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By FRANK RICHARDS,

Harry Wharton & Co. at Greyfriars School.

g
A Magnfﬁcent Long Complete Tale, dealing with the Early Adventures of %
- ]

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
COn the Warpath.

E. QUELCH, the master of the
! Remove at Greyfriars, opened his
i bed-room deor to retire for rest.
He knew where to  find the
niatches—or he usually did, But as he put
his hand to the table beside the door for
them, he-did not find them in their usual
place. He regretted then that he had not
mougnt up a caundle with him.
‘Dear me!” he murmured. “This is mo«b
annoying. Someone has taken my matches.”
He groped into the room, and gxoped aver
ihe table, He murmured something under
fiis breath as he heard the inkpot fall over,
and some papers go rustling to the ficor.
Thery he went out of the room, descended the
stzirs again, and came up with a lichted
:andle.
By that time Mr.

Queich was not in the
sest of tempers. He had reached a time of
e when ascending stairs was no light
-u«tier to him.

He was looking pink as he came into his
‘com again. He wished very much to know
W ho had taken away his matches.

Quelch hghtcd the gas, and proceeded
to dnpst himself of his co

Tiie bed was in an alcove in the wall, and
partly hidden by a ecurtain.

The master of the Remove did not observe
that it was occupied, nor was he likely to
shserve it till he went to step in.

But suddenly, as he took off his coat, he
stopped, and gave a start.

A sound of deep and steady breathing had
struck upon his ears.

Mr. Quﬂch stood quite still, the coat in
his hands,” his heart beating. He conld
scarcely believe his ears for a moment, and
lie listened intentiy to make sure that he
was not mistaken.

But there was no mistake abhout it!

There was a steady breathing in the room,
and it came from the direction of the bed.

In a moment Mr. Quelch saw it all.

His matches had been moved by the same
nerson whose breathing he could now hear—
ll gurgla.. who had hidden himself under the
e

Mr. Quelch stood quite still, listening, for
several moments. Then he guietly put on his
coat againm.

The deep, steady breathing showed two
things. First, that the burglar had lost all
caution, and was not careful to conceal his
presenee ; second,,and consequently, that the
wreteh had fallen asleep under the bed.

Mr. Quelch smiled grimly.

A burglar under the bed might be a
dangerous customer to tackle, especially if
he were armed; but by falling asleep he had
thrown himself into the h(mm of the law, ag
it-were. . ~

Mr, Quelch.quictly extinguished the gas.
:0 a8 nobt to alarm the burglar by a light. if
J:2 should awaken, and stepped softly from
the room.

In the passage he paused a few moments
to consider.

The point now was to capture the hurglar,
and it was necessary to hring such a IO"ce
againgt him that he would nm enture to
struggle, or to use his revolver, if he had
one.

Mr. Quelch thought of Gosling, the porter,
but shook his head.

Gosling was a long way off, and he was nob
brave.

Then he thought of Mr. Prout. Mr. Preut
was master of the Fifth, and a great sports-
man, and always kepi two or three guns in
his study.
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Mr. Prout, as a man of war and an owner
of deadiy weapons, was just the man to deal
with the burglar. Mr. Quelch descended at
once to his study, and tapped at the door.
He entered, and found Mr. Prout there,
reading a boc}\ dealing with big game in
America. The Fifth Form-master gianced up
with a nod.

“Sorry to disturb you, Prout, but—"

“Not at all,” said Mr. Prout, waving the
Remove-master to a chair. “On the contrary,
I shall be delighted to have a chat. I am
1ust reading in this volume—"

“Yes, but—"

“That the number of buffaloes shol in the
tocky Mountaing——"

“My dear Prout—"

“Excuse me, Mr. Queich,
deeply interesting subject.
the Rockies in 85—

“There is a burglar in my room!” said
Mr. Quelch hastily. When Mr. Prout sta ried
with “When I was in the Rockies in 05,
the Remove-master knew from of old th
only a sudden shock would stop him.

Mr. Prout started.

“A burglar?”

“Yegi®

“In your room?”

“Yes, under the hed.”

“Good heavens! Did you see him?”

“No, but I heard him breathing. He must,
I think, have fallen asleep there. As 1 was
alone and unarmed, you may be sure that 1
did not try te get to close guarters with
him.” said the Remove-master drily.

“Quite so—quite so!” sxclaimed Mr. Prout,
]umpmg up, forgetting all about when he

but this is a
When 1 was in

was in the Rocky Mountains in 1895. “I am
glad you came fo me. will load my
rifle—"

“Ahem! I was thinking that = ﬁxearm

might frighten the ruffian into surrender,”
said Mr. Quelch. “Unloaded, however, in
case of accidents.”

Mr. Prout, smiled superior.

“My dear Quelch, suppose he has a re-
volver? Suppose he fires? It will be neces-
gary in that case to wing him.”

“Po—to what‘l”

“Wing him,” said Mr. Prout, with quite
a blood*hu-sty look. “I have never shot a
man yei——"

“Dear mel”

“0f course, I should not kill him,” said

Mr. Prout. “Not if it could be avoided, at
i".H events.s I might wing him in the arm or
eg.”

“You—you are sure of your aim?”

“I have shot buffaloes on the pis
Texas, grizely bears in the Rockies,
in- South Africa—"

“Yes, yes; but—-"

“Rely upon me, Queich.
of the villain,”

Mr. Prout was all excitement now.
Whether he was really as great a hunter
as his stories on the subject would imply,
or not, there was no doubt that he was
keen enough. He took down a rifle from
the wall, and unlocked a drawer for
cartridges. Mr. Quelch watched him in some
unt‘asme» as he loaded.

. “There,” said Mr. Prout,
now. Lead on.”

“Pray do not point that gun in my direc-
tion,” said the Remove-master.

Mr. Prout laughed.

“I assure you, Quelch, that T am not likely
to ‘have an accident  with firearms. You
would be quite safe if I levelled the rifie
point-blank at you.

“}—1 would rather you did not, however.
Pray come on!”

They quitted the study.

of
liens

I will make sure

“I am ready

Mr. Quelch dropped hehind the Fifth Form-
master in going upstairs. Hé wasn’t afraid
of the burglar, but he was decidedly afraid of
Mr. Prout’s rifle. If the Fifth Form master
had stumnbled, he imight have killed “the
Remove-master; and M. Quelch did not
desire to end his days in that manner.

They reached the door of the Remove-
master’s bed-room, and Mr. Quelch stepped
in quietly and relighted the gas.

“Good!” said Mr. Prout, “He
eseape now.”

Mr. Prout dropped on one knee, and levelled
the rifle with depressed muzzle to command
the space under the bed.

“I1 shall have him covered now,” he re-
marked. “You may wake him up and dr;\e
him forth. If he \‘1!1 not come, I will fire.”

capnot

“But--but-—hut-
“It's

all right,” said Mr. Prout, with a
“This is a masa,.me rifle, and the first
ge is blank.”
:mt but if there should he some mistake

“3tuff! T never make mistakes with fire-
arms. If T made mistakes with firearms, my
dear Quelch, I should not be here to tell the
tale. When I was in the Rockies in "95——"

“I will arouse the villain, then.”

“ At once.”

Mr. Quelch bent beside the bed, and raised
the edge of the coverlet. His heart was
heating hard, and he was very excited; other-
wise, he would probably have noticed that
the sound of breathing .did not come from
underneath. But his mind was full of
thoughts of the burglar now.

“Come out!” he exclaimed.

“Come forth!” said Mr. Prout threaten-
ingly. *“Come forth, swundrel‘ Mind, I have
you covered, and my finger is on the t“xggex'
Come forth!”

There was no reply from the burglar.

“(Come forth, or I fire!” shouted Mr. Prout.

No answer.

“Then—-"

“Pray do not fire, Prout. You see

“It is the only way. He must be avmkc
now, and you cannot venture under the bed
to drag him out. He probably has a knife.”

£ Yes; but—"

“I had better fire.
chance—come forth!”

And still no one came forth.

Mr. Prout’s eye gleamed along the barrel,
and he pressed the trigger.

Bang!

Wretch, your last

THE SECOND CHAPTER.

Not-a Burglar.

ANG!
The report rave through the house,
and rolied back in a thousand echoes.

The room seemecd full of stunning
noise and the smell of gunpowder. Mr.
Que]ch jumped almost clear of the floor.

“Oh, dear!” he gasped.

In smte of Mr. Prout’s assurance, he could
not help having a lurking fear that the cart-
ridge might not be a blank one. Mistakes do
happen.

The Fifth Form master
smile of a great huntsman.

He clicked the rifle in a businesslike man-
ner. .The next cartridge in the magazine
was loaded, and Mr. Prout was ready for the
burglar.

But still the burglar did not come forth,

“Good heavens!” gasped  Mr. Quelch.
“Listen!”

“What?”

“T eanpot hear him breathing now.”

“Oh, he is keeping quict. on purpose, of
coursat”

smiled the grim
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Mr. Quelch was quite pale.

“I only hope that you did not make &
mistake with “the cartridges,” he murmured.
“Heaven forbid that you have Kkilled the
wretched man!”

“Good heavens, Mr. Quélch!”

“I can hear no sound.”

“1 never make iistakes with
When I was in the Rockies—"

“We must look.”

“TUndoubtedly. I—-"

firearms.

“Ciel! Vat is it zat is ze v asked
2 voice at the door, as Monsi rpentier,
the French-master, looked in. Vat has

happen viz itself?”

“There's a burglar under the bed!”

“Ciell”

“Mr. Prout has fired a blank cartridge to
frighten him out,” said the Remove-master.
““He refuses to stir, however.”

“I zink zat you pokes him viz ze poker.”

“Ah! A good idea!”

Mr. Quelch stepped to tlie grate; and took
up the poker.

He poked under the bed. He was half
afraid of finding a dead body there, in spite
of Mr. Prout’s assurance that he never made
mistakes with firearms.

But, to his surprise, the lunges of the poker
encountered cnly space.

He lowered his hcad at last, at the risk of
damage from the hidden burglar if he should
be waiting with a bludgeon for such a.chance,
and peered under the bed. It was very dark
and shadowy there; he could see nothing, but
it certainly seemed to him that the space was

“Pear me! Who—what—"

“It is a boy. 1t is not a burglar. It is
zat zere has been a mistake. Ciel!”
Monsieur Charpentier’s face relaxed into

a grin. Crimson was slowly covering the
countenance of Mr. Quelch.
He understood now what an egregious

blunder he had made. Monsieur Charpentier,

grinning, slipped quietly from the room,
mysterious cachinnations proceeding from

him as he went down the passage. Mr. Prout
sprang up, and rushed towards the bed. His
face was a study as he saw Nugent minor.

“ Gr-gr- t Seott!” he gasped.

“Boy!” exclaimed Mr. Quelch, in a voice
of thunder.

“This is the burglar, Mr. Queich?”

“There—there appears to have been some
mistake,” said the unhappy Remove-master.
“I—I certainly thought there was a burgiar
under the bed.”

Mr. Prout grunted. He put his gun under
his arm, and stalked away. A great many
fellows had gathered iIn the passage,
attracted by the report of the firearm.
They looked curiously at Mr. Prout, who
was very pink as he-strode away. without
vouchsafing a word to anyone.

Mr. Quelch remained alone with the new
junior. His face was crimson, his eyes
sparkling with anger. He felt that he had
made himself look absurd, though really he
could not blame himself for the mistake.
How was he to have guessed that a fag
of the Second Form would have the amazing
impudence to go to sleep in his bed?

customary here to address a master
as * ” said Mr. Queleh, with a dangerous
gleam in his eye.

“I'm sleepy.”

“Get out of that bed!”

“I want to go to sleep.”

“Why are you not in the dormitory with
the rest of your Form?” asked Mr. Quelch, as
much perplexed as annoyed.

“I don’t like them. I'm not
sleep in the dormitory.”

“Eh?” said Mr. Quelch, scarcely able ta
believe his ears. “ What?"

“1 wish you'd let me go to slee
Dick irritably.

“Boy I

“0Oh, don’'t bother!”

“Boy, boy, are you mad?
bed at once!”

“Sha'n’t !* 2

Mr. Quelch simply staggered.

Nugent minor settled his bead more coin-
fortably on the pillow, and clesed his ecyes.
Mr. Quelch stared at him speechlessly for u
full minute. He was too astounded to do
anything else. Then he woke to action.

With one stride he reached the- bed.
grasped the bedclothes with both hands.
and dragged them off the junior. Then ke
grasped Dick Nugent by the shoulders, and
dragged him off the bed.

lﬁugenb minor rolled on the floor with a
yell.

“You rotter!” he roared.
What d'you mean?”

going o

Get out of that

He.

“Lemme alone!

vacant. And Nugent minor had not simply lain “I never came across such a boy in my
Mr. Quelch was amazed. down there, either—he had gone to bed. | life before!” exclaimed the Remove-m :
“Monsieur Charpentier, pray bring the| Mr. Quelch now observed his clothes, and| “Dress yourself at once and leave this
candle here,” he said. saw the ecollar of a nightshirt round the | room!”
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#Qui, oui!

‘And Mossoo brought the candie, and
fowered it to the floor, and both of them
peered under the bed, while the warlike
Fifth Form master remained kneeling with
levelled rifie, ready for eventualities.

“Ceil 1” L ’

“Dear me!”

Monsieur Charpentier and Mr. Quelch
uttered those exclamations simultaneously.
For the space under the bed was vacant;
there was no burglar there. :

Mr. ‘Quelch and Monsieur Charpenticer rosc,
staring blankly at one another.

“Well?” said Mr. Prout.

“There—there is no one there!”

“What!”

#T can see Nio one.”

“But—but—-~"

“Ciell”

“What is it, Monsieur Charpentier?”

“TIt is zat he is inv ze bed!” exclaimed the
Trench-master, springing away from it.
YLook!”

“Good gracious!”

Mr. Quelch dragged aside the curtain.
Nugent minor was revealed sitting up in
bed, with a pale and scared face, and
startled eyes.

He stared at Mr. Quelch, and Mr. Quelch
stared at him. DMonsieur Charpentier gave
a sort of crow of astonishment. :

“Ciel! It is a garcon!”

Viz ze pleasure!”

i; Richard Redfern.
2. Leslie Owen.

3 Edgar Lawrence.

junior's - meck. And he been
fast asleep.

Nugent minor had evidently settled there
for the night.

Mr. Quelch stood looking at the boy for

had certainly

some time in silence. Ile really did not
know what to say.
Dick Nugent was recovering from his

astonishment now.

He was not pleased at being awakened
and frightened in the middle of the night,
and his look was growing as angry as Mr.
Quelch’s.

“Boy,” said the Remove-master at last,
“what are you doing here?”

“I'm sleeping—-or was, til 1 was woke
up,” growled Dick. “What's all this row
about?”

“Boy !”

“1 want to go to sleep.”

And Dick settled down again, with his
head on the pillow, and drew the kedclothes
up round his neck.

Mr. 'Quelch ‘was almost petrified as he
viewed this proceeding.

“Boy,” he gasped—“boy!
you?”

“I'm Nugent minor.”

“What Form do you helong to?”

“Second,” said Dick sleepily.

“You—you—— How dare you go to sleep
in my room?” roared Mr. Quelch. “You—you
are a new boy at this school, I presume?”

Who—who are

Dick Nugent looked at the Remove-master,
and met his grim eye. It occurred to him
then that he had better obey.

Slowly and sulkily he put on his clothes,
and then Mr. Quelch took up the candle d
led the way to the Second Form dormitory.
Dick followed with reluctant steps, and a
scowling, sullen face. -

5 Mr. Quelch opened the door of the dermi
ory.

“This is the plate,” he said. “I will
you a light to bed. Mind, I shall ov
your outragecous conduct thi
cause you are a foolish and
new boy. But nothing of the sort must
again. There is your bhed. (et in!”

-And Nugent minor got in.

Mr. Quelch closed the door and returned
to his room. Nugent minor grunted
settled down. A sleepy voice came
Gatty’s bed:

+“Is that you, young Nugent?”

“Yes!” growled Dick.

“You're jolly late!”

“That's not your business.”

Gatty snorted.

“You young cad! We were going to put
you through it to-night, but I'm too jolly
sleepy to get up now. It must be past
eleven. What on earth have you been doing
all the time?”

No reply.
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¢ You may go now and pack your box [’

it | pepeat that [ am sorry you are expellad, Nugent minor,’”’” said Dr. Locke. ;
bl
B

“Was that Mr. Queleh who brought you
n?”

“Find out!”

“Have you been licked?”

“0Oh, don't bether!”

“Very good!” said Gatty grinly. “T won't
Lother—1'm too sleepy at this time of night.
Fil & te you in the morning, Nugent

minor.”

And he went to sleep. Dick Nugent fol-
iowed his example.

