e

DE!

Week Endiag
September 13th, 1919,

No, 34,

: New Series, |

Three Original Complete Stories of—
N & C0.—JIMMY SILVER & C0.—TOM MERRY & CO.

et
e
SN eSS
R e
N

TROUBLE AT TEE TRIAT.

{An Amusing Scene in the Magnificent Long, Complete Tale of the Chums of Greyfriars.)




{

THE PENNY POPULAR—Every Friday.

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

By FRANK RICHARDS.

dealing

THE FIRST
The Quicast.
SAY, Mauly—" began Dennis Carr.

CHAPTER.

€<
The sehoolboy earl, reclining on the
¥ couch in his study, continued to chat
ta Sir Jimmy "1vmn apparently un-
conscious of the fact that his new study-
mate had addressed him.

‘I say——" repeated Dennis Carr, with a
helghtened colour.

*As I was sayin’, Jimmy,” drawled Lord
Mauleverer, “it’s very nice to walk along by
the seashore an’ explore the old caves, an’
that sort . of thing. But it's frwhﬁfnﬂy
faggin® an’ e\lmu%tm foer all that. Any-
thm for a quiet life, dear boy——"

“Mauleverer!”

Manly could no longer pretend not to hear.

Dennis Carr confrented him with eclenched
fsts and gleaming eyes.

“Hallo, Carr!” murmured Mauly drowsily.

Dld you speak, bedad?”

“Yes, I did! T spoke to you twice before,

nd you ignored me! 1 want to know why!”

“I was simply obeyin' orders,” said Mauly.

The mew bey glared.

“You mean to say you're going to be a
party to that silly rot about sending me to
Coventry ?” he exclaimed.

“Right on the wicket!” said the schoolboy
earl. “I'm not supposed to be speakin’ to
you now, but you asked for an explanation,
an’ you ean have it! Yeou were sent to
Coventry for sueakin’ to Quelehy—an’ quite
right, too! It was’'t the first offence.
Sneakin’ is a rotten thing—a detestable thing.
I know that Bunter sometimes sneaks, but be
hasn’t got savvy enqugh te realise the mean-
ness of it. Xou have. There's no excuse for
you, Carr, an’ Wharton did the right thing
in sendin® you to Coventry.”

Snr Jimmy Vivian gasped.

“Blessed if that ain’t the longest speech
I’ve ever known you to make, Mauly!” he
exclaimed.

\fuu!y smited.

“I thought I'd make my explanation per-

fectly clear, don’t you know. Then Carr
wondt be in any doubt as to why we eut him
dead.”

“You burbling chump!” hooted Dennis.
“You ecndemn a chap first, and make in-
quiries afterwards. 1 thought you would be
different from the rest. I hoped you would
give a fellow a fair chance.”

Mauly looked scornful.

“Yeun ean't deny that you sneaked,” he
said. “It’s common knowledge that you eom-

L jumped to couelusmns

plained to Quelchy that you’d heen made to

run the gauntlet in the dorm.”
“I didn’t!”
“You did!”?
“I tell you I didn’t!” persisted Dennis.
Lord Mauleverer shrugged his neble
shoulders.

“I'm not goin® to argue with you,” he said.
“It’s too exhaustin’.
an’ nothin’ you say now can turn black into
white.”

“That’s so,” agreed Sir Jimmy. “We were
quite willin’ to be pally with you, Carr, aw’
we were quite willin’ to make you feel at
'ome in this study. But there are some
things a feller can’t overlook. An’ speakin®
to a master is one of 'em.”

Dennis Carr, breathing hard,
glared at® his study-mates.

“Fve a jolly good mind to knock hoth your
silly heads teﬂether’ ” he exclaimed. “Yeou've
like everyvbedy else.
It’s true that Quelchy found out that I was
made to run the gauntlet, but he didn’t find
out, from me!”

“Who told him, then?” asked Mauly.

“ Ask me another! But it wasn't me.”

Dennis saw by the expressions om the faces

stood and

of Mauly and Sir Jimmy that they didn’t | cadotiie te Biing veh by
] ing you up i

believe him.

