolling round the corner of the
schiool. .

The master’s head was bent over a letter
which he was reading, -and he paid no hecd
as to where he was walking, neither did he
appear to hear the sounds of mirth proceed-
ing from the merry quartette of juniors.

Ncwecome and Raby had just eompleted a
particularly graccful glide, at the end of
which Raby had gonc down on his face on
the slide with Newcome sitting on his back,
when Mr. Bootles stepped on to the slide.

Not till then did the Fistical Four become
aware of his presence. There was no time to
utter a warning; Mr. Bootles was already
gliding towards the two juniors who were
sprawled across the ice.

His gown fluttered in the Dreeze behind
him, and he threw out his arms, and his
right leg shot out before him in his efforts
to regain his balance, but it was no use.

A second later he collided with Newcome
and Raby, and, with a gasp, he sat down
with a bang upon the slide.

Jimmy Silver and Lovell found it dificult
to conceal their mirth as they hurried for-
ward to assist Mr. Bootles to rise.

“Hope youre not hurt, sir?”
Jimmy, as the master s;rzne"ed up.

“Er—no—that is, I ddr’t think so!” mur-
mured Mr. Bootles. ““ut—er—really, you
know, this is very dangerous!”

“We didn't see you comipg, sir,

grinned

or we

.should have shouted out to you,”

responded
Jlmmy Silver.

“Ah, yes, quite so,” remarked Mr. Bootles;

“but I was thinking of you boys. I am
really afraid you will be breaking your
legs.”

The master of the Classical Fourth was a
very placid individual in the ordinary way,
and seemed to take his own severe shaking-vp
very mildly.

Meanwhile, Lovell had turned to gather up
the things which Mr. Bootles had dropped in
his fall. He picked up his hat, and was
stooping to pick up the letter ich had
fallen from lus fingers, when a sentence in it

-

struck his eye. The words were: “We must
have moncy now.”
Lovell gasped with astonishment. Then

financial troubles must be the reason for the
master’s worried expsession .during the past
two or three days, lie reasoned.

Then he grabbed up the letter. Ausiing at
the thought that he had read somcthing
which was not intended for him.

Not one of the Fistical Four would ever
have thought of intentionally reading any-
one else’s correspondence. but semchow  or
other Lovell had invoiuntariiy rcad these
words.

The sentence secmed to stand out from ihe
rest of the letter and flash into his cye as he
stooped to pick it up.

It was certain that Lovell had not heen
wuilty of prying into that which dil net
concern him; he simply could not help sccing
the words.

In a moment the bell rang for classes, and
Lovell returned the master’'s proverty, and,
together, Mr. Bootles and the juniors cntered
the school.

Lovell had no time to impart his discovery
to the rest of the Fistical Four before class;
in fact, he half doubted whether he cught to
mention it at all, considering that he had
ohtained his information quite accidentaliy.

However, feeling certain that be lhiad prebed
the mystery of Mr. Bootles’ tronhle, hie made
up his mind to tell the others as scon as
posible.

The Fourth Form juniors stuck
agreement to work like niggers in el
Mr. Bootles, in spite of his ohvidus worry,
did not fail to note tbe improvement in lis
pupils’ conduct.

the
and

to

THE SECOND CHAPRTER.
An Auction Sale.
MMEDIATELY aflter morning classcs
. Lovell led his chums off to the end
study, and there informed thein of what
Bootlas' letter that

he had scen in Mr.
morning.

“I never thonght of maoney troubles,” ad-
mitted Jimmy Silver, when Lovell had
finished.

“Nor I,” said Lovell. “Baut therc’s no

doubt that’s what it is.”

“I should have tlloughb thie Head would
have given him a hand,” said Rahy. - From
what 1 heard the other day, he must know

you what we might

about it.”

“T tell zaid
Jlmmy Silver contemplatively.

“What’s the wheeze, then?” asked Lovell.

“Why not an auction sale?”

“Eh?”

“What?” |

“Auction sale, fatheads!
what an auetion sale is?

“0Of course we do. But what's that to do
.vltl‘ old Bootles’ trouble?” queried Raby,

*Why, to raise money.”

“What, and  give it to lnm?
Lovell. :

“Not exactly give it to him,” 1e
Jimmy Silver; “hut we can send it a
mously through the post.™

do,”

Don't you Linew

exelaimed
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Lovell, Newconie, and Raby considered the
suggestion for some minutes in silence, then
Lovell spoke again.

“1t's not at all a bad idea,” he said. “ But
what are we going to sell?» .

«“Qh, we can rake up several things!® said
Jimmy Silver confidently.

“Things that are no gocod, I suppose?”
remarked Raby.

» Not necessarily,” replied thc Classical
captain. *“For instance, I've got a fairly
decent pair of skates that 1 don’t want
now, bhecause my pater sent nie a new pair
a fortnight ago.”

*“Just the things!® said Lovell, “Sell like
Lot cakes while this frost lasts.”

“Thenr there’s that old football. We've

larly with the object of picking up something
cheap.

“Now, gentlemen!” exclaimed Jimmy
Silver, mounting the table and standing
among the articles which were to he sold.
A chair stood before him on the table to
serve as a desk.

“Ha, ha, ha!?

.“Good old 8ilver!®?

“What price the auctioncer?”

“Jf those asses in the cormer will kindly
shut their mouths, we’ll proceed with the
wash—that is, we'll get on with the sale!”

" 'There was a sudden struggle in the cormer
as a few of the “asses ” attempted to push
their way towards the table; but their efiorts
were nipped in the bud by half a dozen other

done with that now, and I dare say some | juniors who were ansious for the sale to
Second Form kid would like it.” continue, . . .
*True, 0 king!» ~| “XNow, we have here,” cried Jimmy Silver,

“We'll let one or two more of 'em into
ilie secret,” said Jimmy Silver, “so that we
can_get enough things to sell.”

“Ton't tell 'em how we found out ahout
old Bootles, though,” put in Lovell.

. All right; we needn’'t. We can just tell
em we gut to know that he’s worried by
i cial trcubles,»

that’s all right.”

“We'd better not let the rest of the Form
knew what we're hclding the sale for,” went
on Jimmy, “or it might get back to ald
Bootles, We'll say it's for a charity.”

S0 the Fistical Four at once left the study
to seek out Hooker and Jones niiner and two
or three other juniors.

These fellows were invited to the end
study “to discuss a matter of importance,”
where the scheme was put hefore them.

They were all quite keenm on the idea, and

¢predily thought of a number of articles
which they generously offered to put under
the hammer.
. By the time the Fourth-Formers troope:
into classes for the afternoon it was all
arranged that the various articles should bLe
collected together immediately after tea,
awl that the sale should take place that
cevening.

‘The Tistical Four hurried over their tea
that afterncon, and almost as scon as they
had  finished  Hooker and Jones minor
entered the end study bearing a varied
as<ortment of articles of more or less value.

“Chuck ’em down there for the moment,”
faid Jimmy Silver, pointing to a clear space
on the floor by the cuphoard.

“We'd hetter rake our things out now,*
said Lovell, rising from the tahle.
~Each mcmher of the Fistical Four promptly
delved into his own particular. and private
receptacie, and the jumbled collections of
uersonal  helongings were turned cver in
bundles, sending forth clouds of dust from
tle cupboards.

Cricket-bats, Doots, and skatcs, fshing-
old books, and empty jam-jars, all were
mixed up together in untidy heaps.

. At last, after much exertion and wallow-
ing in dust and dirt, the Fistical Four arose
from their task, having sorted out quite a
numher of articles for sale,

When the whole lot were piled together
there was a considerable quantity of pro-
perty to be disposed of.

#Not a had show,” said Jimmy Silver, as
he looked upon the heap. “But I'm afraid
tliere’s not enough. You see, if we're going
to send anything to Bootles. we must make
it. at any rate, a fairly moderate sum, Its
no good sending about tenm bob.”

Consequently Newcome and Rabhy
despatched to endeavour to collect
tional  articles from
juniors towards the sale.

Tiicy were also instructed to inform all
whom they met that the sale would ‘com-
mence in the Fourth Form class-room in half
an _hour.

Very soon the two hoys returned to the
end study, having acquired several more
contributions, and Jimmy Silver pronounced
the result satisfactory.

Thereupon the eager Classicals commenced
te transport the goods to the Fourth Class-
room.

They had just carried in the last lots when
thle juniors commenced to troop in for the
sale.

The -idea had caught on in the school, and
the stream ef prospective purehasers which
soou poured in showed that ccnsiderable
interest had heen arouscd. .

Most of those present hadn’t the faintest
idea why the auction was being held, and
to_what, or whoimn, the proceeds were going.

That. however, was a question of cquite
minor importance. They were there for tlie
fun of the thing partly, .but mere particu-

were
addi-
generously-disposed

“a very fine pair of skates, slightly rusty,
but none the worse for that!”

He held up the old skates as he spoke.

“Who's going to make first bid?”

It would be impossible to state who was
the first bidder, for immediately there were
yells from all parts cf the room at once:

“ Tanner .

“XNinepence!”

A bob!®
+Jimmy 8Silver held up his hammer {for

no use.
E N AANANNANNANANANNNS

silence. The hammer, by the way, consisted
of a huge lump of clay stuck on thc end or
a ruler.

“ Gentlemen,” he cried, “this =ale iz not
being held to provide an entertainment for
a lot of silly fatheads; it’s being held for
charitable purposes!?

R Sit down!»
“ Knock him down!®

Jimmy Silver paid no heed to the inter-
ruptions, but went on:

~Unless you chaps are going to make
ibie offers the sale is clean off at once.
Xow then, a pair of skates! What offers?”

“Two hob!” cricd the voice of a Third-
Former.

This was rather in the way of a challenge
to some of the juniors of the Fourth, and
immediately a Fourth-Former yelled:
“Two-and-threepence !”

Ah! We're getiing on!” shouted Jimmy
Silver, Drandishing the rujer with the knob
of clay, “Anybody going more?”

There was silence for a moment, Then
2aby made a bid. .

~ Half-a-crown!" he cried,

Fr iday. 9

“Phew!” whistled several prospective pure
chasers.

“Come into a fortune, Raby?” piped a
thin voice from somewhere in tke heart of
the crowd. .

“No. DBut you'll come into a thick ear if
you're not careful, young fatliead!”

«“Ha, ha, ha!'»

“{doing to Raby at half-a-crown!™ shouted
the auctionecr.

