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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Troukle in the Form-room !

€ UTTON!”
The voice of Mr. Quelch, the
master of the Remove Form at

Greylriars, was like the rumble of
thunder.

Mr. Quelch’s eyes—which the juniors usually
compared to -mmetq on account of their
;enctmtmg powers—were fixed sternly upon
JU’n Dutton, the deaf junior.

‘Dutton, you were talking!”
memsm’e, sir!” said Dutton.
“What?”

“l've heen sitting here all the time, sair.
How could I possibly be Walkmg“’

‘Ar gmch ﬂaey‘d.

“1 said ‘ talking,” you etumd fellow.

“Well, if you want to bellow, sir,” said
Hutton “go ahead! Never mind me. If
you'd hkn to relieve your feelings at all—-"

Mr. Quelch breathéd hard.

Duimn' I have a good mind to cane
youn—->"

‘Fhe deaf junior shrank hack in lLis seat.

He was pale and trembling.

The rest of the fellows could not q.nte
erstand this, for Dutton wasn’t the sort
fellow who funked a caning.

“Why are you shrinking from m€ in that
muculous fashion?” demanded Mr. Quelch.

“Yes, h'.':w yYou're in a passion, sir,
said Dutton, “You threatened to hrain me’
That shows you must be awfully wax Y 8ir.’

An irrepressible ripple of laughter went up
trom the elass.

“Ha, ha, -ha!?

! rapped out Mr. Quelch.
And then, raising his voice to a roar, the
temove-master continued t{o cross-examine

mm Dutton.

“You were talking to Ogilvy, Duiton!”

“Yes, sir,” said Dhtton meekh

“ What were you saying to him?”

“Eh?”

“What was the import of your conversa-
tion?” thundered Mr, Quelch.

“Oh! T—I asked O‘ ilvy what he thought
¢f my pen-and-ink skcwh gir

‘ipu have bheen sting your time in
drawing an absurd sketch?” exclaimed Mr.
tuelch.

“I'm not a wreteh, sir!” said ™ Dutfon
warmly.

Hr. Quelch hegan to mop his brow. <

He was a very patient man, as a rule, where
Tom Dutton was concerned.

In view of the junior’s affiction, Mr,
gave him an easier time in cla
majority of tllo fellows had.

Bub he could not overlook the fact that
Suttan had heen chatting to Cgilvy, and, on

Quelch
ass than the
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of the Boys of

hiis own confession,
sketeh,

Mr. Quelch turned again to Tom Dutton.

“Bring that drawing here!” he commanded.

“And a jolly good thing, too!” said Tom
Dutton.

“What!”

“It’s ripping to know that
lessons is drawing near!”

“Oh, dear!” gasped Mr. Quelch.
~ He felt that he could not stand much more
of this.

Striding forward, the Form-master picked
up the work of art which lay on the desk
in front of Dutton.

Then Mr. Quelch gave a jump.

Tom Dutton had drawn an
cartoon of his Form-master.

Mr. Quelch had no doubt as to whom the
drawing was supposed to represent, for under-
neath appeared the words:

“QUELCHY ON THE WAR-PATH!”

executing a pen-and-ink

the end of

claborate

"he Remove-master compressed his lips.

“Whilst I admit that this is 2 wonderful
work of art, Dutton,” he said, “I must check
this very dangerous hobby of yours. You will
hold out your hand!”

: Bon"t vou, sir?” said Dutton, in surprise.

“Boy 1*

“If you don't understand, I'll
plain,” said the deaf junior. “That picture’s
meant to represent you, sir. I haven't quite
finished the evebrows——-"

Mr. Quelch fairly exploded.

“Hold out your band at once!” he roared.

“Qh, crumbs!”

Tom Dutton rductantly obeyed.

Swish, swish, swish!

“Yow-ow-ow!”

“Now tear that absurd drawing up,
throw it into the wastepaper-basket!”

Tom Dutton obeyed, and returned to his
place.

After this little eruption was over, morning
lessons proceeeded fairly smoothly.

But there was something in the atmosphere
which suggested that the storm would burst
with renewed violence before long.

The Remove found it very difficult to con-
centrate on their work—particularly the
twelve juniors: who were shortly to proceed
on a sporting tour to Essex.

The tour was to commence next day, and
it was not surprising that Vernon-Smith &
Co. feit disinclined for work.

Ogilvy was the next junior to be caught
napping.

The Scottish junior rather f.;nmed him-
self as a poet.

Je was scribbling away industriously when
Mr. Queleh’s gimlet eyes singled him out.

and

’,?
soon” ex-

“QOgilvy !”

“Ye-e-s, sir?

“What are you doing??

£ Weiting, sic.”

“I am aware of
Writing‘?”

that, Wi

t are you

hat!” muttered Ggilvy.

Thue was 7no time to conce
under the de

Ogilvy was iy caught.

Mr. Quekh swoops d down upen him like
2 hawk, and snatched up the iperiminating
document.

The first verse caused the Forimm-master’s
eyes to bulge out of his head.

the pocm

“I do not love thee, Queichy dear.
The reason why is pretty clea
Because your methods are se
I do not love thee, Quelchy dear!”

“Ogilvy! This is gross mpertmexxﬂew-

“Oh, crumhbs!®”

“You have dared to libel your Form-masier
in this reprehengible manner?”

“} didn't mean you to take it seriously,
sir.

But Mr. Quelch, when he read the second
verse, could hardly take it otherwise,

“Your countenance is like & hoot,
It causes us to swiftly scoot.
Your eyes, like gimlets, pierce and peer,
We do not love them, Quelchy dear!”

Mr. Quelch locked for a moment as if he
were on the verge of an apoplectic fit.

“Ogilvy !”

“Yes, sir?”

“I am astounded that you should make
such insulting references to me—your Form-
master!”

“They’re not insulting, really, sir,
Ogilvy. “It's just a little joke. ”

“Then 1, too, will eitjoy a little joke!” said
Mr. Quelch grimly. “Hold out your hand!”

And the amateur poet received a licking,
compared with which Tom Dution’s had been
a picnie. X

“There!” panted Mr. Queleh, as he laid
down the cane. “I will see if I can restore
some sort of order in the Form-room. I have
seldom known my class to be so unruly as it
is this morning.”

Bujstrode was the next offender.

From his seat in the bhack row Bulstrode
happened to get a good glimpse of Billy

? said

Bunter, who occupied one of the front seats.

Bulstrode saw a fly settie on the back of
Billy Bunter's head. A mischievous impulse
urged him to take aim with & paper peliet.

Bulstrode did so. ;

(Copyricht in the Un:ted States of Americd.)
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Unfortunately, however, his aim wag a litfle
erratic.

The paper pellet sailed over Billy Bunter’s
head, and, making a bee-line for ‘the Form-
master's desk, struck Mr. Quelch fairly and
swards on the chin.

There was a gasp from the class.

“That’s done it!” murmured Vernon-Smith.

It had!-

Mr. Quelch sprang to his feet with
lll\e thunder.

“Who—who did that?” he exclaimed,

“I did, gir!” said Bulstrode.

\Ir Quelch could scarcely believe his ears.

“You -deliberately hurled a missile at me,
Bulstrode?” he exclaimed. >
anno, sir! It was intended for Billy
ater, but it somehow missed fire!”
So you have nothing better to do than
to throw paper pellets about in the Form-
room, Bulstrode?”

“I—I couldn’t resist that one, sir!”

“Very well. This is the thied time I have
had trouble this morning. I will endeavour
to teach you a lesson. 1 shall prevail upon
the headmaster to cancel the forthcoming
s;’»ar)t}s tour to Essex!”

mah e

a brow

“My only aunt!”
Vernon-Smith was on his feet in an instant.
You can't mean that, sir?” he said breath-

1 do mean i%, Vernon-Smith, I will not

toleratt this outrageous behaviour in class!
“But—but we've made all arrangements for

the tour, sir!” gasped the Bounder.

cannot help that, Vernon-Smith. I am

determined to preserve law and order in my .

class, and to cancel thg tour seems to hbe
the most, e‘fcctwe way.”

“Shame!

“Who said that?” exclaimed Mr. Quelch

angrily.
“I did, sir!”
Dick Rake’s voice rang out fearlessiy.
5 lgu will take five bundred lines, Rake!”

“You may sit down, Vernon-Smith—"
“But about that tour sir!”  said the
mder desperately. Can(: you punish us .
some other way, sir—"
How dare you presume to teach me my
duty, Vernon-Smith? Sit down!

And the Bounder sat.

For the rest of the morning a cioud hung

The sword of Damocles bad descended, with

tour of the English counties, which !
Harry Wharton & Co. and Vernon-Smith |
& Co. undertook on alternate weeks, had been !
progressing merrily.

Harry Wharton & Co. had visited Lan-
cashire, Vernon Smith & Co. had put up a
very good show against Surrey, and Harry
Wharton & Co. had then met the hoys of
Kent in a series of sporting contests.

It was now the turn of Vernon-Smith &
Co. to travel down to Southend, in order to ! *
meet—and, if possible, defeat—the hoys of
Essex.

But the ﬁat had gone forth, and the tour
was “off

Not for one momenft, had the juni om sus-
I’Pctnd that Mr. Queich would ftake so drastic

L step.

H:\.d they suspected it, they
been as good as goid.

But there was still a faint chance that
My, Quelch would think better of it as the
morning advanced.

There were no more disturbances in class;
and the junjors hoped that Mr. Queich would
stay his hand.

But their hopes were ill-founded. =

After dinner that day, the following an-
nouncement, dramatic in its simple brevity
;md (}wechess, aPDeared on the school notice-
0aT( :

would have

“The Rcmo\ e's tour to Essex is cancelled.
(wm,hd) HERBERT H. Lockz,
“ Headmaster.”

“This is where we weep tears of blood!”
1 Peter Todd. “Fancy old Quclchy being
b a giddy Tartar!”

It’s beastly!” said Dick Penfold
foeling in topmnw form, too!

“I suppose it's no use sending a petition
to the Head, asking him to reconsider his
lecision?” suggested Dick Russell.

“Not a scrap!” said Vernon-Smith. “It's

but we shall have to grin and

£ 3¢
“T was

iolly ‘mful
bear it!’

And the Removites accordingly made ap
their minds to bear it—though it was not so i
¢asy to grin!

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
“T'he Usurpers.
64 T8 up to us!”
Blundell of the Fifth uttered the
remark with great emphasis. He and
. Bland were hawnr tea in their study
=& svbstaptul tea, for “the captain of the
was in fands.:
‘thts up to us?’

asked Bland drows

“Why, to take on this werry tour, of
course I

*“What !”

“Why should the Remove kids be allowed

to bag all the privileges? They only abuse

them. 1t's high tmL the Fifth took a hand.”
“But—-—-"
“Thers's no earthly reason why we shouldn’t

go down to Kssex, now that the Head has
cancelled the Remove's tour,” said Blundell.
“A team of Fifth-Formers would perform a
jolly sight better than the Remove; and a
week's outmg isn't to be sniffed at!”

“True, O King!” said Bland. “But 1 don’t
quite see——"

“You never do!” zaid Blucdell scalhmvl\
“You're as blind as a blessed bat! All we've
got to do is to put the matter nicely to om
Prout, and get mm to take it to the Head.”

“I'» you think the Head would agree?”

“Like a shot! He knows the Fifth can be
trusted to give a good_account of them-
selves.” =

“By Jovel?
think you're

“Only just

From your pasr

s

said Bland. “1
right, old man
inning !”

m beginning to

coffed Blundell.

Ah\'\_ right.
along and ask Hilton and

4 to come in and
; they've got to say

Fifth-

wu

Tomlinson
sce me. We'll see wt
about the idea.”

In a few moments scveral sturdy
Tormers stamped into Blundell's study.

“Faith, an' what's it all about?”
Fitzgerald.

Blundell explained.

“We've got & golden opportunity- of a
week's holiday!” he said. *“As you know, the

asked

¢ Remove’s tour to Essex has been knocked en

the head; and I don't sce why the Fifth
shouldn’t. ill the hreach?

“My hat' said Hilton.
think

“0f course I do!” snapped Blundell. “If
1 didn’t, this glorious, gilt-cdged eighteen-
carat idea would never have seen the light of
da ! What do you say to putting it to old
Prout, and gcttmg him to tackie the Head?”

“TThere's just one thing,” said Tomlinson.

“Well?”

“If this stunt works out all right, we shall
have to keep Coker out of it. Coker would
wreck the whole show. No team, however
brilliant, could hope to win a mateh if Coker
were playing for them. He’s always worth a
clear hundred runs to the opposition.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“By Jove, I hadn't thought of that!” said
Blundell, “O01 course, he Wwill want a place
in the tea
He'll want more than that,”
'l want to skipper the side.”
Oh, will he?” growled Blundell.
>r fancy he'il be disappointed!”
adn't you better go along and see Prout
at once?” suggested Hilton.

Blundell nodded,

“I'ma going now,” he said.

Mr. Prout was engaged in the task—the
dangerous task—of cleaning his Winchester
repeater.

Paandell gave an involuntary shudder as he
entered the Form-master’s study:

That repeater repeated a good deal too

“Do you really

said Bland.

“Then T

much for the personal comfort of most
people.
“Ah! Come in Blundell!” said Mr. Prout.

“Why do you hesitate?”

“I-T Was 1 hesitating, sir?”

“Yes, you were!” snapped Mr. Prout.

The reason for Blundell’'s hesitation was
obvious to Blundell himself, if not to Mr.
Prout.

The master of the Fifth was cleaning his
rifle, without knowing whether it was loaded
or not!

“You wish to speak to me, Blundell?”

Mr. Prout.

“Yes, sir,” said Blundell, advancing
gingerly into the study. “As you are aware,
the Remove have been deprived of their tour
to Tssex. 1 was thinking that the Fifth
might ‘take on the job, sir.”

“Bless my soul!”

“You see, we're far superior to the Re-
move in every branch of sport, and we
should make a big success of the affair, sir.’

said

-Blundell.

xperience of me, you ought |
Look here, !

Friday, 3 -

“We would =
got back, sir.”

rk {vice as hard when we

“Ahem!” murmured Mr Prout, rubbing
away industriously at his rifle. “1 am rather
zlad you mentioned this little matter to me,
As a matter of fact, I am nof
averse to taking a week's holiday myself,
The bracing air of the East Coast would be
heneficial to my rather overwrought constitu-
tion. I will qpem to Dr. Locke on the sub-
ject Blundell.”

“Oh, good, s

“0f course, Coker will e ’(he leader of the

xpedition?”

"Ahem! II
Coker at all, & AR

“But he is an excellent sportsman!”

Blundell chuckled.

“Do not laugh at me, Blundell!”

. “Ah—no, sir!” gasped Blundell, jumping
quickly out of range ~as -Mr. - Prout inad-
vertently levelled the Winchester repeater
at him. :

“If I know anything about boys.” said Mr.
Prout, “Coker i3 an ideal leader. I do not
suggest for one moment that he should be
captain of the Form, Blundell, 1Tn class,
find Coker somewhat dull of intelligence. But
s0 far as sport is concerned, I certa nly think
Coker should take the lead. In fact, I shall
only give my consent to the tour on the
express con dition that Coker captains the
suie

“0Oh, crumbs!”

“1f strlke@ me, Blundell,” said ‘Mr. Pront
severely, “that you and your friends are
inclined to he down on Coker. He seems to
be boycotted. This absurd nongzenge mush
cease!”

asn't thinking of including

“But—but you don't understand, sir!”
faltered Blundell, “Coker’s a i: a3 duffer,
and—-"

“Silence, Blundell! I—" £

Bang!

There was a terrific report i
study, followed by the shatte

“Oh dear!” gasped Mr. Prout,
ever has happened?”

“Your—your rifie was
Blundell reproachfnily,

“Bless my soul!- I cannot vnderstand why
that should he so. I trust no damage has
been done.” £

When the atmosphere had cleaved a little,
Mr. Prout saw that a pane of gluss in the
window had Dbeen smashed to smithereens,
and the fragments had clattered down into
the Close.

There was a quick footstep in the passage,
and_Mr. Quelch looked in 2

“What ever is ti ter, Prout? 1 dis-
tinetly heard a sound like that of a firearm
being discharged!”

“It is of no cousequence,’ id Mr. Prout,
tummg a flushed face to his collmame
would be more. careful, Prout!
nt fear that you will one day
cause a fatality in this schoo

“Nonsense!” snapped Mr. Prout

And he turned again to the task of
ing his rifle.

Mr. Queleh hesitated on the i
if he were about to make a sla
attack on the master of the Fifth.

But Le realised that it would noft be
judicious, to make a scene in front of
Blundell ; and, with a final glare at Mr. Prout,
the Remove-master withdrew,

“You will speak to the Head
tour, sir?” said Blundell, anxious to get away
before Mr. Prowt caused any further trouble.

“Ves, ves! 1 have no doubt it will be all
right, Blundel\ 1 shall come to Southend
in charge of the party; and Coker will act
as captain throughout the sports.”

“Very well, si

And Blundell departed,
to his chums, s

It was a strange mixture
bad.

