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THE SCAPECRACE OF THE SECON

By FRANK RICHARDS.

A Magnificent Long Complete Tale, dealing with the Early Adventures of
Harry Wharton & Co. at Greyfriars School. :

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Absent!

s AS anybody seen Nugent minor?”
That question was being asked
all over Greyiriars.

Dicky Nugent had gone out with
Carberry, Carne, and Loder ot the Sixth. The
seniors had lured the younmgster to the
Waterside Inn, and had persuaded him
to play cards for money.

Harry Wharton & Co. of the Remove had
chipped in, and by means of his ventriloguism
Billy Bunter had led the Sixth-Formers to
believe that the Head was in the vicinity of
the Waterside Inn.

Carberry, Carne, and Loder had immediately
made themselves scarce. Dicky Nugent, alco,
had made himself scarce, but whereas the
Sixth-Formers had returned tow Greyiriars,
Nugent minor had failed to put in an appear-
ance.

Although they had searched high and low
for the missing fag, the Removites had met
with no sueccess.

No one supposed for a moment that an
thing had happened to Nugent minor-
thing in the shape of an accident.

It was quite clear that he was keeping away
from the school of his own accord.

And the chums of the Remove discussed
the matter gloomily encugh as the time drew
neavr for call-over.

*“It’s rotten,” said Harry Wharton. “Who
could guess that the young ass would play the
ciddy ox in this way?”

Nugent shook his head. o

“it’s all right; you fellows couldn’t guess.
1t can’t be helped. Of course, he thought it
was really the Head who discovered him, and
s afraid to return to the school and face
tlie music.”

“I suppose s0.”

“1 don’t wonder at it, come to think of it,”
caid Bob Cherry. “Carberry & Co. were
scarcd out of their wits, and young Dick must
have been scared, tco. But then what’s his
came in staying out? He knows he must
return some time.”

“He¢ can’t have run away
surely!” exclaimed Mark Linley.

Nugent started.

“1 shoukdn’t wonder. He's a young ass, and
sceustomed to having his own way in every-
thing at home,” he said bitterly. “I shouldn’t
be surprised in the least.”

Harry Wharton’s brows wrinkled.

from school,

“Then you think he means t{o stay
out, Frank?”
“¥eg?

“We shall have to look for him.”

“1 suppose .80 Hailo! There’s the bell
for call-over!”

The chums hurried down to the school hall.

They had some faint hope of discovering
Nugent minor among the Second-Formers, but
the hope was speedily dissipated.

Dick Nugent was not in his usual place.

There was no sign of him in the ranks of
the Second Form, aud some of the fags were
looking excited, evidently having missed him
and discussed what could have caused him to
cut call-over.

Mr. Capper, the master of the TUpper
Fourth, was taking the call-over, and when
Nugent minor failed to answer to his name,
he marked him down as ahsent.

The Famous Four left the Hall with glum
brows.

*“The young ass means to stay out!” said
Bob Cherry. “That’s clear as daylight!
What are we to do?”

“Find him!” said Harry. -

“And bring him back by force?”

“Yes, if necessary. DBut when we explain
that it was a jape at the inn, and net the
T'ead at all, he will be willing to come back.”
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“But where are we to look for him?”

“That's the puzzle.”

“The puzzlefulness is terrifie.”

“Nugent !”

Frank Nugent started as the voice of Mr.
Quelch, the Remove-master, fell upon his ears.
Mr. Quelch was standing in the doorway of
his study, with a clouded brow. ¥rank
hastened towards him.

“Yes, sir. You called me.”

“Do you know where your brother is?”

Frank coloured.

“No, sir.”

“He has missed call-over.,”

“Yes, sir.”

“The Head wishes to see him.”™

Frank started.

“The Head, sir!”

“Yes, Dr. Locke wishes to sece him
particularly—a most important matter.
you any idea where he is to be found?”

Frarik shook his head.

“I don’t think so, sir.”

Mr. Quelch’s brow grecw very grave.

“1t appears, then, that Nugent minor is
deliberately absenting himself from he
school,” he said.

“J—I hope not, sir,” faltered Nugent.

“Well, he must be found. The Head wishes
to see him at the earliest possible moment. I
may as well tell you that it is a very serious
matter, Nugent. I think you had better go
and look for your brother. You may take
your friends with you, and I will give you a
pass out of the gates”

“Thank you, sir.”

“And when you find hin,” said Mr, Quelch,
with some emphasis, “tell him that he had
better return to the school at once—that it
will be better for him.”

“Yes, sir.”

The Form-master wrote out the pass, and
Nugent took it, and hurried back to his
chums.

He explained to them, and they immediately
fetched their caps and coats, and left the
School House in a body. The Form-master's
pass enabled them to go out ani look for the
missing fag without breaking bounds. The
chums of the Remove were looking troubled
as they crossed the dusky Close. ¥
‘But where should they jook for Nugent
minor? That was the question!

Have

——

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Cash in Advance.

ARBERRY was sitting in his study
with Carne and Loder, smoking
cigarettes.

There was a tap at the door.

In an instant the cigarettes were thrown
into the fire, and Carne was waving a news-
paper to and fro to dissipate the smoke. The
Smart Set of Greyfriars broke the rules with
impunity as a rule, but they were always in
terror of the axe, so to speak. If it shouvld
be a master coming to the study, there might
be trouble. -

But it was not a master.

Carberry opened the door, and a fat form
and a pair of big spectacies loomed up in the
dusky passage before him,

It was Billy Bunter.

Carberry scowled, He had been startied
{for nothing, and his natural impulse was to
make the Owl of the Remove smart for it.

“What do you want?” he snarled,

Bunter blinked at him nervously.

«“I—I want to speak to you, Carbigrry.”

“Come in, then.” 7

Billy Bunter entered the study.~

Carberry opened the door, and placcd him-
self in the way of Bunter's retreat to it.
Then he signed to Loder to throw him a
cane that was lying on the table,

very |

Bunter blinked round him uneasily.

“i—1 say, you fellows—"

“Where will you have it?” asked Carberry,
taking the cane in his hand, and making it
sing in the air.

“I—I’d rather not have it at all, th-thank
you,” stammered Billy Bunter. *You—you
see, I—I came here on an important matter
—awfully important.”

“Comeé here,” said Carberry, as the fat
junior retreated round the table.

“I—1'd rather stay here, thank you. Look
here, Carberry, you'd better let me alone, I
can tell you!”

“What do you mean, you fat cub?”

“I—I came here omn business, 4
you’might like to cash a postal-order lor
me.* =

“ER9?

“I'm expecting a. postal-order to-morrow,
and it can’t be for less than a pound,” said
Billy Bunter. “I thought you fellows might
like to cash it in advarce.”

“You cheeky youmg ass!” exclaimed Car-
bert in blank astonishment. “Do you
mean to say you've had the nerve to come
here to cadge of the Sixth?”

“Qh, really, Carberry, I don’t think you
ought to call it ‘cadging’! I simply want
you to cash a postal-order in advance, and
you can decline if you like. But I really
think that one good turn deserves another.”

“One good turn!” repeated the prefect—

“What are you driving at?’

“Well, I.was thinking of helping you tn
keep it dark about being at the Waterside
Inn this afternoon!”

Carberry’s brows contracted. 5

“There's no need to keep it dark,” be said
steadily. “We went there to fetch away a
junior who was playing cards with a set of
fow betting-men, and I have already explained
that to the Head.”

Billy Bunter stared.

“M-m-my only hat! Have you—have you
really put it like that to the Head? I1-I
should never have thought of anything like
that!” = :

“You saw us after we had left the inn.”
said Loder. “I suppose you jumped to the
conclugion that we had gone there to gamble,
or something of that sort?” -

“But I saw you through the window.”

“What!”

“You were playing cards for money, and
smoking and drinking.”

“You lying cub}’ said Carherry savagely.
“If you dare to say a word like that in the
school, I'll skin you!”

“«Of course, I shouldn't say a word about
a chap who was going to cash a pestal-order
for me,” said Bunter, blinking at him. °
you ‘like to oblige me in that small matter,
of course, you can depend upon me to be
friendly.”

The three seniors stared blankly at Bunter.

They had always regarded him as fat, lazy,
stupid, greedy—but that he had this depth
of cunning in his nature, they had never
suspected. .

“NMy only hat!” ejaculated Toder.

“The cheeky cub!” growled Carne,
him out, Carberry!”

But Carberry did not move.

“Eiek

He knew at once that. the fat junior must

be telling the truth—that he must have seen
what passed in the room at the Waterside
Ion overlooking the river.

1f Bunter told his tale at the preseint
juncture, it would certainly have the eilect
of spoiling the plot the three rascals had
taid to save themselves at the expense of
Nugent minor. :

Bunter must be kept silent, for a day or

two, at least. = 5
If he spoke afterwards, the fact that he

had kept silent so long would discredit his

evidence, and he could hardly confess that he

1 thought "

=

P
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had been guilty of what virtually amounted
to blackmail.

Carberry drew his lips tighter.

“How much do you want?” he said slowly.

“QOh, really, Carberry, that ig a curious way
of putting it! I don’t want you to give me
anything.”

The prefect gritted his teeth.

“I should like you, as a personal favour, to
cash a postal-order for me,” said Bunter.
“There isn’t the smallest risk, you see,
use the order is coming by the first post
morrow morning, and you can have it as
soon as it arrives.”

“How much?”

“Well, I expect the postal-order will be for
a pound, but it might be more. .Suppose you
give me two pounds, and take the postal-
order, whatever amount it is for? I think

hat’s a fair offer, as you stand to gain a
great deai if it hapvens to be for a large
amount.”

“1 will give you a pound,” said Carberry.

“Well; T dare say I could make that do,”
said Bunter. “Of course, I should prefer the
full amount eof the postal-order, as I.am
rather short of tin. But I suppose I could
make a pound do for the present.”

had a/ peostal-order to-day,” said Car-
berry, with a wicked gleam in his eyea. * You
can have it if you like.”

“Oh, all right! "I can cash it at Mrs.
Mimble's.”

“Very well.”

Carberry went to his desk, and took out a
postal-order for a pound. It was quite blank,
no name having been filled in upon it.

“There you are, Bunter!”

Bunter’s round eyes glistened behind his
spectacles. He could hardly believe in his
good luck. The utter meanness of the action

“Can't you see?”

“ Blessed if I'can! You've wasted a pound
on that young cub, but as soon as he's blued
the money he will be back here for more.
You can't give him a pound a day, I sup-
pose ?”

“No; hardly. It hits me bard, parting
with that, but it was worth it. And, of
course, you fellows will stand your whack.”

“1 don’t know abont that.”

“If it keeps him quiet for a day or two
it will be all right,” said Carne slowly. “But
you know Bunter, He will be back here
to-morrow at the latest—perhaps to-night—
for more. That pound won’t last long when
he begins to cat, and perhaps to stand feeds
to the other young cadsz.”

“I know that.”

“Then why——7

“That's why I gave him the postal-order.
That order wasn't sent to me. I bought it
in Friardale to-day to send to a hookmaker
by post. Don’t you see? When Bunter has
disposed of that order he's in my power. He
can't say I gave it to him without confessing
that he was blackmailing me—->

“Aht»

"« And I shouid deny it, too. He has taken
my postal-order, filled in his name on it,
and cashed it. I can prove by the number
that it was mine. If Bunter ventures to
give us an atom of trouble after this 1'll
have him up before the Head for stealing
my postal-order, and have him expelled as
a thief, too!”

Loder and Carne stared at the prefect.

“Well, you've got a head!” said Loder
admiringly.

“By Jove,

yes!? said Carne. “The fat
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he was guilty of never seemed to enter his
mind at all.
His fat fingers fastened upon the postal-
order.
“Was this

sent -to you, Carberry?” he

““The name isn’t filled in.”

“All the better, as it happens. You can
fill in your own name, and then nobody will
know that I gave you the postal-order.”

“Good! That's a good dodge!”

“Here's a pen,” said Carberry.

He dipped a pen in the-ink, and handed it
to Bunter. Loder and Carne watched him in
astonishment. They could not make Carberry
out at all just now.

“Thanks!” blinked the fat junior.

He filled in the postal-order to himself,
“William George Bunter,” blotted it, and
put the order in his pocket. He was eager
to go now, Money always burnt in his
pocket, and he was already thinking of the
tuckshop and unlimited tarts.

“I'm much obliged to you, Carberry,” he
said; “and I'll do as much for you some
time.” =

And the Owl of the Remowve quitted the
study. Carberry carefully eclosed the door
behind him, and turped to his companions
with a wicked glitter in his eyes.

Loder burst out at once:

“ What ‘on earth’s the game. Carberry?”

Carberry shrugged his shoulders.

them horribly. I want to xeep all this away
from mother if I can.” 7

“ Well, if he's there we'll have him.”

“Come on, then!”

The five Removites hurried up the road
towards the river, and followed the towing:
path to the Waterside Inn.

They came in sight of the lights of the
inn, gleaming through the trees and dancing
on the rolling waters of the Sark.

As they drew near the building the sound
of a loud chorus came ringing through the
quiet of the night.

There was evidently a merry
gathered at the Waterside Inn. :

Bargemen from up the river, fishermen
from Pegg, and all k of characters
gathered at the Wate of an eveningg-
and there were ample reasons for the Head's
placing it out of bounds for the boys of
Greyfriars,

The juniers stopped on the towing-path
outside the inn.

There was the building before them, but
where were they to look for Nugent minor?

“Suppose we go in and ask for him?” said
Bob Cherry. “I1 suppose the landlord will
have to give us some answer.”

“Not jf he’s hiding the kid there,” said
Nugent.

“Let's scout round first, anyway,” said
Harry Wharton. ©Young Nugent will pro-
bably be in fear of being searched for, and
he may have hidden himself in the barns, or
in some unlikely corner. That's where wg
ocught to look for him.”

“Good !

“The goodfulness is terrific.”

The chums entered the inn yard,

company

ds

and,

+

2. PERCY MELLISH,
3, GEORGE CROOKE,

young foel is in our hands as socn as he's
disposed of the postal-order!”

“And that will
expect.?
And in that, at

be within five minutes, T

least, Carberry was right.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
“The Sezarch.

88 HERE shall we look for him?»
It was ¥rank Nugent who
asked the question, in a hopeless

tone.

Where were they
minor?

The five juniors stood in the dusty

outside the school g

to look for XNugent

road
tes, and they did not

know in which directicn to turn their foot-
steps.

Dick Nugent was deliberately keeping
from the school. But where was he
staying? Had he taken the train for his home

—as was -quite possible?  Was he lurking
near Greyfriars—afraid to show himself—

perbaps in the wood or the thickets?

b5 troublesome problem.
‘better look in at the Waterside
Harry briskly. “I think it's quite

t he’s there, and that we shall
find bim.» % =

“I hope * said Nugent fervently, <«If
he stays away overnight the Head will have
to let my pegple kunow, and it will worry

“started into broad w
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avoiding the lighted and noisy building, they
made for the outbuildings behind the inn.

In that range of unlighted sheds it was
quite possible that Nugent minor had hidden
himself from the expected search.

The junior, at all events, would hardly bs
taking a part in the uproarious jollity cf the
company assembled at the inn.

Harry Wharton paused in the dark doorway
of the barn and looked in.

Nugent had brought a lantern with him,
and he now lighted it, and flashed the light
into the bara.

Bob Cherry uttered a sharp exclamation.

“Look!”

A youthful form was stretched upon a heap
of straw, asleep.

The round, boyish face was resting upon one
arm, and the curly hair drooped over it.
face looked tired and worn. Even in sleep
the boy was troubled. x

It was Nugent minor!

“Diek!” muttered Nugent.

“Poor kid!” said Wharton. “He o
if he had been through it, and no mistake!
Nugent advzaneced towards the sleeper.
He stretched out his hand, and shook
Nugent minor gently by ‘the shoulder, Dick
sefulne
startled, terrified way
and blinked his eyes in the

He stared in a
his brother,
lantern-light.
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* What—what-—"

* Diek!”

“1t's you, Frank?”

“Yes; I've conte to take you back—-"

Dick Nugent sprang to his feet. His face
was white, and his eyes flashing. Recollce-
tion had returned in a moment.

“Take me back!”

¥es.: 22

“I won’'t come!
<“Listen to me

=

I won't come!”
y

“T wen't come! You want to sce me
fiogged and expelled, I suppose! I won't
come back to Greyfriars!”

