Week Ending
July 12th, 1919,

Three Original Complete Stories of—
HARRY WHARTON & CO.—JIMMY SILVER & CO.—TOM MERRY & CO.
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THERE'S SOMETHING WRONG WITH BUNTER!

(Screamingly funny Scene in the Magnificent Long, Complete School Tale of the Chums of Greyfriars.
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
A Call To Arms!

€W T'S got to be donel”
I Harold Skinner, of the Greyfriars

Remove, was very cmphatic on that
point. \
Snoop and Stott were seated with Skinner

ifl a disused |
CTowd; and all three were smoking.

It was a little habit of Skinner's to smoke
in barns—a habit which William Stott cheer-

fully copied.

Snoop had given up these shady practices
for some time, but he was just beginning to

Yield again to the evil influence of Skinner.
Q ‘I'm fed-up with taking a back seat,” said
SKinner. " Why should Wharton and S!‘lll[ll)‘
have all the merry plums? This sports’ tour
of the English counties was wrongly arranged
4t the start. The real sportsmen never get
a look-in.”

“That's =0,” agreed Stott.
€very time!” -

“The Wharton Seleet Set, and the Smith
Select Set,” said Snoop. “Everyone clse is
taboo.” -

SKinner's eyes gleamed as he blew out a
Wreath of white smoke. e 0y

We've taken it lying down, so far,” he
faid, “but the time has come for action.”

“You've said that before,” said Stott.

“Yes; and 1 jolly well mean it this time!
Why should we have to swot at lessons, week
In and weeck out, while other fellows go off on
these excursions and enjoy life?” *

_ "Echo answers *Why?'” said Skinner,

Smithy's party are due to go to Salisbury
to-morrow to piay against the Wiltshire
fellows. I asked Smithy to drop some of the
usual players, and give us a look-in."”

“And what did he say?” asked Stott.

“He said he'd bear us in mind when he
was playing a blind schaol!” he said indig-
nantly, “As if we were a set of blessed
crocks!” ‘

“Then there's no chance of getting into
Smithy's team¢"”

“Not an carthly!
fgetting into Wharton's, cither.
‘one thing for it!”

“Namely 7" s |
“We must get up a team of our own.m . |

“Same old gang

And there's no chance of
There's only

“Eh?" gaid Snoop. T84
And Stott blinked gquestioningly at his
leader. . _
“It can be done,” said Skinner. “I don’t

gay we can get up a gilt-edged, cightecn-carat
team, Weg canpt. gWhnrtnn'a already got
twelve fellows, and Smithy's got twelve.
That only leaves the rag, tag, and bnbt-ntl‘l.
of the Remove—barring we three, of coursc:

barn—far from the madding

4 the hilt.

A Magnificeni- Long, Complele

Story of

HARRY WHARTON & CO:
AT GREYFRIARS.

By FRANK RICHARDS.

—————— D B A PO — e

“There wouldn't be enough left to form a
team,” said Snoop.

“Oh, yes, there would!
Bunter = :

“Oh, help!”

“And Fishy -

“Jerusalem erickets!” groaned Snoop.

“There's Trevor and Treluce——"

“That's better!"”

“And Wun Lung—"

“AMe no gavvy!” said Stott.

“And we could soon make up the rest,”
went on  Skinner, unheeding. “There's
Alonzo Todd, and Dupont, and Kipps—"

Besides usg, there's

“What a collection!"” gasped Snoop. *Are
you trying to pull our legs, Skinney?”
“I'm dead serious,” gald Skinner. "0f

coursge, we shouldn't be able to put up much
of n show against Wiltshire, We should pro-
bably be licked all along the line. But what
does that matter? It's the trip we want.
These fellows have a jolly gzood time on tour

;—lrlﬁnly to cat and drink, and no end of
un!" -

Snoop nodded.

“"That's all right,” he said.
you going to get permission to take on the
tour? The Head would never give it.
Neither would Quelchy!”

Skinner's jaw set stubbornly.

“"Then we must defy 'em,” he said.

“What!"

“There's suchi a thing as French leave,” said
Skinner.

Snoop and Stott gasped.

“You—you're not thinking of taking it on
without permission?” multered Snoop.

“Exactly—Iif permission is refused in the
first place.”

Skinner's eronies leoked startled and uneasy.

“We should get it in the neek,” said Stott.
“The Head would come down like a thousand
of bricks.”

“That's just where you're wrong. There's
safety in pumbers, you know. The Head
couldn't' very well sack cleven fellows.”

“No: but he could lick us,” said Stott
apprehengively.

Skinner gave a snort,

. “What doos a licking matter? It would be
the price of a good time, that's all. For a
whole long week we should eat, drink, and
be merry. We should enjoy ourselves up to
And I, for one, wouldn't mind pay-
ing the piper afterwards.”

Snoop and Stott looked thoughtiul.

There was certainly something to be said
for Skinner's point of view.

A licking from the Head was a very un-
pleasant ordeal. But it would be more than

“But how are

balanced by a week of absolute, glorious

[reedom. _ )

But Snoop and Stott were nol quite satis-
fied yet. o

“How arc you going to qucer Smithy's
piteh?™ inquired Snoop.

Skinned chuekled.

“Problems of that sort can only be solved
by a fellow who's one of the choice and
master-spirits of the age,” he said. :

“Oh, quit Shakespeare. and tell us Lhow jt's
roing to be done!” growled Stott,

“We shall eateh the very first train to Salis.
bury to-morrow morning,” said Ekipm'r. “"Wo
shail be half-way through the cricket-match
by the timc Smithy's party arrives on tle
ccene. Then we shall denounce them as im-
postors, and the Wiltshire fellows will help
us turn them off the field. They'll go hnc‘k
to Greyfriars with their tails between their
legs!™

Stott
doubtful.

“1 don't think—" he began. _

“Of coursc you don't!” snapped Skinner,
“If you did, you'd realise that this was the
greatest wheeze of modern times. It will be
the sensation of the term. Cf course, if you
fellows are chicken-hearted about it, we'll
chuck the idea at once.” .

There was a challenge in Skinner's tone;
and Snoop and Stott, in spite of their un-
casiness as to the possible conscquences, could
hardly bring themselves to baek out,

They hesitated; and SKinner pressed home
his advantage. |

“1t will work like a charm,” he sald. *“You
leave it to your uncle. I'll go round and put
it to the other fellows, and they're bound ta
back me up. A week away from Quelchy's
cimlet eye is much too good a treat to miss.”

The three juniors linished thelir cigarettes,
and emerged from the barn.

Skinner was in high spirits a5 they trudged
back to Greyfriars.

“Better not tell Bunter about
night,"” said Snoop. “He'd blab it
the school.”

Skinner nodded.

“1 shall tell the others, and bind them to
secerecy,” he said. “DBunter can be told in the
morning, just before we start. If we can get
Quelehy's permission to go on the tour, so
much the better. 11l ask the old bird when
we get back.”

The trio were in a very excited frame of
mind by the time Greyfriars was reached.

SKinner went, straight to the Remove-
master’s study.

He tapped respectfully on the door, and
Mr. Queleh bade him cnter.

“You are looking very opale Skinner,” said

looked what bhe felt—extremely

this L=
all oy oy

(Copyright In the United States of America.’




=1

THE PENNY POPULAR—Every Friday. 3

L

- i
ame in. “Are you vawell?!” |

~ Yes, sir,” said Skinner. _ :
He was careful not to explain that his palior !
was due to the fact that he had sampied more |
Cizarettes than were good for him. |

“What is the matter with you!™ asked Mr. ]
Qualch.

“I—I'm fecling off-colour, sir. I doa’t get|
Coough exercise.” :

Mr. Quelch raised his eyehrows =1
“But you have every facility for athietic
exareise, Skinner™ |

“Not =0 much as the other fellows, sir. I
don't belong cither to Wharton's touring- |
party or to Vernon-Smith's, sir. The resuit |
i« that I'm run-down.” |

Mr. Q'.I'.':l'h looked h-’irli ﬂt E‘:innfr.

“Why have vou come to me with this com-
plaint, SKkinnee?”

I'm not complaining, sir. I mercly came |
to ask if it would be possible to give Vernon-
Smith a rest this week, and to let me conduct
a touaring-party in his place.”

]

e

But yon are not a sportsman, SKinner!
“0Oh, yes, sir! I'm jolly hot stufl af
cricket, sip!*™
“Then why Is it that neither Wharton nor |
Vernon-Smith has any use for your services!™ |
‘Aliem! They—they select their teams by |
favouritism, sir.”
Mr. Queleh looked grim. _
“Are you suggesting that there is uniair-
nesa in this matter, Skinner?™
“Yes, sir. The best men are left ont every
time, and only the perszonal frieads of Whar- |
ton and Vernon-Smith get a look-in. 1 ol
Skinner broke off suddenly as Mr. Queleh
produced a cane.
“What's wrong, sir gasped Skianer in|
alarm. l
“I am going to canc you, Skinner! You|
have made a most unqualified attack upon |
tvo of your schoolfellows. Hold out your|
L" 1! |! A |
“OR |
_ SKinner obeyed, and received three sting-|
it cuts, which made him yelp. |
“There!™ panted- Mr, Quelch. Do not
dare to come to me again with such slander- |
ous statements, Skinner! As for your sug-|
' 3
h 4

-y
L

Joestion that you organise a touring-party
|

g0."

iutely forbid you to do so! You ma

Ais breath, which, had they been audible to|
- by

Alr. Queleh, would certainly have broug
about a fuarther chastisement for the cad of

- gennine touring-party  noticed that SKinner

| in fact. finance the tour,

wild and reckless proposition.
that—" \

“Oh, go and <¢at coke!™ snapped Skinner.

And he departed, closing the door of Study
No. 7 with a slam which re-echoed the whole
leagth of the Remove passage.

.{:fhr that, however, Fortune began to
smile,

he other
cnough.

Fishier Taricton Fish “ guessed™ he was on.
He also “calculated ™ he would score a cen-
tury in ¢ach innings.

Wun Lung =zaid that he “savvied.” and waa
quite prepared to go on the forbidden tour.
And Trevor and Tﬁ.‘llifi‘. imprﬁﬁm h}" sSKine
ner's theory that there would be safety in
numbers, also rallied round.

Dupont, the French junior, not realising
the gravity of the situation, enrolled under
Skinner's banner, and the number was
gradually made up to ten.
~ The eleventh man would be Rilly Runter,
whom it would be imadvisable to let into the
geeret until the morning. |

Harold SKinner went to bed in a very salis-
fced frame of mind.

But he did not sleep. |
Hiz mind was occupied with thoughts of
the morrow, when he and his followers, hurl-
ing deflance at authority, wonld start ofl for

Salishary.

Vernon-Smith

fcilows rosponded  willingly

and the membera of the

L Co. seemed unusunally excited, but they
had no notion as to the canse,

Skinner was up and doing at the first note
of the rising-bell.

He eveled into  Friardale, waited Im.
patiently for the little post-oftice to open,
and then despatebhed the following wire to
the captain of the Wiltshire team:

ricket-match starts cleven this morn.
inz. not 2 p.m., as previously arranged.—
Vernon-Smith.”

The despateh of that wire made a big hole
in Skinner's pocket-money, and it was like
having tecth oxtracted to part with the cash,

But skinner soothed himsell with the re-
foction that Stott and Trevor and Treluce

cre heavily in funds. Those three would,

SNinner cyeled back to Greyfriars In high
];1.'1:?'-: e :

He met Dilly Banter in the Close.

“1 say, SKinny 5.

I consider!

“There will be the very dickens to pay fot
this!™ caid Trevor.

SKinner laughed.

“Who cares? he said “We'll stand
together, and face the music afterwarda
Matter of fact, there may not be any muase
to face. If we do well against Wiltshire—
lleK ‘em at ericket, and =0 forth—the Head
will be so bucked that he won't dream of
lamming us. And it may mean.” added
SKinner, letting bis imagination run riot
“that we shall be selected for future tours!™

“1 don’t think!" grunted Treluce. “Still,
we ve taken the giddy plunge, and we must
sink or swim together”

The train rattled on through the greoy
pPasturez of Kent, bearing the cleven tourists
to thi"il‘ fate.

Whether that fate would prove a happy
one or otherwise remained to be seen.

Baek in the Remove Form-room a!l Grey-
f:l-t.lr:-. Mr. Quelch surveyed a sadly depletod
class

“Bless my soul!™ he exclaimad. “Whera
I3 everybody ™

About fitteen - pupils  were present, in-
cluding the Famous Five.

There was no response to  the
master's question,

“Wharton!"
m'll;i}ﬂ captain of the Remove rosze respect

“Can you explain the nen-appearance ol
more than half my clasa?”  asked Mr.
Queleh.

“Vernon-Smith and eleven others are get
ting ready to go to Salisbury, sir.”

“Yes, yes! 1 am aware of that fact,” said
Mr. Queleh testily., “But there are other
absentees—cleven of them, to be _precise
Do you know where they are?”

“1 haven't the foggiest notion, sir!™

\lonzo Todd rose in his place.

“1f you pleage, sir—"

“Well, Todd?"

“Skinner appeara to have disrezarded my
warning, sir,” said Alonzo, in great distresa
“1I entreated him not to put s=uch a wild
and unprincipled seheme into operation.™

Mr. Quelch stared at the guht‘len Alonzo
in astonishment.

“Todd! To what scheme do voun refer?*

“SKinner's idea of taking a team to Salis-
bury, sir, without the sanction of tha
authorities,”

Mr. Queleh easped. So did the claas.

Alonzo Todd had not intentionally played
tho sneak. Sheer distress of mind bad

TI'orm

. the Remove. -' & - : . 1 | caused him to speak cut.
i e i t.;“['tl,‘_,I .f,;_f“{-1:1:-:;::;"““}‘[‘[1 at SKkinner “Il‘ﬂll!,h ‘I"Da IFIII “]Tll“ttgkfl.“ mo, IT;“M-"!;‘“I‘
i ‘e o e S " i .
| “Smithy won't let me come to Wiltshire | M “P':l' 1t < "“Er_:','_" cu otherd
THE SECOND CHAPTER. | with his party,” he said plaintively. lln.}n proceeded to Rnlinhur;{ %
v A e d ek ' 1> snid Skinner I fear such is the case, sir. The invitas
Tho Robels. : Never mind, old barre " A tion wpa extended to me, and I remonstrated
AROLD SKkinner spent a very busy | ‘:;I‘ "You sball comeiwidiianiue | with Skinner, hoping he would be brought
¢vening. A1 _ 3 s ‘3. nare
t H I After the swishin® ha had re- Skinner explained his echeme In Ilit‘“rl“‘ llrf:y 'if}imtlﬂﬁc:r;f; ?nr \!:1'111.::”” Apparently
ceived at the bands of Mr. Quelch| “We've arranged  to ".],'.:Tt' at I'r,l,',‘r.m.llﬂ Mr. Queleh said nothing for some momenta,
he was feeling ripe for revolt, Station at half-past cight,” he said. “We're Ho was almost dazed by Skinner’s audacity:
Never before had SXinner entertained such | going to bunk out of gates one at a time, 8o Never before. in the varied and extensive
a wild scheme as that which he now contem-| a8 not to *‘t"“"t; “““““m,':. history of the Greyfriars Remove, had such
plated. “But—but who's coming?" gasped Bunter| oy tine breach of the rules been parpo:
r. Locke was somelimea a very lenient | in surprise, trated.
headmaster, but he would not be able to| Skinner rattled off the names. |  Mr. Queleh asked mo more questions.
take a lenient view of the matter if eleven “We mean to make it a regular jﬂ,\'-w::'{:k." He left the Form-room with a brow lika
) jumors travelled to Wiltshire witbout per-| he said. “Only for goodness' sake don't go| thunder, leaving a buzz behind him.
mission. _ giving the show away!” “My only aunt!” murmured Bob Cherry
Sxinner experienced a great deal of dim- “RBut what about Smithy—" “It this doesn't fairly take the bun!™
cuity at hr;‘t in rounding up his recruite, “Smithy’s dead in this act. When his “The silly asses!” said Wharton. “They'rs
The first junior he approached—Kipps—told | ¢crew arrives at Salisbury we shall know how | asking for the sack!"
Sxinner in blunt language that there was| to deal with 'em. I'm going to pretend to|  “Quelchy’s gone to sce the Head about
nothing doing. the Wiltshire fellows that I'm  Vernon- | jt,* said Johnny Bull. “The Head will soon
‘ “You must he off your rocker to suggest| Smith.” put the kybosh on Skinner's little cxcur-
| such a hare-brained wheeze!™ zaid Kippa. “My hat!” . g ; sion. He'll telephone to the railway people,
| “You won't come, thent™ said Skinner. “Keep mum about this, mind!™ said 8Kin« | and have the silly chumps brought back in
“No, thanks! 1'm not sickening for thel ner. “If you let your tongue wag during | record time.”
sack!™ brekker I'll slaughter you!” Such did not prove to bo the case, how-
Skinner tried Alonzo Todd next. “Rely on me!” said Billy Bunter, his cyes | ever. |
. Luckily, he ran Alonzo to earth in Study| fairly gleaming with excitement. What an|  yypen Dr. Locke heard of Skinner's action
No. 7, where the Duoffer of the Remove lmﬁ- awfully deep wheeze, Skinny ! he sent for Gwynne of the 8Sixth, who was
pened to be alone. The two juniors passed in to breakfast, to.accompany the genuine touring party.
“Well, my dear Skinner,” said Alonzo plea- The meal progressed very much as llﬂlljﬂ. “I sent for you, Gwynne.” said the Head,
santly, “can I be of any scrvice to you?” Mr, Quelch, at the head of the table, knew | «; * o1 you, in case you do not know
Skinner propounded his scheme. nothing of Skinner’s scheme, l already, that a number of misguided juniors
“Are you game to be one of the party Had Mr. Quelch patrolled the Close after| i, the Remove Form have gone to Salisbury,
Loney?" he concluded. | breakfast, however, he would have observed | with the object of forestalling Vernon-
; Alonzo shook his head, - a nuomber of juniors, at various intervals, | §mijth's party, and participating in the
“My dear Skinner,” he said in his grave ﬁtﬂfthﬂf l*liﬂﬂiiﬂﬂlﬂg *?[;"3 of gates. sports tournament against the boys of Wt
way, “pray pausze and refleet before - Skinner's luck was In. _ _ | slure. 1
ing ‘Witl;.l su:?l a rash and ill-advised EEE‘;}’,EE ' Neither he nor any of his followers were| (jwynne counld scarcely believe his cars.
1t will most certain]}r recoil on YOur own detected. Before he had recovered from his astonish
pate.” : Even Billy Bunter managed to work the | ment the Head went on speaking.
“Ass!” retorted Skinner. "Are you coming| oracle, and the whole team finally met “The boys in question must, of course,
. with us, or not?” together on Friardale platiorm. _ | be punished severely. I do not, however,
- “My Uncle Bepjamin—" | Stott and Trevor and Treluce pooled their | wish to court publiclty by placing the
“Burst-your Uncle Benjamin! Yes or no—| resources, and tickets were taken for Salis-| matter in the hands of the police or tha vl
. sharp!” | bury. railway authorities. 1 therefore rely upon 1
i “No!” said Alonzo politely but firmly. “I Some of the juniors were a little scared as| you, Grynne, to sce that Skinner nnd_ hia =3
'’ decling to incorporate mys=elf with such a'! they clambered into the train. THE PENNY POPULAR.—NO. 25. 1;1
? .
d
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companions are brought back to the school.
You may use whatever measures you con-
sider nmecessary.”

