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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Running the Gauntlef!
&“© TURN out, yeu fellows!”
; of * the
ave-the

e B
rightful leader, raised no objection. -
' ‘Candle-ends were lighted in thie Remove
dormitory. and pyjama-clad figures turned
out in full foree.

Even the slackers of the Form—Lord Maul-
everer and Billy Bunter—took an active part
in the proceedings.

The oply fellow who remained in bed was
Dennig Carr. the new boy, whe was the cause
of all the commotion.

Dennis watched the preparations of his
schoolfellows without turning o hair, though
his heart was beating quicker than usual.

“Listen, you fellows!” said Vernon-Smith,
ag the Removites lined up along the centre
gangway between the beds. * We are giving
Bp our beauty-sleep to-pight in order to
punish a beastly cad and a rank outsider!”

“Hear, heari”

“This new kid has got to “be taught a
severe lesson!” continued the Bounder. “In
eage any of you are not familiar with the
facts, I will sum them up briefly. Carr has
been two days at Greyfriare, and in that time
he bas been guilty of three big offences,
Féﬂmy,‘ he kicked Bolsover major—"

. “Qonfound him!” growled Belsover.

“Secondly, he.gneaked to Quelchy because
Wharton refused’ to give him a place in the
touring-party—" 2 o

“Shame!” m s :

“ And lastly, he went behind eur backs and
wrote a letter to his pater, whe is an
education: official, thereby ecausing all future
tours to be cancelled!”

At this, a perfect babel of voices arose,

“'The cad!” 2
i “The Hund®

“Fhe beastly traitor!”

“Slaughter him !”

“Toss him in a blanket!”

“Make him run the gauntlet!”

Dennis Carr spoke for the first time,

“How jolly polite!” he caid. “I don’t seem
to be exactly popular!”

Vernon-Smith frowned.

“You'll have proof of
he said. “Yank him out of bed, you fellows!”

Violent hands were laid upon Dennis Carr.
The bedclothes were thrown back, and the
new boy was dragged out without ceremeny,
and bumped upon the floor. -

1t was thought that Dennis would offer no
resistance against o many aggressors.

St o} hghting-man,—
arton, the £ o5 ior-had show:

that in a minute!”

A Splendid New Story, dealing
with the Adventures of HARRY
WHARTON & Co. of Greyfriars.

By FRANK RICHARDS.

-

But the Removites had not made suflicient
allowanee for the new boy’s fighting spirit.

1h an instant Dennis Carr was on his feet,
fichting like a wild-cat. -

He was a siimeyoath; and not an expert
i ds eontest with Bolsover
. But the unexpectedness of
his attack caused his assailants to fall back.

“Yow!” gasped Ogilvy, caressing his nose,
which was streaming red. “Hold him down,
somebody! He's mad!” =

For a time the new hoy’s fists did great
execution, but only for a time.

The Removites attacked him in .relays, and
presently he gave way hefore their sweeping
onrush, and measured his length on the fioor.

«git on him!” panted Vernon-Smith.

“Yes, rather!” said Beb Cherry,
Biily Bunter here!”

“Ha; ha, ha!”

Billy Bunter did not relish the task of
pinning the new boy to the floor, but he had
ho ehoice in-the matter. Yrank Nugent and
Johnny Bull and Hurree Singh dragged bim
forward, and his weighty, podgy form was
dumped upon Depnis Carr, who was nearly
sufiocated under the pressure. =

Vernon-Smith turned to Harry Wharton.

“Bring

“It’s up to you to say what his punishment |

shall be,” he said.

Wharton reflected. g

“Hanging wouldn't be foo bad,” he said,
«phut I believe it's forbidden!”

“Ha, ha, ha!” cbuckled Bob Cherry. “1
helieve it is!? = =

“Ihen, supposing We muke him run thed
gauntlet?”

“Hear, hear!”

“Give him beans!”

The Remove being  unanimous on the
matter, Vernon-Smith ordered the fellows to
arm themselves with pillows, bolsters, knotted
towels, and other weapons. =

Bolsover major dragged a sheet frost his
bed, and tied a hard slipper in one end of it.

The juniors then lined up in two rows, Dick
Russcll being posted on the landing to give
warning of the approach of any prowling
master or prefect. ‘

Dennis Carr was nearly purple in the face
by this time.

“You can get up,
Wharton.

Billy Bunter rose to his feet. His progress
was considersbly helped by a savage kick
from Dennis Carr.

“¥Varooooooh ! yelled Bunter.

“Never mind, Bunty!” said Squiff.
pay him back for that, with interest!”

Bunter,” ‘said Harry

“We'll

all!

PDennis Carr stood np—a handsome figure, in

spite ofithe damage which Bolsover major's
fists had caused to his face

The new boy faced his schoolieilows wilh
ffashing eyes.

*Go abead!” he said contemptaously, “Let
ma have it hot! You'll be perfectly safe
fror retaliation; as you happen 1o be ferty
to onel” 2

“Phis is a Form punishwent,” said Harry
Wharton sternly, “And in a Form punish-
ment the numbers engaged don’t count!”

“Phat’s one of the queerist notions of fair
play 1've ever heard!” said Dennis Carr.
_“Oh, let’s get to busiuess!” said Bolsover
major impatientiy. .

“Come along, Carr!” commanded Harry
Wharton. “You’ve got to run through these
two lines. And the guickep you de it, the
less likely you are to get hurt! All the same,
1 won't guarantee that you'll come throngh
unscathed.”

“I won't runit”

“Fhen we'll make youl”

“Every prisoner—1 suppose I'm 2 priscner—
ha¥ a right to speak in his own defence,” said
Dennis Carr. “I've not been given a fair
trial—in fact, I've not been given a trial at
You haven't asked me for my explapa-
tion——"

“You couldn't give one!ly growled Peter
Todd. “At least, not a satisfactory ‘ene.”

“0Oh, yes, T could!”

There was a snort from Bolsoyver major

“He’s trying to wriggle out of his punisi
ment!” he exclaimed. “He wanis to wast
a lot of time in jaw, hoping that a master
will come on the scenc belore we get to
business!” % ;

“That’'s so!” said Skinner. *We’'ll make
him run the gauntlet first, and listen to s
explanation afterwards!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Harry Wharton conferred for a moment
with Vernon-Smith, and then turned to the
prisoner. 2 ¢

“Go ahead with your explanation!”-he said.
“But we reserve the right to cut it sheit
in the middie, if it’s too long-winded!”

“Very well,” said Dennis Carr. “1 plead
guilty to'the three charges laid against me.
At the same time, I maintain that 1 am per-
fectly justified in acting as I did!”

“Rags!”

“Cut it out!”

“In the first place, 1 kicked Bolsover
major. Well, all’s fair in love and war—and
that was war! In a friendly hout with the
gloves I should never dream of kicking my
opponent. But that wasn't a friendly bout.
It was the real thing. And a fellow who
fights with kid-gloves on is a dashed fool{”

{Copvright in the United States of America.)
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S | dbn't foltow your line of argument at
all,” said Harry Wharton. “A fellow who
kicks another, in whatever sort of fight, is

£ éa}si,ng like a slum hooligan!”

ennis Carr shrugged his shoulders.

_ “We'll agree to differ,” he said. = “The
second charge against me is that I sneaked
to Quelch. I did what any sensible fellow
would have done in the circumstances. You
refused to give me a place in the touring-
party—in spite of the fact that you knew
me to be worth one—and I appealed to a
higher power, in the hope of getting fair
ptay. That’s that!”

“A fellow who carries complaints to a
Form-master,” said Harry Wharton, “is a
sneak, and should be dealt with as such!”

“Hear, hear !

Dennis Carr saw nothing but accusation and
condemnation in the faces arcund him. But
he went on steadily: = : .

“The third, and what geems to be the most

serious charge against me,” he said, “iz that |

I wrote to my father telling him there was
more play than work in the Greyfriars
routine, That was perfeetly correct, and 1
defy anyone to contradict it!”

“ Whether it happened to be correct or
not,” said Vernon-Smith, “it was a caddish
thing fo tell your pater. You knew that,
being an education officer, he'd take .the
matter up, and cause the Head to stop all
tfuture tours. In fact, that’s why you wrote
the letter.” -

“I admit that.” S

“You admit writing to your pater by way
of revenge for being left out of the team?”

“Certainly! If Wharton had given me a

i ) this wouldn’t have happened.
When I'm treated unfairly, I always hit
back. It's a much better policy than
turning the other cheek.” s

By this time the
thofoughly impatient.

Depanis Carr bad not quite finished his
explanation; and he didn't have time to
finish.

Half-a-dozen juniors dragged him forcibly
to the end of the lines, and Skinner set the
ball rolling by bringing dowm his bolster
with a terrific force on the new boy’s head.

For a moment Dennis stood stunned.

“Run!” urged Mark Linley, the oply fel.
Jow who recognised possibilittes of good in
Dennis Carr. “Don't stard still, man! Get
it over!”

A couple of knotted towels, one on each
side, came into execution; and Dennis stood
not upon the order of his_going, but went
at once. e

And, as he wenb

Removites were

wced juniors rained

blow after blow upon his pyiama-clad
figure =

“He, he, he!” cackled Billy Bunter. “Let
him have it hot!” :

Biff! Thud! Whaek!

Dennis Carr staggered through the lines
under a deluge of blows, leavy and
stinging. %

One or two fellows, who saw that the new
boy was being punished . to excess, dis-
creetly held back. Among these were Mark
Linley, Lord Mauleverer, Sir Jimmy Vivian,
and the kind-hearted Alonzo Todd.

At the far end ‘of the lines
major stood waiting.

No one had seen the bully of the Remove
tie the slipper into his sheet, or his action
would cerbainly have been condemned.

His face pale as death, his hands tightly
clenched, Dennis Carr came on.

Bolsover carefully measured the distasice,
and them, swinging the loaded sheet hehind
his head, he brought it down with savage,
relentless force on the vietim. -

The slipper struck Dennis Carr on the
temple. The new boy threw up his hands,
and pitched forward on his face.

In the general excitement, no one was
aware, even at this pass, of the extent of
Bolsover's brutality.

The majority of the fellows, furious at
having been deprived of their sports tours,
elamoured for Dennis Carr to be sent back
“through the lines.

“Send him back!” bawled Skinner.

“Yes, rather!”

“I missed him last time!”

“Same here!” :

“Make him run again!”

In the midst of the clamour, Mark Linley
ran to the spot where Dennis Carr had
fallen. 5

The Lancashire lad dropped on one khee
beside the prostrate junior.

“That's enough, you fellows!” Mark
Linley's voice rose clear and ringing above
the tumult, “He's fainted!”.

“Batsl” ]

Bolsover
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“He’s only shamming!”

“That -was only the firgt
said Bolsover major. “Pick
give him .a fresh start!”

The Remove were out for scalps, Very few
of the fellows realised that Dennis Carr was
not in a position to receive further punish-
ment. -

Pillows and bolsters and knotted - towels
were swinging impatiently in the airs

Mark Linley rose to his feet and don-
fronted the clamerous crowd. :

“Stand back!” he shouted. “Don’t be a
set . of cads! Cam't you gee hes Had
enough?” -

The uproar gréw in volume.

“Hark at him!” 5=

“Hark at the factory-ead!”

“He's backing up the pew kid!” *

“Birds-of a feathef,=bf course!” sneered

ingtalment!”
him up and

‘Skinner. 3 5
Mark Linley stood fizpr, =
“Stand back!” he irepeate

overdone it alreadyt Uf an
finger on Carr, he'lk get hurt!”

Bob Cherry strode up to Mark Linley,
and gripped him by the arm. :

“Don’t be an ass, Marky!" he muttered.
“You can't fight the whole Form! Besides,
that kid’s only shamming!”

“He isn't!” said Mark Linley.
yourself ™

Bob Cherry kmelt down, and raised Dennis
Carr’s head. ¥t sagged limply in his arms.

“Look for

“Linley’s right, you fellows!” exclaimed
Bob. “Carr's fainted!” :
This confirmation, coming from Bob

Cherry, was good enough for most of the
follows. They lowered their weapons.

“Lay him on his bed!" said Harry
Wharton, genuinely distressed. “We must
bring him round somehow!”

Bob Cherry and Mark Linley lifted the
new boy between them, and laid him on his
bed.
The next moment Trank Nugent dashed
some water into Dennis Carr's face, and he
slowly revived.

“Oh, you cads! You cads!” he muttered.
And his hand went fo his temple.

“ Why—— Great Scott!” ejaculated Ver
non-Smith. “Just look at this, you fellows!”

And, drawing aside: Beunnis Carr's hand; |

he - dndicated ‘a dark  Brulse,
Bolsover major’s slipper.

“My hat!” oxclaimed - Harry
“What cad has done this?”

There was no reply. -

Bolsover major discreetly wuntied- the
slipper, and replaced the sheet on his bed.

“This is too thick!” said 'Bob Cherry
indignantly. “Somebody’s had a stone or
something knotted in his towel!”

Harry Wharton ordered a search to be
made, but Bolsover had heen too quick for
him.

The search revealed nothing.

“I'm sorry this should have happened,
Carr!” said the captain of the Remove.

PDennis Carr recognised the sincerity in
Wharton’s tone, but he was feeling too sore
to acknowledge it.

“You're a low-down cad!” he said.  “But
you're only one of' many. The Remove
seems to be composed of cads. You've not
given me a fair chance. You were down
on me from the start. And I hate you—
I hate you all!” ;

Harry Wharton made no reply fto this
passionate outburst. i

“Back to bed, everybody!” he said. :

And the juniors, having brought Deunis
Carr to justice, and given Him his deserts—

caunsed - by

Whartou.

and a little over—turned in, silent and
subdued. e
Dennis Carr turned in, too; buf he was

not destined to sleep until the first glimmer
of dawn crept in at the high windows.

¥or hour after hour the new boy lay
staring into the darkness. His head was
throbbing painfully, and be was feeling very
sore, mentally and physically.

And his -thoughts, as he Iay thus,
were blacker tham the darkness which
enshrouded him! >

THE SECOND OHAPTER.
Now Sleeping Quarters!

LANG, clang!
The shrill notes of the rising-bell
rang out on the moraning air,

“Groot”
rubbing his eyes.
up earlier and
morning !

Most of the Removites wepe fired as a
result of their energies overnight. They
seemed in mo great hurry to wash and

murmured- Bob Cherry,
“f believe old Gosling gets
earlier every  blessed

-mornin’; -as the sopi

Friday, 3

dress. Dennis Care was awake,. but he made
no effort to get up. :
The new boy's face was pale, and thers
were dark rings round his eyes, indicating
lack of sleep. = .

There wag also a bump the size of &
pigeon's-ege on Dennis Carr’s forehead.
Bolsover major noted the resuit of his
handiwork with a grin.

One by ome the juniors turned out, until
bDe&mis Carr was the only fellow stili.m
ed. -

“Time to get- up, €arr;” said Frank
Nugent; not unkimdly. =5
“Thanks! I piefer staying in bed™
“Quelchy’s dead nuts on early rising,” said
Bob . Cherry. “T showld - advise. you fo
tumble out, Carr.,” g
“Yaak bedad® -murmured -Lord Maule-
verer, 'who had only just- managed fo
struggle  out  hibssel. uelehy’s . most ex-
actin’. It's not nic o’ get up  in the

; but it's worse

still to be caught in b.e??" ;

“T didn’t. get to sleep till “five o'cloek,”
said Dennis Care. “Consequently, Pve mads
up my mind to stay in bed for a couple of
hours.”

“My- dear fellow,” said Mark Linley,
“you're fairly asking for trouble!” .

“Oh, let- him alone!" growled Vernon-
Smith., “I can see what his little game i,
He's going to let Quelehy find him in bed,

and when he's asked for an explanation
he'll sneak about what happened lasé
night.”

“I vote we make him -run the gauntlet
again, now that -he’s had timé to recover!™
said Skinner. 5

“That's a jolly good idea!” said Billy
Bunter. “I only managed to slosh him
eight times last might!” -

“Hg, ha, hal”

“Pitch him out of bed!”
major. o

“That's enough!” cut in Harry Wharton.
“I've got no brief for-Carr, but he's had
quite enough punishment to go on with.
If you start-piling on the agony, Bolsover,
you'll have to gdnswer for it to me!”

_ “Giood old champion of the oppressed!™
sneered Bolsover. i 7

“1 wohder he doesn’® take the newrkid
to his hosom!” added Skianer. “1t woulda’t
be a bad wheeze to turn Study No. 1 inte
a geformutbry, with Carr as the inmate
and Wharton as the managing-director. Hs
could reform Carr—" :

“Even Alonzo Todd would find that iob
a bit above his weight!” said Hazeldene.

“Ha, ha, hat>

Skinner was about to make a further re-
mark, when he caught sight of the ex-
pression on Bob Cherry's face, and wisely
remained silent. =

The Removites were dressed by this tume,
and they left the dormitory.

No further efforts were made to

said Bolsover

induce

The new bo;
table was vaecan
the gimlet ey

“Where i3
master.

“He's in bed,
promptly.

“No,

at the breakiast-
—a fact which did not escape
§gMr. Quelch.

Carr?” demanded the K Form-

sir!" said Billy Buater
“May I have his breakfast, sir?”
Bunter, you may not!” gsaid Me,
“¥ou say thai

Queleh, compressing his lips.
Carr_is in bed?”

“Yes

sir.”

s my soul! -Is he jill%”

“Not exactly, sir,” said Billy Bunter; “hLug
he hasn’t recovered from the effects of-—
Yow-ow-ow! Cherry, ¥6u beast!”

Bob Cherry had frodden violently upon the
fat junior’s feet, ifi order to check Bunter’s
flow of oratory.

“Bunter,” roared Mr. Quelch, “Low dars
you make such absurd noises at the break-
fast-table !” <

Billy Bunter blinked wrafhifully fthrough
his spectacles. 3

“How could I help it, sir?” he demanded.
“Bob Cherry’s got a boot like a ton-weight!”

“Did you tread on Bunter’s foot, Cherry?”

“¥es, sir” =

“Take a hupdred lines!™

“Oh, crnmbs!”