“But——"

“I won't}”

“It’s all a mistake. Let me explain. I—
Stop him!” :

Wittiout listening to his brother, Dick

Nugent made & wild rush fo the doer to
escape. =

Harry Wharton grasped him, and received
a_ right-hander eon the chest that sent him
staggering.

In a moment more the junior was out of
_the barn, and running hard.

Wharton gasped for breath.

“He's gone!” exclaimed Beb Cherry.

Nugent bit his lips.

“The young fool!
to take him back to be punished!
him !”

“Conme ont” :

Mark Linley was already close on the track
of the running fag: The others ran after
him, and the sound of Dick’s quick footfalls
in the darkness guided them.

Wharton was half afraid that the fag would
rush into the inn, and seek safety among the
rascals there gathered; but he did not. That
would have meant a rough time for the
chums of Greyfriars. But, fortunately, the
fag took another course.

He dodged through the inn yard, leaped a
low fence, and ran swiftly towards the river.

“ After him!” panted Nugent.

The Removites ran hard.

Mark Linley was ahead; and overhauling

_ the fugitive rapidly. Dick Nugent turned on
the brink of the river and cast a desperate
lcok behind. -

The outstretehed hand of the Lancashire
lad was close behind him. .

“Keep oft!” muttered Dick wildly. “Keep
oft! I won't be taken back, I tell you!”

“It’s all a mistake!” panted Mark. “You're
not——->

“Keep off. or I'll jump Into the water!”

“I tell you—" |

“(Collar him}" shouted Boh Cherry.

Nugent minor set his teeth hard and sprang
out inte the rtver.

Splash!

The five juniors halted on the bank, staring
in blank dismay at the dark waters. For a
moment they wers dumbfcunded.

“The young ass!” exclaimed Harry.

Bplash !
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He thinks we've come
After

 Keep off !”? muttered Dicky Nugent wildly.
taken back to Qmeyiviars, | tell youl’?

ANAANANANANNNN B

“Keep off! 1§ won’t be

1t was Mark Linley who was in the water
now. The Lancashire lad remembered, what
had escaped the others for the moment, that
they were near the dangerous pool, and
that '‘Dick’s reckless action had placed his
life in peril.

*Linley !”

“He's in!”

“Good heavens!”

The boys strained their eyes over the dark
water. Where was Dick Nugent—where was

the Lancashire lad?”

“Linley !” 2

Nugent threw off his jacket.
grasped him by the arm.

“Ilold on, Frank!
Linley’s got him, or—~

He did not finish.

The moon was showing a silver edge over
the trees. If it would but shine out a little

Wharton

It's too late now!

clearer! 5
“Linley! 3ark Lialey!”
There w a gleam of silver on the water.

Bob Cherry gave a shout.

“Look !”
In the gleam of the moon two heads were
seen on the silvering water, and Nugent

minor was in the grasp ot Mark Linley!

The Lancashire lad was struggling towards
the shore.

Frank Nugeut plunged into the water, and
in a few seconds reached his side.

“ Dick !”

But Nugent minor made neither sound ner
motion as his brother grasped him. He was
insensible.

The ehums of the Remove reached down to
them: and dragged them out through the
crackling rushes.

Mark Linley gasped for breath as he shook
the water from his clothes.

“Heaven bless you, Linley!” panted Frank.

Then he bent over his brother, who lay still
and silent where they had laid him. A
herrible fear for a moment tugged at Frank
Nugent’s heart. §

But Dick Nugent was living.

He was breathing, and the colour was
already returning to his checks. A load was
lifted from Frank’s heart as he saw it.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
A Painful Surprise for Bunter.

ARBERRY threw his cigaretie into
the fire, and looked round as his
study door opened. The cad of
the Sixth was alone.  Loder and

Carne were gone. Biilly Bunter came
into the study without knocking. and closed
the door after him. There was a half-nervous,
half-impudent look about Billy Bunter tlat
Carberry understood perfectly well.

The fat junior stopped with the table
between him and the prefeet, and blinked
across it at Carberry in a doubtful sort of
yay.

“Well?” said Carberry.
“Well,” said Bunter, “I—I—I thought T'd
give you a look in, Carberry, to—to see if—
if you had a sovereign to spare.”

“A sovereign!”

“Yes. I've got another postal-erder
to-morrow, as well as the one ¥ m
to you—it simply can’t fail to arrive—i
I'm expecting the two by the samc po

suppose you'd have no objection to cashing

it for me in advance?”

Carberry rose to his fecet.

There was a spiteful gleam in his eyes,
which Billy Bunter was tco' shortsighted and
foo preoccupied to see.

The cad of Greyfriars crossed to his desk,
and -Billy Bunter blinked after him, fully
believing that he had gone there for the
money.,

“A - postal-order would do, Carberry,” he

said. “®ither that or cash; I really don’t

“mind which, I—— Oh! Hallo! Oh!”
Carberry had taken, not a postai-order, but

a cane from his desk,

. He strode swiftly over towards the fat

junior, and seized him by the bhack of the

collar with his left hand, and brought the

cane into play with his right.

The cane lashed and rang upon Billy
Bunter’s portly form, and he skipped and
howled like a deyrvish.

“Ow, ow, ow! Help!
oh, eh!”

Carberry compressed his grip so as to choke
Bunter’s cries by tightening his ecollar, and
tlie howls died away into stified stutterings.

And still the cane rose and fell.

All the spite he bhad been compelled to
suppress was bubbling up now and finding
an outlet.

Billy Bunter was not getting what he ex-
pected in Carberry’s study, but he was cer-
tainly getting what he deserved, and more.

The fat junior struggled and choked and
gasped. }

He would have given all the feeds ke had
ever enjoyed, or ever expected to enjoy, to
get away from that stinging, lashing cane.

But there was no escape for him,

Carberry lashed and lashed until his arm
was tired, and then he flung the fat jumior
from him, and hurled the cane into a corner.

“There !” exclaimed Carberry, panting for
breath. “That's a lesson for you, you black-
mailing young thief!

“Ow, ow, ow!®

“Now get out of my study!”

“Ow! Yow!”

Carberry sat down, breathing heavily.
exertions had tired him. Billy Bunter stag-
gered to hiz feet. He was wriggling and
squirming with pain, and tears were chasing
each other down his fat ct 85

“Ow, ow! You—you 12 he gasped.
“I'll go straight to the Head!”»

The prefect gave a sneering laugh,

“Go, then!»

“«I—I—T'll tell him about your smoking and
drinking at the Watersid@ Inn! I'll have
yvou expelled from Greyfriars, you cowardly
beast !” blubbered Billy Bunter,

Carberry laughed again.

“You had better explain to him about the
postal-order at the same time, Bunter, or
somebody else will be in danger of being
expelled.”

TG RR9Y

“T had a postal-order for a pound in my
study,” said Carberry deliberately. “I had
bought it to send to someone, and it wasn’t
filled in with a name. I have missed that
postal-order.”

“You—you gave it to me.”

“Gave it to you?”

“ Yes, certainly!”

“My dear porpoise, you're dreaming! I've
given you nothing—nothing except a thra
ing; and I expect I shall give you a few more
of them!” 2

Bunter backed hastily towards the docr.

«Just another word hefore you go,” said
Carberry. “I have missed a postal-order
from my study, and I had taken the number.”?

“You—you gave—>

“So long as you don't give me any trouble
I sha'n’t say anything about missing that
postal-order, Bunter.”

Billy Bunter sfared at the prefect with
wide-open eyes. He did not fully understand
as yet how completely he had placed him-
self in the power of the cad of Greyfriars.

“But if yous say a word about me, or
cause me any kind of trouble,” went on

Yow! Groo! Ol

His

" Carberry significantly, “then I shall inquire

ahout that postal-order. I have the number,
and can easily prove that it belonged to me—
and I shall, of coursze, deny having given it
to anybody.” ;
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“oh!»

“ Do you understand??

& Ve-ewes ™ gasy Bunter.

“Now get out of my ¢ 7, and don't let
»

me see you again in a
Billy Bunter left the study without another
word. s
Bven his obtuse brain had grasped the
situation at last, and he realised that he
was in a dangerous position.

His scheme for r: g money was at an
end, and if, with his usual loquaciousness,
he allowed a word to slip regarding Car-
berry and the visit to the Waterside Inn,
it would bring down the vengeance of the
prefeet upon him.

Bunter felt as if he had escaped from the
den of a wild beast as he stepped into the
passage and hurried away.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Nugent Minor's Rsturn.

TGENT MINOR opened his eyes.
N He stared wildly yp at the faces

looking down upon him. He was
; very white in the gleam of the
moounlight.

“Wh-what has happened?” he gasped.

Wharton looked at him sternly.

“You've had a narrow escape, that’s all,
and you owe your life to Mark Linley, who
risked his to save you.”

“Not so bad as that,” said Mark, with a
smile. “I don't think I was in any danger.”

*“Anybody would have been in danger so
near the Iool.”

“Yes, rather!” said Bob Cherry. “We ought
really to give young Nugent a goed hiding,
but I suppose we shall have to let him off.”

“The supposefulness is terrific!”

“Let me go!” muttered Dick Nugent.
“What do you want to take me back for?
1 started back to school, after—after the
Head found me there, but—but I didn't dare
to show up. I was going to cut it, but I had
no money.”

“It’s all a mistake,” said Nugent. “You
think the Head found you at the Waterside
Inn with Carberry and his set.”

“Yes. He spoke to me through the window.
It was after Wharton came.”

“It was a jape.”

“What?”

“We made Bunter imitate the Head's voice,
to scare those cads and break up the party,”
explained Nugent. “The Head knows nothing
about it.”

Nugent minor gave a gasp.

“The Head knows nothing about it?”

“Nothing at all.”

“Then—then I—"

“You've been scared about nothing,” said
Bob Cherry. “The best thing you can do now
is to hurry back to Greyfriars, and take a
licking for missing call-over.”

Nugent minor rose to his feet.

“I don't mind a licking,” he said. “It
wasn't that I was afraid of. But to be
expelled from the school——"

“Well, . it’s _all over now,” said Nugent.
“Come back and get some dry things on, or
you'll cateh your death of eold!”

“You, too, Linley,” said Harry, “better get
a run back to Greyiriars.”

“Right you are!”

“1 suppose I was missed at call-over?” said
Dick, as the juniors turned up the towing-
pa‘tixn' towards the school.

“ And you fellows came out to look for me?”

“Yes. Mr. Quelch sent us. The Head wants
to see you!”

Dick started.

-“The Head wants to see me!
knows something?” =

“It must be about missing the call-over, 1
suppose.”

“That's a matter for the Form-master. The
Head wouldn’t botker himself about a little
thing like that.” 5

“Well, I don't know what it is, but I don’t
suppose it’s anything serious.”

Dick Nugent halted. :

“Look here, I suppose this is honest injun?”
he remarked. “You're not gamamoning me to
get me to go back quietly to the school?”

Nugent flushed red.

“Can’t you take my word?” he demanded.

“Well, yes; but—"

“1 tell you the Head was nowhere near the
Waterside Inn this afternoon, -and it was a
ventriloguial jape, your hearing his voice.”

“Oh, all right! But I don’t see what he
wants to see me for so particularly, in that
case!” said Dick sulkily.

“Well, you'll soon see.”

Dick Nugent hesitated. Hes

Then he

was hall

inclined to refuse to return to Greyfriars until
matters were more certain. Bubt the
Removites were round him now,-and he had
no choice in the matter.

Harry Wharton & Co. had their eyes upon
him, and were certainly not inclined to aliow
him to escape.

Dick realised it, and he tramped on
doggedly towards Greyiriars. There was no

help for it now, and he had to face the musie,
whatever it was.

The juniors reached the school at last.

Gosling grunted as he admitted them.

“Nice goings hon—I don't think!” he
remarked. “ I know what I would do if I
was the 'Ead. 1 would lick you all till you
couldn't walk, that's wot I'd do!" Wot 1 says
is this 'ere, why should a 'ard-working man be
dragged out of his lodge at this time of night,
and away from his 7

“@Gin!” suggested Bob Cherry.

“Ha, ha, ha!” o

“Wot I says is this 'ere 2

But the Removites did nrot wait to
hear what Gosling had to say. They went in,
and Frank Nugent led his minor to the Head's
study.

Nugent minor tapped, and entered.

Dr. Locke was alone in the room.

He turned his chair a little, and looked
fixedly at the fag as he came in, with a

drooping head and flushed face.

Dick Nugent stood before him, his eyes
on the carpet.
““You have returned!” said Dr. Locke.
“Yes, sir.”
“I hear that you returned of your own

accord, when you were found by the Remove
lads?”
“ Yiegy 8ir.”

“You absented yourself, I suppose, from
a fear of the consequences of your action in
visiting a disreputable place?” said the Head.

Dick started.

Frank had assured him that it was not the
Head who had spoken to him at the Water-
side Inn, and that Dr. Locke knew nothing
of his vislt there. But the Head's words
showed that he knew all about it.

The fag stood silent, and troubled.

Exactly how much the Head knew he could
not guess, and he did not dare to speak for
fear of making a blunder.

“I am waiting for your answer, Nugent
minor.”

“Yes, sir.”

“You do not deny having been to the
Waterside Inn?”

“No, sir.”

“You knew it was out of bounds?”
PN o8 -Bip P
Dr. Locke leaned forward a little towards
him.
“Did you go alone to the inn, or was some-
v else with you—someone from this

Dick’s lips were closed.

“ Answer me, Nugent minor.”

The lad did not speak.

A slight smile crossed the doctor's fuce.

“Do you not see, Nugent minor, that it is
useless to remain silent?” be said. “If yon
went alone to the inn, you would naturally
tell me so. Your silence only proves that
ryou had a companion or companions.”

Dick flushed.

“1 was not alone, sir.”

“YVery good! Who was with you?”

Dick's face set obstinately. He might bs
flogeed, or he might be expelled, but he
would never reply to that question.

THE SiXTH CHAPTER.
Bunter Requirss Help.

¢ - SAY, you fellows!”

“0Oh, shut up, Bunter!”

Harry Wharton & Co. were standing

in the passage, waiting for Nugent

minor to come out of the Head's study.

Frank Nugent was too anxious about his

brother to leave the spot, and his chums

remained with him, concerned for him if
not so much for his minor.

Billy Bunter had been looking for them,
and his fat face lightened a little as he
caught sight of the group of juniors in the
passage.

e came up with his rolling gnit, and gave
Harry Wharton a dig in the ribs with his
knuckles to notify his arrival.

But the chums of the Remove were in no
mocid to be bothered by Billy Bunter.

“T say "

“Get out!” growled Bob Cherry.
for your babble now. Get away!”

“The get-awayfulness is terrific.” £

“I'm in a fearful fix,” said Bunter tear-
fully. “I say, you fellows, you might stand
by a chap in your own study. I suppose
you don't want me to be expelled from
Greyfriars?” .

Harry Wharton turned and looked af him.

“What do you mean?” he demanded. “Is
this some more of your rot?”

“No, it isn’t.”

“No time -

NN

The cane lashed and rang upon Billy Bunter s portly person, and ha
o4 skipped and howled like a dervish.

BAANANANANNNANANANS
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“What have you sgone, then?”

“Nothing. Only fallen Into a trap laid for
me by a beastly rotter!” said Bunter. “
hope you chaps will believe that I didn't
steal the postal-order?”

Wharton started.

“What’s that?”

“Carberry gave it to me. I swear he gave
it to me, and handed me the pen to fill in
ey name on it, too.”

Vhat are you talking about?”

“The postal-order.”

“What postal-order, ass?”

“The one 1 cashed for the feed. You
fellows might have had some if you had
peen in, only you were gone off about that
young ass, Nugent. Carberry gave the postal-
order to me to cash in advance to one
that I'm receiving to-morrow, and now he

s he’ll accuse me of stealing it, yon kuow.”
HarrysWharton took the fat junior by the
shoulder and shook him.

“Now tell me plainly what you mican!” he
exclaimed.

“Ow! Don’'t:shake me like that! You—
yeu'll make my glasses fall off, and if they
broken you'll jolly well-have to pay

o348
“Will you explain, you fat young dufler?”
“I'm ftrying to as fast as I can. I told

Carberry [ had a postal-order coming to-
morrew morning, and he offcred to cash it

for me in advance.”

“What do you mean?” -

“Why, I mentioned to him that I wouldn't
tell anybody about seeing him at the Water-

side Inn, you know.”

Harry Wharton’s brow darkened.

“You young cad! You mean you extorted
money from %xim —blackmailed him?”