“Very good, sir,” said the prefcct. /

And there was an expression on Gwynne's
rugged face which suggested that there
would be short shrift for Skinner & Co.

Vernon-Smith and his party, armed with
cricket-bags, were waiting for Gwynne when
he came out into the Close.

The prefect briefly explained what had

happened.

‘P{la gods ! exclaimed Yernon-Smith. “I
shouldn't have thought Skinner would have
had nerve enough for this. RBut there it is.

The bounders have gone off to Salisbury,

and they're trying to cut us ont.” |

“The sooner we get on their track the

better,” said Peter Todd.
* Yes, rather!”

“If only we could hire a motor char-a-
banc!” sighed Dick Russcll. *We shouwid get
to Salisbury almost as quickly as they
would.” = '

Yernon-Smith's cyes sparkled.

“Dasghed If we won't do it!"” he exclaimed.

Gwynne =miled.

“Make it an aeroplane,” he said. " You'd
be just about as likuily fo raize the ncces-
sary cash.” *

“Don’t Jet that worry you,” said Vernon-
Smith.

And he drew a wallet from his pocket, con-

taining a bundle of crisp fivers.
“I've got cnough to sec us through,” he

said. “And there's plenty more where this |

came from. Shall I use tfie telephone in the
prefects’ room, and order a motor char-a-
bane from Courtflield?” .
~ “Certainly, if you think the c¢xpense is
justifiable,” said Gwynne.

So Vernon-Smith telephoned for the char-
a-bane, which, twenty minutes latgr, rumbled
into the Close.

“Hop in, you fellows!™ sang out Yernon.
Smith,

The tourists clambered ijuto the vehicle,
and a moment later they were specding
along the dusty road.

As Peter Todd pointed out, a ot of time
would be saved in making the journey by

road.
There was a direet route to Snlisbur;.

and jt would not be necessary to go to
London first, as Skinner & Co. had donc.
Had the rebels but known it, Nemesis was

overtaking them fast!

THE THIRD CHAPTER.

Brought Back.

ERE we are!”
Harold Skinner stepped out of
the train at the Great

platform at Salisbury.
Behind him—most of them Jooking very

sheepish—trooped his followers.
“I say, you fellows—"

(<

wolfls

“Don’t think we'd better get some

you

|'

Surrey, Essex, and the Iegle of Wight.

!

t bowled.

| extraordinary eollapee.

chap for?” he inquired. “Are you going

to use him to roll the pitch?”
“Ha, ha, ha!”
“Look here,” gaid Billy Bunter wrathfully,

“I'm as good a cricketer as any man you
can produce, and chance it! You cught to

see my form.”
“I don't nced a microscope to do that!™

said Curly Williams.

They were not of the =tul of which heroes
are made.

Twelve determined-looking juniors, together
with Gwynne of the Sixth, slepped down
from the vchicle. And Skiuncr & Co. wonld
find it very difficult—even 1f the Wiltehira
fellows offered to help them, whick was un-
likely—to keep the new-comers at bar.

Gwynne strode up to the pavilion, 2nd his

“Me tinkee time to start clicket-match,” | hand fell upon Skinner’s shou!der.

eatd Wun Lung.
“Yep!™ agreed Fisher T. Fish, “We'll show
these galoots how to knock up the goals, 1

guess.” :
“QGreat pip!™ gasped the Wiltshire skipper.

Williams was frankly puzzled. |
He had read the reports of the previous
tours, and he knew that Vernon-Smith's
party had acquitted themeselves well against

How they had managed to achieve these
performances with such a team of freaks
was a myslery.

Williams spun the coin, and Skinner, win-
ning the toss, decided to bat first.

He took Stott in with him to open the
innings.

Skinner Tully expected to lay quite a
good foundation of runs at the outsect.
Then, if fellows like Billy Bunter came a
cropper—as they were almost certain to
do—it would not matter so much.

But there was o shock in store for Skinner.

Wiltshire poszessed two very fast bowlers—
Jack and Harry Harper.

The first ball just missed SKinner's off-
stump.

The second hit the wicket with such force
that the bails whizzed through the air, and
were- deposited at the feet of the umpire.

“How's that?”

It was a superfluous question.

Skinner, saying things under his breath,
-walked back to the pavilion.

Snoop, who followed on, was caught and

Then Trevor and Treluee 1ozt their wickels
before a single run had been scored.
The Wiltshire bays did not laugh at this

They were very annoycd,

Like most sporésmanlike teams, thery
detested walk-over victories.

They had expected a keen game and a
close one, and the sorry show the Friars
were putting up disgusted them.,

But they had to laugh a few minutes

later, when Billy DBunter rolled out to the

I wicket,

Bunter's fat legs were encased In pads,
which had been put on upside-down. The
opening of his cricket-shirt revealed the

|

“You young rascal! What do you mean
by it?”

“Leggo!”" muttered Skinner.

“Not likely! You're coming back to Grey-
friars at once—all the lot of you!”

“Oh, crumbs!”

Skinner's: courage oored out at his finger-

tipa.

With no one to back him up, he realiced
that further defiance would be worse than
useless,

Vernon-Smith. was  already explainine
matters to the Wiltehire skipper, and Ruseel]
and Rake and Ogilvy were engacged in drag-
ging Billy Bunfer foreibly from the playine-
pitch. .

Skinner turned a hageard face to Guynne.

“I—I say, this was only a joke!" he
stammeraed.

“Faith, and it's a joke you'll be made
to answer for!” said Gwynne grimly.  “This
way !* -

And he starled to propel the wretehed
Ekm[u*r towards the waiting char-a-bane,

Skinner made no attemipt at resiztance.

The game was up, with a vengeance,

One by one the members of the freak
cleven were dumped into the chara-bane.
:Mnlt Gwynne clambered into the driver's
ool le

“I—1 say, Gwynne!™ faltered Billy Bun-
ter. “Can we have a little snack before we
g0 back to Greyfriars? I'm jolly peckish,
you know!"

“You're back!™ said

coming straight

Gm;'j'31nc. “And 1 hope you'll like your joy-
ridel”™

Gwynne's hope was f{ll-founded.

15kwnur & Co. felt like victims of the
French  Revolution being whirled aloug to

the guillotine.
Gwinne drove recklessly along the open

| Toad, and his passcngers were tcared out of

t}tgir wits long before the familiar village of
Friardale came in sight,

Greyfriars waes reached without
however, and Gwynne marched  |his
army of defaulters in a melancholy
cession through the Close.

Even the most loyal supporter of Harold
Skinner felt in the humour for blessing him
at that moment.

mishap,
little
ro-

Western

Billﬁ Bunter was not shecpish. He was

grub somewhere before we start the sports?”

“No time,” said Skinner briskly.
match was arranged for eleven, and
that now. Time we got to the ground.”

“Where is it?" asked Stott.

“Follow your uncle.”

Skinner led the way through thec strects
of the cathedral city, and many curious
glances were directed at the juniors by
passers-by.

Surely such a weird collection of freaks
had never been seen in Satisbury before!

On the stroke of e¢leven Skinner's team
arrived on the ground.

The Wiltshire boys were alrecady there.
Curly Williams, a Swindon schoo!boy, and
captain -of the side, came forward to grect
the Greyfriars fellows. : _

He could scarcely conceal his surprise ae
he shook hands with the weedy SKinncr.

“1 don't want to be rude,” he said, “but
is this really the Greyfriars team?”

“0Of course!”

“And you're Vernon-Smith?”

Skinner nodded. ;
“Well, you don't look a very athletic
crowd,” said Williams—a fellow who seldom
minced his words. “Fancy your licking the
Isle of Wight fellows in every contest bar

one!”
Skinner chuckled.

“We hope to do even better against you,” |

he said.
Curly Williams took stock of the Grey-

friars team.

“The
it's

large rolls of spare flesh which adorned his
neck; and on his head he gported a weird
and wonderful sun-hat—said to have been
worn by Mr. Prout in the Rocky Mountains.

“Man in!" spluttered Curly Williams.
“Oh, my aunt! Roll on, thou deep and dark-

blue ocean, roll!™
“Ha, ha, ha!"
Billy Bunter rolled on.

He halted in front of the wicket, and

thumped the turf impressively with his bat.

“Excavating for hidden treasure?” asked
Jack Harper, who was bowling.

“Rats!” said Billy Bunter. “I like ecvery-
thing to be shipshape before I start piling
up centuries, that's all.”

“Great Scott!™

Billy Bunter was ready at last.

Harper took a short run, and his arm
whizzed round like a catherine-wheel,

“Yarooooogh!" roared Bunter.

the fat junior’s shin!
“Ha, ha, hal!®
“How's that, umpire?”
“Out!” )
Billy Bunter hopped abotit on one leg while

| he caressed the other.

*“"Tain't fair!"™ he exclaimed wrathiully.
“I—1 wasn't looking when the ball came!”

“Yon'ro out!” repeated the umpire
sharply.

But Billy Bunter refused to budge.

He remained where he was, and the Wilt.
shire fellows were just arranging to dribble
him off the fleld, when——

Toot, toot! |
A horn sounded, and the next moment a

|

motor char-a-bane, laden with juniors,
swept through the gates of the cricket-
ground.
Skinner was one of the first to sce the
vehicle, and he at once rallied his men.
“They're here!” he muttered. "Now we've
pot to say that they're impostors, and chuck

“What on earth have yon brought thai fat | them out !"
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But Skinner's followers hung back.

The ball had duly reached the wicket—via-

The sword of Damocles, =0 long suspended
over the heads of the rebels, was about to
descend !

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Paying the Piper!

{1 OME in!"
Gwynne of the Rixth opened the
door of Dr. Locke's study, and

_ Skinner & Co. werc shepherded
into that terrible apartment.

“Ah! You have bhrought tlhiese foolish
boys back, Gwynne("

“Yes, sir,”

"You found them at Salisbury?”

Gwynne nodded.

Skinner and his companions
row In front of the bookease.

Not one of themn looked happy.

Even Wun Lung, who usnally posscesed a
good flow of spirits, looked as downcast as
the rest, |

As for Billy Bunter, he was
gtgi:]ununtn ?nh*lul.

‘he Head selected a couple of stout cane
l'rnm‘ his cupboard, | ol A o

Skinner & Co. watched him in considerable
apprehension. |

“Skinner!" thundered Dr. Loclo.

“Ye-e-cs, sir?”

“You have been guilty of an
breach of the rules.  Without permission
You have organised a cricket eleven, .'tmi
!ncitcr! thcm to break bounds. It was your
intention, I beélieve, to remain away from
Greyfriars for a week?" 3

“Oh, no, sir! Not at all. sir!
were coming back this evening, sir!”
1 am sorry I cannot believe vou, Skinner.
Your conduet is unpardonable. 1t would be
no more than you deserved if 1 were to
expel you and your associates from this
school !”

“Oh!" gasped Skinner.

«0o0d In a

already be-

unprecedented

We—weo

“I shall not, however, take that step,” the
Head went on. *I am rcady to believe that
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Billy Bunter doscended into the wator with a mighty aplnsh.

your action was due in a large measure to
thoughtlessness. Instead of expelling )

Qercfore, I shall administer a mosat severe
thrashing all round?”

The members of the [reaks' eleven shivered
in their shoes.

"You first, SKinner!™ said the Head.

And be beckoned to Gwynne to hold the
cad of the Remove in position over the desk.

Whaek, whaek, whaek!

The cane rose and fell with terrific vim.

In his younger davs Dr. Locke had been
an accomplished athlete, and he seemed to
bhe recovering his lost youth,

Skinner roared as the cane
his tight-fitting trousers.

e had been licked many a time and oft:
but previous records went by the board in
the hight of this new and painful experience.

“"There!™ said the Head, at length, “Let
that be a lesson to vou, Skinner! And con-
stder yourself extremely fortunate that this
punishment iz not crowned with expulzion!'”

“Yow-ow-ow-ow-ow!"

SKinner  laeched towards
proaning and gasping.

“Stott next!”™ said the Head. “Bunter!
Where are you going? How dare vou attempt
to leave my study by stealth?”

Billy Bunter paused in the doorway.

He had been hoping to steal out unseen,
but the Head's keen eye had detected him.

“Ahem! I—I feel faint, sir!” stammered
DBunter. “It—it's due to lack of nourish-
ment. I've had nothing to eat for hours and
hours, sir! A good feed and a breath of iresh
air would put me right.”

The Head gasped.

“Bunter!”

“M-m-may I go, sir?”

“Certainly not!” thundered the Head.
“You wili wait and receive suitable chastise-
ment for your misconduct!”

lashed upon

the bookease,

TR
|

-
-

"-—'

Za d”

(See page 7.)

“Oh -:'nmﬂn!i 1—1I had nothing to do with
this business, sir—nothing at all!”
“What'™

“Instead of being licked, sir, I consider
I ought to be patted on the back——"

r l;u} g

“You see, sir, 1 went to Salisbury to feteh
SKinner and the others back! I pot wind of
SKinner's little scheme, and followed hot on
the trail, sir! In my way, I'm a bit of a
detective e

“Silence!” rapped out the Head. “Do you
seriously expect me to believe such a jargon
of Talsehoods, Bunter? You shall he severely
punished when I have dealt with Stott!”

Billy Bunter groaned.

e -had realised that no sort of art or
artifice would avail to preserve him from
the wrath to come.

The Head turned f{o Stott; and that
junior's howls echoed dizmally throuch the
study.

Billy Bunter came next.

As a last resource, the Tat junior pretended
to fall down in a faint just as the Head
called his name., But Gwynne picked the Owl
of the Remove -up with difliculty, and slung
bim across the desk.

Then the cane came into play.
Whack, whack, whaek!
“Yaroooooh!”

The dust rose in a cloud from Billy Bunter's
draughtboard trousers.

“Oh dear! Oh crumbs!
Murder!”

The effect of these wild howls upon the
Head was to add vigour to his strokes.

When the castigation was over, Billy
Bunter subsided on the floor of the study
like a pricked balloon.

The rest of the culprits followed in turn,

Not one of them took his licking quietly,

Help! Fire!

‘““ Yoooooop ! Qug-gug=-gug !’ ho spluttored.

Indeed, the fellows who were listening in the
Close likened Dr. Locke's study to a
slnughter-lhouse.

“Now,” said the Head, when it was all
over, and the two canes had been broken,
“you will all return to your Form-room.
Your behaviour has been abominable, and
you will know what to expect next time!"

Skinner & Co, crawled out of the study, re-
{Iurt[ing: that the way of the transgreasor ia
wrd.

There was likely to be no “next time ™!

“This {s what comes of your preciouns
wheezes!" growled Stott, turning flercely
upon Skinner, “Wg were silly chhumps ever
to have followed your lead!™

“Hear, hear!" said Snoop.
have known this would happen,”

“I kinder calculate I'm not going on any
more sports tours!" groaned Fisher T. Fish.
“Enough's as good as a feast! 1 pguess
you're a slabsided jay, Skinner!”

“Why, you—you——" spluttered Skinner.

“Oh, bump him!" growled Treluce,

“Hands off!" gasped Skinner, in alarm.

But his schoolicllows closed in upon him,
and he descended upon the flagstones in the
Close with a bump and a roar.

“And again!" sang out Trevor.

And Skinner descended onece more—with a
bump which shook every bone in his. body.

“Now we're square!” grunted Stott.
“Come on! Quelchy will be waiting for na
in the Form-room. And I'm not exactly
pining for another licking!"

The discomfited members of Skinner's eleven
went back to resume their normal routine.
Gwynne of the Sixth, his task aceamplishe 1,
recturned to Salisbury, where the geaune
touring-party had started on their campaign
against the sportsmen of Wiltshire.
Tui, PesNy Porvian.—No. 25,
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THE FIFTH OHQPTER.
Smith.
“And we've all the afterzoon to

Against Qdde.
“W
get ‘em in,” remarked DPeter

Todd, strapping on his pads, “1'm mnot pre-
tending it‘gpnngmsy job, but I rather fancy
we can do jt.”

The cricket match on the Salishury ground

wits being keenly contested.
The scores in the first innings were level,

cach side having compiled 90,
Then \?iltshlrg had rattled up 199 in their

eccond venture, leaving Vernon-Smith’s team

an uphill task.
tu'l'{::i:mwd j::.-«numrl the ground was a large

one.
The match had been advertised loeally,
and a good many soldiers from the girround-

ing camps had put in an appearance.
There was a cheer of encouragement as

Vernon-Smith and Peter Todd walked out to
the wickets,

The brothers Harper were bow!lag, and
their attack was deadly.

Vernon-Smith went through the first over
without. scoring.

It was about as casy to get blood out of
n stone as to get runs off Harper's owling.

Peter Todd managed to snick the ball
through the slips for a couple; but the very
next ball sent Pecter's bails whizzing into
space.

“Oh, my hat!" gasped Peter, in dismay.
“Where did that one go to?”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“That's one wicket down!" gaid Curly
Williame, with satisfaction, as Peter Todd
made his way to the pavilion,

Others soon followed.

Dick Penfold, usually the bright particular
star of his side when things looked black,
was clean bowled; and Bulstrode and Morgan
and Wibley amassed between them the any-
thing but grand total of 2.

Vernon-Smith managed to keep his end up
while the other two wickets fell; but the

ecore was still very low, and the hopes of the

Friars sank lower.

The limit was reached when Vernon-Smith
himself, hitting out at a loose ball, was
caught in the long fleld.