And immediately the hamimer descended
upon the seat of the chair with a thud.

“(jone !

The skates were passed over to Raby, who
handed up his half-crown.

Raby was at once surrounded by a swarm
of juniors, most of whom passed adverse
criticism on the quality of the skates and
endeavoured to impress him with an idca
that he had bheen “done.”

But Raby knew that they had cost seven:
and-six only the previous seascn, and lad
already had a  “go” on them, so he knew
lie had value for his money.

Jimmy Silver had to use both hands tc
remove the ¢hammer-head » from the seat
?f the chair, for the lummp of clay had stuck
ast.

Then, shouting for silence, he held up a
cricket-bat and demanded a bid.

The response this time was not by any

Iir. Bootles threw out his arms in ‘an effort to save himself; but it was
The next moment he sat down with a bang on the slide.

P
AN
means as spontaneous as in the caze of tho
skates.

Cricket-hats were thoroughly out of scasen
just now, and taunts and jibes were hur!
at the devoted head of the auctioncer for
being “rmug cnough,” as somednc remarked,
as to put one up for sale.

However, Jimmy Silver was not in the
least perturbed by the display of hostiie
fecling, and firmly demanded an offer Lefore

he would pass on to the next article.

While he waited a group- of very small
Doys over by the wall were engaged in a
very earnest.discussion.

As a rule, Secohd and Third Fermers were
not admitted to Fourth Form affairs
the present occasion Jimmy 8
decreed that all who cared to sheould ente
as it was pecessary to sell out.

The leader of the Fistical Four
remarked previously that he wer
doubted whether there was enough
lucre » in the whole of the Fourth For
sell the articles at respectahble prices.

“Now then!” he cried. “Who's going to
make an ofler?»
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“Two shillin'gs!“ piped a falsetto voice
from the group of Second-Formers.

- “Good!" responded the auctioneer
breezily. “You are an example to your
elders!"”

There were loud outbursts of dissent at
this remark, during whick Jimmy Silver was
heard through the noise asking for any
further bids.

“ Silence !

33 NO:H

“Rats!®

“Large rats!™

The hammer once more descended upon the
seat of the chair with a dull thud.

“The bat is yours, young Fisher!* said
the auctioneer, in a very pabronising tone,
«And a jolly good bargain it is, too!”

The Sccond-Former squeezed through the
throng, and advanced to the table and
received the article and handed up the
two shillings, onc-and-sixpence of which was
in coppers,

A little band of small juniors had agreed
to buy the bat hetween thein, and the various
contributions had been small, mostly made
up in coppers.

The sale procceded smoothly now for some
time, except once, when the lump of clay flew
oft the end of the ruler when Jimmy Silver
was brandishing it above his head.

1t descended with a severe bill on the side
of a Third-Former's head, cuusing great con-
fusion and consternation® for some Iew
minutes. -

Alter being thrown around the room from
on: to another for about ten minutes,
Jinmy Silver reccived it back with consider-
able force on his chest. 3

The business then continued, and a fishing-
rod was sold at a good price, also a hird-
cage, which had last Deen used for keeping
white mice in.

Jimmy Silver's pocket was now bnlzing
with money, and hc rcalised with consider-
able satisfaction that the alffair was proving
most successful.

There were, however, still some half-dozen
articles to Le disposed of when the auction
sale came to a sudden end,

The door opened, and Mr. Bootles stood
in the entrance!

He stared over his glasses, and gave a gasp
of astonishment as he beheld the extra-
ordinary scene beforc him.

The smaller juniors quickly took their
departure, slipping out under the master's
arm. Jimmy Silver had immediately jumped
down from the table, and was busying him-
self in collecting up the remaining articles
as though he were unaware of Mr. Bootles'
proximity.

“What ever is all this?" asked thc master
at last.

“Only just' a little amateur theatricals,”
answered Lovell hastily, as he lifted the
chair down from the table.

“Ah, yes, I see!” replied Mr.
“But tbese—er—rehearsals should
held in a Form-room, you know.”

“Sorry, sir,” put in Jimmmy Silver.
we thought you wouldn't mind.”

Mr. Bootles thought of the good conduct
and loyalty of "his boys in class that day,
and it served them in good stead.

*Ah, no—well, 1'll overlook 1t this time,
but Elease do not break the rules again.”

“Oh, no, sir, certainly not,” responded
half a dozen volces at once.

Any more offers?”

Bootles.
not he

“But

jolly good!” declared

Arnd having gathered up all their belong-
ings, the rest of the juniors—being all
Fourth-Formers, the others having made
their escape—filed out.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.

The Result.

HE remaining few articles were dis-
posed of by hand-to-hand bartering,
and the Fistical Four, with Hooker
and Jones minor, locked themsclves

in the end study to count the proceeds of
the sale. .

Alter ten "minutes of counting and re-
2ounting it was ascertained that a sum of
£4 had been raised.

“I reckon that's
Lovell.

“Hear, hear!” chorused the others.

“Well, what about sending it off?” asked
‘Hooker, in a business-like tone.

“First of all,” said Jimmy Silyer, “we
must get it changed into notes.”

“That can be done at the post-ofice,”
said Lovell,
© “Quite so. Then I suggest putting it in
an envelope, folded between a sheet of blank
notepaper, and I'll gddress the envelope, in
THE PENNY POPULAR.—No, 274,

disguised writing, of course, and we’ll post
it at Coombe.”

“That's the idea!”

“Well, to-morrow being Wecednesday and a
half-holiday, we’ll hurry over our dinner and
go down to the village directly alter.”

“Right-ho!”

“Good egg!”

These arrangements completed, the juniors
had set about prep in earmest, as bedtime
was fast approaching.

The next afternoon found the six juniors
in the post-oitice at Coon:be, where the £4
were soon changed into notes.

Jimmy Silver had addressed and stamped
the envelope to Mr. Bootles hefore starting
out, so it was only necessary to enclose the
notes and fasten down the envelope, which,
after a consultation, it was dccided to
register.

That done. they filed out of the post-office,
and, leaving the village behind them, set
out upon the journey to the school, delighted
and satisfied with what they had done.

“8'pose he won't get it to-night?”
Raby.

*No; it’s too late now. Tle'll get it first
post in the morning,” replied Jimmy.

“P'r’aps he’ll look a hit more cheerful to-
morrow,” remarked Newcome. “I know I

said

.should if I received four quid tlirough the

post like -that.”

“Ha, ha!”
“I don’t suppose four quid’ll settle all his
worries,” said Raby; “but, all the same,

every little helps.”

The next morning Newcome was told off to
get downstairs early to watch for the post-
man, and see whether the school porter
signed for the registered letter which had
bheen  despatched for Mr. Bootles from
Coombe the previous afternoon.

The rest of the Fistical Four were just
coming downstairs when Newcome rushed
in excitedly and informed themn that it had
arrived, and had gone up to thc masters’-
room with the rest of the lctters.

“Good!” said Lovell.

“Hope he won't find out where it came
from!"” said Raby.

The juniors were still discussing the matter
when the bell rang for classes, and they
trooped in, eager to discover whether the
receipt of their £4 had worked any improve-
ment-in Mr. Bootles' demeanour.

To their delight and joy the master soon
appeared, looking more checrful than they
had seen him for a week past.

His hreezy “Good-morning, boys!” also
rave evidence to the fact that he felt a great
deal better.

The VFistical Four exchanged significant
glances and winks, and felt tremendously
pleased with thicmeelves.

Throughout that day Mr. Bootles continued
to regain his ordinary calm dcmeanour, and
by the end of the afternoon he was quite
his old self once more.

The Fistical Four were diseussing . the
success of their idea at teatime, and
generally congratulating themselves, when a
small junior came in with the message that
Mr. Bootles would like to see Silver as soon
as he had Anished his tea.

*All right!” eaid Jimmy, and the messenger
departed.

The Classical chums looked at each other
questioningly, and no one spoke for a minute
or two.

“What's the
Lovell, at length.

“Goodness only knows!” replied Jimmy
Silver. “‘Ilope nothing’s gone wrong over the
giddy business!”

"Qh, very likely it’s nothing to do with
that at all.” said Newcome reassuringly.

Jimmy Silver hastily finished his tea, and
departed, in a very uneasy frame of mind,
for Mr. Bootles’ study.

The master looked up and smiled as he
entered.

“Ah, Silver,” he exclaimed pleasantly,
“er—just sit down for a minute, will you?”

Jimmy Silver sat down, conscious that he
was blushing to the roots of his hair.

meaning of that?” asked

Mr. Bootles, though very quleé and placid,

was an exceedingly 'cute man, and noticed
Jimmy’s confusion.

“I received this morning,” went on the

master, “a registered envclope containing
four pounds.”
“Did you, sir?” stammered Jimmy, very

embarrassed, but trying to appear surprised.

“Yes,” said Mr. Bootles,
still more strange, jthere was no note or
meisage in the envelbpe to indicate who had
sent it.”

The leader of the Fistical Four shuffled in
his seat, and looked anywhere but in the
master’s face. ’

“and what was |
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“I have—er—examined the writing on the
envelope very carefully, however,” continued
Mr. Bootles, “and it seems to me that 1
recognise one or two little peculiarities which
only you, as far as I know, possess.”

Jimmy Silver was now feeling exceedingly
uncomfortable, and only muttered “Oh!”

“Er—did—you--er—by any chance send tle
money ?” asked Mr. Bootles suddenly.

Faced with a dehnite and straightforward

question in this way, Jimmy Silver felt that
there was nothing for. it but to own up, and
he nodded his head.
_ He fclt, however, as thouzh he were own-
ing up to a ecrime instead of admitting that
he had heen the leader in what was meant
to he a kind action.

The 1master observed Jimmy's confusion
and embarrassinent, and his next question
was asked very gently.

“What was the rearon for it?" .

Jimmy Silver lesitated, trying to think
of what to say, and at last he deecided to
make a clean breast of the whole lusiness.

IIe could see¢ no way out ef it. .

So he told the whole story, relating how
Lovell had quite accidentally seen the words
in the letter, and how he and his c¢hums had
wislied to show their syinpathy with Mr.
Bootles in a practical mannery.

The master smiled kindly at Jimmy Silver
as he concluded his explanstion.

“I cunnot tell you, Silver, how much 1
appreciate this generous action on the part
of you and your chums,” he said quietly, I
c:illn only say that 1 am 1eally proud of you
all.”