Mr. Quelch beckoned to Hurree Singh,
who sat at the head of the table.

“Go and tell Carr that I wish o see him
at once!” he said. -

The dusky junior departed on his errand.
Ten minutes elapsed before he returned.
~ “Where is Carr?” asked Mr. Quelch, frown-
ing. 5 :
“He is still restfully reelining in bed,
bonoured sahib !” = : £
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Mr. Queleh’s frown grew

“Did you. not -give
Hurrée Singh?”

'[‘he Nabob of Blnmpur nodded

“And what did he say?

“He told me to presentfully give his com-
pliments to’ the cstcemed teacher sahib, and
to- say that he was about to enjoy Iorty
csteemed and ludiereus winks!”

There was a chuckle from the Re moviteﬂ
1‘\cx'e Was a murmur of amazement, too.

“That new

 blacker. :
l‘um my message,

kid’s the giddy lmit!” mur-
murgd Frank “\u«ent 5
“Absolutely!”  whispered Bob  Cherry.
Now, look out for squalls‘and cataracts!”

" thunderciouds gdbhered om  Mr.
-

ree igh??

“That is more than 1 Hould attemptfuily
date to do, honoufed #ahib! I have faith-
fully interpreted #he messazc given to me
by. the unworthy Carr.”

“But’ this—thig is gutrageous!” gasped
Mr. Quelch. “It is utterly unhéard-of!
Wharton-Vu"entABmli Go at once to. the
Remove dormitory and “hring Carr to me—
Lv foree; if necesmry. .
said. Wharton.

“Yery good, sir,” =

“Shall I lend a h:mf!. sir?” volunteeréd
Bolsover major.

ird about half the Remove chimed in.

“Leéb me, sir!” =

“And mel? G

“‘Same here, sir!”

Mr. Quelch remembered that
was ifnclined to be obstinate and perverse.
He cansidered it quite possible that the mew
boy was o good fighting-man inte the bar-
gain, in which case the three juniors he had

_ detailed might receive a rough handling.

4 Vernon-Smith—Cherry—Todd ! rapped oub
Mr. Quelch. “Six should ‘be quite sufficient,

I think.® - )
. Certainly the Form-master could noi bave
selected six more capable fellows for thu

Job

Harry Wharton led the procession up to
L}le Remove dormitory.

ZDennis Carr, his head restmﬂ'
hand, had droppfd into a doze. _

“The kid's gof some nLr\e and no mis-
take!” said Vernon-Smith. “He doesn’t seem
t{; care a rap fer anybedy!”

“Harry Wharton stepped up to the sleeper,
.md shook Dhim.
f“Gerraway ! murmured Dennis.

“Qut you get!” said the mpmm of the
Remove sharply. “Quelchy’s waiting for you
in hall.” 3

“Bless Quelchy!

on His

1 wish you'd leave me

alone.”

“We've had orders to take yon down-
stairs—by force, if necessary,” said Peter
Todd. =

“You'd better come quictly,” said Bob
Cherr) “You've been damaged enough
already. We don’t want to give you another
dose. x :

“1’'m not coming!” said Dennis firmiy.

“We're not going back witheut you!” re-
torted Harry Wharten.

“Plucky “sost_ of {fellow, aren’t you?”
sneered Denn.s “It’s easy to talk like that
when~you're six to one!” 2

“QOh, come on!” growled Johnny Bull.
“Don't let’s waste any more time arguing
with the bounder!”

And Johnny advanced threateningly towards
the hed.

“Hold on!”<said Whﬁrton “1'd prefer to
zet him downstairs thhou‘b laying hands on
him, if possible.”

Peter Todd gave a sudden chuckle.

,";uppOsma we carry hxm down on the
nattruv he said.
“Good egg!”

Peter Todd, Harry Wharton, Bob Cherry,
and Frank Nugent each took a corner of the
mattress.

Johnny Bull wrenched away the sheets, so
that Dennis Carr, in his pyjamas, lay upon
the mattress, which was lifted off the bed

The experiment did not prove a success at
irst.

Dennis Carr hit out, and Beéb Cherry re-.

ceived an unexpected punch on. the nose,
which caused him to drop his corper of the
mattress.

The new boy would have slid down on to

ihe floor had not Vernon-Smith promptly

laken Bob Cherry’s place.

“Half "a jiffy!” said Johnny Bull,
joon, stop his merry antics!”

And Johany, by means of a towel and a
jreat expenditure of stremgth, succeeded in
hinding the vietim’s hands behind his back.
. THE PENNY POPULAR.—No. 33. .
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CAre you pre uming to 1‘st with me, Hure | |

| him,

Dennis Carr-

“Good man!” said Nugent. “That’s fixed
him all serene!” .-

With Dennis Carr helpless and impotent,
the juniors -marehed out of the dormitory.

Going downstairs « was rather a ' risky
manceuvre. The fellows in front had to
hold their end of the mattress very high, to
prevent  the human burden {from - s‘xdmg
down. =5

The bottom stair was reached withoub
mvsh.xp, however, and the rest of the journey
was . plane- s.uhn'*

Bob Cherry, cla»pmﬂ his  injured mnasal
organ with one hand, threw open the door
of the dining-hall with the other. Then the
strange procession marched in.

. ;LI murmur of amazement ran through the

i :
¥ only nunt
“Whaj; the
St

and:
6. Remove {Qi)lc tl}e? Sumped ‘theix
burden on to the floor.

Mr; Quelch gasped.

He tried to speak but words refused to
come,

Dennis Carr sat wp on the matiress, and <

arers, when they .were in ling

with -

olared at Harry Wbarton & Co. He realised

early what an undignified spec-

- of -the fellmﬁ;s were on their feet.
-craning their. necks to. "ec a glimpse of

“Qreat ;umpmg crackers"’ gasped Squiff.
“Dxd syou ever?”

“No, never!” said Dick Russell solemuly.

Mr. Queleh, who seemed to have been on
the verge of an apoplcctnc fit, found utters
ance ab last.

‘Wh.lrton,” he rumbled “what does this
mean?”

s “You cent us to fetd: Carr, sir, and here
e, sin i 2

“Complete‘ -\wth mattress !’ murmured Bob
Cherrv

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Silenee!” thundered Mr. Quelch.
not a langhing matter, my boys!”

But the Removites seemed to think .it
wass A zood many of them experienced
considerable diffienlty in turning chuckles
into coughs. :

“Carr,” continued Mr. Quelch, fixing Dennis
with his gimlet eve, “Low dare yqu appear
i public so sparsely clad?”

“I had no choic€ in the matter, sir.”

“Why did yen nob dress and come down
to breakfast in the usual way?”

“1 wasn’t feeling up to the mark, sir.”

Mr. Quelch caught sight of the bump on
the new bey’s forehead.

He could hard}y help catching sight 01‘ it,
for it hit him in the face, so to «pcak

“Have you been fighting again, Carr?”

“This'is

“No, sir,” said Dennis. “I met with an
accident.” 5

Harry - Wharton & Co. drew a breath of
relief.

They had fully_ expected Dennis Carr to
meal\, and to ac‘quamt Mr. Quelch with fall
details of the events which bad oceurred
" overnight.

“Did you fall down,
Remove-master.

‘I came into contact with a- hard_object,

Carr?” .jnquired the

Singh, you should have stated the facts, Carr.
I should theu have excused you from coming
down to breakfast. You will take five
hundred lines! The six boys who brought
you here in this absurd manner will take
two hundred lines each!”

And then Dennis Carr did an extraordinary
thing, which sent him up with a bound in
the estimation of his schoolfellows.

“These fellows are not to blame, sir,”
said Dennis. “I refused to get out of bed,
and they werg compelled to bring me down
like this.”

“Very well,” said Mr. Quelch. “Pheir
punishment shall be rescinded. ‘Wharton,
pray remove Carr’s bondg!”

Harry Wharton stepped forward, and un-
tied the towel with which Johnny Bull had
made the captive secure..

“You will return to' yeur dormxtory and
get dressed, Carr,” said Mr. Quelch. “I will
arrange for Mrs. Kebble to reserve your
breakfast.”

“Thank you, sir!”

Dennis turned to escape from that sea of

grinning faces.

& gangway went the mat-.:

sir,” said Dennis. .
And Bolsover major shifted uneasily in his
seat. f
Mr. Quelch frowned.
“Instead of sending me an Impertinent.
message through the ‘medium of Hurree

‘bype.

®

“Take your mattrms with you!” called Mr.
Quéleh,

Denms Carr picked up the mattress, and
beat a hasty and undignified retreat.

“The cads!” he muttered, as he emergéd
from the ordeal with burning cheeks. “They
tried to make me look small in front of the
whole school! It would have served them
Jjolly well right if I had sneaked!”

And he went up the stairs to the Remove
dormitory, dragging the maftress aiter him.

“I'm sick of this place!” he told himself.
“Sick of this dormitory, at any rate. I
mean to find fresh =leopm" quarters, where [
shall be left alone.”

That, however, was a difficult propesition.

Dennis would gladly have slept on Lord
Mauleverer's couch, which in’ many respects
was as good as_ a feather bed.

But Dennis remembered that Mauly had
been decent to him, and he hesitated to take
unfair advantage of the schoolboy earl.

-For other reasons, too, sleeping in the study
was out of the quest:on

“I must set my wits to work,” reflected
Dennis. “Blessed if I'm going to sleep in

- this hornets' nest any longer!”.

An hour later he took his place in the
Remove Form-room.

As a scholar, Dennh Carr was well above
the average.

He had only two superiors in the Remove
in this respect, and they were ‘\I.lrk Linley
and Dick Penfold.

But on this partxcular marnmg the new
boy's thoughts, like those of Eugene Aram in
the poem, were “other where.”

Mr. Queleh found -Dennis Carr a most in-
attentive pupil, and his imposition of five
hundred lines had leapt up to eight hundred
before the class was dismissed.

But Dennis didn’t care a jot.

His morning had mot heéen-wasted, for he
had selved the problem of -finding {resh
sleeping-quarters!?

* THE THIRD CHAPTER-
. = A Daring Venture ?

113 OMING down to cricket-praciice?”
Tt cost Harry Wharton .an effort
to put the question to Dennis
Carr, who was pmttually & uﬁn*d
by the Form.

But Harry remembered the scene in &
dining-hall, and he was net ungrateful.

The captain of the Remove had no wish to
be. “up against” Carr, provided he played
the game.

It was a halt-holiday at: Greyiriars,
the tail-end of the cricket seasom.

Dennis Carr’s reply was brief and to the
point.

“Blow ecricket!” he said. =

Wharton shrugged his shoulders and walked
away. His overtures had been wasted on the
new boy. =

As a matter of fact, Dennis Carr would not
have been averse to a game at the nets, but
he happened to be otherwise engaged that
afternoon.

Crossing he

apd

over to the bieyele-shed

‘secured his machine—a brand-new Raleigh—

and cycled out of gates and along the road
which led to the wide expanse of waste land
known as Courtfield -Common.

Camping out on the common in the heat of
the summer was a party of gipsies.

Roughly speaking, there are two types of
gipsies—those who are little more than roving
tramps, and those who are superior and
well-educated.

Phis particular party belonged to the latter
They lived a roving life in caravans,
because the call of the open road was irre-
sistible. .

On reaching the eamping-ground Dennpig
Carr approached the leadér of the party.

“T want to buy a caravan!” he said in his
direct way.

The gipsy chief stared.

“A furnished caravan,” continued Dennis.
“The more lavishly furnished it is the better.
If you haven't one for sale I should like to
hire one.”

“You are not joking with me, young sir?"

“Not: a bit of it! Are you game to sell
one of your caravans?”

“The cost of a furnished caravan,”
man, “is eighty pounds.”

“Phew !”

said the

Dennis Carr was faken aback.

He received a liberal supply’ of pocket-
money irom his father, but eighty pounds
was a sum altogether beyond his means.

“1 say, that’s pretty steep!” he said.

The man shrugged “his shoulders. =

“Caravans, hke houses, have gene up in
price,” he said. -“A few years ago one could
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in an instant Dennis Carr was on hig feet, fighting like a wild-cat.

assailants to fall back. (8s8 page 2.

“The unsexpectedness of his attack causged his

5 caravan for a mere song. Times have
nged.” - :
“I shall have to hire one, then,” said

Dennis. < What is the charge?”

“We could hire you an ordin
for fifteen shillings a week.
well-furnished one would ¢
veek.”

“Now you are talking!” said Dennis Carr.

«0f course,” said the man, with amile,
«I'm referring to the caravan on We
can’t part with any of our horses.”

“That's all right. I don't want a hotse,
except to take the thing up to Greyfriars.”

Dennis was then conducted to one of the
vans—a  stately-looking vehicle, with
nicely-curtained windows.

The interior of the caravan was
extreme. £

Theré was not much
there was was good.

“This will suit me-down to the ground!”
said Dennis. “J'Il pay you for the frst
veek's hire in advance.”

And the transaction was duly completed.

“¥Will you have the caravan sent up to the
sehool for me?” asked Dennis.

“Certainly !”

“You'd better
think.”
~ Dennis reflected that the arrival of the
caravan in the daytime would create quite a
E at Greyfriars. By smuggling it in under
the canopy of darkness publicity would be
avoided. Dennis hoped so, anyway. °

“Would eight o'clock suit yout" inquired
the gipsy. .

“First-rate!” said Dennis.

And then, having settled fhe guestion of
Lis sleeping accommodation, as he thought,
Depnis Carr cycled back to Greyfriars.

The notion of sleeping in a caravan &ap-
pealed to him immensely. =

Dennis was used to caravans. He had
toured the country in them on his holidays;
gnd solitude in a caravan, he reflected, would

¥ caravan

An exceptionally
st you & pound a

cosy in the

furniture, but what

leave it till after datk, I

be infinitely preferable to unrest in  the
Remove dormitory. :

There were many difficulties in the way;
but Dennis, in his impulsiveness, had not yet
taken them into account. E

The new boy spent the afternoon and most
of the evening in the study which he shared
with Mauly and Sir Jimmy

These two came in to and - Dennis,
rather to their surprise, joined them.

“Been playin" cricket, Carrg”

“No.” :

«I don't blame you, begad! Frightfully
exhaustin' game, cricket. I played myself a
few weeks ago, and I'm takin’ a rest cure.”

“You're lookif' very excited about some-

)

inguired

thin', Carr,” remarked Jimrmy Vivian.
Dennis grinned.
“There’s something atr g for ma this

evening,” he cxplained.

“An 'amper from ‘omel” su
Jimmy.

“No. Some new sleeping-guarters.”

Dennig Carr’s study-mates stared at® him
in surprise. :

“New sleepin-quarters!” ejaculated Mauly.
«You can't have new sleeping-quarters sent
through the post, surely 2"

“No, ass! The i

ggested Sir

r're coming hy road. You
see, it’s a caravan.”

“ A kuk-kuk-caravan?”

Dennis nodded.

“You—you're goin' to sleep in a earavant”
stammered Mauly.

“Precisely !”

“My hat! This is the most excitin’ tig-bit
of news I've heard for z leng time!”

stuttered Sir Jimmy.

«'Ave you ‘ad Quelchy’s permission?”
asked Sir Jimmy. g — -
“I've got nobody's permission buf my

own.”
“Great pip!” =
There was silence in the study for some
moments—the silence of blank astonishment.
Then Mauly said:

«1 don't want to be personal, but I mish
say you're a thunderin’ tunatic, Carr!”

“Thanks!” =

“You're fairly askin’ for trouble!”

«] don't understand you. There's nothing
in the school rules against a fellow having &
caravan, is theret”

“No; but—"

«I've been told that Coker of the Fifth
had a motor-bike, and somebody else had &

typewriter. What's the objection to a cara-
van?”’ s
“Quelehy will soon find an objection I”

grinned Sir Jimmy.
“Qarr, my dear

fellow,” murmured Mauly,
“you ought never

to have come to Greyiriars
at all, begad! Hanwell or Colney Hatel
would be a more fittin’ destination.”
“Now you're heing rudel” said Dennis.
«What's the idea of sleepin’ in a caravan,
anyway 2 said Sir Jimmy.
“P'm fed-up with sleeping
A fat lot of rest I get! “Look

in the dorm?
at last pight.

1t's impossible to sleep amongst.a Towdy 55l
: i 1Y :

of cads

“Qteady on!” said Mauly.

“Present company exeepted, of cours
You two, and Mark Linley, are the only
Jows who have shown me a scrap of decency
I hate all the rest! I've got to put up with
them in the daytime, but I mean to break
away from them at night.” i

“YWhere are voil goin' to stow this cara-
van?” infuired Mauly. “You can’t hide it in
your waistcoat-pocket, vou know !”

“It's going on the cricket-ground, under-
peath the trees.”

“And you intend to sleep in it every
night 7"

“Yes. It will be rather ripping, realiy.
You see, 1 shall have a small spirit-stove,
and I shall be able to make myself an early
morning cup of tea. And I shall he able
to stay up late at night, reading my
favourite books.” ;
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“Sounds all right,”
Eut you'll be \pottcd at the first time of

askin’, When Wingate comes round to see
lights out, _he’ll notice an.empty bed, an’
there you are, You'll be powled out, fair an’
square !”

This was one of the little difficulties which
Dennis had not forescen,

“Oh crumbs!” he said. “I hadn't thouzht
of that. The only way out is to po up to the
dorm in the usual way. and slope oftf to my
caravan after lights ount.”

“Too risky, by half,” said Mauly. “You
might manage it for u night or so, but some-
bedy’s sure “to let the cat out of the bag.
Bunter, for instance. Helll start gassin’
about it, and it'll get to Quelchy’s ears.”

“I'll chanece that.”

1t was quite evident that Dennis Carr had
made up his_mind, and that the gombined
eloquence of Lord Mauleverer and Sir Jimmy
Vivian could not;turn him from his pur-
pose.

They feft the new bdy to go ahead with his
unheard-of seheme, and. started their prep.

Shortly befere eight a'clock there was a
rumble of wheels in the Close.

“Here it is!” said Denais.