“QOh, recally, Wharton, I don't think you
ought to accuse me .of a thing like_ that.
1 rteally don't know why you chaps are
always running me down.”

“He gave you a postal-order?”

“Yesg, for a pound. Then I asked him to
lend me some more—"

“You greedy young rotter!”

“Qn, really, Cherry! And then he said
he hadn’'t given me the postal-order, and
he kmew the number, and if I said a word
about him he would aecuse me of having
stolen it. Now you see how the matter
- stands.”

“Serve you right!”

“Oh, really, Wharton—"

“What have you done with the postal-
arder Carberry gave you?”

“I cashed it with Mrs. Mimble.”

“You must get it back.”

“She won’t give it to me.”

“I suppose she won’t without its value.
Do you want to swindle her as well as
blackmail Carberry, you unscrupulous young
rascal?”

“Look here, I don’t think you ought to
eall me names just because I've got into a
fix. I don’t think it’s chummy.”

“QOnly a young blackguard would get into
such a fix,” said Harry angrily. “I suppose
I have got to get you out of it, as usual.”

“If you like to lend me a pound >

«1 haven't the moncy. I shall have to get
the postal-order back from Mrs. Mimble on
tick.”

Billy Bunter’s face cleared at once. 7

“That’s all right, Wharton. She’ll trust
Look here! You can get the postal-
order back, as she trusts you. You might
as well get a feed at the same time. I
don’t mind coming and helping you to carry
the things—"

Bunter stopped suddenly as Harry, quite
out of patidnce, boxed his ecars. He stag-
gered away with a howl, and Harry walked
away. Billy Bunter blinked at the grim-
fact@d Removites in almost speechless indig-
nation. 5

3

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Accuser and Accused.

HERE was silence in the Head's study.
Dr. Locke looked fixedly at the

fag standing hefore him, and Nugent
minor’s e¢yes were on the carpet.

The boy knew how much he was risking
by his silence, and his face was uneasy and
troubled.

But the obstinate lines about his mouth
showed that he was determined.

Whatever happened, Nugent minor did not
an to betray the seniors who had led
iim into the scrape. .

“1 am waiting for your answer, Nugent
winor.”

Dick Nugent was silent.

“You refuse to reply?”
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“You did not go alone to the Waterside
Inn?” .

“Nao, sir.”

“You had a eompanion—more than one,
perhaps?”

*Ye-e-es, sir.”

“You refuse to name them?”

Dick Nugent raised his eyes to the doctor’s
face at last. 1

“I—I can’t, sir.”

“Why cannot you?”

“]—J—— It would be caddish—rotten! I
—1 can’t.”

The doctor’s face softened a litile.

“1 can respect your motives, Nugent minor,
but it is your duty to speak out when you
are questioned by your headmaster.”

The fag's lips closed again,

“Very well,” said the Head quietly, and he
touched a bell. “I shall obtain the infor-
mation from another source, I have 1o
doubt.” He glanced up 'as a servant answered
the Ybell. “Please send Master Carberry to
me.’

Nugent minor stared at the Head.

Did

Dr. Locke, then, know that Carberry had
been there? In that case, why his questions?
The fag fclt as if he were enveloped in some

strange mystery—in a maze in which he could
discover no path. Silence was his refuge.

In a couple of minutes Carberry entered the
study. Iis face was a little pale, and he
carefully aveided looking at Nugent minor.
scal as he was, the cad of the Eixth felt
some compunction, and he did not desire
to meet Dick's eycs when his treachery was
revealed.

“Carberry, Nugent minor has returned, as
you see, It appears that when he went to
the Waterside Inn he was not alone. I have
a strong suspicion that hie was led into this
wretched hbusiness by some lad older than
himself, who should have known better. From
a mistaken sense of honour, he persists in
keeping silent, and will net name his com-
panions. Now, when you went to the inn to
look for him, did you not see anything of
them?”

Carberry shook his head.

“No, sir. I saw only Nugent minor.”

*“You are sure?”

“Quite sure, sir.”

Nugent minor’s jaw dropped.

He was so astounded that he could only
stare blankly at the cad of Greyfriars. 1t
seemed to him as if his head were turning
round. 7 4

What did it all mean?

The fag could not grasp the facts for the
moment. He understood that Carberry—
Carberry, of all people—was appearing in
the light of his accuser—that was all,

“1 wish very much to discover who it was
that accompanied Nugent minor to the inn,”
said Dr. Locke. “I feel convinced that it was
an older lad, more deserving of punishment.”

“1 fancy there is a mistake, sir. I did
not see anyone else there.”

= Nugent minor has admitted that there was
someone else, but refuses to give the name.”

“1 can offer no suggestion, sir.”

“QOnee more, Nugent, answer my question,”
said the Head. “This is not a time to keep
silence. If you were a little more accustomed
to school life you would know that I am being
very patient with you. The prefect who dis-
covered you at the inn unfortunately did not
see who your companions were, but I must
have their names.” 3

Dick Nugent gasped for breath.

“He—he discovered me?” he stammered.

“Certainly.”

afoy

Dick broke off. He ecould not speak. He
could only stare and gasp helplessly, and for
the moment the figure of the false friend,
the treacherous tempter, danced before. his
eyes.

Carberry tightemed his lips.  The tug-of-
war was coming, he knew-—it was his word
now against the fag’s—and he was a prefect—
he was unaccused—he had had the first blow.
He had little doubt of the result,

The Head was looking very curiously at
Nugent minor. He could see that there was
more in this than had as yet met his eyes.

“What is the matter with you, Nugent
minor?” he asked quietly.

Dick found his voice, 3

“Did you say he discovered me at the inn,
sir?\") hq panted.

“Did he report me to you?”

“Yes, very properly. It was his duty as a
prefect.”

“And—and but for him you would not-—not
have known that I had been there at all,”
stammered Nugent minor,

“No, probably net.”

.| of the passage,

Friday.

“QOh, the ead—the cur!”

The words burst passionately from the fag.

Dr. Locke knitted bis brows.

“Silence, Nugent! How dare youl”

“He—he told you?”

“It was Carberry’s duty to tell me, It is
a prefect’s duty to report matters of the kind
to the headmaster, as you ought to be aware.”

“He told you I was there!” shrieked Dick

Nugent. “Did he tell you he was there him-
self—that I went with him?” -

“What ?”

“It was Carberry that I went with!”

shouted the fag.
given me away!
berry!”

“Impossible !

“I "did—I did!
him!”

Carberry controlled his features well.

“0Ot course, this is sheer nonsense, sir,” he
said. “You know that I should not be
likely to go to such a place except to fulfil
my duty as a prefect.™

“You mneed not defend yourself, Carberry.
This accusation is too utterly wild and un-
founded to have the slightest weight with
me.” X

“It’s the truth—the truth!”

«Silence, Nugent minor. You should be
ashamed to utter these reckless falsehocds
about a prefect who-has only done his duty
in reporting your transgression to me.”

“He took me there!”

«1 do not believe you for one moment !”

«Y tell you he took me there, and deserted
me like a coward when he thought that you
had' found him out!”

“Enough!”

“You—you won't helieve
prove it!® cried the hoy.

“ Nonsense !”

“Wharton knows! Wharton wag there—
Wharton saw them !” said Dick, with a gleamn
in his eyes. “Wharton came there to fetch
me away, and he saWw Carberry in the inn
playing cards!”

The Head started, and Carberry drew a
quick, deep breath.

«Qf course, sir, you know the terms I am
on with Wharton,” he said. “If Wharton
should back up Nugent miner’s story, it
would simply show that they had planned it
between them.” i

«T hardly believe that Wharton is capablo
of such a thing, Carberry; but it is certainly
very unfortunate that he should be called
as a witness. However 2

The Head was interrupted hy a tap at
the door.

*He has turned on me—
I went there with Car-

" He knows it! Look ab

me! I—I can

THE EIGHTH CHAFTER. 2
Expelled!

ARRY WHARTON came up ihe pas-
sage with a crumpled postal-crder in
his hand. Billy Bunter blinked at
him, and caught sight of the postal

order, and gave a gasp of relief,

“You've got it, Wharton?”

«yes, I've promised Mrs. Mimble the
money next week,” said Harry. It mcans-
all my week’s pocket-money, and a tip my
uncle promised me, too. . Blessed if 1 knew
what I should do it for, either, for a thank-
less young scoundrel.”

“Qh, really, Wharton—-"

“Shut up, you young thief!
fellows know where Carberry is?
into his study for him as
he wasn’t there.” >

“He’s just been sent )2 said. Mark
Linley. ¢“He passed us a few minutes ago.
He’s gone into the Head's study.”

«Phew! Then the Head kncws he was at
the inn with Nugent minor, as sure as a
gun. Have Loder and Carnme gone in?”

« N‘O.!}

«Then it means squalls for Carberry .and
Nugent minor. If the young ass had listened
to me, and left those blackguards when I
asked him—-"

“(ave!” whispered Nugent,

Harry Wharton broke off,

But it was too late.

Mr. Quelch was coming round the corner
and his expression showed
that he had heard what Wharton said. He
was going to the Head’s study, but he halted
and faced the juniors, with the evident inten-
tion of knowing something mcre of the
matter.

« What were you saying, Wharton??

Harry turned crimson.

« N-n-nothing, sir!” &%

«Po -you know anything of this aflair at
the Waterside Inn?” :

Wharton was silent and troubled.

Do you
1 lcoked
ame back, and
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“1 gather from your words,” said Mr.
Quelch, “that Nugent minor was not alone in
his wrongdoing ?”

“That is true, sir.”

“You do not, perhaps, fully understand
what has happened,” said Mr. Quelch.
“ Carberry has reported, as a prefect, that
he found Nugent minor at the inn., Nugent
minor will be punished for that. If he had
any companions—especially if he was led into
it by an older lad—that would make his
punishment lighter.”

The Removites stoed petrified.

“Carberry reported Hhim!»
Cherry,

“ YES."

“But Carberry was the chap who took him
there !”

“ Are you sure of that, Cherry?”?

“We all saw him, sir. Look here, Whar-
ton, it's time to speak out. If Carberry
sneaks about Nugent minor, we ought to
tell the facts. We can't shut up and let a
chap be expelled because a false hound has
turned on him.”

“Cherry {» .

“Jt's the truth, sir!" He's a false hound!”
cried Bob Cherry indignantly. It was Car-
berry who took Nugent minor to the inm,
and made him play cards and play the silly
ft“ generally, and we're all witnesses to prove

5

The Remove-master looked at them silently
for a moment.

“ Follow me!” he said abruptly. *

He walked along t¢ the Head's study, and
the juniors followed him. Harry Wharton’s
brows were knitted. He felt that it was, as
Bob Cherry had said, the time to speak out
now. They could not let Nugent minor fall
a helpless victim to the treachery of the
false-hearted tempter. .

Mr. Quelch tapped at the Head's door.

% Come in!” came Dr. Locke’s deep voice.

The Head locked surprised as the Remove-
master entered, followed by the juniors. He
glanced at them questioningly.

“These boys can throw some further light
upon the matter, I think, sir,” said Mr.
Quelch quietly.

“Ah! I was about to send for Wharton.
But the others—what do they know about
the matter?”

“They were all there, sir,” said Harry.

Carberry’s cheek grew paler.

gasped Bob

« Wharton, tell me frankly all you know,”

said the Head. ¢Carberry reported Nugent
minor to me, and declares that Loder and
Carne will bear out his statements. Have
you anything to say on the subject?”

“ Yes, sir!” exclaimed Harry, with a glance
of scorn at the cad of the Sixth. “Nugent
minor did go to the inn to play the fool,
but he was led into it by Carberry and Loder
and Carne. Nugent knew his minor was gone
there, and he would have gone to fetch him
away, but he was detained, and he asked me
to” go. I went with these fellows, and we
found the rotters—I—I mean, we found Car-
berry and the others playing cards there.
I tried to persuade Nugent minor to leave,
and they threw me out.”

« That's true,” said Nugent minor.

% You state this on your word of honour,
Wharton?” said Dr. Locke, with a harassed
look.

“Yes, sir.”

“There is no possibility of a mistake?”

“None, sir, I should not have said a werd
if Carberry had mot turned on Nugent minor
in this way. H 11d have been sneaking.”

The doctor’s face was deeply troubled.

He could not help recognising the ring of
truth in Harry Wharton’s voice, but if
Harry's tale was true, what kind of a fellow
was Carberry, the prefect?

“Do you others bear out Wharton's state-
ment?” he asked, almost helplessly.

“Yes, sir!” said the Removites, with one
voice,

“You are all sure of the facts?”

“Quite sure, sir.”

“The surefulness is terrific.”

“And you, Carberry——"

“] deny the whole thing, sir,” said Car-
berry grimly. “It's a string of lies from
beginning to end. All the school knows the
terms these juniors are on with me, and it's
a plot among them to ruin me if they can.”

“J can hardly think so, but—-"

“It appears to be Carberry's word against
the statement of the juniors,” said Mr.
Quelch, in his incisive way. “But perhaps
Carberry has witnesses to call.”

“Ah, yes,” said the Head eagerly; “Loder
and Carne were there! They went with
Carberry to fetch Nugent minor.”

“I will go and fetch them!” exclaimed
Carberry, stepping towards the door.

Mr. Quelch stepped quickly in his path.

“You will do nothing of the sort,” he said.
“Loder and Carne can come here and tell
their story without any preparation.”

“Really, sir—"

“] will Tetch them myself, and you can
remain here,” said Mr. Quelch, and he
glanced at the doctor, who nodded.

“Certainly, Mr. Quelch!”

Mr. Quelch returned in a few minutes.
Loder came into the study with him, and
Carne remained outside.

“I think it would be advisable to hear the
evidence separately, sir,” said the. Remove-
master. “That will remove any suspicion of
comparing notes. Of course, if they tell the
exact truth, the stories will exactly agree.”

“Certainly!” said the Head.

He turned towards Loder. Loder was look-
ing pale and scared, and he cast a frightened
look towards Carberry. But Mr. Quelch
placed his portly form so that Loder could
not catch the eye of the Greyfriars cad.

“Pray tell me all you know about this
matter, Loder,” said the Head, turning his
fixed gaze upon the senior.

“Wh-what matter, sir?”

“This affair of Nugent minor at the Water-
side Inn, Tell me exactly what happened
from the beginning—why, and how you went
to the inn, and what oceurred there.”

Loder licked‘ his dry lips.

He stammered, hesitated, and stopped.

“Go on, Loder!”

i iy

“Speak -out!”

“Tell the Hcad Y ) :
Mr. Quelch whipped round on him like a
flash.

“gilence, Carberry!”

The prefect gnawed his lip.

Loder looked helplessly from Carberry to
Mr. Quelch, and from Mr. Quelch to the
Head. Dr. Locke’s face was growing harder.
This hesitation could only mean one thing,
and Dr. Locke was beginning to see clearer
now. =

“Speak, Loder—at once!”

“If you please, sir *

-“You hear me?”

“Wh-what has Carberry said, sir?”

“Never mind what Carberry has said. Tell
me your version of the matter.”

i

«J order you to speak at once!”

«I—I ecan't help it, Carberry,” almost
groaned Loder; “I don't know what to say.
I—I—I'm sorry I went to the inn, sir. I—I
never meant any harm. It was just a little
game of nap—no harm in it.”

“Oh, you cur!” burst out Carberry bitterly.

«I—J can’t help it. I don’t know what to
say. It’s all up now.”

“(all in Carne,” said the Head sternly.

Carne was called in. He Iooked round
quickly, and noted Carberry’s furious face,
and Loder’s look of hang-dog misery. He, too,
was equally at a loss what to say.

“mell me your version of the story, Carne,”
said Dr. Locke. “Before you commit yourself
to any statement, however, I warn you that

- began Carberry; but i

Loder has confessed to going to the Waterside
Inn to play cards there.”

Carne turned pale.

“I. suppose it's all up now, sir,” he stam-
mered. “I—I—I'm sorry! It sha'n’t happen
again, sir. I—I was a fool, I suppose. I hops
you'll overlook it this time.” -

“Then you confess?”

“Ye-e-es, sir!”

“What have you to say now, Carberry?”

“It’s all—it's all a plot, sir,”" said the
prefeet "‘thickly. *“I don't know why these
chaps have turned on me. It's a plot. As for
these juniors, they all hate me, and one of
them is a thief, too.”

“What do you mean?”