“Er—well-—we hope it has been of some
use,” stummered Jimmy Silver very cou-
fusedty. - -

*It has Deen ol great use inaamuch as it
has demonstrated your loyalty to me.” ans-
wered Mr. Bootles; “hut. as a matter of fact,
my anxicty during the past few days has not
been due to financial difficulties.”

Jiminy Silver jumped in his chair,
stared at the master.

“Oh!” he gasped.

Mr. -Bootles smiled at the junior.

“The letter which Lovell picked up in the
quadrangle,” he said, "was from a friend of
mine, who, with two or thrce other gentle-
men, spends his spare time in making
crutches and other necegsary appliances for
wounded soldiers.” :

Jimmy continued to stare. not having yet
recovered from the shock of finding that he
and his chums had made a ridiculous hlunder.

“He was telling me of his work in that
letter,” continued the master, “and of the
urgent need of funds to buy materials for
carrying it on.”

“Oh!” exclaimed the leader of

Four once more.
. “My trouble,” said Mr. Bootles, “has been.
due- to the fact that a cripple brother, of
whom I am very fond, met with an accident
some days ago, and has since Dheen lying
between life and death. Only this morning
did I receive news that he is now out of
danger.”

“I'm very pleased to hear it, sir,” said
Jimmy Sitver.

“Thank you, my boy.
money,” went on Mr.
drawer in his desk.

“Oh. if you wouldn't mind, sir, T would
like you to send it to your friend to help on
the bhusiness of the crutches,” suggested
Jimmy eagerfly. “I know all the other
fellows would say the same.”

“That is exceedingly good of yon,” said Mr.
Bootles, “and on bhehalf of my friend and my-
self I thank you and your friends most
sincerely. I will send off the money at once.”

Jimmy Silver rose to go. anxious to join
his chums and explaio what had happened.

Mr. Bootles held out hjs hand to Jimmy
Silver and once more thanked him. and the
leader of the Fourth Form hurried to the
end study.

Jimmy bastily recorded the interview and
the surprise he had received.

Everyone endoracd his suggestion of send-
ing the £4 to Mr. Bootles’ friend, and thus
cended the mystery of their master’s trouble.

! THE END.

and

the Fistical

So I will return the
Bootles, opening a
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Next Friday’s Grand Long Com- {
plete Tale of Jimmy. Silver & Co
is entitled : :

{3 ’”
THE ROOKWOOD JAPERS!
By OWEN CONQUEST.
Please order your copy of the
PENNY POPULAR in advance!

Il AARAAAAARAAAAAANNN



THE PENNY POPULAR—Every Friday.

A Magnificent Long Complete Story, deaiing with the
Early Adventures of Tom Merry & Co.at St.Jim’s,

By MARTIN CLIFFORD.
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The New House

Like an arrow from a bow Arthur Augustus D’Arcy dashed at the prefect,
hitting out, and his fist crashed into Monteith's face.
preféct gave one gasp, and then fell heavily to the ground.
| Vg

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Knocked Down.

s AROOOOH! Lepgo!"

It was the voice of D’Arcy minor
of the Third Form—Wally, the
younger brother of Arthur

Augustus ‘'D’Arcy. That cheerful. youth was
twisting in a most uncomfortable way, the
cause being the grip of a finger and thumb
upon his ¢ar. The finger and thumb belonged
to Monteith, the obnoxious prefect of the
New House. .

Wally wriggled in the grasp of the senior,
who looked down upon him with angry brows.
Jameson and Gibson, Wally's chums in the
'Third, stood aside, glaring, but unable to
interfere.

For a Third Form fag to interfere with a
prefect was unknown and impossible.  But
interference [rom a prefect of the rival Housc
was always bitterly resented by a School
House junior.

" Legeo!” roared Wally.

“You young cad "

“ Yow! Leggo my ear, you heast!”

Monteith did not let go. Instead of that,

he compressed his grip until it seemed to the
unfortunate fag that his car was in the clutch
of an iron vice. .
. "T'll teach you to huzz your muddy footer
at me!” said Monteith, between his set lips.
“This is some more of your School House
impudence !”

“Ow! I didn't!” howled Wally. “I didn’t
gee you coming!” .

“ You lying young rascal

<

“I'm not lying!” said Wally fierccly. *And
you're a rotten ead to say so! Ow!”

“Take that—"

*1 didn't sec you coming; and, hesides, the
footer didn’t touch you,” said Wally, - Youn
can’t say that it did!”

“You meant it for my head!”

“I didn't!”

“1t missed me by about an ineh,” said Mon-
teith. “I know very well what you mecant,
you eheeky young swecp!”

“Leggo!™”

"Take that—and that!”

“Yowp!”

Arthur Augustus D'Arcy happened to be in
Study No. 6, and hearing the sound of his
minor’s voice raised in anguish, he opened
the window and leaned out. He shouted
down to the New ITouse prefeet:

“Monteith, let my minah go instantly !

Monteith looked up in sheer amuzcment.

“Hallo! 1s that you, you saucy cad?”’ le
exclaimed.

“Let Wally go at once, you bwute, or I'll
come down to youl’

Monteith burst into a laugh. The idea of
a junior of the IFourth Form c¢oming down to
him struck him as comical.

“Come down, you young cad!”
“1'll give you a hiding, too!”

“Bai Jove!”

Monteith, as if to tempt the swell of St.
Jim’s to his doom. beggn to hox Wally's ears
right and left. Wally roared and struggled.

D’Arcy, crimson with indignation and rage,
rushed across the study to the door, and
dashed out of the room. His footsteps rang
along the passage and down the staira,

he said.
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He entered the quadrangle, and made
siraight for where Monteith was still bully-
ing D'Arcy minor,

“Let him go!” shouted Arthur Augustus.

“Stand back, you young fool!”

D’Arcy’s eyes blazed. . :

“If you stwike my minali once more, Maon-
teith, I shall go for you!”

Smack—smack!

D Arcy kept his word.

Like an arrow from a bow he dasiied at the
prefeet, hitting out. and Lis fists crashed
together in Monteith's face.

Monteith gave one gasp, and fell heav
to tbe ground.

“Great Seott!”

“Phew!”

A crowd of fellows had seen
Augustus D’Arcy’s desperate action. Tiic
sight of a prelfeet falling to the grovnd
under the hammering fists of a junior. was
a sight seldom or never seen at St. Jim's
belore.

Montcith was hurt; but
astonished than hurt.

He lay on the ground, gasping, hardly ahle

Arthur

e was moere

to realise for a moment that Le had
actually heen knocked down hy a Feurti-
Former.

Wually staggered away, lis ears nusning.
his head swimming. D Arey steadicd Lim
with a hand upon his shoulder.

~(ret behind me, Wally!”

“Rats!" gasped Wally, “It
yYou, F'm going to Jend a hand.”

" Weally, Wally—-"

“What is this?”

It was & sharp, stern voice. TKildare of the
Sixth, the captain oi St. Jim's, arrived upen
the scene at the same ~ mowent as Tom
Merry & Co. Kildare’s handsome face was
very stern, and -his eyes were flashing. Hie
usual good-humoured look was quite gone.
He stared at the fallen prefect, and thew
gave him a hand to rise.

Silence fell upon the crowd ol juniors.

They hardly dared to think what wouid
llappen now.

“Monteith, what is it?"

Monteith stapgered on his feet, stan
unsteadiiy. There was a bruise on the
of his nose, and his lert eye w=as c¢lesing.
D’Arcy had hit very hard. And there was
plenty of weight and strength in the ejegant
tigure of Arthur Augustus D’Arcy, the swe!}
of tiie Fourth Form at St. Jim's.

Monteith’s face was white with rage.

“Where is he?* he muttered,

“Who?"

“That whelp—D'Arcy!”

“You don't mecan to
knocked you down?’

Monteith snarled.

“Didn’t you sec it? I'll smash him-I'll
smash the young hound——"

“Hold on, Monteith, old man!” said Kil-
dare quietly. “You can’t fight a kid in tbe
Fourth Form. It would be toe ridiculous,
Ir D'Arcy has done this, he will he pu
for it. ¥You can trust me to keep.the j
of my Iouse in order,” .

Monteith paused.

“Very well,” le said, between his tecth.
“%o long as he's punished. and made an
example of, that's all righit.”

Kildare * turned to  Arthur Aungustus
D’Arcy. The swcll of $t. Jim's had snhdoed
his excitement now, and he was a little

he goes jor

say that D'Arcy

shed
iiers

pale. He had had time to realise the serious-
ness of what he had done. -But he did not
lose courage. His clear Dblue eycs met

Kildare's angry gaze without fiinching.

“You have struck a prefect, D'Arey,” siid
Kildare, in a hard voice.

“Yaas, wathah!”

“Have you any excuse to make?”

“He was bullyin’ my mingh!”

“ Whatever Monteith was doing, you know
that you have no right to strikec a pref:ct,
D'Arey,” said Kildare sternly.

“Weally, Kildare—"

“I shall leave it to the-Ifead to decide
upon your punishment,” said the captain of
st, Jim’s. “If he decides upon a flogging, it
will be no more than you deserve.”

“DBai Jove!” .

“Coume! 1 suppose jou are satisfied to
leave it at that, Monteith?”

The New' House prefect nodded.

“Yes, I am satisfied.”

“Good! Come, D’Arey!” i

“Vewy wcil, Kildare,” said D’Arey quictly.

Without another word bhe. {followed the
captain of St. Jim’'s from the spot. The
crowd of juniors stood silent and dismaycd.

Monteith turhed. away. There was ¢
spitciul smile upon his face; he was satisfied
with the extent of D’Arcy’s punishment. At

THE PENNY PoOPULAR.—No, 274,



12

4he least it would he a severe caning, ond
condemnation from the Head—whose opinion
D’Arcy respected very much.

The look upon Monteith's face
escape the juniors.

Tom Merry hissed.

In a moment it was taken up by the whole
crowd—New House fellows as well as School
House :

* Hiss-s-5-5-5-5!"

Monteith turned a furious face upon the
crowd.

“You young rascals——"

* Hiss-8-5-8-5-5!"

The prefect clenched his hands.
iiclined to rush upon the crowd of juniors,
hitting out, but a saving remnant of
common-sense warned him that he would
make himsell ridiculous by doing so—and he
would undoubtedly be roughly handled. too.
There was safety in numbers; and all the
juniors could not he caned at once, and if
Montcith had charged that -crowd, it was
certain that he would have been humped
over in the quad.