And he was out of the study im a twink-
ling. On emerging into the Close, he found
that his fond dreams of avoiding publicity
were ruthlessly shattered,

The Close was alive with fellows. Dennis
could scarcely see the caravan because of the
human cirele which eacompassed it.

Famous !’ma were present, and their
curiosity was faitly roused.

*A caravan!” exclaimed Johmny Bull

“Oh, no!™ said Beb Cherry, w1th crushing
sarcasm. “It’s a disused Tank!

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Why on earth has it comé to Greyfriars?”
said Wharton. s =

\“Perhaps it requires a Public Schoo!
education,” suggested Nugent.

Dennis Carr pushed his way through the
crowd, and spoke to the man in charge of
the caravan.

“Feor <’00dncss sake don't ‘hang abeut
here!” he said. “Get the blessed thing round
te t!ze cricket-ground.  I'll show you the
W‘IV

The caravan, dpawn by a very aoL
horse, jolted forw-xr& lhc QDCL,t,&tQ‘
a ganﬁ\tmy _through whic 6

-lgoking
ormed

the. caravan.

“What’s the idea of sending it round to
tlm cricket-ground?”  asked . Bob.  Cherry.
“Are you going to roll the piteh?”

“1 wish you fellows would mind your ewn
business!” said Dennis.

Wharton frowned.

'We ve every rmht to kuow what s going

on,” he said. H(ne you bhought that
carayan?”
“I've bired lt 2
*“What for?”
“Find out!” =
“I mean to!” said Wharton grimly. “We're

not- gomg to have our cucth -pitch muched
up—-

“Don't worry. = This caravan won’t be in

your way, It’s going to be pitched under
the trees.”

Bllly Buntex‘ sxdlcd up to Dennis Carr in
the dusk

< H'xlves‘" he whispered.
“Eh?”

“¥'m going to share thab caravan with you,
Carr, old chap.

“First I've heard of nt said Dennpis. “Why,
it would be impossible to squeeze a fat
barrel like you through- #he doorway, to
begin with!” P

“Look here, you rotter-«

“Oh, buzz offI* growled: Dommis.

Am} he gave the fat junior a shove \\hxch
sent him sprawling.

As he passed on in the wake of the caravun.
Billy Bunter's loud threats were borne to
him on the evening breeze.

“That fat beast will give the whole show

away !” muttered Dennis. “It’s no use trymg
to keep this from the masters’ ears.’
' A few moments later the —ecaravan was
safely deposited in the place indicated by
Dennis Carr. The horse was then taken out
of the shafts, and the man returned with it
to Courtfield.

There was great excitement on the cricket-
ground.

Fellows of all Forms were swarmmg like
b2es round the caravan.

They could not inspect the interior,
because the key had been handed to Dennis.

The new boy listened to the buzz of con-
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said. Jimmy Vivian..

yr?2 inguired |

versation; and them & . tall. figure loomed
up in the dusk, and a voice—the voice of
Wingate of the Sixth—exclaimed:

“What's all this?” - :

Dennis Carr realised that he was in a tight
COTner. s

Wingate would imstitute inquiries,
result would be disastrous.

But there was still a way out. The quick-
witted Dennis saw it, and he promptly sped
away to Mr. Quelchs study. He was pant-

and the

ing and breathless when he re:pondad to the!

Form-raaster’s sharp “Come in!”

“Well, ~Carr?” said Mr. Quelch. “You
have brought me your lines?”
“Nunno, sir!” . muttered Dennis, taken

aback. - His heavy imposition of eight hun-.

dred lines had. in the excitement of the past
few hours, escaped hxs MEmory.

“I shall expect th ‘lines to-morrow, Carr!™

“Very well, sir.””

“Why have you approached me now :

& {Xw’xxs?h to ask )0\; a favour, sir.” o

“Might 1 be allowed to keep a caravan

here, sir?”

AMr. Quelch started.

Such a request was, to say the least of it,
unusual.

“A—a caravan!” stuttered Mr. Quelch.

“Yes, sir. A four-wheeled, hut-like vehicle,
as used by gipsies!”

“Do not be impertinent, Carr! 1T am fully
aware of the meaning of the word caravan.

“1 want your permission to keep ome, sir,”

said Dennis.

He did not adé that the
already arvived at Greyfriars.

Mr, Queleh stared.

“Phat is & -most singular request, Carr.
For what purpose do you require a caravan?”’

“I can make it -a quiet little den of my
own, sir,” said Demniz. “I can do all my
swotting there, and my prep, without being
disturbed.”

Dennis discreetly refrained from adding that
he could sleep there.-He kpew that Mr.
Quelch would taboo such a reguest at once.

caravan had

“And where would you keep the caravan,

La.n
“In a corner of the Cl‘ld\t{ ground,
“H'm!

b

”

z ‘:,he emd at lenvth
9ve my pefmx«;smh to )\ug a cara-

'You

“Thanks .wmlly, ot

“But the privilege must not be abused.
If your caravan shoul® prove an ohatructlon,
or a hindrasice in any way. or if you make
use of it at a time when you should be else-
where, I shall be compelied to withdraw my
consent.”

*That's quite undersiood, sir.’

“One moment, Carr. dow do you propese
to obtain this caravan?

“I shall hire it, sir,” said Dennis. He
reflected that Mr. Quelelr would bave several
sorts of a fit if he knew it had already been

- hired.

“Have you suflicient money
pose, Carr?"

“ ¥es, igin.

“Very well,”

Once outside in the passage, Dennis Carr
drew a deep breath of relief. He felt that
he had overcome a very big ebstacle. :

On his return to the cricket-ground he
encountered Wingate.

The captain of Greyfriars peered at him
closely.

e undexstand you are the owner of that
caravan, ‘Carr?’

“The hirer of Gt gate

“Have you had. ;Jermtsvswn to kpep a cara-
van on the sohool premxne%/

“Yes, Wingate.”

“From whom ?”

“From Mr. Quelch.”

This ready reply rather took Wingate by
surprise.

b hope you are telling me the truth,
Cal

You can ask Quelehy
Dennis off-handedly.
Wingate was satisiied that his leg was not

“Back

for the pur-

yourself,”  said

- being pulled

*“That's all right, then,”
into the bulldmyz, tVel‘VOl‘lP"’

And the crowd, still chattering execitedly
about the arrival of the caravan, obeyed.

Dennis Carr turned back, too.

“That was a eclose shave!” he muttered
to himself. “I went along to Quelchy in
the nick of time!”

And then, remembering his imposition,
Dennis went along to his study and scribbled
away turiously until bedtxme.

he said.

4 like Yin the gloem,

“in ‘what he tad done.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
A Loyal Chum.

FTER lights out, Dennis Carr tumbled
out of hig bed in the Remove dor-
mitory. He was stili fully ¢ sed,
exeept Tor his boots, which ‘he carried

in his hand.

“Who's that out of bed?”

It was Harry Wharton's voice.

Dennis Carr gritted his teeth with annoy-
ance., He realised that it was impossible to
]eave the dormitory unnoticed and unheard.

“It’s me—Carr!” he said.”

“What's the little game?” asked Wharton.

“I'm going out!”

“Where?”

“That’'s my business!”

Harry Wharton sat up in bed.

“I've had emough of your cheek. Carr!
he said angrily. **The sooner you realise tbat;
you ean’t come and go just ags you please
the better!”

“1 sha'n't take any orders irom a stuek-up
| prig like you!” retorted Dennis.

nWharton 3 anpger increased—not . uBpatur-

“Get back to bed at onece!” he r’zppcd out.

“Bow-wow !”

“My hat‘ I—Ir—"

“Oh, ne him his head, Harry!” said Bob
Cherry. “If he goes out on the tiles, and
gets sacked from the sehool, it will be a
Jolty goed thing for (jreyfriars!” R

“Hear, hear!” growled Vernca-Smith. “Let
the siily ass go his own way,.and bg hanged!”

“Oh, all right!” said Wharton.

Dennig Carr quitted the dormitory without
any further interierence.

His destination was, of course, the caravan
on the ecricket-ground.

Leaving the schoel building by night was a
\ery risky proceeding, espeeially to a noviee.

To Loder of the Sixth, and other night-birds,
the thing was sxmplxut\ itseli.

However, DPennis Carr bad kept his eyes
open during his brief stay at Greyiriars, and
he knew that the best means of egress was
the box-room window,

Making  stealthy progress,
emerged into the Close.

Then he made a rapid and noiseless detout
to the ¢ricket-ground.

The caravan foomed up white and ghost-

he finally

Dennis groped for
the ‘door.

“Thig is something like!” he nmrmured as
e surveyed what ‘he hoped wonld be his
future resting-place.

The bed was very small, but it was much
more comfortable ‘than the beds in the Re-
move dormitory.

“1’d better not, light the damp!” muttered
Dennis:  “The light will shine threugh the
windows, and give me away. "I think a candle
on the floor will answer the purpose.-

Having lit the candle, the solitary occupant
of the caravan laid down on the bed without
undressing. -~

Then he gave himself up to reflection.

Life at Greyfriars was proving anything but
a picnic. He had made many enemies, and
few friends. His hand was" against every man,
and every man’s hand was against his; or
50 it seemed.

And why?

What had he done that he should be com-
pelled to exile himself from the rest of his
schoolfellows in this way?

Dennis could not understand {hat in kick-
ing Bolsover major, in complaining to Mr,
Quelch, and in writing that fatefnl letter to
his father, he had been guilty of three almost
nnpardonable offences. He could see no harm
“He had acted accord-
ing to his lights. He had come to Greyiriars
intent upon doing hig’ best, and wmnmg for
himself a high place in the Remove. “And
everything had gone wrong.

Had he but known it, hls pride was at the
bottom of it all

Instead of profiting by his mzstakes, he
refused to admit that he bad made any

he key, and un}ockcd

- mistakes at all! s

Perhaps the biggest mistake he made was
this. He looked upon Harry Wharton & Co.
as his natural eénemies, little dreaming that
they wert ready and willing to be his friends,
if only e would conform to their principles.

“In.treating the chums of the Remove with
rudeness and contgmpt he was making a rod
for his own back: 2

Dennis was still deep” in his reflections,
when there was a sudden tap on the door of
the caravan.

The new hey started up in alarm.

Had Mr. Quelch or one of the prefects rum
him to earth?

And then he reflected that a master or a
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prefect would not have troubled to knock,
but would have walked straight in.

“Who's there?” called Dennis.

“It’s me. Can 1 come in?%”

The voice was Mark Linley’s,

Dennizs threw open the door, 3
Lancashire lad stepped into the carav

“How did you know I was here?
Dennis.

Mark Linley smiled.

“T didn’t need to be a Sherlock Holmes to
where you'd gone. 1 should have been
vy surprised to find this caravan empty.”
“And you've come to keep me company—
what?” said Dennis. “That's the style! 1
¢an easily make room for two.”

Mark Linley did not close with this sporting
cifer.. Dennis ‘moticed that his face looked
serious in the candle-light.

“1 came to fetch you back,” said Mark,

Dennis clenchéd his hands. E

“Are you an agent of Wharton’s?” he

nded.
. I've come on my owa aceount. ™ 1
dare say you'll think it’s like my cheek fo
interfere, but I'm not going to stand by and
see you make a prize ass of yourself!”

“What do you mean?”
be perfectly frank with you,” said
Mark Linley, “because I'm your chum. At

. I want to be your chum. You're going
the right way to get sacked trom the school !”

“What makes vou say that?”

“You're taking risks which ¥ernon-Smith,
in the days when he was a ‘blade," would
think twice about taking,” continued Mark
Linler. “You've not got permission to sleep
heret” =

“No.” =

“Well, if Quelchy comes along and finds
you here. you'll be hauled up before the Head
m ti G = -

“What's wrong with sleeping in a caravan,
I should like to kunow 2" £

“It’s equivalent to being out of bounds.
Come back to bed, there's a good fellow, bhe-
fore aunybody spots you. - All the Remove are
talking about you. They've begun to guess
where you are.”

Dennis Carr's jaw set stubboraly:

“1I'm staying here,” he said.  “I've not
hired this caravan for a blessed ornament!
U'm going to gleep in it every night!” .

“You're a silly voung as growlea Mark.
“l've a good wmind to take vou back to the
dorm by foree!”

“*And vou say ron've my chum.” said Dennis
bitteply. X

Mark' flished. <

“1t would be the most chumwmy thing 1
could do,” he said. “1t would save you from
getting into a row anyway.”

“Oh, 1 can face the music all right!” said
Drepnis; “I'm not a weakling! It's no use
vour arguing with me, Linley. I can see yon
mean well, but I'm not quitting this caravan!
You might as well stay, and make a night of
it

“I'm not sickeuing for the sack!” said
Mark Linley.

Then, moved by a sudden impulse, he
stepped up to Dennis and laid his hand on the
uew boy’s shoulder, =

“Why don’t vou thuck playing the giddy
goat,” he said, “and make an effort to pull
well with the fellows?” :

“1'm not going to eat humble pie to Whar-
ton. if that’s what vou mean!” -

“I should advise you to throw some of sour
silly pride overLoard.
chance of making good at Greyfriars. 1f you
act decently, the feHows will soon forget the
unfortunite things that happened when you
Mtirst came. They'll even forget the canceiled
sports tour.” 2
: J’()iennis was silent for a moment. Then he
said: :

“1t can’t be done, Linley! Barring you and
Mauly, and that quaint little fellow Vivian,
1° hate: evervbody in- the Remove! ‘[he
fellows are prigs and cads!”

“That's because vou rub them the wrong
way., If you'd only show yourself friendly,
instead of jumping down their throats, thiags
would be different. Won't you come back
right away, and make a fresh start?”
~ There was an appeal in Mark Linley’s tone.
and. an earnestress in_ bis mapner, which
s Carr found almost irresistible.

a moment he wavered. And then hig
perverse pride rose up like a barrier, crush-
ing his good intentions.

“1t's no use, Linley,” he said. “I appreciate
your friendship, and—and I feel a ecad not. to
do as vou want, but l'm not geing to knuckle
undler to Wharton and that crowd. That's
iinal,”

Marx Linley saw that further argument
would be futile. .

¢ Very well,” he said.

You've a ripping.

“I'm sorry you've.

taken up this attitude, Carr. But if you ever
need a helping hand, you'il know where to
come. Good-night!” E

Dennis put out his hand impulsively, A
queer lump had risen in his throat.

“You're a brick; Linley!” he mutiered.
“Good-night!”

The caravan door was opened, and & rush
of night air came in.

And then Mark Linley, the loyal Lancashire
lad, who was prepared to stand by Dennis
Carr, in spite of all his faults and failings,
was swallowed up in the darkness,

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Falsely Accused.

Y the time Mark Linley returned to the
Remove dormitory, all the fellows felt
convinced that Dennis €arr was spend-

_ ing the night in his caravan.

Harry Wharton was4n favour of bringing
the truant back by “foree; but his chums
wouldn’t hear of it. =

“Let him get on with it!" growled Johnny
Bull. “He’s bound to be bowled out sooner
or later.

“I say, you fellows—"

“Dry up, Bunter!”

“1 wouldn't mind betting Carr’s having a
fine old feed in his caravan!” said the Owl of
the Remove, “In fact, that’s why he's gone
there. I think I'll go along and keep him
company.”

There was a growl from Harry Wharton.

“If you attempt to leave the dorm, Bunter,
we'll serag you!”

“Oh, crumbs!”

Billy Bunter said no more. But he did not
mean to be baulked of his share in the feed.

Propping himself up on the pillows, the fat
junior waited until the other occupants of the
dormitory were asleep. ;

This was rather an achievement for Bunter,
who was usually the first to doze off; but the
prospect of a glorious feed in the caravan
Kept him awake.

I say, you fellows!” murmured Bunter.

There was no reply. The Removites were
in the arms of Morpheus.

Billy Bunter slipped ouf of bed—not very
noiselessly, for Bunter's movements resembled
those of a bull in a china-shop.

With many grunts he serambled into his
clothes, and relied otk 6f the dormitory.

“Groo! = It's dark®- e muttered, as he
went down the staircase. “And it’s black as
pitch outside, I expect. Still, I can’t afford
to miss that feed.”

At the foot of the sztairs Bunter again
bemoaned the darkness. He found it diffi-
cult, almost impossible, to get his bearings.

And then, suddenly and without warning,
the powerful rays of an electric-torch were
flashed full upon the fat junior.

“Mum-mum-my hat!” gasped Rilly Bunter,
trembling in every limb.

“Bunter!”

It was the stern voice of Mr. Quelch. who,
clad in his dressingsgown, confronted the
midnight prowler.

“Oh crumbs!” faltered Bunter. “I—T—*

“Why are you absent from your dormitory,
Bunter?” —

Inspiration came to the fat junior.

“I—I've got a raging toothache, sir,” he
said. “I was going to the study to get some
stuff for it.” : i

Mr. Quelch looked grim. e

“You have told me a falsehood, Bunter!
If, as you assert, you were on 'your way to
your study, you would net have troubled to
dress yourself. The faet that you were fully
dressed leads me to suppose that you were
about to break hounds.” . :

“0Oh, no, sir!” sk réd the “unfortunate
Owl of the Remove. “I—I shouldn't dream
of doing that sort of thing, sir! I hadn’t the
slightest intention of visiting Carr“in his
caravan—"

“What!” almost shouted Mr. Quelch.

“I think Carr’s a silly ass, sir, to sleep in
a quiet corner of the ericket-ground, where
there are spooks and things, sir. I'm not a
funk, but I'éd draw the line at sleeping In a
caravan!” B -

“Bunter! Do vou mean to insinuate that
Carr is at the preseat moment in his cara-
van?” .

“That's so, sir!” said Bunter promptly.

The fat junior hoped that by making things
black for Dennis Carr he would divert Mr.
Quelch’s attention from himself,

“Bless my soul!” exclaimed Mr. Quelch.
“Whatever prompted Carr to take such a
ridiculous step?” : s

Billy: Bunter became conversational. He
wanted to get Mr. Quelch absoszhed in Dennis
Carr to the exclusion of everything else,

“Carr has such a rough time in the dormi-
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fory, sir, that's he's only too pleased to stow
himself away in his caravan. He had
terrible time last night. They made him run
the gauntlet—" : :
‘they *27 de-

“Whom do you mean by
manded Mr. Quelch. =

“Wharton and the others, sir. I dida't
take a hand in it, of course. I'm. a very
peaceable sort of chap, sir. But the other
fellows put Carr fairly through the mill. He
wag black and blue by the time they had
finished with him !”