He had been saved, after all, from the rag-
ging prepared for him by the Second Form,
though only for the time. On the morrow
the fags were likely to maeke up for losb
time.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Nugent Minor's Punishment.

ICK NUGENT was leaning against a
wall in the Close the next morning,
with his hands in his pockets, when
he was spotted by Gatty & Co. of

ihe Second.

The crowd of Second fags came up with a
and. surrounded him. Dick drew his
{from his pockets and looked at them
in alarm.

“What do you want?” he demanded.

“Here he is!”

“Here's the cadl”

“Look here,” exelaimed Dick fiercely, “you
me alone! I don’t want to have any-
thing to do,with you! I'm jolly sorry I ever
vame to this rotten school!”

“Hark at the cad!”

“Cotlar him!”

Gatty and Todd, and two or three more,
scized the new boy. He was hurried and
nnstled away in  spite of his struggles.
Whither they were taking him he had no
idea, or- for what; but he guessed that it
was for something decidedly unpleasant . to
himself.

The Second-Formers crowded into the tool-
shed with their helpless vietim, and jammed
Lim down upon a wooden bench, two or three
of them holding him there.

How, keep still!” said Gatty threalen-

1
“Shan't!” : :
“Vaou cheeky young cunb, you want a les-
#on!” said the chief of the Second Form.
“Some of you get a rope.”

“Good ! 4

“Let me go!”

“Rats!”

“I tell you I won’t stay here!”
Dick ~ Nugent, struggling furiously.
THE PEN PoPULAR.—No. 276,

shouted

_blackened face, in Gosling’s old coat.

“You

cads!
here !

“Your mistake—you are.”

“Ha, bha, ba!”

“Tie his legs to the beneh!”

And, in spite of Dick’s resistance, hiz legs
were tied to the wooden bench, and he was
a helpless prisener. He gasped with rage.

He was helpless in the hands of the fags,
and they clearly meant to show him no
merey.

* Prisoner,” said Gatty, “you are found
guitty of crawling to Upper Form fellows,
and cheeking your Form. You're going to be
put through it!”

“Rats!”

“Where's the burnt cork?”

“Here you are!”

“{lood! Hold his hands!”

Myers and Todd hung on to Nugent minor’s
arms. Gatty, with a chunk of burnt cork,
proceeded  to - blacken the unfortunate
prisoner’s face all over.

This done—with startling results in the way
of changing ent minor’s appearance—they
dragged off his jucket and waistcoat, and sub-
stituted a ragged old coat in their place.
The old coat was one worn by Gosling, the
porter, when he was doing rough work in
the woodshed. It was about a dozen sizes
larger than was necessary for Dick Nugent.
and full of holes and smothered with dirt and
grease.

Dick's eyes burned through the black on his

Let me go! I'm nov g

‘You beasts!” he gasped.
v laughed.
% that will do, you kids?”

“Well, he looks very pretty.”

“Ha, ba, ha!”

“Nugent minor, are you ready to go down
on your knees and beg the pardon of the
Second Torm for being a rotten outeidery”

“Ratg!”

“Very good. Open the door and yank him
out. He's going round the buildings in a
procession, to show the sehool how the Eecond
Form deal with outsiders.”

“Hear, hear!”

“Ha; ha, hal?

Dick gasped with rage at the thought of
being marched round the Close with a
Bat
there was no help for it. He had put the
backs up of the Second Form, and they were
merciless. Z

The shed door was opened, and Dick was
cast loose from the repe, and dragged out
into the open air.

The winter suntight was falling upon ihe
Close, and nearly everybody was out of doors.

The Second :Form was on the spet almost
to a man—or, rather. to & boy—ana

“You cowards!”

erowded round Dick with shouts and gusi8 -
laughter.

“This way!” shouted Gatty.

“March!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”?

Dick Nugent struggled furiously. The per-
spiration ran down his face, making streaks
in the black of the burnt cork.

But many hands grasped him, and he was
hoisted upon the shoulders of Gatty and
Todd, and marched forward, his wrists and
ankles held by strong hands.

A yell of laughter greeted his appearance
on all sides.

“My hat!” gasped Temple
Fourth. *Who—what is that?”

“Looks like a migger,” remarked Fry.

“0Or a Christy mingtrel.”

“Qh, rather!” said Dabney.

1 » ghrieked Tom Brown.

-

of . the Upper

“It's
s

s had pinned 2
t of the old eoat Dick
1t bore in large letters
IDER!”
lanation to the on-
ishment was due.

the single word *
It was a sufficient
lookers as to

hat his

“No business of ours,” remarked Temple.
“ and it he's been acting the rotter, serve
him jolly well right!”

“Qh, rather!”
Brown

k

thoueht differently. He

s o to Dick by any means.
But he was thinking of Nugent, with whom
he was very chummy. He ran off towards
the footer-field to apprise the chums of the
Remove of what was going on.

The Second Torm procession, avoiding the
masters’ windows, marched on, and as it
happened they skirted the foatball-ground,
and arrived there soon after the New Zea-
land junior.

Tom Brown ran on the field, where Harry
Wharton & Co. were practising passing and
kicking at goal.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!”
‘herry. “What’s the rov 2

“Young Nugent—the Second are ragging
him!” exclaimed Brown breathlessly. e
came to tell you, Frank!”

Frank Nugent look worried.

“What are they doing to him?”

“Lock—there they come!”

The foothallers looked at the procession
as it came swarming towards them.

Nugent’s eyes scemed almost to start from
his head as he saw the figure with the black-
ened face, and in the absurd coat, borne on
Ligh before the uproarious procession. T

“Great Scott!” gasped Harry Wharton.
“That's not Dick Nugent, surely!”

“Yes, it is!”

“My hat!”

“The hatfulness is terrific!”

Nugent cast an appealing glance ab his
chums.

“Stand by me, chaps!” he exelaimed. “I
know Dick has brought all this on himself;
but I can’t stand by and see it. I'm going
to_stop them.”

“Right you are, Franky! Come on!”

“The readyfulness of our esteemed selves
is terrific to back up our worthy chum.”

And the Removites, leaving the footer,
rushed towards the procession, in football-
shorts as they were. Tom  Brown, Mark
Linley, and several others of the Lower
Fourth joined them, always ready to hack
up Harry Wharton. ’

“Put that kid down!” roared Nugent.

There was a yell of defiance from the
Second Form, strong in numbers.

“Rats!”

“Go homel!”

“He’s an outsider!”

“¥ah!” s

«Pput him down, I tell you, or well jolly
soon make you!” exclaimed Bob Cherry.
“Now, then, down with him!”

“Go and eat cokel!”

And the procession swayed on.

“Come on!” said Nugent between his teeth.

And the Removites rushed to the attack.

The procession broke up at the first rush.

It was not particularly agreeable to
Nugent minor, however, for as the fellows
who were carrying him staggered and reeled
he came to the ground with an unpleasant
bhump.

" Then the swaying

Tom

hiad

xclaimed  Bob

and struggling junfors

' trampled over him, and he was rolled over

and over, and a deczen cor more fellows
sprawled across him.

The uproar was, as Hurree Singh would
have said, terrifie.

The Second Form, though they had the
advantage of numbers, had no real chanee

ooal

inst the fighting men of the Remove, and
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after a brief scramble they were scattered
to right and left—all who were not ecram-
bling on the ground.

But the tussle was hardly over when Win-
gate of the Sixth came up, with a face pink
with anger, and cuffing right and left.

“What do you mean by making this row?”
he roared.

“Ow! Oh!” =

“Chuck it!”

“Yah!”

Removites and Second-Formers promptly
scattered. Nugent minor sat up, dazed and
bewildered. He was so confused that he
Dardly knew what was happening.

Wingate uttered a gasp as he
black-complexioned stranger.

“Wh-wh-who are you?” he gasped.

Nugent minor scrambied to hlb feet.

“Who—who are you? What does this
mean? What are you rigged up like this
for?” exclaimed Wingate, grasping the new
boy by the shoulder.

Nugent minor struggled savagely.

“Let me go!”

“You are Nugenf minor?”

“Yes! Leggo!”

“Then what do you mean by this?”

"Ieﬂg,o’” yelled Nugent miner furiously.

“Are you mad?” exclaimed Wingate
angrily. “Do you know who I am?”

“I don't care who you are! Let me
alone!”

Wingate's grip tightened. He was
4DGTY NOW.

“You will leam to care who I am in time,
1 think, if you're not kicked out of Greyfriars
too soon,” he said quietly. “I am the cap-
tain of the school.”

“Let go!”

“You young fool, I—"

Nugent minor kicked out furiously.

“Oh!” gasped Wingate.

He staggered back in pain. The savage
kick had taken effech upon his ehin, and for
the moment he was helpless, and he released
the junior.

Dick Nugent took advantage of the oppor-
tunity.

He darted away at top-speed.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Licked !

INGATE compressed his lips hard.
He was in great pain. The kick
had heen 2 hard one in a tender

quite pale
for a moment.

But he was as much amazed as hurt. He
had come in contact with all sorts and
conditions of boys at Greyfriars, but no one
just like Nugent minor before. For a
Second Form fag to kick the captain of the
school ! Wingate could hardly belicve it,
though his leg was aching with pain.

The Removites had witnessed the scene from
a distance, and Frank Nugent's face was a
study.

“He's done it now!” he said.

'And the Nabob of Bhanipur
that the donefulness was terrific,

“Come, back, Nugent minor!”
Wingate. *

Rut, the junior did not heed.

Wingate limped after him for a few paces,
-and then stopped, and called to the fags,
mno were looking on from a distance with

cared expressions.

“Fetch that young fdnl back!” he said.
“Bring him to my study.”

“Yes, Wingate!”

#Right-ho !,

“We'll get him!”

So chorused the fags, eagerly enough.
Wingate, the rugged but kind-hearted cap-
tain of Greyfriars, was the idol of the Lower
¥orms. The fags felt more incensed against
Nugent minor for his treatment of ngate
than for anybhing else.

They entered mtn the chase wth zest.

“Your minor is in for it this time!” Gatty
leered to Nugent as he passed him.

Frank made no reply, only leoking worried.
But Bob Cherry put out a foot, over which
Gatty promptly tumbied, mllmg on the
ground.

He jumped up in a fury; but, sesing Bob
Cherty’s fists doubled, he t‘louﬂht it more
prudent to dash on after the other fags,

Wingate went into the House. He entered
his study and rubbed the bruise on his leg—
and a big bruise it was, too.

He was still so engaged -when a crowd of
fags came trampmg along the passage, with
2 strugglmg prisoner in thielr midst,

Gatty threw open the door of the study, and

saw the

very

place. His face went

murmured

shouted

pub an untidy head and red, triumphant face
into the room J
“Got him!” he ejaculated.

“Here he is!”

“Here’s the cadi”

“Shove him in!”

A struggling form was projected through
the doorway.

Nugent minor staggered in, and fell upon
his hands and knees on the carpet, gasping for
breath. The doorway was crammed with
triumphant fags, many of whom had smears
of ‘black upon their faces from Dick Nugent’s
bamt cork complexion.

“Thank you!” said Wingate quietly.
can clear out.”

Rather reluctantly Gatty & Co. withdrew.
They wanted to see the terview. They
crowded back into the passa but Gatty
kept the door an inch ajar, his eye to the
aperture.

“Close that door!” rapped out Wingate.

Gatty reluctantly obeyed.

Nugent minor scrambled to his feet. He
looked a pitiable object. His blackened face,
and the old ragged coat reaching below his
knees, made him look utterly absurd. Win-
gate fixed his eyes upon him.

“I want to speak to you, kid,” he said,
not unkindly. “You are on the worst of
terms with your Form. You have kicked my
shins; but you don’'t understand yet what
that might mean to you if I were hard. You
seem to be a wilful and obstinate young
rascal, and amenable to only one kind of
persuasion—a licking. *'m going to give you
a licking, not on account of this big bruise,
but for your own good.”

Dick eyed him warily and sullenly.

“I won’t be licked,” he said.

“Your opinion won’'t be asked,” said Win-
gate, taking up a cane. “Hold out your
hand.”

Dick put his hands behind him.

“§'ill you obey me, Nugent minor?”

“No!”

Wingate breathed hard through his nose.

“Very well,” he said. “You only make it
harder for yourself. You will have the lick-
ing all the same in a more painful way.”

He stepped towards the junior to take him
by the collar.

Dick Nugent promptly dodged round the
table.

“Come here!”

“Sha'n’t!”

Wingate paused.

1t was extremely undignified in
Sixth-Former, captain of the school,
chase a nimble fag round a table.

Wingate’s temper was rising again.

He had been very patient with Nugent
minor, and it was not surprising that his
patience was failing at last.

& fou

ge,

a big
too, to

The Remove -master turned pale.
have really fired a blank cartridge.
sat up in bed, hardly daring to breathae.

5
“Nugent minor, come here!”
“I won’t be licked!”
“1 give you one more chance. If you pud

me to the trouble of catching you, I'll maks
this a hckmg that you won't get over ior
weeks.”

Nugent minor made no reply, but he stocd
warily watching. 1t was evidently not bLis
intention to give in,

“Very well,” said Wingate., “You will
have only yourself to thank for what you
get.”

“I won't be licked.
at this school,” said Dick.
write to my people to take me away.
the place, and everybody in it.”

“Will you come here?”

“No!”

Wingate said no more.
table after the fag.

Dick Nugent dodged again,
reaching across to seize him, bumped ag
the table and sent it flying.

There was a crash as a heap of boo
papers, accompanied by an inkpot,
thesfloor. The table rocked wildly.

I don’t want io stay
“I'lm going to
I hate

He ran round the

and Wingate,
inst

L to

But Wingate's grasp was upon the fag
now.
Dick Nugent struggled dememtc‘v He

kicked and fought and -yelled, while Wingate
fastened a strong grip upon his collar, and
lashed him with the cane.

Wingate laid it on well, and every blow
hrou"hb fresh yell from huneut- minor, who
was helpless in the pm\'erful grasp of the
senior.

Wingate had said that it should be
thrashing, and he made it so.

He gave Nugent minor a dozen powerfal
lashes across the back, and tlien he jerked
him to the door of th‘e study, and openecd it.

“I hope that will be a lesson to yoeun,” he
said. “You will get it worse next time.”

And he tossed the yelling fag cut into the
passage, and closed the door.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.

Struck Down.

ICK NUGENT staggeved to I\n feet
He was huart—very hu

and the Second Form fcms, vs

a good

intended to give him a furthe
ragging when he emewai from the captain's
Qtud) felt that he had had euough. :

stood for some minutes leaning ags

wall, his whole form shaken with :ir\
gasping. They locked at him, and let him
alone.

“Come on,” said Todd. “The poor beggai's
had enough this time.”

“Right-ho!” said Gatty.

¢t 1 only hope,” he gasped, ¢ that you

i can hear no sound.”” The new boy

el
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And the
Nugent

Second-Formers streamed away.
was left alone in the
passage, quivering from head to foot, as
much with passion as with pain, and trying
hard to keep back the tears.

He glanced up savagely-at the sound of a
footstep.

1t was his major.

S'm. sor for this. Dick,’
gent soft g awxullv
old feliow, an
‘l t H‘C alome !”

Frank
Come

said
rough.

you leave me alone?”
1 m his Lip.
* he said.
Ugent loohad
suﬂens glowering eyes.
heart was burning with hatred
and  all uncharitableness.
.'"'\iw Wingate he feit a furious hatred.
his thoughts were directed téwards
Y nge uvpon the senior who had given him
that severe but well-deserved thrashing.
He went slowly down the passage, and the
and chuckles which gr?‘e»ted his
carance reminded him  of thﬂ absurd
¢ he was cutting.
He tore off the old coat, and threw it upon
the floor, and hurried away to a hath-reom
to get the burnt cork washed oft his fae
n the streaming hot water he rubbed and
}bhed but it was long before the black was
i “and’ then some traces of it still
lingered round his ears.
When he

And he walked
after him with

wad finished, and looked into the
{ace
the

dark and sullen, with
rows -eontracted.

y
e was

§ feom the thy iy
d the mu"q lmnéhn" Tie had tecei {rom
Seconid Form fd‘fs.
He left the bath-room, and went out

and, to his relief, the fags
notice of him. They were
him yet, but they realised
it would be only deecent to' let him
ne after the licking he had had in Win-

'Into the Ciose;

IeT

1ad kzmwn what was working in his
hr*r\ r, probably they would have
ed differently. The thrashing Wingate
given him had been far from reducing
gent minor to a -state of subordination.

He glanced up at: Wingate’'s window as he

mind,

went into the Close. The captain of the
school stood at the window, which was
v watching seme football practice, his

) iiidt;w commanding a view of the foothall
fetd.

Nuagent minor’s eyes glittered.

is eyes fell upon a big, round, heavy
ne, and he glanced from it to W .m,atu,
sud from W ingate back to the stone again.

He stooped, "and his fingers closed con-
vaisively on the stone.