“Bunter—he has stelen a postal-order from
my study——"

*“Oh, really, sir——"

“That- is another lie of Carberry’s,” said
Harry Wharton quietly. “He gave Bunter a
postal-order, and induced him to fill it in and
cash it, so as to get him in his power, hecauso
he thought Bunter might betray him about
being at the inn. Here is the postal-order—I
have just got it back from Mrs. Mimble, to
give it to Carberry.”

“After what has happened, Carberry, you
cannob expect me to take your word upon any
matter,” said the Ifead sternly.

“You can take it upon this, at all events,”
said Carberry recklessly. “Bunter black-
mailed me, because he knew I had been at the
inn. I can see that the game is up now. 1
suppose 1 shall be expelled. I don't care. I
gave Bunter the postal-order under threats; it
was blackmail, the same as fellows are sent to
prison for.”

“Oh, really, sir!” stammered Bunter.
“That's not quite true, sir: I told Carberry
that I had a postal-order coming to-morrow,
sir, and he offered to cash it in advance.”

“Icannot believe that, Bunter.”

“I—1 also said that one good turn deserved
another, sir, but—but, of course, I didn't
want Carberry to.lend me any money unless
he felt inclined, sir.” $3%

“I think I see how the facts are. Bunter.
If I did not think that you are too stupid to
realise the wickedness of "your conduet, I
should expel you from Greyfriars,” said the
Head sternly. “As it is, I shall fHog you
soundly: 5 >

“Oh, really, sir!”

“And expel Carberry. You may go!”

The juniors left the study quietly, %

Billy Bunter was groaning to himself.

Carberry went out with a hard, set face.
The juniors would not look at him. Bitter
enemy as Carberry had been to them, they
would not appear to triumph over him now
that his punishment had come—and so terrible
a punishment.

® @ £ & ®

The next .morning Billy Bunter was duly
flogged, and he received very little sympathy.
All who knew anything of the facts agreed
éh&xt he fully deserved it, as undoubtedly he

id.

Carberry was expelled. There was no public
expulsion ; he was spared that. He left Grey-
friars quietly by the early morning train;
and his shadow never darkened the doors of
the old school again. And though some felt
sorry for him, it could not be denied that he
had been wholly an influence for evil in the
i,qhooi, and that Greyfriars was well rid of
him.

And Nugent minor?

Even upon his obstinpey the lesson had pot
heen lost. He had learned the value of sich
friends as he had chesen for himself, and he
had been sobered by his own narrow escape.

From that day Frank Nugent found a
change in his younger hrother—a change that
promised to be permanent now that he was
no longer under the isfluence of the cad of
Greyfriars.

THE END.

Next Friday’s Grand Long Complete Tale of Harry Wha‘rtbn & Co. is entitled
«ILEINWNLEY 'S L.UCE!!
By FRANK RICHARDS. ‘
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A Magnificent Long Complete Tale, dealing with the Early Adventures of
Jimmy Silver & Co, at Rookwood School, .

By OWEN CONQUEST.

FEU

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
The Rival Prefects.

84 CDERN bounders!”
~ Classical asses!”
A most exciting scene was

taking place in the quadrangle of
Rockwood.

Quite a dozen juniors were engaged in a
battle royal, and blows were exchanged with
great frequency.

The veices of the combatants rent the air.

Many fistic combats had taken place
bct\»een the Modern and Classical juniors, but
never one like this.

Jimmy Silver was holding Tommy Dedd in g
tight embrace, d pommelling away at his
kead for all he was worth.

Newcome was struggling on the ground with
Tommy Doyle, whilst Raby and Lovell of the
Classical side were e\changmg blows with
their rivals, Tommy Cook and Towle.

Several other juniors were engaged-in a like
manner.

All of them
their voices.

“Baeck up, Classicals!” roared Jimmy Silver

excitedly. “Give ‘em socks! Show the
”\fod;m rotters that we're top side at Rook-
Wi Dod :
Yah! Classical cads!” shrieked Tommy
Cook, who had succ?eded in sending Lovell to
the ground from a straight leit. “The
Modern side is top ¢ide! Hurrah! Hurr—
Yow! Ow! Yaroccogh!”

Newcome had planted his fist in Tommy
Cook’s eye with disastrous results to the
Modern junior.

Tommy Coolx went to the ground, and there
was a roar of laughter from the Classicals.

“Ha, ha, ha!®

The din was now something terrific.

It was a haif-holiday at Rookwood, and con-
sequently most of the masters and prefects
had gone out fer a-few hours. -

O‘he,mﬂe the noise would have been beund
to M\n attracted instant attention.

The ht, however, was pot to go on un-
mtwm; ed. o

The noise had heen heard hy Beaumont, the
hullying Classical prefect, who had been in-
duiging in a quict smoke and a game of cards
in his study with several other seniors.

The violent din in the quad had prevented
the prefects from hearing one another’s
YOICeS: .

This fact had had a bad effect on Beau-
mont’s temper.

He had consequently picked up a cane, and,
storming with rage, left his study w.th the
intention of making the juniors suffer for
their misdeeds.

Not being able to see through brick walls,
the excited juniors had not ohserved the
bullying prefect leave his study.

As he entered the hall, however, Newcome
gad caught sight of him through the open

oor.

The sight of the prefect’s cane toid the
Classical junior what was about to happen.

“Cave!” he shouted warningly.

The sound of shuffling feet and the excited
voices drowned thé Classical junior’s warning
ery.

“Shut up, you fellows!” bellowed Newcome
concernedly. “Here comes Beaumont!”

This time Lovell and Raby and Towle and
Lacy heard the Classical junior’'s ecry, and
they dropped out of the fight immediately.

The rest, however, continued to hattle for
mastery, and thus they neither saw nor heard
the approach of the bullying prefect.

Beaumont was fairly spluttering with un-
controllable anger. <

He gripped bhis cane tightly, and next
moment he was in the thick of the struggling
combatants.

Swish! Swish! Swish!

With all the force at his command the
prefact brought his cane dewn on the junicrs.
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were shoutmg at the top of

ves

in «uch a manner.

Beaumont was in too savage a temper to
trouble where the cane landed.

All he was concerned about was the inflict-
ing of severe punishment on the combatants.

Jimmy Silver and Tominy Dodd were locked
in g fierce embrace on the ground, when Beau-
mont caught sight of them, and lashed out
savagely with his cane.

Swish! Swish!

Right on the juniors’ face and head the
cane landed.

In an instant they separated, and their
hands shot to their heads.

“I'll teach you young villains to kick up a
row !” stormed the prefect amngrily.

“Yow! My face! Grooogh!” yelled Jimmy
Silver, struggling to his feet.
“My head! Yow! Yarcoogh!” shrieked

Tommy Dodd, holding his head, which was
throbbing with pain.

“Hang your headsz!® growled DBeaumont
between his teeth. “I’ll give you another one
if- you don’t behave yourseli!”

“I gay, Beaumont,” said Newcome, who had
z0 far escaped scot free. “This is a bit too

thick! You've no right to lash a fellow across
the face.”
“Eh? What—what—"

Beaumont was white with temper, and the
words choked in his mouth. He strode
towards the Classical junior, kis face cvil and
cruel.

“You have the impudence to
me!” he raved. “I'l—I'll—"

“You'll do nothing of the kind!”

argue with

Beaumont furned round quickiy, as his arm |

was held in a strong grip. His eyes flashed as
he observed that the new-comer was Bulkeley,
the captain of Rookwood.

“Drop that cane, Beaumont !” exclaimed the
captain commandingly, keeping a tight hold
of the prefect’s arm.

“I sha'n’t!” bellowed Beaumont.

“You will, and at once, too!”

“I won't! I— Ow! Yow!
ing my arm!”.

“I know I am,” remarked Bulkeley calmly.
“I’'m going to make you drop that cane. Ah!
That's right!” Beaumcnt had dropped the
cane. Bulkeley picked it up, and broke .it
across his knee. ‘“Now, Beaumont, perhaps
you will give me an explanation!”

“What- do you mean?”

“What I say!” said the captain emphati-
cally. ““Why were you handling these juniors
m such a brutal manner?”

“I—I—I—" spluttered Beaumont, almost
$peechless.

“Look at Silver’s face,” cried Bulkeley
indignantly. “Look at Dodd’s head!”

There was a red line across Jimmy Silver's
face where the prefect’s cane had landed,
and a big bump was already rising on Tommv
Dodd’s head.

There was, however, no sign of regretfal-
ness on Beaumont’s face,

He glared at Bulkeley savagely.

“Serves them Jolly well right!” he ex-
claimed. “They shouldn’t have been kicking
up such a row, then I shouldn’t have had
occasion to punNIl them.”

“Punish them?” echoed Bulkeley. “Surely
you don’t call this punishment? This is sheer
hrutahty' You had no right to cane juniors
A hundred lines would

You're twist-

“Rubbish!” Beaumont’s lips curved sneer-
ingly. “That’s not my idea of punishment.
I've treated the young cads as they deserved.
For two pins I'd give them some more.”

“You won't,” said Bulkeley, with a
fmwn‘.
“I—J——  What right have you to mter-

fere?” snapped Beaumont.

“Every right!” declared the captain stub-
boruly. “I will not allow you to treat the
juniors so -brutally. - You’re a brute, Beau-
mont—a low-down brute!”

“ What—what—"

“I'm ashamed of you—ashamed to think
that you belong to the Classical side!”

Smack!

Beaumont’s temper had pasged control, and
he had landed his fist full in Bulkeley’s face.

The captain of the school staggered back-
wards.

Jimmy Silver gasped.

“My giddy aunt!” he muttered. “That's
done it with a vengeance ! I shouldn't like
to be in Beaumont’s shoes now.’

“Nor I,” agreed Tommy Dodd. “I hope
Bulkeley Ssocks into the cad. I—— My hat!
He’s not going to touch him!”

Instead of returning the biow he ha
received,s Bulkeley thrust his hands into his
poukets and turned to the e\pexmnt juniors.

You kids had better clear,” he said, to the
]UIUOI‘S surprise.

“But—but aren’t you going to pile into the
rotter"” asked Jimmy Sjlver, in amazemez.t

“That is no business of yours, Silver,” said
Bulkeley coldly. “Now then, clear!”

The juniors cleared at once, thorcughly
amazed at the captain’s action.

Meanwhile, Beaumont, his temper having
calmed down somewhat, was making his way
towards the House.

The next instant Bulkeley had caught up
with him, and clutched him by the arm.

5 word with you, Beaumont,” he
quietly.

“A thousand if you like,” said the prefect

said

sarcastically.

“I don’t want as many as that,” replicd
Bulkeley icily. “But, look here, you've
struck me before those juniors.”

“You asked for it!”

“Nonsense !” exclaimed the captain. “You

allowed your temper to get the better of you,
and you've got to suffer for it. You'll have
to meet me in a stand-up fight!”

“I shall do nothing of the kind.”

“Very well,” replied Buikeley calmly. “If
you refuse I shall be compelied to report
your brutality to the Head. Now, then,
which is it to be?”

Beaumont remained deep in thought for a
moment or two. Then he laughed arrogantly.

“I shall be only too pleased to give you
a whacking,” he said, with a sneer. " But—
but we can’t fight in the gym

“No,” said Bulkeley. *There’s an old barn
in the woods on the way to Coombe that will
answer the purpose.”

“Oh, good!” said Beaumont ,oftlly ]
shall be delighted to oblige. And when would
you like the affair:to come off ?”

“Saturday afternoon at three o’clock,” ré-
plied Bulkeley firmly. “By the way, you need
have no fear that the juniors will hlab about
g’let way you treated them I'll see to

at1”

“I don’t mind if they d
mont, with a confident air.
just,iﬂed in what I did.”

“That’s entirely a matter of opinion,” said
Bulkeley. “Remember; three o’'clock on
Saturday.”

“I sha'n't forget » replied Beaumont. And
with that he walked into the House.

remarked Beau-
“I was perfectly

s

THE SECOND CHAPTER,
The Great Fight.
ILVER!”
Webb of the Third bawled out the
name as he came along the Fourth
Form passage.

He popped his head round the door »f the
end study.

“Silver!” he bawled.

“Hallo!” said Jimmy Silver, looking up from
a book he was reading. “ What the dickens do
you want, young Webb?”

“I don’t want anything,” replied the Third-
Former, with a grin. “But Bulkeley wants
to‘soeﬁ'zou in his study at once!”
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“Tle’s lonking pretty wiid,” remarked Webb.
“Should advise you to put a few becks in
your trousers.”

(1 v young fag!” snorted Lovell.
if you Fourth-Formers will mis-
yourselves——"

s : off, young Webh!” said Jimmy
b striding towards the door. “If you
want a thick ear—"

But the Third-Former did not want a thick
ear. e took to his heels quickly, and was
soon lost to view down the passage.

Jimmy Silver left the end study, and made
for the ecaptain’s quarters, ‘
Tap!

The Classical captain tapped on the dcor
of Bulkeley’s study.

“Come int”

Jimmy Silver entered with a sheepish ex-
pression on his face, wondering for what
purpose the captain of the schoot had sent
for him.

Bulkeley grinned good-naturedly.

“You needn't look so scared, Silver,” he
sz:i%lk%ndly. “I'm not going to whack you!”

SOn1

“I want to talk to you about that affair
this afternoon,” went on the eaptain.
“Right-ho, Bulkeley, old man!”
“How’s your face?”
“Bit better, thanks,
scre, you know.”
“H'm ! muttered Bulkeley, biting his lip.
“I'm not surprised. But, look here, are you
speeially anxious that the masters should
zow about the affair?”
Jimmy Silver thought for a moment:
“:}:Ot exactly,” he replied, at length. “Oniy

Bulkeley. Rather

“Only you think Beaumont ought to be
punished,” conciuvded Bulkeley.

€8.

“Well, Beaumoent's going to he pun

right,” explained the captain of Roo
“I've arranged to fight him at the oid barn
in the woods on Saturday afternoen.”

*“Qh, good!”

“That is in return for the blow which he
gave me this afternoon,” went on Bulkeley.
“You see, if it comes out about the way he
treated you fellows, I *shall have to explair
about him striking me. That will mean a
rare old shindy. Personally, I would rather
it was avoided. I'd much rather settle the
matter personally.”

“Rather!” replied Jimmy Silver promptiy.
“I'd much sooner you gave Beaumont a jolly
gocd hiding. It would be much better than
letting the Head settle the matter. He'd
only give the rotter a lecture, and then it
would be done with., As it is, you'll muke
him sit up!”

The captain laughed.

“Well, T shall do my best,” be said. 6f
course, Siiver, I rely upon you to keep the
matter to yourselves. If I remember rightly
there was only Dodd of the Modern side who
bore signs of Beaument's brutality.”

“T'll explain the matter to old Doddy,”
said Jimmy Silver willingly. “I'm sure he’ll
keep mum if I put it to him nicely.”

“Very well,” replied Bulkeley.

Jimmy Silver left the captain’s study, and
after explaining the matter to his chums he
wended his way to the Modern juniors’ study,
and put the matter before them.

Tommy Dodd fell in with the suggestion,
and thus it camc about that when Mr.
Manders inquired the reason for the bump
on Tommy Dodd’s head, the latter replied
to the effect that he must have had it
knocked in some way.

Mr. Manders was rather credulous as to
the truth of the statement; but Tommy
Dodd refused to open out, and the Modern
master had to be satisfied with the reply
.he_received.

Jimmy Silver was questioned in a like
manner by Mr. Bootles, but the Classical
master was not such a suspicious person
as Mr. Manders, and he accepted Jimmy
Silver’s explanation.

The Fistical Four and Tommy Dodd & Co.

Jooked anxiously forward to Saturday after-|-

noon,

They were the only juniors who were aware
of the coming fight between the rival seniors.

They meant to witness the fistic encounter
by hook or by crook. 2

Directly after dinner on Saturday after-
noon seven juniors left the school for an
unknown destination.

They made straight for the old barn, and
bid themselves in the woods.

Right on three o’clock Beaumont strode
ap alone, and & minute later Bulkeley
emte the barn with his chum Neville.

#*HWaven't you brought a second with you,
Beaumont?” asked Bulkeley.

“¥ didn't want one,” Teplied Beaumont

suavely. “I can manage quite well with-
out.” i

He did not explain that all his cronies
had refused to back him up, and that they
were at the present moment at the Bird in
Hand, indulging in a game of cards with
Joey 'Hook and his foliowers.

Bulkeley had brought a bag with him,
He opened it, and drew forth a pair of
boxing-gloves.

“Put them away!”
with a sneer.

“What do you mean?”

“I'm not a kid,” answered the bullying
prefect. “I don’t want gloves. Bare fists
are more in my line.”