“Play up, Don!" said Dick TRueseell, as. his
chum Ogilvy emerged, padded and gloved,
from the pavilion, *“We only want a hundred
and fifty or eo!”

Ogilvy grinned ruefully.

attack of the brothers larper.
He began by scoring two boundaries; and

from that time the good work went on with-
cut a break.
Dick Rake.
Ogilvy up well, :
But there was no enthusinsm from the
crowd until the 100 went up.
When, half an hour later, 150 appearced on

at the other end, backed

the telegraph-board, the hopes of the 'Friars

revived.

“Those fellows are great!”
emith. *“They’'ll sce us out of the wood yet

Scarcely were the words spoken, however,
pwiien Dick Rake's middie-stump started per-
forming revolutions.

There was a buzz from the-crowd as Rake
rame back to the pavilion. He had scored
(0—a performance which was all the more
‘reditable becaunse of the Remove's bad start.

eaid Vernon.

A flannelled figure came down the pavilion

steps, gripping his bat with a purpose there

vas no mistaking.
It was Dick Russell.

When Russell and Ogilvy got together it

was a bad omen for the Remaove's opponents.

Although not the leading lights cf Vernon-
Smith's party, Russell and Ogilvy were stir-

ling cricketers, with a happy knack of grasp-
ing opportunities. ]

The Rake and Ogilvy partnership became
the Ogilvy and Russell combine.

A hundred runs still remained to Dbe
knocked off, and the batsmen set about their

task with vigour.

“They'll dgu it !” said Peter Todd. “Just
look at 'em! Oh, well hit, sir!”
Dick Russell had just hit once
ilarpers clean out of t-he_grmmd. v
The progress was admirably maintained.
Russell and Ogilvy were thoroughly enjoy-

g themselves. < : _
unce Russell ned the ball in the direc-

tion of point, and there was a gasp from the

crowd. ,
But point was fielding too deeply, and he
dashed up too late for the catch.
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of the

) But he made a
mental resolve not to succumb to the deadly

E want 200 to win,” =aid Vernon-

=

L

|

Russell breathed again. So did the Friars]

watching frem the pavilion.

The score mounted so swiltly that Curly
Williams took a turn with the ball

This change caused the score to mount

more rapidly than ever. _
Russell pulled the Wiltshire skipper to lez

three times in succession, and in each case| pave the way.”

a boundary resultcd. ;
Vernon-Smith & Co. were dancing a Jazz

in their excitement.

“Only thirty more!” =aid Bulstrode.

“Stick it out, you fellows!™

Russell and Ogilvy exchanged breathless
glances.

They did not speak, but their looks said
as plainly as any words could bave done:

“We mean to see this through!”

Curly Williams began to tear his hair.

At one time Wiltshire seemed to have had
the game well in hand.

But the fortunes of cricket are ever-
changing. A game is ncever Jost until it is
won—a fact which Russell and Ogilvy re-
membered.

There was yet another batsman to follow

on—Hazeldene.

But Hazel was not needed.

Russell and Ogilvy scored the necessary
number of runs between them: and when
Donald Ogilvy made the winning hit—the
best of the day—the crowd sent up a cheer
which echoed again and again.

The Greyfriars Remove hind defeated the
boys of Wiltshire by two wickets.

“Carry them off!” shouted somcbody.

And the next moment Dick Russell and
Donald Ogilvy became the centre of a hust-
ling, enthusiastic crowd.

Gwynne of the Sixth had arrived on the

gcene by this time, and when the demonstra- |

tion was over hie escorted the juniors to their
hotel.

“I rather fancy vou kids have distinguished
vourselves more than Skinner's gang!™ =aid
the prefect.

Vernon-Smith laughed.

“This is cricket!” he said. “What Skinner
& Co, played was a prehistoric form of hop-
gecoteh.” :

“Ha, ha, ha!”

In a merry mood the tourists sat down to
dinner, and here again they distinguished
themscelves.

Their appetites were keen, thanks to the
Wiltshiroe air.

Back at Greyfriars the rebels of the Re-
move had paid the penalty for their mis-
deeds, and the genuine tourists had come
into their own at last!

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.

The Real Thing !

ARATHON races,” said Curly Wil-

liams, “"ought to be abolished.”

The Greyfriars tourists were

seated in the lounge of their
hotel in the cool of the evening, and the
Wiltshire skipper had been invited to a
discussion on the sports.

“Wherefore this objection to a Marathon?”
asked Gwynne, becoming interested.

Curly Williams, frankly expounded
views. <

“A Marathon race isn't sport, in my
opinion,” he said. "It's sheer martyrdom.
Just think of it! Fagging along a dusty road
for miles and miles! It saps a fellow's
energy, and plays the very dickens with his
constitution!”

“Something in that,” said Vernon-Smith.
“They're not holding a Marathon in the next

his

| Olympic Tournament at Stockholm. It's
been ruled out on medical grounds.”
“Exactly!” said Curly Williams, “And It

it's considered too big a strain for trained
athletes, what about kids like ourselves?™

“Kids!"™ eaid Ogilvy. *“I like that! Ever
since I made my 75 not out I've felt like™n
scasoned veteran!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“I quite agree with what you say about
Marathon races,” said Gwynne, addressing
Curly Williams. “When I was a kid I re-
member how Dorando nearly crocked himself
for life in a Marathon race. But if we
decide not to hold a Marathon, what do you
suggest to take its place?”

Curly Williams reflected.

“What about a contest of this sort?” he
said at length. “You walk a mile, bike a
mile, row a mile, and run a mile. It's a
pretty stiff ordeal, but it's exciting, and not
half so fageing as a Marathon.”

“Good!” said Gwynne. “Do you kids

agree?”

“Yes, rather!” came in -a chorus from the

Greviriars juniors.

| sides will

mateh did not daunt

The : ' |
m::'ii:{: :;{ﬂd bave plenty of opportunitics to
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“It's quile a topping idea!” es: :
Todd. “Hopc you Wiltghire féllﬂﬁqn;{iir
he‘n-:-n__ going over the course beforchand.”

No fear!” laughed Curly Williams. * Bath

] 1l start cqual. 1'd better ba ;:::n:'
now. We're bhaving ei=ht bours® =;;ﬂ"t t:
morrow, and I want ecight l.:uurs"ﬂt'cp 12

'S
L

And the Wiltshire skipper wit
nod to his guests, loit t[h;c‘: l;nta}:h >
After hrc_akfa!t rext morning Carly Wil
liams led his men into action. a3 ¥

The fact that they had lost the cricket-
the 1\'1“:11”1‘ {cllowns,

checry

They made a rousing start.

Curly Williams won the

hundred  yards

race, beating Vernon-Smit) :
lowing which the brothers Il'] 2 iy
jnmp as well as bowl, won
jump respectively,

arper, who could
he long and high

The Greyfriars junior

ars 8 began to Jook grim
qut-r:'r Todd called upon his onlvy _liuut'
Scpronia, and Yernon-Smith invoked the aid

of the gods

Apparently, theee sunnli
: Y, *¢ rupplications were not |
vain, for I‘)wk Penfold won the qunrtrr-nut:‘l!
n{‘:illl tlu::dhreyl’nnu' tcam, with a long. I..:u;
EI-“":I:“.“ a strong, strong pull, won the tug-
The other cvents were fairly
_ B Y airly equally e.
tributed between the two ddes, S
And then came the Curly Williams' Race,
nsﬂlhe newly-arranged feature was called,
ﬁn::ljﬂ is l‘tlil‘ﬂ;c “}1" Keep up the old tradi
. Baic cler Todd., “"We w: : !
ﬂrs}‘. don't wo?" ¢ walk a :m!e
\cm{:imﬂmith nodded,
“"Good! Gimme my crutolics '™
;'lln. ha, ha!™ R,
he compcetitors—there was a fai ink
’ - all o ® a r £ I"H'"I.L-
ling of them—lined up for the 5t:u't.p and
Gwynne rapped out the word of command.
Those who had imagined that the walkine
part would be tame were swiftly disillusioned.
1! was a strenuous affair from the outect,
"\crpnn-bml‘th went ahead with  lone,
ewinging strides; and Curly Williame, ot
\\'i];t.-hirc was jJust hehind. i
¢ others Kept close torethier. th Cp
gn{r: like clockwork, S S el
‘hen the mile was covered, the eamnet
'-I. 5 r”:'il‘
tors mounted the bieyeles provided for them
nn\:} gped é'm'ny like a whirlwind,
crnon-Smith scored heavily i [ 0
ot ' ¢ \ Y In this part of
None knew better than the Nonnder how
to get the utmost speed out of a machine.
He raced along in great style  with the
dogged Williams and another boy nameced
Jetferson hard on his track.
The third part of the race was the most

| strennous of all,

To walk a mile and to cycle a mile at top
speed is not a joke, and to row a mile at
top speed i3 still less humorons,

Vernon-Smith leapt off his machine when
1l_t reacaed the river at the end of his hieye!e-
ride, and a moment later he was flashine
through the sparkling water in a sinele-
seater skiff. .

The Bounder had the river to himeelf but
not for long. i

Other boats dotted the water:
number of eager, straining
along in Vernon-Smith's wake.

Some of the competitors had dropped ont
;;gtthin time. They were finding the piace too

Il_ut (he majority—~fcllows of the Vernan.
Smith and Curly Williams stamp—stuck
gamely to their task.

And then came the last mile of all.

Vernon-Smith leapt from -his skitfl ; and
Gwynne, who stood on the landing-stap.
directed him along the conrse. :

But the Bounder was too impetuons,

_ His leap from the skiff had caused him to
injure his ankle—only slightly, but it was
suflicient to impair his fine turn of speed.

Curly Williams took the lead, and Jeller
son and.Jack Harper came next.

It secmed for & moment that the TFriars
were completely out of the picture.

But there was one fellow who had been
reserving las- energies till the last.

Dick Rake stepped from his skitl feeline
fresh, and in the pink of condition.

He had three opponents to overtake. But
a mile is a good distance, and it gave him
time to achieve his purpose.

Swift as a deer, Dick Rake
the white stretch of road.

He left Harper behind: and.  in
cuII;rsE,Che] ﬂ\iﬂ{ﬂllfllﬂﬂﬂ the wiry Jeflerson.

ut Curly Williams was still a pow
reckoned with, S S RawEn\a T

and o
oarsmen  sped

sped  aleng

duo

He was a host in himself, and Dick Rake
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rralised that he must put {forth every Qunce
¢ cnerzy to win.

It was a keen, clase (Onish.

First Rake., and then Williams, gained the
advantaze: but it was the Greyfriars {ellow
who finished first, the margin betweea the
two runners being almost imperceplible.

“Well run, kid!™ zaid Gwynne, who bad
cycled to the spot. “That was the finest
bit of work on the tour!™

Dick Rake sat down on the grassy bank,
and pumped in breath.

“It was hot work, by Jove!" lie panted.
“I shoulda't care to go through that last
mile again!” _

When the other Greyiriars fellows toiled
to the spot, determined to finish the course
at all hazards, they overwhelmed the victor
withh their congratulations, and DicX Rake
bore his bluzshing honours thick upon him.

The next contest of impartance took place
in the afternoon, when Dick Russell met
Curly Williams in the boxing-ring.

There was little to choose between the
two fellows as they faced cach other.

Williams had the longer reach, and he was
the heftier of the two; but he wasz npot S0
well built as the Gresfriara junior.

Dick Russell forced the fighting at the
Outaet.

But Williams eauld take any amount of
punishment, and he stood his ground
dogeedly.

Then the
aggressive, and Dick
centrate upon defence.

A\t the end of six stubbornly-contestied
roundds no knock-out had been registered,
and the verdict had to be awarded on
point s,

There was a cheer from the andience when
the result was announced.

The bout had ended in a draw.

“Quite a fair verdict, by Jove!™ said

Wiltshira fellow became
Rusiell had to con-

Vernon-Smith., “That waa one¢ of the moss
civen fights I've ever seen.”

“Sorey I didn't pull it off, you fellows
<rid Dick Russell, as he stepped out of the

Nothing to Le s=orry about.” said Oziivy.
“You stood up to him like a Trojan.”

Yes, rather!”

“Who says tea?” asked Dick Penfold.

ca!l” echoed eleven volces,

\nd the Remove tourizts returned to their
hiotel, more than satisfled with the resald
cir day’s sport.

The Wiltshire boys were delighted, too
At the outset they had anticipated a tame
nd uminteresting series of contests. But
wihen SKinner & Co. were exposed., and
Vernon-Smith and his followerz took their
Place, everything had gone swimmingly.

Curly Wiliams was a born 'eader and a
great :portaman. His only regret was, as
he wistfully confided to his comrades, that
the Greyfriars Sports Tour could not be
contined solely to Wiltshire.

_-1

¥ &)
'L Rl

“Fellows like Vernon-Smith,” he said,
“aren't met with in every day's march.
He's a sportsman to the core”

To which the Willshire fellows rezponded,
with one voice:

“Hear, hearl”

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.

The juniors Lurriedly finished deeassing
Then farewell greetings were exchanged, and
the Removites started on their homewas !
{ﬂurneg. calling at the hotel en route for their
aggage,

| 1t was late in the afternoon when a dusty

and weary procession flocked in at the gates
ol Greyiriars.

Homeward Bound!
6" UMBLE out, kids!™
Gwynne passed alonz the cor-
ridor of the hotel, and roused the
juniors who were sleeping in the
VATIOUS rooms,

It was the last morninz of all.

Only the swimming sports remainad to he
contested, and the moming was certainly
ideal for swimming in the cool, clear water.

“Phew !™ gasped Bulstrode, glancing from
the window. “There's a blessed heat-wave— |
and it isn’t cight o'clock yet!”

“It's smmply  sweltering,”  said
smith.

The Removitez went down to breakfast
with healthy appetitea,

Then a genceral move was made to the
FivVer.

Curly Wilhhams & Co. were aleeady on the
spot. T]h.‘}' sanyg ot a Elh‘t‘l‘}' “Lrood-
morning!”

“I'm afraid we're going to get it ver
much in the neek,” =aid Curly  Williama,
“We can play cricket, we ¢can ruan, and I'm
supposed to be a fairly good hand with the
slaves, But swimming's our weak point.”

Vernon-Smith grinned.

Modesty, thy name is Williamsa!™ he said.
‘T bet we ghall find that you can swim ua
off our legs!”

The Arst race, however, revealed the fact
that Cuarly Williams had not exaggerated the
Iw-:t' 3 1.

However brilliant the Wiltahire bovs micht
hee in other forms of sport, Greyiriara were
Literally “all over them,” so far as swim-
ming was concerned.
was Peter Todd who won the opening

Yernon-
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“Told you 20! said Cuarly Williams ruefully.
“That's only the first failure. There are
more to follow!”

And there were! :

Vermon-smith, who felt in capital form,
won the next three events on his own.

Every slngle event fell to Greylriars,

The Wiltshure boys, who had no opportunity
of sea-bathing, were far less expert than their
opponenta,

Nevertheless, they put up a plucky fight,
and many of the races were fought to o
stubborn finiah.

“Here endeth the programme!” said Peter
Todd, as he stood on the river bank and
towelled himself vigorously.

“Worase luek!” grunted Hazeldene. “Now
we've got to return to our Kkind teachers!
Groo!”

A crowd of juniors in the Close besieged
them with questions.

“How did the tour go, you fellows ™

“Did you mop up Wiitshire!™

“Have you been piling up
Smithy ("

“We won everything, barring a lfew rua
ning races and the bosmg, which was a draw "
said Vernon-Sputh, °

“Hurrah '™

“Jolly well played!”

L osay, you fellows,” chimed in Billy Bant e,
“1-believe Smithy = telling fibs, you know '™

“What!" roared Vernon-Smith.

“1 consider it was a downright shame tn
roh us of our tour! Just as we were going
atrong, too!  What did you want to barge in
for, Smithy ™ ‘

“1 haven't quite itinished barging in yet ™
said the Bounder grimly, '
And, taking a tight grip on Dilly Bunter’s
collar, he yanked the fat junior towards the
tountain,

“Here, 1 say, holl on 11 mean, legon'™
gasped Bunter, “What's the little game”

With a superhimman effort--for Billy Bunter
carricd & good deal of overweight—Vernon-
Smith heaved the tat junior into the bowl of
the fountain.

Billy Bunter descended info the water with
a mighty aplash,

“Yoooooop! Gug-guegug!™

“Ha, ha, ha!l”

The Owl of the Remove strugeled out of
his unfortunate position; and he ventured no
further remarks concerning  Veroon-Smitics
tour,

The touristz went early to bed that even-
ing, and they slept the sleep of the just,

Next morning they turned up as usual in
the Remove Form-room.

Mr, Queleh spoke to Vernon-Smith before
morning leasons commenced.

“1 trust you had a pleasant tour, Smith
“Very pleasant indeed, sic!”

“You defeated the Wiltshire boya?”
“In most of the events, sir”
"That 1a very reassuring neowas,

like to congratulate 3
“Atishoo-um-yum!"

It was a very loud and prolonged snecze,
and it proceeded from Billy Bunter,

“Bunter!”™ rapped out Mr. Quelch.

“Shoo!™

“Cense
Bunter!”

“I=I can't help it, sir! 1've got a beastly
cold, and 1 didn’t ask Vernon-smith to duck
me in the fountain! Atishoo!"

centuries,

I should

making  that ridiculous  noise,

- s 3 i “What nponsense is this?" execlaimed Mr.
e ateateete st te et st ittt ati et te atesteate e ade ateate ale als ale le 430 aTe 000 030 40 030 400 030 030 o0 ?uflfhf 'LIHEI“ you submerge Bunter in the
0 o’e | fountain, Smith?"

o~ é, 'l‘am I}miuuh-:' m:ruliull gcarcely repress a grin,
- § < “Yes, slr,” he said. )

-:i Now ON SALE . t"l . “For what réason?”

o o Trrnun-Hmlthl was silent.,

o . oo “I accused him of telling fibs-and he
. w o | was!"” shrilled Billy Bunter., *I don't believe
'f FOUR GRAND NE VOLUMES 'f his team won a single event! It w.lF!I"I-'t-t l:}
%° - *%* | be expected, sir!  You see, T wasn't there!™
G of the ooe| “Ha, ha, ha!”

KX ol lTlu:-.r-: was a ripple of laughter from tha
- - ClAS8,
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Tommy Cock’s Birthday.