The spoiled, passionate boy was not given
1o calculating the consequence of his actions.
At home, he had done what he liked, and
venerally his elders had taken great trouble
to placate him if he were annoyed. Now he
was thinking eonly of his revenge upon the
captain of Greyfriars.

He stood under the leafless clms, looking up
#t Wingate, who was quite vneonscious of the
fag below his windew, stone in hand.

ifarry Wharton, who had come off the
thall field, and was walking towards the
House, caught sight of Nugent minor, saw
stone in his hand and the look on his
tee, and guessed his intention. He gave a
wut of warning.

Look eut, Wingate!”

‘Wingate started, and looked downward.
At the same *moment Nugent minor’s hand
swept through the air, and the stone fiew.

Wingate gave a sharp ery, and disappeared
the room.
xood heavens!”

2d young fool!”

He ran into the house, and up {o Win-
cate’s study. The captain of Greyfriars had
'\iukﬂg,‘brt,d away from the window, and sunk
into a chair. There was a dazed look on
his face. A dark, bruised mark was forming
cn his temple.

“Wingate! You're hurt!”

“I—«I—yes.’” stammered the seni rub-
bing his forehead with his hand. 'I~vI feel
stunned. Did that young fool throw a stone
at me?”

Wharten did not reply.

But no reply was nesded;
lying on the fioor, where it had crashed
fown after striking Wingate. The eaptain of
Greyfriars essayed to rise from his chair, but
gank back again. The concussion had almost
stunned-him, and the effort to rise made his
cerjses whirl.

“I—-I—oh!”
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criecd Wharton. “You

the storne was

Wingate lay limp in the chair.

Wharton's face went white. He dashed to
the washstand in the alcove at the foot of
the bed, and seized the water-jug. He dashed
cold water into the captain’s face. Wingate
gave a shuddering breath, but did not open
his cyes.

“What on earth’s the matter?” exclaimed
Carberry, looking in at the open door.
“What are you doing, Wharton?”

“Wingate’s been hurt.”

“Phew! Who did that?”

“Somebody threw a stone.”

“Qreat Scott!”

Carberry loosened Wingate's collar and tie.
Wharton bathed his face as he lay Hmp
in the armechair. Other feilows came crowd-
ing into the study, alarmed and curious. The
prefect waved them back.

“Don’t crowd round,” he said. “He wants
air. Some mad idiot has been tnromnvf
stonoa from the Close, and he's stunn

“My hat!” said Loder. “I
to be the chap who did it.”

“Hardly.”

“Who was b, Wharton?”

“I think Wingate knows,”

“What is the matier here?
voice at the door.

The feliows turned round in surprise and
some dismay. A form in cap and gown stood
there. A pair of searching eyes looked into
the study.

“The Head!”

Dr. Locke looked into the room.

“What has happened?”

“Wingate’s _hurt, sir,”
respectiully.

“Bless my soul!” The Head came into the
study, the seniors respect{unlly making way
for him, and stood looking down in horror
at the pale face of the captain of the
schoel, with the big bruise on the temple.
“Who-—what has done this?”

“It was a stone from the Close, sir.”

The Head glanced at the big,
on the floor.

“Who threw it?”

“Wharton eays Wingate knows, sir.”

“He’s coming to,” said Harry quietly.

Wingate's eyes  opened. blinked
wildly about lim, and fried to sit upright.
Harry gently defained him.

“Don’t try to get up,” he whispered.
“Stay as you are. You'll feel better.”

“The young  rasc al!” muttered Wingate

said Harry.
” said a deep

said Carberry

®

faintly. - “He threw it because I licked him,
you know. He m be mad!”
“Wh gate?” said Carberry.

“The pew kid
minor.”

“Bless my soul!”

Wingate started.

in the Second—Nugent

sald the Head.

He had not observed the
doctor at his side. He glanced round at the
Head with startled eyes.

“Some of you find Nugent minor, and bring
him to my study, please,” said the Head.
“I am sorry to see you like this, Wingate.
Such an outrage is uuprecedented—unheard
of. There shall be no chance of its repe-
tition at Greyfriars. The boy shall leave
the school this afternoon.”

And the Head strode from the room.

Carberry and Loder and another Sixth-
Former -went to look for Nugent minor.
Wharton brought a towel, and Wingate
mopped his face dry. He was very pale, and
felt sick and dazed.

“Thank you, Wharton,” he said,
faint smile. “I feel better now.
cut: Tell Nugent I'm sorry his brother’s
going to be kicked out; but it can’t he
helped. We couldn’t allow this sort of
thing at Greyfriars.”

Harry nodded sadly.

“1 suppose not, Wingate. It will be rough
on old Nugent.” ;

“Tell him ¥F'm sorry. But the
be better away from the school;
beginning he’s made here,
an uphill time of it.”

Harry nodded, and left the study.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Expelled!
LOCEE sat, with a

with a
You ecan

kid wilt
after the
he would have

rd, stern

R.
brow, waiting for the delinquent {o
be brought before him. :

Tap!

“Come in!” he said quietly.

Carberry and ZLoder entered, bringing in
Dieck I\ ugent betweea them.

Dr. Locke loo ux at the bey searchingly.

“Nugent min he said quis ly—that
quiet voice of hls that was more impressive
than the loudest tones from anyone else—
“I bave only a.few. words to- say to you.

Loder and Carberry, you may go!”

“Yes, sir.”

shouldn't care [

round stone :

Fi‘idayi

The two seniors ‘eft the study.

“Nugent minor, 1 hope you recalise
seriousness of what you have dene?
buried a heavy stone at Wingate—-"

“He licked me !”

“It wus a cowardly
revenge, even if yQu'
had been undeserved,” s
his voice a little. “1 am ;ed, however
that whatever punishmem W mqa,e meted
oub to you, it was fully deserved.”

Dick was sullenly silent.

the
You

uel act of
pum&hmenb

and er

“Your action will be - viewed with
abhorrence by every boy at Greyfriars,” said
Dr. Locke. “It will proba be for your
own comfort to leave the schiool. Because

I can guess

you are so young, and becau
n advantages

that you have neot had cer

of training which fall 1o other boys, I shall
rot flog you before you go!”

Nugent” minor started.

“Before I go!” he r“a‘n‘;crm

“Certainly! - You are expelled from Grey-
friars

Dick started again.

He had wanted to leave the school—
passionately desired to be to quit

the place, and never see it 5
But now that his wish was g.anted—~

It seemed different now, somehow. I%
was one thing to be taken at his owi
request, another to he wurned out in
disgrace.

There were the people at home to be
faced.

What was he to say to them? If lie had
written to his - mother and she hac
persuaded his father,to take him ama}, t}lwt
wonld have been all’ right.

But now he would bave 1o admit that he
was sed out—that hLe was sent home
heecause he was not considered fit to remain
at the school. The thought made the colour
burn in his cheeks. g

He fancied he could already see the piby-
ing and contemptuous looks, and hear the
rema of those who had said always that
he was a spoiled boy, and would never get
on at a public school.

The Head watched the boy’s face, which

was | a mirror to the thoughts that
within. ot
youn a to say, XNugent

<
he. =aid at

The Lm broke cff.

What could he sa
for mercy, that was certain,
that if he did, he weuld beg in vain.

'J‘ncre was no respite for him.

“I am sorry for this, Nugent minor,” said
the Head. “A term or two at a public
school would do you more :oocd than you

He would not beg
He knew, too,

=

imagine—il you had not made it impossible
for you to remain at Greyfriars. You haye
bee’x guilty of a eruel, mw’ardky act. I hope
that, on refiection, you will be sorry for
what you have done.”

chl\ was sullenly silent.

“Have you anything to say?”

“I—I'm sorry I threw  the stone,” said

an effort. “I—I didn't
much.”

throwing it 2%

Nugent minor, with

mean to hurt him so
“You do not deny
“No, sir.”
“Why did you do it?”
“Because he licked me.”
“You

ow that the captain of the school
ority to punizh the younger boys??
suppose £0.”
hen 1 am to e
¢ acted in the sa

nde that you might
way. if it had been a

master who had punished you!” exclaimed
the .
Nugent minor was silent.
“You are certainly not £t tc be at this
said Dr, Locke, “I am only sorry,

own uxhe that I do not think that
would mect the case. You will
Uo .d once and paeck yeur hox, and Gosling
\».l take you fio tion for the three
o'ciock train. I-shall wire to your parents,
and write a letter of full explanation. Your
father will understand that I cannot keep
the respoasibility of a boy of your nature
upon my hands.
Dick Nuge

1 a little.

Eis mother, lie knew, would greet him on
return with boundicss confidence and
affection, but his father

who }3

It was his fat ad inscisted upon

hiz going to Greyfriars, because his mother
was spoiling him. viat w he szy ‘when
the boy returned on only the second day—in
deep disg *ace?

of that now.
Tugent minor,”
¥y go up now and

But it was too late to think
“f repeat that I am sorr
said Dr Locke, “You ma
4 your hox!”?

? said the junior heavily.

“Yes, sir,
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And he left the Head’s study.

Dr. Locke remained, with a troubled look
upon his face.

“There i3 good in that lad, with 'proper
training,” he murmured to himself; “but he
has come to Greyfriars too late. In any case,
I canpot pardon him now; he must leave the
school, I only hope he will have better
fortune elsewhere.”

Dick Nugent went slowly upstairs to the
Second Form dormitory to pack his hox. He
opened the box, and then sat down on the
edge of it to think, and forget all about
packing. His thoughts were gloomy enough.

After all, he might have had a good time
at Greyfriars—if he bad started there in a
different spirit. How was it that everybody
and everything had gone against him? Was
it all his own fault?

Home in disgrace!

“Dick!” >

Frank Nugent entered the dormitory. Dick
looked up at him with a dull, dogged ex-
pression. Frank came over quickly towards
him, with an anxious face.

“What are you doing, Dick?”

“Packing.”

“What for?”

“I'm leaving the school!”

Nugent’s face lengthened with dismay.

“You don't mean to say you're expelied,
Dick?”

Nugent minor shook himself irritably.

“Well, T am,” he said. “There’s no help
for it now. I biffed Wingate with a stone,
and he seems to be hurt more than I in-
tended. It can’t be helped.”

“It was a beastly cowardly thing to do,
Dick!”

Dick reddened.

“Well, it’s no good jawing me now!” he
said. “I'm expelled!” ‘

“It’s rough—rotten rough!”

“T can stand it!”

«] wasn't thinking of you,” said Frank
savagely; “I was thinking of mother!”

“Ph!?

“She thinks a lot of you—why, I'm blessed
if. I can make out! It will be a blow to her
to have you kicked out of school on the
second day. I--1 wonder it it could be
stopped?”

“The Head's as hard as a rock!” o

“Yes; but Wingate. It’s worth trying,
though it seems an awful cheek to think of
speaking to him, but I'il tryl” .

Before Dick could speak again, Nugent
hurried from the dormitory..

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Qood for Evil.

INGATE was sitting in his study, a
cushion behind his head, hig face
very pale, and with an expression
of pain upon it. His head was

aching terribly, and he was fit for nothing,
either work or play.

To a fellow who never passed an hour in-
doors if he could help it the inaction alone
was torment, and he could not even read
now. He grunted as a tap came at his door,
and frowned as Nugent of the Remove
entered. :

Frank ' Nugent was Inoking very red and
uncomfortable, but he had resolved to go
through with the thing. After all, it could
do little harm, if it did little good..

Wingate fixed his eyes on him. g

«] don’t want to he disturbed,” he said
grimly.

“I'm sorry, Wingate.”

“All right. Get out!” :

Nugent hesitated, with his hand on the
door.

“Won’t—won’t yon let me speak to you for
a minute?” he said.

“Qh, come in, and get on, then!”

Nugent closed the door.

“It’'s about my minor.”

“1 guessed as much.”

“The Head has expelled him.”

“Good !”

“He's leaving Greyiriars this afternoon.”

“All the better for Greyfriars!” -

u

“]—I dare say it is, Wingate. it's

rough on his people at home—my _people.]

But—but I suppose I was a cheeky ass to
come here. I'll go.” -

And the boy, with a miserable face, turned
to the door again.

Wingate’s expression changed..

“8tay here!” he said.

Nugent turned back. .

“Now, what did you come.here to say?”
asked the captain of Greyfriars. “It won't
do any harm to say it, at all events.”

“It's an awful cheek, under the circum-
stances—-"

“0Oh, get on!”

“said.

~to0,”

“it’s about young Dick, my minor. I—I—

I was going to ask you if—if you’d look over

it,” stammered Nugent. “I know it's an
awful cheek. I know what he's done. He
ought to be skinned for it! I think I should
like him to have a flogging. But—bhut—
Ot cource, 1 suppose it doesn't matter to you,
but my mother e

Wingate smiled slightly.

“Buft perhaps it does matter to me,” he
“Go on.”

“It will come very rough on the mater if
he goes home, that's all,” said Frank. “You
see, he's been spoiled—"

“Yes, that's pretty clear.”

“Mother is awfully fond of him, but he's
a fearful worry to her all the time, all the
same; and he puts the dad into bad tempers,
said Frank. “I know jolly well that
they’ll be happier at home if Dick is ab
Greyfriars; but, besides that, they take a
lot of pride in him, and if he's sent home in
disgrace—— They—they'd feel it less if I
were expelled.”

Wingate nodded.

“If you could lick him instead, Wingate,
and let him off 24

“But the Head has sentenced the young
fool I”

“Yes, I know; but—but if you were to
speak to the Head—"

Nugent’s voice trailed away. It dawned
upon him what a colossal nerve _he was dis-
playing in asking this of Wingate. 1f the
captain of Greyfriars had risen and bundled
bim neck and crop out of the study Nugent
would not have been surprised or offended.
He felt that he deserved it for his cheek.

But Wingate did not do anything of the
sort. v

He sat quite still and silent for a full
minute, looking at Nugent with a curious
exptression on his face. Then he rose to his
feet,

The motion brought a throb of pain
through his head, and he had to grasp the
table for support, and his face went paler
for a moment.

“Oh, I'm a brute to disturb you now!”
said Nugent remorsefully. “And it's all that
young cad’s fault. But in an hour it will be
too late!”

“I'lt sec what I can do.”

“0Oh, Wingate!”

“I'll go to the Head. Wait here.”

Nugent burst into inecoherent thanks, but
Wingate did not stay to listen to them.
With slow and uncertain steps the captain
of Greyfriars made his way to the doctor’s
study.

Five minutes later he returned to his
room, where Nugent was waiting with
a clouded face and a heavy heart. ¢

The junior looked up eagerly.

Wingate smiled as he clapped him on the
shoulder.

“It's all right, my lad!”

Nugent drew a deep breath.

“Wingate, have you got him off?”

Y8

“He’s to stay at Greyfriars?”

“Yes, on probation. Aeccording to how he
shapes his conduct for the next week or two,
so the Head will decide. You had better let
him know it, and warn him to mind his p’s
and g's.”

“Wingate, you are awfully good! 11
don’t know how to thank you!” stammered
Nugent. 5

Wingate laughed. :

“Pon't try! Get out now; my head aches.”

And Nugent got out.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
A New Start.
$3 XPELLED!” said Gatty. “Well, you
jolly well deserve it, I must say!
If you hadn’t been expelled we'd
have ragged you bald-headed!”

“What-ho!” said Todd.

“You'd leagn that you couidn't biff old
Wingate on the napper with things,” said
Myers. “Why, you young cad, you ought to
he ashamed of yourself! I've a jolly good
mind to give you a licking now myself!”

“QOh, let him alone!” said Todd. “He'll
get enough.”™

“Yes, that’'s so.” =

Dick Nugent made no reply to the remarks
of the crowd of Second-Form fellows in the
doorway of the dormitory.

He went on packing his box, with a heavy
heart.

The fags had tracked him to the Second-
Form dormitory with the intention of renew-
ing their ragging, but they had learned that
he was expelled, and that news stopped
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them, It was not “cricket” to rag a feilow
under sentence of expulsion.

Nugent major came into the dormitory,
pushing his way through the fags. Gatty &
Co. walked away, leaving the brothers alone.

Dick locked up. There were tears in his
eyes now. The unaffected satisfaction of the
Second Form at the prospeet of getting rid of
him had wounded him deeply. It was not
pleasant to be told that his departure was as
good as a whole heliday to the Form
belonged to.

“It’s all right, kid!” said Frank abruptly.

he

t's
“Wingate has got you off!”

“Wingate 2" - oo

“Yes. He interceded swith the Head.”

Nugent minor stood wmotioniess. :

“Wingate?” he repeated again, “ After the
way 1 treated him? He asked the Hcead to
let me off?”

“Yes.”

“Blessed if I understand it!”

“You'll. get to understand Wingate bhetter
if you stay at Greyfriars,” said Frank. “He's
the best fellow here. Of course, you're geins
to be punished. You'll be flogged, and you'il
have to stand it.”