Mr. Quelch started.

“Are you romancing, Bunfer?”

“Not a bit of it,-sic! Didn’t vou see
that bump on Carr’s forehead? He said it
was an accident, but it was nothing of the
sort, sir. He got a crack on the nut whiie
he was running the gauntlet!”

Mr. Quelch compressed his lips.

“Do I understand that Carr has been per-
secuted in this-way since his arrival at Gres-
friars?”

“Yes, sir,” said -Bunter. “The fellows lead
him the dickens of a dance! 1—"

“That will-do, “Bunfer. Go back to vour
bed immediately!“1 shall want to sec you
in my study after breakfast to-morrow mora-
ing.”

" What—what fo#, sir?” stammered Bunter.

“I intend to came you. Bunter, for being
out of vour dermitory at =night without 2
legitimate éxcuse!” .

“Oh crumbg!”

Billy Bunter beat a dismayed retreat to

the Remove - dormitory.
. “Old Quelchy must be a blessed Pelman-
ist!” he groaned. “He ean remember two
things at-once! I thought he’d forgot alt
about me in thinking of Carr.”

Mc. Quelch, meanwhile, was making fnrried
tracks for the cricket-ground.

A subdued light showed through the win-
dows of Dennis Carr's caravan.

The Form-master, picking his war by means
of his electric-torch. approached the spot.
He rapped sharply on the door of the
caravan. :

“Who's that?” came a startled voie® from
within.

“It is I—3Mr. Quelch!
onee, Carr!” -

Dennis Carr had not cxpected Nemesis to
overtake him so swiftly. ;

This would not only be his first venture in
sleeping “out, - bub>glso- his last. ; Dénnts
realised this with a siiking heart. =

But the junior pulled himself together and
threw open the door of the caravan.  He
stood blinking in ‘the strong ravs of Mr.
Quelch's toreh. <

“What does this mean,. Carr?” exclaimed
the Form-master.

“You gave me permission to hire 4 cara-
van, sir 3 >

“On the distinet understanding that it was
not to be put to any improper use!” said
Mr. Queleh sternly. “I did not give you per-
mission to econvert your ecaravan "into a
dormitory !

Dennis Carr was silent.

“You are guilty of a grave breach of ths
rules, Carr! I shall not punish you on this
occasion, because I have reason to believe
that you acted under provocation. However,
this caravan must be returned to-morrow to
the person from whom you hired it.” T

“Yery well, ‘§ir.” :

“You will proceed to vour dormitory at
once!” said Mr. Quelch. “And if I discover
you out of bounds again I shall take you
before Dr. Locke!"

Dennis Carr stepped down from the caravun
and reluctantly made his way to the schiool
huilding: : S

“Is that Fou, €are?* -murmured  Billy
Bunter, as Dennis £ntered the Remove dor-
mitory,

No answer. 5

“I say, Carr! Did Quelchy howl you out?”

Still no answer:

And Billy Bunfer. with a nrunt, torned

Open this door at

over and composed himself to steep.

Next morning the Famons
Remopve were summened
study. ! .

Harry Wharton & Co. noted. with some sur-
prise, that there was a frown on Mr. Quelch’s
face and a cane on his table.

The cane had already beén used with good
effect upon Billy Bunter, whom the Famous
Five had seen squirming in the passageé.

“Wharton,” rapped out Mr. Queleh,. “it
has come to my knowledge that wou have
heen guilty of bullying.”

“1, sir?” ejaculated Wharton.

* {Continued on page 16.) -
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Cads in Clover!
SAY, Conroy!” ,
The Colonial junier stopped as'he
was entering the gates at Rook-
wood School, and turned to the

' I
speaker.

He saw Peele, Lattrey, and Gower, known
throughout Rookwood as the cads of the

Classical Fourth, and they were walking

towards him.

Couroy frowned, and waited impatiently
for them to come up.

“Well?” he asked shortly.

Peele & Co. chuckled.

“You may ecall it well, Conroy,” said

Gower cheerfully. “But I ean’t say we agree
with you!”

Conroy stared.

“What are you talking about?” he de-
manded. “If you've got anything to say,
say it and hop it. I'm not preud to be secen
talking to you galoots!”

Gower nodded calmly.

“No, I dare say not,” he said. “We're a
bit above you—what?”

Conroy turned on
away without making
answer.

But Pecele and Gower caught him by the
shoulder. s e

*Not so fast, Conrey!” saigd Lattrey coolly.
*We want a word with you!”

Conroy, with a swing of: his- powerful
shoulders, flung off the detaining hands, and
flushed.

“I guess you won't want to talk for days
if you feel the weight of my fists!” he said
hotly. “Keep your hands to yourselves.
What do you want?”

“Is it ‘advisable to talk—shall we say, con-
fidences—in the gateway?” asked Gower
coolly. *“We——" £

Conroy ecaught Gower by the shoulders,
and shook him until his teeth raftled.

“Say, 1 guess you won't want to speak!”
he snapped. “That is, if you've any regard
for your health or your personmal appear-
ance.”

Gower struggled to free himself, but he
might as well have tried to fly. Conroy’s
grip was like a vice.

But Peele came to his rescue.

bis heel, and strode
any attempt to

“It’s about that letter you bad this morn-

ing, Conroy,” he said hastily.

The effect on the Colonial junior was in-
stantaneous. He let go of Gower as if he
were a lump of red-hot iron, and faced Peele
with gleaming eyes. . ;

- _'iGUESS you'd - better repeat he
icily. 5 s

Peele shrugged his shoulders. .

“Qf course, if you want us'to let the whole
school know the contents of the letter,” he
said, “I'll tell you here and now. But
don’t you really think it would be better if
we went away a bit?”

Couroy, whose face had whitened visibly,
turned on his heel and walked towards the
playing-ficlds without a word.

Peele & Co. chuckled as they followed,
arm-in-arm, and in bigh spirits.

“We're in clover!” said Gower delightedly.
“1 guess aud caleulate and reckon our
Solenial chum is going to be usefull”

“What-ho !” assented the others.

“Hallo! Hallo! Are they going to have
a punt with the ball, I wonder?”

The three cads turned.

Jimmy Silver, captain of games of the
Olassical House at Rookwood, was approach-
ing the little gate that led into the fields.
With him were Raby, Newcome, and Arthur

svell, his chums.
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said

1t was Jimmy Silvey, who bad made the
remark. k-

“Perhaps  they've turned little *Erics®
themselves!” chuckled Raby. “The age of
miracles js not yét past, l'm told!”

Peele & Co. waiked on. They had no in-
tention of stopping te arguc with Jimmy
Silver & Co. They had business with Conroy,
the Colonial junior.

“Rats!” growled Peele.
play your rotten gamea?”
*Let them be!” snapped Gower.

“Yes, Conroy's reached the pav,” whis-
pered Lattrey.

Jimmy Silver & Co. hurled a few more
witticisms and suggestions towards the cads
of the Classical House, but they bad ne
effect.

Conroy “had disappeared in the pavilion,
and Peele & Co. hurried after him.

Gower stopped suddenly as he was mount-
ing the steps.

“Suppose Silver and his chums come this
way?’ he said hastily. “They’ll hear all
about it, -and our game will be up!”

The €o. looked at one another uneasily.

“Risk it!” said Peele ai last.

And as they mounted the steps they
heard the cheery voices of Jimmy Silver &
Co. as they kicked a football down the field.

Péele & (o. foungd Conroy sitting on one
of the forms in the ecubicle usnally allotted
to visiting teams. Me looked up as. they
entered. :

“Say what you have got to'say!” he
snapped. “And say it quickly!” :

“1 should think you've a very good idea
as to what we have to talk about, Conroy,”
said Gower calmly. ‘‘You rose pretty quickly
when Peele mentioned the letter to you down
by the gates.”
~ Conroy laughed ironically.

“Oh, I guessed you'd been up to your old
games!” he said, with a slight sneer. *But
T'm admitting nothing—I'm here to listen!”

Gower seated himself on a form opposite
Conroy, and Peele and Lattrey joined him.

“We happened to find a letter in your study
this morning,” said Gower cvenly. “How we
found it has nothing to do with the case.”

Conroy’s hand flashed to his breast-pocket,
fumbled for a moment, and then came out
again—empty.

His face whitened again, and he stared
almost dully at the three cads.

“Go on!” he said, in a low voice.

“We found it; and without thinking to look
at the envelope to see to whom it was
addressed, we read it,” went on Gower. "It
concerned a man who had been in prison—
doubtless you know to whom I refer to?”

“Well?” said Conroy, non-committally.

“There should nof be anybody at Rook-
wood who has prisesi acquaintances,” pursued
Gower. “So, for the honour of Rookwood
e

«“ A lob you care for the homour of Rook-
wood!” interrupted Conroy. “Why, you
three galoots are about the biggest rogues
in the district, never mind about Rookwood !”

“Look here ” began Gower hotly; but
Lattrey thrust a hand over his mouth.

“Shut up, you idiot!” snapped  Lattrey.
“Po you want the whole blessed school on
top of us?”

Gower calmed himself quickly. .

“Well, to cut the cackle and get to the
hosses,” he said sharply. “We know that
your father has just come out of prison, and
we want to know what it's worth to you for
us to keep our mouths shut!” <

Conroy, white of face, looked from one fo
another of the cads.

“Blackmail!” he said;. and his voice was

“Who wants to

|t §oP]

almost hoarse with suppressed emotion.
“That’s what it is—blackmaill”

- Gower shrugged his shoulders.

L “Call it what you like!” he said coolly.
‘But—but don’'t you think you’d feei mighty
uncomfortable if all Rookwood got to know
that Conroy senior had just come . out of
prison?”

“S’hut up!” exclaimed Conroy. “You fool !
You're telling half the countryside already!”

“Then how much?’ snapped Peele.

Conroy hesitated. He thought of braving
the matter out, and facing the whole school.
It would bave been just as well had be done
so, for Rookwoodites were no believers in
that because a father was a rogue it fol-
fowed as a matter of course that the sen
must = .

But Cdnroy, who enjoyed a great popularity
among the juniers, did not care to face them,

He turned to Peele & Co.

“The minimum?” he asked, in a low voice.

“Thirty hob—a week,” said Gower, after a
moment’s hesitation. “That's ten bob each.”

Conroy rese without a word, and, taking a
wallet, from his pocket, handed Gower three
ten-shilling notes. .

“Your blood-money!” he said, between his
teeth. “I guess I'd like to 2

“Grub-money, please!” laughed Gower.
“That sounds ever so much more pleasant.”

Conroy turned on his heel, and left the
eubicle.
~On the steps, however, he found Jimmy
Silver & Co. The Figtical Four had come
te put away their ball.

They halted as they saw Peele & €Co. and
Conray’s white face.
“Hallo!” said Jimmy Silver sharply.

“What's the giddy game, Conroy?”
Conroy shrugged his shoulders hopelessiy.
“Guess I've nething to say, Jimmy,” he

said, and nodded towards Peele & Co. “Ask
them—they might like to explain!”
“What’'s thé game, Gower?” demanded

Newecome. “Up to more of your caddish
tricks, I suppose?”
“I _don't know!"” said
chuckle. “Ask Conroy!”
And he went down the steps, followed by
Peele and Lattrey. They linked arms as
they reached the bottom of the steps, and

Gower, with a

strode across the fields, evidently in ver
high spirits.
“The cads have something up their

sleeves!” snapped Raby.
to bump them!”

“Good idea!” said
“Come on, you chaps!”

“Wait a tiek!” said Jimmy Silver.
are-youw going to bump them for?”

“I don’t kmow exactly,” admitted Raby.
“But when Peele & Co. look so jolly
pleasant somcbody is sure to be feeling
jolly unlucky!”

He looked significantly at Conroy as he
spoke, but the Colonial - junior merely
shrugged his shoulders hopelessly, and walked
slowly down the steps into the fields.

“I think we ought
Newcome heartily.

“What

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Jimmy Silver & Co. Investigate!
&G OMETHING will have to be done!”
Thus Jimmy Silver.
The Fistical Four had just closed
having finished the

their books,
Raby, Newcome, and

evening preparation.
Lovell- nodded.

“You refer to Conroy, of ceurse?” said
Raby.

Jimmy Silver nodded.

“1 do,” he said quietly. “And I repeat,
something will have to be done.”

“Put -what?” asked Newcome. “Here,
push aside the rotten books, and let’s talk
the matter over!”

Jimmy Silver got up and locked the door,
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after satisfying himself - that nobody was
about. 2

“Just to make sure there are no Peeping
Toms,” he said, as he resumed his seat.
“T’m not keen on Tubby Muffin listening to
all we’ve got to say.”

The juniors nodded.

“Well, to begin with,” said Jimmy Silver,
“it’s a dead cert that Peele & Co, have got
a hold on Comroy. What that hold is 1
don’t know, much as I should like to. I
saw Cenroy to-day - walking about the quad-
rangle alone, looking as if he'd lost a bob and
found a bad fiver.”

“¥ag, I saw hiim, too,” said Raby.

“Well, I tackled him, and asked if we
could do daything for him. He said a let
of tommy-rot about being no end good' fel-
lows and all that, but he was sorry he
could not speak just yet. I told him, pretty
bluntly, that he was a fathead of the first
water.”

“And he felt cheered?”

“Rats, Raby! Don’t try and be funny on
a serious occasion like this. Now, seeing
that we can’t find anything out from old
Conroy, is it up to us to investigate on our

ownsome, or does it savour too much of
prying?”

The juniors hesitated. It was a delicate
point. 2

best for
*“There’s only

“F think we ought to do our
Conroy,” said Lovell, at last.
one way to do it.”

“And that i82” 3 4

“We must tackle Peele & Co.”
Lovell firmly,

“How?” ”

“Where there’s a flcor there’'s a way!”
said Raby quickly. “We'll bump it out of
the cads!”

“Isn’t—isn’t that carrying it a bit too
far?” said Jimmy Silver doubtfully.

Raby snorted.

“ A bumping every day of their lives would
improve them!” he said tersely. “I vote we
go and see them.”

Jimmy Silver, although still doubtful
whether it was the proper course to take,
nodded, and led the way out of the study
and to Peele & Co.’s quarters.

The three cads were there when they ar-
rived, and by the look of the supper-table
Peele & Co. had been enjoying themselves.
Jimmy Silver had never seen such a variety
of comestibles in the study. 2

Peele & Co. looked up as the Fistical
Your entered the study.

“Well?” said Gower shortly. N

Jimmy Silver closed the door behind him
before he turned to answer that curt and
impolite inquiry.

“TIt isn’t well,” said Jimmy Silver. “And
you jolly well won't be well if we have any
of your cheek! Just understand that! We
haven't come to argue or say pretty things
to you rotters.”

“Rather not!” assented the Co.

“What do you want, then?”
Peele.

“We want to know—and mean to know—
this muech,” said Jimmy Silver sharply.
“What is the hold you've got on Conroy?”

Gower looked at Peele, and Peele looked at
Gower. Then the two looked at Lattrey.

“Fave you a hold on Conroy, Lattrey?”

“Ratber not! Have you?”

“What about you, Peele?”

The cads of the Classical House had no
t{ime to bandy further words with the
Fistical Four. They were seized and thrown
1o the floor too quickly for that.

Bump!

said

demanded

Pecle gave a howl of wrath as he met the’

floor with a bump.

“Ow! Yow! Wharrer you at,
beads?” he shouted.

~“Bump him!” said Jimwy Silver tersely.

Bump! Bump! Bump!

A% each bump Peele gave a howl of pain.
Jimmy Silver and Newcome were bumping
him, whilst Raby and Lovell gave their at-
tentions to Gower, who did not seem to
regard it as an honour.

Bump! Bump! Bump!

“Yowl”

“Yarooh!”

The Fistical Four ceased at last, and Lat-
trey was seized and submitted to a like
punishment. They sat up when they were
released, dusty and dishevelled.

hooted

“What are you dummies at?”’
Gower,

Jimmy Silver wiped his brow.

“That's just a start—to show you thayv we
mean business!” he said tersely. “Are you
going to answer our questions?”

“You're talking rot!” snorted Peele.

| study without a word. Peele

you’® fat-:

1T

Fih
“Whe said we had a hold on Conroy, as you
call 2

“Nobody said it. We know!”

“Then you jolly well ought to know what
it ia!” sneered Lattrey.

“Collar them, you chaps!” said Jimmy
Silver. “They want some more of the same
medicine!”

The -cads were seized, and once more the

study resounded with the noise of the
pumping.

Bump! Bump! Bump!

“Wowow!” shouted Peele frantically.
“Stoppit!”

The Fistical Four stopped at last, almost
exhavsted with the effort the bumping
rendered necessary.

“Yow! We haven't got a beastly hold on
the beastly Colonial}” panted Gower
furiously. -

The Fistical Four locked at one another
in dismay.

Peele & Co. were apparently capable of
taking any amount of punishment that day,

" and if they expected the.cads to give them-

selves away, Jimmy Silver & Co. were doomed
to disappointment.

But it was fear that gave the cads the
courage to refrain from blurting out the
truth, realising that if it became known
that they had blackmailed Conroy, their
stay at Rookwood would be short and far
from sweet. :

They were bumped hard, but beyond nearly
bringing the roof down with their howls,
they kept silent. :

“Blessed if I know: what to dol” said
Jimmy Silver. “We jolly well ought to have
known long ago!” <

Jimmy Silver & Co. left the study, and
they were in no easy frame of mind. They
wandered down the cerridor and out into
the quad, where they met Conroy walking
moodily up and down.

“Say, Conroy!” called Jimmy Silver; ands
the Colonial waited for them to come up.
“Can’t you tell us the trouble, and let us
help you out of it?”

Conroy hesitated, opened his mouth as
if to speak, then closed his lips tightly.