MMY ™
i v Tommy Cook turned as he was
mounting the stairs leading to the
- Modern House Fourth Form pas-
sage. Tommy Doyle and Tommy Dodd, his

Jiuma. were running up after him.
o What's the matter now?” asked Tommy

Cook.

Tommy Dodd snorted. ‘

“Phew! You might well ask what's the
matter!” he said, between pants for breath,
“You go-chasing upstairs on your OWNsoInc,
and leave us to run after you. _Fnthcm!!

“Rame to youn, old top!” grinned Cook.
“PBut whyfore the hurry?” R

“1've just seen Junmy Silver,” said Dodd.
“He wants us to rake up a team to play liis
on Saturday. 1 said we would do our best to

find somebody easy.” x
. “Mentioning yourself, for one, I suppose?
“Eh? Rats! Of course, 1 _Ehnll have to go

—must have one decent man in a cricket team

to lead them. Any kid of the Modern House

could beat Classic chaps—providing 1I'm cap-

tain of the team he's inl”
“Rats!"”
“Eh?"

“1 egaid ‘ Rats!" Plenty of them, my s=on,
You know jolly well that you'll have to ﬁn_tl
cleven jolly good men to beat Jimmy Silver's
team. It makes no difference whether you
iead them or not.”

Tommy Dodd simply stared. He could not
remiember Tommy Cook speaking to him like
that before. _ g

“1 admit I pulled Jimmy Silver's leg about
the kids,” he -admitted wrathfully. “But
what arc you talking like a bear with a sore
head for? _

Tommy Cook grinned.

“Ever heard a bear talk?"

“Fathead!” -

Tommy Cook looked offended. '

“If that's the way you treat a chap who's
just going to invite you to a glorious feed

“QGood!” interrupted Tommy Dodd heartily,

He thrust his arm affectionately in that of
his chum. and the three juniors walked

towards their study. _ i
“Suddenly had a brain-wave? Or a remit-

tance?”

: “RBoth, old son. I've had a brain-wave—
a glorious feed, The remittance came in the
<hape of a fiver from the guv'nor.”

Dodd and Doyle stared.
A fiver? Is it your giddy birthday?”
“It is.” .

*Oh, my hat!” p
«Qure, and ye didn’t tell us! We'd have

sent ye a picture-postcard—wan of 1hose
pretty ones intoirely, if we'd % _ _
Dodd and Doyle shook hands heartily with
their chum. They had not known it was his
birthday until Cock mentioned the fact him-

self. :
Tommy Dodd's wrath died away as if by

magic. _ . ‘

“Say, old son,” he said, “I wish youd let,
us know before this. Goodness, you've had
4 birthday nearly fifteen hours, and you
haven't said a word about it. If youa call that
chummy——" _

“Who wants to sing about a birthday?”
demanded Cook. “Do you sing out from the
top of the school every time you have a birth-
day?”

'?Nu: but I would tell my chums.”

“And then it would gct out. }’nur chums
awonld tell their chums—Jimmy Silver & Co.,
for instance—they'd tell their chums, and so
on, eteetera!” d 8
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Tommy Dodd grinned.

“Any old how—what abeut the feed?” he
gaid.

“It's a specinl occasion, so it demands a
special stunt,” eaid Cook thoughtfully. "I
wus thinking of the tuckshop——"

“Aluch better to have it in the study—
Jimmy Bilver could come over then.”

“But tuckshop can only supply cakes and
eggs and bacon, and stufl. What we want
is & nice little course supper.”

“Or the moon!” suggested Tommy Dodd
gsarcastically.

He flung open the door of the study, and
they went inside and shut the door.

Tommy Cook sat on the edge of the table,
and thoughtfully puckered his brow. He
apparently did_not hear Tommy Dodd’s
gatirical sugpestion.

“That's it—n little course supper!™ he =ala
firmly.

“But, vou silly agg—' !

“We could go after lights out—"

“Oh, come off it, Tommy, for goodness'
gake!”

Tammy Cook started.

“Did you speak, Doddy?”

Tommy Dodd etarted.

“Speak! Of course I speaked—I mcean,
gpoke—you dummy! Haven't I been speaking
for the last couple of minutes?” he roared.

“1 couldn't say!"™ said Cook coolly. “I'm
afraid I was thinking ot more important
things.”

Tommy Dodd lapsed disgustedly into silence,

“8o we'll go out after lights-out, and down
to Coomb tuckshop,” s=aid Tommy CooR,
“We'll celebrate my birthday in right royal
style, my noble chums. A little excitement
in the way of dodging prefects will add to our
enjoyment.”

Tommy Dodd and Tommy Doyle looked at
one anotber and grinned.

“Top-hole!" said Tommy Dodd. “I didn’t
think yvou could get hold of a stunt like that.
We shall remember- your birthday all right
for next year!”

“Sure! 'Specially if old

Bulkeley catches

us!" murmured Tommy Doyle.
“Go it, cheerful!” gaid Tommy Cook, “Any
old how, we're off for a night out. Don’t

make a row when vou get up, chaps!”

The rest of the evening was spent in scettling
up the minor details of their enterprise. The
three chums were in very high spirits when
they at last trooped cheerfully up to bed.

If evervthing went as well as it was planned,

then they were indeed destined to have a
good time.
. But, as the old saying has it, “The plans
of mice and men aft gang agly,” and the
celebration of Tommy Cook’s birthday was
one which they would certainly not forget.

AMost of the Modern House juniors had been
down on the plaving-fields immediately before
going up to bed, and were very quickly off
to sleep in consequence.

But there were three very wakeful juniors
Iving in bed, waiting for the last whispering
voices to die away. They were Tommy Dodd,
Tommy Cook, and Tommy Doyle.

At last Tommy Cook gave a soft whistle.
Almost immediately his two c¢hums raised
themselves in their beds and peered cautiously
round them. 3 -

But no one moved, and five minutes later
Tommy Dodd & Co. were climbing over the
wall that enclosed Rockwood.

They did not speak until they were well on
their way to Coomb.

“So far, g0 good!” said Tommy Todd, with
a suddenness that made the other juniors

mp. _

“Fathead! ‘iml‘mnde me jump!” snorted
Tommy Cook. “You should warn us when
| A

you're going to speak!

OWEN CONQUEST.
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“Of course, 1T shouldn't have to epeak to

do that!" murmured Tommy Dodd.
doesn't——"

Tommy Cook grasped his ¢
him to a !-h‘l.nl]F-Il“.I ~apeini i

“Look here, Tominy Dodd!™ said Cook sul
;1]111::1011513‘. "Way back at. Rookwood we
admit that you're leader. Hut toenight is my
night out—you're my gneste, If you dole out,
any maore sarcs, I nne : '
LR thnl!"h , I'll punch your silly head.
T:Imu}'_ lTlhl chuckled eticerfully.

“Sorry!™ he said. “Come on. I'm wan
that fecd, old son!” i e

The matter of leadership thus setticd, the
three juniors strode rapidly along the lane
towards Coomb, i
_ Their voices seldom rose above a whisper.
Ihey did not want to make their pPrescnce
known.

Suddenly  Tommy Doyle stopped in
stride, and stared across the dark flelds.
“*What's up?” demanded Tommy

curiously. *Secing things?” :

“No—mnot exactly. But I saw a light over
there just now.”

“Nothing funny in that je—0"

“There it is again!”

There was no need for Tommy Doyle {0 tell
his chums that. They saw it for themselyvee,
and a puzzled frown came to Dodd's face.

“1 thought—— Must have been mistaken!™
he muttered., " But—"

“That's old Colonel Redhionsc’s place, ian
1y whispered Tommy Cook: and for the
moment he forgot all about the feed thes
had ‘Ti:-]xl;'d <0 much for. b

“Yes,” said Tommy Dodd. “But I'm sure
he is away. He was demobilised a month or
€0 ago, and he went away for a holiday. 1
remember seeing him leave Coomb Station—
a hl:;. fetlow of about thirty vears of age.”

“Then he’s come back,” «aid Tommy i.‘t"*‘f
“Kim on!” ' =

‘But Tommy Dodd stopped where he was
his eyes fixed on tle dark outline of the biy
house across the fields, A light flashed apaiv
nn_!}*‘ for an instant, but unmistakably. &
_JLome on, Doddy!™ said Cook impatient]s

What's the good of staring like that? A
T.Ilr.: r:.‘:!‘llh'” be gone if we don't ]mrrr".' )

::‘:tI”]]TﬂIII]TH}']nﬂflll stood motionless,

icard the colonel say he wou!
!::lwl'{lit{liu ﬁtri:'-t '.*-r-'vri.'---z'rrl i .h:l'}' . he ;;:1:1:': rrI-i
sUHILC Fremce wr 4 ' ' . \
think nhnut} i1t !" Py e v come ta
1}‘1;]]‘?‘:“ T-lt:-: L11t1.11 !H-'III of Lis other A110),

“Sure! Come on, Doddy!”

Tommy Dodd suffered himeelf to Le e
Iﬁ:‘_rr :1{)1{‘11!‘[- a hundred yards, but then he |~1|H: :I
tllllTT;i;.{ Ii:g;f:w:unl stood still again, watching
It scemed to fascinate him. He was thin)
I.!.lg. ‘H{"rl of the feed for which thicy tlt;'.:l!”l:“f‘t.
\0okwood, but of a certain day a week or en
Qnst, when he had seen Colonel Redlhiouse
Coomb Station. -

But his chums were
colonel. They were far
the feed.

“Come on, Doddy!” pleaded Cook
wasting time. That lieht only s
colonel has come home—"
o 'ildmﬁ Lﬂl:r}g tn _see!l lllt*t.‘rrlll'*tt‘ll Tommy

1 rmly, I'll meet you chaps in the
tuckshop Iater on”

“Fathead!” growled Tommy Cook
we'd let you do that!” x (&

“Well, I'm going to see if evervthine 1S
all right,” said Tommy Dodd. “I've got a
Kind of a sort of a fecling that something's
wrong.”

::.‘I;uﬁt because you sece a light?”

“il?rr-l;:}i-r:t}"\ , Praps. You chaps go ¢n o

“Une

his

Dodd

not thinking of the
more concerned about

you'ro
sliows the

“As it
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And thus Tommy Cook effectually inters
rupted his chum.

"Come on, then!™ said Tommy Dodd
quickly. *“After all, we sha'n't be so very
late if we go stralght from the house back to
Coomb. And I shall feel easier in my wmind
wien 1've satisfied myself about that light.”

The other juniors nodded, and together
they set out across the field towards the bIg
house.

They should have gone ronnd by the road,
which took them through Coomb, and then
Ly another road to Santa Crur, the mame by
which Colonel Redhouse’s mansion Was
known.,

Int by going actoss the flelds the juniors
cutl off a big cornmer, and time was precious.

he said

out!™ shouled Dodd

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Something Wrong.
(1 HAT'S that?”
Tll!"'l.lu}' Dadd pfip]‘-ftl his two
; T» chums by their arms, and pulled
thiemm to a halt,

They wera entering the gates of Santa
Cruz, and they had no sooner st foot
on the gravelled deive than a soft whistle
“*'--'Ht'd to their cars,

The Hﬁﬁhnu-mlil- a 5{4’1“.1!. m{”‘llil-nh“'. for the
round 10 be repeated. But nothing hap-
Pened.,

“Faney ™ murmured Tommy Ceook.

L Fommy Dodd shook his head in the dark-
Las =

“1 thought 1 heard a whistle.”
quictly. "I'm alinost sure of it.”

He led the way down the drive, on either
side of whiclhi stood stately chestnut trees.

Suddenly a shrill whistle rent the air, and
from behind one of the trees a man suddenly
fprang.

" Look Tommy
warningly, ;

The man was foliowed by anolher, and yet
another. Three of them came suddenly from
behind the trees, and there was po time for
the juniors to run.

Tommy Dodd had just time to pant out

“Told You s0!" before he was seized In a
kTip like a vice.
" At the same instant Tommy Cook and
Tommy Doyvle were attacked by ome of the
men, and there started a silent fight for the
mastery.

Tommy Dodd thouzht higs arm would bhreak
under the pressure of his powerful assailant.

He thought of erving for Lelp, but, realising
the utter hopelessness of anybody hearing,
Yesolve Jd 10 =ave liis I"II'L‘.IHL ) - |

He fought on silently, a shive
passing through him as«the heo
In:: assallant fanned his cheek.

Fommy Doyle struggled fiercely with his
raan, and his fists found a mark more than
once on the man's unshaven face.

Cook, who

¢ of disgust
t breath of

) WaAS a e¢lever wrestler, was
having the fight of his life agains®t his
assatlant,  He flung the man to the ground

and dropped on top of him, but he was rolled
o'l the next minute.

But, like an eel, he twisted round, and was
on his feet again before the man could stop
him. Seeing something whiter than the pest
of his assailant, Cook lashed out fercely with
his fist.

But the man dueled hiz head, and canght
the blow on his shoulder. Cook's eyes gleamed
s he heard a slight, sneering chiuekle.

“Rats!™ he panted. “T'l1 do you yet!”

He glanced round quickly, and saw that
Tommy Dodd, still fighting ganely, was on
the ground, his assailant’s Anee on his chest.

Tommy Dovle, his  Irish  fighting  hleod
thoroughly roused, woas still  strugeling
Lereely,

That was all Cook had time to see, for his
man was at him again,

Silently, save for the crunching of feet on
the gravel of the drive, the three juniors
fought on against three fully-grown men.
And they fought hard.

But it was almost hopeless. They were
not streag enough to Leep up the pace, and
gradually they were worn down. Tommy
Dodd lay motionless at last, glaring flercely
mmto the eyes of his captor.

“Lemme get up!” he panted.
you, you hounder-—"

“Jiminy!" gasped the man. “You fight
hkxe a wild-cat! You stay where vou are,
my buck, until I get my breath baek!”

Tommy Doylg was in much the same plight,
His man had his heavy knee on his chest, and
the Irish junior lay, panting, but undaunted.

“Bedad! I'll scalp ye, ye rotten bounder!
Lemme get at you, Oi'll—"

But the man kept his knee where it was,

“I'l fight

1 OU

| in for playing a lark.”

won't ook pe if he was playing n
lark, "cos 1'll bet there's some gravel on his
clobber. I'm for clecarin'!™

tHe whistled sharply, and Tommy Dodd saw
a light ficker for an instant in the upper
window of the house. It was gone in an
mstant, only to reappear again and be moved
about in a dozen dircgtions.
Dodd’s assailant watched it intently.
- "It's—— Hang me, he savs we're to keep
the coast clear for another five minutes!" he

e A

and Tommy Doyle was reluctantly compelled
to remain helpless.

Rut Tommy ook was not dene with yet, He
fought with ail his strength, and lie wsed
every bit of cumning he could bring to mind.
He tried every grip and every twist he could
think of., and his assailant was bewildered,

Silently the struggle continued long after
Tommy Dodd and Dovle were rendered hors
de combat, and wueither could gain the
mastery.

On the gravel drive the two wriggled and
twisted, and Tommy Cook could =¢e the hope-
less position of his chuma as he was momen-
tarily whirled round to face them.

Suddenly there came into his head the wily
old trick he had read 0 many, many times,
and would doubtless read of again. e
plaved *possum.”

He became limp in the grasp of the man
who held him, and for an instant the grip
upon him was loosened.  But that instant was
enough for Tommy Cook.

With a sudden heavay he sent the man on
to his side. Twisting his own legs in those
of his assailant, Tommy Ceok gave them a
sharp wrench.

The man groaned, and the next moment
Tommy Cock had jumped to his feet, and
'tiimpmt::n:d amongst the trees that bordered

he path.

The man who held Tommy Dodd growled
out an imprecation,

“What did you let bim po for?™ he =il
“He'll spotl our little game '™

“The bloomin® eel!™ panted he whom Cook
bad so nicely done. “He's all lightnin' ™

Despite the serionsness of thelr position,
Tommy Dodd and Tommy Doyle could not
resirain from chuckling.

“Good oM Tommy!™ said Dodd frr\*rntlf.
“Your Little game’s stashed up, you rotter!”

A grimy hand was thrust over his mouth,
and Tommy Dodd bit it sharply., The man
growlod, removed his band, but did not loosen

his grip

H.il’.i
';I_'t i.i:lilil
“ b b

lllll

will have to
guaickly!” =aid Dodd’'s captor,

“He won't do any harm,” said the other.
"He's a blinkin® school kid, and he's broke
it, I'll bet. The village bobby'll run him

be done—and

L1
-

“He

|I-" - l

muttered, when the light had gone apain,
“Hill, old Bert's nearly busted the safe, 1
' pose, and—"
“Heave "em round to the back.
sheds there! gaid the other shortly.
The man who had been addressed as DI
was the one that had unsuccessfully tackled

Tommy Cook, and he came to his confeder-
ates’s assistance.

The two juniors were pulled to thelr feeb
and hurried round to the back of the house.
They looked round for Tommy Cook, refusing
to believe that he would leave them in the
lurch,

Had he gone for the police?

Tommy Dodd doubted it. Ie would only
make it known that they had broken gates,
and would thus lead them into trouble,

Far rather would he wait his chance, and
do his best to capture the burglars—for the
men certainly were burglars,

Their capture meant Tommy Dodd & Co.'s
going off when their escapade came to light.

Dodd did not struggle as he was hurried
along, and Doyle, taking his leader’'s cue,
went as meekly as a lamb,

But Tommy Cook had not gone rushing ofl
to the police, Ie was far more concerned
with the safety of his chums than he was of
Colonel Redhouse's property.

When his chumsa were hurried down the
drive Tommy Cook might have heen seen
dodging from tree to tree as he followed
them. But the men did not look carefully
about then.

'?112 signal from the man in the house had
set them tingling, so to speak, Ile was on a
good job, and did not want to be disturbed
for a time.

Tommy Dodd and Doyle were roughly
tkrown into a garage, and the door was closed
and locked upon them, Then the thre: men
hastily retraced their steps, muttering to each
other in low tones,

There's

Tommy Ceok waited only until they had
passed out of sight before he lelft bis cover,
and ran quickly and silently to the door of
the garage.

The men had left the key in the leck, and
Tommy Ceck lost no time in turning it

Tommy Dodd came out with a ru:sh, and
Cook was bowled off his feet. #

“ Got you!™ panted Tommy Dodd. “Now—
ch, my hat!"® .

wuerrofl me chest!® gasped Cook.
burhling ¢hum »

“'Shush!* warned Doyle.
them back again!™ _

The two juniors jumped to their fect, and
Dodd fairly glared at his chium, |

“You fathead!® ke whispered hotly. =1
thought it was the giddy cnemy agodn i#

“1f that's your gratitude,” growled Cook,
“I'm blessed it I don't wish I'd left jou
there!” :

“Why didn't you go to tLe police®”
demanded Tommy Dodd, changing the tubjeet.