“Flogged?” said Nugent minor slowly.

“Yes. But anything's better than beina
expelled. You've got a chance to get out of
this way you've got into. After a flogging
the fags will let you alone for a bit, and
you will haye a chance to pull round, "The
best thing you can do in the Second Form is
to fight Gatty. He’s nearly twice your size,
but. you had better tackle him. If you lick
him, you'll be a favourite; if he licks you, as
I suppose he will, it will make the other
fellows respect you. No more sulking and
snarling, mind! _Keep a stift upper lip, end
trg)‘ to be a man!”

ick coloured.

“T'm sorry I threw that stone at Wingate,”
he said. “I--I never expected him to spe:
for me. He must be awfully decent.”

“I'm glad you can see that, at any rat

“And—and I'm not to leave Greyfriars:

“Not if you behave yourself, and show that
you’re worth being given a chance.”

Nugent minor nodded without speaking.

The bell rang for afternoon lessons, and
Frank Nugent left his brother and went into
the Remove room as usual, but Nugent minor
did not go to the Second. He was tak
into the Head's study by Gosling, who
there, with a lurking smile on his face, which
would have shown anyone that knew Gosling
that a flogging was coming.

Dr. Locke looked sternly at {he junior.

“Little as you deserve it, Nugent minor.”
he said, “Wingate, the vietim of your
brutality, has interceded for you. T have
commuted your punishment to a flogging.
Gosling, you will take him up.”

And Gosling hoisted Nugent minor. The
hoy did not speak a word, He took his flog-
ging—and a severe one it was—almcst im
silence.

When it was over he left the Head's study,
and, to the great surprise of the Second-
Formers, made his appearance in the class-
room, but his uneasiness on the form, and the
desire he showed to-stand up on every

possible occasion, showed them what had
taken place—that Nugent minor had bheen

fiogged after all, instead of being expelled
from Greyfriars.

After lessons, Dick Nugent hung about the
passages for a chance of seeing Wingate. The
captain of Greyfriars had missed lessons with
the Sixth that afternoon, but he came out of
his study later, and Nugent minor met him
in the Sixth-Form passage. Wingate looked
down grimly at the fag.

«I—I want to speak to yon." faltered Dick.
“I—T want to say I'm sorry. I—U'm very
sorry I did that. 'I hope you'll belicve me.
It was a cad's trick.”

Wingate's face softened a little.

«All" right,” he ‘said. “You
bother.”

And he passed on. Harry Wharton & Co.
came along, and carted off the new fag ta
tea in Study No. 1, and that afternoon marked
a new starting-point in the career of Nugen®
minor, THE END.
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Ordered Off |

smile” on his face,
1ed into the end

a _serene

y Siiver das

y at Rookweod.

might have been well had . Jiunmy's
of a more ceremonions naty

., he collided l,

Bootles,

10y were doing lines which M.
it to

curthh Form 1nasber, hLad seen
! cw upon them.

A minute or so ago, with the exeeption
a biot~or two, the > on
mms were working were mmy

T};‘ﬂ"}]y Sitver’s violent -con-
fe had x,hmed the ink to ]
table generally, and on
in particular. =
5 idiot ! bawled Lovell, jumi-
*What -do you mean——"
.‘S"l\{“ \mu*d a letter in his hand.
iht? e I‘Lpt‘cu.td cheerinlly,
ou ng ta get it, and jolly quick,
lou"’ snorted Jovell smvavdv
What-ho I concurred Newcome and Raby.
“Let's rub his face in the mess!” gaid
Lovcld vav: mreuy £ Ai‘ter all, he made it, and
s only right
‘Peace, my mffuus" urged Jxmmy Silver.
“Peace be ° hanged!” mavm Loveil,
“You've started Wdt‘, and you're jolly well
going to have war! Collar him!”
hmm) Silver backed towards the door.
“Look here, you silly asses!” he exclaimed,
cluding Lovul 3 determined grasp. “I've "ob
some ]')m good news!”
“Blow the news!”
“Rut it’s important.”
“Not important as our lines,” ﬂmwled
TLovell. “And as they're mucked up—-"
“But about that fishing expedition—"
beg;m Jxmmy Silver.
sh?

“I've got permission for all of us to fish in
the pond in Squire Heath’s grounds this after-
noog,” dectared Jimmy, keeping a wary eye
on Lovell's hands.

L’nmc iately the indignant looks disap-
peared from the faces of Lovell & Co.

Just recently the Fistical Four had become
possessed of some rlppmn' fishing-rods, and
the pastime had taken a firm hold on them.

The Classical juniors had heard that there
were some splendid fish in Squire Heath’s
pond, and, naturally, they had become eager
to fish there.

It had been Jimmy's idea to write to the
u,zme for permission to fish in his pond.

le had wrjtten to the latter, and the
juniors had been anxiously awaiting a reply.

At last it had come.

Lovell smiled faintly, and then gave Jimmy
Silver a severe glare.

“Why the dickens didn’t you explain your-
self before?” he asked.

“You dida’t give me a chance. You——"

“Why, you—->"

“Now, stop arguing,” said Jimmy Silver
pacifically. .“We eught to have a ripping
afternoon, and we don’t want to begin it
;_\ X‘OWIHE

“What nbmn my lines?” asked Lovell,

glancing at the mix-up on the table.

“Leave ihum until after tea,” said Jimmy
blandly. “I’ll give you a hand. You haven't
got to turn them in until bed-time, and
you'll have plenty of time after tea.”

“0Oh, all right.” said Lovell resignedly.

“@Get your rods ready,” said Jimmy Silver.
“Mustn’t waste any time.”

Lovell & C€Co. quickly for‘got, about their
spoiled lines in their eagerness for thc fishing
expediticn.
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The fishing tackle was soon got ready, and
then the Fistical Four took their departurs
for the pond in Squire Heath’s grounds.

The squire’s place was a very short walk
from the school, and the ]umura soon came
up to the gates.

They entered, and seeing no one about,
they went straight on in the direction of
the pond.

“Here, where yer goin’?”

The Fistical Four turned round quickiy, to

sec a rough-looking fellow in coarse,-check
trousers, and a muffler round his neck.
Jimmy Silver & Co. took him to he 4

Gdrde,er on the squire’s estate, which ser
ml«e wag perfectly correct.

“We're  going to fish in the pond’
Jummy Silver prompily.+ =
“Oh, are yer?” growled the ma “You'lk

‘op it, and sharp, toot” 'I‘hesp g;ound» belong

to \uu re Heath, and—-—

v drew out the squire's letter

keb. 8
quite aware of tha%” he said.
£ gon pennis~ion from the squi to

ber, t.h.n, ~.zxd
the squirc's communicatio

grunted something beneath his breath.

“Oh, all right, then,”
ing the letter back to Jimmy Silver. “You
can get along, but mind you don’t damage
no trees. T know what you. young -rap-
scallions are.”

“1 suppose you don’t mind us touching the
water?” asked Jimmy Silver placidly.

“Don’t be imperent!” growled the man,
and he ambled away.

The Fistical Four went on their way,

and

| were soon sitting on small stoels by the side:

of the pond.
They baited their lines, and soon four rods
hung over the pond, and four eager faces

of

a_bite
Tt Tardenex‘ went on his way, mumbling
to himself.

He was feeling in a very irritable mood,
and eager to wreak his-vengeance upon soiie-
body.

The fact was, the squire had called him
to account for not keeping the village boys
oft the estate, and to correct George Sparkes
was to ruffie that worthy's never-reliable
temper.

George ambled on, grumbling and discon-
tented.

Suddenly he pulled up short, and pricked up
his ears. The sound of voices raised
revelry could be plainly heard in the dis-
tance.

George was on ths trail with a vengeance
now, and moving qmctly forward throuvh
the undergrowth, gripping a thick stick’
tightly in his hand, he crept towards the
spot from whence the voices came,

Utterly unconscious of the fact that they
were being traeked, Townsend & Co., the
nuts of Rookwood, were indulging in a quieb
smoke and a game of cards m a secluded
zpot at the end of the squire’s estate.

Just recently Jimmy Silver had interfered

and prevented, for a time, at any rate,
the nuts from playing eards in their study.
Townsend and Topham of the Fourth, and

Smythe and Howard of the Shell, had forth-,

with decided to seek other quarters for the
purpose cf indulging in' their shady bprac-
tices.

Tewnsend bad discovered tha.t was
possible to get into the squire's gruunds
unnoticed, and thence the nuts had wended
their way on that particular afternoon.

“Your deal, Toppy!” said Townsend, with
a drawl, as he handed a pack of eards to
his nutty chum. -

said

n squiated at the note, and then
he muttered, hang: |

starea at the water, anxious for the sight}

in .

“1 “say, dear boys,” drawled Adolphus
Sﬂnmm,"‘ this is rippin'—what? Jolly “cod
1d*a of yours, Towny, to conie to thig I\Iace.

“QOh; it's toppm 12 gereed Howard., “No
one to interiere with ts. We can smoke as
much -as we like without bavin® that cad

Silver chippin’ in.”

“Ha, ha, ha! We've done him this time
all -right,” remarked T , with an air
of satisfaction. “I gucss—— Hallo! Who
—what =

Topham had caught ht of a grim, evil-
1¢ face peering throuzh the brauches of

in frent of him, and the startled look
on his own face caused his nutty chums to
stare in the same dnucuon

w

“By Jovel” z.xspa Adolphus Smythe.
“Who the dickens
ythe had no time to = anything

Next instant the vindictive George

Bad leaped forward, and grabbed the dandy
by the snualdcr
2 you low-down ©* gplut-
“What do mean by
e with you!”
spitefully. “I've caught ye
What d’you mean h) trespassin’

grounds?”

Top

Tun away, there
The three nuts

‘ere

1ad taken to their

heels.
Phey were pelting to a place cf greater

safety, without devoting to
Smythe’s plight.

“It ain't no good yclling to your pal“ o
jeered George. “They ain’t got no pluek.
They're scared, that’s what they are. And
you're goin’ to be scared, tco, beiore I've
dene with you!”

“ Release me this instant, you scoundrel!”

“Neof so much o’ the scoundrel!”

“Teb me go!”

“No blessed fear!” roared George savagely.

a thought

“But I tell you what. . You look. like a
young gentleman, and——"
“QOf course I'm a gentieman,” interrupted

Smythe indignantly. “And I refuse to be
man-handled by such a rufiian as you!”

“You’d better not get nasty,” said George
calmly. “If you do 1 shall cart you off to
the police-station, and——"

“¥ou won't!”

“Now, look here,” said George wilh
cmphasis, “are you going to listen to my
proposal or aren’t yer?”

“What do you mean?”’

“You’'ve been playing for money?”

“1 havem't—really - -1 - haven't,” ‘said
Adolphus hastily. “We were just havin® a
{riendly game!”

George wagged
cringing dandy.

“Don’t tell me no l he snapped. “I
lmow you have, and that's an end of it. If
you've got money to gamble with, you've got
money to give me !’

e Whab——”

‘I don’t want much. Ten bob will square
me.’

“You blackmailing
Smythg.

@

warning finger at the

o]

ing scoundrel!” exclaimed
",I won't give you a penuy-piece!
%

“Very well, then,” said Ggor;c a“tfully.
“We get off to the police-station !

“No, mo!” said the dandy, fn htened.
“I'l do anything you like!” He slipped his
hand into his pocket. *“Let me make you a
present of a few shillings. Mind you, it’s a
present., Nothin’-

“Qh, rather, sir!” grinned George. *I1
wouldn’'t think of caliing it anything else
but a present. Of course, I didn’t want to

interfere with . your little game. 1 like
young fellows to enjoy 2

“Here you are,” 8 Smythe, forcing
several silver coins into ihe man’s hand,

“Now let me go!”
The man released his hold on the dandy.
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“You can go with pleaqure, young sir)”
aith George cunningly. 1 wouldn't detain
i another minute.” He picked up Smythe's
which had fallen to the ground, and
“It was awiuliy
stich a spleadid

(,:
pped it into his pocket.
id o’ yer to make me

10

e my capi” exclaimed Swmythe;
wystified at the fellow’s aetion.
'1 he man giggled,
S} su‘d that on to yer to-morrow,” said
(corge. “I just want to keep that in case
vou feel inciined to let a word drop to the

“Good-day to yer.” said George. And he

‘ned on hig heel and walked

ythe stood and gasped, nded at
tiie cther's action. ;
The man had gobt tea shillings of the

ndy’s money, but that did not trouble
nythe so much as the loss of his cap
Supposing the seoundrel turned tr
and gave an account to the Head of
had happened: tl at afternoon?
dolphus shuddered at the thoughi
what would cceur again.

He did not quite trust George, and theve
was no doubt that his distrust was justified.

of

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Calisd Over the Coals i
«
1t was the day after the Fistical
Four's fishing expedition.
Their bag had heen a goo
clated.
Tommy Bodd & Co. of the
met them coming in, and, 1

N the bhali”
and they had returned te Rooksccod
the Classical chums had not

of “crowing ” over . thei
3, 'when the next day t
caught sight of the Fi

he quad, and noticed th
tricd a Tootball under his )
e filled with the desire te obtain thei:
nge.
()n the bali!” repeated T
e Jimmy Silver 4
ening, tlhe
his grasp.
I’nmmy Dodd fastened on 'to it at onee.
“This way, Doddy!” yelled Tommy Cook.
Tommy Dodd promptly passed the ball teo
s elium,
“8top it, you Modern rotters!” exclaimed
Jimmy Silver wrathfully.

‘ommy Todd
s aware wha
ball had been knocked out of

1! Clasgical cads!” resporded the
Moderns
“On the balll”
The next moment more than half a dozen

iunjors were engaged in a determined chase
the footer. d

The Moderns’ passing was splendid, and
tsough they tried their utmost to regaimn
possession of the ball, the Fistical Four were
unsuccessful,

“Enock - off, _Fou Modern bounders!”
ieked Jimmy Silver.
Do you want your bail, Silver?” asked

x(m my Dodd b]andly.
“Of course I—"
“Here you. are,

ihen,” said Tommy Dodd.
7 he pretended to pass the ball to Jimmy.
Whether Tommy Dodd got his foot too
far under the ball or not, the fact remains
tuat the ball sailed over Jimmy Silver's
head to where Tommy Doyle was waiting.
“Faith, an’ that was a rippin’
Tommy darling!” said Tommy
making off towards the School House.
‘After him !” yelled Jimmy Silver.
“What-ho!”
Tommy Doyle

Lare.
Feeping the ball nicely in front of his feet,
he ran it up towards the house.

sprinted like a

Tommy Doyle's gaze was fixed on the ball.
Thus he did not notice the figure of a coarse-
looking man making towards the House.

“Shoot, Tommy!” sarg out ene of the
Roderns.

Tommy Doyle shot, hut he seored a far
different goal than he expected.

The footer flew swiftly through the air,
and would have gone railing on towards the
House bad not the stranger got in the way.

The ball crashed full into the side of the
man’s face, and staggering backwards, he
fell to the ground.

“My hat!” exclaimed Jimmy Silver in
surprise. “It’s that fellow who s opped us
in Squire Heat‘l s grounds ucter(} 2

“80 it is,” said Lovell, “I w. Juder what
be's doing here.”
“Better give him a hand,” zaid Jimmy

filver generounsly, -

The TFistical Four stepped forward,
Belped George to rise to his feet.

and

“You young scoundrels!” roared the man.
“You've busted my ’‘ead! Ow! Yow!
¥ou ve cracked my skuil! 1I'm sure—"

“Imposs, old scout.,” said .Jimmy Silver
quietly, “Nothing short of a chepper will
crack wood- I mean-— 1 say, I'm sorry
if 50u1~ hurt !

< § uld thmk I am hurt!” roared
“I'll give you in charge.

George savagely.
T >

“Don't talk rot!” exclaimed Jimmy Silver
dfsgustedly.

“It wasn't!”
- te do me an injury.
rYou're

“It was an acecident!”

raved the mau. “You meant
I tnow who you are;
”1&- rascals I eaught in the grounds

‘e is—we arei” sang out Lovell

“You can laugh,” spapped George s,)m
fully. “But the laugh will be on my side
soon. I'm geoing to see your ’‘cadmaster, 1

an, and I'm ng to tell him something
ahout yer, Let me go!” X 3 =
Wouldn't detain you for worlds!” said

Jimmy Silver sublimely.
With a muttered oath, the fellow trudged
ff in the dircetion of the Head’s house.
Meanwhile, Jimmy Silver and his chums
remained in the quad, roaring with laughter
at the man’s discomfiture.
“Want your ball, Silver?” -cried
D()dd
“Yes, you 1} \Ioaun bounder !”
“Here you
The ball flew

Tommy

rr.nn Tommy Dodd’s foot like

an_arrow from a bow. '
Jimmy Silver was hardly ready to receive

it,

was that the muddy leather
caunoned on the Classical junior’s head.

and thus it

“Ow!  Yow! Yarcooh!” yelled Jimmy
Silver.