«Well?” said Jimmy Silver encouragingly.

“No!” said Conroy. “I can’t speak yet!”

And he pushed by the Fistical Four and
went his way. 2 S =3

“Must be something jolly deep!” said New-
come, with a frown...“Old Conroy doesn’d
get, the pip very often.” e

“«We'll beat the cads yet!” growled Lovell.
“1f we have to boil the rotters in oil. or—
or bump them a hundred times a day!”

But the fact remained—FPeele & Co., for
the present, at least, held the upper hand ;
and, although Jimmy Silver & Co. racked
their brains to find an answer to the pro-
blem, they went to bed that night with not
the remotest notion as to the real cause of
Conroy’s trouble.

Next morning Gower and Peele made their
way to Conroy’s study, and, without taking
the trouble to knock, opened the door and
strode in.

Van Rys and Pons were there, and as
soon as he saw who the visitors were,
Conroy turned to them. :

“Would you chaps mind leaving me for
a few minutes?” he asked quietly- :
-¥an Rys and Pons got up and left the
and - Gower
could see thab there had been “words” in
the Colonial Co., and knew that Conroy’s

silence even to hiz owsm special chums was

the cause.

Conroy waited until the door had closed,

behind his chums before he turned to Peele
and Gower. = 8

“«Well?” he said shogtiy.. %

Peele hesitated, and Tooked at GOWer.

“It’s like this “"he hegan.

“«You want more money?” intérrupted Con-
roy coolly, “Say so, and don't-hang about
tgo long!” =

Gower flushed. j % ;

“Well, we want more money,” he said
curtly. - We—we—we've decided you ought
to pay another ten bob each.” :

“Po you tnink I'm made of money?”
demanded Conroy. =

“You've plenty ior our purpose,
Peele calmly. “Dish out!” 1

Conroy moved bis hand towards his breast-
pocket, and the ads’  eyes glistened
expectantly, =

But Conroy suddenly took his hand away
again, and, although his face whitened, he
remained perfectly calm.

«1 shall not pay another halfpenny!” he

“Tell the schoot what you
know, and be hanged lo you!” ’

said

said evenly.

ery Friday,

E g

5y

Gower ‘and Peele reddened furiously. -

“You rotter 2

Conroy got up quickly, and the cads stepped
back a pace as they-saw his clenched fists.

“Clear!” snapped Conroy. “Clear outb
while yow're safe! 1 guess I'd like to have
you out in my country for about five
minutes—¥’d show you how we deal with cads
like you! Cleax!” =

“Look here, Conroy——"

“Clear out!” :

And there wag that in Conroy’s-tones that
told Peele and Gower that 2t would be pafer
to put the door between the Colonial and
themselves. They hurried frem the study
without another weord. =2 =

Conroy sat down heavily in his chair, and
waited expectantly  fod the sound -of faot-
steps that would -tell him that the Roek-
woodites knew of the fact that his father
was an ex-conviet. - !

But there came o sound. FPeele & Co. had
other views on the:subject, and had not given
up hope of bringing Cenroy to his knees.

The three cads sat in their study, with
heads close together, talkibg over the new
situation that had arisen in consequence of
Conroy’s refusal to"pay ¥or their silence.

The result oi their confab was seen later
on in the day, when a messenger from the.
village brought a note t¢ Conroy. Jimmy
Silver, who was near the Colonial, saw his
fa%e go white as soon as be had read the
note. - =

Conroy read it through twice, and then '
twisted it inte a ball, and crunched it in the
palm of his hand.

“Conroy!” burst out Jhmmy Silver.

Conroy started, and turned quickly.

“Hullo, Jimmy!” he said listlessly. ~ “You
may as well gee this—you’ll know pretty secn
now!”

He handed the note to Jimmy Silver, who
took it, and read it hastily.

1t was very badly written on cheap paper;
in pencil, and read: 2

“I'm coming to see you to-day.—FATHER.”

That was all, but it told Jimmy Silver that
Conroy’s trouble was centred round his father.

“Can’t you stop him?” asked Jimmy Silver.

Conroy shook his head, and walked away
without a word. 2

_THE THIRD CHAPTER.

The Reward of Cade!

€ HERE he goes!”
It was Peele who made that re-

mark, as he and Lattrey watched

Conrey make his way out of the
gates at Rookwood, and take the road to
Coomb.

1t was Saturday afterncen, and a hali-day
off at Rookwood. The majority of the jumiors
of both the Classical and Modern Houses at
l;ookwood were on the playing-fields or the
river.

Conroy, however, dreading that his father
would come up to Reokwood, had decided to
pass over cricket and go down the road to
meet him.

Peele & Co. had anticipated this move, and
Gower, who had been induced to take the
part of Conroy’s father, had gonme off imme-
diately after morning lessons had finished.

Peele and Lattrey had remained behind, in
case Conroy sheuld wait. It would be as
well to warn Gower.

But as soon as the Colonial junior had left
the school. Pecle and Lattrey lost no time in
following him up. Conroy lecked neither to
right nor leit as he strode quickly along.

Peele wiped his brow. g

“That beggar does hop it!” he growled.

“Shouldn’t. sniokei” said Lattrey.

It was at times such as the present that.
Peefe was heartily sorry for the little smoking-
parties he enjoyed--or pretended to enjoy.
Smoking, he found, did him little good.

Conroy, on; the other hand, was a strong
athlete, and the pace at which he was now
walking called for little effort on his ocwn
behalf: -

But Lattrey and Peele felt it.

Before a mile had been traversed they were
hoth perspiring freely.

“Hang it!” muttered Peele. “Why the
dickens didn't we let the beggar have a sur-
prise by his father coming to Rcokwood
instead of warning him?”

“Too late to think of that mow!” said
Lattrey. “Perhaps we shall meet old Gower
soon.”

They were fortunate in that respect, for
on turning the corner of the lane Conroy
nearly walked inte a small, tramp-like
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individual, who was proceeding alowly to-
wards Rookwood.

“Conny.!” :

The tramp ejaculated the name in great
surprise, and Conroy halted suddenly.

He stared, petrified, at the dilapidated
figure before him. 5

“You—you-—you're not—-=""he stammered.

“I'm your fathér, my pey,” said the tramp,
and sighed.

Conroy looked hastily about him, and Peele
and Lattrey, who were hidden behind a hedge,
chuekled. Their scheme was working per-
teetly. = -

“Come out of the roadway, father!” he said
quickly, And he led “the tramp behind the
hedge. % =
| Conroy sank fo the ground, and lay on the
grass, too overcome to do anything else.

It was fully three minutes—it seemed like
vears to the disguised Gower—before he sat
up and looked again at his “father”

“What on earth has happened?” demanded
“Have you logt all your wcash as

sell?”

Gower—otherwise “father "—started.

“Y.y-yes!” he stutfered. taken aback.

He had not thousht, at the time of fixing
sne details of the scheme, of the possibility
5t Conroy’s father having money.

«Y-yes, Conny, it was all gone when 1 zot
back,” he said ‘quiekly. “lt—it—it was that
1 came for Lelp, Conny.”

Conny looked queerly at Gower.

“You've altered, father,” he said—*altered
po end! I guess when 1 saw you last time
Fou—-"

5 “Phat was years ago, wasn't it?” sighed
iower.

“Yes; but you're smaller, and—and—and
gou @gon't talk the same; and you had ne
beard then,” went on Conroy, “I can't—

Gower flushed under the false beard which
he wore,

«Ppison  alters one so—especially our
prisons, Conny,” he said; as if the memory
wag painful to him: “1—Ii-—1 fear I'm not
half the man I used to he!”

Peele and Lattrey had crept up in time to
hear that observation, and they chuckled
gleefully, :

" “Gower is simply top-hole!” chuckled Peele.
* Blessed if I know how he thinks of things
so quickly !”

| “He's got brains; we—vyou haven't.” said
Lattrey, at the imminent risk of gelting his
head gtmch_ed. et ¢

& &
ButiPeele kept hiss wits about Liim. To

act at the moment was to spoil the whole
scheme, so he conteénted himsell by simpiy
giaring at Lattrey.

Lattrey merely chuckled.

“You want money, father?”
suddenly.

“Yes. I'm sorry to have to ask my own—
own son,” said Gower. “But—but I must
live; I cannot get work yet.”

Conroy shuddered. 5

He took out a pocket-wallet, and extracted
a piece of paper that crackled in his fingers.
1t was a five-pound note!

Gower's were-not the only pair of eyes that
pleamed at the sight of the five-pound note.

Peele and Lattrey, from behind the hedge,
fairly gasped with surprise.

“ A fiver!” gasped Peele. “Oh, my hat!”

Gower todk' the protfered fiver, and slipped
it into his pocket, with many expressions of
gratitude, all- the. more realistic by reason
of his genuine feeling of thankfulness.

Even then the enormity of-his crime did
pot appeal to Gower. This was blackmailing
with a vengeance.

“Let me know whett you want some’more,”

said Conroy

" with an effort.

said Conroy. jumping to his feet. “I'lI-T'll
always do my hest, father!” :

“Good!” said Gower, and nearly gave the
game away by-speaking so fervently.

But the next moment he felt far irom
being happy. F¥or, coming along the inside
of the  hedge, arm-in-arm and whistling
merrily, was Jimmy Silver & Co.!

Conroy flushed, and Gower whitened under
the dirt on his face.

“Here come some real good pals of mine,”
said Conroy confusediy. “I'Il—I'll introduce
vou, father. They're not stuck up, like some
rotters at Rookwood are!”

_Gower felt his knees knocking together in
fright. and made as if to run for it.

“No; stick to your guns, father!™
Conroy, laying a_hand on Gower's
“They’re decent chaps.”

Jimmy Silver came up with his chums, and
Conroy signed to them.

“This gentlemaw is my father,”

said
arm.

he said,

Jimmy Silver & %e- politely raised thelr
caps. It mattered fiot to them what manner
of man Conroy senior.was—he was Conroy’s
father, and as sueh was to be respected. .

They shook hands with the tramp-like indi-
vidual in turn, Jimmy Silver being the last
to do so. He held on to Gower’s hand far
longer than he meed have done, and Gower
almost snatched it away. %

“You’ll excuse us ? “began Lovell.

But Jimmy Silver cut him short.

“No hurry. old scout!” he said calmly,
and seated himself on the grass.

“But 2

“Say, Conroy,” said- Jimmy Silver, “you
don't ‘'mind if I ask your father a question,
do you?”

jonroy starfed. ¥

“A-—a—a question?” he stammered.

“¥es.”

“N-n-no, of course not.”

Jimmy Silver turned to Gower almost
languidly, whilst his chums looked down at
him in amazement.

“Say. Mr. Conroy, will you tell me how it
is that. although your hands are ubsolutely
filthy, vou still mapage to keep vour nails
clean and neatly cut and polished?”

The juniors gasped, and Gower fclt like
fainting.

“J—J—1—" stammered Gower, and turned
to Conroy appealingly. *“This—this friend of
yours, m-m-my -boy—%"

““And through a fiofe fn ‘your trousers 1

notice a pair of really decent silk socks,”
interrupted Jimmy Silver. “Who have you
been robbing?"

“Silver!” gasped Conroy.

“I'm sorry to ecause you pain, Conroy,”
said Jimmy Silver earnestiy. “But I really
must get to the bottom of this. as a law-
abiding citizen. As Sherlock Holmes would
say, things look suspicious!”

The juniors gasped in amazement, and
Gower had as much as he could do to keep
on his feet. His knees felt so shaky as to
be almost incapable of keeping him upright.

But he knew the game was up. Conroy,
worried and anxious, had failed to see what
Jimmy Silver's keen eyes had taken in at
once,

“Your father is also quite short for a man
who has spent most of his life in a country
where big men rule,” went on Jimmy Silver.
“He looks almost the size of—Gower!”

“Gower!"”

“My hat!”

«gilver, you'se mad!” shouted Conroy
frantically, “I tell you—-r"

“aAnd I tell you that I saw Peele and Lat-

L petaining a tight hold.

- Peele ‘& Co. were blubbering with pain, beis

_which he had D
| the Press duly made the faet public.
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trey follow you out of the gates,” interpozed
Jimmy Silver coolly. = “Where was Gower,
and why were they taking such an interest
in your movements? Because they knew that
your father was supposed to be coming to
Rookwood, having sent a note to you for
that purpose!” =
Gower, unable to undergo the strain any
longer, fell to the ground and whined in
terror. : f
“V“VComoy, it's only a joke!” he gasped.
> n

LConroy, almost staggered by the
ness of the cad’'s undoing, stared
dully. _
_“It is Gower, then!" he
“My hatl T guess —" =
Jimmy Silver leapt to his feet in time to

sudden-
at him

said- hoarsely,

intervene between the irate Colonial and
Gower.
“Let go!” shouted Conroy furiously. *“11i

half-kill the cad!”
“No, steady yourself!”

id Jimmy Silver,
W elll——"

He was interrupted as Lovell made a
sudden dive in the hedge, and there came
sounds of a scuffie the next moment. Raby
and Newcome sprang to his assistanee, and
between them they dragged- out Peele and
Lattrey, who, fascinated, had remained to
listen to Jimmy Silver's condemnation of
Gower.

“Now we've got the three beauties!” s
Jimmy Silver, who was undoubtedly &t
calmest of the juniors present. .. “ Are j
going to hand them over to the police?”

“Certainly!” gnapped Conroy.

“Oh, Silver—Conroy!”

Peele & Co.; terror-stricken, fell on tt
knees, and pleaded and begged for mere
Conroy looked down on them with contempt.

“You out-and-out bounders!” he said, with
a bitter sneer, “Youre not worth mixing
with conviets! I'll lick the hide off ¥ou.
and then turn you over to Jimmy Silver to
do as he likes with yeu!”

“@ood!” said Jimmy Silver heartily.

And there and then Conroy fought the
three . cads, one after another: but th
took littie punishment in the way of blow
Almost hefore he touched them, they felt
to the ground to plead for mercy.

Conroy cut a switeh from the hedge. and
administered such a punishment as- seldom
fell g the iot of janiors at Rookwood. And
by tite time he announced himsclf satisfie

glad to escape with so light a punishment.

“Fil see to you to-morrow!” said Jimm?
Silver, with withering scorn. “To-day you've
had enough. but not more than you deserve.
Scoot !”

Jimmy Silver & Co.. without more
took Conroy off with them for an after
on the river.

Pecle & Co. were tarred and feathered the
next day, and although the juniors wh
helped never knew exactly why the puni
ment was mebed out, they took Jimmy Silver’s
word for it that it was well deserved.

1t transpired afterwards that the man
who had been in prison was not really
Conroy's father at all, but had acted as
his guardian’ since Conroy’s own father had
died when Conroy was an infant. Moreover,
he proved his innocence of the crime  for
been committed to prison, and

400,

Conroy stood a handsome feed to the
Fistical Four for the part they had takea
in unmasking Peele & Co.. and in celebration

{ of the end of his troubles.

THE END.

LaEsesveveneney,
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
The Right Thing—Too Late!

éé HAT do you want, Kerruish?”
Eric Kerrnish, of the School
House at St. Jim’s and the Fourth

. Form, stood before Mr. Ratcliff,
the master of the New House, and these
words were snapped at him in a manner
not at all
more comfortable,
~And Kerruish was really mot feeling com-
fortable, to start with.

He had never been brought into close con-
tact with Mr. Rateliff before: and he would
80t have been surprised if that gentleman
bad failed to recognise him. )

That might have been rather disconcerting.
But it would not have been more so than
this snappish inquiry was. 3

Kerruish had fo interview the New Hobge
He had|

master on a very delicate matter.
gone across at a time when the quad was
deserted, all the fellows being in the playing-
fields or out of the gates, because he_did
not want anyone to know of hig visit. i

He had thought himself Iucky to find
Mr. Rateliff in.

Now he was not so sure of that.

Kerruish’s nerves were all on edge, and he
hardly knew how to start on the eomfession
he had to make.

*What do you want with me, hoy?” came
a second snapped query.

Kerruish pulled himself together, and took
the plunge.

i’]]’\'e come to tell you something, sir,” he
said.

“I trust you have not come to waste my
iime with rubbish of no importance!”
snorted the master. i :

“T don’t think you will consider it that,
sir,” replied Kerruish. :

“Qut with it, then!”
© Did Mr. Rateliff guess what was coming?

Kecruish fancied he did.  And he fancied
too—though that seemed an absurd notion—
that the master did not want to hear it;
would have been better pleased had he kept
silence, 2

“ Somebody “bar—knocked you over on the
staircase here the other day,
began.

“Well?2”?

“It was me—I mean, I, sir.”

“You, Kerruigh?”

“Yes, sir.”

“You, with a painted face, disgnised as
a woman?”’

“I wasn’t exactly disguised as a woman,
sir.” = = '

“You were in something resembling a hat—
a preposterous and—and loathsome hat—
and a skirt!”

“The skirt was an old tablecloth, sir, and
the hat was really only a waste-paper
basket.”

“H’m! You surely do not imagine that

‘those facts offer any extenuation of the

olfence of which you were guilty?”
“Not at all, sir.
a8 a woman.”
“Do you expect me to believe that yo
rigged yourself up thus?”? 54
*“Ne, sir.”?

calculated to make him feel”

sir,” “hed

But I wasn't disguised‘

A Magnificen§ New,gLong, Compiéte' School
Tale of TOM MERRY & Co. at St Jim’s.

“Ah—h'm! Hm—ah!
you in that manmer?”

“1 don’t think there is any need for you
to ask me that, sir.”

If Kerruish had not understood before
why the New House juniors hated old Ratty,
as they called him, be would have begun
to understand now.

Not thus did Mr. Railton, Kerruish’s own
Housemaster, conduct an inquiry or receive
a cenfessica.

He knew that a decent fellow confesses
his own misdemeanours, but keeps a- close
mouth about those of others.

It mattered little in this case, for Ratty
already knew that Figgins, Kerr, and Wynn
had been responsible for theé School House
junior’s plight.

Mr. Rateliff
thunderous.