And, after all, why sheuld they?

Unfortunately, hé was the vietim of a pre-
vious ecenviction, so teo speak. He had
sneaked once, and the fellows naturally con-
cluded that he had sneaked again.

Barry Wharton, exercising his authority as
captain of the Remove, had decreed that
Pennis Carr should be sent to Coventry forth-
with, and, for once in a way, the Form was
almost entirely in favour of Wharton’s
action.

Lord Mauleverer resumed his conversation
with Sir Jimmy Vivian, and the new hoy
strode out inte the passage, slamming the
door furiousty behind him.

“The cads!” he muttered. *I thought that
Mauleverer, at least, wounldu't go with the
stream. But he’s no better than the rest
of them!”

At that mement the Famous Five of the
Remeove came along the passage, a healthy,
happy-looking procession in their dark-blue
foothall jerseys. Beb Cherry carried a
brand-new football under his arm,

Harry Wharton & Ce. passed Demnis Carr
as if he were of no more account than a fiy
‘on the wall. They were evidently quite im
earnest about sending him tg Coventry.

You played the sneak, | .

- man before now.

“Look
boy.

There
Remow did,

“How long
tommy rot?

kere,

wag no r‘p

ze.
‘Hdﬂg them!* mutiered Pemais,
he!”

porpoise uf

the Remme
reﬂeated Bunte O

.éﬁ

Se
d ay Gr

“What are you domg then 7" zaid
Pennis cnntemptuen, 3

The satire was q ~apon Billy
Bunter. He blinked at igh

hie big spectacies.

“Yow'se only got ye

this,” e said. “Y

murﬁelf under my prote
£y bat!

¥
“It's not teo late, even naw,
“If youw'll pay we a small com

shemd 20.*

“That’s very kind of you!

“Not at all! T can tenrh you hew teo
Anedk \'H*‘I{)u being found cut.”

And I cap give you seme useful ¢ ;pv hieh

WrH enable you to keep I terms with
Wharton and the rest.”
“Indeed!”

i can . a1~o teach you such things as table
manners,” said Billy Bunter. warming to lis
subiect. ‘“Most new kids don’t know hew to
eat their soup quietly, and ‘they uze a kuife
instead of a fork. All these litile things
make a bad impression on the fellows. Fer
half-a-erown a week I'Hl gmarintee to turn
a rough diamond into a pel

Dennis Carr regarded the fat junicr
grimness witich Buuter was tee short-
te notice.

“You'll teach me mauners for Lialf-a-crown
a week—what?

“Yes!” said@ Bunter eageriv. “I've iturmed
many a country yokel into a perfect gentle-
I should only charge you
a bob a week i the ordinary way, but you're
supposed to be in Coventry, and I'm TUnning
a big rigk in speaking to you. Sﬁ}iﬁﬂmé you
pay me the first instalment now¢”

th a
ghted

(Copyright in the United States of Ameriza.)
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A jolly good idea!” said Dennis Carr. “I
=l

will

nd he dashed his fist into Billy Bunter's
jaw with an impact which caused the fat
junior's spectacles to leap off his nose.

“¥Yaroooooh!” yelled Bunter.

The stone floor of the passage sccmed to
get up and strike him in the face. He felt
as if he had run foul of a steam-roiler.

“You're willing to teach me manners for
half-a-crown a week,” said Denuis Carr, “and
I'm willing to teach yon manners for nix!
That’s the first lesson. You can have the
next at once, if you like!"

Billy Bunter didn't like.

Pausing only to recover his spectacles,
which were slightly splintered, the fat junior
scuttled away down the passage.

Demnis Carr strode away in the opposite
direction.

He saw quite a number of but
they did not see him—at- least, bre-
tended not to.

Every time Dennis attempted to open a
conversation the fellow he addressed walked
away without speaking.

The new boy began to realise that being
sent to Coventry was one of the bitterest
forms of punishment ever invented.

A form licking, a bumping, or even run-
nivg the gauntlet, were experiences which.
tuuLgh painful, were brief. But being sent
to Coventry was slow torture.

Dennis
chagrin by the time he reached the end of
the Remove passage.