“Oh, very well,” replied Bulkeley.
insist——-"

“1 do.»

Buikeley slipped off his coat
up his sleeves.

Beaumont did the same, and soon the
two seniors were facing one another in the
centre of the barn.

“What about rounds?”
teking out his wateh.

“Hang rounds!” growied Beaumont. “ We'il
ficht on until one or the other drops!” .

“Very well.”

For 2 moment or two complete silence
reigned in the barn. Then:

“Timel”

exclaimed DBeaumont,

“If you

and turned

asked Neville,

Friday. 9

Thud !

The bullying *prefect crashed to the ficor.

Neville had counted “seven” beforc Zeau-
mont rose te his feet again.

“You rotter!” he raved, glaring cviily at
the calm ecaptain, “T'll— Yow! Ow, ow,
ow! Yarooooogh!”

Once again Bulkeley scored.

Beaumont reeled backwards, but recovered
himself in time.

His temper was completely out of control
now. He swung his arms windmill fashion,
and, muttering bepeath his breath, he en-
deavoured to send Bulkeley to the floor.

But Beaumont had reckoned without the
captain’s skill.

Bulkeley, with the ease of a champion,

knocked the prefect’s blows aside, and
then
Smack! Thud! Smack!

Three time§ in quick succession Bulkeley’s
fists landed on Beaumont's face and body.

With a grunt, the latter's hands dropped
to his side, and he sank limply to the flocr.

Neville counted, but he might just as well
have saved himself the trouble.

Beaumont was beaten to the wide!

“Good old Bulkeley!” sang out Jimmy
Silver from the roof of the barn. “Well

played, old man!”
Bulkeley gazed upwards in surprise.

Three times in quick succession Bulkeley’s fists landed on Beaumont’s
face and body, causing him to drop his hands to his side; and fali
limply to the figor.

Bulkeley held out his hand to Beaumont,
but the latter knocked it aside, and shot
his left at Bulkeley’s head.

The eaptain of Rookwood ducked, and,
turning quickly, be managed to land his
fist full in Beaumont’s face.

At the same moment the faces of Tommy
Dodd and Jimmy Silver appeared through a
gap in the roof of tie barn.

The seniors, however, failed to notice the
juniors’ presence.

The combat continued, ard grew fiercer and
fiercer.

There was a look of calra determination ic
Bulkeley’s face, and a straight left betwecen
the eyes caused Beaumont to wince and to
grind his teeth in rage.

Beaumont knew how to use his fists, and
would probably have made a good fighter
if only he could have learned to control his
temper. :

But Beaumont could not control his temper.

Another blow between the eyes sent him
to the floor. He rose quickly to his feet,
however, and, in a fearful rage, he hurled
himself at his opponent.

Bulkeley stood as firm as a rock. He meb
Beaumont’s rush cleverly, and swinging out
his strong left, he bowled Beaumont com-
pletely over. 2

ANNNANANNANNNNANT

“S"ilver~Dodd!" he exclaimed. “What
“It’s all right,
Silver: cheerfully.
And they went.

Bylkeley!"’ sald Jimmy
“We're going now!”

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Bowling Out the Bully.

IRECTLY the fight was over the
Fistical Four and Toemmy Dodd &
Co. returned to Rookwood.

It was a fine afternoon, and there
being no football match on they decided
to get their bicycles out and to ride as
far as Latcham and back.

In high - spirits, they started off
steady pace.

THey were just passing through Coombe,
when they observed Beaumont making
straight for the Bird in Hand.

“Suppose he’s going to drown his sorrows
in drink,” propounded Jimmy Silver.

“Ha, ha, -hal” * -

The cyclists soon left the village behind,
and they forgot all about the prefect in
their enthusiasm for the cycle ride.

Meanwhile, Beaumont had gone into ths

at a
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ilingy bar-parlour of the disreputabic public-
house.

Knowles and Catesby and Frampton of the
Modern side at Rookwood were already
there, and they gave Beaumont a significant
glance as the latter entered.

Joey Hook, -the rascally bookmalker, who
was also scated at the table, surveyed the
bullying prefect critically.

“{ gay, Mister Beaumont,” he said, “you
bin trying to fight a brick wall?”

“No, I haven't.”

“What’s the matter,
haccident?”

“No!” growled Beaumont disconsolately.
“Pon't ask questions. What are you play-
ing?”

“Banker,” replied Joey
“Goin’ to join us?”

“Might as well.”

Beaumont sat down at the table. Xnowles
& Co. did not bring up the subject of the
fight. A glance at Beaumont’s bruised gmd
disagreeable-looking face told them plainly
enongh who had been the victor.

Beaumont lighted a cigarette, and the game
of cards continucd.

For two hours they played, and by that
time Beaumont had won as much as ten
shillings.

Knowles and Frampton and Catesby had
also won a trifle each.

Joey Hook and his pals had lost. Joey
ook did not like losing, and he showed it
only tco plainly when Knowles suggested to
his” fellow-prefects that it was time they
returned to Rookwood.

“You ain't going yet,
Knowles!” whined Joey Hook.

“Must !” replied Knowles. “There's a foot-
ball committee meeting at half-past six that
1 must attend.”

“Bosh! That can wait!”

«The trouble is that it can't wait!” said
Knowles with emphasis.

The bookmaker turned to Catesby and
Frampton.

“You young.gentlemen are going to stay,
surely?” he asked.

«(an’t be done!” replied Catesby promptly.
“Nustn’t miss the footer meeting!” F

Joey Hook pulled a grimace.

“«Well, this is nicc, ain’t it?” he growled.
“You win a poor fellow’s money, and then
you clear hoff!” He faced the bullying pre-
fect. * What about scu, Mister Beaumont?”
he asked.

«Oh, I'll stay!” replied Beaumont. “I'm
glad to say I'm not on any blessed football
committee!”

“QOh, good!” said Joey Hook. “I'm pleased
to see that one of you is a bit of a sports-
man!” -

Knowles and Catesby and Frampton left
the disreputable inn and set out for Rook-
wood.. >

Beaumont continued to play with Joey
Hook and his cronies.

The bullying prefect quickly forgot the
terrific drubbing he had received at Bulke-
ley's hands that afterncon in the excitement
ok the game.

Jle won time after time, and at the end
of another hour he had won po less than
two pounds.

The heaviest loser was a wman named
broggs. He was a bad loser, too. He lost
his temper, and played in a most rteckless
nmanner.

His recklessness, however, did not improve
matters in the least, and when at length
Beaumont stated that the time had arrived
for him to depart, Broggs was several pounds
out of pocket.

“I'm sorry to lecave you, gentlemen,” said
Beaumont apologetically; “but I must get

then? Met with a

Hook suavely.

surely, Mister
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back now. There'll be trouble if I get in
late.” =
“That ain't fair!” growled Broggs dis-

mally. “I’'m out of pocket, and—"

Beaumont grinned.

“Hard lines, Broggs!” he sald. “Never
mind, I shall be here again next Wednesday.
You'll he able to have your revenge then.”

Mr. Broggs growled. :

Beaumont left the inn, and strolled back
towards the school through the woods.

It was getting dark,~and the prefect walked
at a quick pace.

Suddenly he heard the sound of fast run-
ning footsteps in bis rear. He turned round
quickly, to see the man Broggs rushing
towards lxim. ;

Beaumont pulied up short. :

«What’s the matter?” he asked as the man
approached.

“1'1l show you what's the matter!” growled
Mr. Broggs savagely. “1 want my two quid
back!”

“Don’t ke a fool!”
“I'm not going to give it back to you.
it fairly, and &

“Fairly be hanged!

“0Oh, rotd”

Mr. Broggs clenched his hands tightly.

“ Are you going to shell out?” he demanded.

N :

Smack!

Out shot the rascal’s fist. It landed full
between Beaumont's eyes, and he fell to the
ground.

It was a savage blow, and it was made all
the worse by the fact that the man wore a
ring, which contained a sharp-headed stone.

The stone dug deeply into Beaumont's head,
and besides partly stunning him caused the
bleod to flow. :

In an instant the man had bent down
beside the prefect and extracted two one-
pound rotes from the Sixth-Former’s pocket.

With an exultant grin, he rose to his feet
and dashed off.

Beaumont scrambled up and shook his fist
at the man. Then he dabb his forehead,
which was bleeding profusely, with his hand-
kerchief.

“The
blessed:

exclaimed Behumont.
I won

1 want my money!”

scoundrel!” he exclaimed. “The
He broke off suddenly, and his
face lighted up considerably. “Bulkeley shall
sutfer for this!” he growled. “I'll make him
sit up! The Head shall see my face, and—
Ha, ha, hal” s

Laughing to himself, Beaumont turned on
his heel, and set off once again towards the
school.

He little knew that not fifty yards away
seven tired and perspiring juniors were stand-
ing by the side of their bicycles, lighting their
lamps.

He did not know either that they had heard
his threat, and that they were discussing the
ways and means of defeating his foul
project.

He would hardly have been so confident
of the success of his scheme could he have
scen the Fourth-Form juniors running in
pursuit of Mr. Broggs.

Beaumont at length reached the school,
and made his way straight to the Head's
study.

Dr. Chisholm listened intently to the
amazing statement which the Sixth-Former
made.

“Dear me!” said the Head at length. “You
assert that Bulkeley wore a sharp-pointed
ring in order to do you an injury?”

*1 _can conclude nothing else, sir,” said
Beaumont craftily. “I quite realise that we
should not have fought, but I did think
Bulkeley would have fought fair!”

«Ahem! You are quite right, Beaumont,”
said the Head quietly. “You shou'd not have
fought; but—hut I could have excused an

ordinary bout of fisticuffs, This is extra-
ordinary, however—very extraordinary. That
is a terrible gash on your forehead. 1 cannot
understand it. 1 will send for Bulkeley, and
hear his explanation.” 3

The Head rang for the pageboy at once,
and sent him in quest of Bulkeley.

Tive minutes later the captain of Rookwood
entered the study, and he started back in
surprise when he saw the gash on Beaumont’s
forehead.

«J understand you fought with Beaumont
this afternoon, Bulkeley,” said the Head.

“That is quite correet, sir,” replied tne
captain grimly.

Dr. Chisholm coughed. %

“May 1 ask for what purpose you wore a
ring containing a poinfed stone?”

“T—1 did not wear a ring at all!” declared
Bulkeley firmly. =

“Then how do yvou account for that wound
on Beaumont’s forehead?”

“Good ncavens!” gasped Bulkeley. “I did
not do that! I—”

Bulkeley broke off suddenly, for the sound
of footsteps, and a coarse voice raised in
protest, could be plainly heard in the pas-
sage.

The next moment the door of the Head’s
study was unceremoniousty thrown open, and
in rushed Jimmy &ilver and his chums.

In the grasp of the excited juniors was tha
rascally Mr. Broggs.

“J?,ezlr me!” muttered the Head. “What

“1 beg your pardon, sir!” said Jimmy Silver
apologetically. “But we've brought this
scoundrel here as witness.”

“Whatever do you mean, Silver?”
out the Head.

“Has Beauntont told you, sir?”

“What Beaumont has told me has nothing
to do with you, Silver!” exclaimed the Head
frigidly. “This disgraceful behaviour on your
part shall be punished most severely. I L
_“T want to tell you, sir,” said Jimmy Silver
quickly, “that it was not old Bulkeley who
made that gash on Beaumont’s head. It was
this man here! We all saw him do it—every
one of us!” =

rappad

“Good heavens!” gasped the Head. “I do
not understand——"

“Fxcuse me, guv'nor,” said Mr. Broggs,
“What the kid ses is quite correct. It was I

who gave him that blow, and, what’s more,
I'll give him another one if he’s not careful I”

Beaumont started back nervously.

“You struck him?” asked the Head.

“Yes,” muttered Mr. Broggs. “Never mind
why. I don’t suppose he’d like you to know.
At any rate, I'm not going to tell.”

The Head turned to the shaking prefect.

“Yg this true, Beaumont?” he asked.

Beaumont did not reply.

“Your guilt is written plainly in your face,”
went on Dr. Chisholm. “You have deliber-
ately schemed to get your Form-fellow into
trouble. 1 am disgusted with you! I shall
keep a keen eye on you in the future, and
shall deal most severely with you if you
transgress in this manner again.” He faced
Mr. Broggs. “You may go,” he said coldly.

. “T am very glad you have been instrumental

in preventing the success of such a cunning
plot.”

Mr. Broggs went, and so did the Fourth.
Formers.

After they had gone Dr. Chisholm had
several words to say to Bulkeley concerning
the inadvisability of settling disagreements
by means of fisticuffs. Bulkeley listened
quietly to every word, and, although he
knew that he had acted unwisely, he felb
that he had only treated the bullying prefect
as he deserved.

N THE END.
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Wiad Dog!
ESCUE !»

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
“Hallo!”
“ Wescue! Oh, cwumbs!”

" W
Tom Merry, Manners, and

wther, of the Shell at St, Jim's, stopped
in sheer astonishment.

They were strolling. round the School
Touse, intending to visit the shed where
Monty Lowther kept his white rabbits, when
the sudden yell burst upon their ears. They
were in no doubt as to who was calling.
There was only one voice at St. Jim’s with
that beautiful accent.

“D’Arey's in  trouble—?

Merry

began Tom

:nds like it!” grinned Monty Lowther.
“ flere hie comes!®

“Yawooh! Wescue!”
srthur Augustus D’Arcy, the swell of the
th Form, came flying round the corner
¢i the old School House.

The aristocratic repose for which Arthur
Auvgustus D’Arcy was famous was decidedly
ccnspicuous by its absence on this occasion.

Iis hat had fallen off, his eyeglass was
streaming wildly behind him at the end of
its cord, and his face was flushed crimson
with excitement and exertion,

He came round the house like a runaway
motor-car, and dashed right into the Terrible
Three without even seeing them.

~ Look out!” roared Manners.

“Oh, you ass!” 3

D’Arcy grasped wildly at Tom Merry to
tave himself from falling. He caught hold of
Tom Merry’s hair with one hand, and of his
car with the other, and hung on. Tom Merry
roared with pain.

“Leggo! Yow! You frabjous ass, leggo!”

“Wun, deah boys!”

* What?” e

“Wun! Wun!”

And D’Arcy, having recovered his balance,
released Tom Merry’s hair and ear, and
started off again. The Terrible Three seized
hold of him.

“What's the matter?’ yelled Lowther.
“Figgins & Co. after you?”
“Ow! No! Wun—wun like anythin’!”

o

asped D’Arey.
But what—"

“It’s the bulldog!”

“Herries' bulldog?”

“Yaas, He's gone mad and bwoken looze,
and he’s aftah me. Look—there he comes.
Wun—wun like anythin’!” shrieked D’Arey.

Gr-r-r-r-r-rer!

Round the corner of the School House came
the buildog, with jaws open, and foam upon
them, and bloodshot eyes glaring in search of
a victim.

Herries’ bulldog, Towser, was generally a
tame old beast, as the juniors said, and he
was never known to bite anybody that let him
alone—excepting sometimes a playful nip,
which Herries said wag only his way.

Vi
But the juniors had never seen himilike this |
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before. Whether the bulldog was rabid or
not, thie juniors certainly had reason to
belicve that he was, from his looks. He was
rushing right at them, and it was not sur-
prising tkat the Terrible Three, after one
look, joined D’Arcy in his wild rush for

safety.
“Wun! Wun!”
Gr-r-r-r-r!

The juniors dashed wildly for the House
docr. Towser dashed on their track; and
there was little doubt now that he would have
bitten, if he had come up with them. And
Towser had tremendous jaws.

Blake and Dighy, D’Arcy’s study-mates,
were on the steps of the School House. They
were talking foothall with Kangaroo of the
Shell and Reilly of the Fourth. They stared
blankly at Tom Merry & Co. as they came
tearing up the steps.

“Hallo, what’'s the trouble?” demanded
Blake. “Is it the New House bounders, or a
German invasion, or what?”

“Mad dog!”

“What 7

“Mad dog!” roared Manners. “Get inside—
quick 1”

“Qreat Scott!”

“Mad as a hattah, deah boys! Wun—wun—
wun !”

“Oh, crumbs!”

The juniors dashed into the house. The
sight of the bulldeg with its foaming jaws was
enough for them. And the thought of hydro-
phobia sent a chill to their very hearts.

They scrambied in, and all dragged together
at the big oakeu door. The door was huge
and heavy, and no easy thing to move; but
the juniors united their efforts, and it was
swung to with a terrific clang that rang
through the School House.