Mr. Prout’s
of glass.
* What

loaded, sir!” said

clean-

iveshold, as
ng verbal

to break the news

of good news and

It was good to know that tbie Fifth would -

probably he allowed to undertuke the tour.
It was heartrending to know that Horace
Coker was to take command.
Even Potter and Greene, Coker's two study-

mates, saw that Coker's leadership wc-l\!‘d
spell disaster. ==
“There’s only one thing for it,” said Bland

desperately.

“Namely 2 said Blundell.

“We must get rid of Coker.”
© “My hat! Do you mean kidnap him?”

“Not exactly. But we might manage to
put him in the wrong tra‘m, or something.
It's “easily done.”

“Whatever happens,” said Hilton, “we
must make the Remove look small by winning

“But think of the wvaluable Form-reom 1 every event azainst those Hssex fellows! If

tmtu»n you would miss—-"
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4
we do that, the chances are that we shall
be allowed to take on all the future tours.”

“That would be ripping!” said Tomlinson.

Late that evening another announcement
appeared on the school notice-hoard—an
announcement which provoked great remxcmg

in the Fifth, and great consternation in the
Remove.

“NOTICE! .

“The series of sporting contests against the
lws of Essex will duly commeme 10-mOoTTowW.
“The Remove have been forbidden to par-
ipate, and their place will he taken by
twelve members of the Fifth Form.

“Mr, Prout will be in charge of the pariy.
igned) HERBERT H LOCKE,
“Headmaster.”

“That’s adding insult to injury!” growled
Peter Todd. “It’s bad enough to be for-
bidden to go on tour:; but to let the Fifth
take our places is 2

“Sheer Bolshovism!” said Morgan.

“Exactly !”

“In the words of the poet, something will
have to be done about it,” said Dick Penfald.

“Bub what?”

That, as the immortal Hamlet s
the queamon.

The high-handed action of the authorities
in «cndmg the Fifth on tour in place of the
temove aroused iutense anger among Vernon-
Smith & Co.

But they could do nothing.

To run away from school for the purpose
of taking part in the sports was too wild an
idea to be entertained for a single moment.

And, after holding various meetmgq and
coum'!s of war, the Removites decided that
there was nothing for it but to how fheir
heads to the inevitable.

said, was

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Cetting Rid of Colker!

& e NHAKE a leg, you slackers!”
5 3
“Yaw-aw-aw!”
: “Tumble out—sharp!” said Co

£
The Fiith-Formers sat up in bed

and blinked sleepily at Coker.
“You silly champ!” roared Blundell. “It's

only five o’clock! What do you want to wake
us up in the middle of the night for?”

“Practice!” said Coker briefly.

“What sort of practice, fathead?”
~ “Well, you're going to have a dip in the
Sark first; then we're going for a gentle
sprint of six miles or so; dher which, we
shall pat in an hour at tln, nets.”

“Speak for yourself!” nmmed Hiiton.

“Dashed if I'm going to turn out! You must
be off your rocker!”

Coker scowled,

“Any fellow who fails to turn ount,” he said,

“will be liable to he chucked out of the
team!”

“My hat!”?

“I mean business, mind!” said Coker.

““1'm bossing the show, and I'm not geing {o

have any slacking. Do you want a spong

squeezed over your ugly chivvy, Georze
T

“Nunno!” said Potter hastily.

“Well, get o move on, then!”

Reluct aut‘v the Fifth-Formers turned out.

It o\asperatcd them to have to take orders
from 2 clown like Coker: but they eith
‘o submijt or run the risk of being bauished
from the team.

It was a very s}ecpv procession that made
its way to the shining waters of the Sark.

True, it was «ummu‘ -time. But five o'clack
in the morning in summer is sometimes
gestive of November.

A chilly brecze hlew ac

ross the river.

Fifth-Formers ivered “as they un-
; s =
“Coker, you p idi«)t--——"
‘Coker, u hoot-faced candidate for Han-

weld—

That's enough!”
“If I have any
u)mr down heavy

té k‘ng a 1“ldLl' *"om *nP bdz..“
a b]Ca ed refrigerator!”

and (reene plunged in the next
and their faces turned blu¢ with

said

“It’s like
Potter
sioment;,
eold.
“Aren’t you kik-kik-coming in, Coker?”
Potter, with chattering teeth.
“No fear!”

“What!” roared EHilton. “You're making
all this fuss, and yel you're not going in your-
sei?”

THE PENXY POPULAR.—NO. 21,
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“Why should I?” said Coker. “I'm here {o
see that you fellows g,et some practice. I
don't meed any myself.”

“0Qh, my hat!”

“Finished already?” asked Coker, as Blun-
ded crawled out on to the bank.

“Yes!” grunted Blundell. “I'm nob gnlnjz
an lnbx,t:on of an Aretic explorer just now.

Within a few minutes the bathers had all
had encugh.

: The3 towelled themselves briskly on the
hank.

“Now for the gentle sprint!” said Coker,
wihen bis Form-fellows had finished dressing.

“Look here——" began Blundell.

“Don’t argue! You may be Form-captain,
Blundell, but I'm in charge of this tour. Old
Prout’s siiown some real savvy for once.”

Blundell and the others exchanged grim
glances.

They felt like bundiing Horace Coker,
clothes and all, into the river.

But they controlled themsclves with an
eﬁmt

After all, pcrh“pq they would succeed in
gcttmg rid of Coker later on.

The six-mile sprint was endured in silence.
Running was ene of Coker’s few accomplish-

On one memorable cceasion he had finished
Grst in a Marathon race.

He ran awkwardly and heavily, lurching
from side to side like a Tank, but he cer-
tainly got over the ground.

When the run was over Coker
operations at thn nets

It was more than fiesh and hicod could
stand to take ordcxs fmm Coker, whose cwn
ericket was of the kind which neither’ gods
nor men pcrmitA 2

How Blundel! & Co. managed to restrain
themeelves from bumping Coker they never

directed

after breakfast the tour com-

mvmnd
A number of fellows saw the Fifth-Fermers
off at the gatca.
But Vernon-Smith &
forth to wish them luck.

Co. did not venture
They felt too sick
at the whole Ty business.

Vernon-Smith was a sound sporfsman, and
to were Peter Todd-and the others, but they
could not sincerely wish Blundell & Co. the
best of luck.

They felt that the Fifth had
en them.

They regarded Mr. Prout as an interloper.

The Fifth-Formers, escorted by Mr. Prout,
proceeded by train from Friardale to Court:
tield, wherc a change was necessary.

There a train was running right through
from Courtfield to Southend.

Mr. Prout stepped into it, as also did Potter
and Greene, and several others.

Blundell and Bland, however,
behind with Coker.

They were leading him, although he did not
know it, to the wrong train!

“Which is our platform?” asked Coker, who
nJu not seen Mr, Prout and the others board

tolen a march

remained

, old chap!” said Blundell.
decoyed Coker to the wrong plat-
form, v bundled him into the train which
was waiting there, and then stepped in after
Gim.
“Where are the others?” asked Coker.
“Up in fromt, I expect!” said Bland care-

is train’s just going to tnn'” said

Ccker, noting the guard about to wave his
u-nr

“So it is, by Jove!” said Blundell. “I must

nip ot and got sonie chocolates while there’s

(1

me a

her said Biand. “Excuse
jif <er.
1 here .sut time, you silly asses ” began

then the train began to glide out of
fatform.

precious pair of idiots!” mutteged
‘Tmym cone and missed the train
st like Blundell!”

icion had begun to dawn upen

The

Horace fondly imagined that the
party, with the c\ckp’rion of Blundell
and Bland, were in one of the front car-

s not until the frain Aashed through
a :.t‘mm‘ tha t Coker hegan to grow alarmed.
“By Jove!” he exclaimed. “I thought I
saw Rochester!”
The train flashed on through <he sunny
iclds, gathering spced as it went.
1w then, after a few more stations had
peen passed, the awful truth dawned upon
i Coker.
He was in a non- swp to Folkestonel

-sight of Mr.

Friday.

“0Oh, my hat!” gag
fairly done this jourr

He had!

The train did not slow up uutll it r(ac‘ ed
the Central Station at Enikestone.

Blundell and Biand had, of course, hoarded
the correct train, and it was not until South-
end was reached thate Mr. Prout noted the
absence of Coker.

“Dear me!” he exclaimed. “Does
know where Coker is?”

Blundell and Bland made a point of not
heanng that question.

“This is extraordinary!” murmured Mr.
Prout. “We cannot po=sm]y play the cricket-
mateh against the Essex Dboys untii Coker
arrives!” :
_“We shall get on tons better without Coker,
sir!” said Hilton.

“Be silent, Hilton! We will procced to our
hotel, and waitvihere until Coker puts in an
appearance.”

The Fifth-Formers gmaneﬂ

Their little plot to get rid of Coker was not
of much avail, aftex‘ 411

So great was Mr. Prout’s in Comr
that hc did not inténd to make a start wi
the sports until the mighty HOI:}CF‘ turr
up.

The party proeceded along the High St
and the *1c=h wind of the sea beat into t
faces.

1 Coker, “I*ve hcen

anvone

'(Ith

They turned off into the Marine Parade,
?vhm Mr. Prout had booked rooms at an
hotel.

The master of the Fifth left instru
with one of the railway officials tc d
Coker to the hotel on his arrival.

Meanwhile, the E=z hoys had {urned up
on the ericket- a"ouml Prittlewell. a
were waiting for the of the Gr
fellows.

They did not bave to wait very

It so happened that Coker, he g
had chartered a car to convey him from:
Folkestone to -Southend.

The railway official was unable to ddn'or
his message; but, fortunately, Coker caught
Prout taking a stroll on the
Eastern Esplanade, and he promptly jumped
out of the car.

“Am I in time, si

Mr. Prout frowned.

“You are late, Coker! Why did ¥
come here by train, in the orthodox manuer?y”

“Abem!”

Horace Coker, aithough a duffer, and a
dunce—and many other things besides—was
the soul of honour.

He would not have given his sehoo
away for worlds.

“I—I rather fancied a
said.

“You should have asked my permission in
the first instance!” said Mr. Prout.” “How-
ever, you are here, and that is all that
matters. 1 will summon the others, and we
will proceed to the cricket-ground.

The boys of Essex were practising at {he
nets when Mr. Prout and thu Fifth-Formers
trooped on to the field.

They were fine fellows, these Essex sports-
men.

Their leader, Merton., was a local
and the others had come {rom all parts of ¢
county—frem Epping Yoresi, from Colchester,
and from C‘actou-on».

“@Great pip!” said Merton in surprise,
he noted the build of the Glc\nmrs fello

“We seem to be up against a team of bl
giants!”

“They seem to have broucht one of their
kind téachers with ‘em,” said Terry, who was
Merton’s right-hand man.

But the Lssex boys were not daunted
the prospect of playing against feilows who
were far iupeno‘ in size and weight.

They knew. that their own crack little
would taie a good deal of beating.

“We will now get to busines
Prout, emerging fm'n the pavilion ir
mreq coat several sizes too large for hi

‘Keep your meén up to the mark, Coker!”

Coker grin

“Rely on 'ne, exvl

Merton spun the
rightly.

“We'll bat first,”
on, Blundell!”

© Are you going in first?”
dell.

“Of course!”

“Then I'd rather go in a little later.”

“Don’t talk r You're going to set the
ball rolling Aud between us we'll
make those Bs -sing small!”

Concerning that latter threat, however,
George Blundell entertained grave doubts.

near
arrival

1o

fellows

car-ride,

atb

4«.1

£ai

he said cheerfully.
coin, and Coker called—

he said promptly. “Come

exclaimed Blans
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Bang!

There was a torrific report in Mr. Prout’s study, followed by the shattering o
Mr. Prout.

‘¢ What ever has happsened 2 7!
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THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Not a Success.
OKER took the first ball.
As a rule, the first ball took Coker
—or, rather, Coker’s wicket.
But on this occasion, the great
Horace managed to get his bat in the way,
and the ball trickled towards point.

“Come on!” yelled Coker, plunging down
the pitch.

“No—go back!”
no run there, ass! -

But Coker came charging down like a wolf
on the fold, so to speak.

Blundell, in desperation, started to rum.

He was too late.

Point whipped up the ball and hurled it in.

“How’s that?” .

“T regret ‘to say that Biundell iz
szid Mr. Prout.

Blundell glared at Coker as if he would
eat him.

“You prize maniac!
of a chance there!”

“ took here—" began Coker.

“Oh, dry up! You want pulverising !”

“Qilence, Biundell!” rapped out Mr. Prout.
“I will not have such opprobrious expressions
used on the field of play! Go baek to the
pavilion at once!”

And Blundell went, breathing threatenings
and slaughter.

“Rough luck!” said Bland, as he passed on
bis way to the wicket.

“(Coker again!"” growled Blundell. “Mind
your eye!”

Bland kept his end up for a few moments,
and then Coker did unto him as he had done
unto Blundell.

Bland was run out by wards: and he felt
like braining Coker with his hat.

boys chuek i
anticipated a

hiszed Blundell. “There's

£

run eut.

There wasn't the ghost

phill struggle.

Instead of which they were being treated to
a pantomime.

Coker stayed at the wickets exactly ten
minutes—which was quite a record for him.

During that time he had managed to score
2 runs.

How he did it he could not have explained
himself.

And then Merton, bowling  swiftly
surely, shattered Coker’s middle-stump.

Mr. Prout looked sympathetic.

“I rather fear, Coker,” he said, “that yomn
are—er—slightly out!”

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared the fieldsmen.

“Of course, sir,” said Coker, turning to
go. “I had to give these kids a bit of en-
couragement.”

“Quite so,” said Mr. Prout.

Coker walked back to the pavilion amid the
ironical cheers of his schoclfellows.

The telegraph-board registered 3 rnns for
three wickets—last man, 2!

“A pretty mess you've landed us in?
Blundell, scowling at Coker. “You'vc abso-
lutely scotched our chanees!”

“Rats! And, look here, (feorge Blundell.
just you stop criticising your skipper!”

“Bra-r!?

The fellows who followed on fared badiy.

They had been given a bad start, and,
with Coker in the team, all their enthusiasm
had been damped. They seratched an ocea
sional single, and that was all.

The Friars were eventually dismissed for
the anything but grand total of 20.

This was bad enough. But worse remained
behind.

Merton and Terry opened the Essex innings.

They found Blundell a very difficult bowler
to deal with.

But Coker, at the other ead., sent dewn
halls which fairly pleaded to be driven to
the boundary.

The score rasg apace.

and

Thanks to Coker, the boys of Essex werd
enablad to do pretty much as they liked.

Under the hot sun, the TFifth-Formers
chafed and writhed. They began to wish that
hiey had never started on the tour.

With Coker in the team they wouldn't
stand an earthly. And to be licked by fellows
smaller than themselves——

How could they possibly face their sehool-
fellows when they got hack?

“It's awful!” groaned Hilton, as one of
the Essex batsmen smofe a miserable de-
livery of Coker’s clean out of the ground.

“We shall never hear thc end of this!”
growled Tomlinson.

“Faith, an® I feel like slaughtering Coker,

entirely !” said Fitzgerald.
x were all out -at last, with a score of
Coker had not taken single wicket;
and over 150 runs had been scored eoff his
bowling !

“Now, buck up, you feilows!” said Coker,
ieccturing his*men as they returned to the
pavilion. “You've been putting up a very-
;;Oﬂrwsbrn.v. I refer particularly to you, Blun-
dell !

“Why, vou—you—-" stuttered Blundell

“It's necessary that we sheuld all pull to-
gether, for the sake of the school!” .Coker
went on. “I don’t want to skipper a team
of slackers!” -

It was lucky for Coker that Mr. Prout hap-
pened to be hovering near, or his fed-up
schoolfellows would certainly have smitten
kim hip and thigh. -

Rather a big crowd had collected on the
ground when the Friars opened their second
innings.

The spectators could scarcely conceal their
disgust at the sorry show the Greyiriars
fellows were putting up. They wanted Essex
to win,” of course; but there was nething
exciting in a complete waik-over.
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Blundell managed to «tmt oft
Greyfriars,

He mt, two 4’s and a 6-—rather recklessly,
for Blundell was feeling reckless,

And then Coker, in his own inimitable
manner, caused his Form-fellow to be run out
for the second time.

“Really, - Blundell,” observed Mr. Prout,

“you seerm 1o he pe“formmg very badly!”

Blundell's self- control was in rags.

“How ean I help it,” he hooted, *when I've

got a dashed fool like that for a partuner?”

in style for

And he pointed savagely at Lohei e
“Blundeil!” rzaepnd Mr. Prout. “You forget

yourself, s
“0Oh, rats!” growled the incensed Blundell.
And he strode back to the pavilion, chop-

ping off the heads of dandelions as he went.
The hopes of the Fria if they had ever

had any hope:—were dead and buried now.
Coker’s presence in the team spoilt every-
thing.-
To give Blundell and the others eredit, they
eould have defeated the boys ofs Essex on
their own.

With Coker’s assistance, however, they
eould havdly have defeated a team of white
mice,

Hilton and Potter each put up a plucky

innings; hut the Friars were all ont at length
for 50.