He was an outeast—a pariah. Nobody
wanted him, nobody had a good word to say
for him. -

“They're a set’ of cudg!” Denuiz told him-
self over and over again. “They hate me,
and { hate them! There isn't one fellow in
tiie Remove who doesn't think me guilty of
sineaking to Queleh!”

But that was where Dennis was wrong.

Mark Linley, the lad from Lancashire, who
himself had undergone hitter experiences in
his early schooldays, was prepared to stand
by Deanis Carr. ])esplte the new boy’s way-

wardness and his foolish pride, Mark Linley
aw good in him. That was just like Lmh -
was always swift to praise a fell
gumi points, and to overlook his bad omes

Dennis encountered the Lamcashire lad in
the Close.

He half expected Mark Linley to pdss him
;. as the rest bad done, without a werd or

fellows.
they

Deunis on the shoulder.
“Back up, Carr!” he said.
“1 suppose you know that I'm in Coventry?”
said Dennis,
Mark nodded.
“The fellows are
ch,” continued the uew
nk that?”
“No, 1 don’t!”
cally.
Denmb Carr drew
i od decent of

sneaked to
“Do you

saying 1
O ¥

said Mark Linley emphati-

a deep breath.

you to say that,

said quietly. “You're the only

Remove who's got a good word
But'you'd better not be seen
1 don’t want to drag you into

to say for me.
jawing to me.
my troubles.”
“Rats!”
“You're fairly popul.u in the Torm,” Dennis
went on, “and I don’ t want you to lose your
sf.mdmg through me.
“Don't e an ass!
to Quelchy; therefore I shall speak to you as
often and as much as I like.”

‘hev’ll begin to tar you with the same

br: ”
“Let them!" said Mark Linley. “You
needn’t be alarmed, Carr, either on my

account or your own.
round fast enough.

The fellows will come
This is an ugly business,

but it W ill blow over. Keep a stift upper-lip,
and 2

“Linley !”

Vernon ith of the Remove strode up to
t‘1£ two suniors.

“(Carr’s in Coventry,” he said.

MMark Lmley smiled. <
“He’s in the Close at the present moment,”

h~;~ remarked.

“Don’t be funny!” snapped Vernon-Smith.
“You saw Wharton's ‘order on the notice-
board

=1 did.”

“Aren't you going to obey it?”
“No. I4n not going to act against my

better judgment. I'm convinced
didn’t sneak to Quelehy about the ragging
he had in the dorm. The information must
l’lfl‘e come xrom quite another source—possibly
from Bunter.”

that Carr

Carr was trembling with rage and

1k, however, stopped short, and clapped |

1 know you didn’t sneak |.

Vernon-Smith gave a snort.
” he began.

‘That was hecause he wash't mcd to our
ways.’

“Then he needs to be taught a sharp
lesson. A week in Coventry will do him all
the good in the world!”

“{ don't agree with you, Smith,” said Mark
Linley, “It will do more harm than good.
When a fellow is cub dead, he gets rebel:
lious, and doesn’t care a straw what happens.
Carr hasn’t been given a fair chance of finding
his level yet. He’s quite willing to be decent,
if he’s treated decently in return.”

Vernon-Smith scowled.

“I, for one, am not rromg out of my way to
be decent to a sneak !” he said. “And, what's
more, you're not going to chum up with this
Tank outsider!”

“Carr’s no worse than some fellows,
better than most,” said Linlcy.

“Is that a knock at me?

“If the cap fits, wear it.”

Smaeck!

Vernon-Smith’s open
Linley across the cheeck.

“1 don’t permit insults from a factory cad!”
he said, all his former hatred of Mark Linley
welling up anew.

1t was a long time since the term “factory
cad” had been applied to Mark Linley. It
brought a rush ol colour to the Lancashire
lad’s cheeks, and the next moment he and
Vernon-Smith were fighting like tigers.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! What's all the merry
rumpus about?”

It was Bob Cherry's

and

palin  struck Mark

voice. The Famous

Five had just returned from a brief round of

practice on Little Side.
Harry Wharton & Co. arrived at an exciting

moment.