“Ha, ha, pA”

The Moderns roared.

‘Jlow do you like ‘em done, Silver?”

“You Modern bounders, ll——"

“Good-bye, Bluebell!” sang out Tommy
Dodd; and he and the other Moderns raced
off to their House.

“(Collar the bounders!” yelled Jimmy Siiver.

But it was no good. The Moderns had got
a good start, and they were soon within the
walls of their own House.

Jimmy Silver knew that to follow Tommy
Dodd & Co. was to court disaster, so he con-
tented himself with shaking his fist at the
Moderns.

The Fistical Four marched up to their
study.

Jimmy's eye was covered in mud, but the
application of a little soap and water soon
brought his clear skin to view.

The juniors were seated at tea a little
later when the page entered and announced
that the Head wanted to see them at once.

“My hat!” exclaimed Lovell. “I suppose
that rntter's spinning the Head some fright-
ful yarn.”

“Well, we'd better get along,” said Jimmy
Silver wisely,
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tThey wended their way towards the Head's
study

Jimmy Silver tapped at the door, and in
response to the Head's “Come in!” ‘the four
of them entered. g

The Head was sitting at his desk, a zevere,
stern expression on his face, whiist Geerge
stood at hig side, with a self-satisfied grin
on his face.

“I have received a *very serious accusation -
against you four boys,” said the Head in
measured tones. “To begin with, T under-
stand you are guilty of kicking a football
d,u this man's head.”

“No, sir!” said Jimmy Smer proﬂlptly;
“We didn’t kick the ball.,

“You were kicking a ball about in the
quadrangle;-were you not?”

“¥ep S

“Well, it matters not who actually kicked
the ball at this man., No doubt it was an
accident. But——"

“It wasn't an accident, T tell you!” inter-
rupted George, with a Grunt

The Head gave him a severe look.

“Please be good enough to remain quiet
wlulbt I am spcakmg ” he said coldly, “Now,
Silver, 1 understand you went fishing in
qure Heath’s grounds yesterday after-
noon.”

“That is quite correet,
Silver at once.
mission to. fish.”

“Quite so. But did you have the squire’s
permisgsion to smoke in hlS grounds?”

= sir,” said Jumpy
We had the - squire’'s per-

EI’VVV\/\/W\/\ 7]

- §hoot, Tom~

my !’ sang out ¢

cne of the juniors.
Y
Tommy Doyle

shot, and the ball

crashed into the

man’s face, send-
ing him resling

backwards.

B [ NNNNNNNANANR

“My lmt"’ gasped Jimmy Silver, thunder-
struck *We—er——"

“No doubt you are amazed that your dis-
graceful behaviour has been = discovered,”
said the Head icily. “I am surpriced—nay,
disgusted-—to learn that you boys, ahove all,
have lowered yourselves to behave in such a
disgraceful manner. You—-"

“If you've been telling lies about us
Lcr:on Jimmy Silver heatedly, giving George

steely glare.

“Rllnr" rapped out the Head command-
ingly. “How dare you raise your voice in
my presence?” :

Bat - ‘r¢  innocent, sir!
Jiminy fervently. “1f that man
caught us smoking, he lies!}”

The Head turned to the man.

“Do you adhere to your statement?”
asked

i

protested
says he

he

3 Sif”
“Very well)”

said  Dr. hisholm.  He
turned to Jimmy Silver, and held ocut a pen-
knife, which Jimmy recognised as his own.
“This is yours, I believe, Silver?” he asked.

“Yes, siv. I—I lost it.”

“Yesg, Silver. I am aware of that fact,”
said the Head coldly. “According to this
mean’s statement, this knife of yours was
found in a deserted part of the grounds, and
by it were a number of eigarette ends. How
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can you account for the kuife being found
under such peculiar eircumstances?”

“I can only conciude that I dropped it

accidentally,” said Jimmy Silver.

The Head knitted his brows In deep
thought, and for a moment complete cilence
reigned in the stud
- “T am sorry, Silver,” he said at length,

“put I am mmul 1 cannot accept your ex-

vlanation. My h |r you has been stron
but I am sorry to say it has been 4
shaken by this lm 3r 1até occurrence.
will not,- howe ss sentente on you until

I shall strive to
your guilt—or your
as an afterthought.

to- ’ﬂ(‘Y "() W.
‘obta
innee ence,

whils,
1er proof of
he added

4] their faces.
t the man hac

'_h} led
to th zomc reason or other. What
this redson was, however, neither of the

chums could fathom

THE TH!RD CHAPTER.

Bowlsd Sut ¢
'LY he had finished hig prep that
evéning, Jimmy Silver obtained a
pass to.go down to Coombe for the

purpose of posting a letter.

He was approaching the mhool gates on his
return, whw the gound of yoices raised in
iger could be plainly heard outside the
porter’s lodge.

“I tell you as you can't: see -Master Smythe
at this time o' night!” came the voice of
\LAL& the school pnrter

“I want to see.him, and, what's more, I'm
going to see him!” i‘cpuu!, a voice, which
Jimmy Silver rucagmi:»ed as belonging to
George Sparkes. “An “old puffer like you
won'{ stop me, neither!”

“Which as I willl”
vorter angrily. “You
and—-— Olt, would yon?
bit, my son.”

At mention of Smythe's name Jimmy Silver
ondered what * Squire Heath's gardener
eould want with the dandy of the \hdl

He pasgsed through the gates, and stopped
at the door of the porter's ledge, at the
“d'!‘(;b moment as Mack pushed the man
asige,

“What's

replied. the school
move- an  inch,
Jest move back a

W

the matter, M:
Silver cheerily.
you chucker-gut

old scout?”
“Surely they
as well as

asked Jimmy
hd,\'e‘l L

made

i as I've got a big
Silver,” said Maek,
lend me a hand in
reprous young feiler out.
“What's he wuant, Mack?”

job on ’'and,
with a grunt
1@ this ob-

asked Jimmy

Bilver.
“’E wants to see Master Srmthe. ex-

plmnul the porter.

thiug at this time o' night!”
“Why shouldn't he see-him?”

whoese suspicions were aroased.
“*Cos he ain't goin' to.”
“But he may be a

Smythe's.”

“Of coursz I'm a friend of his!”
CGeorge blan dl\ “I shouidn't come
see hind if T wasn's.”

“You've heen drinking, that's what you've
Geen dein’!” snapped Mack.

“Ioain't! I—"

“Just you stay here a 1
Silver. “T’ll tell Swayihe
you.” 2
© Jimmy Silver tore. off tow
He made his way to Smythe"

asked Jimmy,

special friend of

said
here to

fe,” said Yimmy
come and sce

o

ards the House.
tudy.

Smythe was seated by the fire alone when
Jimmy Silver entered. He was gazing moodily

into the fire.

“Chap down at the gates wants to see
you, Smythey,” said Jimmy Silver, watching
the dandy’s face closely.

Smythe looked up in surprise.  His face
manged colour.
¢ me?” he gasped, “What-—what—>
‘s oa 1uut1cular friend of yours,”

Silver calmly. “I didn't know
II ‘m\ s gardener was an w-qumntancc

“I never 'eard o" such af

“By gag!”? .

“Personally, I think he’s an awfual rotter,”
went on Jimmy Silver, without commenting
on Smythe’s sturtled expression.  “What do
you think, Smythey? That fellow came here
this aftemoon. and told the Head a yarn
about catching us smoking in the squire's
grounds,”

ﬂmythﬂ bit his hard,

“By gad!” § , moving restlessly in
his ehair, “Tell Lim I'm out, Silver. Tell him
I'm not well—teli him llx:zmmg, so long as
you get rid of him!”

“But he particularly wants fo see you,
Smythey.”

“He doest

“But he st —t

“On, dea oaned the dandy, “What

ever am { to do?”

Y hoi-e
surprise. 1
Surely you ar

i Jimmy Silver, in mocked
t understand you, Smythey.
't atraid to meet this Lhap'”

“By gad! It's awful!” muttered the
dandy. :

“ Look hiv said Jimmy Silver
guietly, * !»1’5 of a4 mess,”

“An d\nm mess!” added Adolphus.
“Yes, I can see that by your face,”

said
Jimmy Silver. “1 suppose you weren't naught,
smoking in the squire’s grounds yesterday

aIternoou v
“Who—who told you, Silver?”

1]“ E\Iob-ody. I was merely wondering, that's
Al

The dandy of the Shell looked at Jimmy
Silver questioningly, and for a moment there
was complete silenee. Adolphus wondered
how much Jimmy Silver knew about his
adventare of the previous afternoon.

But Jimmy' s {ace was calm and impassive.

Not a hint dil he give Adolphus of what he
I‘Ed\!) knew,

It was lelt to Jimmy Silver to break the
silence.

“Look here, Smythey,” he said plainly,
“you're & cx%mdy young cad, but I don't like
to see you in trouble. What's the giddy row?
Tell me, and perhaps I can help you out
of it.”

“You wouldn’t——" began Adolphus.

“Wel] try me and see.”

’the gave Jimmy Silver one glanee, and
then he made a clean breast of his trouble.

He related how he and his nutty chums
had gone to the squire’s grounds to gamble
and smoke.

He also told how George had caught them,
and how he had been compelled to “buy ”
the rascal off.

“The scoundrel!” exclaimed Jimimy Silver
hotly, as Smythe concluded his explanation.
““He's a beastly blackmailer, nothing more or
less! You can bet your boots he’s come here
to extort more money out of you.”

“QOh, dear!” groaned the dandy.

Jimmy Silver gave Adolphus a hearty slap
on the back.

“Keep smiling, Smythey!” he said.
zuess I've got a wheeze for
of this merry scrape. You “deserve all the
trouble you've had; but, all the same, I'm not
going to stand by and see that rotter black-
mail you. You'll have to see him.”

f c~c-cml‘t!" muttered Smythe dolefully.

“Nonsense! You've got to see him. Let
him say what he wants to, and argue the
matter out with him.”

“ But—7"

“Then a few of ug chaps will chip in, and
give him socks. Buck up. Smythey; show
you‘ve got some ginger in you!”

“By gad! It's risky.”

“r
getting you out

“Piffle!” snorted Jimmy Silver rcstlessly.
“No risk in it at all, if you've got any
phuk Come 01\”

Adolphus went, hut he- had very little

enthusiasm for the task on hand.

“Entice him over to the old elms,” said
Jimmy Silver, as he reached the end study.
“I'm going to fetch Lovell and Raby and
Newcome. I guess we'll g ‘,e (xcorve a little
more than he bhargained for.”

Spiythe walked on down the stairs, and as
soon as he entered the quad he heard the
school porter arguing with the Dlackmailer.

‘the dandy’s voice.
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“I tell you, I'm going to see that chas
Smythe!”

“By gad!  D'you want to see me?”

George turned round quickly at sound of

“QOh! So you've come, then?” he said, eye-
ing the dandy up and down.

“Yaas! Sorry if I've kept you walh.‘h,"
drawled Aao]phm “Come Along with me.”

“With pleasure, Master Smythe!”
2 led the way to the old elms in
of the quad. The

the

was beating fast as he stood in the da
“What is it you want?” he-asked ne Ve
“What d'yer think I want?” growled the
man, bad temperedly. “I've come to 'and
you your ‘at.”
“Oh,.good!”

g }h‘t 14 wvmt another little present first.”
“Now, don't argue,”

ingly. " " Five bob ill do me this timeé!”
“You utter raseal!” exclaimed §

indignan “D’you mean to say you're g

to blackmail me?”

“"l'ﬂmt hlackniail,” said the man, with a
coarse laugh. “All T asked for is a little
present. You——wha’o——

George broke off suddenly, for the sound
of rushing footsteps could be plainly heard in
his rear.

“Collar the rotter!”

It was Jimmy Silver's voice, and Adolpbus
breathed a sigh of thankfulness as he caught
sight of the Fistical Four in the darkness.

Next moment the four Classicals had thrown
themselves on the man, and borne him to the
ground.

“Bwmp him!”

“ What-ho!"

Bump?

“Give him another!”

Bump! - Bump! Bump!

“Ow! Yow! Yarocogh!” rcared the
‘I‘,flLIet me go! I'll have the law on

said the man warn-

man.
you!

“You won't do anything of the kind!” said
Jimmy Silver emphatically. *“You'll buzz off
pretty quick® . And if yon show your face
near here again, we'll have you arrested for
blackmail}”

“What—what—"

“We heard every word. you Wcre saying
just now,” said Ilmmy “We heard you try-
ing to "et money out of Smythe, and, what' 3
more, we know why you wanted the money.

(Jeur"e 8 face changed colour.

“You don’'t understand ” he bhegan.

“We understand just a little too much
about your little game,” said Jimmy Silver
firmly. “Now, what's it to be? Are we to
hand you over to P.-c. Boggs, or *

“No, no!” faltered George. “I'll go this
very instant. 1_

“Y say, Jimmy,” broke -in Lovell, “don’t you
think we ought to make this chap tell the
1Hea{)d that the yarn he spun about us was ali
ie

“What-ho!” exclaimed Fimmy. “I quite
forgot about that. Come on, you villain!
You've got to tell our respected headmaster
that you've made a mistake, and if you say
a word about any Rookwood chap we'll—7

“T wen't, youfw sir—I won't really,
mumbled George. “I'll do anything for you.’

“Yes, you heaet!“ b!ackmdl!m. I ”

“QOh, really, young sir, I'm not a black-
mailer! lt was only a l'trA_, you koow. I
dids

“Come along!” said Jimmy Silver command-
ingly. “Let's get the job over. It's a bit
chilly out here.”

The juniors piloted the ruffizn over to the
Head's house, and waited for him to reappear.

He returned in about five minutes, walking
slowly, but he soon quickened hig pace when
Jlimmy Silver & Co. brought their hoots into
play. s

They saw the rogue off the “premises,” and
then returned to their own study. Needless
to say, the Fistical Four gave the nuts a
severe bumping, for, although George’s cun-
ning scheme had failed, they felt that Towny
& Co. had heen the canse of the trouble, and

eserved the punishment.

TER END.
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ISHONOURABLE GHUM

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

By MARTIN CLIFFORD.

Mr. Ratclifi®s voice was thin and acid,

e. But in the siient study, to the startied juniors, it

B

like

They swung round just as the
ANNNNANNNANNNNH

B
“8c | have caught you !”
his face and his natur
seemed to have a sound like thunder.
examination-paper fiared up !
| -{aV Vs ANANAANANANANANANNNANANNANY

THE FIRS8T CHAPTER.
Levison’s Photegraphs.

1 &}xL, of course?” said Tom Merry of
1e bh He"

sing

you can’t eat came
Lowther innocently. “ My
raust be - off your rocker!
of a camera?”
6, out be an
ne rotter bas borrowed
ot to know \\hwe it is ¢
1y

& Ta
wor t,l of films!”

ention
zot to do it again.

;r.s to make, Manners?

\x un'u to get i

asst”

W L’., neverp mma tnwt now—r-:"
Si

He took 1t tc ml,) h
a week or tvo

09

as he made up

décent tea

T ¢
What's

my camn

Manners

camera
Tt might
in some
; but he
Levisen—-"

Oh, blow Levison—-"

“But 1 want my camera!” howled Man-
ners. “I'm going to take Cousin Ethel to-
morrow morning, if it’s sunny. Do you know
where Levison is?”

“In his smdy, perhaps.
hah a dozen tea-cakes—-"
“Iyve 1loulred md hig c:tudy i

Suppose we say

ted, and left the study. He
keen as the others about pro-
, but he was
an expensive
and it was

ot for a junior to possess,

an md and trusty friend, tco.
He looked into Levison’s study.  Lumley-

Lumley wag there, and so was Mellish, but

ers looked i the Common-room,
without finding the cad of the Fourth, and
the Form- vooms and the' passages were

E Then, remembering some of
ttle ways, Manners directed
5 .te‘pq tow »r(‘s uh(‘ wo\"d mLu He knew

n‘:l m trﬂucm grmte.

d m, and he knew that he was

ce ab last.

ated on a pile of faggots,

rette and reading a pink
hrast into his Jacket

! ave a umtempumu, nift.
vmg for the Southeote cxam, T sup-

i

“Questions about horses in the exam
paper, of course, and jockeys, and so om,”
Manners_ suggested sarcastically.

Levison bit his lip.

“Mind your own business!” he retorted. “I
suppose it’s gob nothing to do with you what
papers I reada?”