“Cad!”

“Bully !”

“Rotter!”

“Yah!" -

“ Hiss-3-s-8 "

Montcith set his lips, and strode aw ay—and
the hissing of the juniors followed lhim to
the very door of the New .House.

did not

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Facing the Music.

R. HOLMES' quiet voice bade Kildare
enber as he tapped at the study
door. Xildare opened the deor, and
signed to D'Arcy to enter first,

The swell of St. Jim's, with a- troubled
face but a firm step, passed into the study,
apd Kildare followed him in and closed the
door. Dr. Holmes glanced at the two boys,
the senior and the junior, laid down his pen,
and his kind face became grave. He could
see that somcthmg very unusual had hap-
pened.

“What is the matter, Kildare?”

“I have to report D' Arcy, sir, for striking
a prefect.”

“Goodness gracious!”

“He knocked Monteith down in the quad-

rangle, sir. I thought I had I)ettcr leave the
m.xtter with you to deal with.” v
“Quite right, Kildare. It is a serious

matter.”
Kildare quitted the study, leaving Artllur
Augustus D’Arcy alone with the Head. The

swell of St. Jim's stood very firmly upon
his feet, his eyes fixed on the carpet.
“D’Arey !

“Yaas, sir.”

“You do not deny what Kildarc has
stated?”

*No, sir.”

“You have actually knocked a prefect
down?" N
“Yaas, sir.”

Dr. Holmes frowned.”

“I suppose you know that your punishment
for such an act will be very scevere,” he said.
“I cannot pass it over, if I would.”

“I suppose so, sir.”

“What was your reason for committing
this unlieard-of actlon, D’Arcy? You have
always had a good rcputation in the House
hitherto, I believe.”

“He was bullyin® my and I
intahfered.”

“You. interfered with a precfect cngaged in
administering punishment to a junior of the
Third Form!” exclaimed Dr. Holmes sternly.

minab, sir,

“Yaus, eir.”
“You must know that that was wrong,
D’Arcy.”

The junior was silent.

“And it was only your opinion that Mon-
teith  was carrying the punishment to excess,
I suppose?” went on the. Head.

“Any of the fellows would say so, sir.”

“Juniors, I suppose?”

“Well, yaag!”

“Junjors are very liable to bc mistaken
as to the amount of punishment they de-
serve,” said the Hcad very drily. “TUnder
any circumstances, D’ Arcy, nothing can
justify a boy in the Fourth Form knocking
down a prcfect, ‘The thing is utterly un-
heard of, and discipline. must be maintained.
1 am doubt.ful whether I ought net to flog
you in public, but upon the whole I shall
administer a severe caning instead.”

D’Arcy set his llps.

“Vewy well, slr,” he said.

Dr. Holmes rose to his feet. Ile sclected
a cane, with a very ‘grave exprcssion upon
his face. Dr. Holmes did not like adminis-
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He was.

tering punishment, a fact the boys knew very
well; but he did not shrink from what he
considered his duty.

As for D’Arcy, he could hardly say whether
he thought he ought to be punished or not.
Undoubtedly discipline had to be maintained
in the school, and juniors could not be
allowed to strike prefects, themseclves being
the judges of whetlhier they were justified
in doing so.

But it was hard upon the swell of 8t.
Jim’s; and in D'Arcy’s heart, usually full of
kindness and good feeling, a very bitter
feeling towards Monteith was growlng up.

“Hold out your hand, D’Arcy !

D'Arcy held out his hand quietly.

Dr. Holmes was not a believer in the
clicacy of the rod, as a rule. But on some
occasions he was severe, and this was one
of them.

D’Arcy was soundly caned.

He endured the caning without a murmur,
although the pain of it made his face go
white, and brought a hard. strained look
into his eyes.

When it was over,
the cane.

“You may go, D’Arcy.”

“Thank you, sir,” said D’Arcy quietly.”

And he quitted the study.

Tom Merry & Co. were waiting for him in
the passage.

“"Hud it bad?" asked Blake sympathetic-
ally.

*“Yaas,” said D’Arcy, with a catch in his
breath.

“It's a rotten shame,” said Tom Merry.

Arthur Augustus nodded.

“It's a wotten shame,” he said. “Not for
the Head, though—I suppose he had to cane
me, undah the circs.”

“Well, yes; but—"

“It's all Monteith's fault,
cad!”

“We'll make him sit up for it'” said Blake
vengefully. “I don’t know how, but we will.”

“I will, wathah,” said D'Arcy, with a click
of the- tecth. :

Tom NMerry looked rather uncasily into the
sct, white face of the Fourth-Former.

“Hold on, QGussy!” he said. “What
you thinking of doing, old man?”

D’Arcy did not reply.

“Gussy, what idea liave you got in your
head?”

“None, at pwesent,” said D'Arcy; “but I
am goin't o punish that wotten cad Mon-
teith, somebow. He's a weptile, and ought
to he cwushed.”

“Hear, hear!" i

“Mind how you go for him.” said Monty
Lowther. “You see, a prefect has the upper
hand, and you don’t want to give him a
chance of going for you again.”

D’Arcy did not reply.

He went up to his study, and was not
seen again till afternoon school. When the
Fourth Torm were going to-their Form-room
for afternoon lessons, Figgins-& Co. of the
New Housc joined D’Arcy in the Form-room
passage.

Flgums, Kerr, and Wynn of the Fourth
were always the champions of the New House
in their little rows with the School House
juniors. But they liked their head prefect
as little as the School House fellows did.

“I'm sorry!" said Figgins. “I've heard
about it, Gussy. Monteith is a heast.”

“Thank you vewy much, Figgy, deah boy.”

“It was rotten!” said Kerr. *Monteith's
been frightfully touchy lately. W(, ve had
lots of trouble with him ocursélves.”

Dr. Holmes laid down

the wotten

are

“Yes,” said Fatty Wynn, with a qxgu “he
collarcd a pork-pie of mine yesterday
“It’s a beastly shame, Gussy!" said Fig-

gins, “If 1 were in the Sixth I'd give him
a hidin, But this is one of the things
Jumors ﬁaw to put up with.”

“I'm not goin' to put up with it!”

Figgins stared.

“I ‘don’t see what you can do,”
marked.

Arthur Augustus did not reply, and the
Fourth-Formers went into their class-room.
During afternoon classes D'Arcy’s face was
very pale and set, and he went through his
work almost like one in a dream.

It was evident that he was thinking of his
wrongs, and of the punishment he intended
to mete out, in some as yet unknown manner,
to the head prefect of the New House.

he re-

D CHAPTER.,
for Levison.

THE THI

A Lickin
“ AG!”
It was Monteith who ealled.

Levison of the TFourth looked

round and walked quickly away.

It was the day after the trouble between

1

' find it hanging on the door,
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Monteith and D’Arcy, and In the clear, keen
winter's morning a good many of the School
House juniors were out in the quad, punting
a ball about before breakfast.

Levison, who seldom joined in any-healthy
excercises of tlint sort, was lounging aboub
the quad, -with his hands in his pockets,
when Monteith called to him. Monteith had
come out of the gym, and Levison happened
to be near the door of that building.

“Fag! Levison, come here!”

Leuson paused.

“Come here at once,
hear?”

Levison gritted his teeth, and turned back.
He did not dare to resist an open order like
this, and it was no lenger possible to pretend
not to hear. He came slowly and reluctantly
towards Monteith, with a very sulky expres-
sion on his face.

“What do )ou want?” he asked surlily.

Levison! Do you

“T want a fag.”
“You've no rlght to fag me. Oh!”
Smack!

Levison reeled under the smack of Mon-
teith’s open hand. He clapped his hand to
his ear, and stood looking at ‘\rIontelth with
glittering eyes.

“You bully!” he mutt:red under his breath.

“What? What did you say, Levison?”

“Nothing,” said Levlson sullenly.

“Go.to my study m the New House!” said
Monteith angrily. “Fetch my coat.” You'll
Bring it to me
here!"

“All right!”

Levison walked away to the New House.
Monteith returned into the gym, and then
Levison's pace slackened down. He was
greatly inclined to go into the School House
and neglect the errand altogether. But he
thought of Wally's punishment, and decided
that he had better do as Monteith told him.
He entered the New House, and the first
person he met was Mr. Ratcliff, the House-
master of the New IHouse. Mr. Rateliff
frowned at him.

“What are you doing herc?” lie .exclaimed.

“If you please, sir * hegan Levison,

Mr. Ratecliff pointed to the door.

“Go out at once!” he said. “You have no
right in this House, Levison, and I am deter-
mined to put down the louse quarrels that
are continually going on. at least so far as
this House is concerned. Mr. Railton may
keep the School House in the state of a bear-
garden if he pleases, but 1 will have nothing
of the sort here. Take fifty lines!”

“But, sir

“Go!”

“Y came here to—"

“A hundred lines, Levizcn; and I shall
mention your impertinence to your House-
master!” sald Mr. Ratelif harshly. *“Now

leave the House ai once, or I shall cane you.
Not another word!”

There was no choice for Levison; lie had to
go. With a very dubious expressicn upon his
face, the junior crossed the quad again. IHe

had to tell Monteith that he was not aliowed
to enter and fetch the coat, and he was very
doubtful about how Monteith would take it.

Again he was tempted to beat a retreat
into the School House, but again came the
reflection that Monteith would not forges,
and that he was bound to mcet tlie prefect
again in the eourse of the day. He went into
the gym

Monteith was talking to Knox of the Sixth,
a School House prefect. He looked towards
Levison as the latter entered the gym.

“Where's my coat?” he demanded.

“1 haven’t got it,” said Levison sullenly.

“Y sent you for it!” snapped Montelth

“Yes, but——"

“You haven't brought xt"‘

“No; bhecause

“Come here!”

Levison backed away.

“Look here, Montelth" he exclaimed. “I
couldn’'t get your coat. Mr, Ratelifi—"

“Don't tell me any MHes!” said Monteith.
“I know perfecctly well .why you haven't got
the coat. Come here!”

“I'd lick the young cad if I were you, Mon-
teith " said Knox; and he strolled out of the

y
E"“I'm going to,” said Monteith.

Levison panted.

“Look here, Monteith! Mr. Rateliff
stopped me. He wouldn't let me—" :
“Don't tell lies!” said the prefect harshly.