Qutside, Tewser scrambled up the steps,
snparling and growling.

Mr. Railton, the master of the School
House, came out of the study with a frown-
ing brow.

The big door of the School House was
always kept wide open on fine days, and the

House-inaster’s impression was that mis-
chievous juniors had closed it with that
terrific slam from a mistaken sense of
humour.

“Boys! What have you—how dare you—"

“Mad dog, sir!”

“What?”

“Herries’ bulldog has gone mad, sir, and
he's loose in the quadrangle!”

“Good heavens!”

Mr. Railton rushed to the hall window.
Outside, in the sunny quadrangle, the bull-
dog could be seen. His foam-flecked iaws were
terrifying to behold, and his bloodshot eyes
seemed to flame. Mr. Railton shivered at the
sight.

“@ood heavens!” he repeated. “This—this
is terrible! How fortunate that you got into
the House. Hurry round and see that all
doors are closed, and warn boys not to go out
into the quadrangle.” :

“Yaas, wathah, sic{?

“Unfortunately, there are many boys out of
doors. And Good heavens! The Head!”

Mr. Railton’s face became almost frozen
with horror.

The dignified and stately form of the Head
could be seen approaching the School House.

Dr. Holmes had been over to the New House
to see Mr, Rateliff, the master of that House,
He was crossing the quad again with his slow
gnd stately motion, a reverend and awe-
inspiring ficure—thinking probably of Greek
roots, or some subject equally fascinating,
and certainly not at all of mad dogs.

Mr. Railton ran to the door and tore it open
again. Mad dog or no mad dog, the House-
master would not leave the Head alone in his
peril. He grasped an umbrella from the stand,
the only weapon that was handy,

Gr-r-rrerr!

That remark from Towser first made the
Head aware of bis presence.

_The old doctor halted suddenly, all con-
siderations of Greek roots vanishing from his
mind. He stood rooted to the ‘ground, his
eyes fixed upon the bhulldog as if he were
dreaming the horrible sight.

But it was unfortunately no nighimare.
Towser, mad or gane, ought te have respected
the reverend Head of St. Jim's. But he
didn’t! He hurtled right at the doctor; and
the. doctor, with a shriek of terror, fled.

No one had ever seen the grave and
reverend Head of St. Jim’s sprint before.
They would as soon have: thought of seceing
a garden-roller sprint. But he sprinted now
with a speed that showed that he kad nob
quite forgotten the practice on the cinder-
path in the far-off days of his youth. He
gathered his gown round him and ran.

And Towser ran, tco. The sight of a man

running will always make a dog run, and
perhaps that was Towser’s reason—if he had
any reason. At all events, he ran, with a
horrid growl that sent chills down the
doctor’s spine.
“Oh, dear!” gasped the Head. <“Helpl
Bless my soul! The dog is mad! Mad! Oh,
dea I shall be bitten and inoculated with
rabies! Dreadful! Oh!»

“This ‘ere way, sir!” yelled Taggles, the
porter, 2 a =

The porter’s lodge was the nearest refuge,
Taggles heroically held the door open till the
Head dashed in, and then closed it before
Towser could coine up. The Head sank upon
a chair, almost fainting with excitement and
exhaustion.

“@ood heavens!” he stuttered. “Thank
you, Taggles! You have saved my life, my
good man! How did that dreadful dog get
into the quadrangle? In future the gales
must be kept closed in case of mad dogs!”?

Taggles snorted.

«That there dog belengs to St, Jim’s, sir,%
he said.

“What! Belongs to the schoel?”

“It's Master ’‘Erries” dog, sir,” said

e THE PENNY" POPULAR.—No. 280.




& THE PENNY POPULAR—Every Friday.

Taggles. “Master ‘Errles  of the Fourth
¥orm, sir,”

“ Bless my soul! Now I come to think of
it, I have seen the dog before,” said the
Jlead. “I remember punishing Herries for
bringing him -into the School "House. .Oh,
dear!  The horrible creature must be
destroyed at once!”

“Ye-e-es!” said Taggles. “’Twon't be s0
easy, sir. There 1t many pussons want
to face a mad bulldog, sir—and look at them
Jjaws!» 2

“ Bless my soul!”

“He could bite your leg in ’arf with them
jaws, sir,” said Taggles.

*0Oh, dearl?

Taggles watched from the window, pru-
dently keeping the door shut. Towser, the
bulldog, was in undisputed possession of the
quadrangle.

Fellows on the playing-fields had taken the
alarm from the yell on all sides of “Mad
dog!” and they had taken refuge in the
pavilion, and locked themselves in.

Other fellows had crowded into the New
House, School House and New House boys
both making for the nearest shelter. Mr.
Railton had hurried back into the School
House as soon as he saw that the IHead was
safe in the porter’s lodge.

Mr. Railton was a brave man—but hydro-
phobia was no joke. A man who did not fear
death -might well fear madness.

Towser ramped to and fro in the quad-
rangle, furious.

Tom Merry & Co. watched him, fascinated,
from the windows of the School House.

“Bai Joye!” said Arthur Augustus I’ Arcy.
“It's fwightful! T always said that that
beastly ‘bulldog had no wespect whatevah
for a fellah’s twousahs, But I nevah ex-
pected him to turn out like this! He's
fwightfully mad—perfectly wabid. Where is
that ass Hewwies?»

“Where's Herries?”

“ Herries, old man, where are you?”

“Here he is!”

Herries of the Yourth had been in the
Fourth-room, doing lines, and grinding so
hard over his impositions that he had not
taken the alarm. Three or four fellows
dragged him out to see what his bulldog
was doing.

Herries came out in a decidedly bad
temper. “Love me, love my dog” was a
fixed creed with Herries. In his eyes Towser,
like the King in the British Constitution,
could do no wrong. He snorted as a roar
greeted him:

“ Herries, you ass, your hulldog—"

“He's gone mad!”

“He’s chased the Head across the quad!”

“He's raging!”

“He's raving !

“You'll be scragged for this!”

“And you will deserve to he scwagged, deah
boy. I have fwequently wemarked to you
that that wotten bulldog olight to be sent
away to a beastly home.”

“Silly asses!” said Herries. :

“He's mad—mad as a hatter! Where are
you going?® roared Tom Merry, as Herries
put his hand on the door.

“Didn't you say Towser's broken loose?”
demanded Herries.

EVeqY

“Well, I'm going to take him back to his
kennel.”

“You're
Juniors.

“Going to take him back to his keannel,”
said Herries calmly. “There will be trouble
if he gets into the Head's flower-beds. There
was last time.”

“You can’t go out! He'll bite you!”

“Rot! Towser won’'t bite me.”

“He vewy neahly bit me, Hewwies—"

“Rats! Towser is jolly particular what
he eats; I can tell you!”

“Weally, Hewwies %

“You can't go out—yocu sha'n't!” yelled
Blake, grasping his chum by the arm. *Tow-
ger’s got hydrophobia, and he’ll bite you.
He won't know you, as he's mad. »

“Towser isn't the one that’s mad,” growled
Herries. “I think the whole school has gone
dotty. Towser's all right.” .

“Stay in here, you ass!
gone for his gun.”

Herries seemed petrified for a moment.

“His gun!” he roared.

“Yes. You have to shoot mad dogs, you
know.”

“It's the only way, Hewwies, deah boy.”

Herries gave a roar like a bull in a state
“of extreme exasperation.

“Let anybody try to shoot my bulldog,
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what—what—what?” yelled the

Mr. Railton has

that's ali!
master or no

“ Shut-up,

“I don't 5!

Herries dragged the door open, and ran out
on the steps.

“Coliar him!” shouted Tom Merry. “He
mustn’t go—it’ll be his death! Collar the
silly cuckoo—quick!”

The juniors dashed at Herries, Bub
Herries ran down the- steps, and sped across
the quad, straight to where Towser sat, with
glaring eves and foaming jaws!

T’ll smash him into little bits,
t! Let anybody try——"

u ass! Railton will hear you.”
i

THE SECORND CHAPTER.
The Head Comes Down Heavy.

(1] OWSER! Towsy, old boy!”
The juniors halted, gazing on in
horror. They were in instant
b expectation of seeing the devoted
Herries bitten by the mad dog, and the idea
almost paralysed them. How was Towser to
know his master, i he was mad? Jack Blake
groaned in horror.

“Herries! He's done for—oh!”

“Towsy, old fellow!”

Herries had reached the bulldog. He was
holding him and fondling him, and Towser,
instead of biting him, snuggled his big nose
against Herries' waistcoat and mumbled
affectionately. Herries stroked him, and
patted him, and rumpled him, and Towser
it}owed not the least inclination to bite

im.

The juniors gazed at the dog and his
master in wonder.
“Bai Jove!” exclaimed Arthur Augustus

D'Arcy, in amazement. “He isn't mad at
all, deah boys—or else it's a sudden and
wemarkable wecovewy.”

Towser evidently was not mad. A mad dog
would not have snuggled up to his master in
that way, and licked his hand. The juniors
approached rather gingerly. Herries looked
round at them with a frowning brow.

“What silly ass said Towser was mad?” he
demanded.

“Weally, Hewwies—"

“It was Gussy gave the alarm,” said Tom
Merry. “He was chasing QGussy, and he
looked mad enough. Dash it all, Herries, he
chased the Head across the quad! He’d have
bitten him if Dr. Holmes hadn't got into the
porter’s lodge.”

“The Head must have been looking at him,
then,” said Herries, with a grunt. “Towser
gpesn’t like being looked at; it worries

im.”

“He chased us, too,” said Monty Lowther.

“I dare say your face worried him,” said
Herries tartly.

“Why, you silly ass il

“Somebody’s let him loose,” said Herries,
“and somebody must have been tormenting
him, to make him in such a state. He was
so excited, he didn't know what he was
doing. You know Brooke caught Levison
tormenting "him once. I shouldn’t wonder if
the cad has been doing it again., My hat, if
he has, I'll—"

“Here comes the Head!” >

Dr. Holmes had seen Herries capture the
raging bulldog, with horror and fear for what
would happen to the junior. But when
Towser was quiet it was clear that he had
not been mad at all, but only wildly excited
and ferocious.

The Head left ~the porter’s

advanced upon the scene. His face was
flushed, and his eyes gleaming. It was not
often that the kind old Head of St. Jim's
was angry, but he was angry now. He had
torn across the quad under the eyes of the
whole school, and he knew that he had
looked utterly undignified, if not ridiculous.
* There would be chuckling remarks in all the
studies about the way the Head had sprinted
with Herries' buildog after him. The mere
thought of the ridicule made Dr. Holmes
turn hot and cold all over. He had never
been so incensed as he was now, as he bore
down upon Herries.

“Herries! That is your dog?”

“Yes, sir,” said Herries, with a grip on
Towser’s collar, and soothing his huge
favourite. Towser seemed to get restive at
sight of the doctor, as though he had a
strong desire to set his teeth in those august
calves.

“I understood,” said the Head, “that the
animal was suffering from rabies. Is it not
the case, Herries?”

“Certainly not, sir.”

“Then there is no possible excuse for this
—this ferocious outbreak,” said the Head
sternly. *“There has been trouble about that
dog before, Herries. I have done wrong in

lodge, and

allowing such a ferocious creature to be kcps
in the school. The dog must ecither be

-destroyed or sent away from the school im-

mediately. Take it back to the kennel and
c¢hain it up, Herries. I shall expect it to be
removed from St. Jim's within one hour. 1%
it remains after that time, I shall give orders
for it to be instantly destroyed!”

Herries stared blankly at the Head.

“Destroyed!” he stuttered. -“My bulldog—
Towsy—destroyed !” ‘

“Undoubtedly, Herries.”

“D-d-do you mean killed, sir?”

“Certainly I mean killed, Herries.”

“My old Towsy! Why, he’s as harmiess as
a baby!” said Herries. “He's as gentle as a
sir. Obedient as—as a lamb, sir. Doecs
thing 1 tell him. He’ll eat anythiug,
sir, and he’s very fond of boys—"

Someg of the juniors chuckled. Herries was
a little confused, and he was certainly putting
it in a way that might be misunderstood.

“No more, Herries! Take him away!”

“But—but I can’t send him away from the
sehool, sir!” stammered Herries. “ What am
I to do without old Towser?”

“Cannot!” thundered the Head.

“I—I mean I'd rather not, sir =

“Herries, that ferocious animal! is a publie
danger.” Dr. Holmes raised his hand sternly.
“If he is not gone from the school in one
hour, ke will be shot! I shall give orders to
that effect.”

“Oh, sir!”

“Enough!”

“But—but I say, sir—"

“That will do, Herries.”

And the Head swept away. Fellows were
gathering round on all sides now, now that
it was known that Towser was not mad, and
that Herries had a grasp on his collar.
Herries had succeeded in soothing - his
favourite into quietness. There was sym-
pathy in a good many faces. The affection
of Herries for his bulldog was well known,
though not many fellows beside Herries could
see any grounds for it.

“It’s rough,” said Kangaroo of the Shell,
“but he’ll have to go, Herries. You can’t
expect the Head to be chased across the
quad by a giddy bulidog.”

“Wathah not!”

“It’s all Gussy's fault,” growled Herries.

“Weally, Hewwies!” exclaimed the S\yeli
of St. Jim's, in surprise and indignation.
“I fail to see how you make that out.”

“You said he was mad, you chump!”

“He came wushin’ at me suddenly, with his
howwible jaws open,” said D’Arcy, appealing
to all present. “His mouth was foamin’
howwibly, and his eyes glawin’. Of course,
1 natuwally came to the conclusion that he
was mad. I wan for it.”

“And we ran for it,” gaid Tom DMerry,
grinning. “Mad or not, Towser was in an
awful state, and he would have bitten any-
body he could have got near. You saw the
state he was in yourself, Herries.”

Herries snorted.

“Yes, but you ought to have known he
wasn't rabid. I knew he wasn’t. Poor old
Towser! He was upset. Somebody's been
tormenting him. That’s the only way to
account for it. And I won't send him away
from St. Jim’s. Nobody else will take care
of him as I do. They'll feed him on some-
thing that doesn’t agrec with him, very
likely. Suppose he were to bite somebody
who was in rotten bad health, and get blood-
poisoning! He might. I'm jolly well not
going to risk it. The Head will have to
come round.”

“I'm afraid he won't,” said Blake.

“No fear!”

“Oh, rats!” gsaid Herries. “Look here,
Towser's chaw's broken. You know what a
iolly strong chain it was—you can see for
yourself. What sort of a tug must he have
given to break it? He must have heen tor.
mented by somebody, and wanted to get
at him badly. I shouldn’t wonder if it was
Levison again. You know the dirty cad
Levison is cruel to animals. I've seen him
catapulting Mrs. Mimms’ cat before now.
It ain't Towser that ought to be destroyed—
it’s Levison. The Head can have him shot
if he likes. He’'s jolly well not going to have
my bulldog shot!”

And Herries seized tight hold of the frag-
ment of chain, and led Towser, quite quiet
now, round the School House, followed bz
most of the juniors.

Behind the School House, and near tha
woodshed, was a large shed where the
juniors kept their pets, and which was known
at St. Jim's as the “menagerie.”

Many of the fellows had pets, and they
were not allowed to have them in the Houses.
That shed had been specially constructed for

b
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the purpose, and there was plenty of room for
cages galore.

Tom Merry uttered a sudden exclamation
as they came in sight of the shed. On the
roof a junior was crouched, with a pallor
of fear in his face, and wild eyes. I was
vison of the Fourth, and it was cvident
1t he had taken refuge there to escape
from the bulldog.

“Levison!” exclaimed Tom Merry.

Tevison glared down at them.

“Take that dog away, Herrics!” he roared.

“QOh, you're there, are you?” said Herries,
lnoking up at him furiously. “What have
you been doing to Towser, Levison, you—you
rotter?”

“I—I haven't been doing anything to him!”

panted Levison. “] saw him loose, and
bolted up here to get out of his way. He's
not safe.”

“I must wemark that TLevison is quite

wight there. That beast has no wespect

whatevah for a fellow’s twousahs, Hew-
wies.”
“Chain him up!” growled Levison. =X

don't want to stay here all the evening.”

“You rotter! I know you've heen worrying
Lim,” said Herries.

“1 tell you I haven't

“What were you doing here at all?”

“J came here to see my white mice.
that beast went for me—-"

I don’t believe a word of it,” said Her-

ries grimly.

“Look here, Herries

“I beliéve you’ve been tormenting Towser.
I'm going to chain him up, but I'm going
1o put on a long chain, so that he can reach
you if yeu get down.”