“Not at all,” said Manners. “You can
keep on, and get yourself expeiled, and the

sooner the better, so far as I’'m concerned.
What I want now is my camera.”
levizon

threw away the stump of his

that you've borrowed it,” said
mped you for borrowing it
wsking 1)e*m.!<>’10n You want
ther thumping, 1 suppose?
Levison yawned.
I'm quite willing to pay for
I've used.”
s staréd.
you admit having borrowed it?*
n xodded
eky cad!” Manners exclaimed
v, and he pushed back his cuffs in
a mosgt FLlL{QéSthC way.
“Oh, doun't play the goat?’ said Levison.
“If you lay a finger on me I won't tell you
where the ‘camera 1is, and you can hunt
for itt”
M"mnws paused.
‘Wh 13 it?” he demanded.
ted to take some pictures to gend
e,” Levison explained. “They
. views of the school, . 1 know
, camera, and I haven't xmrt. it.
twelve ﬁlms, but I haven' been
m developed. If you want
il you develop the ftilma for

me?”
“Well, of all the cheek——"

“(Oh, rats!” said Levison. “You can do it
quite easily, and I haven’t the _ap;)agatus,
and I've mever done any developing,. either.

1 don’'t see why you can't do it. As for the
price of the films, here it is.”

He drew three shillings from his waistcoat-

it was like your rotten chcaL to take
iera without permissiSh,” said an-
nd worse still to m ke terms about
k. But if you're gehting a taste

vhntorrl vhy, it’s the most decent thing
en about you, and I'm quite willing to
I 11 develop the films for you with
if they are any good, and if you

pleasure,
pay for them you can keep them.”

»

“There’s the money.

“Very well.”

“Ygu'il develop the films properly, and
hand them to me?” asked Levison. “I cun
tlm you?”

“Of course, you sitly ass!”

“All right; come mto my study, and I'll
hand you the camera.’

Manners followed the cad of the Fourth to
his study in the School House. Exasperated
as Manners was by the borrowing of his
pr%.om camera without his permission, he

as less angry now than he had been.

Anybodv with a taste for photography could
rot be wholly bad, Manners considered, and
he was really interested to see how well or
otherwise Levison had taken his pictures.

Levison unlocked a drawer in his desk and
took out Manners' camera.

“There you are!” he said. “The pictures
are still in it. Yowll let me have them as
soon as they are developed, won't you?”

“0Oh; wes " "

'You can keep copies if you like, of
course,” said Levison. “There are views of
the School House and ’ohe I\ev House; and L
think theyre pretty good.

Tanmers nodded, and left the study with
the camera in his hand.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
The Backbiter!

HE early dusk was scttling over the
old quadrangle of St. Jim's, Lights
were gleaming from the windows of
the School House, ruddy and rosy,

into the shadows of the quad.

Cousin KEthel came out of the old stone
pmch of the Head’s house with her light
ste She was on her way to the School
House to keep the appointment with Tom
Merry & €o. for tea in the study.

“Misg Cleveland!”

Co Ethel started, and paused, as a
shadow loomed up from the cld elms.

she knew Levison's volcs,

He had stepped into her path, and so she
could not very well avoid stopping; bubt she
frowned a little as she did so. Ethel Cleve-
land did not like Levison, Her frank and
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honest nature recotled from the dark and

tortuous character of the cad of the Fuurth.
*1. “hope I did aigt buw‘tlb you,” said

ison, raising his cap. “{ want to speak
U, it 1 may, just for a minute.”

“I am in a hurry,” said Cousin Bthel,

Iy a mmuu—am! it's important.”

ined Levison.

“Surely you do not imagine that I shall
ailow you to talk to me ¢
hig back, too!” she exciaimed.

pr egsion chiang
"'T‘o lulp ¥

U dn not unders
1 will explain.

tond yeu”

wose you hnow that
1

Southicote exam?
twenty-five pounds,

mm )t is awarde ery term.”

“Yes, 1 know that.” .

e L’“ as it happens, there are only two
names down this term—mine and Fr'g)ms. I
don’t t rink Fi s has any chance——

i "‘l‘: t will be ')roved nt the e‘mm!natlun i

ever suid  Levison
“Only, f‘lns thinks the
mxgmv by what he’s (h». nly
“What do you mean?”
“He did '10* come to meet you at the
* said Levison. “He semnt the
€ “off with an excuse, and stayed
ind for a good reason.. Don't be angry,
s Cleveland.  I'm telling you this to save
ty of going to the. Head and
giving ¥iggins away to “him.”
; What ean you mean?” said Ethel, with a
cL 1 of approhen sion at her-heart.
3 had jolly mod reagsons for stay-
ind this zftemoon said Levison, *I
suppoze you don’t know the conditions of
the examm? The Sontheote exdm was founded
by Lord Southcote, who was a chap here
once. He was a New House chap fifty years
u4go or more. The eonditions of the exam
that t the examination is held in the New
Ho-“«ﬂ under the New House master, who
draws up the paper. Bir. Rateliff has drawn
up the paper for the Southcote exam this
time, and he keeps it, of eourse,-in hig study.
here are ouly two entrants for the exam
this term, the paper is not being printed;
made for exam day, and

ing b

i have one cach. 1 haven't
found out inyself, you, know. Mr.

{atelifi :mi.d s0.”
“IWell, T don't mumct nd what this has to
i mi ..\‘h me,” Ethel coldly.
“Please let me e‘znhxm This afternoon
a i i and as it was fine, evers-
doors. ggins sent off Kerr
y with the rest to the tion, and
‘Lehind in the New House hy himself.”
an- accident,” gaid Cousin
ing told e himself that he
somebody.”.
smiled unpleasantly
the somebody,” he zaid.

A

on coolly. . “T kpew--1
what Figging' little ga
y tie New Mouse to see
ok the photograpiiz. I found
s study.”

said Le
gues ed

hat he was there for. I
w e he e for me.”
jaw- remin mcently, and
saw the very plain
! r fist had struck.
_Ie *mxed me (mt of ‘the House. He's
» than I am, the cad, and—"

y u call Figging names 1 ‘h‘l" 1ot
Yisten -to - you!” said Hthel sharply. “You
w)wd not do so it he were here to hear

“You can guess
id. As soon as hé

rubbed his
1001\1N' ?u him,

sneered. - ’
ry well,” he said, “I w
he turned me out of the FHo
to go. 1 knew perfectly w
going bhack to Mr.
a, thn examinatio
is not true!™

¥ Iu is true!l” ;

“I do not believe }‘ou?" >

=1 haven't finished yet,” said Levison. “T
didn't know what to do to stop him. Bub I
fad Manners' camera in my coat, 1 had
borrowed it to take some p'm)to'mmha I
thought of snapping Mr. Ratelifl's study.
You know, the sun is on it in the afternoon,
and there is’a good light, and I thought if
1 could snap Figgins in.the study I should
have him.”
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v,
ad
was
tudy to ook
auestion paper-

“1t would be difficult.”

“Yes; but it was a chance,
proof like thab
hip,” said Levison, with a grin. “I fock out
the camera, and went over to the elms just
opposite Mr, Rateliff’s stud) window, and
\\Awhed there; and as it happened, Figging
ed out of the window, most likely to see
wther 1 was coming back. 1 got three
snaps oi him 3 at the window.”

o ot helieve 3 ” said Ethel.
shrugged his shoulders.
have you told me this?’ the gizl

and with a

ant you to interfere. Figgins has seen
am questions and. [ haven't. Some-
il have to be donme. 1If I speak to
ns on the subject, he wﬂ\ hammer me

That won't do any good. But I'm
going into the exam with Figgins
knnw ing all about the paper i: advance. It's
to be expected. Figgins will have to
thdraw from the exam, or else Mr.
Ratelift’s paper will have to be destroyed,
he must draw up a new one. If
is done I shall o to Dr. Holmes.
I m not voing to let Fxggma beat me in an
exam for ¢ ntv ve pounds by foul play
don't helieve )on—l don't believe VL;U
Cousin Bthel cried passionately. “lt sounds
plausible encugh, but-—but you have lied
before! I know that you are untrutbful!”

“When you sce the photograph—-"

“1 have not seen it yet.”

I can show it to you this evening, 1
think,” said Levison. “I am willing to let
the matter rest till then.”

“Let me go now.”

Levison stepped back now, and the girl
hurried on, her face very pale, and her heart
beating very fast.

Was it true?

Was it r gins—whom she
had alway. ved to be frank, and honest,
and true ~}<lggmd as honest as the da;
Figgins had done this mean and dishonourable
thing? It was impossible!

But it the evidence of the photographs
bora out Levison’s statement, what was she
to think then? And.if it did not bear him
out, why should he tell her these falsehoods,
which would be immediately disproved?

In spite of herself, in spite of héz faith in
Figgins, Cousi Ethel's heart was Ticavy with
fear and anm ety,

80 th:\n

THE THIRD CHAPTER,
Tea with Tom Merey.

EA in %nx" No. 10 ws
until Manners came m, th a purple
sptash on his nose, and his fingers
stili stained in spite of a hasty wash.

“Hope I'm not late!” he exclaimed.

“Weally, Mannahs 2

“Yes, you're late, and all the toast is
done in, and it serves you jolly well right,”
b:<1ld Tom Merry.
‘m so sorry, Cousin Ethel,” said Manners

‘But I’ve been developing some

. Icvison would make a
vood er if he took it up. 1 bhe-
lieve that chap ould do a lot of things
it he chose to w He'd wipe you out in
the Southeote if b rotted over it, Figgy.”
“Let him try,” said Figgins drily.
“That’s just what he wen't do;
much of a slac
about these

held over

¥ he's too
said Manncrs. “But
photographs

“On, blow the pnau«,rrr.mhs"’ caid Lowther.
4 Look here, Lowther——"
“Yes, let’s hear ahout the pictures,” said
Cousin Ethel.
Prust a giv Aanners
admiringly. “Th r ;,nm, you know,
Three views of yum . What

heen

have ¥ ou

doing i v'e study

wr

Yes, you.*

at you're talking about,”
“I haven't been‘in

ed Manners.
do you mean?” F

iy
“What
warmly.
‘I mean

ins demanded

i nv~("!u;:ht:
¥ .ou re bhowled out,” said
“You needn’t mind

“We're
And if ever a

what
ia

ng ups”
“01f course not,” said Tom Merry.
all friends here, I suppose,

Housemmter wanted  japing® bald-headed,
s your Housemaster, Fxggv
‘But haven't done it,” said Figgins.

“I'G admit it i I had. I Taon vou fellows

I should have him on the

If yeu've
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wouldn’t jaw. Bubt I haven't! I cmghb b
too thick Lut time, for one tt'mg

“That was a week ago,” said Kerr,
“Figgy put treacle in his armechair, and
Ratty sat down in it.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Blessed it I know how Ratty tmued the
treacle fo our study,” said F;ggms “But he
dAd, aud when he asked me plainly whether
I had done it, of course I had to own up. -1
believe he would have been pleased to caich
me in a whopper.”

“Nice man!” grinned Lowther.

“1 had on each hmd ” said Figgins,
with & reminiscent shiver. “Ratty can J Ly
it on, too. Since then I've let him alone.”

“0h, come,” said Manners,
ns stared at him.
ed if 1 understand you, Mannors,”
he said. “I-tell you 1 haven't been 1'1
Ratty's  study to-day. It doesn't matte
whether 1 have, or not, so far as 1 can see
but, as a matter of fact, 1 haven't. i
Suppose you can take my word.”

*oh, ~of course," said DMannpers, ve

awkw (ud!v

And he dropped the subject at once. Butb
he looked very queerly at Figgins several
times, as Ccusin Ethel could not help
observing.

The girl’s heart was like lead

Manners" remarks could only mean one
thing—that he had found Figgins in the
window of Mr. Ratclif's study, in the
photograph of the New House. The photo-
graphs bore out Levison's statement.

And Figgins denied it.

Why?

Piggins had spoken an uniruth.

Ethel felt her cheeks burning.

The tea-party, which should have been so
jolly, became a torturr to aer. She was
anxious for it to be over. She felt that she
must guestion Manners, to learn the truth,
but she would not shame Figgins by drawing
it out before the others.

Tea was over at last.

(Arthur Aungustus D’Arcy prepared fo take
cousin back to the Head’s house. Buf
Ethel did not cise.

Dighy went away to begin his preparation,
and Herries to feed bis bulldoz, Towser.
Blake nieditatively cracked a final nut.

Cousin Ethel looked at them. Her frank
nature could not bear keeping secrets.

“1 want to speak to Manners shout—about
something,” she said. “Tom Merry will take
me back, Arthur.”

“What-ho!” said Tom Merry.

D'Arcy looked a littte surprized. 3

But D'Atey was too much of a Chesterfield
and Grandison rolled into one to think of
di s,mtmc a feminine wish.

‘Vewy well, deah gal!” he replied.

And he left the study with Blake.

Cousin _Ethel remained alone with the
Terrible Three.

Tom Lierry, Manners, and Lowther glanced
1t her.

she had something unusual to say
f:!t certain, and they wondered what it

Cousin Ethel was ciient for some minutes,
and the chums of the Shell waited.
When the girl broke the silence at

ber cheeks were very tied, and her voice
faltered.
“I—J—1 want to ask you-
She paused. :
“Bhall we get out?” asked Lowther. “It's

isn't it?”
but—but I know you three never
{s from one another,” said
nd I want to know what you
thmk abeout; it, t(o Stay here.”

“Right-ho!”

“1t's about Figgins.” said - Ethel, the
colour dec pft,.n" in bcr fair cheeks. “I—1

Manners you want to speak to,
N
hz

am afraid that Figgins is in trouble.”
Manners looked at her curicusly. Tom
Merry and Lowther looked aston
“old Fxm' in trouble!” excl Tom

:\h' And you wm
5 iust the rxvht shop.”
rather!” exclaimed Menty Lowther
o gins is a brick! Of course,
Jave to 20 Tor him every now and then,
just to show that the School House is really
cock-house at St. Jim's. -But if there’s any-
thing wrong, you can rely cn us to stand by
old Figgy.”
“Certai
thusiastica
“You have mever known Figgins tell a
falsehood, have you?” Ethel asked.
“Never!” said Tom Merry promptly. “He
couldn't do it.”
«He'd give himself away if he tried, I

us'to help him,

¢,” said Manners, but less en-
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think,” said Lowther.
kis line at all.”
RManners was silent,

“1t wouldn't be in

“Speak up, Harry, you a said Tom
Iv“'rv *lapmng Manners on the shoulder.
Oh, that's all right!” said Manners awk-
wardly.
Cousin Ethel locked at him directly.
!I want you to answer, Manners,” she
said.
"I;homd think you could a that
tion easily enudvh, Manuners Tom
,= I wonder, - “We all that
,;clﬂs never told a eraminer in his life. He
siinply couldn’t do it.»
xlamxers did not speak.
There was a very awkward pause. Tom
.

y and Lowthker stared at their chum in
amazement., They did nch understand
at all. Cousin Ethel 1 the pain-
nee with a low, falter ice.
ve just heard something from Levi-
,° she said slowly. “¥ n.«—t him in the
adrangle as- I came here. He told me a
W utcnvd story zbout Figgins, and I couldn’t
believe it. Bt now—now— >
“Don't believe a word that cad
1 Merry exclaimed qulci ¥
o) mm to clmmm’ old

¢t

wat mu lfe tell you?” asked Lowtiher.
@ f‘rll us what it is, and I've no doubt that
can prove that he w lying, if it was
anything rotten ahout Figgins.”
Cousin Ethel hesitated.
] ()0

ahead,” said Tom Merry encourng-
ngly. “I'm sure it’s all right abeut Figgins.
L e\hon has been lying, as usual.”

“Levison says that Figgins stayed behind
afternoon on purpose, so that ke could
nto Mr. Rateliff’s study and see the paper
the Southcote exam.?
Tom Merry started.
“Impossible [2
that's all-rot!®

said Monty Lowther

sin Ethel looked trounkd
“But that is not all,” she said.

“ What more is there?”

“Levison says he had a camera with him,
znd he took photographs of TFiggins at the
vindow of Mr. Ratelifi's study. He says

gins was looking out of the windew to
sce whether he was gone.”

“Then we know it's all rot,” said Tom
Merry, “for Figgy just said himself that he
Ladn’t been in Ratty’s study to-day at all.”

“ Where are the photographs?” asked
Lewther, “It's no good Levison yarning like
that if he can't produce the photegraphs.
And photographs be faked, too.”

“So I told Levison, but—but he.
gave Mauners the films to develop.”
med Fom Merry and Lowther

said he

together,

“ It all depends upon the filmsz,” said Cousin

¥thel. “That is what I wanted to speak to
Manners about.”
Tom Merry and Lowther looked at their
chum. ‘Phe amateur photograplier of . S8t.
Jim’s was looking very red and uncomiort-
able.

chiil of doubt smote Tom HXerry. He
embc*ed Manners’ queer look when
stated that he had pot been in Mr
stndy that day. He remembered,
, what Manners had said when he first
came in after working in the dark-room.
“Hang it all, Manners,” Tom Merry ex-
claimed abrupth, “you can settle this, you
You have developed the photoﬂraphs
on took 27
uners nodded.
ny photoglag hs
among them?