The hoys of Essex had defeated them by |

&n innings and 156 runs.
As the Fifth-Formers left the field, the
cmwd hooted them.
“Yah!
“Call that ericket?"
“Why don’t you b‘"m;\ your hoys up to play
properly, you goggle»eyed ola gaffer?”
Mr. Prout pasw on with burning cheeks.
“Dear me!” he murmured. “Was that in-
sultmg epithet intcnde(i for me, I wonder?”
“Ha, ha, ha!l’
Some of the fellows conld not help laugh-
ing even in that moment of defeat.
“Really,” said Mr. Prout, “this is too had!
¥ am sure that Harry Wharton and the others
fared better in Lancashire, and that Vernon-
Smith’s party pub up a Lood fight against
Surrey. Why js it, I wonder. that my own
Form has failed 50 completeh P
“The reason,” said Blundell,
summed up in one word, sir.”
“Namely?”
“Coker!”
Prout gilared a$ Blundell.
That 1§ 4 most ungenero g
make, Blundell,” he said, “Coker has worked
hard a}l the afterncon. He howled untiringly,
and his batting would have left nothing to
be desired had there heen somebody to hack
Lim up. Unfortunat the rest of you were
Weak——woefﬂ\!y Wes
“Oh, my hat!”

be

“may

'To -morrow,” said Mr. Prout. “the swim-
ming contests will ka placc. 1 hope to see
2 big improvemen

The Fifth-Formers groaned.

Coker would, of course, insist upon bheing
a member of the swimming team. And this

would mean another victory for Essex.

After a bath and a square meal at their
hotel, Biundell & Co. brigntened up a little.

’.l‘he\ spent the evening in a visit to the
Kursaal, which they greatly enjoyed.

It was late when they ratumcd to their
hotel,

They found Mr. Prout in the lounge, in a
very distracted state.

“My boys,” he exelaimed, “I have heen the
vietim of 3 dastardu attack!

“9ir s

“1"was walking by the she n‘v in the twi-
tight,” said Mr. catly, “when a
uuple of evilly-disposed - persons set - upon
we from behind, and, whilst one held me
down, the other rifice my pockets!”

"\Iv hat!”

“The money whieh was to pay i‘or ﬁu, ex-
penses of this tour has been stolen!’
.. “Greatb Scott!”

“YI am siek of the whole sorry

business !*

said Mr. Prout wearily. I regret I ever
yolunteered to conduet such a tour. We will

spend the night here, and return to Greyfriars
by an early train in the morning.”

“Oh, my aunt!”

“You—you must be mad, sir!” exclaimed
€oker.

“Coker! How dare you suggest to your
Form-master that he is of unsound mind [”?

“But—hut we shall look such asses, sir—-"
. “Enough, Coker! My mind is made up!
This tour has been disastrous from the be-
ginning., I am sorry [ 3xeldmi to Blundell’s
suggestion in the first place. We will return
to Greyiriars in the morning.”

“Oh, crumhbs!”

Mosb of the fellows didn't mind very much.

THE PENKY POPULAR.—NO. 21

They eould not hav
event, with Coker s i ything. .

Coker. himseli was tun ) person who was
really upset by the =uddw turn events had
taken.

And he was more upm,v ~tm when, hefore
retiring for the night, his Form-fellows
bumped him soundly “and repeatedly on the
flocr of his bed-room.

The Fifth were fed up with their
leader. ,

And it was a sadder. if pot w
who crawled between the s
at the end of a far from perfect d

to win a single

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
The Remove Taka a Hand.
ARLY next morning Prout rang up
Dr. Locke of Gre 's on the tele-
phone.
The Head had just entered his study
when the ‘phone rang.

He took up the receiver, mth an exclama-
tion of annoyance.

“Really, this is too bad!” he murmured.
“If people wish to speak to me on the tele-
phone, why cannot tncy choose a more con-
venient time? Hallo!

“Hallo! Is that Dr. Locke?”

g L :

“Prout speaking, s

“On, yes, Prout!”

“I have.some news to impart to you, Dr.
Locke-——
“Splendid! Our boys won the ericket
match, I presume?”
There was a suort from the other end of

the wires.
“The cricket mateh, sir,”
\ms a failure—a ghastly,
“Biess my soul!”
= “8g much so, sir, that we were mocked by
the mob! I myself was subjected to bitter
insults, sir!”

“Dear me!”

“As if this were not enough,”
Mr. Prout, in a strangled voice,
upon late last evening
dispossessed me of the
my possession.”

“My dear Prout——"

“Had my Winchester
I should have winged them, sir!” I mlght
even have shot to kill! They were very
desperate ruffians, and-—"

“What do you propose to do, Prout?”

“It is my intention, sir. to return to Grey-
friars at once. I do not feel equal to the
task of conducting a tour of this deseription.”
i “1 can despatch to you some more money
el

“Qf which I should probably he robbed this
evening!” sald Mr. Prout. “No, sir!
refuse to run the risk of heing molested
again by footpads! We are returning to
Greyfriars by the train reaching Friardale at
nine-thirty.”

“Very well, Prout.”

The Head replaced the receciver
iooks.

As he did so Mr. Quelch entered.

“Is  anything the matter, sir%” he asked,
notmr' the Head’s troubled look.

said Mr. Prout,
dismal failure!”

“T was set
by two ruffians, who
funds which were in

repeater been handy,

an its

bovmthn,g is very much the matter,
Queleh. Prout has decided abandon the
tour he was conducting in Essex.”

“For what reason, sir?”

“He appears to have met with a chapter of
accidents. - The cricket match ended dis-
astrously *"ox‘ Greyfriars, and Prout was sub-
sequently attacked by a uouple of ruffians,
who appropriated his money

“How very unfortunate! said Mr. Quelch.

“Can you suggest what steps shouid now
be taken, Quelch, in order not to dizappoint
the boys of Essex?”

“T suggest, sir—in fact, that is why I have
eome to see you——that Vernon-Smith” and his
party be allowed to undertake the tour, after
all. Since you punished them by cancelling
the tour their work in the class has shown
considerable improvement. Instead of being
sullen-and sulky, as might have been ex-
pected, they have “orhed hard and wel. In
the circumstances, I think they ought to he
allowed the prmlegc of which we originally
dcpmed them.”

Locke nodded. -

“Vcry well,” he said. “Will you inform
Vernon-Smith that his party may leave for
Southend at once? I will send a telegram to
the captaiu of the Essex team, explaining the
situation.” =

Mr. Quelch withdrew. <

He met Vernon-Smith in the Close.

“@ood-morning, sir!”  said the
respectfully. £

“Good- moxn‘n

Bounder

Vernon-Smith !

temporary

continued -

Irat, methinks our number’s up!”

some good news for you. Owipg {o the
general improvement in class, Dr. Loeke has
decided, on my recommendation, to allow you

to pro&ed on tour to Essex.”

“Oh, good!” murmured Vernon-Smith.
e But—but what about the Fifth, sir?”

The ghost of a smile flickered on
Quelch’s features as he replied:

< g};u Fifth have failed.”

Mr.

“You may start for ¢
you wish, Vernon-Smith.”

And t;hc Bounder dashed away to acquaing
hig followers with the good tidings.

There was great rejoicing when the situa-
tion was explained; and within half an hour
cricket-bags were packcd and everything was
in readiness for the tour—the real tOUx, as
Peter Todd explained, with a chuckle.

“I had a sort of smpmon that the Fifth
would come a cropper,” said Dick Rake.
“The Essex fellows had the invaluable aid of
C‘uher you sec.”

Ha, ha, ha 2

On their way to Friardale Station
juniors encountered Coker & Co.

The Fifth-Formers looked very sheepish.

Mr. Prout, still very annoyed, brought up
the rear.

Southend as soon as

the

“Vernon-Smith!” he exclaimed sternly.
| “What does this mean?”
“We're going down to 50uthend sir;” said

the Bounder cheerfully.

“For what purpose?”

“To see if we can put the kybosh on
Essex, sir.”

Mr. Prout snorted.

“Where my own boys have failed, it is
hardly likely that the Remove will succeed!”
he said.

“We sghall see.”

“Do not talk to me in that insolent manner,
Vernon-Smith! Have you Dr. Locke’s permis-
sion to proceed on this tour?”

“Of course, sir!”

_ “Oh, of course!” chorused the rest of the
juniors.
Mr. Prout gave another snort—more

emphatic than the previous one, and passed
on his way.

“Poer old Prout!" said Bulstrode. “He
thought he’d caught us tripping that time!”

“Yes, rather!

In great spirits, the Removites DI‘OLthed to
the station.

It seemed almost too good to be true that
the tour was theirs, after all.

The Fifth had failed.

It was up to the Greyfriars Remove to
prove themselves equal, if not superior to, the
hoys of Essex.

When the juniors stepped out at Southend
Station, they found Merton, of Essex, await-
ing them.

“I'm the Essex skipper,” said Mertcn,
advancing to meet Vernon-Smith. “We've
just had a peculiar sort of wire from your
headmaster. It appears we played your Inth
Form yesterday instead of the Remove.”

“That’s 80,” said the Bounder. “You're up
against the real thing now. The Fifth always
make a hash of things.”

“They had a very fine comedian called
Croker, or something.” .

The Removites grinned.

“George Robey has to take a back seab
¥l1§n Coker gets going!” chuckled Peter

(o]

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Merton led the way to the cricket-ground,
where the other members of the Essex team
were at practice.

The easy manner in which they had
defeated the Greyfriars Fifth caused the
Tssex hoys to imagine that they would have-
very little trouble in getting the better of
the Remove.

But they were soon made fo realise that
Vernon-Smith & Co. were foemen worthy of
their steel.

The Remove batted first; and they were in
excellent trim.

Vernon-Smith himself scored 350. Peter
Todd, Dick Penfold, and Dick Russell all got
into double ﬁguxcs, and Rake and Ogilvy
made a brilliant stand towards the close.

The first innings yielded 144 runs.

“We're up against the real goods this
time!” said Merton,

“We are!” agreed his chum Terry. “If
these fellows can bowl as well as they can

The Essex team received a rude shoek after
this.

In their first innings they compiled only
54; and they were sent in again, requiring
90 runs to stave off an innings defeat.

I Eave Merton & Co. hud made the fatel mistake
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at the commencement of supposing that, be-
causze they had smaller fellows to deal with
than they had the day before, they would win
handsomely.

They realised this mistake when their

wickets fell like ninepins before the deadly
attack of Dick Penfold and Vernon-Smith.
- The Remove, rejoicing in their unexpected
ireegiom, infused plenty of dash into their
fielding ; and they gdme(l a walk-over victory
by an innings and 24 runs.

“This,” murmured Peter Todd, as the
juniors wended their way back to their hotel

—“this is life, with 2 capital * L’ 1f we
2o on in the way we've begun, we shall romp
Lome in every giddy event!”

But Peter Todd was toc optimistic.

The boys of Essex had learnt their lesson.

They were mot likely to underrate the
ahilities of their opponents again.

Whilst the Greyfriars fellows were refresh-
ing themselves at the hotel, Merton and his
followers ‘were holding a council of war; and
they resolved to show the Greyfriars sports-
men that Essex could hold its head high
among the counties of Old England.

They had lost the cricket-match, and by*
& big margin.

But there were other events to come. And
the boys of the Eastern county resolved to
leave x? stone unturned to avenge that early
reverse!

THE SiXTH CHAPTER.
Sportsmean AH!

OUTHEND basked in the bright summer

sunshine,

Early nekt morning the Removites
were up and doing.

They would have been
to stay in bed and

s,

S

As it was,
b

wiser, per-
recruit their

they put out to sea in rowing-
oats, and went for long tramps beside the
wore, and some of them were feeling a trifle
fagged Wt'en the swimming-races commenced
at ten o'clock.
The Essex bovs seemed to have mastered
the whole art of swimming.
Terry was their star man.
three events off his own bat.
The only event which ml to Greylfriars was
the long-distance swim, h Vernon-Smith
puiled oﬁ after a neck-and-neck race with
Merton.
“We've

He won the first

, A

now,” said
will win the

fallen right behind
Ogilvy., “But Dick Russell
boxing. That’s one blessing!”

“Dick Russell isn’t quite so sure about
that,” said that youth: “Do you know who
I'm up against?” .

“A chap called Phi\lips,“'said Peter Todd.

“Yes; and he’s the best junior boxer in the
county. Merton told me that the fellow
kasn't been licked yet.”

“In that case, he’ll meet his Waterloo {o-
day,” said Dick Rake.

But Russell had his doubts.

Good boxer though he was, he felt that he
was mecting more than his mateh in Ivor

Wi
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Phillips—a ‘fellow who was deseribed by the
sporting Press as @ coming champion.

Not that Russell was faint-hearted. That

not one of his failings. But he knew that

%vmuld need luck as well as pluck to defeat
I’hzlhps

And the luck went againgt him.

The bout took place in the
before a packed house.

The! firsu round was lively enough,
Russell more than held his own.

But in the second round he hecame suddenly
dizzy.
* Try as he would, he could not rid himself
of the feeling.

Tverything scemed to be swimming round
him.

He had received no heavy punishment as
yet, but in spite of this fact he could scarcely
keep his feet.

afternoon

and

“What's wrong with him?” exclaimed
Hazeldene. Surclv he’s not whacked?”
« Afraid so,” murmured Ogilvy. =~ “That

Yssex fellow's all over him this round.”
Russell strove desperately to keep his feet.
He had-never felt so weak and lmpotevxt

in his life.

All the stamina scemed to have oozed out
of him. All his expert knowledge of ring-
craft seemed to have been forgotten.

Phillips spoke to him once during a brief
lull in the fighting.

“Are you ill, old man?”

“No!” panted Ru%ecll thou'fh
cidedly groggy. “Carry on!

Phillips carried on, with such good effect
that belore the end of the second round he
had floored his man.

“Russell’s down !” gasped Peter Todd. .

“He'll be up agam like a merry Jack-in-the-
box in a minute!” said
fidently.

But the Beunder was wrong.

Dick Russell did not rise, neither did he
appear to make any effort to do so.

He lay prone on the boards while the
referee counted him out.

The Greyfriars fellows could secarcely con-
ceal their disappointment.

They looked upon Dick Russell as one of
the Remove's best boxers—probably with no
superior in his own Form, save Bob Cherry.

Yet here he was counted out in the second
round!

Russell explained afterwards.

“T'm beastly sorry, you fellows

“Don't apologise!” said Vernon-Smith. “You
must expect to strike a bad pateh now and
again. .

“1 came over dizzy,” sald Russell. “Matter
of fact, I've still got the feeling. It's the
first time I've ever felt like it during a fight.
Phillips had me at his mercy.”

“] think I know why it is,” said the practi-
cal Ogilvy. “You didn't eat any lunch.”

he felt de-

Vernon-Smith con-

»

Thats what made you feel so awiul. Better
come along and have a good feed,  That
ought to put you right.”

Ogilvy’s summing-up was correct.

Dick Russell had fought on an empty

-was usually a

stomach.

%%%@m%w

.

- = Lo d
Friday, 7
In his anxiety to keep fit he had eafen
too little, hence the feeling of iness which
had assailed him and lo m the contest.
The Oreyfriars junmiors were very glum:

during tea.

“The cricket-match is the only feather in
our cap so far, barring the solitary swimminz
race Smithy won this morning,” said Peter
Todd. “Unless we PL.J off a goodly per-
centage of the running races to-morrow I
sha’n’t have the nerve to go baek to Gz Icy-
{riars.

The other fsllows were of Toddy’s way ot
thinking.

A great revival was needed if Greyfriars
wanted to do themselves justice on the tour.

Vernon-Smith gave them a good lead by
winning the hundred yards—a race which
mere scrambie.

But en this nccaqon the Bounder finished
with three yards to sparc, and hope returncd
to the Friars in full flush.

Bulstrode captured the high-jump. And
although the long-jump fell to an Essex boy,
the Friars' won the tug-of-war shortly after-
wards.

“Things are looking up!” said Dick Rake,
“Welre makm" up the lecway a bit now.
What’s more, I've got designs on the mile.”

Dick Rake's designs were successful.

And then, to crown all previous successes,
Dick Penfold won the Marathon Race.

It was a long race and a tiring one, aud
Penfold did not have matters all his own way.

Terry, of Essex, made all the running, and
established a good lead, and Penfold was
confronted with an almost superbuman task.

But he won the race on the tape, to the
unbounded delight of his schoolfcllows.

The tour was over, and after an exenrsion
to Canvey Island, and an open-air picnic, the .
Friars turned their faces homewards.

They had shared the- spoils with Essex, -
which was far more than the Tifth would
have done. .

As Vernon-Smith & Co. trooped in at the
old gateway of Greyiriars they encountered :
Horace Coker.

“I suppose you've been licked all alonz t
line?” g"o“led the great Horace.

“There's something wrong with your sup-
poser, then!” chuckled Potor Todd.

“You mean to say you won the erickct-
mateh?” -

Peter nodded.

“Likewise all the running cvents, bar one.”
he said.

“Oh, my hat! Were the Essex kids taken
ill, or something?”

“They were fit az fiddles,” said Vernon-
Smith, “and they gave us a good run for cur
money. But I think we've proved that the
Remove can tackle & tour a jolly sight better
than the Fifth!”

“Yes, rather?!”

Coker strode away scowling.

And the Removites passed on through the
Close with radiant faces, to acquaint their
schoolfellows with the full details of their

campaign against the Champions of Bssex)

e

THE END:
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ROOKWOOQD
RUNAWAYS!