“You-—yeu rotter!”

“Look at the way Towser is looking
him,” said Herries. “Just look at his f
you fellows. Doesn’t that show that Levi-
gon has been hurting him?”

“Looks like it,” said Tom Merry.

“Yaas, wathah!”

And, indeed, at the sight of Levison the
bulldog’'s savage excitement seemed to be re-
turning. His eyes glared, and he showed
his teeth, and he made a vain effort to spring
away from Herries in the direction of the
Levison turned white, theugh he was
safe on the roof of the shed, out of the bull-
dog’s reach.

Herries entered the shed, and returned
in a minute with a long, strong chain. He
fastened one end to Towser’s collar, and the
other to a staple in the wall.

The bulldog was secure now, and could not
et loose, the new chain being too thick
for the strongest deg to break. But he had
ample room to keep guard over Levison.

The cad of the Fourth could not descend
from the roof without getting within reach
of Towser's teeth. And Towser’s look was
sufficient te indicate what would happen
ihen!

Levison ground his teeth with rage.

“Will you toke that dog away, Herries?”
he yelled.

“No, T won't.”

“1'1} complain to the Head!”

“That won't hurt much; he can’'t be more
down on Towser than he is, thanks to you,
you cad! You can stay there, as you've
got there.”

“J won't stay here! I won’t——"

“Get down then, if you like to risk it,”
said Herries. And he walked away.

Levison panted. ;

» “‘You fellows! Take that bulldog inte the
shed——"

“Rats!” said the fellows all together.

“Hold him while I get away!”

“No fear!” §

“Wathah not!” sald Arthur Augustus
D’Arcy, turning his eyeglass severely upon
Levison. “The evidence is not conclusive,
Levison, but the pwesumption is that you
have been tormentin’ Towsah. We know you
are capable of such wascally conduct, be-
cause Bwooke found you doin’ it one day.
You can wemain there. If it comes on to
wain, as is vewy pwobable, you will get
wet, and if you cateh cold it will serve you
wight. The Head has ordahed Towsah to be
sent away. I can’t say I am sowwy myself,
as the beast has no wespect for a fellow’s
best twousahs, but it is wuffi on Hewwies.
Yon are a wottah, Levison. Wemain there
and be hanged, deah boy!”

And Arthur Augustus D’Arcy walked away,
and the rest of the juniors followed, grin-
ning. No one wanted to help Levison, and
{1«_) one had any sympathy to waste upon
11,

It was pretty clear that he had been
gratitying his eruel propensities by torment-
ing Towser, not thinking that the dog would

1o0

Then

5

red.

break his chain, and he deserved to be
punished. Levison was left alone, watching
the buldog—and the bulldog watched Levison.

Towser lay down, quietly enough, and
closcd his eyes as if asleep; but whenever
Levison made a movement, Towser opened
onc eye. And Levison decided not to risk
a descent from the roof of the shed. The
results would have been too painful.

Needless to say that when at length Levi-
son was allowed to get down from his perilous
position, he was not in a very pleasant mood.
But he had only suffered a little so far fer
his misdeed; he was to suffer far more ere
long.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
An Indignation Meeting.
OTTEN!”

“Beastly!”

“We won't; stand it!”

A wildly-exeited crowd had gathered
before the notice-board in the School House.
There, in the handwriting of the Head of
St. Jim’s, was the notice—the decree of fate.

8

“Notice to the School.—Owing to the
trouble caused by pets kept by junior boys,
all such pets are ordered to be sent away

their track.
standing on- the steps.

from the School before twelve o’clock to-
" morrow morning. No junior boys will in
future be permitted to keep pets of any
description  whatever.—J. Holmes, Head-
master.”

The senior boys who saw the. notice grinned
for the most part. Some of them were sym-
pathetic. But no one was surprised. After
the Head had been chased by Herries’ bull-
dog, it was not surprising that a general and

unsparing decree had gone forth against
all pets whatsoever.
It would not have been quite just to

The
He

exclude some pets rather than others.
Head had been just with a vengeance.
had excluded the whole show!

All pets to be sent away from St. Jim's
on the following morning!

Not only Towser and Pongo, but the white
rabbits, and the white mice, and the parrots,
and the canaries!

It was overwhelming!

More than half the junior boys in the

2 The juniors dashed wildly for the House door, with Towser fast on
s Hallo, what’s the trouble ?7’’ demanded Blake, who was
¢ Mlad dog!”’ :

“ Look out!®?

Friday. 13

schoo! kept peis of some sort or another,
And their indignation was at boiling-peint at
this erushing decree.

For once St. Jim's
House and New House
tc be stood. Gore and Melli
and other “outsiders,” were at one with Tom
Merry & Co. 'They all had pets.

“We won't stand it!” roared Kangarco of
the Shell. “I'm not going to send away my
white rabbits!”

“I'm not going to
mice!” yelled Gore.

“And what about
Kerruish.

“And my spaniel!”

“And my canary!”

“It’s rotten!”

KOutrageous!”

“It’s the limit !”

“Let’s go to. the Head!” howled Gore.
“We'll go in a deputation—the whole giddy
Lower School! They're not going to. shift
my white mice !”

“Jollay good ideah!
to be the chairman of the deputation—-

“QOh, come off !”

“Weally, Goah, what is wejuired for the

School
hat it was not

part with my white

my parrot?” howled

I'm perfectly willin’

5
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gasped the pursued juniors.

chairman of a deputation is a fellow of tact
and judgment——"

“Yes, and that bars you out!” growled
Gore. “And if all pets are to be sent away,
Studg No. 6 will have to part with their pet
lunatic !” :

“You uttah wottah, Goah! I wefuse to be
chawactewised as a pet lunatic!”

“Let’s all go together!” shouted Tom
Merry. “Some of you run over and feteh
Figgins & Co. The deputation ought to repre-
sent both Houses.”

«“Hear, hear!”

“Every blessed fellow ought to go!” said
Mellish of the Fourth. Mellish of the Fourth
kept pets himself, not because he was fond of
them, but, because he made little profits by
selling them to other fellows. “ Where's Levi-
son? Levison ought to come; he can jaw ta
the Head better than any of you.”

“Levison’s on the roof of the menagerie,
and he’s been there an hour,” said Herries{
“and he’s going to' stop there!”

THE PENNY POPULAR.—No. 280.
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“What on earth's keeping him there?” de-
manded Mellish in astonishment.

“My bulldog’s watching him.”

“Oh

“Levison started all this trouble by tor-
menting Towser,” said Herries. “If Towser
hadn't been worried he wouldn't have broken
his chain, and wouldn't have got loose. The
Head's down on Towser because of Levnfm,
and I think we'd better tell him. If he w
to send anybody away, he'd better send Levi-
son. 1 think—-

“Here comes Figgins!”

“Coming to see the Head, Kiggy?” asked
Tom \Ie'n

“What-ho! said  Figging emphatically.
“Fancy hawn” to send away my poor little
bunny-rabbit! No fear! 1 was thmkm" of
bringing over my rabbit to show the Head.
What do you think of the idea?”

“Ahem! Better not——"
“But he's such a jolly little beggar!” said
¥i “When he sits up and strokes Lis

ears it makes yon die of laughing. If the
Head saw him 1 think it would touch his
heart. I don’t think he’'d have the heart to
send him away if he saw him sitting up
and- A

“He'll stroke your ears and make you sit
up if you take rabbits into his study!” said
Monty Lowther. 3

Rabbits are harred,” said Tom Merry. “I
don’t suppose the Head will be over-nleased
to see us without the rabbits. Come on!”

“Leave the talkin' to me, deah boys!”

“You want to talk?” demanded Tom Merry.

“Yaas, wathah!”

“Then stay here. You can talk without
doing any harm. There's no telling what you
may do if you start talking to the Head.”

“Weally, Tom \Iewwy——

“Come on, you fellows!”

“Xou are intewwuptin' me, Tom Mewwy

“1 shall interrupt you a lot if you begin
talking to the Head. You fellows keep an
“eye on him, and tread on his feet if he
begins.”

“1 wefuse to have my feet twodden on!” -

“TFollow your leader!” said Tom Merry.

And the whole crowd of juniors followed
Tom Merry of the Shell to the Head's study.
Knox the prefect met them in the passage.

“Clear out of here!” he exclaimed. “How
dare you approach the Head's stnd)—"\ dis-
orderly crowd! How dare you? Yah! Oh,
yah! OLt"

Knox was shoved aside, and he rolled over.
Prefect or not, the juniors were in no mood
to be bothered by Knox. The Sixth- Former
sat on the floor and gasped, and . the juniors
swarmed on, some of them treading on
Knox's legs by accident as they passed. Tom
Merry knocked at the study door and opened
it.  An avalanche of juniors invaded the
study.

Dr. Holmes started up frem his zeat.

fom Merry & Co. swarmed in breathlessly.

“Boys, what does this mean? What does
this mean, I say?”

“If you please, sir—-"

“Teave my study at once, all of you!{”

“Weally, Doctah Holmes &

“We want to speak to you, sir,” said Tom
Merry respectfully. “It’s about the pets, sir.
1t has come out that the bulldog had been
tormented by a rotter—abem!—by a boy. sir,
and that was how he came to break his.
dem—

“Indced! What boy was it?”

Tom Merry hesitated. It occurred to him,
rather late in the day, that it would be
sneaking tosgive Levison away to the Head.
Cruelty to animals was an offence the Head

would always have punished severely.

“Well, Merry?”

“I—I don't want to give the chap away,
sir, but—but we all know it—-"

“Yaas, wathah!”

“Have you pmof”"

“Well, no, sir:
“Docs the hoy in question admit it?”
“Nunno, sir.”

“Then how do you know?”

& -\h)e*n' We do know, sir—don't we, you

“Yes, gir! We all know it!"

“Yaas, wathah, sir!”

The Head made an impatient gesture.

“If this is the case, it is another reason
why the pets should be sent away, if there
are boys here who cannot be trusted to treat
animals with common humanity!” he ex-
ciaimed. N

“0h, sir’

That was an unexpected view of the case.

“That's all right, sir,” said Herries. “We're
going to make an example of the cad, sir, so
Y POPULAR.—NO. 250.

that he won't do it ur'am
pulverise him, sir

“We're going to smash him—-"

“We're going to scrag him, sir!”

“What?  What? I forbid you to touch the
boy! How dare you utter threats of violence
in my presence?” the Head exclaimed angrily.

“Oh, crumbs, on the wrong tack again!”
murmured Blake.

“Bettah leave it to me, deah boys. Ow!
What uttah wottah was it twod on my foot?”
wailed Arthur Augustus D'Arcy.

“There have been outrageous scenes in the
school to-day!” said the Head, breathing
lmrd 41 hau hun attacked by a bulldog!”

“But, sir:
“The matter is now en wded, Merr

“If you please, sir-

“Say no more, Figeins.”

5 Weally, Doctah Holmes——"

“Silence!”

“But—but it's awfully hard to have to

part with our pets, sir!” said Figgins. “If
you could see my hunny-rabbit, sir—the way
ue sits up and strokes his ears

“You may go!”

“We’ll all promise to look after the pets,
and sce that they don't get loose any more,
sir, and—and—-

“ZLeave my study’

“You—you won’t lct them off, sir?”

“Certainly not! And any boy whe does not
leave my study immediately will be caned!”

We're going to

said the Head angrily.
“Oh!”
The juniors crowded out of the study.

|- Pave
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mand had gone forth;
go!

was no help for it.
the

The Head's com-
pets had got to

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Exodus,

4 HE next morning Tom Merry & Co.
proceeded to obey orders, with grim
and savage looks.
There seemed to be no help for it.

The Head’s command that the pets were to
be taken away was direct and emphatie, and
without open rebellion in the school it could
not be disobeyed.

Directly after lessons cages after cages
were carried into the big van that was waiting
to take the pets away. Kennels and hoxes
followed.

Mr. Railton had made arrangements for the
pets to be taken care of in Rylcombe for the
present, till they were ultimately disposed of.
But their owners did not want to part with
them.

Some of the fags were seen in tears as they
put their rabbits and white mice into the van.

Some of the animals gave some trouble.
Towser showed his teeth at the sight of
Pongo, and Pongo yelped deflance.

“Keep that blessed momrol
bulldog, young D’Arcy,” aid H

“You know Towser doesn’t like him.’

Wally sported.

“Keep your totten bulldog away from my
terfier,” he said.

Then it was Herries’ turn to snort.

“Do you call that a terrier?” he demanded.

“Yes, I do, ass! What do you call it?”
demanded D’Arcy minor warmly.

“Some sort of a rotten mongrel,”

said
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Herries. “Blessed if I believe
all, from its looks.”

“You silly ass!”

Gr-r-rrrr!

Bow-wow!{ Grrrrrrrrh!

Towser made a leap, and the chain
was dragged from Herries’ hand. With a rush
the hul‘dov was upon Pongo.

“3Stop em’“ \elled Wally.

“Go it, Towser!”

“Go it, Pongo!”

Towser and Pongo were both in the vun,
rolling over in dire confiict.

Cages and boxes were knocked right
left by the struggling animals, and there
a terrific din. The monkey was squalling, t
parrots yelling, the dogs barking, and all :
and conditions of animals and birds
uttering all sorts and varieties of noises.

Wally threw himself upon the fighting d
and trfed to rescue Pongo. Herries gra
his bulldog’s collar and strove to drag
off. The uproar was deafening. Mr, }:azltou
came hurrying to the spot.

“What is this dreadful noise about?”
exclaimed. “Xeep thosc dogs quiet!”

“Get 'em out of the van!” yelled Cli ffon
Dane. “You've knocked my cage over—look
at my parrot. Poor old Polly!”

Screech, screech! from Polly.

Herries dragged Towser into his kennel by
main force, and chained him up. Pongs
was disposed of in another kennel and
chained. With the width of the van between
them, the two dogs snarled at one another.
But the scared animals and birds were not to
he quieted. The uproar continued.

Mr. Railton cast a worried look into the
van.

“Are they all here?” he exclaimed.

“Yah! Whiskers! et your hair cut!”

Mr. Railton turned crimson.

“\:Yho was that? How dare you address e

“Yah! Old Funm -face "

“What—what

“Go home!
Screech!”

“Ha, ba, ha!” rcared the juniors.

Mr. I\fnlton gasped. He could see now thab
it was the parrot who was addressing those
disrespectful remarks to him.

“Dear me!” he gasped. “I—"

“It's my parrot, sir,” said Clifton Dane.
“He doesn't know you're a House-master, sir.
Of course, he wouldn’t say that to you if he
did.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“I suppose he does not,” said Mr. Railten,
with a frown at the Canadian junior. *But
you should not teach your parrot to say such
ridiculous things, Dane.”

“Screech! Britons never shall be slaves!”
shrieked the parrot. “Hurrah! I want some
rum hot!  Hurrah!”

“Tia; ho, hat"

Dir. Ratxhﬂ the master of the New House,
came down to the van. Unlike his fellow
House-master, Mr. Ratelif was distinetly
pleased. He was glad to have all the pets
sent away; indeed, he would havc been glad
to have all the boys sent away, too, if the
school could have been carried on without
any.

*Ah, T trust we shall now seon be relieved
of these wretched pests,” said the New )
master. %It ‘is high time—high time, I
consider.”

it's a dog at

he

Go home! Go and eat coke!

“Yah! Go and chop chips! Get your bair
cut!” said the parrot.

“What?” gasped Mr. Ratcliff.

“Funny-face! Funny-face! Oh, my eye,

what a nose!”

Mr. Rateliff turned scarlet.

The juniors yelled with laughter, and
Railton could not help smiling.

“It is onlys the parrot, Mr.
explained.

“It is—is outrageous!” said the New House
master angrily. “Certainly it is high time the
wretched creatures were sent away, if they
are taught such—such vulgarity !”

Mr,

Tiateliff,” he

“He, he, he! Here's old Ratty! ZLook at
old Ra*ty'” yelled the parrot.
Clifton’ Dane turned red then.

He had
taught bis parrot to say all sorts of things
very amusing to the juniors, hut hardly likely
to be gratifying to Mr. Rateliff. He had never
expected Mr, Rateliff to form part of Folly's
audience.

“What—what is the wretched bird saying?”
gasped Mr. Ratelifl.

“Yah! Old Ratty! He, he, he! Old sneak!
Yah!”

“@ood heavens!”

“Go and bury yourselfi Go home! Go and

eat coke! He, he, he!”