“ Three.?

“Did they show Ratty's study window "

“VYes; all of them.”

“Oh! And Figgi

“I—I don’t know whether I ought to speak
about it,” said Manners, very unscomfortably.

“Flease tell us the facts,” said Cousin Ethel,
in a low voice. *“If it is possible that Figgins
hag deone this, we can pever respect him
again; but—but he must be saved from doing
witat be is thinking of.”

“Yes, rather!” said Lowther. “You'd
better have it out, Manners. Was Figgy in
the picture$”

“Well, he was!” said Manners,

“In the picture of Ratty’s study window?”

“Yes. That is why I said what I dld when
f came in. I thought Figgins had been in
there japing Ratty, while lie was away. 1
Enew Rutty was out all the aftcrnoon.”

of the New House

“You are sure?” _asked Tom Merry
anxiously. “Of course, you haven't been able
to take a print?”

“1 shall tuke some prints to-morrow, and
that will settle it,” said Manners. “But it
was plain enough to me in the developer. It
quite made me jump when Figgy’s face came
up. I am quite certain about it.”

There was silence in the study for some
minutes. The chums of the Shell were dis-
mayed; Cousin Ethel was very white. This
was proof, as positive as could be desired.

“Hold on!” exelaimed Tom Merry suddenly.
“Levison may have taken those photlogr raphs
zmot;}xer time. He would lie about the time

A

T

anners shook his head.
ic didn’t have my camera before to-day,”

be said. “You remember, I missed it mst
before we. got ready to go down to the
statioxl. T used it this morning myself.”

“Ohd= sand Tom Merry, disappointed.

‘And the films were still in the camera—he
h’tdn-t taken them out,” said Manners. “The
camera hadn't been in his hands more than
a few hours. It was a fresh roll of films I
put in this morning myself. Levicon did it
to-day.”

That was unanswerable

Figgins—Figgins the honest;
had always been believed
mean action or a falsehood
victed! He bad lied in the study before them
ail; it was plain now. And if he had lied,
why—if not because he had visited Mr.
Ratclifi's study for a motive he dared not
explain? It all seenmied only too terribly clear
to Cousin Ethel and the chums of the Shell.

Figgins was guilty!

“We’li keep this dark,” said Tom Merry
uneasily. “It’s frightfully rotten of sz;{u 3
l»m,*.)u* 1 don't like the idea of giving him

;5 Figgins, who
incapable of a
Figgins was con-

, no!” said Manners hastily,
-\nd Lowther nodded.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.

The Proof!

ANNERS was up very early the next
morning. Tom Merry and Monty
Lowther eamic down with him, and
watched him in the study while he
cut up the films and put them in
prmtur fraines.

here was a bright burst of synshine before |

hreakfast, and Manners pLL the frames on the
window-sill of the study, where the sun’s rays
fell brightly and warmly. They watched the
progress of the negatives with anxious eyes,
and Manners gave them a sight of the
pictures before they were fixed in the
solution.

The face of Figgins at the window of Mr.
Rateliffi's study came out in one eof the
pictures with startling clearness, and in the
other two it was unmistakable. The Terrible
Three were very silent when they went down
to breakfast.

There was nothing to say. Figgins' presence
in Mr, Rateliff’'s study on ithat occasion was
proved beyond the shadow of a doubt, and
Figgins had denied it point-blank. The con-
clusion was obvious.

The chums of the Sheli had arranged to
meet Cousin Ethel and show her the photo-
graphs after third lesson, when the juniors
had a quarter of an hour to themseclves. By
that time Manners had finished the pictures,
and he had three good proofs. Cousin Ethel
came to the gate of the Head’s garden, and
there the three juniors met- her. _Ithel
looked eagerly at Manners, who had an
envelope in his hand.

“You have the pictures?” asked the girl
eagerly.

“Here they are,” said Manners.

He drew the proofs out of the envelope,
and passed them to Cousin Ethei. Ethel
!oolked at them, and her fair face grew very
hale.

L Fach of the pictures showed the window of
Mr. Ratclifi's study, “and in cach of them
Figgins was shown at the window. In ome

of them the portrait was very distinct—it
that

was the clearest possible photograph
cculd have been taken of Figgins.

Ethel gave a sigh.

“TThis is terrible!” she said.

*Tt’s rotten!” said Tom Merry
“Who'd have thought it of old Fi
any chap had told me that Figgins would do
a thing like this, I’d have pumhed his head.
But there's no doubtmg one’s own eyes.”
Tt seems clear, then, that Figgins has seen
the examination paper? said Ethel, in a low
and trovhled voice.

“Well, he must have been in Ratty’s study
to see 1t and as he had the place to himself
I suppose nie did.”

the |-
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“Then if he wins the prize—®

“It will be cheating.”

“It must not happen!” said Cousin Ethel
hastily. ~ “I—I don't know what has made
Tiggins ¢o this—it is not like him. But—but
he must be saved. You must spéak to him,
and tell him that he must not use the kndw.
ledge—he mnst not!”

Tom Merry whistled softly,

“That means that he’ll have to withdraw
fr)m the exam, and leave Levison -a clear
field,” he said.
hat is better than winning dishonestly.”
“1 don’t know whether Figgins will do it.”
“He must—he must! You must speak to
n, and point it out to bim,” said Cousin
Lvilel earnestly.. “Figgins must not be allowed
to do this?! I don't know what has made
bim think of it, but he is not mean—he 'is
e. Think of what he will suffer after-
when _he realises what he has done.
He must be saved from that!”

'he tears were glistening npon the girl’s

do our besﬁ” said Tom Merry,

t once,” said £thel—"at once!”
o8—yest”
Cousin Ethel nodded, and went up the

-path. The Junmm could see that she
ot help erying, and they felt a little
it themselves. - They knew, by their
ings, what a shock this must be to
Cousin Ethel.

“It’z a rotten busiuess,” said Tom Merry
zas they turned away from the gate.
we’'d better go and look for

gardasn

Fw\rms now.’

“Hem he is!” said Manners.

Fizgins was coming towards them at a
run. His face was a little flushed as he halted
by the Terrible Three and sunced over the

gate. Cousin Ethel was nol to be seen
now.

“Hallo!”

.

said Figgins, “I thought—I saw

He paused, colouring.

Tom ?mmy nodded.

“3We wanb to speak to you, Figging,” he
said. “There’'s a few more minutes before
next lesson, if you don’t mind.?

“Go ahead!” said Figgins,

«1t's about the Southeote.”

Figg m~. Jooked surprised.

s,” he said. “What about it?»
Ahaxlt your to Ratty's study, 1
mean.’ .

5 \’vlm‘ 2

“You said yesterday evening in my study
that you hadn’t been there, you know,” said
Tom Merry uneasily. “I suppose that was a
—a slip of the tongue?”

1 don't know whm you re talking about*
said Figgins, “It wasn't a slip of the
tongue. Do you mean that I was telling a
lie?»

“ Well, you see

“1f you mean that we'd bebter drop the
subject,” said ngvln flushing  angrily.
“3 don't want to punuh your head, Tom
Merry, but I don’t allow anybody to call me
a liar.”

“ You gsee, we know now—"

“You know what??

going

«That you were in Ratty’s study yesters
’my »

“We've gob proofs of it,” said Monty
Lowther. “We're not saying this in an un
friendly way, Figgins. We want to stand

by you, and—-"
“ And help you out,” id Manners.
‘1’111555 you've gone dotty, I don’t know
what to make of you!” exclaimed Figgins,
staring at the Terrihle Three. “Eou tell me
T'm a liar, and explain that vou're doing it
in a inendly spirit. What are you drivieg

at? Is it a rag?”?
“\o it isn t » said Tom Merry quickly,
i Tbe faet is, ngy {t’'s eome out about your

ueemg the exam paper—or trying to see it
£ Wh.lu"“ yelled Figgins.
“We know it, and——-"
«Po you mean the
paper ?”

<« Yes_”

% You think I went to Ratty’s
day to see it?”

«Well, you denied going, so—>

=T (Aemed going because I never went.”

“But we knpow—"

«We've got the proofs.

Figgins clenched his handb hard

& Anybody who says I went to Ratty’s
study. yesterday is a liar,” he said very dis-
tlmtlv «apnd anybody who says I ever
thought of looking at an exam opaper in
advance is a cad and a rotter! Is that plain
enough?”

Southcote exang

study yestery
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“Yes, it'3 plain enough!” said Tom Merry
angrily. His temper E g to rise
now at what he regarded as }~1g~'m ob-

stinacy, and the na Tiggins had applied
to the Terrible Three were not very pleazant
to hear, either. “It's plain evough, and I'll
give you some plain Euglish in-return, You
were seen in Ratt study yesterday, You
1ooked out of U‘e window, and were photo-

faked it,”
“What !®
“You heard w n‘\t T said,?
“ Look herL

“If you aceuse me——" began Manners,
flushing very red. =
“You don't secm te mind ace me,’

said Figgins.

got any photo
them, and that
that I'm a liar,

nd 1 tmn you again

1 sl‘é\ll hit out!

kimd of chap to stand that sort of ih ‘

“Well, you are a liar, if you to
that!® said Manners warmly.

Full in Manners' face came Figgins' bheavy
fist, and.the Shell fellow staggered back with
a cry. Tom Merry had had enough. He
sprang forward, hitting out, and in a
moment he and Figgi were fighting furi-
ously. 5

Clang, clang!

It was the bell for lessons.

Tom Merry and Figgins, breathing hard,

separated by mutuval cons went, gluring at one
another., Tom Merry's left eye was closing
and Figgins mopped u stream of ved from his
nose with hiz handkerchief,

“¥You -¢ad!”

¢ You rotter!»

«Come in, you fellows!™ bawled Jack Blake
from the School House door, hat are
you rowing now for? You'll get tines !”

The juniors hurried into their class-rooms,

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
To Save Figgins.

IRECTLY after lessons the Terrible
Three met in
sider matters.

their study to con-
Tom Merry’s left eye
was almost closed, and he rubbed it
The chums of the Shell were in a
» mood.

tenderly.
worried and ang

! Suppose (¢
how matters have
thoughtfully.

Tom Merry coloured.

“Well, one of you chaps can see her,” he
said quick‘.y. “J—1 don't want her to see
this blessed eve. No need fur her to know
there was any fighting. It will only worry
her for nothing!”

“Quite right!”
rotten of Figgins to
He ought to be grat
save him from dis

el will have to know
Manners remarked

agreed Lowther. “It was
rusty like that.
g to

“1 suppose, when a feliow takes the wrong
path, t ‘s no getting on with him,” said
Tom ] “He must have been wild at
being { out. But the guesiion is—what !
are we going to do? We can't let Figgins
go on I this, and collar the prize, It
wouldn’t be fair on Levison,- for one thing.
Levison is a School House chap, and we're

hound to stand up for him to that extent.

He’s an awfal worm, I know; but he’s
entitled to fair play!”

“Besides, he would not .,hml it i we
would ! Monty Lowtlc ]»v knows
as much a3 we do, and he complain

could be

I don't know &
i of being

cheated oug of twe

“Fi will have to chuck the exarm,
that’s

“]I*:u‘r he won't!”

“And we can't give him away in public,
or let Levison do it,” said Monty Lowther.

been dccd“ and it would he
o rough. He would be cxpelled!”

“1 sup hie would be expelled!” said Tom
Merry miserably. “Fancy old Figgins being
sackéd from the school! It would be lotten’
And you can bet that nil the New House
fellows would persist in thinking that it was
2 School Housc plot against him. They'd
never believe that he was guilty, if the
evidence were as clear as day!ight‘. 1t would
make fearfully bad feeling between the two
Houses!” 2

“No doubt about it!"-

“It mustn’t come to that!” said Tom
Merry decidedly. “Look here, I've thought
of 3 wheeze, and I think it will work, The
way_ Figgins has acted shows pre‘t\ plainly
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that he hes really seen the exam paper. If
he enters for the exam, he will win unfairly.
3 i‘ne exam paper-was destroyed?”

“Ven
be rather bard on old Ratty, having to draw

Suppose it was destroyed. It would

up z new ope. But that's better than dis.
gracing Yiggins, or letting him win by foul
'51(\\“”

\Iuntv Lo*ther whistled.

“But w hr» ing to destroy it?” he asked.

y business, getting into a House-
mastar’s dy and meddling with his papers
—in the New House, too!”

Tom AMerry set his lips.

“'Ce}n you think of any other plan?” he
“Not without ing Figgins away,” sald

Monty Lowther, er a long pause. “And I
suppose we've decided not to do that.”

“But it’s frightfully risky!” said Manners.
“Blessed if I care to risk a flogging for the
sake of a chap who wants to cheat at an
exam!”

Tom Merry nodded.

“You're right,” he sald. “It's my idea,
and it’s only fair that I should carry it
out; and one could do it as eas\ly as three,
if .t conld be done at all. T’ll go.”

‘Alone?” asked: Manners.
Vg
“Bosh!" said Manners promptly. “You
won't do thing of the sort.” If you go,

we That's understood,
sink or swim together.”

“You bet!” said Lowther.

“But there’s no need for you fellows to run
the risk--——"

“Rats!”

Tom Merry smiled.

“Well, we'll settle on that, then, unless
some other plan turns up,” he said. “You
can see Cousin Ethel, Manners. My eye
won't calm down for some time; though I
don’t think it’s going to be very bad, and
I don't want Ethel to see it. You can tell
Ethel what we've thought of, and see what
she thinks of it. She's a jolly sensible girl,
you know, and her opinion’s worth having.
Only don't pile on the risk. No necd for hér
to think that we're running into danger.”

“Right-lo!”

Z0. of course. We

The Terrible Three leff the stu&v and
Manners went to see Cousin Ethel. He re-
turned in a guarter of an hour.

“Well?” said Tom Merry.

“Cous Ethel thinks it’s the only thing
to be ” said Manners; “and she says
she’'s v gratein! to us for taking the
trouble and risk.”

“Oh, that’s rot!” said Tom Merry. “But

it’s all right. We'll do it

And that was settled.

As soon as afterncon school was over, the
Terrible Three slipped out from the School
House.

Lights gleamed from the windows of the
New House as they approached it. There
a light in F 3’ study, and they
a glimpse of Figgins [umsing the

The window of Mr. Rateliff’s study
uite dark.

“He's not there!”
pered.

Monty Lowther whis-

“Good !”
The Terrible Three had chosen their
moment well. The p ge was deserted,

a,
the door of Mr. Ratcliff's
at all events, unnoticed.
Tom ¥Merry ta d at the door and opene
it. If by any chance Mr. Ratelif had heen
there he would have made some excuse, but
tlm study was empty.

“Quick!” muttered Tom Merr

The Terrible Three stepped into the study,
and Tom Merry closed the door quickly be-
nind him.

“It’s all right!” Tom Merry muttered.

“Let’s get to work; Ratty may come in
at any time.”

“Well, he’s hound to stay in the dining-
room another quarter of an hour at least,
I should think. But let’s buck up.”

“We shall have to light the gas.”

“Just a glimmer.” =

and they reached
study unseen, or,

Tom Merry struck a match. He lighted
the gas, turping it a third part on. T¢
afforded light enough for the juniors to
look about them.

They looked en BMr. Ratelifi's table, and

then raised the lid of his desk.
uttered an exclamation.

“Look I .

On the top of all the other papers in the

Tom Merry

desk, lying fuil under their eyes, was a
sheet, with a list of questions marked and

numbered, and
in Mr.

038 the top was written,
Ratrlifi’s cramped hand:
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“SOUTBGATE PRIZE

“That's it!”
“What fuck!”
“0h, good!”

Tom Merry picked out the paper.

The questions were written out in Mr. Ras-
cliff's handwriting, but the paper did nob
seem to be complete. There was a second
sheet attached to it with a paper-clip, and
on that sheet were numbers marked, bub
without the gquestions attached.

“Ratty hasn't finished the paper,” Tom
Merry remarked. “He's done azbout three-
parts of it—enough for a fellow to win the
exam on, if he's . copied down the questions
and mugged them up in advance.”

“Yes, rather!”

“But it shows there’s no se cond copy made
yet, as he hasnt finished this,” smd Tom
Merry sagely; “so that's all right. We've
only got to get rid of this, and the sooner
the quicker."

“Buck up!

Monty Lowther ‘stirred the fire, and Tom
Merry stepped towards it with the examina-
tion paper in his hand.

The Terrible Three were feeling elated.

They had run considerable risks in coming
here, and they had heen by no means sure
of success, but fortune had favoured them.
They had found the paper in a few minutes,
and the fire burning in the study afforded
a quick and easy means of getting rid of it.

They gathered round the fire. Monty Low-
ther stirred it to a blaze, and Tom Merry
tossed the paper upon it.

It flared up at once in flame.

The chums of the Shell watched it breath-
lessly.

For the moment they were too engrossed
by what they were dsing to have eyes or
ears for anything else.