Vernon-Smith dashed his fist into Mark
Linley's face, and Mark, though dazed,
managed to shoot out his left eatching his
opponent; fairly and squarely under the jaw.

“Chuck it, you asses!” exclaimed Frank
Nugent, in awed tones. “You're underncath
the Head's window !”

The fight raged fiercer than ever.

“Separate them!” rapped out
Wharton.

And the Famous Five rushed up to the com-
batants.

Bob Cherry and Johnny Bull laid violent
hands upon Vernon-Smith, and swung him
}jack. The other three did likewise to Mark

inley.

“Let me get &t him!”
Smith.

“Not this evening!”

Harry

said Bob Cherry cheer-

fully. “Some other evening! What’s it all
about?
‘Lmlc:, s backing up that 1otter Carr!”
“Eh

Blrds of a feather, you know!” gasped the
Bounder.

Harry Wharton turned to -the Lancashire
lad.

“Is that true, Linley?”

Mark nodded.

“Carr's been sent to Coventry!” said the
captain of the Remove.

“Not by me!” said Mark Liniey.

\\ harton flushed.

“It's by order of the I‘mm
“Carr proved himself a sneak
“I've got my own opiunion ahout that?
“Don’t be a silly chump, Marky!” said Bob

Cherry. “Carr’s not your sort, anyway. Let
him rip!”

“1'm standing by him.” said Mark doggedly.

“QOh, all right!” said Bob, in tones of resig-
nation. “Don’t blame me if the Form sends
you to Coventry as well!”

“Whatever the Form says or
make the slightest difference.”

Harry Wharton, anxious to avert a guarrel
between two chums of such long standing as
Mark Linley and Bob Cherry, took Bob's
arm and led him away. The other members
of the Famous Five followed, keeping a watch-
ful eye on Vernon-Smith, in case he showed a
desire to resume hostilities.

Mark Linley remained chatting with Dennis
Carr for some moments. Then he, too, went
into the building, leaving the new boy alone
with his reflections.

And, needless to state, those reflections were
anything but pleasant ones.

he said.

does won't

A Shock for Highcliffe.
143 M IGHT as well go for a stroll,” mur-
place!”
He tramped moodily out of ga_tes, and along

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
mured Dennis- Carr. “There's
nothing doing in this hateful

the road leading to Friardale.

Dennis felt in the condition known as

fed-

muttercd Vernon- |

Friday, 3

up, and far from home.” He had not known
a moment’s real happiness since he had heea
at Greyfriars. Had he but known it, this was
entirely his own fault.

He hated the old school, and the fellows
there hated him. If he were suddenly taken
from amongst them, no one would be sorry,.
no one would care, except Mark Linley. -

Dennis recalled with a glow of gratitude
the Lanecashire lad's staunch championship.

But, even with Linley as a chum, lif
Grevfuars was anything but a bed of roses.

“I've a jolly good mind to run away!” mut-
tered Dennis, as he strode along.

And then he thought of the consequences
of such an action—the wrath of his father,
and—what was of far more importance—the
grief of lis mother.

Dennis feared his father, and he was fond,
very fond, of his mother.

“It can't be done,” he told himself, at
length. “If it was only the pater, 1 might
chance it; but- I daren’t upset the mater.
She’s had qunte cnough worry as it is.”

Absorbed in his reﬂect»ions, Dennis passed
through the straggling High Street of Friar-
dale almost before he was aware of the fact.

When he emerged into the open country
beyond, shouts came to his ears, accompanied
by the thudding of a footbhall.

Dennis stopped short.

“I'd give anything for a game of footer!”
iie murmured.

And then he caught sight of the ground,
and the flash of running figures. An exeiting
match was in progress. o

Dennis Carr learned from one of the spec-
tators that Highceliffe juniors were playing
Friardale Athletic.

“What's the score?”’ asked Dennis.

“Nothing yet,” said his informant. *“In the
ordinary way, Friardale would wipe up the
ground with those school kids; but they’ve
only got ten men. Thal means a weakness
in the forward-line.”