¢It--sounds to me very like jmpudence,

Who dealt with

breathed hard and looked

Kerruish,” he said. " "But ¥
matter. For what reason did Figgins, Kerr,
and, Wynn deal with you im that improper
way? . 3 E

“T'd played a trick on them, sir.”

“Oh, you had played a trick on them,
had you? Very well—very well,  indeed!
Er—you are not trying to shield Kerr in
coming to me now?”

“No, 'm not!”

“Why have you come?”

“Because it scemed to me the straight
thing to do.” :

Kerruish was growing very short in his
answers, and Mr, Ratcliff' did not fail to
notice the fact. S

“You had better address me with proper
respect, Kerruish!” he said acidly.

“ Ves, sir.” . =

“Why did you -not make your confession
to Mr. Ratlton3? . - :

“I1-1-I don't know, sir!- Of course, I
know that I ought to have done.” -

“There is something about this I cannot
comprebend, Kerruish!  Has any pressure
been put upon you to make you come to
me?”

“]— Really, T don’t quite see what
Zyou mean, sir.” . S =

Kerruish was by no means sure whether
pressure had been put wpon him. Certainly
there had been no open pressure at the time
when the confession should have been made,
or since then. But he had been given
pretty clearly to understand that the Fourth
and Shell did not approve of his hanging
back. :

“Have you come merely to set yourself
right with the other juniors? That is my
meaning, Kerruish.” ;

“No, sir, T haven't!”

Basy encugh to answer that! XKerruish had
come there chiefly to set himself right with
Mr. Ratcliff. He did not even intend to tell
the other fellows.

“They ‘have not forced you to come?”

“They know nothing about it, sir, and I
have no intemtion of telling them about
it. I came because I felt—well,. that it
was up to me.”

_“I am nobt sure that I understand that
expression. But I gather that you feel that

3

orwitlewaive that |

you owe me an apolegy, and have come tg
make it.” :

The Manx junior let that pass in silence,
He had not thought particularly of apologis
ing to Mr. Ratcliff, but if the master liked
to take it that way he had no chjection:

“In those circomstances, Kerruigh, I will
consent to keep your secret, I will not re-
port the matter to Mr. Railton, who wenld
most assuredly be annoyed with you for
not answering whem he asked the guilty hoy
to stand forward. And, of course, I ghall
not mentiow it to any of the boys.”

Again Mr. Rateliff paused.

Kerruish was not at all sure that this way
what - he wanted. But that was partly
because he really did not know what he did
want.

He had not acted emtirely on impulse, fot
he had waited nearly twenty-four hours
before coming to Mr. Rateliffi. But he had
not. thought out what he expected from

“making -hia confession to that gentleman. -

“I must punish you, -taturally ]
An ‘offence like yours cannot be .alloy
pass unpenalised. But once 1 have ‘pun
you, the matter will be at an end, I wilk
keep your secret.”

It was on the tip of Kerruish's tongue to
say that a secret which something like a
hundred other fellows shared was hardly
worth keeping.

But it was not exactly his guilt that mads
the secret—he knew that.

It - was his confession. :

But did he want that kept secret? =

He had mot meant to tell anyone—not
even Dick Julian, his best chum—what he
had done. =

But he had a curious feeling -that a xet
was being cast over him,” entangling him in
its meshes. He hated the notion of sharing
a seeret with Ratty. : =

“Hold out-your hand, Kerruish!” :

He held out his hand, and Mr. Ratclift
kept him waiting with it extended while ha
carefully selected a came. =5y

If he had taken two seconds lomger ii
doing that, Kerruish would have protested.
He would very mueh have preferred taking
his gruel from Mr. Railton; even though he
had had to face the scorn in the School
House master’s For the Dhelated
confession. = >

But before he had quite made up his mind
the cane had been chosen, and the first cut
fell. S 3 E

It was a Hard cut. Mr. Ratcliff ‘was an
expert, with the .cane, and ma up in
knack what he lacked in muscle.

Three across each hand Kerruish took,
biting his lips ‘to force himself to keep
silence. -

“That will do!”, said Mr. Rateliff - sourly.
“J have let you off more lightly than you -
deserve, Kerruish, 1 know.”

The junior did not in the least agree with
that. pronouncement; but it was not a matter
for argument.

“You can ga. I accept your apology, and I -
trust that you will feel the benefit that
accrues from the clearing of a guilty con-
science,” said the master. v

Kerruish did not feel it yet. He did not
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think that he was going to feel if, either.
iy confession and punishment seemed  to
him, after ali, a very inconclusive business,

And a vague doubt haunted his mind.

Had hé done any good to Figgins & Co.7

He did not know that he wanted to be
kind to them., He still felt resentment
against them, -

But he knew that the other fellows thought
it rough on those three that Ratty should be
so_down on them, and he was not at all
sure that Ratiy was going to be less down

lon them because he knew ‘now  that Kerr

had not heen the fellow who had tumbled
fiim over. -

As he went out Kerruish met Redfern—
ajone for once. Phe scholarship” junior had
come in from the playing-fields to get a
handkerchief. o2

Redfern stopped. ¥ e

Kerruish's face stilf bore the marks of his
fists, and his face still borc the marks of
Kerruish’s. But the Sehool House junior was
by far the waorse matked. He had been mo
mateh for Dick Redfern. -

“1 say, Kepsiishl”

“Well, what ig Pé 7

sht =

“PDon't be sna
malice, do you?” - 2

“It  would be rather caddish if I did,
wouldn't it?” returned  Kerruish bitterly.
* You butt into an affair that’s no bizney of
yours, go oub of your way to force a fight
on me, knowing you can -lick me, and then
ask me whether I bear malice! I don’t bear
malice—yow’re not worth it! But. I never
want to speak to you again, Redfern—that’s

‘ the straight tip!” -

“Sorry I spoke!” said Redfern stiffiy. “I've
heen mistaken in you, it seems, Kerruish. I
always thought you a. particularly decent
gort. But I shall never think that again!”

“1 never did think it of you!” retorted
Kerruish. « 3

Then he hurried away.

That last speech of his was a lie, and he
knew it. > :

He had always thought Rediern just what
Redfern had thought him; and at heart he
field the New House junior in higher esteem
than ever. : 2

But he did not want anyone’s pit¥, or any-
one's sympathy—so he told himself.

He had done the right thing at Iast. It
looked as though he had done it too late.
But he did not cire—so he told himself:

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
One Faithful Chum,
“SURE, an' T wouldn't be worryin’' after

You don't bear

the fellow, Dick!” said Patrick
Reilly.
There were only three in Study
No. 5 ou the Fourth Form passage now.

Kerruish had not changed out.  There was
no other study open to him. But he had
shifted all his books to the Form-rcom, and
he took tea in Hall.

He avoided No. 5 completely, and passed
his chums without even a nod.

“I can't bhelp worrying about him, Pat,”
replied Dick Julian quietly., “1 don't m2an to
give him up, if you two do!” -

- “’Ow can we ’elp giving 'imn up when the
silly fat'ead won't even speak to us?” de-
manded Harry Hammond hotly.

“That's hiz pride,” answered Julian.

“Y¥aith, an' he'd hettér be after puttin’
his pride in his pocket!” said Reilly. “It
isn't such a heap he has to be proud of, any-
way.” -

“Everyone else has seat him to Coventry, 1
know,” Julian said. “But that doesn’'t cut
any ice with me.: They all think they would
have behaved bs#ter in Eric's place. 1'm
not so jolly sure!” 3 et ot
. “Most of them would.” eeplied Hammond.
“Not rotters like Racke, or Crooke, or
Mellish, of ¢course. But Tom Merry, or Blake,
or you, or Talbot, or old Ururdy, or Clive,
or Gussy—" =

“Or anyone that is worth a rap, bedad!”
broke in Reilly.

“You forget that Eric is still feeling beastly
sore with Figgy & Co.,” Julian said.
| “That’s no excuse, not really,” said Ham-
mond. “'E played a trick on them, an’ they
caught 'im out an’ got 'ome fairly on ’im.
Well, then? That was quits. as I see it.”
__“But not as Eric sees it,” persisted loyal
Dick Julian.

“Sure, Dick, an’ what is it ye’re aiter
wantin' us to do?” asked Reilly. -

- “Yes, that's it!” said Hammond. S
won't speak to us. 'E turns up 'is ‘aughty
nose when we pass. What ‘ave we donc to
offend 'im? We ean’t go down on our bended
THE PENNY POPULAR.—No. 33,

knees an’ ask ‘im to please be g0 kind as to
take a little notice of us, can we?” sae
Julian sighed. = : s
How can he persuade his chums? What
could they do? What, indeed, could he do?
~ Kerruish was sulking. Julian could sce no
other way of stating the case that stated it
fairly. e s =
He was angry with everyvone, and with his
chums most of all, ‘I'hey did not see things
his way—that was their offence in his eyes. -
86, at least, it seemed even to Fulian, who
made every possible excuse for him.
But Julian did not know all. 3
There was some resentment against them in
Kerruish’s mind. But it was less that than
a determination that they should not share
his unpopularity that kept him away.
t-Tapt == e
“Oh, come in® We don’t expect to ‘ave
a -minute to ourselves in peacel” snapped
Hammond. :
It was Sidnef Clive who entered,
sponse to that cordial invitation. = .
“Clive was wont to-hrag about his ta
judgnent, after tiie manner of
D’Arcy. >
But he really ki & fair share of tact, and
he showed it now by taking no notice of
Hammond's rudeness.
He knew that these three were under the
weather, and he had’come along to give them
what he believed to be good tidings.

“1 say, you chaps, I suppose you've heard |

that old Kerruish has done the right thing,
after all?” he asked eagerly, =5

“What? Been to Railton?” asked Julian.

“No. -1t was a bit too late for that, wasn't
it? But he's been to Ratty, Comes to the
same thing. Must say I'm glad, too. 1
always liked Kerruish, and it wasn't his real
form to behave that way.”

The three looked at one another.

“He hasn’t told us,” said Julian.

“Are you sure, Clive?” asked Hammond.

“I don’t think it can be wrong. Cardew
was looking out of our window, and he saw
him go across—saw him come back, too. He
spoke to Redfern just outside. 1 dare say
Reddy knows.”

“Why didn't Cardew come and tell us,
then?” inquired Reilly.

“Said it was no bizney of his. It's none of
mine, come to that; but I thought vou fellows
would be glad to know.”

“We are,” replied Julian. * Thanks no end,
Clive! You're a good chap!”

_ “Rats?” returned Clive as he went.

“Think it's right, Dick?” asked Hammond.

“I think so. Look here, vou two, I'll go
and see if I can find Eric!”

“Sure, an’ you can tell him that if he's
owned up to Ratty, he's just got io come
back to this study, an’, whatever the other
fellows may say, we mean to stick to him
through thick an’ thin!”

“'Ear, 'ear!” cried Hammond.

Julian smiled upon them, and went.

Kerruish was not in the Form-room.
Julian looked intc the junior Common-room ;
but that was empty. He went into the guad.

As he passed out he became aware of sounds
that resembled those made by a herd of geese.

They proceeded from a dozen or so members
of the Third Form, and the hissing was
directed at Kerruish.

He was trying his hardest to look as though
he did not hear. But the attempt was a
long " way of being a success.

“Stop that!” cried Julian aungrily.

“Why should we stop it? He's a cad, and
we've a right "to hiss cads!” answered
Jameson of the New House cheekily.

Jameson was one of Wally D'Arcy’s li tlev
see that.

band. But Julian was glad to
Reggie -Manners was the only other of that
brotherhood of seven preseut, -He would have

been disappointed fo find Wally and Frank:
Levison and Joe Frayne kicking a fellow when:

he was down.
“He's not a cad!" replied Julian.
Kerruish was walking away, as if the alter-
cation was no affair of his.

“What do you call him, then?” demanded
Manners minor.

“A long sight better fellow than you are,

or ever will be, young Manners!” retorted
Julian hotly.

“T'm pot a saint. I don'i ovretend to
be,” Reggie said, his tones sulky. “But if
I were in Kerruish's place, I'd own up.
It's the only decent thing to do.”

“He ought to own up, you know, Julian,”
said Jameson. “Figgy and those othier chaps
are in a frightful row through him. Ratty's
playing up to get them sacked.”

“Who says it's through him they’re in
a row?” asked Julian. 5 .

Kerruish had moved awar a few yards,
but he was still within earshot.

It was Bardly - dignified for a Fourth-
Former to be arguing with these kids. Julian
felt that, and Julian had some real dignity—
‘a rather ‘unusual possession for a fellow
his age. But tlie feeling that he had some
thing up his sleeve made him go on.

They were déecent voungsters, anyway, and
he knew they would be sorry for kissing
Kerruish -when-they heard the truth.
- “Oh, come off'it!" replied Jaméson.
hadn’t barged into Ratty——"

“But it was their fault he was there s
barge into Ratty!” broke in Julian.

B\ it wasn't! If was.his fault he was
ther}—trying ay a silly trick on them.
the fathead Not that it matiers aboub
a-.chap bein fathead—plenty of them
about—hnt
_ “Kerr play just such. a
fellows,” said Jul

“That’s different.2

“Why is it different? I don’t see it

“Because—oh, becaus® he brought it of,
you know!”

“But if he bhadn't, snd f—"

“He did! And if he hadn't, and anyth
like that had happened,’ Keérr would
owned up like a shot. He's not a =
coward.” -

“That’s right!” ecried Reggie. “Kerr's
a speaking coward!”

The eyeés of all the fags were turn
Kerruish.” 1t ¥as plain“that they ¢
he was “a sneaking coward.”

“Kerruish has owned up,”
quietly. .

Kerruish started, and went pale

“Rats!” replied Jameson.

“We know he hasn’t.” Reggié said.

“But I know he has,” persisted Julian.

“How do you ktow?” demanded Butt

“That's not your business. It's =i
that 1 do know.”

“But we don’t know that vou ka
only know you say so,” Jameson
not without acutensss.

“Isn't my ~word good enough
asked Julian, very quietly.

His manner impressed the fags.
knew that Dick Ju

“Ye-es,” said Jameson hesitatingly.
know you wouldn't lie about it, Jul
But e Enow you wouldn't have funked
See

“If you'll fell us how vou know——"

I was Kerruish himseli who broke in
upen’ the speech of Reguie Manners.

“There’s no reason why he should tell you?!”
swapped Kerruish, “But I think I've a righé
to ask that he should tell me”

“1 ask you Kkids to believe me,” Julian
said.

Then he turned away from them to Ker-
ruish.

He took his chum by the arm, and led
him farther from the group of Third-Formers

Kerruish suffered himself to be led away;
but as soon as they were well out of hearing
bhe wrenched free his arm.

“What ard you giving them, Julian®”
he said roughly. :

“The truth, Eric. At least, I believe it’s
the truth—I hope so. 1 think you know
that I wouldn’t have said it otherwise.”

“What do vou think has happened, then®™

“That you have been across and confes
to Ratty.”

Kerruish laughed harshly.

“Who's been stufinzg you
yarn?” he demanded.

“Isn't it true

“That's not waat I asked yout”

Julian pauvsed a-moment. ‘He had made
4 up his mind net to get angry with Kerru
but he did not find it easy keep cool.
:“Clive said that Cardew had =zeen ¥
aeross,” he replied “at dength. 2

“T'll punch Clive’s head, and Cardew's, ©
Suppose T did over the wav? Does t
prove that I ty—or that I went t»
see him? 1sn't it just as likely that |
wend across to tell those three sweep ¢
I hadn’t any intention of giving  ms:
away, but they coald give me away-if they
wanted to?”

What pgrversity prompted Ker
speech he did not knew himself. &
almost sorry for it when he saw by the face
of his loyal chum what Juliun thought of it.

“Is that so?” asked Julian.

“You can take it so!” answered Kerruisii.
“Now you have done with me, 1 suppo.

“No, I haven’t. You can’'t choke me off.
Eric, whatever you do or say.”

“I thought you were proud!” sacered Ker-
Tuisa. -

The hot eolour flooded Dick Juiian’s nand-
some face from brow to chin.

“1f he

trick oa our

said

Jujian

sed

up with t
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Befors anyone guessed

what he meant to do, Kerruish’s hand shot out
i Seize the silly ass,

he's potty !’ roared Blake.

and smote Clive hard on the cheek. ‘
{See page 14.)

|

41 think I am,” he replicd. “But I den't
keep my pride for my fricnds.”

“perhaps you'll be able to find enongh
of it for me twhen I tell you that I’d.ragher
you left me alone.”

“I'Il go, Eric,” Julian sald, with a choke
in his voice. “But this doesn’t finish it.
You hardly know what you're saying now,
I think. When you want me again—"

“Tt will be a long time first!”

“However long it is, 'l be there!”

Julian turned away, his head down.

Kerruish turned away, too, and there were
scalding tears in his eyes.

Reggie Manpers caught Julian the
sleeve.

“Well?” he asked tauntingly.

“I've nothing to say to you, Manuers
miinor.” ;

“Hag he owned up?”

“1 tell you I've nothing to say to youl!”

“He hasn't! Anybody can see that with
hal? an eye! It’s only that you don’t want
to chuck t1% cad, Julian!”

Reggie was in grave danger of getting hurt
ap that moment. All that saved him was

by

the fact of his being so far below Julian’s
weight. 2
The Fourth-Former plucked away his

restraining hand, and walked on.

Behind him the sterm of his
again.
He did not turn his head.

What more could he do? How could he
help a fellow who apparently would not help
himself?

broke out

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
s« His Hand Against Every Man.”

68 ARDEW !”
“Hallo:
Ralph Reckness Cardew turned

round to face Kerrnish.

No one else was near at the moment. That
fact made no real difference to Cardew, who
went his own way in defiance of popular
opinion when he could not see eye to eye
with it, as often bappened. s

But it suited Cardew’s whim to pretend
{hat it made a ditference.

“Iye g word to say to you!” spapped

Kerruish.

“Say it quickly, sweet youth,” replied

Cardew. “There’s. 1g OB okin’ just now,
g0 it’s of no couséguefes jor the moment: -
Otherwise 1 should have to point out tc
you, gently but firmly, that you are in
Coventry, that it's dashed unfashionable to
speak to fellows in Coventry, an” that I'm
nothin® if not fashionable, by gad!” :

“I'm in Coventry, am I?”