“But I tell you—"

“I_know your, reputation,” said the prefect,
truly enough. “You are the worst liar in the
School House, excepting Mellish, perbaps.
But you don't deceive me, you young fool.
I know your little game; ybu don't want to

- fag.

And ke caught Levison by the collar,
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The cad of the Fourth struggled.

“Let me go!” he yelled. “I tell you——m
Oh, oh, oh!”

Smack, smack, smack!

Levison yelled as Monteith hoxed his ears
savagely. Levison never could bear pain.
He struggled in vain in the powerful grasp
of the prefect. Hardly knowing what he was
doing, he kicked out savagely, and lis boot
caught the prefect on the shin.

Monteith gave a yell of anguish.

A kick on the shin is painful at any time,
and Levieon had kicked hard. He made an
attempt to wrench himself away, but in spite
(111‘ tthe pain in his shin Monteith held him
ast.

“You young ruffian!" the prefeet gasped.
“I'll make you sorry for that!”

"Let me go!” yelted Levison.

“Yes, I'll let you go when 1've thrashed
you!” said the New House prefect Letween
Lis teeth.

And he did thrash Levison, with a savage
forceé that made the junior writhe and twist
and kick furiously, But Monteith took care
rot to get any moré of the kicks, and he
thrached Levison till his arm ached.

Then he flung him away from him and
strode from the gymnasiun.

He limped a little as he went. There
wze o big bruise on his shin, and he was still
suffering excructating pain.

Levison lay where Monteith had flung him,
dazed and. white, and almost sobbing. It
was hut seldom that tears were secn in
Levison's eyes, but they wére there now.

“Oh!” he gasped. “Oh, the brute—the
hrute!”

*“THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
D’Arcy DPeclines.

LESSED if I like it!”
Jack Blake made that remark.
School was over, and the Terrible

Three bhad paused in the passage
to chat with Blake & Co. of the Tourth.
Tea was the subject under discussion, and it
was admittedly a most important subject:

Tom Merry had had a remittance from his
old gaverness, Miss Priscilla Fawcett., Dighy
had had a postal-order from his “pater.”
'Fhe idea had occurred to tiiem to combine
r¢sources, and have a tea of unusual mag-
nitude that cvening.

The grand question was,
take place in Tom Merry's study in the
Shell passage, or in Study No. 6—and whethex
Fipgins & Co. of the New House should he
invited.

Jack Blake had heen unusually silent. As
a rule, he had no ditficulty whatever in ¢
tributing his fair share to a conversatio
But now he was silent, and his glance had
followed the retreating fornr of  Arthur
Anpustus D’Arcy as the latter went upstairs.
Then he hroke silence with the remark that
he was blessed if he liked it.

All eyes turned upon him at ounce.

“If you don't like tlie idca, you've omnly
got to say s0,” remarked Tom XMerry, a little
huflily. I thought it would be a gocd
whecze to stand the fecd together.”

“Oh, T was thinking ahout Gussy!" said
Blake. “Blow tea!”

“0Oh, blow Gussy!” said Monty Lowther.
“I was thinking about tea.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“But it's getting serious,”
“and I'm Dblessed if 1 like it.”

“Blessed if you like what?”
Merry, perplexed.

“Haven't you noticed Gussy?”
Ilas he got a new neck-

whether it should

said Dlake,

asked Tom

“Not. specially,
tic?”

“Don’t he an ass!”

“A fancy waistcoat, then?”

“Fathcad! He’s pgot something on his
mind,” said Blake. *He's still thinking about
that row with Monteith yesterday.”

“0Ob, he'll get over that!" said Manncrs,

Blakeé shook his head.

“That’s just it,” he said. “Hc doesn’t
show any signs of getting over it, and that’s
what I'm worried about. He's hardly spoken
to-day; and le's been quite snappish, and
that's not like Gussy. It's weighing on his
mind. You know what a stickler he is for
his precious dignity. He can’t get over hav-
ing hcen cancd hy the Jlead, because of
Monteith.. I'm sure he’s got scme blessed
dotty idea in lis napper {or getting cven with
Montcith, but he won’t say a word on the
subject. It worries me.” -

Tom Merry locked grave.

“We'll make him have a jolly tea, and
cheer him up,” he said. “Look hLere, you
fellows, go and get in the grub, and take It
to my study, and Dig can cut across and

%

fetch Tiggins & Co. We'll have Kangaroo,
Lumley-Lumley, and young Reilly, and make
a2 jolly party of it. And Blake and I will
bring Gussy, whether he likes it or not.”

“Good egg!® said Dighy.

“I don’t believe he’ll come,” said Blake.
“ And it we have tea in Study No. 6, he'll go
out. I don’t half like the frame of mind he's
got into.”

“Let’s go and see him.”

“Well, that won't do any harm, I sup-
pose,” said Blake.

And Tom Merry and Dlake went up to the
Fourth Form passage, while the other fellows
went upon their various errands of gather-
{ng in the guests and the provisions for the
feed in Tom Merry’s study.

Tom Merry and DBlake went into Study

Xo, 8. Arthur Augustus D'Arey was stand-
ing at the window looking out into the
wintry dusk of the quadrangle, and <o

absorbed in gloomy thoughts that he did not
hear the two juniors enter,
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And we—we want you to sing a tcnor solo
after tea.”

Even that did not move D Arcy,

“Thank you vewy much,” he said. “DBut
wezlly, deah bhoys, I do not feel at all in

form for singin’. I'd weally wathah nct
come,”
“ Look here,” said Tom Merry seriously.

“What’s up with you? 1It's not right or
healthy to mope like this. Shake it of!»

“T’ll shake it off when I've punished Mon-
teith,” said D'Arcy.

“What are you thinking of doing?®

No reply. .

“You've got a schemel”

“Yaas, wathah!»

“Tell us what it is.”?

The swell of the School House did nct
speak.

“Look here, Guasy, we'll help you gnd
“ “’e
You can

back you up!” exclaimed Tom Merry.
can’t say any fairer than that,
rely on us.”

A

“1—1 can hardly believe that Lyou mean to go without giving me away,”

muttered Levison.
could save you! !} wish——

] suppoge you

word [ shall have to go in your placa!

But what’s the good of wishing ?

1 wishk 1
If l eay a
But—Lbut—I—i'd

mean it? [ know you do!

I can’t face it !

lilke you to say that you forgive what i've done, D’Arcy, before you go.”

B ANANANNANANANANANNANANNANNANANANANANANANANNAN AN i

Blake coughed loudly,

“ Akem!”

I'Arcy did not turn his head.

“ Ahem-m-m ! coughed Tom Merry.

The swell of the Fourth could not help
hearing that. He turned Iis head, and
nodded to the two juniors, but his face did
not relax.

“Coming to tea in my study,
said Tom Merry jovially.

D’ Arcy shook his head.

“No. Pway excuse me, decah boy.”

“Put it’s tea-time.”

“T am not hungwy.”

“ Rot 1* said Blake bluntly. < You must he.
Who ever heard of a real human beoy who
wasn't hungry at tea-time?”

“Weally, Blake—->

“ Besides, we want{ you to come,” =caid
DBlake. “Tom Merry and Dig arc standing
this feed betwcen them. Xangy and Reilly
and Lumley arc coming, and Figgins & Co.

Gussy 27

“I'm not goin' to dwag anybody else into
it. Look here, dcah boys,  wish you'd leave
me alone for a bit,” said D'Arey abruptly.
“1 don't feel inclined for company just now,
and that's the twuth. . Pway wetire.”

Blake and Tom Merry exchanged a hope-
less glance, and left the study. They knew
from expericnce of old how useless it was to
argue with the swell of St. Jim's when he
had made up his mind. D!Arcy had a cer-
tain quality in his nature which le called
firmness, but. which the ether fellows called
ohstinacy. *

“Blessed if I like it!* said Blake again, as
they weni{ down the passage. “ When Gussy
gets into that ‘sort of temper ycu never
know what’s going to. happen, I don’t
always quite understand Gussy. 1 hope he's
not thinking. of anything that wili get him
into trouble with the Head. I.shall jolly
well keep an eye on him, I think."” .- -
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®You'd better,” said Tom Merry.

*And the subject was dropped, but it left
Jack Blake considerahly uneasy about his
chum.

Artbur Augustus remained alonc in Lhe
Fourth Form study. He had not lighted
the gas, and the dusk had fallen thickly.

There was a step at the door, and some-
ora came in, but in the growing darkness
D'Arcy could not see who it was.

“Who's that?” he asked.

“h[e."

“ Levison ?"

% Yes,” snid Levison, closing the dcor, and
coming forward in thc gloom. ¢ Wlhat are
you in the dark for, D'Arey?”

«“1 pweler it.” .

“I want to speak to you, D'Arcy.” Levi-
son’'s voice was low, and had a strange
sound in it likke the hissing of a snake. #I've
bad some trouble with Monteith to-day. _lIe
picked on me, and gave me an awful licking
—for nothing!”

«The wottuh!'" o

“Wiil you help me?® muttered Levison.
“I've got a scheme for wmaking the rotter
smart for what he’s donc, and I want scme-
one to help me. You've got just as much
up against him as I have, and you'rc game,
I think.” .

“I'm game enough,” said D’Arcy quietly.

“ B]]t_)!

“I've got a good idga,” =aid Levison
between his teeth. ©Monteith has taken to
having a sprint round the quad of a night
now to keep himself in form for footer. 1lc
always follows exactly the same way—l've
seen_him a lot of times—round by the clock-
tower, you know, and down the path along-
side the Mead's garden. It will be pretty
dark to-night, and a couple of us could wait
for him there—=»

“« Weally—-" .

“ A cord tied across the path would hring
him down,” said Levison between his teeth.
“We could have a couple of cricket-stumps
with us. In the dark he'd never sce who
hit kim, and we could keep our mouths shut
afterwards. I—"

“Look here—"

«] shouldn’t carec to do it alone,” said
Levison; “and Mellish is too cowardly. If
you care to help me, we'll make Monieith
sorry he touched either of us.”

“You cad!»

“ What I»

D’Arcy’s eyes were gleaming.

“You dare to pwopose to me to attack a
fellah in the dark and hit him when he’s

down!” he exclaimed angrily. “You are
an nttah cad!»

Levison gritted his teeth.