A New Long, Complete Story
of JIMMY SILVER & Co., the

Chums of Rookwood.

By OWEN CONQUEST.

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Where is Jimmy Sitver ?

iy Dodd, of the Modemn
at Rookwood, paused as he
tering the school tuckshop.
him were Tommy Cook and Tommy
¢, and they turned as they heard their
s name called.
and Arthur Edward Lovell,
ti rivals of the Classical House, were
making for the tuckshop. They appeared to
be in a harry.

House
was ¢

“Halio!” sang out Temmy Dodd. “What
do you want—troubie?”
Shucks—no!” grunted Raby. “We've

{rouble enough as it is!”

Tommy Dodd nodded towards the interior
of the shop.

“Qoing inside?” he asked. “I'm dry, and
can do with some ginger-pop.”

Raby & Co. followed their rivals into the
chop, and Sergeant Kettle banded out the
required drinks.

“Have you see Jimmy Silver?” asked New-
come.

Tommy Dodd stared.

“Do you think we’re his blessed keepers?”
he demanded. “I admit hie and a number of
other fellowe I could name want leading
about by a string, but—"

“Qh, rats!” said Raby crossly. “Can’t you
fatheads see there’s something wrong?”

Tommy Dodd & Co. chuckled.

“Yes, rather!” said Tommy Cook. “There
is—or there wouldn’t be any need for leads!”

“Ha,; ha, hatl’

Raby & Co. simply glared.

“Shut up, you galoots!”

wm

howled Lovell.

“Have you seen Jimmy Silver—don’t you un-
derstand he’s missing?”

“Eh{”

“Missing, fathead! Bunked from the
school!” hooted Raby.

Tommy Dodd & Co. became sericus. De-
spite the rivalry which existed hetween the

juniors of the Classical and Modern Houses
at Rookwood, in times of trouble they were
united.

“Has't he turned up yet?” asked Tommy

Dodd.

N

“Sorry, old top; but we haven’t seen
him !” 3
And there was silence—a moody silence

which could be felt.

For Jimmy Silver, the captain of the Fourth
of Rookwood, had disappeared—run away
from school.

All the juniors of both Houses knew the
cause, and they sympathised with him.

Lester Brooks, the son of a neighbouring
farmer, had bheen the cause of the whole
trouble. Jimmy had caught him cruelly
thrashing a horse, aud had turned the whip
on the farmer’s zon in a none too gentle
manner.

The result was seen the next morning in
ihe Head’s study, when Mr. Brooks came
round to the school and told the Head that
;is son was cuffering from a kick in the
st(lvmach, which, lie aflirmed, was bestowed by
gilver.

Hig accusation had been backed up by a
certificate from the local doctor, with whom
§)r. Chisholm was on friendly terms. Despite
Jimmy  Silver’s emphatic 'denials, the Head
had seen fit to believe the farmer’s story, and
had sentenced Silver to he flogged before the
whole sctiool,

But Jimmy Silver was not to be seen when
‘he time came for afternoon lcssons, and a
note left on his study table informed Mr.
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Bootles, his Form-master, that he had rua
away from the school.

Beyond that, nobody at Rookweod had the
faintest idea as to where he had gone.

Raby, Newecome, and Lovell, had searched
the school ever since his disappearance, with
faces as long as fiddles, as they had been told
more than once.

They looked at Tommy Dodd & Co. now
with faces glum and miserable.

“The dummy!” growled Raby. “Why the
dickens couldu’t he take us with him?”

The rest of the juniors stared,

“Why, you—you—" began Newcome,.

“Ig it likely he would? asked Tommy Dodd
quietly. “When a chap hunks from school, he
doesn’t generally get a dozen chaps to g€
with him!”

Newcome frowned dismally, but

did not
reply. -
Tommy Dodd & Co. were all sympathy. At
any other time, it was on the books that
the meeting in the school tuekshop would
have led to o noisy scene—not to mention
a rough one.

But the Classical fellows were in trouhie,
and the rivalry ceased until norimal condi-
tions once more prevalled.

“Perhaps he is hiding somewhere about the
school 27 suggested Tommy Cook.

Raby & Co. shook their heads.

“We've spent hours looking for him,” said
Raby. “But we can’t find any trace of him.
I expect the silly ass has gone for good.”

“Qh, no—he’ll turn up like a bad penny!”
said Cook.

Raby glared at him.

“Who's a bad penny?’ he demanded
wrathfully. “Don't you' get calling Jimmy
names, or I'll—I'll——"

Cook stepped back a pace.

“All right, old top!” he said Lastily.
offence, you know!”

Evidently the tempers of the Classical
juniors had suffered by the unfortunate cir-
cumstances attending Jimmy Silver’s disap-
pearance.

“Well, T suppose—I suppose we shall have
to wait and see!” said Lovell slowly.

“Hang that—I'm going to do something!”
spapped Raby.

“But what?” asked Dodd.

“How do I know, fathead?
thing, didn't 177

“Chin-chin! Keep your hair on, ¢ld thing!”

“Oh, rats!” {

And Raby stalked out of the tuckshop, his
hands thrust deep in his pockets, and walked
slowly up to his study. Newcome: and Lovell
stayed behind a few minutes with Tommy
Dodd & Co. to taik the affair over, but they
could not see how they were going to do any-
thing.

They joined Raby just in time to hear the
page calling for them.

“You young gentlemen are wanted by Dr.
Chisholm in his study,” said the page. “He
wants you at once, he says.”

When Dr. Chisholm sent a message of that
kind it was as well to obey it quickly. Raby
& Co. therefore hurried along to the Head’s
study.

Lovell tapped timidly on the door.

“Come in!” came the command from the
Head.

The Co. went in.

Dr. Chisholm looked up frem his papers,
and the juniors noticed at once thé ex-
pression of deepn concern on his face.

«“Ah! Have you heard apything from
Silver, my boys?”

The Head’s tone was kind. He probably
realised how Jimmy Siiver's absence would
affect the chums.

Noy- sir:?

“You are not trying to hide bim—I mean,

NG

T said somie-

you are not aware of his place of hiding and
keeping the fact from me?” 2

“No, sir. We wish we did know where the
ass—ahem !—I mean we should like fo know
where he is, sir. He is our chum.”

The Head nodded.

“I understand perfectly. You must let me
know if you hear or see anything of Silver,
my boys. On the other hand, I will commu-
nicate any news I receive to you.”

“Thank you, sir!” said the juniors grafe-
fully.

And the juniors, realising that the inter-
view was at an end, left the study.

Once ontside, they looked at eacH other
in dismay.

“Nothing doing yet-—that's obvicus!” said
Raby. ‘“Where can the ass be?

“Oh, where and oh where ” chanted Newe
come mournfully.

“Rats! Shut up!
bhegan Rahy angrily.

But he was interrupted. Mr, Bootles, the
little Fourth Form master, came hurriedly
down the passage towards the Head’s study,
and stopped as he saw the juniors.

“Any news of Silver yet, my dear boys?”
he asked.

The “dear boys

“No, sir.”

Mr. Bootles nodded, and passed on to the
Head’s study.

_ He knocked at the door, and, without wait-
ing for an answer, he turned the handle and
walked in.

Dr. Chisholm looked up from his desk.

“You have news, Mr. Bootles?” he asked
at once.

The Form-master shook his head.

“Alag, no, sir! T have carefully considered
the matter, sir, and—and: ¥

SR

I've a good mind to—"

s o
3 heads.

shock their

“And T have come to the conclusion; sir,
that—that—"

*Pray go on, Mr. Bootles!”

“You'll forgive my candour, Dr. Chishoim,
I'm sure. But I fear that perhaps you were
a little—a little—ahem!”

Mr. Bootles broke off confusedly. Buf Dr.
Chisholm took in the Form-master’'s meaning
at once.

“Yes, I know what you were going to say,
Mr. Bootles,” he said slowly. *“You think I
was a trifle hasty in condemning Silver?”

“Yes, sir; although, of course—"

“I admit—between ourselves, Mr. Bootles—
that I was loth to believe Silver capable of
such a brutal act as kicking a hoy when he
was on the ground.”

“Exactly, sir. Silver was probably the’
most popular boy in the whole of the Classical
House—indeed, he had many friends in the
Modern House, in spite of the rivalry that
undoubtedly exists. I do'not believe for one,
moment that Silver was guilty, sir!”

The Head started. It was not usual for
even Form-masters to be so candid in con-
demning his decision in matters of this kind.

But Mr. Bootles had a great admiration for
the missing junior.

“Indeed, Mr. Bootles! ) However, I
afraid I cannot alter my decision now. It ig
too 'la’ce for that. It was very wrong of
Silvér to run from the sclool—very wrong
indeed !”

“Might T suggest—ahem !—that—er-—you or
I might have done the same thing, Dr. Chis-
holm, if we had been accused of something
we had not done, and then condemned to
degradation. Ahem! I trust——"

‘ Dr. Chisholm nodded.

“As a matter of fact, Mr. Bootles, I fear
1 was influenced by Mr. Brooks making such
a 1r)oima concerning the bringing in of the
police.”

auni
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There was silence for a few minutes; then
the worthy doctor looked at the Form-master.

“Have you any suggesfion to put forward
as to how we may get Silver back again?”
he asked. .

“Advertisements might find him, sir. I
would suggest that you insert in all the
leading newspapers a description of the miss-
i junior. It might have the degired effect.”

“‘Thank you, Mr. Bootles. I will do that.”

‘And Dr. Chisholm carried cut-his word.

All the editions of the principal papers of
the country had advertisements in concern-
ing the runaway junior. But the name of
the school was not mentioned. .

Such publicity the Head most desired to
avert, a box number of the newspaper offices
being the only address given of the advertiser.”

But nothing came of any of the advertise-
ments, and the mystery surrounding the
whereabouts of Jimmy Silver, captain of the
Classical Fourth at Rookwood, remained a
mystery.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
important Discoveries !
€« ABY !?

Raby looked up from the pre-
paration he was attempting to do
for the morning as his name was

called.

Newcome and Lovell sat at the same
table, and-opposite Raby there was an empty
chair. ¥t was Jimmy Silver’s.

“What's up?” growled Raby. “I'm blessed
if T can make head or tail of this rotten stuff
to-night 1 _

Newecome flung down his pen with a gesture
of disgust. .

“Nor can T. And, what's more, I'm not
going to try!” he declared.

Lovell shrugged his shoulders.

“0ld Bootles will get ratty if
done, you chaps!” he said. o

“Let him ! growled Raby. “I'm fed up!”

They were downhearted over the n_on—arrw:d
of any news concerning their missing qhum.
Work was impossible under those conditions.

AMr. Bootles had been extremely easy-going
in the Form-roem all day, and had not even
lost his temper when Raby informed him that
Jimmmy Silver succeeded King Henry VIIIL. to
ihe throne of England. S

But there was likely to be a limit to the
Form-master’s patience,

Raby knew it, but he was in a mood when
lie did not care for anything. .

“I'm going over to see Doddy,” he said
suddenly. : .

He did not ask his chums to go with him,
but they went, nevertheless. =

Tommy Dodd & Co. received them cordially,
and there was no suggestion of the violence
that would have greeted them under less
distressing conditions. &

“Hallo, you chaps!” said Tommy Dodd.
“ Brought some good news?” 5

Raby flung himself down in the armehair
hefore he answered. o .

“No. And I’'m fed up with sitting stilt and
doing nothing.” :

“lThere’s your prep to do,” hinted Lovell
drily. .

“Hang the prep! I tell you ¥'m not going
10 do any prep to-night—not if the Head goes
down on his bended knees and begs me to!
So that's that!” .

The Head was not likely to do that, so
Raby was perfectly safe.

Tommy Dodd looked thoughtful. -

“It seems to me, you chaps,” he said
slowly, “that we night bhe able to find out
something if we went to the station.”

Raby & Co. jumped.

“My hat! Why didn’t we think of that
before? We shall at least know if he’s left

it's not

Coombe,” said Raby excitedly. “Come on,
you chaps! I'm off!*
And he made for the door. But TLovell

pulled him back.

-~ “Don’t he in such a hurry. Wait until
“Tommy Podd has finished what he was going
to say,” he said.

Tommy Dodd flushed as he found himself
the cynosure of all eyes. -

“I—I—I don't know if I've got anything
¢ise to say,” he murmured. “Still, I think we
might go down to the station.”

“You mean break bounds?”
quickly.

Breaking bounds was a serious offence at
Rookwood. But the juniors had done it
hefore.

“Suppose we shall have to—unless we ask
oid Bulkeley for a pass,” said Raby. “Shall
we risk it, or shill we ask Bulkeley?”

“Best ask Bulkeley, I think.,” said Tommy
Cook. “He’s a decent sort, and will give us
one @l right.” e

asked Lovell

very

“All of us?”

“Well, he might.”

Bulkeley turned out trumps, and gave the
juniors the pass they asked him for. He was,
as Tommy Coock said, a decent sort, and he
knew that his chums were anxious concerning
Silver.

“Don’t be too late,” hic said, as he handed
over the pass.

The -juniors. marched off down fo the
station in somewhat higher spirits than they
had been in for some days. 'They were, at

| least, doing- their best, and the knowledge

was comforting.

They made straight for the station-master’s
office; and he nodded his head when Tommy
Dodd explained their errand.

“Yes, I saw Master Silver leave herc the
other day,” he said. “In fact, I issued him
with a ticket myself.”

“Where for?” demanded Raby cxcitedly.

“London.”

“0Oh, my hat! That's splendid!®

Tommy Dodd looked doubtful.

“London’s a mighty big village,” he said
musingly. “I haven’t much hopcs of finding
Silver in.that place.”

The irrepressible Raby thrust his hand in
his pockets, and pulled out what money he
had. The juniors watched him in surprise
as he counted it out.

“What’s the matter with you, dummy?”
demanded Newcome.

“I'm off!” said Raby emphatically.

“I should jolly well think you are!” grinned
Tommy Dodd. “Right oft—your nappert”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Raby glared.

“I mean I'm off to.London, fathcads!” he
snorted.

The juniors simply stared..

“You're—you’re what?”

“I'm off to London! I'm going to find old
Jimmy ! 3

Newcome and Lovell seized him by the
shoulders.

“You're not,

my son!” said XNcweome

grimly. “We’re out on pass—and it's not
decent to go back on old Bulkeley!”

Raby hesitated.

“Well—well—— Oh, hang it!” he growled
disconsolately.

And he walked out of the station, leaving
Tommy Dodd & Co. to thank the station-
master for the information supplied.

There was some satisfaction in knowing

where Jimmy Silver had gone. But, as
Tommy Dodd remarked, he might have gone
anywhere from London, where all the great
railway termini were.

Tommy Dodd locked unusuaily thoughtful
as he entered the gates at Rookwood.

“Look here, Raby!” he said suddenly. “I
think there’s something in what you said,
after all.”

Raby nodded.

“I knew there was!” he said triumphantiy.
“We ought to have gone No, we didn’t,
’cos that would be playing it low on the
skipper. Still, there’s no reason why we
shouldn’t go to-morrow.”

Tommy Dodd nodded.

i‘dThat’s so. We'll go to-morrow—early,” he
said.

“And you can be sure we'll let you know
how we get on,” said Tommy Cook affably.
“We know how anxious you are.”

Raby & Co. simply glared.

“You—you dummy! Do you think we're
going to let you go up to London after our
chum?”

“The silly ass!™®

Tommy Cook reddened furiously.

“You must admit we'd do the job better
than -you Classic fellows,” he said hotly.
“You'd—you’d only stash it up, and—and
get run in, or something!”

“Rats!” answered the Classical juniors in
unison.

“Look here—-—"

“Shut up!” snapped Tommy Dodd. “Four
of us only can go; any more and we'd be a
erowd.”

“Then it’s we three and you,” said Necw-
come at once.

Tommy Cook and Tommy Doyle demurred
for a long time, but in this instancc they
received no support {rom their leader.
Tommy Dodd could only be fair, and say
that Raby & Co. were entitled to go.

Jimmy Silver was essentially their chum.

Disgruntled though they were, Tommy Cook
and Tommy Doyle had, perforce to admit
that, and made no. further attempt to get
in the party when the details of the trip were
arranged. :

Needless to say, DT. Chisholm was not in-
formed of the intention of the juniors. It was
not at all unlikely that he would have
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indeed, he
cane ahout
suggest the

sternly forbidden the enterprise
would probably have laid his
theiz- shoulders for daring to
idea.

The juniors parted in high spirvits, and :
come and Raby and Lovell made for their ¢
House. :

They found Tubby Muffin in their study
when they opened the door—fast asleep in the
chair. He held a posteard in his hand.

Raby woke him by the simple method of
tipping him out of his chair. Tubby Mufin
sat down with a bump. :

“Ow! I didn't take ~your cake—nor the
biscuits. Ow!”

He sat up, rubbing his eyes, and starecd at -
the juniors. They chuckled at his amazed
expression. :

“Cheer up, Tubby!” said Raby. “W
not had any cake for days, so you couldn
have pinched it.” |

Tubby Muffin got upon his feet. :

“J—I—I must have been dreami it
said. “What did you want to wake me up
like that for?”

“The only way, my son,” declared Raby
solemnly. “But I wouldn’t have your cons
zience for a pension!” :

“Eh? Why not?”