“So they say, dear hoy. But don't shout
at me; 1 didn’t put you there, y’know.”

“Would you fight a chap in Coventry?”
demanded Kerruish, breathing hard and
clenching his hands.

“Now, is that an abstract question, or is
it a challenge?” asked Cardew, with his
head ‘on one side. =

“You can call it whichh you like, but I'm
jolly well going to smack your Tace!”

“That,” drawled Cardew, “is very nearly
sure to settle any doubt there may be on
the point. One mement, however, Kerruish,
if you don’t mind! I trust that T shall not
seem unduly inquisitive if I ask, why are
you goin’ to smack my tace? It can’t be
merely because you don’t like it, for you've
put up with it quite a long time without
raisin’ special objections %o the thing.”

“I'm going to smack it because you've
been talking about me!”

“But why single me ou?® imgnired Cardew
blandly. * My dear ehap, you may take my
word for it that scores af fellows have heen
talkin’ about you. As a current topic, you
stand at the head of the poll just now.
You are on all the bills. so to speak. On
the whole, I think I've done rather less
talkin’ than most. I'm not puttin’ in a
plea for merey; it simply happensto be the
case, that’s all.” S

“You told Clive that I'd& been across to
the New House to confess to Ratty!”

“Xot exactly. T said that I saw you go
across. The rest was mueh more the in-
ference of the charitable Sidney than it was
mine. If you tell me that you went for
another purpose, I should believe you with-
out hesitation. I regret to say that I take
2 lower view of human nature in the bulk
than the dear Clive does, ap’ that 1
shouldn’t - even “he particnlarly disappointed.
Clive would.” :

“I'm not going
way or another!
Clive's head, too!”

to tell you anything, one
But I'm going to punch

“ Will you do nie a fayour, Kerruish??

“What ale you wmean? Why should I do
you a favour?” 2

«“Qh, therels 1o real Teagon why you
should, of course. But I should be glad i
you would; nevertheless.” ;

Kerruish stared at him. He found Cardew,
not for the first time, very difficult to under-
stand: ;

“What do you mean?”’ he snorted.

“Ppunch Sidney's head before you slap my
face, that's alll I don't kumow that the
dear Sidney is nuts on fightin’. 1 shouldn’t
call him a quarrelsome chap, anyway. But
he’ll fight if you punch his head—I'm sure
of that.”

At this moment Clive and Levison major
emerged together from the Sc Heuse.
Cardew saw them, but Kerruish did not.

“What difference wovld that make? & 1
should go for you afterwards” answered
Kerruish.

Cardew shook his head.

“XNo, dear boy,” he said blandly. “You
would be laid"up for repairs, by gad! fsn't
that so, Ernesti” i

Kerruish swung round with a start to see
those two.

He felt more furious than ever with
Cardew. ¥

The fellow must have known they were
close at hand. But he wpuld not say any-
thing about it till they had come up.

“Tsn't what hew, asa?” asked Levison. hi
brow contracting as he met the angry glarc
of Kerruish. >

«“Wants rather a lot of explainin’, an’ the
weather's dashed hot, which is cne reason
why I'm not anxious to have the gloves on
with Kerruish here.”

“Does he want you to?” snapped Levison.

“He does. He also wants Sidney to pud
up his little fisties. 1 suggest that Bidney
should be the first vietim—or otherwise.
But 1 think it would be otherwise, an’ that
wonld let me out. I'm not sure whether
our friend here  meditates a technical
assault, with a-view to battle later, upen
you also, Ernest——" y

“The chap’s in Covéntry!” Levison snorted.
_ “Youve mnever been there, have you?”
sneered Kerrnish. :

" “I have—several times!” returned Levison.
Tugp PENNY PopuLaR.—No. 83
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1 don’t take much stock in Covehtry, and
1 shouldn’t gee that it really barred a chap
feom challenging anyone to fight. But what
on earth have we done to you, Kerraish?
{ think we've said rather less than most
fellows have.” :

“Sidney from matural chivalry, an’ Ernest
at’ I because, havin' been there ourselves.
we don't feel that we can throw stones at
another black pot!” added Cardew.

“Don't, Ralph!” said Clive.

He had more pity for Kerruish than the
other two.

Cardew or Levison might have been in
Kerruish’s place. Both were eapable of
being very awkward and very resentful,

Clive' could not bave been. Clive was one
of those fellows who almost always see
their duty as a dead-sure thing, an
| it a8 surely.

Bul it was he who seemed to understand

beat how Kerruish felt. :

“P'm not a chap who can afford to preach
to 'vou, Kerruish,” said Leviton. “But I'll
say this. You're an absolute fool if you
think serapping with fellows who say you're
wrong can put things right; and you're
worse than that if you pick a gquarrel with
Chve.” 5

“What did Clive mean by putting it about
' that I'd beeir over to confess to Ratty?”
demanded EKerruish furisusly.

“Oh, bai Jove! T am vewy glad indeed to
heah that,” Kewwuish!” .

ft 'was the. voice of Arthur
0’ Arey which chimed in thus.

Blake and Herries and Digby were all with
Gussy. And only just behind them came
the Terrible Three—Tom Merry, Manners,
and Lowther—and Talbot.

“Hear what?” roared Kerruish.

He was s0 worked up now that he was
ready to deny the truth of the story.

What right had they to take things for
granted about him?

“That you have confessed to Watty, of
course, deah boy,” replied Gussy. “Though
wiiy vou should think it necessawy to woah
in that fashion, I weally capnot imagine.
1 wish you would not, for it puts me all in a
Auttah!”

“Who
Kerruish.

“Did you net say so yourself, deah boy?”

“No, I didn't! And—"

“©Oh, hapg -it all, let’s have some sense

Augustus

says T've confessed?’ snapped

about this!” said Blake, breaking in ruth-

dessly - wpon Kerruish's  speech.
heap too much fuss being mad
raish, to my mind. We all think he ought
to have owned up when Railton put the
question to ug, but——"

“Yyen his own chums say that,” put in
Dighy.

“1 haven't any chums!”
bitterty.

#Qerves you right if you haven’t!™ snorted
Manners. “Julian stuck by you as long as
vou'd let him, anyway.”

“<His hsnd against every man, and every
man’s hand against bim,’ ” quoted Lowthe

“Yshmael, wasn't it?” asked Levison.
#Yes, this chap is rather like Ishmael, I
thinks"”

“To me, the point seems to be whether
he’s in Coventry, or whether he isn’t,” Tom
Merry: said, with reason. “If he is, it’s

said Kerruish

jawing to him.”

“Well, is he?” Talbot inguired. =

“] ‘don’t know,” replied Tom. £l hadn’t
anything to do with sending L)iﬂ@'tl\ere, if
he “is. I rather agret with. Blake that
there’s too much fuss being made over it.”

“Here, Tommy, old ehap, none of that!”
said Blake warnity. = “If you're, going to
claim that you agree with.me, yoﬁ‘d better
know how I feel about it Rrst.” = - =

“Well, there's nothing to hinder you from
telling me,” Tom said quietly.

“1'11-tell you. But I wént to ask Kerruish
something first.” -

“Ask away!" reforted Kerruish.
don’t prowmise any answer.”

“Ys this yarn true that’s going about?”
demanded Blake. -

“What yam?” returned the Manx junior.

“Oh, you know well enougli! That you've
ptwned up fto Ratfy, then, if you must have
it

pretty silly of us to hang round like this,

“But 1

“That'’s no business df yours, Blake!"

“QOh, yes, it is! It’s everybody's business
—everybody in the Fourth, anyway.”.

“Hear, hear!”

Kerruish glared first at one and then at
the-other of them. His mood just then was
hardly a sane one. It was to him as
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| smacked. The

though he were hemmed in on every side,
as though everybody was his enemy; whereas
there was not a single fellow there whose:
attitude towards him was not at base a
friendly one. -

Side by side stood Clive, looking unusually
serious, and Cardew, with that slightly
superior smile which people found irritating
- at times upon his handsome face.

The contrast between the two angered
Kerruish yet more. He was as much annoyed
witli Clive for feeling sorfy as with Cardew
for feeling superior.

Before anyone- guessed what he meant to
do, his hand shot out and smote Clive hard
upon the face.

And as Clive staggered back in surprise
Cardew got it-—a smack that could have
been -heard at the gates.

“Seize the silly ass! He's potty!” hooted
Blake.

*“Leave me alone!” panted
clenching his hands now. “I'll—

A dozen hawds were stretched out &
him.
 He hit with all his force. Arthur An
got it on the nose, and Manners on tiie
But Herries and Blake and Tom Merry
seized Kerruish and got his hands behind
him.

Even then he strugsled. He lashed out
with his feet, and Tom received a nasty
kick on the shin. - -
. “Oh, frog-march him!” yelled TLowther.

But Talbet interposed.

“Let him go!” he said. *“Kerruish, old
chap!” =

The quiet, measured tones had their effect
upon the half-maddened jumior.

He ceased to kick. When his hands were
released he let them hang by his sides. He
stood with drooped head, trembling in every
limb. but no longer half insane with rage.

Talbot laid a hand on his shoulder.

“Will you come with me?” he asked.

And, to the surprise of all, Kerruish went.

Kgrruish,

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Talbot and Julian Take Counssel.
IVE minutes later Talbot sought out
Dick Julian, .
He found him in No. 5, alone. and
plunged at once into his subject.

“] hope vou won't think I'm butting in,

ulian,” lie hegni. - = =
1 “You're abo%}: the iast chap 1 should he
likely to think that of, Talbot.” teplied Julian.

“iPhat's nice of you. It's about Kerruish I
want to talk to you.”

“1 guessed as much.” S

“1'm sure you haven't chucked him.”

«well, I don't know how you're sure,
Talbot——" :

“1 know you, you see. =

“My turn to say “That's -hice cf you, '1sn’t
ito” Julian said, emiling. “But you're right.
anyway. 1 haven't, and I'm not going to.
He says he doesn’t want me, but 1've told
him he'll find me waiting when he dogs.”

“You're the right sort of chum.”

“That's nothing. Eric and I have been
chums for a long time, But it’s different
with you, Talbot.”

“Qh, I've always liked Kerruish—all your
crowd, in fact, if 1 ma¥ say so. Look here,
he’s in for & bad time. He's smacked the
faces of both Cardew and Clive, and—well, 1
know yowl hate to hear it, but the silly
hounde ked out when he was collared, and
landed Tom Merry & nasty one oun the shin!”
“My hat! “Bhat’s pretty rotten!”

{5 - “Tom. doesn’t matter so much. He won't

“be nasty about it. But you can't expect
Cardew and Clive to stand having their faces
2 kick was more or less an acci-

dent® but those two-are bound to take what
was done to them as a direct challenge.”

“QOh, of course!. Eric will have to fight
them. Clive will lick him,too; not sure about
Cardew. — : :

“I'm pretby sure about Cardew. Buf that
isn’t al=s t for Gussy and Manners as
well; and ave pgone for others if I
hadn’t got hi Ay,

“I'm glad you got him away, then! 1t was
more than I could have done, I know.”

“Lowther quofes Ishmael —*his hand
against every man, and every man’s hand
against -his,” you know.”

“Poor old Erie! But it isn't quite as bad
as that. You're not against him, Talbot, and

I'm not. Afraid he fecls that everyone is,
though.” SN
*Yes.. He let me-get him away, but he

1 wouldn’t talk.”

“He was rude t¢ vou, I suppose?”

“ A bit; but that acesn’t.matter, Julian.”
There was open admiration in Dick Julian's
look as he heard that. =
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“What makes you so different from othap

fellows, Talbot?” he asked.
. _“Didn’t know I was. Rather hope I'm not,
if it comes to that. But if I am—well, G
quite so hard as some on a fellow wheo's down
on hig luck, I think it's because I've had a
good deal of trouble of my own.”

Silence for o moment after that. Thea
Talbot said:

“This yarn about Kerruish’'s going to Rafte,
Think there can be ®nything 1a it:”.

“He's practically denied it.”

“Has he actunally denied it?
matters.”

“Well, he didn't to me.
his going across to the
necessarily mean that.”

“But I think it did mean that,” said Talbot
“He said .to Blake, when the question was pué
direct, very much what he said to you—that
it was no business of his.”

_“If he has owned up, why should he keep
it dark? It would set him straight with
everybody. Of course, ifls not quite the sama

That's what

He only said that
New House didn't

thing as speaking out when Railton asked:

but no decent fellow’'s going to make a fusa
about the difference.”

My notion is that he feels it doesn
him straight with himsgelf. False prid
you like; but I can understand it.”
= tR/o can I, Is there any way we can fad

ut ? = -

“Short of going to Ratty bimself, T can't
see how,” replied Talbot.

“Oh, we can’t do that! Suppo
wrong; we _should be giving him away?

“That might- not be such a bad turn to
him, either.”

“But it's the sort of thing a fellow couldn’s
do. At least, I couldn’t make up my mind io
do it, I knew that.”

“Wait a minute! ¥ he has owned up
F_iggins and Kerr must surely know it by ¢t
time,” Talbot said thoughtfully.

“¥es, suppose ~ they would, though
Ratty’s such a queer old bird, that it isn't «
dead c

“Ohs T can't see how he could keep up his
game after Kerruish had confessed. The
chief thing he has against thiem seems to be
that it must have heen Kerr who barged him

we're

over, if it wasn’t a School House fellow
When he knows it was—"

“That ought to settle if, certainly. ~ Shall
we g0 across and see those threey Or wiil

you go? I will if vou like, Talhot, but—>

“Tet's both go, old chap.” - = =

They went across to the New H
onee, g = vy

“At the door thiey met Redfern, Owen. and
Lawrence coming out,

The three stopped.

“Is there any news about Figer & Col's
case, Reddy?” asked Talbot. 2

“Not that I've heard. What is there likeiy
to be?”

“There's a yvarn poing round that Keéreuish
has owned up to Ratty, you know, Diek”
said Lawrence. . =

*“Oh; that! I don't helieve it!
the decency to do it.”

Julian flushed and bit his lip.
said nothing.. He had not the richt
that on his chum's behalf,

“Where had be come from w
him?"” Owen inquired.

“How should T know? T only know that
snapped my head off whén 1 tsed {6 mak
it up with him. I've done with Kerruiahit”

And Redfern & Co. passed on,

“It doesn’t look very eful, Talbot,
Julian. =

“We'll go up, anyway. Figgs and Kerr and
Fatty can do. with a little cheering up, 1
should think.”

“You. may be able to give it to them: 1
can’t.” >

“Cut baek if you dou’t
see that there's any
yarn's true.”

And Julian, almost s
himself, turned baek.

Talbot ~proceeded on hiz way
the study floor, =

He met Monteith, head prefect of the New
House, on the landing.

“Hallo, Talbot!” said the Bixth

“I'm on my way 40 see Figgihs
said Talbdt. “Any objection?”

Monteith shrugged his shoulders.

- “Not as far as I'm concerned,” he said.
“I'm not Rateliff’s policeman exactly. 1've
told him as much. I don't doubt he'll be
unpieasant if he catehes you there.”

“0h, I'll rigk that!” replied Talbot lightly.

He went on, and in another couple of
seconds waﬁ tapping at the door of Figging

=
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in, unless you want to get into
a row!” called Kerr, im reply. .




Siice,

re may

cetting
¥

Talhat pumud cpen th«, doocr 3k «
‘ <1 don't mmd about any row
be,” he said, “How are. you . fellow
‘ eny> | :
“Still alive and kicking!”
erily enough. -
Fed up!” wwancd qugms.
5 “That’s 4 Jolly sight, more thm I am!”?
‘ gaid Fatty Wynn pa‘ohctmally “Welre ot
I allowed to go to the tuckshop, 'lalbot —and

answered Kerr,

‘ the fellows fere have heen told they mustn’t.
hring anything in for us. Jt's awinl! Couldn’t

i  § dn a niee steak-and-kidney piet?
| “So- you shall!”. Talbot said. “We'll
‘ smug"]? some grub in for you, ¢ne way or

| another, - The ‘*eﬂtclk(/ goes om, then? Nao

| lhlmsze/

‘- h Vvhat change should . there hep” asked:
Jsct'i' “We're kept away from the Form-

H, but we're getting off nothing in the

e Head yet”
{ he mean to takt’ }ot

Fedon't know, Must,
he'd never dare keep
| long.> |
| = But doesn’t 1
1
"How should he? Kerruish \muldnt own
up when Railton asked, the sweep!” returned
| Fl;.gy bitterly.
*“QOhb, you've heard ahont that, then?
‘ “We get some news,” Fatty said.
| n;mposed to come near us, but som
= do
| “ We heard about Re ddv
ead,” Figgy chimed in, “Of course, R
| was butting in. We can look after ourselves.
But it was decent of him.”
‘ “You think Kerruish
Figey??
| “Yes, rather! Don’t you?” °
“I'm not so sure A5 you_are

know now who did barge

thrashi

needed a hiding,

%

—=1 thipk

| “I'm not, either,” said Ker
. Fr"rfy too much down on the fellow.”
“Well, whether Kerrnish dé 1 that

| hiding or not, it Iookq as if he was: going
1o get another now,”
| the window. <A whole crowd of chaps ire
= going to the gym, and Julian’s talking to
= ‘ kerluwh and HKerruish is trying to- shake
I off. Julian wants to be “his_seconsd
‘ again, I suppose. B [%%Q a4
Tet 4ol sty ass sukl?
The ether three w 3
| Lefore Fabty made a balt in hzs speeci
“11’s either Clive or Cardew,” Talbot
\ “ Rerrnish has guarrelled with them both
“What ahoub?” asked Kerr. “Anything in
| piarticular, or just the gemeral situation?”
| “Something in  particular,” answered
- Talbot, “And the same thing that really
bhrought me across here to see you fellows.
{'ardew saw Kertnish come over here, and
told Clive; and it seems that Clive told
Julian and Hammond and Reﬂly thw‘ Eer-
riish had owned up to Ratty.

“Nothing in that for him to cet his rag
cut about,” observed Figgins.