“«1 supposc we can't go for a prefect

openly !” he said sullenly. «J don't want to
e expelled from the school, if you do!”
«Expelled or not, I shall go for him
openly ! said D'Arcy.. “And if he were ten
times as gweab a bwute, I wouldn’t hit him
in the dark!”
“Say you're afraid, and have done with
# ! sneered Levison,
. I am not afwaid, you wottah! BRut—>
“Well, what . I've said to you is in confi-
dence,” said Levison, backing away a little,
“You won't repeat it?»
«0f course I won't, you wottah!"

“Not a word—honour hright?”
“Honah bwight! Now get
studay!” said Arthur Augustus.

make me sick!”
And Levison got out!

out of my
“You

1 —_—

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Levison’s Revenge.

"RTHUR AUQUSTUS D’ARCY started.
He was crossing the dark and
deserted quad when suddenly there
came o sharp cry.

The cry came from the direction of the
path along the wall of the Head's garden,
and in a flash there came back into D’Arey’'s
mind what Levison had said to bhim.

Had Levison been foolish e¢nough—

The thought did not finish in his mind.
There was another sharp cry of pain from
thet darkness, and D'Arcy ran towards the
spot.

He ran into a shadowy flgure that was
running from the path, and he stopped, with
a Dgeathless ejaculation: .

“Levison!"

“Silence!” muttered Levison thickly, and
his eyes werc gleaming strangely in the
gloom. “Hold your tongue, for goodness
sake !” -

*What have you done?”
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“You know.”

“You've hit him—down—"

“No—no!” muttered Levison hastily. “On
my word, I haven't touched him! He—he's
only humped over on the cord!”

“Qh!" said D'Arcy, in rellef.

“But—but you know what it will mean if
it's known I did it!” Levison muttered. ** Not
a word about seeing me herc, D'Arcy!
Rcmember, you promised to keep mum!”

“Vewy well!” said D'Arcy. *“But——"

“Promise !”

“1 pwomisge!”

“Qood )"

Levison disappearcd into the shadows.

Arthur Augustus hesitated.

It was no buziness of his to succour
Monteith, the bully whom he had been plan-
ning to punish. But—

Monteith was calling out in pain. What
did jt mean? If he had been running hard
when he caught his foot in the cord across
the path, he might have had a nasty fall;
he might even have broken a limb. D'Arcy's
kind heart could fcel no mallee or resent-
ment, with a thought like that in his mind.
He ran quickly towards the spot.

The gloom was thick under the trees that
grew over the wall of the Uead's garden.
Leafless as thc trees were, they shut out the
faint glimmer of the moon, and there were
no stars.

“Help! Oh!”

Then there was a groan.

“Bai Jove!” muttered D'Arcy.
be hurt! Levison is a silly ass!
leg might be bwoken, bai Jove!”

He stumbled over a fallen form in the path
by the wall—a form that was_painfully
rising. Ther¢ was a cry again, and then a
pair of hands clutched at the swcll of St.
Jim's in the darkness, and grasped him.

“I've got you!”

“Monteith!"”

“D’Arey!”

“Yaas, wathah—it s I!
happened ?"

“You young villain!” sald Monteith thickly.
“You know what you've done! Help! Help!”
He raised his voice, and shouted.

Arthur Augustus struggled in the grasp
of the prefect.

“Let me go, you wottah!”

“Help!”

. I came here to help you!”

“Hold your lying tongue! Help!” shouted
Monteith,

Lights were dancing in the quadrangle row.

Monteith’s cries had reached half the ears
in St. Jim's, and fellows were pouring out
into the quadrangle.

Kildare's voice could be heard ringing in
the distance.

*What's the matter? Where are you?”

" Here!” shouted Monteith.

The captain of St. Jim's came striding up.

Therec was a crowd of seniors and juniors
behind him, and with them came Tom Merry
& Co. Fatty Wynn still had a half-finished
tart in his hand.

D’Arcy wrenched himself away from the
prefect.

“You uttah wottah!” he gasped. “I—1—"

“Stop him!” shouted Monteiths

“Stop who?”

“D'Arcy!”

“DiArcy, stop!”

“Weally, Kildare—"

“8top here!"

“Vewy well, but——"

Kildare flashed thc 'amp upon Monteith.

Two or three more fellows had bieycle
lanterns, and Lumley-Lumley had a pocket
clectric-lamp. The .light gleamed upon the
prefect, and a cry of horror rose from the
whole crowd.

Monteith was in running clothes. He had
been taking a sprint round the path in the
dark, when he stumbled over the cord
stretched across the path. The cord waa
there, and closc to it was a quantity of
broken glass. Monteith had crashed down
upon the broken glass, and his hands and
knces were badly torn, and there were gashes
on his face. His scanty garh, in many places,
was stained with blood.

“He must
The chap’s

What bas

“Good heavens!” exclaimed Kildare,
aghast.

“Oh!” murmured Blake. *“Gussy, what
have you done?”

Arthur  Augustus whirled round wupon
Blake. His eyes blazed with anger.

“Blake. do you think 1 did that?”

“I—I don't know! Who did?”

D'Arcy was about fto speak. The name of
Levison was upon his lips. But hec remem-
bered his promisc.

e had had no idea of this when he had
given his word to Levisoni

Dut he had given I¢.

i '
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A promise was a promlse, and if he broke
it, the cad of the Fourth would be expelled
from St. Jim’'s for this villainous act of
revenge.

He could not break his word.
l_'l‘he unuttered words died upon D'Arcy’s
ips.

“ Well?" said Blake.

D’Arey was silent.

Kildare's hand dropped with an iron grip
on D’'Arcy’s shoulder. ,

“Did you do it, D'Arey?”

“No, Kildare.”

“He’s lying,” said Monteith fiercely. “He's
lying! He actually fell over me as 1 was
getting up, and 1 seized him, or be'd have
run.” .

“There's blood on D'Arcy's hands,”
Mellish.

It was true enough.

Monteith’s hands were bleeding profusely,
and a great deal of the blood had heen trans-
ferred to D’Arcy in their struggic.

The [cllows gazed at it in horror.

To their minds it scem<d like conelusive
proof.

“Good heavens!” muttered Kangaroo.

“COh, D'Arcy!”

“It’s horrible!” said Figzging, in a low voice.
“He must have becn mad.”

D’Arcy gave a cry.

“I didn’t do it! Do you think I should
play a wotten cowardly twick like that?
You must be mad, I think!”

“Who did then?” sneercd Moniteith.

D’Arcy did not speak.

“You were here?” said Kiidare.

“1 was walkin’ undah the twees,
heard Monteith call out.”

*Liar ! said Monteith.

“You wottah!”

“Silence, D’Arcy. What did you do when
you heard Monteith cry out?”

“I came here to help him.”

“You came here to help Jontciih?” said
Kildare grimly.

“Yaas.”

“You knew it was Monteith,

“Yaas.”

“How did you know it?"

The crowd listencd breathlessly.

How, indeed, gid D'Arcy know thai it was
Monteith who had fallen over the stretched
cord? The ery Monteith had given, that cry
of pain, night have heen uttered by any-
body at St. Jim’'s. 1t was not till after
D’Argy was in his grasp that he shouted for
help, and his voice could be recognised.

“1 heard Monteith's ery. 1 did not know
it was Monteith. How did you kuow it was,
D'Arcy?” asked Kildare.

D’Arcy was silent.

“You Kknow, because you knew that the
cord was to be stretched across the path
there, with the broken glass for him to fall
on?”’ said Kildare harshly.

“No, no—not the glass.
that.”

“I'm afraid you won't gct anyhody to
helieve that,” said the captain of 8t. Jim's
drily. “You couldn’t have known i% was
Monteith tumbling down Lere, unless you
knew that the trap was Iaid for him.”

“Plain enough,” said Knox.

“1 knew it,” said D'Arcy. ¢ I didn’t know
about the glass, but the wope—yes. 1 krew
a chap thought of doin’ it. I didn't know
he'd done it.”

*“And you came to help Monteith?”

“Yaas.”

“It's a lie!” sald Monteith flercely. “It's
a lie! He was close here when I came hy. 1
saw a shadow move hy the wall just before I
fell over the rope, and came down on the
glass. He was here.”

“The fellow who did it was here, you
mean,” said Jack Blake, speaking up for his
chum, though in a doubtful and hesitating
way. .

“Somcone was here, at all events, then,”
said Kildare quietly. “If it was some other
fellow. he must have run off, and passed
quite close to D'Arey, if I)'Arey was running
up at the same time. Did vou see anybody,
D’Arey?”

“It was dark,” said Tom Merry.

Kildate took no notice of the remark. He
had seen that D’Arcy's face had grown very
pale and strained.

“Did you see he
repeated.

The junior did not answer.

“Will you speak?”

“Yaas, I did,” muttered D’Arey.

“Who was 1£?”

No reply.

“Whn was it, D’Arcv?”’

“I—I can’t tell you.”

“Why not?”

“I pwomised not to!”

There was a long pause.

said

when I

then?”

I nevall knew

anybody, D’Arcy?”
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B’Arey stood erect, defiant.
here was condemnation in
face now.

Hardly a fellow there but helieved that
the explanation, made at the last moment
by the swell of $t. Jim’s, was a mere subter-
fuge, a dodge adopted because there was no
real explanation to give.

It was easy to say that he had promised
not to reveal the identity of the fellow who
had played that trick upon Montcith.

But it was not so easy for fellows -to
believe him.

Kildare’s face grew very hard and sterm.

“You saw the fellow, then, D’Arey?”

“Yaas.”

"gld you speak to him?"

“And you promiscd not to give him away?”

“Yaas.

“And then you came to’ help Monteith?”

“Yaas, wathah!

"“And you expect us to believe that?” sald
the capt,am of 8t. Jim's contemptuously.

“Certainly !” said D)'Arey, with a great deal
of diegnity. “I expect my word to be taken.”

“F think you will be disappointed, then,”
said Kildare drily. “X think the yarn is a
little hit too thick, Go into the House. This
matter is for the Head to decide. Menteith,
you'd hetter get t,llose cuts seen to at once.
Let me lelp you.'

“‘Thanks,. Kildare !

Monteith moved away towards the
Ilouse, leaning on Kildare's arm,

''he crowd broke up.

. Arthur Augustus D’'Arcy walked away to-
wards-the School House, feeling like a fellow
in the grip of a torturing dream.

There was -a suspicion in every face round
him—suspicion or condemnation.

Even his own chums were silent.

Jack Blake, as a rule, wouid have stood
-by D’Arcy through thick and thin, and would
have hit out promptly at anyone who sug-
gested that the swell of St. Jim’s was capable
of any mecan or cowardly action.