“Oh, you'ass! Do you think I was going
to leave you in the lurch? DBlew the pelice!
Let them look after their own job l®

“Yes) but.—m

“1 don't think we ough? to Iet themy—u"

Tommy Cook broke ot suddenly. From the
dirzetion of the front of the houvse there camo
the sound of feet crunching gravel.

The three Rookwoodites lovked
other,

“Shall us? whispered Dodd,

“Let's!™ said Doyle and Coolk, in unison,

And the three Modern House ]llltiﬂl‘ﬂ, ‘hroew.
ing caution to the winds, ruthed rouvnd to the
front,

ut they were too lale,

The very instant they turued the
they realised it

A powerful motor-car was rushing down the
drive, Its engine purring softly, Ouoly a small
latp showed the driver the way, and there
wWas no rear lght,

The car had evidently been hidden [rom
slght on the farther side of the houvse.

“My hat!" gasped Tommy Deodd _
phurionsly, ®They've done us brown!?

“They rnwn! The rotters! Faupey baving a
CAr—N

“Sure, It's us that's to devide in wan minute
what's to be done!” interrupted Doyle sagely.

Tommy Dodd nodded quickly.

“We can only warn the police,” Le =aid
hastily, *“They'll *phone round th* country-
«ido, and the rotters will be caught!®
y " L[ they stop when they're told to!" growled
‘onk, .

“Any-old-how, while we're gassing, the
rotters nre getting away ! sald bedd, “Come
on—It's a run!”

The three Junlors =ct their arms ‘o thelr
sh!ir 5, and ran down the drive and out of the
ERLes,

“What about our hirthday feed?” grumbled
Doyle. “ Degorra—-"

“Hang the feed!? snapped Tommy Dodd.
“This is Just n nice lttle bit of exeitement-—
give us an appetito for the little bLit of cakeo
that's In the study cupboard!®

Doyle and Cook growled somelhing unin-
telligible, and then lapsed into silence.

TYou
« Ye'll be having

at cach

cotner

tul-

THE THIRD CHAPTER.

A Long Chaco !

OMMY DODD & CO, had run nearly
half a mile before they met anything
on the road, They bad ‘.Im‘-c.: that u
car would pass them, and give thiem a
lift into Coomb. _

But nothing came their way until a big car,
with powerful headlights, appeared befors
them. It was coming in their direction ab @
great ralce. / %

“That chap ought to be going Gur Wal,
sald Tommy Dodd resent{ully, “Wc'd get a
lift, then!®

“Hold him up!” said Cook,
decent chap, he'll turn round.”

1 nut____.__ll

Tommy Dodd did not have time to say any
more. The ear came rushing towards them,
its headlights sending a beam of light LIty

‘ards in front,

} The three juniors stood in tlluﬁll dle of tlo
road, as soon ns the beam reached them, wav-

' heir hands and shouting. .
mﬁl:;rmat. immediately the car elackened spead;

hut it was going too fast to pull up whero

ere standing.
th&‘lii:;] i?;':;: nimbly out of the way as it

aseed them, and ran qulckly down ths road in

ts track.
undred yards
It jerked to a standstill a ﬂgl T the juniors

beyond where they ba st
Tre PENNY Portrin.—XNo. 5.
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were not long in reaching It.
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The driver proved Lo be the only occupant;
aud Le turped to the juniors as they came
up.

“ What's the matter?” he asked.
at Colonel Redhouse’s place!l”

L

“ Burglary _ $ P
cxplaingd Tommy Dodd quickly. “\Will you
ive us a Ht—" :
- “\What ¢" c¢jaculated the driver. “]1 am

uze, my boy!"

annrnggnﬂggﬂg bhouse has been broken intol”
said Toml?n;r Dodd. ¢ Tle rotters had a car—
p big, powerful one—and they took the road
to tgu coast. We werce just going to inform
olice.”
wE‘ol;nnel Redhouse flashed the
rocket-lamp on to the threc juniors, and
gasp of amazement cscaped him, L
« Good gracious!” he exclaimed. “You're
nookwood boys! And—and what on earth

bave you been doing to get in that mess?”
Tommy Dodd & Co. surveyed one another
critically. They certainly were in a mess—
grn"re!-sgained almost cvery ioch of their

clothes. Gghling your burglars!” said

“\Weo've been
Tommy Dodd. © But—but they were too good

1z, and they locked us up. S0~———"
[D‘Eilst.:re. iumf; in'® interrupted the colonel

hastily. “We'll chase the rotters! I guess
my car'll go as fast as theirs!”

The three Modernites needed no further bid-
ding. Doyle and Cook leapt into the back,
and Tommy Dodd ran round and jumped in

:side the colonel.
PERE, 420 back in their seals as the

They were thrown
colonel dropped in the cluteh, and the next

instant they were speeding down the road.
Not upnaturally, the juniors began to gel
A rush through the countryside on

excited. [ |
a powerful car at midnight was an experience

that seldom fell to their lot.

Colonel Redhouse was a skilful driver. e
kept the speed of the car at a high rate, but
Lis hands were as steady as rocks upon the
steering-wheel. _

«Tell me something about it, sonny:" he
said, raising his voice to make himsell heard
phove the roar of the rushing wind.

Tommy Dodd turned towards him.

«We broke gates to bave a feed!™ he
ahouted. “It’s Tommy Cook's birthday, you
know, so we thought we'd celebrate it. Then
we saw a light, and we investigated, \We had
only just got inside the gates when three
rotters seized us. But we put up a fight—"

“ Bully for you, my boy!i"” - :

 Tommy Cook, who is a great wrestling
johnny, licked his man, and got away. Doyle
-—that’'s the olher r:h:zP behind—and little me—
Dodd is my name, sir—got licked, and were

shut up in the garage.”

« Hard luck!? '
&« But Tommy Cook let us out, and we went

round to continue ibe giddy battle, but they
were just leaving in a motor-car. Say, Sir,
aren't we chewing up the miles?” .

“ \We are, sonny! She's doing nearly sixty!”®

« Any sign of the enemy ?* roarcd Cook.

“ Not yet!” shouted Tommy Dodd.

« Here. what about the rest of that yarn?”

eried Colonel Redhouse. _ _

Tommy Dodd turned to him again.

«So we were just running off to inform the
police,” he went on, ¥ when we saw your car
coming up at a great lick. We were going to
ask you for a lift—and hzre we are!”

«Yes: and it's mighty good of you chaps!”
eaid the colonel heartily. “You've lost your
food: il’s far too late to get anything to-

night!”
¢ Blow the feed!" said Tommy Dodd; and

t:en he flushed. ©S-s-sorry, sir; but—but I
meant. we don't mind losing the feed. That's
what I—I meant to say!”

light {rom a
M |
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The colonel laughad. He evidently was not
worrying very much over the burglary.

They turnced a corner sharply, and the car
lurched badly.

Tommy Dodd nearly bumped into the driver.

“My bat! Only two whezls tbat time,
sir!”

They must bave traversed nearly forly miles
before they =aw anything on the road. Then
a red licht suddenly came into view.

¢ A car!” snapped the colonel; and his fool
pressad harder on the accelerator.

The car simply leapt over the ground, and
the red light in front drew nearer and nearer
until they could make out the dim shap2 of
the car.

Cook and Doyle had seen the light, and they
ztood up in the back of the car, prering over
the heads of Dodd and Colonel Redhouse.

Nearer and nearer—then suddenly [arther

and farther away !

The coionel peered at the
speedometer.

It registered only forty miles an hour!

“It's the petrol running out!™ said the
colonel. “Oh, my stars! What rotten Juck!”
“Haven't you got any more?” nsked Dodd.
t:. Yes: but we shall have to stop. Oh, hang
I -'I-l

Reluctantly, the colonel was compelled to
bring the car to a standstill. He was out
almost before it had stopped, snatching up a
tin of petrol from under the driver's scat.

The tin was emptied into the tank, and once
more ther took up the chase.

Theé colonel gave a gigh of relief as the
speedometer registered fifty miles an hour,
and still erept up. Fifty-lve—sixty!

“Now we're off again!™ chuckled Dodd ex-

in dismay

citedly. *“Look—there is the light again!™
Colonel Redhouse leant forward, and
touched a switch. The headlights flared

brighter than before, and the white beam
reached the car in [ront.

There were four men in it—the junjors could
sce that at once.

“There were four in the burglary!™ shouted
Tommy Cook excitedly.

One of the men turned his head, his face
showing dirty and villainous in the bright,
white light of the colonel’s lamps.

Tommy Dodd jumped to his fcet.

“Qtop, vou rotters!” he roared.

For answer the man shot hizs hand over the
back of the car, and something he hield glit-
tered.

“Down!™ roared, the colonel.

; _Tinmm:.' Dodd dropped to-his knees like a
ash,

The next instant there was a loud report,
followed by the splintering of glass. The
bullet had hit the ground immediately in
{front of the car, and the splinters of stone
crashed into the wind-screen!

“My hat!" stuttered Tommy Dodd. *“The
awlul rotters!”

“Keep down!” ordered the coloncl.

Again he leant forward and touched the
switch which controlled the lights.
beamed forward, brighter tban ever, and the
man in the front car had to cover his cyes
with his hands.

“If my lamps don’t burst,” said the colonel,
“they won't be able to do much. I'll blind
them with the light!”

Whether through alarm or f[right or Dboth
the chase suddenly ended. For the driver of
the car in front took his machine on to the
grass heath that bordered the road in the
particular part they were in.

The car rocked unsteadily for nearly a hun-
dred vards, before it pulled up with a jerk.
The men leapt out, and ran tfo hide from the
glaring, blinding lights.
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But Colonsl Redhouss Lept them full on tha

car, and they could not ezcape it.

pulled up.

“I can sz you!™ roared the colonel, as he
“1 bave you covered!™
He held his hand for an instant in the beam

of the smaller Iamps, and it held somethinz
that glittered. Tommy Dodd gasped a3z he
saw what it was.

the colonel.

‘l.t was an ordinary silver-mounted pipe!
Come forward one at a time!” commanded

“Hands up, or—"

Utterly cowed, the men came [orward as

they were ordered.

luzgage-carrier
Colonel Redhouse quictly.

“You'll find some ropes and straps on the
at the back, Dodd!” said
_ “Tie ‘em up!™

The three juniors =ot about their work with

a right good will, and in fve minutes the
four men were safely trussed up.

“Now what are we going to do, sirl™ ashed

Tommy Dodd cheerfully.

the back of my car, and come

“Well, T'lIl take a couple of them alone in
back for the

rest. Hit ‘em hard if the others attempt o

cacape.
box!”

_There's a fine big spanner in the
said the colonel.

The spanner was proeured, and five minutes

later the three juniors were left to guard the

two men who remained.,

The colonel took the

other two with him.

He was back in an astonishing short time,

a village happening to be nearer than they
thought. y
constable, all pomp and pride at the responsi-

With the colonel came the villags

bility thua suddenly thrust upon him.

The colonel drove them back to the villace.
and the rascals were safely lodeed behind
barred and locked doors. |

'_“.'\mr. I'm no end obliged to vou fellows.™
said the colonel, as he led the way back to
th::- car,  “And, having settled with these
}rg;lt:?!‘h I feel 1 shall have to zettle with
“:;ﬂ.ﬂ; lnin sir! Quite all right, =ir! We've

O . " aplvpog '™ 1
limfd lfalsgil;.mﬂhl ourselves!” said Tommy

“Not a hit, sir. Had ¢ *» birthday!™
Cook nnthusin:timll;d Ay Y

“What about Dr. Chizholm?" succoested the
colonel innocently. E

“Oh, my hat!”

The juniors had entirely forgotten all abou?
thie Head. He would probably take a serious
view of their night out,. :

“I think I can settle with him, my boya'"
laughed the colonel. “Jump in—yon'll hay e
to spend the night in my place.” L5

Dodd was about to jump in the car, when
he suddenly remembered the burglar's 'I.h‘rt."

:-H|

+ What about the rotters' loot, sir?” Lo
said. ' -y
T:w colonel started.
“By Jove! 1'd forgotten all abont it b
i . L . a l.._lt. *
in the car, [ expect!” Ll
They returned to the heath, and. sure

cnough, the stolen goods were in two laroe
le:tthe-r* I:n_qi in the car the burglars had u-:r?l
The juniors spent the night in Colonel Red.

They | house’s mansion, and the oflicer went to Rook-

wood with them the next morning.
satd to Dr. Chisholm the juniors never knew
but the Head sent for them, gave them 1
sound lecturing, and then handed out .[-H-e:w
fnr Jimmy 'Silver & Co. and themselyes to
spend the day at Colonel Redhouse's Ill.m;inn
And a royal time the juniors had! ‘
As Tommy Cook said afterwards, it was
worth waiting a day to have a 'hirtl I'
apread like that one, ; i
ICFIGI}{'I Redbouse was
est, and not for many a day did To
Pﬂ[ld & Co. forget what h“}]‘l”‘“!‘llll:;_';I‘l-r
Lights Out " on Tommy Cook's hirltul‘n i

THE END,

What he

voted one of tha
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.

The Justice of Mr. Selby.

R. HENRY SELBY. master of the
Third Form at St. Jim's, sat at
his desk in the Form-room, with an

open letter before him,
The Third were at algebra.
At least, the Third were suppoicd 1o be at

algebra.  Reuben Piggot might be read-
Ng a sporting paper under cover of
hiz desk-lid. Leggatt and Butt might be
plaving poughts and erosses Wally D'Arey
and Heggie Manners might have their heads
together over a new catapult. Jameson

mizhit he gently interting a pin into the scat
of Curly Gibson's trousers. Curly might be
displaying his latest acquisition in the
I\htl.l{yh_‘ way to Jov Ff.i}l’lf,

But the Third were supposed to be at
Algebra, and it was partly Mr. Selby’s fault
Il that supposition was an unjustified one.

And one, at least, of the Form really was
hard at work on an equation. That one was
Frank Levison—Levison minor.

There were several reapects in which Frank's
chums considered him rather queer: and one
of them was his real liking for certain lessona.
He did not bar even the elassics with the
“'h“!l"hl"-lrll'ihll."h:i llf t]'h," Test nf his E'g:“l;
and he was quite on mathematics,
cspecially on algebra.

A8 Frank liked cquations, it was no par
ticular merit in him that he should be at
work when his Form-fellows, who did not
ke them, were taking advantage of Mr.
Selby's day-dreaming to idle away thelr time
¢p that hot and breathless afternoon. But
certainly it was nothing against him,

It was just like Mr, Selby, however, to drop
on to the one boy in all the Form who did
not deserve it at that moment. And that
was what he did.

“Levison minor!™ he rapped out.

“Yes, #ir!™ replied Frank. He bad just
rolved a problem about cattle, sheep, and pigs
being sent to market and being s=old at a
certain price per head in each ease, fetehing
L510 in all; the answer requiring the number
of cattle, and the number of sheep and pigs
sold to be stated. It was rather a catchy
problem, becaunse the solution suggested an
unliXely searcity of mutton, only one sheep
having apparently been disposed of ; and
Frank was pleased with himself for having
worked it out.

It may have been his pleasure that caused
his tone to seem to Mr. Selby altogether too
hright and cheery for a very hot afternoon
and o very perplexed and bad-tempered
master.

“Don't say *‘Yes, sir,” in that exceedingly
impudent manner, Levizon minor!” snapped
the tyrant.

“I wasn't impudent, sir,” answered Frank,
in surprise.

Everybody was attentive now. The cata-
pult was out of sight: the sporting paper had
disappeared; the game of noughts and crosses
was suspended; the Hawaaian stamp was
back in Curly's pocket; and the pin remained
barmlessly jn Curly's grey trousers, not

1
auden
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having penefrated far enough to make the
wWearer aware of its presence.

“If you dare to contradiet me, Levison
minor——  Ob, come here, and bring your
exercise book with you! 1 am sure that you
were not at work!™

Frank, sure that he had been, did not In
the least mind taXing up his work'to show
15. But Wally whispered to Reggie:

“The old Hun will have him some way or
Another, you see, kid!"

Wally was right.

Mr. Selby looked at the equations with sonur
disapproval. He was not going to give Frank
any credit for proving him in the wrong, o
he =zaid nothing about them. He fluttered
the leaves of the book, and something fell

grabbed at it as it fell. But Mr.

{Mat.
Frank
vd gradbed also, and it Muttered into

=Ciby 1
his han
“That’s private, sir!” said Frank, fMushing.

It's a letter from my sister!”

“You bhad pno right to be reading private
letters In class hours,” said Mr. Selby ncidly.
And he cast his cyes over the first page of
the letter as he handed it back.

It may not have been any real desire to
pry that moved him. More likely that glance
was dJdue to his natural tyrannieal spirit.
Rut, whatever it may have heen due to, It
fairly made Frank’s blood bhoil. For that

Jetter was really rather particularly private.

Urank’s sister Doris had told him in it what
they at home had thought of his recent
trouble when the full story of it had reached
them; and Mr. Selby’s eyea were about the
last in the world that Frank would willingly
have had scan those words.

“You've no right to look at it, sir!” eaid
Frank indignantly.

"Hold out your hand, Levison minor!"”
snapped the tyrant.

And he reached for his cane.

Ilp doing so he brushed a letter off his
UCSA.

Frank Levison was a little gentleman,
When he stooped to pick up that letter it
was out of politeness; and, in spite of hia
anger, he had no thought of retaliating upon
the master in kind.

But he could not help sceing that the Jetter
was signed, “Nora Graeme.”

The mean, suspicious mind of Mr. Selby
was quite unable to understand Frank. Mr.
Selby's face was livid with rage as he slashed
with all his foree at Frank's back, and he
cried as he slashed:

“Leave that letter alone, do you hear?”

Dodging from the blow of the cane, Frank
fell, and the letter fluttered to the feet of
Pigpott.

Piggott caught it up at once, and made a
creat show of handing it to the master with-
out the slightest glance at it. But HReuben
Pierott had learned to look out of the corners
of his eyes, and he also saw that clear, some-
what dashing signature.

Frank picked himself up, and went back to
his desk. Pigegott received Mr. Selby's growl
of thanks as if he valued it, and went back
to his.