Dennis nodded. He saw that the locals
were stubbornly defending their goal against
the repeated attacks of the Higheliffe for-
wards, led by Frank Courtenay.

The game was most one-sided. Higheliffe
could do everything hut score. They attacked
in clever formation, and all sorts of shots
were rained upon the loeal custodian, who,
more by good luek than anything else,
managed to keep his charge intact.

Haltf*time arrived with the score-sheet
blank.

at

Dennis Carr walked on to the ficld, and
singled out the local skipper.

“Any chance of a game?” he askad.

The Friardale captain stared.

“Well, we're certainly a man short,” he
said, “but

Dennis laughed.

“I know what’s in your mind.” he said.

“You're thinking I'm too much of a midget
to be of any use. But I promise you that if
you give me a trial you won't regret it.”

“But what about togs?”

“T can play as I am—minus my coat,”
Dennis. -
“All right,” said the Tocal skipper.

When the game was resumed; Dennis
lined up with the fgrward line of tie
team.

His school eap was lying on the toucli-line,
underneath his coat, and Frank Courtenay &
Co.. of Highcliffe, had no suspicion, as yet,
that he was a Greyfriars fellow.

“1 think,” remarked the Caterpillar, Frank
Courtney's closest chum, “that we’ll force
the fightin’, so to speak, this half. What
do you say, franky?”

Frank Courtenay laughed.

“We were attacking all through the first
half,” he said, “but we couldn’t bag any
goals. And Friardale have got eleven men
unow. That fair-haired kid's taking a hand —
or, rather, a boot.”

The Caterpillar glanced at Dennis Carr, and
gave a chuckle.

“That!” he said, in mingled amuseinent and
eontempt. “The first powerful gust of wind
that comes along, Franky, will blow it off
the -ground! =

A moment later
shock of his life.

Dennis Carr raced away with the .ball at
his toes. >

Smithson, in the Highliffie goal, stood ready
to receive the oncoming leather. And Smith-
goiz, as well as the Caterpillar, had the shock
of his life.

The new plaver went through the High-
cliffe defence like a knife through butter. He
outwitted the backs, and, with a poweriul
drive, sent the ball crashing into an un-
defended corner of the net.
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“Geoal!”

The Friardale skipper rubbed his eves.

“Jove, but that was a great shot!” he said.
“@Can you do it again, kid?”

“PH try,” said Dennis Carr. 7

All his troubles—and they were legion—
had stipped from his memory now. He was
heart and soul in the game—determined to
render a good account of himself. ;

“I owe that kid an apelogy%’ murmured
the Caterpillar. “He's a force to be reckoned
with, Franky, after all. His dribblin’ and
shootin’ are tlie last word!”

“We shall have té pull our socks up!” was
Frank Courtenay's grim rejoinder.

Ponsonby & Co., the cads of Highcliffe, were
watching the came from the touch-line. They
rejoiced exceedingly at Dennis Carr’s goal.

“This is where our dearly-beloved
Courtenay gets it in the neck!” chuckled Pon.

“ Absolutely !’ said the parrot-like Vavasour.

“Wonder where that kid sprung from?”
murmured Gadsby.

“He's a descendant of Steve Bloomer, hy
gad!” gaid Monson.

'The Higheliffe players tried desperately to
turp the tables, And after a time they
sueceededs 4

The Caterpillag—anything but a caterpillar
as he sped along on the wing—swung the
ball across to I'rank Courtenay, from whose
head it shet into the yawning net.

“Level!” exclaimed Flip Derwent.
it up, you fellows!” 2

Highelitte had most of the game after this.
Kut whenever Dennis Carr managed to break
away with the hall there was always trouble
for the Highcliffe defence.

Dennis was easily the most dangerous man
on the Friardale side; and he needed careful
watching.

Por the space of half an hour, howeyer,
nothing further was seored by either side.

Then, with only ten minutes remaining fer
play, Dennis Carr calmly took the ball from
the toes of Tom Wilkinson, of Higheliffe. and
streaked down the fleld like a hare.

The halves were upon him like a pack
of wolves, but he shook off their attentions,
and centinued his swilt carcer towards the
Highelfe goal.