*If you think you're getting licked ev
$ime you wake up for pinching somehos
cake and biscuits—well, I'd sconer rem
awake for ever!”

“It’s just petty spite on the part of the
fellows,” said Muffin. “They're—they’re
jealous of my good appetite. Every time

“Did you come to our study just to tecil us
that?” inquired Newcombe politely.

- ?guﬁ‘m handed Raby the posteard he still
neid.

“No. This came after the post had hocn
delivered,” he said. “Sergeant Kettle f
it at the gate when the postman had gone.
So I fetehed it up.”

Raby took the card with a word of thani
and ‘Tubby Muffin, still muttering to him
something about “jealousy,” left the stu

“My hat! It’s from Jimmy!” exclaim
Raby excitedly.

The three juniors read the card again
again.

“Am all right, you fellows! Not having a
bad time, either,” Don't worry,—JixMmy.”

That was all that was written, but the f
that it came from Jimmy Silver was eno
for the juniors. They rushed off to

the

Modern House to lay the card bhefore Tommy
Dedd & Co.

But Tommy Dodd hardly took the trouhle
to read the inscription. He looked instead
as there was not onc
and

for an address, and
to be scen, he turned thc card over
looked at the postmark.

It was surcharged “London, E.C.,” wh
Tommy Dodd explained, meant that the ¢
was posted in London, East Central dist 5

“That doesn’t help us any,” said Raby.
“Why couldn’t the silly ass have put hils
address so that we could go and get hoid
of him?” :

Tommy Dodd chuckled. :

“Just because he knew you'd get hold of
bim, I expect!” he said lightly.

“He’s a fathead!” growled Raby.

“Who’s calling him names now?” murmu
Tommy Cook.

Raby glared, but did not reply. 7
With a final word about their journcy
the morrow, Raby & Co. went back to t!
Classical House. and as soon as the hell went
for bed made their way to the dormitory.
Raby lay awake for some time, and
could mnot refrain from chuckling as
thought of the sepsation that would
caused in -the morning when it was fo
that four more juniors had disappeared f:

Rookwood !

he
he
be
nd

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Jimmy Silver, Pro!

I3 EADY?”
Raby uttered that one word in 3
whisper. -

Newcome and Lovell nodded. The
three juniors were the only ones awake in
the whole of the Fourth Form dormitory.
That was not surprising, considering that it
was only half-past four in the morning!

The great adventure, in fact, had com-
menced.

According to the prearranged plan, thé
three Classical House juniors were to rise at
four, and meet Tommy Dodd down at the
gates at the half-hour. \ =

1f they were a bit late, Tommy Dodd wsg
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wot.  He
the huge

*All read

“What-ho!”
heartily.

Together they hurried down the lane to-
wards the station. It their inteation to
vatch the early morning in to the great
city, and start their search for Jimmy Silver
before the business crowds began to arriVe.

They were in high spirits they tramped
steadily along, and even irrepressible
Raby could not find any ca or complaint
at-the way matters weve pro

“What a giddy sensation!” chu
come suddenly. “Four more ju
pear from Rookwood ! Is th
wrong with the grand old schoo

“Supposed to be quoting ne
linez?” inquircd Raby sar i .

“1 am—I is!” chuckled Newcone,

“Has ‘it occurred to you that the Head
might be distressed?” asked Tommy Dodd
quietly.

The juniers started, and Lavell stopped.

“M-m-my hat!” stammered Lovell. T say.
you chaps, is~—is that fair?”

“Come on, fathead!” said Tommy Dodd.
“You don't think I should let the poor old
chap werry over us, do you?”

Lovell “walked on again, but he was by
no means satistied. -
. “What do you mean?” he asked. I )
it rotten to worry Dr. Chisholm any morc
than old Jimwy is already worrying him.”

“Yes; but. don't you s rranged all
that!” said Dodd - calmdy. want a
You'd

for them just outside

asked eheer!

csaid  the Cla

- juniors

).

o

(8
methin

aper head-
wa

“1 think

“You

Modern House chap to look after you.
stash the whole game up in about ten minutes
Jwithout onc of us!”

The three Classie juniors glared.

“TLook here, Deoddy, if you'
Tow to start oft 1 yoi're
road!” said Raby warningly.

“Hear, hear!”  assented
Lovell.

“I'm not; and if we
an end to finding Jimmy
evenly.

He did not say that it would he bheeause
the expedition had no Modern House chap
with it that it would fail; but his words
implied that much.

“Rats!  You'd better go back, Doddy!”
suid Raby. =

“What! After I've left « note for the Head
to say wherc wt've gone?” cxclaimed Tommy
in surprise. ;

The Classic juniors looked

“You've done—how muc

e Jooking for a
going the right

Newcome and

start rowing. thiere's
Silver ! replied Dodd

amazed.

“Left a note to say ‘ve gone to find
-Jimmy Silver! Anything wrong in that?”

Raby & Co. had to admit there nothing
wrong in that. In fact, there was soinething
decidedly right in it. :

Lovell was pleazed that the Hcead should

not have a mere worrics to add to those
already weighing him down. Lovell was a
very thoughtful junior. as far s thinking
of others was concerned.

The train was alled wi
and although the ti
ously at the -four ]
marks, for which Raby
thankful.

1t would havdt been awkward il the official
hiad telepboued the Head to the ¢ffect that

n they arrived.
master Jooked curi-
rs e made no re-
& Co. were heartily

e R
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four of his juniors were proceeding to London
hy the early morning train.

But he did not telephone, and the juniors
arrived in London before the Fourth Form
had sat down to breakfast.

It was hardly seven o’'clock, yct the great
city “was already a hive of industry. The
streets were literally alive with motor
vehicles, quickly moving trams, and pedes-
trians hurrying to their businesses.

Tommy Dodd looked at his companions and
shrugged his shoulders hopelessly.

“Blessed if-T kyow where to start!” he said.
“T told you that it would b¢ impossible to
find him here.” :

Raby & Co. were amazed at the number of
streets there seemed to be even from where

<

they stood, outside the railw: 1tion.
Another train arrived and disgorged its
crowd of workers.

-m-my -hat!” stammered Neweome.

“fhis is about the first time I've been in
London, and I'm absolutely jiggered!” ;

“Qo am I!" admitted Loveli.

“Still, one mever knows, vou knaw.” said
Raby hopefully. “I think the best plan would
be to get some grub first. Jimmy might be
in the restaurant.”

“Ha, ha, ba!” roared . Tommy Dodd.

“What are you giggling at, fathead?”
demanded Raby wrathfully.
you really think there's only one
cstaurant in London?” ‘asked Tommy Dodd,
iping the tears of merriment from his
[y dear ass, there's thousands of -’
what hopes of finding Jimmy Silver?

“Oh, geel? i

They had their breakfast in one of the
cafes in the Strand. By the time they Lad
finisheéd the meal London was really waking
up. The strects teemed with vghicles and
people, and the amazement of the iuniors
who had never seen London during business
hours grew and grew as the time went on.

“Where do they all go to?” asked.New-
come.

“That's a question that would take years
to answer!” replied Tommy Dodd. “There’s
hundreds and thousands of offices and works
here. My dear chap, do you know that
willions live in London?”

“And amongst them Jimmy Silver!”
mured Lovell.

They tramped the streets of London the
whole  of the morning and afternoon. and
with the cvening the skies grew dark and
forbidding. The juniors, forced into the
knowledge that theirs was a hopeless task.
looked up as the first spot of rain touched
them, and shrugged their shoulders hope-
lessly.

“What a life!” said Raby. “But I'm net
woing back without Jimmy Sifver!”

“Who said you were?’ demanded Lovell
surlily.

The rain
Dodd said. it

They were on the south side of the river
when it first commenced, and their first im-
pulse was to enter the nearest house of
amusement. Bnt, as Tommy Dodd assured
them, they would get a better “show ” if they
went northwards again to the City.

They hurried along at a rave pace, but the
rain came down harder and harder. In 'a
very few minutes the juniors began to feel
distinetly uncomfortable.

“This is rotten!” growled Raby. “Let’s
jump on a blessed car or something!”

mur-

was the last straw, as Tommy

Friday.

Tommy Dodd shoek his head.

“YWhat's the good of doing that?" he said.
“We don't know where we shall be getting
to then. Not one of us knows London, you
must remember.” > ;

They passed down Blackfriars Road, and a
crowd of men lined up to enter a smart-
looking place attracted their attention. g

“Yondon’s the place for queues!” said New-
come. “I've read about them in the news-
papers!” : =

Tommy Dodd glanced across the road.

“Why, that’s the Ring!” He said quickly.
“You.know—the boxing show!”

The juniors began to get interested. Box-
ing was a sport that always appealed to
them. They looked at onc another, hesi-
tated, and then stopped altogether.

“Shall us?” raurmured. Lovell.

“Let's!” said.the others instantiy. -

And the four juniors crossed the road and .
fell in behind the shortest-queue. They were
not _long in finding-out that they had entergd
by the door reserved for those desirous of
using the best seats. s

But, as Raby said, money was no objceh
when one was out for a “hust-up.”

They paid the fee demanded, and found
four seats that were comfortably near the
ringside. 3 =

Raby bhought a programme, and the juniors
peered over it. There were no names there
hat they reeognised.

“Chap_there named *Jimmy,”” said Raby.
“They usually have two names—‘ Fighting
Jimmy.’ or ‘ Digger Jimmy, or something like
that, you know. P IS
_ The juniors nodded, and waifed patiently
for the first competitors to enter the ring.
The lights were already on, so they had not
long to wait. :

Suddenly a round of hand-claps announced’
that boxers were coming. For a moment
Raby & Co. coutd not secc them, as they
came along a passage between rows of spec-
tators hefore climbing the steps into the ring.

Suddenly they sat bolt upright, and their
eycs nearly fell out of their heads.

For one of the boxers they recognised,
despite the white, glaring lights that tricked
the cyes.

It was Jimmy Siiver!

“Jimmy!” roared Raby, and jumped to his
feet with excitement.

“Silver!” shouted Newcome,
Lovell. * -

Jimmy Silver started as. he heard his
name shouted in the well-known voices, and
looked in thecir direction.

Then he waved his hand jauntily, swung
round, and held out his hands for the gloves:
to be fixed.

Jimmy Silver--professional boxer! :

No wonder Raby & Co. simply sat in their
scats and Jooked at one another—dumb-
founded! : ‘

But they had not caught Jimmy Silver yet,
and much was to happen before- Rookyood:
wis once again to see the runaway juniors: °

Dodd, and

THE END.
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A Magnificent New, Complete

School Tale of TOM MERRY
& Co. at St. Jim’s,

By MARTIN CLIFFORD.

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
A Council of Six.

€ HERE’S the kid?” asked Clive.
\‘/ Levison major, Cardew, and

Clive had come across to the

- . New House together for a talk
with Figgins & Co.—or, rather, with Kerr,
the long-headed Scots member of that famous
fraternity. But both Figgins and Fatty
Wynn were in the secret which was to be dis-
cussed, and hoth were willing to do anything
they could for “the kid,” as Sidney Clive
ealled Levison minor.

“He’s all right!” replied Kerr. “But we
think that you fellows had really better not
know just exactly where he is. You ean keep
clearer conseiences that way if awkward ques-
tions are asked.”

“I faney you're right,” said Levison major
slowly.

Kerr glanced at him.

Ernest Levison’s face was worn and hag-
gard. He was taking bis young brother’s
trouble hard,

“Buck up, old top!” said Kerr, with real

- kindliness.

“That’s it, Levison—buck up!” chimed in
Fatty Wynn. “It's all right now. Old Kerr's
got the case in hand, and we all knew how
jolly keen and clever he is. You School

ouse duffers——"

“But, after all,. Kerr will want some in-
formation from us School House duffers
before he can do anythin'!” drawled Cardew.

“Lots!” agreed Kerr.

“And you'd better start on it at once!”
Figgy said.

“Am I to relate briefly the eircs, or must 1

- endure the endless jaw-musie of the dcar

Sidney?” asked Cardew.

“Oh, get on with the washing!” growled
Clive. “I don’t gas as much in a day as
you do in a year—I mean—-"

“Leave it as spoken, Sidney! You
hardly improve vpon that as a mild an’ cal-
culated statement of fact.,” Cardew said.
“Now, where shall I start, Kerr?”

“Somewliere as near the end s possible,
unless these chaps are prepared for anm all-
aight sitting, old gun!”

“Very well. The end.would seem to he the
findin’ of the kind person who rigged up the
chandelier in old Selby’s room sgo that it
should descend upon the dear old bird’s
napper. There would almost seem to have
been some intent to hurt him.”

“1 should jolly well think s0!” said Fatty
Wynn, opening to their widest bis china-blue
eyes.

“You think so, Wynn? Then doubtless it
is correct!” Cardew said blandly. “I am glad
to bhe supported in a deduction which took
¢o much brainwork as that. Someone wanted
to hurt Selby. Agreed! Ergo, that someone
is an enemy of the dear old josser.”

“Nothing much in that,” remarked Figgy.
“Selby must have heaps and heaps of
enemies !”

“Dear old Selby! Do you really think so,
Figgins? But the rest of the enemies do not
matter. What we have to find ont is, who
the particular enemy about on that day was.”

“And we haven’t any ctue,” Figgins said.

“Wrong, dear boy. We have!”

“First I've heard of it. What is it?”

€Piggott knows the enemy. Piggott pub the
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file with which the chains of the chandelier
weights were filed through in our pal Franky’s
desk. Did he get that file from the eriminal?”

“Not a bit likely!” said Kerr. “No fellow
who would do such a thing like that would be
such a crass ass as to hand over part of the
evidence to young Piggott, for it’s hardly to
be supposed that the doer of the deed had his
knife into Frank. That’s Piggott.”

“Yaas. I think Piggy alone is responsible
for gettin’—shall I say our elient?—held
guilty, for without the file the old -files could
hardly have thought that Frank did it. But
where did Piggott get the file from if not
from—shall we call him the assassin?”

“It might not have been the file it was done
with,” said Kerr. “Or, if it is, Piggott pro-
bably found it somewhere.”

“True, O King! After all, there’s some-
thin’ more like a clue-in the supposed relative
of Piggy’s who visited him on the evenin’ of
the—er—triflin’ incident.”

“I think c0,” said Levison major.  “But
Taggles doesn’t seem to remember anything
at all about the fellow.”

“Then it’s up to us to make inquiries eise-
where,” Kerr said.

“1 should get young Piggott intn a corner
and-shake what I wanted to know out of the
little sweep!” Figgy suggested.

“Year, hear!” chirped Fatty Wyann.

“Strikes me as quitec a good idea,” agreed
Clive.

“Easier to shake lies than the truth out of
that young bounder,” Kerr said.

“We  might ask somebody else whether
they'd seen anyone about,” was Fatty's bril-
liant suggestion.

“Yes, dear boy. And whom had we hetter

ask?”

“Oh, well, yon know more about things
like that than I do, Kerr., I don't pretend to
be a 'tec.”

*“Ha, ha, ha!” laughed Clive and Figgins
and Cardew.

“Fatty’s notion isn’t such a wild one, after
all,” said Levison gravely. “In a little place
like Rylcombe a stranger is twigged at onecec.
We might really find out something by in-
quiries in the village.”

“Yaas, that’s so!” agreed Cardew.

“And we might find out something from
Selby himself, if he’'d only tell'us,” Keérr said.
“But I can’t see him answering at all politely
if we go and inquire of him whether he's
been seeing any enemies lately.”

“He’s so dead certain Frank did it,” Levi-
son said gloomily.

“Well, the case seems to stand like this,”
Cardew summed up. “At about six o’clock
both your minor, Ernest, an’ Piggott were in
Selhy’s room. But Frank was there before
Piggott, an’ left with him. Some hours later
the chandelier fell on Selby’'s napper. At
some period between six an’ the time of its
fallin’ someonc else must have been in the
room."”

“It might have bheen done before
Kerr said.

“Admitted. But it’s more likely that it
was done after, as the notion seems to bhe
that the chains were so nearly filed through
that the least jar would bring the contraption
down. An’ between six an’ the time of its
fallin’ Piggy, havin’ got excused from prep,
had a visitor. Nothin® much in that if it
really was a relation, but quite a lot if it
wasn’t. Taggles knows nothin’. Igrorant old

Six; v

bird, Taggles! Knowin’ nothin’, he ean tell
nothin’. But Piggy is not in the same posi-
tion. He knows somethin’; the problem is
how to make him tell it.”

“I've got it!” cried Kerr,

“Good egg!” said Figgy.

“I knew old Kerr would do it!” chortled
Fatty. “You School House duffers But
as the case is settled never mind about that,
especially as you're visitors, and there’s sosses
for tea. Let’s have tea, you chaps!”

“But the case isn’t settled! The case
hasn’t begun to be settled, you pudding-
headed porpoise!” hooted Figgins.

“Not settled? Why, I thought Kerr said
he had got it?”

K"What a jumper you are, Fatty!” said
err.

“Me? Not me! I don’t carc about jump-
ing. Haven’t the right build for that.”

“A jumper to conclusions, I mean. All
that I’ve got is a dodge for makin’ young
Piggott tell what he knows.”

“Well, that’s something!” said TFatty
brightly. “More than those School House
duffers could do, anyway. 1 say, Figay,
what about those sosses?”