But now he felt overwhelmed. .

‘What was he to think?

Monteith had heer hurled upcn the hroken

almost every

New

plass hy the hidden cord, and D'Arcy had

been upon the spot.

D Arcy, as all the Hovse kncw, had been
mentally elaborating some scheme  for
_avepging the injuries he had reccived from
{he New House prefect He had refused to
reveal what it wa He had said that le
would not drag other fellows into it.

Was this the scheme?

How could fthe fellows doubt?

D’Arcy had alweys been believed incapable
of a2 cruel or base action, but D'Arey had
n6t been himself lately.

His wrongs had preyed upon his mind, and
he had been cxcitable, strangely sullen,
aimost feverish of late.

In that miserable frame of mind had he
done this wretched thing?

Blake felt his heary as heavy as lead.

Was it possible to doubt it? i

The explanation the swell of 8t. Tim's
had given was too feeble. True, D'Arcy had
always been supposed to be ineapable of a
falsehoed. But, faced with the sudden
rcalisation of what he had done, and with
the prospeet of heing expelled from the
school in disgrace, had he not lied?

It was orly too probable. '

The terrible weicht of evidence was against
thie swell of St. Jim's, and he felt it himself,
and his head howed a little as he walked
into the School House,

There was a buzz of. excited voices in the

. hall.

But no one spoke to D'Arcy.

He went slowly and quietly up to
study. and no voice was raised to
him as he went..

his own
address

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Waiting for the Verdict!

‘ARCY had been taken in to see the
‘Head.

The ncws was soon over the whole
school.

New House fellows and Sehool Ileuse fel-
lows gathercd in the passage, waiting for
Arther Augustus to come out of the Head’s
study.

‘What would the verdict be?

There was only one ncssible verdiet, in the

general cpinion of the St. ‘Jim's fellows.
D’Arcy’s guilt was as clear as daylight. He
would be expelled. The only aquestion was

whether he wonld be flogged 23 well,
And most of the fellows considered that he
deserved it. ) .
Monteith had rone to hed in the New
House, and the docior from Rylcomhe had
attended his injuries.

crowd, a buzz of deep-drawn breath.

Even his own chums hesitated to credit it.

Tom Merry & Co. were in 4 very unpleasant
position. They wanted to stand by Arthur
Augustus, but, it seemed impossibl¢ to do so
without appearing to justify what had Dbeen
done. And tliey could not do that.

Yet it was.a great shock to them to think
that the swell of St. Jim’s might be expelled.

There was a sudden movement in r}:l}ie
'he
handle of the Head's door had turned. .

The door opened. Another buzz. D’Arcy
appeared in the doorway erect, collected,
with pale cheeks, but firm l]ps and steady
eyes.

He came out and closed the deor behind
him, and walked down the passage, the
juniors standing back to give him room to
pass.

Blake pressed forward.

“Gussy!”

Arthur Augustus looked at hira.

"Well?” he said.

*“What's the verdict, Gussy?”

Tom Merry laid a hand on D’Arcy’s arm.

“Are you sacked?”

D'Arcy raiscd his head hlgh
*Yaas.”

The juniors fell baek. They had expected it;
they could hardly bave dreamed of anytling
else; but it was a terrible shock to them.

h cked?” repeated Blake.

“Yaas.”

“Oh!”

“I am expelled fwom &8t. Jim's,” sald
D’Arey quietly. “I explained to the Head
that I was innocent, and that I had nothin’
to do with the mattah. ,He did not helieve
me. I am expelled from St. Jim’s, and I amn
to leave by the first twain in the mornin’.
That's all.”

“It’s a shame—a rotten shame!”
sobbed Wally.

“Sacked!” repeated Blake dazedly.

Arthur Augustus walked down tlie passage,
and the crowd were left to discuss the matter.
I’Arcy’s head was high and his step was
firm.

Hc might be guilty—all the school believed
him guilty—but one who was perfectly inno-
cent could not have carried himsclf more
proudly and bravely.

Arthur Augustus D’Arey had no more ta
say; but the school soon- knew the details
of what had passed in the Head’s study.

Expelled!

It was a terrible word, and it rang un-
pleasantly in the ears of the juniors. It
meant so much to a lad. A fellow who had
been expelled from a public school, especially
on such a charge, could hardly hope to
obtain admittance to any other school of
good standing. It meant a stain upon his
name for life.

Yet, if he was guilty, he descrved ft.

No one questioned that; and in spite of
Wally's vehement champbionship, and Blake's
lingering hope. all St. Jim's had made up its
mind upon that subject.

Arthur Augustus did not appear in the
Common-room again. He went up to the
dormitory to pack his hoxes. The swell of
S§t. Jim’s had plenty of packing to do, and
he was to leave the school.by the first train
in the morning.

He wondered whether his old chums would
come up to Lelp him pack. He hoped that
they would not. Something wet was on his
lashes as he bent over his boxes.

Packing was a miserable task; it was like
saying farewell a hundred times to the old
scencs he loved so well.  This waisteoat he
had worn when Cousin Ethel came to tea in
the study; that topper had figured on
another important occasion; he had first
worn his green-and-black necktie to tea with
the Head—and so on.

Everything, as he packed it in the boxes,
had some association attaechced to it that
n}ade a lump rise in his throat as he thought
of it.

o

almost

The dormitory door opened.
A junior came in with white chceks and
staring eyes. It was Levison.. D'Arcy

looked at him grimly, without a word.

Yet even he could feel a twinge of pity
for the wretched junior.

Levison dared not own up what he had
done. If he wanted to, he darcd not. Tn
facc expulsion—he had not the courage! He
simply could not do it! Bad Levison un-
doubtedly was—bad at heart. DBut he was
not heartless; he was not without feelings.

He felt h much he was wronging
D’Arcy; he felt. dimly, how nobly D’Arcy
was repaying his meanness and cowardice.
Levison’s heart. was heavy, and his con-
science was torn with rcmorse and fear; and
perhaps remorse predominated.

He lookcd at the open hoxes and at the

"as you are,
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scattered property of the swell of St. Jim’s,
and for somc moments he could not speak.

“You’re really going?' he pasped at last,

D'Arcy nodded.

“Yow re sacked‘?"

“Yaas.”

“ And—and you ’re really gomg—v’nthout—
without giving me away?”

Levison's tone and look showed -that he
could hardly believe it yet.

“I gave you my word,” said D'Arcy
simply.

Levison choked. .

“I—I'd own up if I dared!” lLie muttered.
“I'm a beast—a rotten beast—I know I am,
D’Arey! I—I'd never have Dbelieved that
there was such a decent chap in the world
I—I'd own up, but I can’'t!
I dare not!”

“It's all wight.”:

“It’s isn't all right!” groaned Levison. “Do
you think I'm suchi a rotter as to let you
go like this, without—without feeling what
a frightful worm I am? I—I'd go to the
Head at once, and—and tell him, only—"

“I don't expect you to, Levison.”

Levison laughed bitterly.

“You know I haven’t the pluek!” he mut-
tered. “If—il it were only a caning, or even
a [llogging; hut I daren't go home. I daren't
face my people and tell 'em I’ve been
sacked! I eouldn’t do it!"

“It's all wight,” said D’Arcy again,

“And—and you dom’t bear any malice?”
muttered Levison..

D’Arcy was silent.

“I'm a fool to ask that, of course,” said
Levison wretchedly. “I know how you must
hate me; of course you must!” i

“I don’t hate you, Levison,” said D'Arey,
after a pause. “You had no wight to get
that pwomise out of me you know that. I
shouldn’t have given you my word it I had
known what a howwible thing you meant

)
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to do. If you were a deeent chap, you'd
welease me fwom my pwomisc now.”
“And—and then you'd tell?” muttered
Levison.
“I—I don’t know. I suprose so. You

ought ‘to tell; any decent chap would own
up, undah the eires. But a decent chap
would never have done as you did.”

“You den’t know how he treated me.”
. “Yaas, I know it well cnough; but thmtq
no excuse. It was a beastly, dlrty, cowardly
twick! But it's no good talkin’. You don’t
mean to own up.”

“I daren’t!”

“¥t’s all wight.”

D'Arcy turned to his packing agam He
carefully smoothed out waistcoats and folded

them. Levison watched him for some
‘minutes in silence.

“Can I help you?” he asked at last.

“No, thanks.” )

“And you:rcally mean to go, without
giving me away?”

“I've said so.”

“I—I can hardly helieve it!" mutfered
Levison. “I suppose you mean it? I know
you do! I wish I could save you. I wish

But what's the ‘good of wishing? I{ I

sav a word I shall have to go in your place.
I ean't face it! But—but I—I'd like you to
say that you . forgive what I've done,
D'Arcy, before you go.”

There was a long pause.

“Vewy well,” said D’Arcy, with an effort.
“1 for[:lve you, if that’s what You want.
Twy to he a more decent chap in the future,
Levison.”

“I—1 will?” muftered Levison.

He left the dormitory. Arthur Augustus
went on with his packing.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
The Final Chance. ’

" FTER breakfast the school will
assemble in Hall.”
That was the notice pinned up

on the notice-board in the Schcol
House. There was another to the same
effect in the New House.

«Jt's a chancé for Gussy,
Blake.

The chums looked round " for the swell of
St. Jim’s.

D’Arcy came - downstairs. with his overcoat
on.

<1 am goin’, vou fellahs,” he said.

“Not yet,” =.11(l Blake. “Look .at that!”

He pointed to the notice on-the Loard.

Arthur Augustus read it,

«That has nothin’ to do with me,” he said.
«] don't belong to St. Jim's now. And it I
go into H.zll with the Form I shall lose the
twain.»

“Blow the train 1
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then,”  said
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Mr. Railton came outb of his study.

« All boys into Hall!” he said briefly.

“Am I to go, Mr. Wailton?”

« Certainly, D'Arcy!”

“Vewy well, sirl»

“Come pon!" said Blake, linking arms with
the swell of St. Jim's,

Fellows were crowding into Big Hall from

all sides. The juniors were marshalled in
Forms, and frowning prefects walked up
and down to see that they were in order.
The hall was crowded, and curiosity reigned
supreme.
; The general impression was that Arthur
Augustus D'Arcy was to be expelled in
public after all, though all the school had
supposed otherwise hitherto.