A Magnificent New, Long,
Complete

TOM MERRY & Co. at
: St. Jim's.
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The incident had closed.
have a sequcl,

Hall an hour or =0 later the Third were dis-
miased.

“The old IMun!™ said Wally indignantly, as

Dut It was to

soon as Mr. Belby had gone., “As if you'd
look at his rotten letters! It would have
served him right if you had, for that matter,
for he Imtkmr ab yours!"

"1 never saw such a mean
Regele Manners said.

“Well, 1T did see the signature,
help I8 Frank replied.

"What, was 1t?" asked Jameson eagerly.

“Shut your head, Jamface!" =aid Wally
impolitely. “It's no bizney of ours!”

“Oh, don't pretend to be so dashed strait-
Inced, D'Arcy minor!” sneercd Diggott. “I
don’t mind saying that I saw the signature,
too, and I'm game to say what it was!”

“1'm not asking you, or anyone,” returned
Wally, with his nose in the a'r.

"1t wnsa *Nora Graeme,' wasn't it, young
Levigson?  Nice thing for old Selby to be get-
ting letters from nctresses! The Head ought
to know—that's my opinion!"

“Your opinion isn't worth the paper it's
not written on,” said Wally. “Come along,
you fellows!"

Frank, Reggle, Joe Frayne, Jameson, IHobbs,
and Gibson followed their leader out.

In the quad Wally said:

“Waa Piggy telling the truth, Franky ?"

“Well, It was the truth for once,” answercd
Frank. "I don't mind telling you fellows,
But, of course, it doesn't concern ns!l”

“T reckon it does a bit,” said Wally.

“Oh, rather!” agreed Regele.

“The old hunks can't go on like that!™ said
Jamesron,

“It'n & rotten bad example for us!”™ was
th2 opinion of the virtuous Hobhs,

“"Rats about example!” snorted Wally.
“Jolly likely to have actresses writing letters
to us, aren't we?” ' '

“As likely as old Selby,” said Curly Gibson,

"But Selby's had one, g0 that can't be
right,” Frank objected. g

“Of courze it ain't right! Like 'is jolly
cheek, I call it!"” Joe Frayne said.

“She may be his granddaughter, or—or
soracthing, though!™ Hobhbs suggested.

“Rats! He can’t have a granddaunghter
when he's never been married ! said Wally.

"Well, it licks me what anyone can sce
in him. Duat that's her look-out, I suppose,”
Frank said. *"It's a pity, too, for she looked
a really nice girl!"”

“For twopence I'd cut the old Hun out
myeself ! sald Reggie.

Wally at once produced two halfpennics
and a penny.

“Here you are, my son!” lLe said.
in and do it!" -

Reggie weakened.

"It might be better fun to track down old
Selby and sec him with her,” he suggested.
“"He doesn’t like being scen. IHe scowled at
us like one o'clock the other day.”

“I don't see how we can do that,” Frank
objected. “Not after I'd reen that name.”

Tne PEXNY PortiarR.—No. 256,
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the quad in a tear-
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He can’'t
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~You didn't fell us. That ead Rigey told

u:, and he pretended not to look,

“Wel, that docs make a bit a differ-
¢ree, Wally. I'm on, if you think it's the
square thing.”

“There he gots across
inz hurry!" said Jamcson.
bikes and ride over to Wayland.
stop us irom doing that, can hel”

“Kim on, you cripples!” Wally said.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Ructions !

K. SELBY found himsell just now
spending a small fortune in motor-
ing—as much as three pounds
within a week. “And Mr. Selby was

aot a man who liked spending money.

But the trains from Rylcombe to Way-
land were not very convenient, and the
tramn across the moor was tiring to a man
of his age and lack of activity, nand a
bicyele was hardly in his line. So when he
needed to go to the market town in a
hurry, as he did now, he would ring up the
local garage and have a car scnt along.

He rather resented the cxpense on this
occasion. He had been in two minds about
complying with Miss Graeme's request that he
should call upon her at her lodgings. Twenty-
four hours carlier he would have jumped
at it: but things had happened since then.

That « typewritten letter, zigned only by
the initials “N. G..,” which had taken him
to the stage-door of the Empire—the meeting
there with the person whom he took to be
Miss Graeme, veiled—the walk to the bridge—
the zoft words—the discovery, awful to re-
member, that the supposed veiled Iady was
no other than Ralph Reckness Cardew, of the
St. Jim's Fourth, in feminine disguise—all
these things had given Mr, Selby furiously
to think, as the French say in their own
lapguage.

ad Miss Graeme had anything to do with
the impersonation? |

That thought haunted him.

It was really a silly notion. The only pos-
sible justification for it was the diﬂlcultf'
of accounting for Cardew’'s knowing so much

unless he knew tho young lady. And, of
course., there were other ways in which he
might have found out.

As the car sped across the moor, ablaze
with the golden glory of the gorse, Mr.,
Selby’s mind was busy with the problem of
how he should find out whether Miss Gracme
had been in league with Cardew.

If he discovered that she had, he would
have no more to say to her; he was quite
determined on that point.

Not the remotest notion of why Miss
Graecme had written to him entered his mind,
although he was aware that she knew Eric
Kildare.

She was, in fact. Kildare's cousin, and she
was very worried because she thought that
she had been the means of getling Kildare
into trouble with Mr. Selby. From the little
she could gather, the skipper of St, Jim’s,
the boy who had made love to her when
he was a mere kid of Afteen and she three
or four years his senior, was in actual danger
of expulsion. %

Now, it happened that Mr, Selby had shown
quite at his best on the occasion when Miss
Graeme had made his acquaintance, and
she had naturally come to think of him
a3 a much more pleasant person than ho
really was, |

She felt surec that she could put every-
thing right between him and her cousin, and
to do that she was preparcd to trust him
with her own story—which she would hardly
have cared to do had she known him better.

That Mr. Seclby was very much disposed
to be pone on her had no doubt occurred to
her, It may have helped to make her con-
fident that she could work him round. DBut
she was not in the very least inclined to be
rone on Mr. Selby. She would have thought
the very nofion of such a thing absurd.

“Hallo! There's old Sclby in a motor-
car!” said Tom Merry to Manners and Low-

ther as the ear shot past them about hali-
way over the heath. :

~That's the third time I've seen him in
one during this week,” said Manners. “And
1 don't know when 1 ever saw him in_one
Lefore that.”

“The dear old fellow must have come into
4 fortune, and be in a hurry to et rid
of it before old age carries him off,” sug-
vested Monty Lowther.

“There's more in it than that,” remarked
Tom Merry, grinning cheerily. “They say
he's gone on a chorus-girl or something of
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the sort. And there's a queer yarn about
that Cardew made up as the girl last night,
and met the old boy in Wayland, and was
bowled out. Haven't you chaps heard it?”

“Not a bleszed word!" replied Manners.

“Same here,” said Lowther.

“Well, that's all I know. Gussy had got
hold of something, but you know how long-
winded the good little ass is. I hadn’t time
to wait and hear it all.”

“Looks as if there was something in it)”
Manners said thoughtfully.

“Hope so0,” rejoined Lowther.

“\Why on earth should you hope so?” asked
Tom. *“It wouldn't have been a surprising
thing if Cardew had got the order of the
boot for it, and I don't think any of us
want that."”

“T don't mean that I hope the yarn's
true, chump! I mean that I hope old Selby
has gone potty over some girl. Why, it would
be the joke of all the ages!™

“Come to think of it, there would be some-
thing a bit funny about it,” Tom admitted.
“Whew! He's left some dust behind him.
It's still with us, while his giddy car is
nlmost out of sight.”

The Terrible Three were going into Way.
land on an errand of their own, and they
were in no great hurry. They could do their
errand, have tea in the town, and get back
in plenty of time for prep.

“What-ho, there!” came a voice from
behind them, And Tom turncd his head, to
see Wally D'Arcy & Co., ridinf hard.

“Quite a crowd off to Wayland this after.
noon,” he remarked.

Wally & Co. ranged up alongside, as far as
the width of the road permitted.

“Nhat are you old fogzies after?” demanded
W;ﬂlr. with rather a note of suspicion in his
voice.

“We are intending to mind our oawn busi-
ness,” replied Lowther sweetly. “It isn’t
half a bad idea, my son. IDid you ever
fry ity"
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her. She would not have heard in  the
ordinary course of events: but her coming
to Wayland while on tour had disturbed tha
ordinary course of events, and had given
rize to new probhlems. X
The captain of 8t. Jim's rode straizcht to
the lodgings which Miss Grasme shared
with Misas Mandeville, the leading Ilady of
the “ Lights Down!” company. He had grown
reckless since he knew that he was in Mre
.S:;IIJ',F 'HI hands.

et the old Hun do his worst! That was the
feeling Kildare had. i M

What he saw at the door Le jumped
from his bike madz the blaod rush to bis
evea. ;

—

Miss Mandeville, fair and §a* and forty.
was standing in the doorway, looking dia-
tinctly annoyed: and confronting her, his
stylish Panama set at a rakish anagle. his
dissipated face flushed, was a man whom
RKildare had met once, and of whom he
had heard before Le met him.

Buck Williton, they called the fello:
he  liked y Ua ¢d th fill‘l.l, and

_HIL‘ name. He was a  raffiah
scoundrel-=gambler, bruizer., betting man
who had some of the manners and ¢ vonething
of the appearance of a gentleman. Nat the

veneer was very thun, and Nora Graeme had
scen through it at once.

Tllt.‘ "f-'ﬁifa‘ of Miss 5!&:1:11'\”1;‘ wWas sOome-
what high, and the gestures of Miss Mande-
Ville were distinetly theatrical.  She pointed
A rather large but very well-shaped hand to
the middle of the strect ns she said:

“You had better go at once, Mr. Williton!
[ Kpow all about you, and my friend Miss
Graeme Knows quite enough to have no desire
for the very doubtful honour of vyour
acquaintance. If yon hang about here from
morning to night you may see her, possibly,

but 1 will see to it that vou don't get the
chance to annoy her!” '

“Perhaps yYou wouldn't mind leaving the
task of dealing with this person to me, Miss

“Rats to you!” snapped Wally., “Come on,
you fellows! We aren’t in a funcral pro-

| cession, if these bounders are!l”™

“Irying to catch up Selby?” asked Man-
ners.

“Here, I sayr, do you know anything?”™
inquired Wally.

“Not n blessed thing!” replicd Tom Merrr.
“When we reach your age weé may per-
haps—"

“More rats!™ Wally snorted.  “Oh, come
on, you fatheads! "These Shellfish make me
tired !"

”"Iﬁ your machine also tired?”™ askced Low-
1er.

But Wally had not waited ta hear that
exceedingly poor pun. He and his licgemen
were already making another c¢loud of dust
for the Terriblo Three.

Before that dust-cloud had fairly died
away Kildare passed. He also was riding
hard.

He responded to their cheery greeting only
by a nod and a smile, and the smile alto-
goether Iacked its customary brightness.

“Kildare looks under the weather a bit,)”
remarked Tom.

“There's something up between him. and
Selby, and they do say the old Hun means
to make things hot for him,” answored
Manners.

“Oh, I've heard that varn, of course; butl
I don't believe there's much in it,” Tom said.
“Selby puts himself too much in the wrong
to start with. He can’t rcally do any-
thing.”

Tom Merry migit be sure of that. Erie
Kildare was by no means so surc.

But it was not about any trouble Mr,
Selby could make for him that-he was worry-
ing at the moment.

He had heard from home that merning,
and among the items of news in his letter
was that of the illness of his Aunt Mary,
the mother of Nora Gracme—or, rather, of
Nina Dalgleish, for that was the true name
of the young lady.

How serious the illness was Kildare could
only guess.  Whether he should tell his
cousin he did not know. He had done what
he could to persuade her to go home. It
was two or three years since the folks
there had scen her, or even heard from her,
except by an occasional letter with no
definite address. She had run away to go
upon the stage, and even now, after some
disillusionment, she was not willing to give
up her dream of fame as an actress.

Kildare was not sure whether he would
he playing the game in using the news he
had received as an argument to induce her
to go. But he was not sure that he would

I Lils

Mandeville ™ said Kildare, raising his straw.
The stout lady smiled upon him beamingly.
“Ha! The young Kknight to the rescue!'”

she said. “I will leave it to vou, Sir Eric.

with the greatest of pleasure!™

And with that she disappeared into the
house, only to reappear in about twenty
seconds at an upstairs window.

The gold stoppings of Mr. Williton's teeth
fairly glittered as he turned upon Kildare
with a wolfish smile.

“You again?" he said.
shall have to hurt vou
tinished, 1 see!™
“Unless you are down from those steps in-
side two seconds, 1 shall throw you down!'™
returned Kildare, in hot wrath.,

“Try it!™ snapped Williton.

Kildare's hands were upon him in a
moment. The hot Irish blood was thoroughly

“My good child, 1
bhefore we have

| up.

Williton, fit and in condition, should have
been more than a match for Eric Kildare.
though he was some couple of dozen vears
older. )

But he was anvthing but ft, and the
strength of the grip Kildare fastened upon
him took him ro completely by surprise, that
resistance was alighter than it micht
otherwise have been.

One moment, and Kildare was below him:
the next, and he sat upon the pavement,
dazed and Dbruised, while his  bovish
antagonist stood glaring down at him.

He _B::mmhlmi to his feet, convulsed with
rage, Just as seven St Jim's faes came round
the corner of the street. '

_"ﬂh. [ say! Here's a iolly row, and oll
Kildarg's in it!™ said Wally.,

“Hadn't we better clear?” asked Fronk
Levison. “He won't fancy our secing Yim—
may think it's spyine.”

But no one paid any heed to Frank's pro-
test.

Kildare did not see them. e did not see
the Tace of Mr. Selby at the window within
a couple of yards of himm, He saw nothing
but the furious countenance of his enemy,
and his fists were ready to batter at that
furious countenance il the fellow came for
hiim.,

But he did not want a row.in the strest.
ljc wanted very badly to make Buck Williton
feel the weight of his fists: but he would
prefer operating upon him glsewhere.

Perhaps Williton felt much the same.
fellow, though a bully, was no coward. He
did not fear Kildare; he longed to be at
him, and did not doubt his ability to lick

The

him, though he knew his own best days a3

he justified in saying nothing about it to | a fighting-man were over.
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‘“1 regret, Kildare, I must take Irom you your office of captain and prefect,’’ sald the Head qulotly. '* Moreover,

for a week to come you must consider yourself as gated.”

“You shall answer
hissed.,

“When and where you like!”
dare, as hot as he for the fray.

“1 don’t mean any tomfoolery about pistols
or swords, or any such rot!"™ sneered Willi-
ton. "These are what 1 shall use for your
puntshment !™

And he held up his fists,

“That will suit me," said RKildare, “1——"

“RKildare, T forbid it! You shall net fight
with that fellow!" spoXe the voice of Mr.
Eclby,

“"Your forbidding it wiil make no difference
to me, sir,” returncd the skipper of St. Jim's.
“"This i1s a matter altogether outside vour
authority!” '

A small hand was laid on his arm, and
he turned, to sce his cousin,

Williton leered at her, met the gaze of her
clear, fearless ¢yes, and then stalked away.

“Don’t anger Mr. Selby, Eric!™ whispered
the girl.

But Kildare was in no mood to be prudent.

He shook her hand off.

“What's he doing there?” he demanded.
“Hush! I ~

The girl paused. It was not easy for her to
explain., She knew her cousin’s pride, and
was certain that he would resent any inter-
vention on her part.

“Mr. Selby is no friend of mine, Nina, and
I can’t understand why you should make a
friend of him!"

Nina Dalgleish would have liked to say
that Mr. Sclby was no friend of hers, either,
and that she had no intention of making a
friend of him. But, unless Mr. Selby was to
hear, she could only say it in a whisper.
And she was proud, also,

to me for this'™ he

replied Kil-

(See page 10.) \

“1 think that I have a right to choose
my own fricnds, Eric!” was what she did
S<aY.

\lr. Selby heard that, and felt exultant.

“Oh, very well! But you don't expect me to
come in while he is there, of course!”

“That is as you please, dear boy!”

KRildare lifted his straw, and went withont
another word. He had forgotten for the
moment all about the news he carried.

the girl returned to him.

) I
“1 think I can make it all clear to

you in a very few minutes,” she replied.

“Excuse me if I take leave to doubt that!
There 1s 20 very much that calls for explana-
tion.” ~

Mr. Selby's tone was almost bullying, and
Miss Graeme did not like it at all.

But she remembered the necessity of
emoothing him down, for Eric's sake, and

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
The Wrath of Mr. Selby.

CANNOT understand this at all, Mlss
Graeme!” said Mr, Sclby fretfully, as

“she answered him with a smile.

“Let's begin at the beginning,” she said,

-“What is it that you would like explained?”

“That—er—Kildare called you * Nina.'"

“Oh, ves! That is my name—Nina Dal-
gleish, ‘Nora Graeme' s only for stage
purposes.”

“How comes it that he knows your real
name?"”

“Only because he happens to be my
cousin.™

HOII!“

Mr. Selby was fairly staggered. DBut thien

a wave of relief swept over him.
He had felt frantically, foolishly jealous of

Kildare, Now he saw—or, thought he saw—
that there was no need for that,
w"’l‘lmt surprises you, docs it not?" said
MALIHTE

“Er—yes, I must admit that It docs sur-
prise me, Miggs Dalgleish. If you do not mind,
I would prefer to call you by that name,
though the other is also charming, like its
bearer!”

It was quite a nicely-turned compliment—
for Mr, Selby.

But it was nol for compliments that the
girl was looking.

She wanted to get to business, so to speak.
When once she had contrived to put matters
straight hetween Mr, Henry Selby and Eric
Kildare ghe did not mind in the least if she
never saw the former gentleman again,

“1 do not mind at all,” she said. *“Now
that vou know——"

“One moment, please, Miss Dalgleish!
you—that is to say——"

Mr. Selby bopgled badly.

His nature was intensely suspicious, and
new doubts had now assailed him.