“Blow the sosses!” snapped George Figgins.

“But I don't want to blow them; I want
to eat them!” Fatty replied.

“Tat them, then, you gormandising eor-
morant !”

“I'll cook them. I don’t want to eat them
all myself. I'm not so greedy as that, I
should hope. But perhaps by the time they're
cooked you fellows will be ready.”

“Do I understand this as an invitation teo
tea or 2 hint to clear out?” asked Cardew.

“Chump! ' Of course you're sgtaying to tea!”
repied Figgins.

“You do us proud!
wheeze?”

Kerr told them. Fatty got the frying-pan
out and put in it a scrap of lard, lighted the
spirit-stove, and in a few minutes had the
sausages sizzling merrily.

“It may work or it may not,” Kerr con-
cluded. “If it does we ought to find out
something. If it doesn’t—well, we're really
no worse off.” /

“Y eall it a ripping good notion!”
Figgy. . &

“It’s not so bad,” was €live’s comment.

Cardew and Levison thought it quite good
Fatty, it turned out, had® no opinion in thd
matter. He had been too busy with prepara
tions for tea to listen. =

“If it’s Kerr's notion, it’s sure to bhe al
right,” he said. “There isn’t any need at all
for me to think about it. I say, Figay,
can’t you give a chap a helping hand with
the tea? You’re no good where you are, you
knew. You can't think out anything.”

“Brrrr!” growled Figgins.

“Take Clive also,” said Cardew. “He is nq
good at thinkin’ out things, an’ he has a
habit of gapin’ with surprise when anyong
else shows signs of havin' used his braind
that fairly gets on my nerves. But the dear
Sidney is a really efficient housemaid—I'll say
that for him, by gad!”

“Rats! But I'll help, Fatty,
said Clive,

Now, Kerr, what's the

said

old flxing!“ :
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hiell and Fourth in the New
and this fact caused them to be to-
often,

though they were not

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Suspicion Haised,
6 OME along, Chowle! The empty
box-room is the place for us!” said
C‘amm, of the Shell and the New
Hou
Chowle follo
These two
nuts among ti
House,
sether pretiy
cally ehun
“Old Ra
Clampe, re
(0 his bou
(}\:‘l i

it!” grumbled
verent manner
[+. Horace Rateliff.
ouse they
1 wouldn't think of

\‘dlmn into 2 s ithout tappin’ at the
door. Racke an’ Crooke smoke as much as
they blessed well like. But it a fellow takes a
whtﬁ or two b .can . expect to see
.‘xtm s deatir’s-he round the doﬁr
an’ to get fi hundr&d Imc> for it, by gadl’

Chowle grinned. Bui, as Chowle had no use
for five hundred lines, hLe guite agreed that
the empty box-reom on the dermitory floor
was a more ¢ligible » for a quiet smoke
than either his owit ¢ ¥ or Clampe’s.

Dash it all, it’s locked!” said Clampe, a
moment la as he tried the door.

“Can’t be returned Chowle. “It never
is, you know!” .

“Try it for yourseif, then, fathead!” .

Chowles tried it. Locked or not, it was
certainly fast shut.

“Leok heré,” he said. “I helieve there’s
romeonc in there, Ciampe!”

“Rats! Why, hardly anybody else heré—
except onc or two of the Sixth, an’ Ratty
doesn’t pry on them does on us—

it
smokes. An’ what else itld
° that hole for?”
“ I heard footsteps inside, I'm sure!”
Clamype listened intently.
“Can’t hear anything,” he

anyone be in

said.

Inside the bex-reom Frank Levison stood
stifl, hardly darving to deaw breath. e
He had not becn there many hours. Kerr

after
ed to lteave Nobody’s Study,
chool House, be-
d Mr. Railton

had found that hiding-place for him,
he had been o
on the Sheil p
cange some 3
that he

Of course,
heen at St.

n minor should not have

Jim’s at all.

He had practically had sentence of erh]-‘

sion passed upon him, h
of the atterapt t6 iniure Mr. Selby having
been considered proved. But before he was
expelled his brother had taken him down to

ilt in the matter

hvlcombe and put him on the train for
home.
But Frank bad not ¢one home. He had io

change at Wayland Junction; and when he
had done that he could not make up his mind
to go on.

8o it had happened that Cardew and Clive
had found him w‘md(w*g about the old
market-town, in great. distress of mind, and
had smuggled hiir back into St. Jim’s, be-
lieving that they could establish his inno-
cence pefore his presence there was dis-
covered.

But he had had to shift over from School
Tfouse to New House, by the strategy of Kerr,
and still things were net cleared up.

Now the hand upon the door of his refuge,
the voices outside, gave him alarm.

Frank Levison was a plueky little chap,
but he had been through a good deal during
the last few days; and he felt almost like
screaming as he stood listening to those
voices, txvug to make out whose they were.

The box-rcom was just round the corner
of a passage, and Fatty Wynn turned that
corner at this moment.

Fatty was on an errand of charity.

He would nct have heen aliowed to go upon
it had Figgins ang Kerr kuown what he in-
tended.

But ﬂlPV did net know. He had slipped
off directly aftcr tea, while they were still
tﬂmng with Levison & Co.

Fatty carried an enamel pie-dish, which had
bheen l\'ept, s0 hot that he had to use a cloth
—in point of fact, a duster—to hold it with.
Inside this pie-dish were three large sausages,
which he had held back when putting the
spread upon the table. Falty had gone easy
on the sausages—at least, he thought he had,
not having eaten mote than seven or cmht—
in order to save some for Frank.

Balanced on the top of the pie-dish was a
rather greasy paper bag. It contained tarts,
and the heat from the receptacle heneath it
was warming those tarts up again. But

Fatty did not think that mattered; it showed
that the pastry was ali right, be held And
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never get |

| the chances are that Frank would not have
considered ‘that it mattered, either, had those
tarts ever come Frank’s way.

the deor, however.

“Hallo!” gasped Fatty, as he saw Clampe
and Chowle.

He tried to hide the things he was carrying
behind him. But a hot pie-dish, gripped in
both hands, with a bag of pastry on top of
it, is not quite the easiest thing in the world
to hide thus.

“What are you after?” demanded Clampe.

In ordinaty ecircumstances Clampe would
have been answered in a very off-hand
Fatty neither liked nor fearcd Leslie

manuner.
Clampe.

But
really
xiouan

just now (‘f‘lampe and Chowle were
about the iast fellows in the New
whom Fatty would have chosen to

face went very red as he

v Only-—-only—"

Poor old Fatty! He was not good at Iying,
and to tell the truth here would never do.

_ He was badly taken aback, too. What
would Kerr and Figgy and the School House
trio say if his coming along here resulted in
these cads finding out the secret?

Fatty had meant so well. He was sure of
that even now. It might be a small thing
that Frank Levison should lose the tarts and
sausages; it would be a small thing
compared with his discovery; but it would
scem to Fatty a grievous thing even then.

“Look here, you fat bounder,” said Chowle,
taking courage from the fact that Fatty's
hands were full, “I know what you're after!”

Fatty's heart beat fast.

‘I—I'm not after anything!” he said hotly.
“And if I hadn't my hands full I'd jolly well
punch your ugly head!”

“That' s just it!” returned Chowle cun-
nmf'lv “What have you got in your hands?”
s grub of seme sort!” gibed Clampc
“What does Wynn care for bub gru

“But where's he taking it to?"  asked
Ci“ovdc “That's the guestion.”
"hat do you think? Takin’ it along tn

the hox-room to wolf it all on his lonesome,”
said Clampe.

This suggestion struck Fatty as quite the
kind of thing one might adopt as an explana-
tion in the mrcumatance:, though at another
hn.e it would have annoyed him.

“Ye-es, that's it!” he said. But he said it
unconvincingly, for he had no talent for
fiction. “And, as I can’t get in, T suppose I
may as well go back!”

Clampe looked at him keenly.

“I'm dashed if I believe that yarn!” he
said.

“Why,

ay

you
. Bub
(l\‘ni(:d it, by gad!

“I'm not a bnas’clv liar, like you!”
I‘qtty indignantly.

A beastly liar, am I? Sce here, Chowle;
let’s have a look at what the grampus has
got there!”

“You leave that alone!" protested Fatty,
trying to dodge them.

Unencumbered, he would not have feared
Clampe and Chowle together. Indeed, he did
not fear them now. But he feared the dis-
covery of the seeret, and it seemed to him
that they had only to see what be was carry-
ing to guess that.

in his agitation he dropped the duster, and
the pie-dish still retained enough heat to
make it very difficult to hold.

aaid so yourself gahped Fatty.
if it md heen true you'd have

retorted

“Ow!” he gasped. “Ow! Yow!  Lemme
be, you sweeps!”
“What does this mean?” demanded the

harsh voice of Mr. Rateliff.

The Housemaster was fairly upon them
hefore they had the slightest notion that he
was near. Mr. Ratclif had a nasty little
habit of sneaking about his House in list

slippers.

“I—I—it’s nothing, sir—only— Ow!”

Mr. Rateliff gave him an acid look. There
were no other juniors in the New House to
whom the tyrant was quite so conswtentl'
tyrannical as he was o Figgins & C

“I cannot accept that as an 5\pl‘matzon,
Wynn !”

Clampe winked at Chowle. He saw that
they were likely enough to get off scot-free.
In fact, they were not doing anything very
dreadful The worst effence that could be
alleged .\gaxmt them, unless their pockets
were turned oub and the cigarettes disclosed,

was being on the dormxtory floor at an hout
at which juniors were not supposed to visit it.
. But Ratty could always make a lot out of
a very small matter.

The piedish ws
worss than ever now.

burning Fatty’s fingers
He had got it behind

They were fated to get no nearer than
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him; but in doing so he had tilted it a bit,
and the gravy he had made to go with the
sausages was running out and dripping te the
floor.
4L Ow!”

“What is that, Wynn?"

He pointed a long,
criminating gravy.

“Ow! Yow!”

The pxedlﬂh had grown too hot to hold,
Fatty had less fortibude than the S
boy, of whom the story is told that he
a sfolen fox under his robe, and suffered tha
creature to gnaw at him rather than ads
bis theft.

Fatty dropped the piedish.

He grabbed at it. Mr. Rateliff grabbed at
it in the same-instant.  As they stooped
their heads met. The master staggered hack
and came down with a thwack! Fatty
gered back, tried to preserve his balance,
struck the piedish with his foot, and sent
sausages and gravy flying all over the master.

One sausage struck Mr. Ratcliff in tho
right eye and burst there, fairly bunging up
the organ for a moment or two. Another
landed right into his mouth, opened to give
vent to a yell, and his teeth closed upon it
before hic realised what he was doing. The
fate of the third sausage is uncertain.
Fragments that might have belonged to it
were afterwards seen upon the linoleum, and
there were spots of grease on Ratty’s gown
next day which mlrht also have been sausage.

But next day had not come yet.

Fatty wished it had—or next week!
was in for it now!

“Let me give you a hand, sir,” said Clampe
smoothly. :
Rateliff,

“Leave me
struggling up.

He would have done hetter to accept the
help offered him.

rasped Ratty.
lean finger to the in-

nd

Hs

alone!”

fumed Mr.

For, as he rose, he put a hand upon the
paper of tarts, and it squashed under the
pressure. %

“Ugh!” grunted the master d stedly

“This is atrocious! Unheard of! Abomin-
able"’ 5
t t011 no, sir!” pleaded Fatty. *“It’s omly
aits

“Tarts and sausages! Wynn, your greed i3
simply disgusting! You have brought these
things up here to devour them in solitude and
secrecy !~ Bah!’

Latt\ could not reply. The sooner he was
walked off to be caned the better, he thought.
Every moment Ratty stayed there increased
the danger.

Mr. Rateliff, with his face camouflaged by
sausage, and ‘his right hand smothered with
jam and grease, assumed as terrible an ex-
pression as the circumstances would permit,
and ground out:

“You will come with me, Wynn! Clampa
and Chowle, go downstairs at once! You
have no rwht to be here!” &

He stalked off, without even a rfl‘m(-( at the
box-room door. Fatty followed; doleful but
relieved. Clampe and Chowle waited half =
minute or so, and then also went downstairs.

“What do you think is in there, Chowle?”
asked Clampe.

“I don’t think it's a what at all, 1 think
it’s a who.”

“Young Levison, do you mean?”

“Yes,” said Chowle slowly. 44
somewhere, y'know. It wouldn't }
difficult to smuggle him over here.”

“Let's go an’ have a yarn with Racke abous
it,” suggested Clampe. “He'd like to know.”

ie kid's
vc been

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Taking in Piggott.

EUBEN PIGGOTT, by long odds ths
worst black sheep of the Third Form,
lookgd doubtfully at the letter he
had just opened.

It was the morning after Fatly Wﬁm’s
liberality to the Housemaster in the matter

1 of sausages, gravy, and tarts.

Nothing had happened as yet, in conse-
quence of the suspicions aroused hy Fatty's
action, and Frank Levison was feeling easier
in mind.

But something might have happened but
for the fact that Clampe and Chowle had
failed to see Aubrey Racke when they had
gone across to the School IMouse. Racke was
out somewhere with Crooke.

Racke hLated XLevison major poisenously,
and knew that the surest way to get at him

was through Frank. The affection of those

two for one another went far deeper thanm
that of most brothers.

So it was pretty certain that Racke wonld
make a move of some kind as soon as he
knew.

- Meanwhile, someone elee had made a move,

Y
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Crash! went the candliestick upon the fioor.

The match flickered out. “Ow! Oh! Ow ! yelled Mr. Ratoiifs.

{See page16.)

and the ult of it was the letter Piggott
field in h and.

¥t bore no address, and no signature, and it
was typewritten. But the absence of address
and signature did not surp iggo
of its being typewritte

0

ttsell spicious.
He stood in front of the rack stari g at ;t
Waliy D’Arey and his chums

w fh Frank Levison away—came L;D
Hallo, Pmu t a dunning letter from
asked Wally.
ngﬂott.
it Pw;,)’s letter at all?” inquired
Jameson. “nu* be mine, because when I
are delivered over the way.
you fellows is expecting one,
e you to make Piggy show you
that one.”
i ¥ said Hobbs.
‘e opening someone

“We know
> else’s

it if vou like
%

Dees t

at the envelope he

s time all right,” said

2coie Manners.
“But that don't prove that it was ash
time, or that it will be next time,” added

Curly Gibson,
'011
ai

7ea\e the chap alone!”
“’K£’s down in the mouth
't you see that?”

Frayne!” said Piggott
v, as he made off.

Nice boy—eh?” Temarked Wally, who had
reading a letter Iro*n home which he
1 found in the rack “No use being civil
to him, Joe.”

“Well, *tain’t any use kickin’ a.chap when
‘e’s dow n~an Piggy looked down enough for
E n’,” - rep the little (Cockney.

kick

Joe Frayne
sonie-

<

}rICﬂ-

cy don't chaps when they're

“Wonder where the kid's got to?”
Hobbs. “Do you fellows hche've the yarn that
he s back here?”

(‘qn t help thmhmg theres something in
Wally answered. “But v,hen it’s all ever
F‘anky wili get it in the neek for lying low

here, and not letting us Lnowﬁthat all
ahout it!” .
“Is it ever going to be all over?” asked

Curly Gibson disconsolately.

“Of course it is!” said Reggic Manners.

“Franky didn't do it, se someone €lse must
have done; and as soon as they fi
it was Frauky will be cleared. See?

“I reckon Piggy did it,” Hobbs said.
Tell you what,” put in Jameson. “I fancy
s something up in our House, and 1
W 't wonder a bit if Franky was over

“Uh crumbs! How do you make that out?”

demanded Wally.

Well, I can’t prove it. But look here!
Fatty Wynn w ned by Ratty—it w
half ‘a2 caning, cither, they say—for t
grub up to the dormni itory floor yesterday
evening. What did he do that for?”

“To wolf it, of cour said Reggio. “Just
like that fat bounde
“That’s just what it’s not, then! The

from eating an
udy. He's a hit of
Trimble or that
ty's got grub it's
gius and Kerr.
And there’s

nothing to hinder Fatty
hmg he wants to in hi
but he’s not like
1 sweep Bunter. If Fat
wn, or it belongs to F
v is just tho same thing.
1pty box-room up T it
B'm!” exclaimed Wa “If anybody on
your side would give Immk a hdpu hand,

it's just those three. I m § Jam-face,
that I shouldn’t be smpn“ if there’s some-
thing in your notion.”

“I haven’'t done yet,” said Jameson.

“Clampe and Chowle were there when Fatty
was nabbed, This morning I've seen thosc
two rotters yarning with Racke and Crooke.
All four of them had got their ugly heads

said.

-said Curlv

- gibed \unmh 1§51

h Lo me,

close toge
lmow &
“We ought to keep our eyes on

you

“And on Piggot
he’s in it, ii the
on.”