“It’s giving him credit for being more
decent, than he is,” said Fatty.

At that moment thc door opened suddenly,
aud the lean, sour -face of Mr. Rateliff
showed itself.

““Ah! What are you doing here, may I ask,
Talbot ?” said the Housem'lster unple xsantly.

THE FIFTH cHAPTER.
Kerr Takes a Line on His Own.

14 CAME to sce these fellows, sir,” re-
plied Talbot.
“Phen I presume you were nch

aware that they are—er—in deten-
tion, and net allowed to receive visitors?”

Talbot looked \Ir Ratelitt strdlght in the
face.

- “r'd heard something of the sort, sir;
but 1 supposed that would be all over now,”
he. said.

. *And why should you suppo=e that it would
be all over now, Talbot?”

“1’d heard that the fellow who ought to
have given lumself up l"etore had done so
at ]ast sir.”

“0h; ‘indeed!
in questlon s

: Kerr gave a barely perceptible shake of

| the head. Figgins stared hard at Talbct.

Fatty stood with his mouth open and his

' And may I ask who the boy

i cyes wide.
§ “1 don’t consuier myself at liberty to sa,,
| sir,” was Talbot’s quiet answer.

“14 is, 1 assume, gquite an copen =ecret""
snapped the master.

“A good many fellows know it,” replicd
Talb:

| “And yet it has been kept from me! lms

1. work, and we're not allowed to £0

¥ i Shell-fellow.
_ 1% Phen he turned to std,ﬂ,. & 0o - 7

remarked Fatty, Trom

_all right.

is a fair sample of the respect ace
a master in this sehool ™

Nobody answered that. - It was nof the kind
of remark that seemed to any of them #6
call for an answer.

“Did the hoy himself inform yeu that he _as Ratt

had confessed to me, Talbot?” snapped Mr.

atchﬁ

No,
"But no “doubt’ you heard it from someaone
v\hom he ‘md told ?”
- £ No, sin’
“Tn fact., then, )ou are nict aware that
he has told anyone so?”
TG, kP
“Ah! You appear to have accepted an
inference in lieu of a fact. I may consider
it necessary to: report to Mr. Railton your
behaviour in coming here in dtflﬂ’)l}e of me,
Talbot.”
“Very well, sir.”
Mp. Rateliff -glared at il

You mll rejoin your Ecorm: fo-moriow,

ree,” he said sourly. = -
“Ves, sir. Are we to see the Head?”
turned Kerr,

“That T will donsider further before coming
jon. In faet, I will consider the
ir in all its bearings, and send
ain when 1° ha\c made np my mind
o about it.”

ﬁ}t satisfied with fhat;
¥

atty casped. Tiggins and_ Talbot. stared
hard at the Scots junior.

AMr. Ratcliff stood like one dumhxmmdu]
'i['or fully twenty seconds nie word came from
.

When word
full of wrath

“1 have never heard such abomeble im-
pertinence in all my career!™ he eried. fairly

TE:

sir,” replied

“did come ‘hey were words

spluttering with ‘rage. “XWhat cap~you
mean, Kerr?”
ou called me 2 liar, sir. 1 am not

%d to be punished for anything you
may hink I’'ve done till the Head has hmnl
about that, and said whether he thmkn its
1f he does think so I shall ask my
er to take me avay irom h re-—*lu“a

fhat To 'ﬁ?z

think ‘better—of this-agtitude of 1
when you -have had a night to slcep upan
-your extraordinary *‘eqolw Kerr I =
~si
the %ﬂ,

{a

“1 don’t think so, sir.”

Mr. Rateliff flounced oub of
snorting. |
“] say, Kerr!” protested Figgins.

“Tt won't do, you: know, old ma
Fatty tremulously. - “Of course, th
doesn’t agree with chaps being calle
He's a ge’xtleman But, he's almply
back up Ratty more or less. Yo

“I'm mnot going in to classes
morning. I’'m not going in £0 ¢
until this thing’s settled,”
doggedly.

“Nee here, Kerr, we—well,”
is jolly serious,” said Figgi
agitated as Fatty. >

“Figgy, dear old boy, I'm not
or. Fatty to do as I do,” herr
mnt quite the same for you.” 3

“Qh, isn’t it, thongh!” gasped g
you thmk we are going to deser

orded to g

fmperturbable | -

. | Talhet

thmwn “him overboard, and 1 don’

“My hat! You mustebe ¢
do!” said Figgins empl’ntl ally. Whateve
omes of this we're gcmg to"‘itand b

you

Rwht ho ! replied Kerr ¢
it, will turn out. all seren: :
expect Ratty to beg our pardons and
us to look over it.”

“By Jove, you aren’t half hopeful!” said
Talbot. *“Kerr, you rascal, you omething
up your sleeve!”

“Nothing more than ;ou
have, too, if you only n
d;d a bit of deduction,” Ke

“What is it, old chap?” askﬁﬂ’ Fatty

“Only that something b 3 \kappéﬂed LI;at,
has very gravely ; tty's
position,” answered Kerr.
still by to-morrow mornt
he won't do that He h:
I've twigged.”

‘ng"ed what?” ashed

derment.
“Yes;, that's if. Tell
twigged, Kerr!” pleaded Fa g
“Can’t. be dome, It’s jus :
I may he wrong; and in that cage I

be leading you badly astray.”

é

“I will
_nnles

"Ql)h
that Ratty didn’t have it eclipped.”

“But._youll be
1 argued Fig
. Bueause it 1 don't

nothing hut your pig-héaded re
or m}l w;th me 4o keep

dowe fﬁ'x T

i1

are

wWe

to da,

won't be able to maoy
mlmt he to do'as hie

“That. would v
amunit Ratty alone,
I'd pref

prefer!” snorted ¥
all for one and o
always has bes

“Babht ho !

mory Flg

Ratty doesn :

“Oh; come along! May as well be hangdéd
for a sheep as & lamb!® said Tigegy des
perately. =

He and Fatty went ahmd
with Taibot.

YW you tell nie \vhaf it s
Ta]bof

“Ahem! Wouldn't be qum‘ the thng,
old top, when I've refused {o tell those twe,
vmuld it?”

“Well, perhaps 1.(:13 SHill—

“PI give you a hint~ \\hm Ratty was
talking to yeu, dida’t you netice how he
went all vounud 447"

“Went all round Oh, 1 see pow! 1
he had had Kerruish’s confession. and wanted

Kerr Jollewed —

, Bers?” acked

to. keep it dark—— but surely Kerruigh
wouldn't. agree fo that?

“Not knowing, can’t say, dear boy
would seem middling silly of him.

iar as
middtin

an make out 1

614 x\/m;‘ in
See hers,

can't sege t

1£9 qm
put the poor 5

rder t‘:rou"h i,
ely sore —with us.
do him a goed tuin
it you'll stand by Jim now—->7>
“Needn’t say another word, Kerr. 1 was
willing to do it, any way. If ;{uquh will be
an Islyae] it's hig own fault, Julian hasn't
want 1o.
‘him all the more readily i he'll let
“Beeause you ask it, though.
hanks, Talbot! 1 do ask it. Oh, this
1 come out in the wash, you Know !
uish is hard up against it _BOW, bat-it
Jast much longer, you see”’

THE SIXTH CHAPTER. .
And Kerruish Takes a Hiding.

% ALBOT had hecn at least' a quarter
_of an hour with Figey éL Co.—quite
-fong -enough. he bad reckoned, for
ejther Clive. or Cardew to setile

Im former reached the gym
surprised to find that the fight
y ven hegun.
pf1 77 asked Fxggmv
Depends uposi ~which ‘it’
’\i’outy Lowther.
“Kerruish’s scrap, of cours
“They're all Kerruish’s scra
one of them! 4 My only Sunday hat,
I'm forgetting things! You 1(:110\1: are re-
Jeased from durance vile; then?’
*“ Ass!” snorted Figgins.
urn round, Fatty!” said Lewther.
haffor?” asked Fatty, doing as he was

T

is,™ veplied

Fatty said.
exery blessed

it’s all nght dear boy! T perceive
_“Have what clipped, idiot?”
- “Your wool. Likewise Kerr’s and Figey's”

“Why should he, chump?’ . -

“ Well, it’s usual in gquods.and places where
they sing—ne, that’s choirs, not quods—my
mistake. I se¢ Kerruish has "ﬂudf‘ up hig
mind at he:t, and it’s from Clive he's t«kmg
his gruel.”
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“wasn't all of it”

- FCETLE
=it “was €l

- muttered TFatty.

| not down on hint as

“He'll fet Tathot sccond him, thcn. He
wouldn't have Julian,” remarked Roylance.
“Was that it?” inquired Figgins. “Well,
. I'm not surpriscd tLat no one was keen on
~ scconding the chap.”
“Th.xh was it to some extent. But that
replied  Lowther. “There
wus also. the unsettled guestion of whom
ras to meet. When we started out
her Cardew or Clive, ocr Gussy or
By the time we’d gob here, Levi-
ake, and Herries have been added to
So far I've escaped, and so has

| Manners,
= lln B

- die, or something of -that sort.”

ou_mean that that silly ass has been
g faces all round¢” asked Figgins.

iion t think he’s smacked all their faces,
’s a fact that he’s challenged all those
ve mentioned, and there -may be a few
more.” answered Lowther lookmg moere seri-
ous. “If’s funny in a way, and yet it isn't
altogether funny, either. The fellow is like
anvone gone ﬁﬂﬁm«v mad. I can’t make

| him out a bit." — =
“Piggy, old ehap, T—-1 don’t like this!
“Can't we do something?
Kerruish is a decent fellow, really, you know.
and we were a bit rough on him. And XKerr's
11 are for not owning
ight, you know. I'm

=

up. Kerr’s: generally

| not_saying you're wrong, but” Kerr generally

s right,

- ruish's owning up:

isn’t he?”

“What'’s Fatt) burbling about?" demanded
. Lowther,
Nothing to do with you!” returned Fig-
¢ _with rough - goed-humour, “I don't
unt to be hard on the fellow, Fatty. But
what ean we do? They won't listen to us if
we tell them that we aren’t keen on Ker-
and we ecan't say that
we'te all right, anyway, beeause as far as
1 can see we're going to risk the giddy sack

- ta-morrow.”

e
-question that Kerrt

T qmed his chums.

~can’t have done, I suppose.

. [: %35 that so certain?”

- *But it's a rotten bizney.

Clive was far fro Bem" keen
h

“How's that?” asked Towther, who ‘had
heard all that Fig said, though he had
missed Fafty’s muttered speech.

“Oh, yowll know time enough!
now! They're starting!”

At was not chiefly the difficulty of settling
uho should meet Kerruish which had delawed
th — i the Manx- jumior: pot
for lie -would have to

Shut up

is . oppon nt z\ovrr t

ahout
t

igecond. of *he

ione, as he wanted
point-b

manne would have miadc apyon
that ham want te punch |

and ‘Hammond had tefra
T themselves, which was not
wondered - at in. the eircumstances.
‘Talbot had come forward.
Why Kerruish aceepted Talbot’s offe
one knew, perhaps net Kerruish himsel
cd, thers was soms reason f
ihat the uunlucky junior hardly ko
lie was doing. Mare than one there the
hi= was nearly® off his head with worry
rage: s
Tom Merry caught swht of the ’\ew H
trm. and eame over to them af
= Settled the trouble, so

Tben

d.:
Not exactiy,” rcphed I\err. mho
“But were o
itime being.  What~ 'madc
skttled Tomm\ ol
“There’s a yarn that K
up to Ratty. I shat 5
mpposc it can’t be true’
thy *dndnt tell us s Wwhen =
st now,” Figgins answered. “But surely
the chap bifself would say “if- he  had,
wouldn’t he? That would set him strajoht.
Ve dcm’t want any more fu'u made, I'm
sHper -
. “Can't make Kerruish out,” Tom said, shak-
fag his head. “He doesn’t say that he has,
and he doesn’t-say that he hasn’t, But he
Ratty w

been sure to tell you.”
asked Kerr. “Rafty's
a slv old rascal, and he’s got his knife into
8.
SWell, it’s
way,” Tom

too late to stop this now, a
said, - shrugging his shounlde
There’s: no doin

anytbing with the fellow. If 'I have my w
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thounh we'll haﬁe ne more serapping after
Clive's licked him.”

And Tom- Merry mosed away, looking very
determined.

The fight had atready begun, Kangaroo of
z!lxe Shell refereeing, and Levison seconding

ive.

That Kerruish had little chaner’ evervone
present felt certain.

The first round saw Kcrruxsh, his face stlll
bearing- the marks of ek Redfern’s fists,
nttackmﬂ hotly, and - Clive on the defensive.

Clive looked really troubled. He did not
want to thrash Kerruish. He was not in the
least .angry with him, and he was quite sin-
cerely sorry for him. There was far less

“animus agam%* Kernmh in the two Forms

The decent fellows, who
fefed him as one.of them-
selves, were bitterly disappointed with him;
but, even w@hox the confession he had
dee and was concealing, he could have lived
the frouble duwn.

But he wodid never live it down like tme
He was making frc:h trouble for hlmsef_a'k‘l
the time, =

He got home one ot two punches that stung
Clive up, and in the second round Clive
hegan to punch also.  Human nature was
having its way.

idiot off,

“Finish the silly
Levis

“Be cruel to be kmd dcar bov"’ urged
qudew.

“I'm not sure tlmt it isn't the kindest
thing to do,” Clive said. “But I hafe doing
it. 1've no real guarrel with the fellow at
all, and shouldn’t have had anyway, if he'd

only let me alone.”

“Nobody redllv fates him. It's he who
hates everyone,” murmured Cardew,

“Make this round " ihe'?hst if you can.
Clne 2 _said Durrance

“fhink I can,” Clive said quietly.

And he did it. Kerruish, in his rage, gave
any number of openings for a tellow who
cared to take them.

than hs imagi
had- always ¢co

Sidney!” said

down with a thump,
tried it, could not struggle up before he was
counted out.

He-was en his feet two seconds later, how-
ever, and stood glaring round him wx.(ilv

I,\LLLd an I" hc mld hitterly. xll

d td‘dev mom
¥ snapped Manners

€3 in Cnx(ntr\ i ~nppose?"
panted Kerruish,
No. chu% ¥oure a silly ass!
ik

m;orted

*gaid Tathob.
away, gulping down some-
stuck in-his throut,
epped in his way.
re,~ Herruish, ~Iive

Teason 1o

pose T-should Keep it dark if 1
Kerruish.

spoke:

as only- onz comtmcbmn that eoald
on it—at least, there seemed-only
o him. And possibly Kerr was the
there who did not adopt that

wish ewas not sure that anything

d to Mr. Ratcliff, or ﬁnythmg
r. Ra cliff had said ‘to him, made him in
to tell, thouffh the Houge-
7 remaining a
tween them b its weight with him, too.
it chiefly it #as wounded pride and fierce
resenbment that zs?ompwd hl: rcplv

I\orr fell back.

“If on't “telt me, you won't,” he said,
“But k we shall see to-morrow.’

As sing was heard, but it came
from o -only—the corner in which
Racke a k¢ “and Scrope and Mellish.

ore of their kind, had gathered.
hen Talbot and the Terrible
d Kangarco and Grundy started to
pasl swards the fellows respom\ble for it.
Jlerruish went—alone. -
But it was his own fault that he was still
he roll of Ishmael. and Kerr was
in thinking that he could hardly go on

iE]

plﬁvmg it muech longer.

THE END.

i've owned up. to Rabty, but
to admit -it,” he. sald. Wil
ther that's the case? I it§

a foolish amswer, and he knew it

seeret- bet*
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(Continued “from poge 7.)
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““All of you!” said -Mr. Quelch., ©I under-
stand that the new boy, Carr, was made to

run " the gauntlet, as you call it, in tha
Re‘move dormitory2”
‘That’s 8o, sir,’ d - Wharbon, Hushisg.

“I don’t eall that bullying, though.
mmpl} pum<hm
“Hear, hear!"
“X cannot be

We were
a cad as hf{ dfserved."
murmured Bob Cherry.

e-that Carr did mv[umb

to warrant such an exc 8- pu ment,”
said Mr. Quelch. “He very roushl

handled, and the blow on his forchead
2 severe one. The ml ole Form tock ﬁa!‘t i
the affuir, T presume?’

“Led by us, sir,” said Wharton qmckf”

- “Then yout boys adl}nt having been the
ringleaders?”

The Famous Five nodde their heads.

Mr. Quelch picked up his cane,

“You had no right to take thé law into
your owil hands," he salde sternly. “Aiasters
and prefects are alone .empatered fo inflict
punishment. It seéms to me to bave beea
1 Hagrant case of bunvmg; Wharton,- hold

cane—six cuts which even the captain of
the Remove could hardly endure without
flinching. S

Bob (h:-rry came nmt dnd an

Johnny Bul! and E
turh,

I eacﬁ case =v: nz’ngmg euts. wmcre
adm nistered.

“There !” Qu( 1'\‘1

panted Dir.
“Let that be.a less

mined - to put s af
nt bullying with “a ou may
&nd 4 dxsma! i3 olit- of tha

Form-master's st
- Onice nut in the

Johnny Bull
The Famou:
They had |

pot ~neal}

5 Dennis Laﬂ'
mned by 3fr. Qu
it seepied that >
en - bidiAg his time.
do about i,

you L{

w mqun“zi Bob
Tbe e’s only one ¥
“We wmust send him to Coventr

Shortly before moriing lessons o
the following annonncement *wpnegnd on tha
notice- fmam

_“Carr of “the R
found guilty of sneaking,

forthwith. = =
HARRY WHARTON"

The new boy s
hurried along
“1've seen you
he exclaimed
you mean by
Wharton did not. reply.-
Dennis Carr saw nothing
zmd contempt. i the faces
“I'm waiting for your
said heatedly. z

to know

but

Silence ! . s
“Very well,” said D**ux« u_mun;;- oh s
heel.  -“8b it's war, is it? . Now we Kknow

where we stand i :
And, slamming the door _of &t dy
he strode caway down ~ the -

_bitterness in his heart—at war v
Remove, and at war with Gresfriaas!
_THE END.
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