Figgins & Co. gave Arthur Augustus a
sympathetic look as he came in and took
his place in the ranks of ‘the Fourth.

v “I'm sorry, Gussy,” whispered Figgins;
®and I don't helieve a word of it, now 1've
had time to tlink it over.”

“Thank you vewy much, Figgay, deah
boy 1 -

“8ilence, you juniors!' shouted Knox.

There was still a buzz in the crowded hall,
The }cad had not yet entered. Arthur
Augustus stood very erect in his place in
the Fourth. Most eyes were turned in his
direction, and the swell of ‘St. Jim's bore
the general scrutiny without, faltering.

The buzz in the hall died away.

. The Head had cntered.

' Dr. Holmes stood at the upper end of the
hall, upon the raised dais, an imposing figure
in his gown.

He surveyed the assembled school, silent,
breathless, waiting for him to speak. When
he spoke his deep, clear voice rolled through
the hall: -

“Boys, you aré all aware of the outragme
that was committed yesterday, of the das-
tardly attack made upon a prefect. You are
all aware that D'Arcy major of the Fourth
Form has been sentenced to
from the school, because the evidence maie
it clear to every reasonable mind that he
was guilty.” : v i

A slight murmur.-

Wally, wedged among the Third, hung on
the words of the Head.

it was he going to say?

- “But,” , resumed the Head slowly. and
quietly, “in order that even the culprit ma¥
not say that a stone was left unturned
order to establish the truth beyond all pos:
sible doubt, I have now ordered the schook

to be assembled, and. I have somcthing te (-

say to 'all present. The statement of
1YArcy of the Fourth Form is that the out-
rage was committed by some other boy,
whose name he knows, but which he pro-
mised- in a hasty moment not to reveal.
If this statement is true, that other bhoy—
the - ghilty party—is hcre pegsent, and is
restralned from speaking out by a cowardly
fear of the consequences ‘of his cowardly
action.” ’

Another murmur.

“In order that not a chance may he left
untried, I now make an offer to that boy—if
‘that boy is not merely a fAgment of the
real culprit's imagination. If any boy here
present, with the exception of Arthur D'Arcy
of the Fourth Form, was the author of the
outrage perpetrated upon Monteith of the
Sixth, let him c¢ome forward and speak cut.
If he does so, T undertake that he shall not
be punizhed for what.he has done.

“ITe shall not he expelled, he shall not be
_ftogged, he shall not be .caned. e shall
come and speak freely, and he shall go
freely, and the matter shall he hurled in
oblivion. I make this’ offer keranse T will
leave- ' no chance untried.. If this offer is
refused, Y .think that cven the condemncd
-culprit cannot further maintain his_ inno-
cence. If, therefore, any boy present, other
than D*Arcy of the Fourth, has anything to
tell me, let him stand forward. and speak.
What T have promised I will perform.
pledge my word.”

There was a breathless silence.

The school was astounded.

YFor-some moments & pin might have been
heard to drop In the great hall of §t. Jim’s.

Dr. Holmes  walted.: -

_The silence was growing painful, oppres-
sive, B e . -
-- Burely, surely if any fellow other.than

D'Arcy had “done that wretebed thing he
would take advantage of the Iead's offer
and own up! . - .
Tf he had a rag of decency left he must
be willing to prevent so fearful an injustice

be cxpelletl
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at the mere cost of speaking “out, un.
punished. Common prudence, too, should
urge him to do so, for there was always
danger of the truth being discovered; and
the truth discovered meant relentless pun-
ishment for him, all the more relentless
because he had allowed an innocent Iad to
suffer in his place. :

The whole school waited.

Dr. Holmes stood like a statue. He did
not expect an answer, but he felt it his duty
to make this last cffort to place the matter
heyond doubt.

There was a sudden sound in the breath-
less silence of the hall—a sound of shuffling
feet, as someone moved. . .

Every eye swept round towards the sound.

A junior dragged Limself. unwillingly, as
it wcere, frogg, the ranks of the Iourth.

With dea pale face the wretched hoy
staggered out into public view.

There was a murumr,

“Who's that?” .

“A junior—a Fourth Form kid.”

“It’s Levison!”

Knox, the prefect, made an angry gesture
to Levison.

“Get back into your he
claimed, not understanding.

Levison made no reply.

Ile moved slowly up the Hall, and every
;_\"e in the great assembly was fixed upon
im.

Jack Blake gripped the arm cof his chum.

¢ Gussy—QGussy !

D’Arcy looked at him.

“Was it,” murmured Blake

Arthur Augustus set his lips.

“Let him speak!” he sald.

“My hat!? said Tom Merry. “And I
never guessed! Kick me when we get out
of this, Blake!” N

1 will!” said Blake simply.

Levison walked staggeringly up the hall.
Dr. Tolmes’ gaze was fixed upon him as he
advanced.

Levison stopped at last before the Head.

“Well, Levison?” . S

The Head's voice was like ice.

He knew what was coming. &nd he was
glad—glad- that he had taken this course,
and saved himself from inflicting a terrible
wrong upon an innocent lad.

What have you to say, Levison?”
==1"did it, sir.”
’ :\‘lt_?]’J,.él:petruted that outrage upon

‘Bevisonsgisped.
“Yes, Sir.”
“You placed the cord across the path. and
the broken glass for him to fall rpon?” the
Head asked, his voice vibrating with scorn.

“Yes. sir.”

“Why?”
“Because he bullied me, sir." said Tevison,

place!™ ex-

“was it ”

with a flash of spirit. “ He heat me like a
dog!”
Monteith colonred uncomfortably. He

remembered that scene in the gym, and he
understood that. badly as lhie had suifered,
he had hrought it uron Limself.

“Indecd!” said the Head, “Is this true?
It is a rule of the college that School Housa
boys ‘are under the orders of their House
prefects. Did vou take it upon yourself to
administer’ punishment to Levison, Mon-
teith?” )

“I may have
mered Monteith.

“For what?”

“He may have rcfused to fag for me

“You have no right to fag Echool
hoys. You know that very well.”

Monteith bit his lip, and was silent.

“HWe fagged me, sir,” said Tevison, with
a glance of hatred at the handaged prefect.
“He sent me for his coat, and Mr. Rateliff
ordered me out of the New . House hefore
I could get it. Monteith wouldn’t helieve
me, and he licked me for not getting the
coat. Then I made up my mind tp punish
him.”

There was a murmur in the hall.

“Silence!” said the Head., “All this may
he very true, Levison, though vou are known
to be an untruthful hoy, and 1 canunt,
therefore, attach full weight to any state-
ment you may make. But even if it is
true, it does not excuse such a wanton and
barbarous attack as you made upon Mon-
teith. Nothing could possibly excuse that.”

“J—I was excited, sir, and—and I was
sorry afterwards.” ! .

“[ hope that is the case. Levison. And
is it a fact, then, that D’Arey was induced
to make this promise to keep your secret?”

punished him, sir.,” stam-

House

Friday.

“Yes, sir. He didn't know what I'd done?
he thought Monteith had had a fumble, that
was all!” mutteread Levison. “I'd  lhave
owned up, only—only—"

“You had mnot the courage ¢o tel
truth,” said the Head sternly.

Levison hung his head.

“I am glad that the truth is established
now, at all’ events,” said the Head, after a
pause. “You have heen guilty of a hase ard
wicked action, Levison, for -which [ should
expel you instantly from the schocl, if I had
not pledged my word otherwise, The
excuses you make for your conduct do not
weigh at all. However much you were
wronged, it was base and cruel to do as you
did. The only atonement you could have
made was to lhave owned your guilt-—and
that you have not done till assured of being -
unphnished. I cannot express the scorn 1
feel for your conduct, Levison. But I shall.
keep my word with yon—you may go!”

“Thank you, sir!” faltered Levison.

. .A]\lnd slowly he turned and left the crowded
1all.

“D’Arcy!” said the Head.

“Yaas, sir!”

Arthur Augustus D’Arcy, with Lis face very
bright, stepped out of the ranks of the
Fourth. Tle advanced towards the Head
with a firm step. There was a cheer in the
hall; the fellows simply roared.

“Good old Gussy!”

“Hurrah!"

The doctor held up his hand.

“Silence!” .

The shoutinggdied down.

“D’'Arcy, yot have narrowly escaped suffer-
ing a great ipjustice. With the evidence as
it was, I cannot blame mysclf for having
condemned ‘you. But 1 am ‘more than glad
that the truth has hcen established. and I
am sorry you should have heen suspected.
There is no stain upon ynn now—you are
exonerated—you will remain at the school, -
and I say before the whole college that I
consider yon a crcdit to St. Jim's.”

- .“Thank you, sir!”

“¥ou,have a hgdtx sense of l'mnm\r. ‘which
would be a credit “to-~any boy and any
school,” said the Head. ”Il‘k"'i‘%?m&w_
more. careful, in_future,” about mwaking rash .
and ill-considered promises. You should
always reflect before you pass yonr word:
for the word once_ passed cannot lonourably-
be broken, That is all, Bdrey.”

And the Head shook 'Hands with the swell
of S$t. Jim’s, and left the hall.

There was a ‘roar. :

“Bravo; Gussy!”

“Hurrah!” :

Tom Merry & Cn. madc a ruosh.

the

w

Arthur

Auncustus D’Arcy was surrounded by enthvsi-
astic friends.
could forgive them all their doubts,
Merry

Torn
was.shaking his right hand, ‘Dighy
- WallE- was thumpineg him en the
back, “and . Blake was dizging him joyfully in
ibs. . Arthur Augustus gasped.

roared Figginz.  “Three cheers
Gussy!”

“Hip, hip, hurrah!” .

And Arthur Aucustus was rushad ent of
Big Hall in the midst of a wildiy enthusiastic-
crowd. Kildare shook Lim by the land: and
even Monteith had the grace to muiter that
he was sorry. In the joy of the moment. the
tellows could forgive even Levisen: in faet,
the cad of the Fourth was slmost popular.
for having spoken, out at the last moment
and saved the swell.of &t. Tim’s, . .

“It's all wight, deah boys—it's all _\v_l.ff.ht,"
said Arthur Augastus. “l'm quite willin’ to
ovahlook your bein' a set of silly asses; I'm
sure youn can’t help it.”

“Look here——" hegan Blake.

“Peace, my infants,” said Tom Merry.
“Mustn't spoil the present happy state ol
of affairs by rowing.” - .
say, the state of affzirs.

And, needless to
was not spoiled.

THE END.
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