“And on
And ¢
to kunow,
gets to }\'10\» it

“Don't you try to
said Wally, with
here, Jam-face,
be able to get a

“T1°11 try after

’lben the break six
e for break-
1 was still
that he had

s
alarming him.
never got mized
Thus the letter
“Meet me at i
Ryleombe Lamne.
I should see you,
that file
That
very carefully
Only so could
that the letter ¢
rome—fxoxn the 1
. H

the stile in
zary that

What bave done with

I m go .
zking it clear
it did not
to harm
he man’s name
not the least idea

But I’lggott never
was, that O
m‘phew, had
wonder how Deadland
that he had had the
know anything abou

Kerr, Levison maj

THE PENNY Popt

ed, U"l‘ ing as ]jl“

1ld bav
But who clse could

and Cardew left the
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gates soon after twelve. It was thought besh
that only three of the six should go, and
those three were chosen. :

=% We shall have to hide ourselves,” said
Kerr, as they reached the stile. «Piggy would
smell a rat if he saw us before he got here,
und he’'d’probably bunk off back.” 3

“ Besides which, to spring out upon him sud-
denly will fluster the sweet youth, an’ the
truth is more likely to come from Piggy
flustered than from the normal Piggy,” agreed
Lardew. g =

They hid themselves in the luxuriant hedge-
row ciose to the stile.

Not more than five minutes had passed
before a man came along the lane from the
Rylcombe direction, and took a seat on the
stile.

He was a stranger to all three. They had a
good view of him, and it struck them all that
his face was gloomy and morose, and that his
eyes had a very wild look.

But it did not strike them as probable that
this was the man they wanted to find. - The
coincidence would have seemed impossibie had
it occurred to them, -

Yet there was nothing so very unlikely in it,
really. If Oshert Deadland had been quite
sane he would, no doubt, have put many miles
between himself and St. Jim’s before this,
But Deadland, his mind unbalanced by brood-
ing over his imagined wrongs, had never even
thought of bolting. He knew that his attempt
had failed, and perhaps he realised that so far
no guspicion had attached to him. He had no
further plans, and every day the unfortunate
fellow's mind was growing less capable of
wmaking any.

He sat on the stile, smoking, and drumming
his heels against the bars.  And - presently
Reuben Piggott, wearing a very hang-dog look,
came into sight.

Deadland glanced up and saw him., He did
not appear particularly interested. Until
Piggott spoke to him it did not occur to any
one of the three watchers that this was their
man.

PRiggott’s words gave them something almost
like an electric shock.

“You wrote to me to come here,” said the
cad of the Third sullenly.

“Did 1?» returned Deadland, staring at him
vacantly.

“You know you did. And I wish
wouldn't! Tain't safe.

“For you or for me?” asked Deadland, with
a lock of quickening intelligence in his eyes.

“It isn’t safe for either of us. Look here,
why don’t you hook it ? ‘

“Why should I hook it ?” the man inquired,
staring at the junior.

“You daren’t try anything on again, If
you did I should give you away—so there!
You got me under your thumb by making out
you knew such a jolly lot about me; but I
wouldn’t have shown you round if I had
guessed what you were after. Don't you
bother about the file! What I did with that
Lelped to keep suspicion off you, anyway.”

“The file? Yes, I missed that—TI remember
now,” said Deadland. “How did you come by
{t, young—1 forget your name?”

Piggott stared at him.

“You knew it yesterday,” he said.

“Did I? I don't remember that I did, or
that I ever thought about you.”

Cardew, Levison. and Kerr had no notion of
showing themselves now.

Piggott had become the merest pawn in the
game. -All that they had meant to force from
him had come to them by a sheer stroke of

you

fuck. There could be no doubt that this man
was he who had made the attempt upon the
lile of Mr, Selby, though why he should have

done it they did not know.

They had no qualms about listening, either,
This was not mere eavesdropping.

“Why, you must bave done!” returned
Figgott, in surprise. “You wrote telling me
fo come here, yon know.”

“That I most certainly did not!
nio reason why I should wish
again.”

A sane-man in Deadland’s position would

's

There was
to see you

have felt curiosity and alarm at Piggott's
ttatement. Bub this fellow seemed “to feel
weither.

ho wrote this. then?»

Piggott dragged ont of his pocket the type-
written communication which had brought
kim there.

Deadland glanced at it.

“1 really have not the slightest idea,” ke
teplied indifferently. .

“Here, I say, I must bunk! Here are some
#f our fellows coming along the lane, and I
fon't want them to see me with you,” said
Figgott hastily.

“ Do as you like,” was the listleas reply,
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Piggott bolted.

The Terrible Three—Tom Merry, Manners,
and Lowther—did not see him. DBut they
could not fail to see Deadland. He was right
in their way.

They halted before him. They were going|

over the fields, and wanted to cross the stile,
But he paid no heed to them; he sat staring
into vacaney.

“Exeuse us,
politely.

A slight click was heavd. The stranger did
not notice it, and neither Tom Merry nor
Manners thought of it, though that click was

gir,” caid Monty Lowther

familiar to them. Manners had a small snap- |

shot camera with him.

“Eh? Did you speak?® muttered Dead-
land.

“We rather want to come over that stile,”
said Tom Merry patiently.

“0Oh! T really beg your pardon.”

And the stranger descended at once, and
lounged away. 2

Hardly were the Terrible Three over the
stile before Kerr, Levison, and Cardew popped
out of the hedge.

“Hallo!” came as in a
Terrible Three.

“Don't ask questions!” said Kerr hurriedly.
“Manners, old gun, do you think you could
get a snapshot of the merchant who moved off
the stile for you?”

Manners grinned.

“Don't stand there looking like a Cheshire
cat!” snapped Levison. “It's important.”

“XNo hurry,” said Manners coolly.

“Why, you silly ass, he’ll be gone in a
minute, and you can't run after him to get
one.”

“It's all serene, Ernest, dear boy,” said
Cardew. «Manners has one.”

“How do you know ¢” jnguired Manners, in
amazement.

“By the expression
countenance, old top.”

“Well, I did get one,” said Manners, “]
had a reason. And I suppose you fellows had
a reason for wanting one?”

“We have,” replied Kerr,
reason, Manners?”

“The look on the fellow's face. I've been
studying expression lately—taking a gcod
many snapshots of faces to get it. And I
never saw before such a queer look as his—not
really sane, I fancy.”

“Now that you come to mention it, Manners,
the fellow certainly looked like a candidate
for what the Americans heautifully call the
‘ foclish house,” * remarked Lowther.

“ Looked to me like a chap who had had a
lot of trouble and had probably brought most
of it on himself,” said Tom Merry shrewdly.

“Why did you want a snapshot?” asked
Manners.

“ Because that merchant is the gentleman
who set the booby-trap for our bheloved Selby,
an' we wanted to see whether the dear old
top would recognis: his—er—counterfeit pre-
sentment,” answered Cardew,

S My hat!”

“Ratg!»

¢ You're kidding !”

“It's true,” said Kerr gravely.
there’s no p ble doubt about it.”

“ But how dic you find out 2” asked Tom.

“We were even as three Mellishes,”
answered Cardew. “We listened. He
discoursed with Piggott. A file was men-
tioned. Isthat good ennu »

chorus from the

upon your speakin’

“What was your

% Really,

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
(1 E don't want to make a dashed
“ mess of it this time!” growled
“We sha'n't!” replied Racke.
The cads of the Shell were together in their
They Leard the news Clampe and
Chowle had to impart, and now they were
take upon it. =
The news was really by no means so definite
It seemed likely enough that Frank Levizon
vas in the box-room in the New House; but it
Crooke wanted to be sure this time. For an
aponymous letter to Mr. Ratcliff was a more
The School House master looked upon such
things with too much contempt to institute
Mr. Ratcliff was not cast in the same mould
as his colleague, and if he felt curious about

Racke, Crooke, and Others.
George Gerald Crooke.

study.

had
consulting as to what action they were to
as they would have liked it to be.
was not absolutely certain, and Racke and
dangerous thing than one to Mr. Railton.
gearching inguiries as to their writers; but

hings, hé could put his dignity aside.
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“What can we'do to make certain?” Crooks
asked.
“I've thought of a dodge”

answered
Racke.

“They’ve had the painters about the

against the back of the New House. The box-
room window is round there. Kasy enough to
shift the thing so that we can have a peep
in.”

YA’ s’pose ~someone spots
growled Crooke.

“Well, an’ what then? No great harm in
goin’ up a ladder, is there?”

“It’s not in our usual line: but—no, I
§houldn{§ say that there's anythin’ much in
it, even if we are seen, Aubrey. I'm on! Bub
what are we goin’ to do if we can make sure
the little sweep’s there?”

“Go straight to Ratty an’ tell him!” said
Racke boldly.

Crooke gasped.

“By gad, that’s hot stuff!” he said.

“l don't sce it, We've a duty to perform
to the school if we get to know anything, I
suppose? An’ Raftty's just the sort of old
hunks who can be trusted to make matters
as nasty for those fellows as they possibly
can be made. His wool will be fairly off to
think that the kid should have taken refuge
in his House. An’ Kerr an’ that crew will
get it in the neck good an’ hard{” _

.1t sounds all right. I'm on!” said Crooke.
“When will be the best time for it?”

“After classes this afternoon, I fancy. Most
of the fellows will be at the nets then.”

“Right-hot!”

Most of the fellows were at the nets after
classes, but not all.

In spite of the gibes of Reggie Manners,
Hobbs and Curly Gibson had made up their
minds to watch Racke and Crooke.

The two fags had not much experience in
the detective role; but they rather fancied
themselves in it, and it must be admitted
that they did not acquit themselves badly.

First, they made  sure that Racke and
Crooke ‘were indoors. ¢

Then they went to the door of the Scheol
House, and waited there, not looking tco
much ag if they were waiting. -

Hobbs and Gibson were small fry, of no
account in the lordly eyes of TRacke and
Crooke. Those two great men hardiy noticed
their presence when they passed out.

“They’re going across the way,”
CGibson.

“And they look as if they were slinking
after something that they kuew wasn'b
straight,” returned Hobbs.

The two Third-Formers followed, without
nurry.

It looked suspicious to them wiren Racke
and Crooke slipped round to the back of the
New House. What could they want there?”

A long ladder stood very conveniently for
their project. It was within a few yards of
the box-room window.

The cads of the Shell hated any sort of
exertion; but they screwed themselves up-to
a3 much as was necessary to move the ladder.

“Qee what they're up to?” breathed Curly,
in the ear of Hobbs, as the fags peered round
the corner. “They'rc sneaking up to see if
they can spot poor old Franky!”

“The rotters!” answered Hobbs.
the kid ever done to them?”

“I say, Hobby, cut off and find Wally and
the rest! We'll jolly well rag the sweeps
when they come down!”

Hobbs bolted off.

Racke went first up the ladder,
followed at his heels.

It did not oceur to either of them that the
painters might have been at work on the
box-room window, among others, that morn-
ing.

But such *was the case.
when he laid hands
brought them away
paint.

“QOh, dash it all!” he snorted, in disgust.

“Is the young sweep there?” asked (rooke,
from behind him.

“I don’t know.
here, hy gad!”

“Never mind a little paint!
can see in?”

“The window hasn’t been cleaned for dog's
ages, I should say. I can't see the voung
brute! But there’s a screen in one corner; he
may be behind that.”

“Push the window up.” suggested Crooke.

“Push it up yourself!” snapped Racke.

“Can't get at it with you in front of me.
Besides, your hands are mucked up already.
No use in my makin’ mine in a beastly state,
too, by gad!”

Racke pushed up the window-sash.

us at it?”

“What's

Crooke

Racke found it out
on the ledge, and
smeared with yellow

But there's plenty of paint

Surely you

last few days, and I noticed a long ladder -

N

said




But still they wére no nearcr finding out.
An old screen shut off a corner of the room,
and the space behind it was quite big enough
to accommodate Frank Levison. :

Indeed, it had accommodated him that
morning, while the painter was at work on
the window. Kerr had noticed that the men
were getting round towards it, and had fixed
up the screen, brought from the lumber-room
hard by. 3

But Frank was no longer there. During
morning classes, while thiere were few people
stirring in the New House, he had slipped off
to another place of refuge found for him by
Figgins & Co.

Fatty had been jumped upon severely by
Kerr and Figgy for his folly, and all three
lind agreed that thie hox-room was no safe
place now that Clampe and Chowle had their
suspicions aroused.

“Get in!” urged Crooke.

“What, an’ mess up my hags with paint?
Likely, isn't it?” returned Racke.

“Put your handkercheief over the ledge—
you can have mine, too. What does a hanky
or two matter? We shall be dashed fools ‘if
we go away withoupt makin' sure, now that
we've got so far!”

“Levison minor!” hissed Racke.

No reply. .

“Come out of it. you young sweep!
on to you!”

Stitl no reply.

“1 don't believe he's there,” Racke said.

“Would he answer if he was? You bet he's
fly enough not to do that! See here, Racke,
1’1 get in if you will. Here's my hanky.”

Racke took the handkerchief. But he still
Liesitated.

“Go on!” urged Crooke. -

His chum laid the two handkerchiefs over
the ledege and sill, and then hesitated again.
“Get a move on you, do!”

Racke took the desperate plunge.

Crooke, true to his word for once, followed
him. In getting in he displaced the handker-
chiefs; and they futtered down. :

“Why, they aren't thbere!” said Wally
D’Arey, coming up at this moment, with
Jameson, Manuers minor, and Joe Frayne.

“Yon bet they are!” replied Gibson.
“They've got inside. 1've watched them all
the time.”

“What was it that fluttered down as we
came up?” asked Reggie.

We're

“Their hankies. Can’'t make out why,
though,” Gibson answered. : e
“Duffer! The window's heen painted,

sai@ Wally., ~Can’t you see that? They were
saving their bags.” .

“They won't find Franky,” Jameson said
confidently. “1'm sure of that. I've been in
the room. There's no one there, and the
Ley is in the lock outside now.”

“Good egg!” chortled Hobbs. . :

“Let's move the ladder!” suggested Wally.

«Qh, crumhs! That's a wheeze!” cried
Jameson. 2 %

They moved up the ladder at once—just in
time.

Hardly had they lifted it before the faces
of Racke and Crooke appeared at the
window. =

“Here, stop that, you young bounders!
eame from Racke, in_a kind of hali-stifled
shout. :

«Eh? Did you say anything, you up
there?” asked Manners minor, with a hand to
one ear. =

“Why, it's Racke!” said Wally, as if in
great surprise.

"sz"cl be!” replied Hohbs. “Racke
wouldn’t be in the New House,'_you.know.
He’s smoking or playing cards in his own
study. It must be his Australian bq@y, or
whatever you call #, that we can see.’

“Astral body, you mean, yon ignorant
young duffer!” said Reggie grandly. "That’s
what they eall the spook of a live person.
1t’s got nothing at all to do with Australia!”

“There's Crooke's astral hody as well as
Racke’s!” chuekled Jameson, “Must, feel

" rammy to be wandering about like that while

all the time you're sitting safe and snug,
hlagging, over the way. Hi, you astrals!
What are you after in my House?”

“Put that ladder bhack!™ hissed Racke, in
fury.

The ladder had now been restored to its
former position, and the six fags stood, hands
in trousers-pockets, looking up at the two
flushed and angry faces.

“Did you say anything?’ inquired Reggie]

Manner, again pretending deainess. z
“’Course they didn’t!™ Joe Fraync said.

“Astrals can’t talk!” =
“These can!” remarked Wally, with a grin.

. ‘““And swear, too!” added Jameson, jooking |
thocked. : =

1 1i I took to cannmibalism, I should pref
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“They'd better not let Ratty hear them!”
Hobbs said.

“Look here, you kids—a lark’s a lark, but
it can be overdone!™ said Crcoke, doing his
best to be eonciliatory.

“Tt's no lark!” replied Wally. “What en
earth could make you think we should play
larks with you two? Why, we bar you com-
pletely. We wouldn’t bhe seen dead with
you!” -

“What did you move that ladder for, you
young sweeps?”’ demanded Racke.

“4t’s no use talkin’ to them like that,
Aubrey!” protested Crooke. “If we're not
civil they’ll keep us here!”

“To save the painter-men trouble, Racke,”
replied Wally, with a winning smile.

“Come to that, what did you meve it for:”
asked Reggie. ; .

“Well, you're up there. Aren't you satis-
fied?” Curly Gibson inquired.

“Look here, I'll stand you kids a fced at
the tuckshop if yowll put it back!” said
Racke desperately.

“But we can’t put it hack after we've eaten
it!” replied Reggie, with a grin that goaded
Racke almost to madness,

Reggie Manners had been in Racke's toils
once; but he had escaped, thanks to his
major. Cheek from Reggie exasperated Racke
?iven more than cheek from any of the other
ve,

“Put what back, you young f{athead?” usked
Crooke, never very quick. =

“The feed, of course. Racke said we might
have one if we put it back. But I don't see
the use of having it like that.” |

“Racke meant the ladder, si

“But we never eat ladders!”
gravely.

“Put the ladder back!” roared Raclke, for-
gctting all caution in his rage.

“We have put it back!” said Wally. “(oime
on, you fellows! Racke’s whispering too
loud. He'll have Ratty hear him!”

They departed, chortling; and Racke and
Crooke fairly gnashed their teeth with ire.

said Hobbs

A Fright for Mr. Ratcliff.

[ OT that negative developed yet,
G Manners?” asked Kerr, meeting

Manners of the Shell at the gates
about tea-time.