They did not hear a light step in the
passage—they did not hear the handle of
the door turn, or the door open.

As they stood before the fire their banks
were to the study door, and they saw
nothing.

Mr. Ratcliff, with the quiet, almost stealthy
tread that was habitual to him, came into
the study.

He gave a violent start at the sight of
the Terrible Three.

EXAMINATION.”

But he did not speak. ==
He gazed at them with his .libtle, keen
eyes, and the sour exg on upon his thin

face grew sourer and inore forhidding.

He closed the door quietly, and put hLis
back to it, his arms outspread as if to stop
any sudden rush of the qullOl‘S tu ese

Then he spoke.

“So I have Ld\lelt you

his face and his nut But in the silent
study, to the startled juniors, it scemed to
have a sound like thunder.

They started. and swung round.

They could not speak for the momes
could only stare at the House
dumb dismay.

Mr. Ratcliff s

“1 haye cay

“0hn!”

“What pa

No reply.

The Terrible Three
aback.

“What is that paper?”

The last fragment of the p aper had been
reduced to ashes.

Still the Terrinle Three did not speak.

Mr. Rateliff's glittering eyes left their faces
at last and roved round the study. He was
curious to know what they had dome. Mis
instant suspicien was, of course, that they
had deliberately destroyed some of his papers
for revenge for {he ny petty injuries he
had done them.

ed sourly.
you !

g5

per are you burning there

were utterly taken

His eyes fell upon the open desk, and ho
started.
He made a. quick stride forward. He knew

where the examina
and he saw that it
knew the truth.

He turned upen the Sheil
gavage anger in his face now.

“You have burnt the Scuthcote
exclaimed harshly.

“Yes,” said Tom Merry.

“You have deliberately taken that paper
said Mr. Rat-

paper had been left,
was missing. Then he

fellows with

paper?” he

cliff, hardly able to believe himself ‘that it
was. 0.
“Yes,” said Tom Merry.

“T1 can hardly credit it!” said Mr. Ratelff
slowly. “You have always been disobedient,
unruly, and insubordinate boys. never
respectful to your masters, and in my
opinion a disgrace to the school, but I
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should mnever have suspected this, even of

you. - You are aware that drawing up such

a paper is a long and troublesome task?”

“I—I suppose so, sir!” said Tom Merry.

The other two were silent.

“Yet you have destroyed it2”

“Yes, sir.”

said- Mr. Rateliff, “that I

eculd not possibly remember what I have

ritten there thh any distinctness—that 1

1l have, in faet, practically all my work

» do over again?”

“1 suppose so, sir. I'm sorry!”

“Your sorrow comes a little late, Merry,”

Mr. Rateliff satirically. “I have never

all my experience come upon such an

ample of unfeeling, detestable spite. Have

you any excuse to offer for your conduct?”
nue juniors were silent.

“Have you any explanatior to give—any-
hing at &Il to say that may make your
conduct appear less heinous?” demanded the
Housemaster.

They did not speak. They could not speak
without betraying Figgins, and that was not
to be thought of.

Mr. Ratelifi’s sharp eyes read their faces.
He read there nothing but confusion, guiit,

and dismay. His teeth eclosed together
sharply.
“Very well!” he said.  “Follow me! You

wilt explain your conduct to the Head!”

The Terrible Three followed him in silence.

D, Holmes was in his study. He looke
surprised when Mr. Rateliff entered, his face
white with anger, with three silent aid dis-
mayed juniors at his heels. He looked more
than surprised when the New House maste
told his tele. He was ghoclicd and grieved.
Unlike Mr. Rateliff, the Head of Bt. Jim's
had always had the highest opinion of the
'Ferrible Three, and he was a far better
judge of boys.

“1 have brought this matier before you,
sir, because I 15‘81 that 1 ought net to ds:}!
b th it myself,” said Mr. Rateliff, “It is
too serious a matter for a Housemaster, ang
th : tco, are under the authority of

"Qm‘ce so" caid the Head. He
siance sternly upon the juniors.
anything to say, Merry?”
“No, sir,” said Tom Merry.
“Qr you, Manners—Lowther?”
“No, sir,”
“You do not deny, of course,
\‘»hat Mr. Ratclii states?”
“No, sir.”
43 entered his study during his absence,

turned his
“Have you

having done

.17011
stracted a paper from his desk, burnt ii
in the fire, knowing perfectly well that it
was a paper upon which BMr. Ratelifi had
expended a great deal of time and trouble.
which would have to be spent over again if
the paper was destroyed?”

“Ye-eg, sir!

“I can hardly credit it of vou.” said the
Ticad sternly. “Is it possible t fou were
actuated e¢imply by dislike of a master when

vou acted in this discreditable and dis-
tonourable ‘ﬂay"”

“No, sir,” said Tom Merry hastily. “We
didn’t mean it, against Mr. Rateliff, I

am very sorry shout the trouhk he will have
doing the paper over again.”

“But yeu knew—-"

“Yes, sir, we knew;

“But what?”

“We didn't want to give Mr.
trouble.”

“Then why did you destroy the paper?”

The juniors were silent.

“PDo you mean that .ycu h‘»z(‘. come. other
motive, Merry, which I am not acquainted
with?” asked the Head.

“Well, yes, sir.’

‘Whmn was the motne“”

“I—T can't explain.”

The doctor’s brow grew

*“This is mere prevaries
caid sternly. “You cannot expect me to
listen to that. Mr. Rateliff, I leave the
punishment of these boys in your hands.”

Mr. Rateliff’s lips seemed to grow thinner
and harder.

“Thank you, Dr. Holmes. I think that
they should be publicly flogged, in Hall
before the assembled sehool, and that 1
should inflict the punishment.”

“It is perfectly just.” The Head turned
once more to the Terrible Three. ‘“You have
nothing more {o say?”

but——"

Rateliff any

7, DMerry,” he

“*No,. gir.”

“Then you may go. After prayers to-
may £ er praye

morrow  morning the school will be

assembled to witness your punishment, and
}ou will be in your places.”
“Very well, sir.”
The Terrible Three left the .Hvad's‘stu_dy.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Facing the Music.
FTTLER prayers the next morning the
school was assembled in Big Hall.
The fellows went. in with very
grave faces.

There was hardly any need. for the
prefects to walk up and down, keeping order.
The boys were orderly enough. Kven those
who condemned the action of the culprits,
felt sorry for them.

Tom Merry, Manners, and Lowther entered
the Hall with a firm tread, and took their
places quietly in the ranks of the Shell.

All eyes were turned upon them, but they
did not meet the glances. There was nothing
of shame in their demeanour, and nothing of
bravado. They were ready to go through
the ordeal, and to go through it with
fortitude, and that was all.

The Head was not present.

The punishment had been delegated to the
injured master, and the whole matter was
left in Mr. Ratelifi’'s hands. There was no
danger that Mr. Ratelif would spare the
rod. It wa¢ more likely that he would err
upon the other side.

There was a slight buzz in the crowded
Hall when Mr. Ratcliff entered by the upper
deor ; but it died away as the Housemaster’s
steely glance roved over the school.

The Terrible Three were summoned on to
the raised platform at the upper end of the

Hall. Mr. Rateliff’s keen, ratty eyes
searched theilr faces.
The birch was in his hand now. He made

1t swish a little in the air.
) haps music to his ears,
Manners! Lowther! Merry!

The sound was,

You are

-aware of the punishment to which you have

been sentenced by the Head for an act of
outrageous vandalism. I trust that you have
the good sense and proper feeling to realise
the justice of your punishment.”

“I have nothing to say, sir,”
Merry.

“You deliberately,
slightest excuse, destroyed &an. examinat
paper, upon which I had expended seve
hours of hard work,” said Mr. Ratcliff.

The juniors were silent.

“1 caught you in the very act,”
Mr. Ratetiff.

said Tom

and without the

continued
“I am sure that all your

schoolfellows see your conduct in the same
light that I see it in, and regard it as mean,
tast

and base,
degree.”

The three juniors flushed.

ir. Ratclifi’s thin and acrid voice w
o lv heard in the silent Hall,
rcached every ear. The New House 1
knew how to make his .tongue cut defper
than his cane.

“Have you anything to say before you are
punished 7

*Na, > 8ir?”

“No excuse to cffer fer your wicked and
outrageous conduct?”

“No, sir.”

“Very well. T do not see, indeed, what
excuse you could have to offer,” caid the
New House master. “Prefects, take these
boys up!”

Monteith, Baker, and Powell obeyed.

The school underst ood, now, what were the
orders Mr. Rateliff had given them. They
were to hoist the juniors for flogging—a
duty usually assigned to the school porter.
But it pleased Mr. Ratcliff to have the three

and contemptible to the

hoisted at once, in order to the
spectacle more impressive, and the prefecis
had no choice but to obey their House-
master’s orders.

Tomn Merry and 3Manners and Towther

made no resistance,

They submitted quietly to. i
upon the broad backs of the
and Mr. Rateliff. grasped his birch
harder, with s gleam in his cyes.

The first blow was about to fall upon Tom
Merry when suddenly the door of the Hall
was flung open, and in rushed Cousin Ethel,
breathless and excited.

A buzz, growing to a shout of amazement,
burst from the school as Ethel ran up the
Hall. In a moment she was upon the plat-
form.

“Stop!” -she cried. “Stop!”

Mr. Ratelif had paused for a second. He
had given one unpleasant glance-round. Then
his hand was thrown back again. and the
bhirch descended with a spiteful swish.

Ethel sprang forward.

Hardly knowing what she did, she ran
between the Housemaster and his victim.
Per 4tm was thrown up to ward off the blow,
and then even Mr. Ratclif would have
paused. . But if, was too Iate. The blow was
descending—and i descended upon Ethel's

i

outstretched arm, and the girl reeled ba«k
with a sob of pain.

There was a shout in the crowded Halls

“Stop!”

“QOh, Ethel!” 5

Mr. Ratclif lowered the birch, his facé
going very pale. He was a hard man, buft
he was shocked at what he had inadvertently
done.

“Miss Cleveland!” he ejaculated.

Ethel’s lips were drawn with pain,

“Tt—it is nothing ! she muttered, trying to
recover herself.” “It is nothing! But—but
you must not flog them, Mr, Ratclif—they -
are not to plame—I know all about it—I will
tell you.”

“¥What 1" &

The whole Hall was in a buzz,

Mr. Ratclifi frowned heavily,

“What does this mean?” he exclaimed
sharply. “I do not understand. Miss Clevés
land, this interference on your part is extra-
ordinary—extraordinary! I am astonighed!
You know perfectly well that you have no
right here, and Taggles will be severely
mpnm‘mdgd for admitting you.”

“It was not his fault!” the girl exclaimed
breathlessly. “He tried to stop me. But-I
had to come—you must not punish them, Mr,
Rateliff! I will tell you what happened;
they were not to blame!”

“Nonsense!” said the New House master,
“You cannot know the facts. I caught
them in the very act of burning my papers.”

“Yes—yes—but—"

“I cannot listen to you, Miss Cleveland.
It is exceedingly wrong of you to intérrupt a
punishment in this way. If you do not im-
mediately retire, I shall complain to Dr,
Holmes of your conduct.”

Mr. Railton interposed quickly.

“It appears that Miss Cleveland hag some-
thing to tell us, Mr. Rateliff. Would- it not
be better to hear her before proceeding with
the punishment?”

Mr. Rateliff gave him a sour look.

“I do not think so,” he retorted. “The
matter has been settled, and 1 decline to re-
open it to please a foolish girl.”

“ But

“The punishment will proceed

“I object!” said Mr. Railton firmly, * *J
'l appeal to Dr. Holmes. Kildare, wil
go to the Head at once. and ssk him

atep into the Hall, if he will be so good,

Miss Cleveland is here, and offers fresh
cvidence on the subject?”

“Certainly, sir!” said the St. Jim’s captain
at once.

And he quitted the Hall,

A few moments later tlie Head entered.

His face was very grave.

“1 understand that you have something to
tell us about this stmnge affair, Migs Cleve-
land,” he said. “Under the circumstances, it
ia quite right to delay the punishment.
Please proceed.”

Cousin Ethel caught her breath. But she
kept her courage, and spoke in a voice that
omy trembled siightly.

‘They are going to he punished for burning
Mr. Ratclifi’'s examination papers, sir?”

“Precisely.”

“They were not to blame.”

“But they were seen to do it, my dear
child, and they have not denied it,” said the
Head gently.

“Yes, 1 know—I know; but their motive

“Their motive was wicked spite and
reve ge,” said Mr. Rateliff acidly.

“No, sir—oh, no! They destroyed the
cxammqt.on paper because—because e
“YLS"” said the Head kindly.
“Because they knew someone had seen it,
and they did not want th at—that boy to win
the examination unfairly,” gasped Ethel.

“@Good heavens!” murmured the Head.

Ethel stood firm.

“That was their reason; sir. Now I think
you will not blame them. They could not
betray tbc bhoy to you, and they could not
let him win the prize unfairly. They thought
it their duty to destroy the paper.”

“If this is correct, I certainly should
pardon them for what they did, and I am
gure Mr. Ratcliff would regard thmr conduct
lenientiy,” said the Héad gravely. " What wae
the name, Miss Cleveland?”

Etbek s lips trembled.
ust. you know it,
“Certainly.”

“I—J mean, will the 1umshment proceed
unless T tetl you“”

“hlost decidedly.”

“Then T will tell you, sir,” faltered Ethel,

sir
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understand, then, Miss Cleveland,
son oftered you some }-md of procf? 9%
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S Hedid, sir2?

e pmot which satisfied you, and satisfied
ferry, and Lowther, and Manners, in gpite of
your prnuom faith in Figgins?»

* Yes, gir

“ What- v the proof?%

“1t s here, wir,” said Manners.

He ‘drew the three photographs from his
pocket, and passed them to the Head, Dr.
Holmes took them in surpri , and locked at
them, and handed them to dateliff

“phat s a photograph of fhe '*Lw Heusze,
showing the wmr.lo\\ of my study, with
Figging at the window,” said Mr. Rateliff, in
L SUPpr 57 5

“Yes,” said the Head: “ithat proves that
Figvins cortainly was in your study at the
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“But did you actually see him with the
paper?” said Mr. Ratbeliff. “He might have
gonie there to play some trick, as on a
previous occasion.”

- “He went to see the paper,
“ How can you know?”
“Becguse I saw bim reading it.”

“He was actually looking at the paper of
questions for the Southcote examination?”
sked Mr. Ratcliff, appearing very tuch
struck by Levison's ‘statement,

SN en Bit. =

iz you were in a court of law, upon oath,
would you be- prepared to make the same
statement, Levison??

“Quite ready, sir.”

“Then you are a most wicked

scrupulous bhoy,” said Mr. Rateliff,

changing his tone,- “Dr. Hohnes, it
fectly clear now that Levison is lying.”

There was a buzz.

“1—T do not quitessee it, Mr. Rabeliff,” s
the Head.

“It is quite clear, sir. Levison is prepared
to swear, if necessary, that he saw Figgins
in my study, lcoking at a paper which was
marked * Southeote Prize bxaminabion, on
Vednesday afternoon. As a matter of fact,
I firsb drew up that paper on Wednesday
evening, and intended to do so on Wednes-
day afternoon, but I went out to see a
iriend. It was left till the evening. Many
persons, -1 have no doubt, imagined that the
paper was already dmwn up; as they are
sometimes ¢ ks in advance. Byl on
;Wedueedt ernoen, sir, there was no paper

3 vdy or anywhere in the
hew ng the words * Southeote Prize

Levison states.”
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kel ‘gave a cry.
i«mnh s innocent! I knew it!”

» came from the ranks
s, wathah, bai Jove!”

S, I‘lsg\m iz mnocent;? =aid Dr. Holm
That has heen proved ciearly enough.
tateliff, I leave Levisen to you, and 1 iv
you will not he too lenient.”

“Very good siry” s patd the

Ho
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New

Figoins went down the Hall. There was
che ¢ crowd round him. All or was ab
an end, and the masters and ptei‘eua did pot
lnwnere Cousin. Ethel and Tom Merry and
and Lowther were a!l trying to

Terr; enough.
hieiv ehum of the New House was not dis-
houourthe after . all, .and that discovery
esnt mote to them than their eseape irom
the flogging.

Cousin Ethel had saved them frem that,
and had been the means of the truth ceming
to lght. l;nt the girl was feeling very miser-
able as she left the School House, She had
wdistr i Figgins—she had allowed herself
to be impSsed upon by a cunning slanderer—-
and how could she expect Figgins to forgetb
it?

But Tiggins was not the kind of fellow to
bear malice or to nurse injuries. And when
Tom Merry & Co. cmght sight of Figgins
talking to QOLaln Ethel in bhe Head’s garden
Inter that day it certainly did not ‘uol\ as
if Pigging was in anything but the best and
happiest of tempers.
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