“This—this is beyond ali bounds!” panted
Mr. Rateliff. “To whom does that wretehe
and disgusting bird belong?”
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“1}’s mine, if you please, sir,” said Clifton
Pané meekly. >

“Did you teach it to say those things,
Dane?”

“I—I suppoge he picked ’em up from me,
sir,” admitted the Canadian jundior.

“You have dared to teach a bird te say
those things about a House-master?” Mr. Rat-
cliff thundered.

“About a House-master, sir?”

“ }’es. That parrot was directly referring to
mel”

“He hasn’t mentioned any names, sir,” said
Clifton Dane, looking astonished. “How do

. you know he means you by Old Sneak and

——FOWeT Forms,

- an unexpected revelation of the es

. our pets will be jolly well

Funny-face, sir?”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Mr. Rateliff gasped.
boxed Clifton Dane’s
shriek from the parrot.

“Hurrah! - Pile in—pile in!
go for him! Give him beans!

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“I think all are in now,” said Mr. Railton,
trying not to laugh. “Driver, you know where
to take them. Pray go.”

“Yessir !”

“Good-bye, boys! Hurrah!” yelled the
parrot. “Keep your pecker up! Keep her
moving! Who cares for old Ratty? Hurrah!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Screech! Yah! 0ld sneak!
Old speak! Yah! Hurrah!”

And the van rolled away, with the parrot
still screeching.

“I shall report this to the Head!” exclaimed
Mr. Rateliff. “It is outrageous—disgraceiu]—
dastardly !”

And thec« incensed House-master stalked
away, with bis gown fluttering in the wind in
his haste,,

. "tl‘{ky hatk!”ﬂslaigl tBIake.
in the nec| at time! He knows what we
think of him! Ha, ha, ha!” %

And the juniors laughed loud and long.

Mr. Ratclif had indeed been tre: ed to
1 1 imation
in which he was held by the 8t. Jim’s juniors.

But the laughter soon died away.

The pets were gone, and the luniors visited
the “menagerie,” and looked at the empty
places with heavy hearts. Some of the fags
were “blubbing.” as it was expresced in the
17 Tomn Merry & Co. did not blub,
They were angry 1 indignant.

“Look here,” said Tom Merry.
only one thing to be doue.”

What’s that?” =
”it‘.Well,”mconfiique(Z ﬂte ]captain of the Shell,

S pretty plain that Levison is t} ; e
cavse of the trouhle.” e

“Yaas, wathah!”

“There’s no doubt it was he who tormented
Towser. Only a cad like Levison would think
of doing such a thing!”

“Quite so0.”

“My idea is to compel
the Head. If we

He reached out and
ears. There was a

Go for him—
Hurrah!”

0ld sneak!

“0Old Ratty got it

“There's

him to confess

leave it too long,

r pe destroyed, and——"

“Bai Jove!” exclaimed Arthur Augustus.

“I weally think we had bettah act at once!”
“Come on, then!”

to

THE FIFTH CHAFPTER.
A Little Persuasion.

EVISON was in his study. The juniors
found him there, and the smell of
tobacco as they opened the study

door showed that the cad of the

Fourth was at home.

Levison was seated in the armechair, with
his feet upon the table, smoking a cigarette,
and several cigarette stumps lay in the
fender. He did not take it from his mouth
as Tom Merry & Co. came in. He stared
insolently at them through a blue haze of
smoke,

Tom Merry snorted, and Arthur Augustus
coughed. Tom Merry strode right over to
Levison, jerked his cigarette from his mouth,
and threw it on the floor, and put his heel
on it. Levison jumped up with an exclama-
tion of rage.

“You interfering cad—"

Tom Merry gave him a rough push on the

. chest, which made him sit down in the arm-

chair again quite suddenly.

“Shut up!” he said. “We’'ve come to have
a jolly serious talk with you. We know that
you tormented Towser, and caused all the
vrouble.  You're going to <wn up to ihe
Head.” =

“T'm jolly well not!”

“We give you an opportunity
your own free wiil!”

“Ratg!”

“That’s your answer?”

ST

of doing it of

“Right! This is where the persuasion
beging. Lay him across the table, you fellows,
and I'll put in some whacks with this stump.
He's got feelings of some sort, better or
worse, and we’ll appeal te all of ‘em, if we
break a stump over him.”

“Hear, hear!”

Levison made a wild spring for the door;
but the study was crowded with juniors now,
and Levison had no chance to escape. Blake
and Lowther and Figgins and Redfern seized
him, and the cad of tbe Fourth, struggling
wildly, was whirled across the table, and held
face downwards there, still resisting and
yelling. 2

Then Tom Merry raised the ericket-stump.
There was a terrific yell from Levison as it
descended. :

Whack !

“Yarooh!”

Whack, whack, whaeck, whack, whack!

“Oh, oh, oh, oh, oh! Oww!”

“Say when!” said Tom Merry grimly.

“Ha, ha, hat”

“Yarooh! Ow! Help! You rotters! Yah!
Lemme alone! Help!”
Whack, whack, whack, whack, whack,

whack!

“The truth, mind!” said Tom Merry.

“J—I didn’t mean fo & Bt him!» moaned
Lévison. “And I -diém’t think the heast
could break his chain—e— Ow!»

“Jolly sure of that!” grunted Ierries,
“You wouldn't have dared to touchk him, you
funk, if you’d have thought poor old Towser
had a chance of getting at you!»

“ What did you do?” demanded Blake.

“I—I only tickled bim with a pin in the
end of a stick,” said Levison, gasping. *He
wasn’'t really hurt, only %, ~

“You rotter!® roared Herries, “You—
you stuck pins in my bulldog! You stuck
pins in Towsger! I'll—* o

“Hold him!” said Tom Merry.

“Let me get at him!” yelled Herries, a8
the juniors dragged him back. “I'll smash
him! TI'll pulverise him! Stuck pins in
Towser! The cowardly beast! I'll sluughter
him! Let him go, Blake, or I'll punch yecur
silly head! I tell you I'm going to smash
him {7 %

“ Weally, Hewwies %)

“Let me go, you idiots! I'm going to—-="

“Shut up!® said Tom Merry. “Levison’s
had a licking, and he’s geing to own up. The
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“You've only got {o say when you want me
to leave off,” "said Tom Merry, pausing to
take breath. “You're going to be thrashed
till you own up!”

“I didn't touch Towser!” shrieked Levison,
almost sobbing with pain and rage.

“Liar!” said Herries grimly. “We know
you did! We know that Brooke caught you
once tormenting him, didn’t you, Brooke?”

“Yes, I did, and jolly well thumped him."”
said Brooke of the Fourth; “and you all
know how he tried to get even with me, and
nearly got sacked from St. Jim’s for his rotten
trick, If he didn't do it this time, he did it
then. and so he deserves the licking, any-
way!”

“Hear, hear!”

“Are you going to own up, Levison?”

“No!” yelled Levison.

Whaeck, whack, whack, whack!

“QOw, ow! Stop it, you fiend!
— Yow—ow!?

Tom Merry ccased the castigation. Levi-
son was squirming wildly in the grasp of the
four juniors, and tears of pain ran down his
face. Be had never had a thrashing like

Stop it! Chuck it! Yali!

I'll own up

that hefore, though he had deserved dozens
of them, :

heast makes me feel sick, but you ean Ilct
him alone. He’s been licked, and if he owns
up to the Head tbat will make it square.»

“I tell you—>

“Oh, sit on him, somebody !”

Herries was held back from Levison by
main force. - Levison slid off the table mnow,
and he was looking very white. If Tcwser's
master had sueceeded in getting at him just
then the cad of the Fourth would bave had
reason to be sorry for himself,

“Shut up, Herries!” said Blake. %It ail
depends, on Levison whether Towser comes
back, you know. Are you ready to go to the
Head, Levison?”

“I—I can’t!” stammered Levison. #If I
told the Head he’d expel me, You know
how he is on cruelty to animals, as he

would call it—->

‘“ What do you eall it yourself, you cad?”

“ Well, I didn’t really hurt him—7>

“You must have hurt him a lot, to make
him so excited,” said Blake. “You tertured
Lim—that’s what it amounts to—like a cruel
beast, as you are. A chap who would hurt
a dog is capable of anything.- I joliy well
wish the Head would sack you! Anyway,
you're going to own up and chance it.”
 “I—I can't-—>
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“Lay hir over the table again!? said Tom
Merry quietly.

Levison backed away in terror.

“Let me alone! ~I-—I cant go to the
Head now—he's in his room——"

“Mr. Railton will do.”

“He's taking the Sixth this afternoon—7>

“The Sixth can go and chop chlp‘-\ 1f
you're ready, we'll take you to Mr. Railton
at once. If you're not ready, we'll lick you
tiil you are. Now:

“Hands off, you beasts! 1'll go!”

«Mind,” said Tom Merry warningly, “we
shall all be with you when you own up. If
you don’t make it fair and square, we a"nn
settle with you afterwards. What you've

had will be nothing to it. I give you my
word, if you don’t make it square with
Railton you shall be licked till you can't
-sb md 12
Yaas, wathah!”

“T1 do it!” growled Levison sullenly.

“Then come on!”

And Levison left the study in the midst of
a crowd of juniors.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
AlP’s Well that Ends Woli.

R. RAILTON was busy with the
: Sixth when there was a tramp of
i feet outside and a knock at the
door.” The dcor opened, and the
School House master looked round, and stared
at the crowd of juniors who appeared in
view. The Housemaster's face CW  Very
stern. For the moment he concinded that
the strikers intended to invade the sacred
precinets of the Sixth Form. 2
“Go!” he ekxelaimed, striding towards the
door. “How dare you come here?”
“1f you please, sir » said Tom Merry.
“Iow dare you!»

“Levison wants to speak to you, sir. He
wants to confess.”
Mr. Railton's expression changed. He

could see now that it was not an invasion:
He stepped out into the corridor and clesed
the door. His eyes were fixed upch tx.e cad
of the Fourth, but Levisen was careful not
to meet them.

“What is this?” he a»,ked ~

“Levison's ready to own up that he cav ;~cd
all the trouble, sir!” said Figgins.

8 R ready to hear you, Levison,” sald
the Housemaster coldly, -

“I—I—I was to blame, sir,” said Levison,
secking for words. « I-T've been thinking
it over, sir, and—and I want to own up.
feel that it is my duty to clear up the
trouble if T can, sir.”

% Very well. Go on !»

“It—it was my fault that Towser broke
out, sir. T didn't burt him—I mean, T didn’t
_mean to hurt him,..T was just having.a little
“game with him, sir; but ke got excited

“You mean that you were tormenting the
bulldog to such an extent that he became
-enraged, and broke his chain?” said Mr.
Railton. ~ s

“Well, ye-e-es, sw" said Levison helplessly.

“You were gudty of a cowardly actien,

Levison. A boy who torments dumb animals
is a criminal. In consequence of your rascally
conduct, Levison, the poor animal might

have been shot.”
“I am very sorry, sir.¥.
“You have caused a great deal of trouble,
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Levxaon, by an act of cowardly cruelty. I
supposé you know that you will be severely
punished for this?”

“ As—as I'm owning up, sir, I—I thought
you might look over it, and—-»

“1 cannot look over such an offence as
cruelty to animals, Levison. You did not
know that your act would have such con-
sequences s it has had, but you knew that
you were guilty of wicked conduct. And you

must have tormented the poor animal in a,

very cruel way to throw him into such a
state of excitement, and to cause him so
great, an effort as to break his chain. You
are a thoroughly bad boy, Levison, and I
can promise you that you will be soundly
ﬂog“ed »

Mr. Railton turned to the juniors.

«J will explain the matter to Dr. Holmes,”
he said.  “Now go back to your Form:
rooms.”

“Certainly, sir!”

Mr. Railton went at once to the Hcads
nouse, and the juniors retired.

In ten minutes they were all in their Form-
rooms.

An unexpected calm had descended upon
S6. Jim'’s.

-After last lesson the boys were dismissed
as usual, and they came swarming cut of the
Form-rooms, anxious for news. =

A shout from Wally of the Third announced
that there was a new notice on the board.
The juniors crowded round to read it. The
notice was in Mr. Railton's hand, and it
brought tidings of great joy to the readers.
It ran:

“It having transpired that the recent out-
break was caused by an act of crueltyon the
patt of one boy, who has now confessed, “the
headmaster has nsented to rescind his
order for the e\r' on of the junior boys’ pets
from the school.’

“Three cheers for the Head!” shouted Tom
Merry.

“Hurrah! Hip, pip, hurrah!”

“Yaas, wathah! The Head's a bwiek!
Huwwah!”

And there was satisfacti

all faces

“IJt’s up to us to apo deah bays,"
said Arthur Augustus. =

“Hear, hear!?

“0f course, we shall apologise to the
Head,” said Tom Merry. *“It’s the least we
can do. And the pets are coming back.”

“Hurrah!”

“And here they com
There was a rush to the door. The van
in sight. Mr. Railton had evidentiy
telephoned an order when he put the notice
on the board ready to mest the eyes of the
juniors when they were dismissed from
classes.

There was an uproar from the van as the
juniors surrounded it. The barking Pengo
and the growling of Towser, mingled with
the squalling and shrieking and screeching of
the other animais and birds.

But it was music to the ears of the juniers.
Herries dragged ont his bulldog and fondled
him, almost with tears in l\ls eyes. Pongo
snug"led into D’Arcy minor’s pocket, whim-
pering with joy.

Reilly captured his monkey, $aking care to
keep a tight hold on him. Clifton Dane took
out his cage with the parrot in it, and Polly
screamed an ear-splitting - welcome to her
master.

shouted Figgins.

4
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“Hurrah! Polly want,s sugar!
Old sneak! Ha, ha, ha!l

“Here's the Head!”

All eyes turned on  the doorway of the
School House, The Head had come down,

and the juniors’ hearts smote them as they
saw how pale and worn he looked.
Arthur Augustus set the example. He

advanced towards the Head, taking off h.s
silk hat in his graceful fashion.
“Pway allow me to apologise most 111.mb37
for my wecent conduct, Dr. Holmes,” he said;.
“and also to thank you for your gweat kind-
ness in allowin’ us to have our pets back
to the school!”

“Hear, hear!”-

“We all apolomse sir ! said Tom \Inrry. 3

“All of us, sir:

“We're sorry !”

“‘vew,) sowwy indeed, sir!’

“1 accept YOUT assurance upon that poind,
said the Head. “The matter is ended now.’

“Hurrah! (mod old boy! Good old boy:l
The Head's a brick—the Head's a brick—the
Head's a brick!”

Dr. Holmes looked round in astonishment. =
It was very ﬂatnerm;:, 1o doubt, to be re-
fmrded as a “prick " by his boys, but it was

“cheeky,” to say the least of it, for anyone.
to address him in that manner.

“Good old sport!” went on the shrill voice,
as Clifton Dane vainly tried to quiet his
parrot. - “Old sport! Polly wants sugar—
Polly wants sugar! Go and eat coke !

There was a yell of langhter.

“Dear me!” said the Head in amaz
“Who——— What is that——

“It is the parrot, sir!” saideMr. Railtem,
langhing in spite of himself.

“Bless my soul!” said the Head.

The parrot screamed again.

“Hurrah! Give beans, hoys! Pile in—
pile in! Polly wants sugar!  Levison's a
rotter—Levison’s a rtotter! Go home!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Polly wants sugar!
Polly! Hurrah! The Head's
him some sugar! He's a brick!”

The Head laughed heartily. -

“Please take tle animals away,” he sall

“I must t 's"rmf i3 a very

“He's mine, su‘, .
“Did you teach hm tsrsaytkes&ﬁugﬁ?
The Canadian junior eoloured
“Well, sir,, I—I-suppose he picked the
through hearing the ullm\
He picks up
“In your study

stood that the pets were rot '{Howed in the

House, Dane!”
“0Oh, my hat!” said ¢
“J—I mean, my goodn

The Head smiled.
“There i3 no harm-din-havin
your study sometimes, Dan

igg a parrot ig
7 hie said kindiy{

“and 1 give you ne‘n i do 30. 5
armi afraid dogs and mon cannot ha
allowed in the studies, but a rot can. GO%
no barm.”

“Qh, thank you, sir!”

“Hurrah!" s(‘recl:htd the parrot. “Gl e
him some sugar! The Head's a brick! Give

him some sugar,
Hurrah !
. The Head retreated into -the House laugl=

boys!  Pull his whiskers?

ing. 2
The trouble was over, and, as all the fe
agreed, all was well that ended well!

THE END,
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