Cardew, Levison, Clive, and Figgins were
with Kerr. They had been to Rylcombe, with
the idea of making inquiries about the
stranger,-but had not discovered much of im-
portance. Fatty had preferred noi to go.
He considered that his role was that of cook
rather than that of ‘tee.

“You're in a hurry, aren't you?" returned
Manners.

“Yes, we are. The sooner old Selby sees
that photo the better.”

“Who's going to show it to him?”

The five looked at one another. It re
was not a job that appealed to any of tl

“The dear Sidney—-" hegan Cardew,

“Count me out!” snapped Clive.

“That was what I was about to do,” said
Cardew blandly. “You are such a hasty
person, Sidney. On the whole, I think———-"

“Oh, don't argue!” snorted Levison. “I'll
do it. It's up to me, anyway. Secms to me
all you fellows have been doing more for
young Frank than 1 have!”

Manners looked at Ernest Levison, and saw
that the strain was telling upon him badly.
There were dark marks under his eyes, and
irg's face looked like that of a man three times
s age. 3

“Jt’s all right, Levison, old chap!” said
Manners softly. **The kid’s innocent. We
kuew that all along. And now you fellows

think you know whe did it, and I'm not
saying you're wrong. Come to that, I

wouldn’t mind taking the photo to the old
hunks myself. It’s only to ask him whether
he recognises it, and who it is. He can't
hite your head off for that.”

“Thanks no end, Manners!
it,” replied Levison.

Fatty Wynn came
neared the New House.

“I say, you fellows——-"

“1t’s all serene, Fatty. We're not really
late for tea!” said Figgins. “And if we
were, it would be our loss and your gain, for
you'd have wolfed everything.”’

“1'm not talking about tea, ass!
ing about Racke and Crooke!”

*But . surely you would never, never think
of havin' Racke an' Crooke for tea, Wynn?
er to

But I'll take

hurrying up as they

I'm talk-

start on somethin’ more wholesome!” ;
“Fathead! They're locked up in the box-
reom, and ean't get cubl” X
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“How very sad!” gibed Cardew. :
“How did that happen?” inguircd Figging,
“They got up by the ladder the painter-men
had left, and Wally D’Arey 1 his little
Jot came along and tcok the ladder away.” ;
“But what were they doin’ in the boxe
room?” asked Cardew blandly :
“T suppose they thought Fra
“Dry up, Fatty, vou ass!” sworted Figgy.
“Where is Frank now?” demanded Levison.
“Oh, he's avite safe, old ap!” replied
Kerr.
“But T suppoze he was in the box-room?”

“Yes. We got him out of that hecause ib
wasn't quite the plaesy, with ihe painters
ahout.”

Levison's hands clenched.

“Poor kid?” he muttered.  “Driven
pillar to post like this, when he's
nothing at ail to be ashamed of {”

Figging & Co. were silent. They wounld
have told Levison major that Levizon minor
really did not mind if they could have said
s0 truthiully. But the fact of the matter
was that Frank did mind a good deal, and
that he was in as bad a state of strain as
his brother.

“Is there any ebjection to our zoin’ round
Ly the back an’ havin’ a look at the animals
in the eage?” asked Cardew of Figgins.

“T shouldn’t do that, if I were you. Best
not to attract attention there. Come up the
stairs and speak te them through the door,
if you'd like to.”

“I'm not coming,” said Levison. “I should
want to open the door and go for the cads;
and a row there wouldn’t be a good thing

from
done

Sonng nss!"i':il‘]l,an now.. Wait tiil Frank’s cleared, that's

Clive went with Levison ; but Cardew accom-
panied Figeins & Co. up to the door of the
box-room,

“ Racke, dear b

“Is that you,
us out! The ke !

“The key is certainly here. Whether it wiil
still be here after we have gone is another
matter. As for lettin' you cut—really, Racke,

* spoke Cardew softly.
rdew? Oh, dash it all, let
there !”

- | 1 can’t see why you took all that trouble to
THE FIFTH CHAPTER. s

up there it you want to come down ab

hose beastly kids took the dashed ladder -
vay !” howled Croole.

“Softly, softly, or the dear Horace may
hear! Why uot drop, in the absence of the
ladder?”

“We should hreak our dashed necks!” said
Crooke,

“Yaas, that's the idea!”

And he and the New H
but they did not take the key with them.

Racke and Crooke had to endure another
hour or so of eaptivity, during which they
made fruitiess appeals for release in turn
tp Redfern & Co., Koumi Rao, Clarke, and
Thompson. all of whom happened to pass he-
neath.' But at last Chowie came by, and a
few minutes later the door was unlocked, and
the cads of the Shell were liberated.

They showed the abundance of gratitude
that was within them by abusing Chowle
mercilessty for misleading them; and on the
way down they encountered Mr. Rateliff, who
hooked them for report to their own House-
master for being in the New House after the
hours during which visits were allowed.

“Do _you think young Frank is safe where
he is, Kerr?” asked Piggy, as the three chums
settled themselves at the tea-table.

“As safe as he can be anywhere in here,”
answered Kerr, “But I don't mind owning
that I shall be glad when we zet this hizney
settled up, and the kid doesn’'t have to be
shifted about like this.”

“Ratty don't often go down there,” oh-
served Fatty, putting butter on his haddock.

“But it wouid be just our luck if he hape
pepeg to go down te-night,” returned Figgy.
_“If be does, he may not sec the kid,” said
Kerr.

Frank had been
of the New Ho

replied Cardew.
trio departed,

fted to the wine-cellar
, as being a safer retreat
than any place in the boys’ quarters could
be. The door to the cellar was in a lonely
passage; but there was casy communication
with the study ficor by a back staircase.

Kerr went down there just before bedtime,
taking Frank some food and drink.

“Sorry we can’t give yon hetter lodgings,
old fellow,” he said. =

“Oh, I don't mind!’ returned Frank
wearily. *“Any place is good enough for me,

as long as I'm not caught. Do
will be long before you.and Car
who really did it, Kerr? ¥Fm not grumbling,
you know; but it seems years and years
since it happened, and sometimes T dream
that I was really the one who did it, and that
I am going to be hang>d for it.” =
THE PENNY Porttir.—No. 21, -

‘ou think it
cw find out




16 s

Kerr patted him cn the hack.

“Buck up, kid!” he said. “We as good
a3 know now who did it; and I shouldn't
wonder if by to-morrow we can prove it. And
don’t worry about the chance of old Ratty
‘coming down. If he does, just wrap a
ianket round you and give a hollow groan,
and-he'll bolt like one o’clock !

. Frank smiled wanly. The cellar was nob
altogethier a desirable hiding-place, and he
did not want to be caught by Mr. Rateliff,
But what worried him most was his know-
ledge that Ernest was so worried, and after
that, the lying so long under the stigma of
guilt. It was a comiort to know that so
anany believed in his innocence, and so many
‘were willing to help him; but that did not
quite make up for it all while those in
authority still held him guilty.

+ He had dozed off to sleep when the opening
of the cellar door at the top of the stone
steps, fifteen feet above the level of his hiead,
woke him suddenly.

There followed the soft pad of slippers
upon the stairs.

dr. Rateliff was not by any means a con-
firmed wine-bibber, but he liked an oceasional
glass of good port. During the war he had
gone slowly on the contents of his bins, for
paying . war prices for winc would not have
suited him. Now that it was all over he
took a little more, and that evening he had
d‘isccvcred that the decanter held only one
glass,

S0 _he padded down to get another hottle.
He did not carc to have anyone elsc handle
kis wine.
. Tiggins & Co. did not knmow much about
the wine-ccllar, and they were quite unaware
that the corner they had chosen for Frank,
as being the snuggest, was quite close to the
bin to which Mr. Rateliff was certain to
¢ome, if he came at all. But so it was.

Frank lay still. The padding footsteps
eame nearer in the dark The master
had a candlestick in his hand; but the ecandle
hiad blown out at the top of the stairs, and
‘he hiad waited until he got to the bin to
yelight it.

A mateh seraped, but did not flare. Ratiy
gave an cxclamation of impatience, and
Frank kunew that he must be guite close at
hand.

He remembered what Kerr had told him.

Kerr had not meant it seriously. of course.
But Frank, only just awakened irom
and overstrained, carried out the s
as if it were the one thing to be done.

He wrapped the blanket round him as he
stood up.

The second mateh flared, and Frank gave
a hollow groan.

Crash! went the candlestick upon the floor.
The match flickered out.

T “Ow! Oh! Ow!” yelled Mr. Ratcliff.

Then came the thud of a falling body, and
after that silence—an awful silence!

Through it Frank could hear the frightened
beating of his own heart.

He had mecant to scare Mr. Rateliff, but
not like that—not like that!

Wio could have dreamed that the House-
master would faint with fright?

Something must be done. Frar
puige was to rush for Kerr and Figgins.
Iie did not act upon it.

To do that meant dragging them into it,
and that would not be fair, after all they had
done for him.
~ Ha found his box of matches, and struck
ong, with fingers that trembled.

The candle had rolled away, and the candle-
stick was smashed to atoms.

But Frank retrieved the candle, and stuck
it into the heck of an empty bottle.

Then he lifted Mr. Ratcliff’'s head.
master gave a gasp, and came to himself,

“Where am I? What does this mean?” he
asked feebly.

“In the wine-cellar, sir,” answered Frauk,
sumnoning up all his pluck for the ordeal he
had to face. “I—well, I suppose I must have
ghtened you, popping up like ¥ did, and—
d then you fainted.”

*Absurd! T was not frightened. How dare
rou suggest such a thing! And as for faint-
r»n?cllirxg of the sort! I stumbled—that
3 allt”

“I'm glad, sir,”-said Frank simply, “I1 feit
sorry the moment I had done it.”

“Why, you are Levison minor!” exelaimed
Afr. Ratclitf. His fright had been so thorough
1t he had not recognised Frank until that
instant,

“Yes, sir.,”

k's first im-
But

The

“ And what, pray, are you doing here?”

“1 was hiding, sir.”

“You grossly unprincipled and reckless
boy! But there are those who are even more
to blame than you are, and I will sec to it
that they do not cscape punishment—I will
see to it! Who put you here?”

Silence.

“This attitude will not serve either yourself
or those whom ¥ apparently desjre to
shield, Levison minor! You will at once give
me the names of the boys who are responsihle
for your presence in my wine-gellar!”

“I'm responsible myzelf, sir. I don't see
why there necd be anyone else in that at all.”

Mr. Rateliff was up against a stronger spirit
than his own, though it was housed in the
body of a small boy of thirteen. Wild horses
would not have dragged that secret from
Frank. Let Ratty guess! He could not prove
anything.

“You will come with me to Mr. Railton!”
snapped the New House master.

“Yery well, sir,” answered Frank.

He followed Mr. Rateliff up the cellar steps,
through the silent passages, and across the
dusky quad. He did not care much now what
happened to him; and, anyway, Mr. Railton
was better than Mr. Ratcliff.  But Mr. Rail-
ton believed him guilty, and that hurt Frank.
He did not care a scrap what Ratty believed.

The master of the School House looked up
from his desk at the grim and sour face of his
colleague, and the wan, overstrained coun-
tenance of the youngster beside him, and
there was sympathy for Frank in his kindly
eyes.

“Why, Mr. Rateliff, this is a surprise
indeed !” he said. “ Wherc did you find Levi-

son minor?” =
“In my wine-cellar!” -snorted the New
Hounse master. ¢ deseryes the most ex-

emplary punishment, Mr. Railton, and I trust
that it will be administered to him. I will
feave him to you now; I wash my hands of
him!” 3
And with that Mr.
glm}' ing.

Rateliff ‘whisked out,

m, 1 think the best thing you can
do is to go to bed at onee,” said the School
House master kindly, *f cannot send you to
vour dormitory, in the circumstances, but you
shall sleep in my gue room.”

Half an hour later ank was fast aslcep
betwecn snowy  sheet dreaming that his
troubies all ove >

And, in fact, they were very nearly over.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Cleared !
ful-—abominahle !” said Mr.
Selby crc “I never heard of
anything like it!- Ratelifi’s wine-
cellar! Pooh! [ take no account of
that, - The man had no right to possess such
a thing. But that Levison minor should have
been harboured all this time within the walls
of the school—that is beyond words! I con-
sider that everyone mixed up in the affair
should he expelled!
& Selby, 3

$4 T is disgrac

prepare yourself for an
anpleasant said -Mr. Railton sym-
pathetically. discovery of Levison
minor in his hiding-place has led to revelations
that would not have Leen made yet had he
pot been found, IHis brother has been with
me this morning.” -

¢ And has confessed to having comimitted
the crime himsel said Mr. Selby, almost
eagerly, “The Levisons are a bad family, I
fear, and I am not in the least surprised.”

“ Levison major is no more guilty than his
brother,” replied Mr, Railton warmly. <I
consider it high time that the boy's past
vecord should he forgotten, black though it
was. I have come to look upon him with the
real respect that I think due to anyone who
fights down the evil in him and makes good
in spite of it.

¢ His youuger hrother has as absolutely clean
a record as any boy in the school. May I ask
whether you have lately seen anyone who had
reason to cherish ill-feeling against you,
Selby ¢» .
“ Certainly not !

Do you mean that you object to my
asking 77 -

“1 do object to that. I consider it out of
place. But what I mean is that there is no
one living who has any justification for ill-
feeling against me!” -

Mr. Railton thought of the Third Form, and

“he could not quite:agree with its master.

¢ Let me amend my query.
seen an enemy 27 he said.

Have you lately
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“I do not gse¢ what——"

“Do you know the original of this photo?®

Mr. Railton's patience was exhausted, and
he snapped out those words as he held the
print of the photograph taken by Manners
major before the other master.
~ Mr, Selby looked at it. His jaw fell, and a
curious greenish pallor overspread his face,
He did not speak,

“Do you know tiis man?? persisted. Mr,
Railton, 5

“Yes, T know him.”

“Is it not a fact that he has made- threats
against you?”

“ Yes,” admitted Mr. Selby reluctantly.

He gazed at the photo as if fasc . Not
until that moment had the possibility that
the attempt upon his life was the work of his
nephew, Osbert Deadland, entered his mind.

It shocked him. He had not believed in
the reality of Deadland’s threats.  Bodily
violence from the fellow in his ire he might
have dreaded; but it was a far cry from that
to such a murderous attempt as the one
which had been made vpon hirm.

And yet—was it not far more likely that a
reckless, unprincipled man like Deadland
should have made it than a tnere hoy, littls
more than a-child, like Frank Levison?

He had to admit to himself that it was. Bub
he would not at once admit it to Mr. Railton.

“Ue could not have got inside the school’
walls,” he said weakly. “Even if he did, he
wculd not have known which was my study.”

“He has been inside sthe school walls, and
he had your study pointed out to him,” re-
phgd Mr, Railton.

“Who did that?” stapped the Third Form
master.

: “I would rather not say at present. The
boy who did it had no notion what this man
teditated, T am sure; but in other ways i
conduct has bee ) nothing short of wicked, and-
ke may have to be expelled.”

“The man is my nephew—my sister's son,”
raoaned Mr. Selby. “ What a disgrace to my
family! A murderer! For he was that in
ictention, if not in act.”

“Look at that pheto again, Selby. Do vou
Lotice nothing about the face?» s

Mr. Selby looked earnestly,

“It is very strange in- appearance, cer-
Ltainly,” he d. “I recall now that Oshert's
face impressed me in much the same way when
I saw him,» :

“To my mind it is not the face of a sava
man,” said Mr, Railton. “I do not believe
that your nephew was fully responsible for
what he did.” Dr. Holmes agrees with me,
We consider bis guilt established, after w
w2 have heard from Piggott=there! I did not
mean to let out the name, but it slipped from
my tongue—has confessed to us. . But fhere
need be no disgrace to your family, Selby.
You are probably as near a relative as this
unfortunate man has; you can choose to over-
look what he has attempted, and merely taks
tv'{_m_ lecessary steps to have his mental con-
Cition inquired into.”

“I will do that,” said Mr. Selby heayily, © 1
certainly do not want the matter to he mado
public.  And, Raiiton, am sorry that I was
flodcertv’a}m of Levison minor's guilt. - I am,
ideed !

. . « o . “ s

There was a sumptuous feed in Study Mo, 6
on the Fourth Form passage that day. The
spread was of Cardew’s providing; Cardew
was the moneyed man of Study No, 9. But
that mattered nothing; as "Ralph Reckness
said, was he not one of Franky's kind
uncles? - E

All of Frank's special chums were there,
with Figgins & Co., and the Terrible Three,
and Talbot, for the feed was given to celebrate
the complete clearing of Frank from all sus-
picion, and these fellows had all backed him
up. *

“Here's to.the guest of the evenin'!® said
Cardew, lifting a foaming bumper of ginger-
beer. “He’s the whitest man at St, Jim's—
don’t blush, Franky! He couldn’t have done
the thing they charged him with, an’ even if
he had done it I'd have made excuses for him
—I'm capable of worse deeds mysalf: 2

“Oh, rot, Cardew!” protested Frank.

“Quite true, dear hoy! What did you say,
Cousin Walter Adolphu 2

“I cay it's a beastly shame Piggy’s got off
expulsion!” flashed back Wally. & Putting
that file in Franky's desk was heyond the
limit! = And don't you ecall me Walter
Adbolphus, Cardew, or you and I will fal
out !

THE END,

>
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