He was trying to remember whether e had
ever noticed any signs of friendship beiwecn
Kildare and Cardew. Of course, close
intimacy between a Sixth-Former and a
junior was out of the question; but Kildare
and Tom Merry were good friends, _n.nd FO WaA
Kildare and Arthur Augustus D’Arcy. In
matters of discipline Kildare made no differ-
ence hetween one junior and another: but
in other ways there was bound to be a

difference. i
Kildare was Miss Dalgleish’s cousin. Car-
dew had used some knowledge he had of Miss
Dalgleish to trick Mr. Selby in the most
Tiur PENNY POPULAR.—DNO. 24,
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- . whole thing a j must report him, will you cxplain exactly to think that he had no§ actually promiszd
audscious manner. Was the ¥ to Dr. Holmes how matters stand? I know | to hold his hand in Kildare's caze

_ , hem? : - :
put-up job among the three of t that Dr. Holmes is a good and kind man; That girl might regard what he had zail

“Ye - - * gaid the girl : : ] :
Taésﬁ::ﬁ{erqﬂc}b 1‘315 ‘i'.gird nlmgst blushed as| Eric has always thought so much of him.| as a promise, but Mr. Selby did not,

b drew from his breast-pocket a typewritten | When he knows it be will put things straight, H.}t the corner of the strzet iz encountercd

: ic i t to be told that Williton.
note and handed it to her. : I am sure. DBut Eric is no v r i -
- : about this?” he{ I have confessed to you, and through you See“ ere, old codger.™ bezan that gentle-
ntk?dn yvou know anything to the Head." man. “I'm not going— a
J 1 ne was harsh and authoritative,| . “Then it is to be our secret—yours and “Out of my way!™ roared Mr. Szlby: and

And his to el 3 - _ kg ,
“api i . . Selby was altogether | mine?” said Mr. Selby. looking as tender as | he gave Mr. Williton a push in the chest thas
in spite of himself. Mr J & he knew how, and making a futile attempt | sent him staggerinz off the I'M‘trlﬁc:ni 12

aster. i
tu‘%i:ﬂuc}ilﬁ;dukgogg to seize Nina's hand. : ‘.'v'"’tnn was taken so completely by sur-
:‘Nnt-hgug whatever!” she answered at “Yes, if you like,” answercd the girl, not | prise that he had no time to do anything
onee. too enthusiastically. more eflective than curse before Mr. Selby
“Read it, PIEHEU!" rnspl:'d Mr. Sl‘lbf: “Per- T will—er—you may dﬁ'pﬂnd upon me not | was round the corner and away. A

Lap: will show you that, directly or(to be too harsh with the young man,” 2aid Buck Williton followed. sn; rling like
fﬂiﬂ?‘ﬂtttf;;t you do know something about it!" | Mr. Selby graundly. Kildare's blood would | bad-tempered dog. Tt was not one j.lfk 3«1:1
“The girl read it, and her face showed a [ have boiled 1T he had heard. And now | Willitan's mood days. any more than it was

crneele between amusement and anger. about that foolish note?™ ' one of Mr. Henry Sciby's.
i "Bgt surcly—surely you did not believe| “I have already told you that I Eknow | Wally and his hand were not around the
that this came from me?" she asked, lifting | nothing about it. corner—Iuckily for them.

her violet cyes to Mr. Selby’s mottled| As she spoke Nina took up the typewritten | They had cleared off when ther saw Kil-

| = nance. letter from the table, and she could mnob| dare come awav. Mr’ 8Alhv's coming wh
3 ;:::equcer little red patches showed on the | suppress a smile of amusement as she thought | them woulg only have H-l:-lhtt ‘1'”::.:;;,., "i;:";
master's face, and between them the skin|of Mr. Selby’s going to the stage-door to| punishments: huf it would realls have hitirt
was vellowish. He looked older than his| meet her because of it. o | their feelings had Kildare considered that
vears, and very unattractive. \“Do you know a boy named Cardew! they were spying. _ :
“1 really do not see how I could bave| asked the master, with a staring glance at S0 the seven had repaired to a teashop

supposed otherwise,” he said. ’”".!" . x wgzie Mannerzs chancine W qs
'I?Eut is it likely that I should ask you to I cannot remeémber ever having heard the Hardly had ”‘;_L,}, Bas Lok tbi:t‘lt‘nlcltrra 'Eluf;:nt::-i

meet me at the stage-door? You must have [ name, and I am sure that I do not know him. | Tarrible Three came | . and , '
a very poor—" Why? Do you suspect him of having played another Lu'hh.:.1L .\nl.il h.‘ll‘;:.‘ll}'ﬂlit.h|£:tll!'|a‘ﬂ'}':f;;'ﬂ;;;

“Not ﬂt' all—not at all ! ITave you nnt tll[ﬂ trick on I'GU?" Three sat down before three Fourth-Formers

me to come here to see you?” “I do not merely suspect, T know that he | ovie P T S T2
A That is auite different. And it is on—* | did it! Worse than that, he had the un.| gpeey *0% major, Clive, and Candew—followcd
Mr. Selby interrupted her rudcly. exampled audacity to disguise himsell as a “Hallo, Ernie!” s2id Frank Levison eazerly

“Yon cive me your word, Miss Dalgleish, | young lady—to imperzonate you!" o Bp Rt 3 SeRr pra
t!:a:ﬂyLuE had nothing whatever to do with| A rippling peal of laughter startled and | mw“:i’f{;ﬁf”' repuied Levison major. =Got
that wretched note?” he demanded. shocked Mr. Selby. : ! “Not much. Remgie's t some.. t) hte

“I will give you my word, if you ask it,| He was prepared for surprise, indignation, ' ;.. ") o e BOL Somce, Lthough, &0
Mr. Selby. But I think that it is not quite—| almost any feeling but amusement.  Yet | &0y 0 LS 0 WIink You ¢an Bave Lot
that it is nof very nice or very kind of you | amusement scemed to be all that Miss| major said SOSIRL RV S LRALL UR TR, LBV L

. to ask it!” Dalgleish felt. | Frank took the profered coin eratefully

BRI LR PRI B ToAts in ), e She laughed until the tears ran down her ! Tpe Lwi.-'-an; W c;e ITEH!,LIII:II:‘:II ff?l? rﬁ{:tl[””}.

riqlet ¢yes. : | face, and Mr. Selby’s scowl grew blacker and “That's faore than my n'.u:l'n-r u'nnHi My
“My dear young lady—my dcar Nina—may | placker. mel™ ‘grimbled Regrio. “_l-nJ"”: :

. I call you Nina? Indeed, I did not mean to| <“Really, Miss Dalgleish!” he cxpostulated, | " oye iy poied feggic alanne .
distress you!" he protested. " Believe me| yimost spluttering in his wrath. : Tw\};1{_.“13.?-.;1:13':2 ?11*»,IL-r_1lb anﬂ ltt: Ltm':,‘ are
that—that—in short, that I would do all in| wpy  I'm sorry—I am, indeed! Dut I yout Lou just scowled at him when he cams

;I:l’;lﬂl;?l:g;"t'ﬂ save }’ﬂu fl'OIII. nnr tl'ﬂllblﬂ L) c?“‘gu't} hfl[} It~I TE:I.“)'; It 15 &0 IUHH!’ tDI "I t".n” i'l tlie “:I‘lit In 'l..‘ht‘t‘k fﬂl‘ those & hell-
iy .. g » s M t lin of[——" ﬁgh to f._'\”]“- 115 were '™ g1t ':-1,-'~. nnat

£ 'iﬂ'ilrl\‘-ﬂ?'rtcﬁlﬁnugoggt Fgg&:‘{;{:ﬂ}{hntrciili?; She broke into laughter again; she cnu‘!d{ unr-'.t:nn:thl'l:r. s herel”™ said Regeie, most

,:.ﬁ, fdﬂﬁﬂ me to ask more of you t'hougu not keep hersell from it, though she saw that | “They didn't follaw wusz, ass!™ rotorted

;\frlﬂps it should not."” ' it m;m?ud him, and she had no desire to | wWally, “But a fellow docsn't want his guddy
'"I W » - 1] lln t 1“. . l n'l:l‘-,:lr JII D t 0 COUTEM l l\j ~ [ I‘I‘ ; 1‘.‘_ "
e e A e souctiing. tha | , Mr- Seiby gritted his fecth. He could not | ™“Xnd here e ist™ said Hobbs, grinning,
There .t‘q‘ si::ngc-itlng-hnn}c l:‘.riE: = 111‘-—- bear to recall his complete taking in by Arthur Augustus D'Arcy, Jack ]?i.ﬂ..*_

mntters_ MBAVO ?‘ ‘:'t . y ﬁ““ls"l c—Y0 Ralphh Reckness Cardew. The scene was clear | Herries. and Diehy came in tozether.

I hardly know how to say it, bu before his mental vision, and it fairly bhorri- Gussy wore a new panama and orev
“Your cousin has certainly behaved to- P 1183) ore panama an h

: i fled him. In imagination, Miss Dalgleish was| gannela—the . ok : el
T oo anamne, [oF, which L,z 1| sceing 'that same sccne, and it made BeF | The-other thrte ore. a7 61 thibe. 01 the

h“}:d to ﬂg(‘.ll?ﬂ‘ AT N it r:. -LTI{ founded laugh. small crowd that had now gathered Cardew

S ralsaneentio It was. ‘lt R “This is too much!™ he thundered, just as| a5 the only one who could begin to compete

on a misconception ! It was nni sut VEIY 1 if he were addressing his Form. “I perceive '-i"it‘h Gussy in splendour {"trricw as usual

SRR DREL UL QIMILG ‘coma t:u t_hr: Sy r?l thsec that I have been grossly mistaken in you!| .- most stylishly attired ‘ Y Naasiuy &

o Risousiniof whom uc ja \er}mtnn_d, i .-:}3' Om 1 1 will go! I did not come here to be laughed '"‘H \llo.. Gas. old fathead'™ said  Wally
e has not seen for }cnrs.lt.aﬂ it llll'_'.m : at, and 1 will not_stay to bo laughed at!| crinnine 5, old fathead!" s: Y.

e B Yefural S eOELle oy Good-bye for ever, Miss Dalgleish ™ - “Weally, Wally, such a gweetin® in a public

1 me—liis refusal to recognise my z :
Sthonity “SOSREE T e snatehied up_ his hat and bolted, nearly | place is wathah off, you know! Blake, deals

authority—" : . . . 1 ! ,
- ' re rather overbearing, weren't | overturning Miss Mandeville, who was in the; boy, don't you think we had bettah go else-
TD!II%Hb IR o . . v passage—suspiciously close to the door, some | where! This shop scems to be ewowded with
% " AMr. Selby had to swallow something in his| People might have thought. fags!”

would not have borne with such a speech | drunk. Rage had gone to his head. growled Blake. “I'm staying, I know that!

from anyone else. DBut Miss Dalgleish wuas “ My ‘i‘-‘:“:-' your antique admirer scems a| The ices here are the best in Wayland!”

already a privileged person to him. trific ratty,” said Miss Mandeville. | 'The seven had already ordered ices. Tom
“I do not consider that I was, I did my| “I'm airaid bhe is,” replied Nina.  She | Merry ordered ices for himself and his ehums.

duty as a master at St. James’, that was| Wiped the tears of f““gh“—‘r from her eyes.| Cardew did ditto for the No. 9 trio, and

all.  But let us come to the point. What is| "But it doesn’t matter. I think I have put | Gussy for the quartet from No. 6.

it vou ask of me?” things straight for Eric. And it was such a Seven ices were brought in.

“There will be heavy trouble for Dric if | Joke!" . : yohehm'y “Four and three,” said Blake, “That's us
you report him to the headmaster, will there| “If there’s a joke going it's up fo you to| .4 dither vour lot, Tommy. or these other
not?" asked the girl, with a tremble in her | Share it, Kid, and I sltnll &ce that you do! ;:lmm_-- ; i . ‘

“Of that there can be no possible doubt,” | could have been the very ghost of a joke| «y TR o e AT Tt
said Mr. Sclby grimly. 1 in that lantern-jawed, leather-faced old ”'IH}‘::'}E}I;T:'l::;‘ftfitkﬂiu}.I“ curs:” Monty Loy

“You will not report him, will you?” johnnie ™ “They're jolly well ours!™ yelled Wally,

':Iﬁhiwulmy duwkﬁ‘;ﬁci'; t Y am ki t > We ordered first.” ; '

‘But when you K a 1is cousin : rone thinks we're mol e
EURRENE wautod. w0 tRte Mo, Inorderiito R PR LIV OHABTER, theﬁ}lnﬂpﬁtgngt?r l!:tt-]sti:llﬁt;:unqpﬁ;s Eﬁla?\grt; ﬁ:ﬁr
persuade me to return to my people, whom Mr. Selby Runs Amok. | well off it!" shrilled Rezeie. . :
I left to go on the stage—that makes a N JMalaysia it is quite a common occur-| “Hear, hear!" cried the other fags.
diffierence, doesn’t it, Br. Selby? I'm a rence for a man to dose himself with| -“Cardew got up in his languid way, and took
naughty runaway, you know, and Eric wanted the drug called bhang until he is prac-| the tray from the smiling waitress. He
to reclaim me. Surely, surcly, there wasn't tically mad, and in that condition to| placed an ice in front of Tom Merry, another

anything wrong in thatp” take his dagger—they call it a creese, but | in front of Monty Lowther., Then he handed
It was hard for Mr. Sclby to give up his|it is a dagger—and rush through the ci'owdt, :::;lefnenzlf to [!li'::'e. Blake, and Herries, and
revenge upon Kildare—for it was essentially | attacking anyone who gets in his way. Dig, and took the seventh himself. | |
revenge that he desired, Moreover,' he was| This is called “running amok.” A howl went up from the seven fags.
still jealous. He did not _ll_ku the way Miss When Mr. Selby came out of Miss Gracme's “What's this mean?” asked Manners major.
Dalgleish spoke her cousin’s name; he did | lodgings he was very much in the condition “Where's mine?” growled Levison major.
not like her evident anxiety about her cousin. | of the h_h;miz-muked Malay, and the course “Weally, Cardew, I considah this wathah
_ But hard 2as it was, he tried to do it;]| upon which he embarked was very much in | invidious, don'tcherknow!™ protested Guasy.

and some credit may be given him for that,| the way of running amok. “I'm horribly disappointed!” said '
“I—you are Esking me to shirk my duty, He could not bear ridicule, and he felt| dropping into Fhis 35{*1\3:0 <3 | thﬂu::htC:irdl?;:i
Miss Dalgleish,” he said weakly. that he hated Nina Dalgleish. His malice | arranged things to the satisfaction of every-

“I cannot see it in that way. But if you| against Kildare was moro rancorous than | one. The objaction, as I understand it. was
1HE PENNY POPCLAR.—No. 2% lever, and it was a great satisfaction to him | to the forgoin’ of ices in favour of ancestors
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—beg pardon, majors, of course! Wherefore.
accordingly and consequently, Manmers, Levi-
£00, an’ my noble kinsman were left out in
the cold—I shounld rather say the heat, per
haps—iceless. It is too late to remedy the
mistake—if any—as I see that evervone has
already started.”

icé-lnd Cardew dipped his spoon into his own

Wally & Co. jumped to their fect.

“Rush ‘em!™ roared Wally.

But at this moment another waitress ap-
péared with a big tray of ices.

They rushed her instead.

But as they grabbed a voice spoke.

“Desist at once! Your conduct is perfectly
disgraceful!™ .

The seven whipped round. They knew and
hated that voice.

The ten older fellows ceased to attend to
their jcea—that is to eay, seven of them
ceased to do ro, and the other three needed
not to cease, since they had been left out of
the distribution—and attended to Mr. Selby.

Never had he looked more acid. One might
almaost have imagined it possible o wring
vinegar out of him.

“'Wc weren't doing anything,
Wally, in injured tones

"1 have been watching yon for the last
three or four minutes. Your horseplay in a
public piace like this s simply intolerable—
a disgrace to the school you belong to!”

Now there was no customer at all in the
teashop except the St. Jim's juniors. Had
there been, their larking might have been
a trifle off the rails. As it was, there was
rcally nothing in it that anyone could fairly
object to; and the proprietress hastened
to make it clear that the had no ohjection.

"1 am sure the young gentlemen have done
nothing wrong, sir,” she said civilly.

" Hold your tongue!™ snapped Mr. Selby.

There was an audible murmuor of disap-
proval. On the whole, the juniors had a
higher standard:- of manners than Mr. Selby.

Cardew arose. )

“Are you quite sure, sir,” he drawled,
yon know how to speak to a lady?™

There was something in that languid draw!
which brought the blood to Mr, Selby's sallow
checks, There was something in the words
that made every Shellite and Fourth-Former
grin. All knew the story of Cardew's

sir!™ rsaid

“that
o &4 el g

aundacious masquerade, and all knew that the
cting of those words to Mr. Selby lay rathes
in that than their present application—
though there was sting enough even in that.

The facs looked aghast,
ren to Cardew for
thus?

“Go at once, all of soul” thundered the
master, pointing to the door and stamping his
foot in his rage.

Wally & Co. began to move towards the
door.

They saw the injustice of the command as
clearly as did the rest. But they were under
Mr. Selby's immediate authority, and they
knew what refusal would mean,

bearding their tyrant

— iy
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Tom Merry frowned slightly, and Gussy
looked distressed. Tom knew that [lat
deflance of a master, however wrong he might
bo, did not pay: and Gussy felt that it was
not quite the thing. -

“Nerry, yon rank as senior boy here,
grated Mr, Seldy. ~I1 command you to exer-
cise what authority you assume yoursell to
passess, and take your companions out—if you
can!”™

That settled it with Tom.

“1 haven't any authority at all that I can
assert here, sir,™ he said. “These fellows
are doing nothing against the rules, and if
I told them they had to go, they'd simply
laugh at me.”

“ At yon, or at anvone, Thomas, dear boy ™
said Cardew pointedly.

The infcetion af rebellion had seized the
fage. They had come to a halt just inside
the door.

Mr. Selby, his face contorted, was at'a
losz for words.

While he still hesitated as to what he
should say, a familiar figure crossed the
window of the shop. It was that of Kil-
dare.

The skipper glanced in, and saw at onee
that there was trouble in the air. In any
caze, he would net have shirked any trouble
that might be going: but just now he wel-
comed it. Kildare was much in the mood
of the traditional Irfshman, who is raid to
trail the tails of his voat on the ground
and defy anyone to step on them,

He walked in.

lgnering Mr, Selby aa  completely
thoush he were invisible, he addressed Tom
Merry.

“What's wrong here. Merry?™ he asked.

“Mr. Seiby has ordered us all out, Kil-
dare.” replied Tom quictly,
“An" we weally do not sce in the vewy

least why we should go,” added Qussy,

“In fact, we're not going,” said Ernest
Levison.

“1 have no! asked for your interference,
Kildare, and I will not put up with t!*
thundered the master.

“1 dom't know that I'm Interfering,” an-
swered Kildare. "1 merely asked what was
e matter. Now that 1 know, my opinion

' is that you are excecding your authority,

What would hap- '

“1 shouldn’t go if 1 were you, Xids,” drawled |

Cardew,

“1 say, Cardew!" breathed Tom Merry.

“*You will all g0, and at once!™ rasped the
master.

“Weally, Mr, Selhay—"

“Silence, D'Arey! 1 will not brook your
insolence!™

“1 was not goin' to be insolent, sir, 1 do
assuah you! 1 merely wished to weason with
you as one gentleman to anothah.™

"That's quite obviously n.g., Gusesy,” ob-
served Cardew.,

And there again was a covert hit at Mr,
Selby., The letter which had taken him to
the stage-door of the Empire had been signed
with the initials “N. G." It was a double
hit, too, for Cardew intended to imply that,
though Gussy was a gentleman, Mr. Selby
was not. But, taken baldly, the words could
have been made out to mean that D'Arcy
major was in no position to argue the point
with a master.

Mr. Selby saw that, and, though he got on
{o the implied meanings, he could not wcll
drop down on Cardew. In fact, he felt zome
difficulty in dealing with Cardew at all, and
would very much have preferred that that
junior had not been one of the crowd. _

Emest - Levicon looked the master straight
in the face. He had a feud with Mr. Selby,
and when his back was up he could be as
reckless as Cardew.

“I'm not going,” he said coolly. “There's no
reason why we should be ordered outl”

“Hear, hear!” came from Blake and Digby
and Herrles, Manners major and Lowther and
Clive,

|
{
| p
|
i
\

These fellows are not out of bounds; they

are doing nothing against the =chool rules;

and 1f you insist on thelr going T think

th a tight to know why you inaist.™

sXipper spoke coolly enough, but

he was as hot with rage as was Mr.
“They

have alrecady been told that 1
obicet to their borseplay here!™ rasped that
gentleman.

“There has been no horseplay, sir—nothing
that anyvone need object to,” sald the pro-
rietress, looking past the master to the
refect.

“Hold sour tongue!"™ snapped Mr. Selby
again. :
ile wasz almaost beside himself.

Kildare's lip eurled in scorn. He opened
his mouth to speak, but before he could
get out a word Mr., Sclby rushed at him
lixe a madman.

The captain slipped naside. AMr. Selby
pluncged on—right into the big tray of lces
which the waitress had sct down on a
chair.

There was a mighty erash. The tray and
the ices and Mr. Sclby mingled together on
the floor.

“Yow'! Yooop! You shall repent of this,
Kildare!™ howled the furious muaster.

“la. ha, ha!" roared Shell and Fourth
and Third in unison.

“Oueht to eool him a bit!" murmured
Cardew. “An’', by gad, he needed it!”

‘Petter clear now,” gaid Kildare quictly.
“This is no place for us.”

At his word they went withoul a pro-
test.

Kildare wailted till all had passed him.
Then he said to the nroprietress:

“1 will settle the bill, madam.”

“0Oh, don't trouble, sir,” she answered,
plainly distressed. *“It is really of no con-
sequence.”

But Kildare
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insisted. And he paid—not
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THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Decidedly Not Cricket!

i HE Bead wants to see you, Mr
Kildare.” said Toby Marsh, the
School House page.
Kildare had been expecting that
summons for nearly twenty-four hours.

He rose from his chair.

“This s where I get It in the neek,
George, old man.” he said to Darrel, who
had been taking tea with him. ot~

“Can I come with yvou, Eric? I'm in this,
really, you know. 1If Sclby has reported you,
:m can bhardly have been off reporting me,
oo

“I don't see how yon can come without
being sent for. But it's likely cnoufh yon
will be sent feor befeore it's over. hope
rot, though. There's more in this than you
know of, and a heap more than youWe been
coneerned with.™

He went, and Darrel retreatpd to his own
study, to wait in meody expectation. Dut
it was not for himsclf that George Darrel
wWas anxious.

Kildare found Mr. Railton with the Head.
The Schoal House master was Dr. Holmes®
right-hand man, trusted far beyond any
':J‘!lu:r member of the tutorial stall of St

im'e,

He was al:o Kildare's very good friend.
Their watures were akin in many ways,
and ever since Eriec Kildare had reached the
Sixth the relations between them had been
close and cordial.

Nevertheless, Kildare was not exactiy glad
to sce Mr. Railton there at that moment.
Ho would rather have been put through it by

| the Head alone.

"Yon sent for me, sir,” he raid, stand-
ing up straight, not defiantly, but with no
slgn of fear or of a guilty conscience.

lHe conld not justify all his dealings with
Mr. Selby; but, apart from these, he had
nothing at all to reproach himseclf with.
And for anything he had said to the Third
Form master he was absolutely unrepentant.

“"Yes. A very serious report has bheen
Inld agalnst you, Kildare! You have no
need Lo ask by whom, 1 suppose?”

The Head's face was stern, but not quite
implacable. Doth these men had o deeply-
root¢d and well-founded falth in Kildare.
He might have done wrong., Anvone may do
wrong., DBut they thought it impaossible that
he should have done dishonourahly.

“Ny Mr, Selby, no doubt, sir,” =aid Kil-
dare quictly.

“"Mr, Selby reports you for breaking hounds
specially set, with strong reason. He reports
you for llllrﬁrtlllrllﬂﬂ to him, and for inciting
other  juniors to  rebellion  against  him.,
1t In a heavy score, Kildare! And there is
more yet. I desire to speak with all
restraint, and I would not east a slur upon
anyone, DBut youn must surely be aware that
a friendship between a senior at this or any -
school and a varlety actress Is ecarcely per-
missible."”

What a great gentleman the Head was!

That waa Kildare's thought.

The stern brow had not relaxed. There was
an unwonted tightness about the firm lips.

| But the manner in which the whole thing

was put—could It have been more nicely,
more  delicately done?  There was not a
word that could be construed as offensive
to Nina, even though the Head did not

know anything about her real relationship
to Kildare. »

And he did not know. What Mr. Selhy
had done was most deeidedly not erieket.

Hle had persuaded himself that he had
made no promise to Nina Dalgleishi. But he
must have known that in reporting Kildare
withont saying a word about the extenuating
circnmstances he was not playing the game.

Mr. Railton’s eyes met Kildare's, with
something like a look of appeal in them.
The younger master really longed to hear
some explanation that should clear this hand-

some, clean-run youth whom he had come
to like so well,

“It is true that 1 broke hounds, sir, and
I am sorry for that,” said Kildare. “1I think
you know that I would not lightly trans-

gress an order of yours. But 1 had a very
special reason.”

only for the seven ices partly consumed, |  “Give, me that reason, Xildare, and 1

but also for those in which-Mr. Selby had
wallowed.
When he turned Mr. Selby had ceased
from wallowing, and had departed.
Kildare went, with a frowning brow,

as junior and @as senior. Ile wondered
whether he would ever enter It again.

Thinge looked very much as if his number
iwuuld eoon be up at St. Jim's!

He
had been in that shop hundreds of times,

can. overlook that offence, at least, though
I do nét like the Empire at Wayland or nf:r
of its associations.”
Kildare's face was becoming more troubled.
He could not give his reason. It would
be betraying Nina,

He was angry with her. e had not seen -

her since they had parted at the door, after
lhiu encounter with Buck Williton. It was
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hard for Kildare fo sulk, but he had been
somethiing very like sulky during the last
twenty-four hours. .

"1 am afraid I can't give it, sir," he eald.
“Will you take me on trust? On my honour,
I believe that if ever the time comes when
I can tell you the story—as I would do now
{ only I were concerned—you will hold me
olameless.”

“That is vague, Kildare, and I do not
ke wvaguencss. But I have high faith in
You, and 1 will consider whether 1 can
streteh that faith as far as you ask, 1
cannot do so, however, unlezs this associa-
tion is given up at once and entirely. I
must insist that you hold no further com-
munication in any way with this roung lady.”

“But I assure you, sir—="

“I do not need assurances that she i3 a
young ladf. and it to bhe your friend—in
different circumstunces. 1 only say that as
things are the friendship i3 impossible. You
must give me your word, or you must
resign your oflice as eaptain.”

“L can't give it, sir! I resign.”

“1 regret that. I must also take from you
your ofllce as prefeet. If you are not fit to
captain the school, you are not fit to exercise
authority at all!” -

“And do you think that I am not fit, sir?
Do you think so, Mr. Railton?" .

Kildare felt this very keenly. It was not
£0 heayy, in a sense, as he had anticipated.
He had feared that Mr. Selby’s report would
have meant something very like expulsion.
It was cvident that the Head had not even
thought of that, for which Kildare had his
clean record to thank, no doubt. J

Mr. Railton spoke for the first time since
the senior had entered the room.

I should have answered *No ' without the
slightest hesitation an hour ago, Kildare,” he
said, “Now I am compelled to admit that
I have my doubts. The line you.have taken
with regard to Mr. Selby peeds a good deal
of explanation.”

“That at least I can explain,” said Kildare,
flushing. “I wlll not say that I think I have
been right all through; but I must say that
I have had much provocation. What exactly
5 Mr. Selby's authority over me?”

It was rather a poser for both men. They
knew how unfitted the master of the Third
wai to exercise authority over anyone, and
the Iead would have received his resignation
with quiet  joy., Mr. Railton would have
preferred that his sour-tempeced colleague
shiould not meddle at all with the seniors or
the middle Forms. The Head had given Mr.
Selby more than one broad hint that such
meddling was unproflitable.

But Mr. Selby was a St. Jim's master.
Discipline in any school calls for recognition
of the fact that any master ranks any bhoy.

“Mr. Selby naturally cannot be expected to

sce the school rules broken without inter-

vening, Kildare,” said the Head, after a
brief pause. :
“Oh; I see that, sir! He has the right o
speak to the breaker of rules and to report
him—not, I believe, to punish in the case of
any scnior. And I am suro that he has no
right to sneak and spy—to—"
“Kildare! - This outburst of { assion will not
jerve you!l" said the Head warningly. -
Kildare checked himself by a great effort.
“As to the charge of inciting juniors to
rebellion,” he said, in a much cooler tone, "I
have a complete answer to that. They were

- doing nothing wrong. There were seventeen

of them in all, and they were taking ices
at Merrell's in Wayland High Street. That
is within bounds, and the place is one of good
class, Mr. Sclby came in, accused them of
disgraceful horseplay, and ordered them all
out. They denied that they had been guilty
of horseplay, or of any unbecoming conduct,
and Mrs. Merrell, who was there, supported
their statement. Mr. Selby was grossly rude
10 her. I told him plainly that I considered
he was exceeding his authority. In the event
[ told them to go, and they obeved me,
tym;gt'l they were not willing to obey him.”
Again the two mastars looked  at one
another. They knew only too well how
tyrannical Mr. Selby was. But they could not

say 80. They did not know the whole story

cyen now. Mr. Selby had said nothing about
his c¢rash amid the ices, and Kildare had also
leftt%nt nut.th

“Who were the juniors concerned, Kildare?"
asked the Head. i '

Kildare paused a moment before Teplying,
‘tﬂ'mﬂkﬂ suro that he had all the names.

: Mer'rj', Lowther, Manners major, Blake,

-

D'Arecy major, Herries, Dighy, Levizon major,
Cardew, Clive, D'Arcy minor, Mauners minor,
Levison winer, Frayne, Jameson, Hobbs ond
Gibzon,” be said then. And the Head nodded
upplrm'nl of the business-like manner of the
Tepiy.

{:t_ Jim's would not casily find another
skipper so well up to his duties as Lric Kil-
dare—Dr. Holines realised that.

“Thare is apother mattir, Kilddre,” said
the Head. “You were rot alone on your visit
to that music-hall?"

“No, sir. Darrel was with me."”

“Parrel knows what you fecl that you
cannot tell us.”

“Yer, sir.”

“And be went with yon a3 a friend?”

“Yes, cir. If there was to be trouble, he
felt he would rather be in it with me."”

“Very well. I will say no more on that
score, except that I cannot accept any nomi-
nation of Darrel for the captainey should it
he neceszary to hold a fresh clection. For
the present I shall appoint a temporary cap-
tain—-AMonteith or Baker probahly !"

“Thank you, sir—though 1'm sorry that von
should think Darrel disqualified for the post.”

“He broke bounds, and he can hardly bho
spid to have had the rame excuse that sonm
had, though hils motlive may have been in a
s¢cnee a higher one. Now, Nildare, 1 am.
going to impose on you a condition that you
may find very irksome. For a week to come
you must. consider yourselli as gated.”

The senior's face fell. How could he acecept
that condition? - He simply must see Nina
again!

Do you require a promisze from me, siel”
he asked, in a low, troubled voice.

“I do not. But I warn you that you wil!
break gate at the peril of expulsion, Kildare!
There are limits to the extent to which even

n fellow who bhas deserved and been given

o much trust ns you have may transgreas,
Do not answer me—only remember what I
say. You may go." :

And Kildare went, feeling very sorrowinl
and heavy-hearted.

Mr. Selby had done hiz worst, and the worst
was pretty bad.

S — —

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
A Challengo !

66 OU musin't do it, Eric!™ said Darrel
carnestly,
“My dear chap, I simply must !

We're not Kids, you and I. Wg
may be treated as mere kids here "—Kildare's
tone was bitter—*"but outside there we rank
with men, and we must behave as men. This
{ellow has challenged me to meet him with
the zloves on, and I'm bound to do it!'”

“And you want me to meet this man
Rosher, who has been along, and arrange time
niflgl;.l_ place for the pulping process? Is that

“That's the slze of it, George.”

“I don't think you can ask me anvthing
I wouldn't do for you, old man,” said Darrel
carnestly., “DBut 1 wish you'd do something
for me!"

“Of course I will, dear boy!”

I ‘:}Witlmut knowing in advance what it 15 (o
]E-I. ¥

“Well, hardly that. I smell a large rat,
George !

“I want vou to let me take this fight over
ior you.,"

“Thought =0. DBut it can’'t be did, old
bean!”

Darrel shrugged his shoulders.  He had
had little hope. In Kildare's place he would
have done as Kildare did.

“I'll see Rosher,"” he said. "ITe’s just such
another cad as Williton, minus some of the
varnish; but I can stand him—{or five
minutes, May I go and sce your cousin?”

“I was going to her myseli to-day.”

“That's risking the boot!”

“And the fight's making it somelhing like
a dead cert. But 1've got to go through with
it, You can go and see Nina, though,
George. I'd like her to know the very bes
chum a fellow could wish to have, old man!”

Further argument was useless, and Darrel
went without acother word.

The decision of the Head as to the cap-
taincy did not trouble Darrel. He had no
wish to take his chum's place as skipper of
St. Jim's. DBut he would dearly have liked
to take his place as the opponent of Buck
Williton.
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And he was not enlirely withou! Lopes of
bringing that about.

Kildare was 2 hefty boxer: but Darrel was
nis supenor. Darrel, quiet and anrthing bu
gquarrelsome, wa3s n barn fizhting-man, N
oneg at Sto Jim's could touch him ia tia
line,

He was not without hope. Going to see
Rosher mizht bring him into contact
Wiliiton, and the generally pacife and good-
wmpered Darrel was guite ready to pick 3
quastel with that individual.

Roshier was a {eliow who had lately come
to Warland, and who tnent meost ¢
piaying billiardz 2pd lamenting the abzurd
limitations put upon e drink traile. Darrel
found nim at the Boll and Magpie, after try-
g for him at what was perhaps the un-
likelieat place in the town for him execept
at night and at meal-times--his lodginga.

The Bull and Magpie was not at all in
Darrel’s line. Bu! he was ready fo put up
with more than that for the sake of his
chum, .

Mr, Rosher was engaged in a hundred up
with a gentleman of s own kidney, whom
Darrel bad no diMicalty in identifying as
Williton. 0

'..““;: are Mr, Rostier ™ said the prefect.

hat's my name. What's yours, cocky "

“Darrel. 1 have come to you from Kildare,
of St. Jim's."

“With an apology, T s'pose

“Then you suppose wrongly!™

“ Buck, the Kid means to Night !" sald Rosher,
aZrinning.

- Mr. Williton showaid Lis gold-stopped teeth
in A unpleasant smile,

10°s as well for him!" he said snceringly.

“1t wouldn't be nice if I went alonz to the
place whare he sits en o form with other
little boys and scrawis on his little slate, and
hanled him out by the se-ull of the neck, and
gave him the hiding he's spoiling for, would
-

Darrel’s pgorge rose.. MHe slepped up to
\Williton.

“You've an uncommonly good - conceit of
yoursei{!” he said. “Do you think vou could
thrash me?"

Williton looked him up and down with a
scornfii leer. There was little in Darrel’s
appearance (o snazest the punch that he was
capable of hending out., He was well-built
ard athletic: but so are many fellows who
have not a tenthh part of his lighting
ability. ;

“I den't think—1 dashed well Know!™ said
uek Williton.

“Then I shall be very glad o give vou the
opportunity,”™ Darrel replied quietly.

“T'Il attend to you after I've given your
pal his dosa.”

“1'd prefer it before, thanks!™

“How long do you reckon 1 mean to hang
about here? Not after the cnd of this wecek,
you bet!”

“But if you're going to take on both of
us it is really a very small matter which
comes firat.”

“Well, there's something in that, my lad,”
replied Williton. “What do you say, Bill?
You can fix up for both little affairs. Don’t
be long about it.” He turned to Darrel. “T'l
se¢ you again when you come along for your
little bit,” he said.

Within five minutes Darrel had left the'
Bull and Magpie, feeling much happier,

He believed that if he could meet Willi-
ton on Friday, as he had arranged to do,
there would be no chance of that gentleman
having anv desire to face Kildare on Satur-
day—the date fixéed for him,

What Kildare would say about it he did not
know. What he should say to Kildare he
hardly knew. Of the outcome of it, as re-
garded himself and his place j.’ll- F-t.i Jim's, he
was very uncertain, But, in spite of all
doubts, he felt happier.

He went from the Bull and Magpie to Misa
Daleleish's diggings. But the young lady way
out with Miss Mandeville, and Darrel had to
come away without sceing her.

His disappointment” was not intense. TMe
had wanted to meet Kildard’s cousin; but
there would have been a very real difficulty
for him in the question how muchh or how
little he should teil her.

The whole affair was a tangle: and Dar
could only guess how i1t would end. Anothe
story must tell of that, however.

Lh ]

THE END, . <
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