“Go it!" yelled Ponsonby, whose loyalty
io his own scheol had long since beem dead.
“Drive her through!”

Dennis  Carr’s progress was temporarily
checked by the backs, whe closed in upon
him from either side.

“Pass!™ jerked out the Friardale skipper.

Dennis promptly got rid of the ball, and
ihe captain, receiving his pass, shot hard for
goal.

The ball struck the upright, and rebounded
on ta the field of play.

Dennis Carr was upon it like a flash.
Without waiting to steady himself, the
ireyfriars junior shot, and the ball bouneed
Smithson’s head into the net.

“Goal!” yelled Ponsonby, exceuting a jazz
in hig excitement. *Heow d'you like that sert
of medicine, Courtenay?”

“Ha, ha, ha!”?

“One o1 these days,” murmured the Cater-
pillar, as the teams lined up again in the
centre of the fleld, “I shall appear in the
dock on a charge of cad-slaughter! Pon gets
en my nerves! 1 shall simply have to.slay
bim, seoner or later!”

“He's a thundering cad!” growled Frank
Courtenay. *“He doesn’t know the meaning
of the word loyalty. But never mind Pon
NOW. We've got about three minutes to
stave off a Heking.”

* Without wishin’ to pose as a pessimist,”
drawled the Caterpillar. ¢I think the odds
are about a hundred to one that we go
under.”

'The Caterpillar’s surmise proved ecorrect.

Altheugh they battled desperately in the
closing stages, the Mighclilfe players failed
to get on terms.

Thanks to Dennis Carr, Friardale Athletic
had defeated the sclioolboys by two goals to
cne. -

Muddy and breathless, and dispirited into
the bargain, the Highcliffe Eleven treoped
off the field. -

“Hallo!” exclaimed Flip Derwent suddenly.
“That kid who played for Friardale is a
Greyiriars fellowt” -

“ Rot!” said Frank Courtenay incredulously.

“He’s just stuck a Greyfriars eap on, any-
way.” :

“So he has, begad!” said the Caterpillar.
“I've not seen his chivvy before, He must
be a new kid.” S

Frank Courtenay, with a clouded brow,
strode over to where Bennis Carr was
standing.

“Are you from Greyiriars?” he demanded.
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“Keep

Dennis nodded. i
“Then what the thump de you mezn by
playing for a village team?”

“There’s no law against it, that I koow of.”
“There’s - an  unwritten law,” said
L Courtenay. “Are you in the Greyfriars
Remove?” 3 :
“Unfortunately !” said Dennis.

“Then you ought to be playing for them.”
“}'d jump at the chance! But Wharton
wouldn’'t have me in the team at any price!”
“Why not?”

“F den’t happen to be one of hiz own par-
ticular pals, you see.”

Frank Courtenay frowned. - .
“You needn’t try to tell me that Wharten
selects his team by favouritism,” he said,
“I've known Wharton longer than you have,
and he’s perfectly fair-minded.”

“Stop bullying that kid, Courtenay!” said
Ponsonby, strolling up with his fellow-knuts.

“He's no right to be playing for a village
team!” growled Frapk.

“Rats! A fellow can play for whom he
likes. It’s a free country!”

“Courtenay’s only wild hecause his side got
licked!” said Gadsby.

“ Absolutely !” said Vavaseur.

Frank Courtenay turned on his heel, and
strode away. He could not trust himself to
remain in the presence of the Higheliffe
knuts. Had he done so, the faces of Pon-
| sonby & Co. would have stood in dapger of
disfizurement.

Ponsonby turned te Dennis Carr. .
“Well played, kid!” he said heartily. “You
~put up a toppin’ show!”
< “Did I?” said Dennis ipdifferently.
Ponsonby nodded.

“You're sound value as a foothaller,” he
remarked. “F'm almost as good a judge of
football as I am of horseflesh.”

“Do you bet?” asked Dennis.

“Oh. we indulge in a2 mild flutter new and
again!” said Pon earelessly. “Just to keep
ourselves from perishin’® of stagnation, yeu
know, Would you care to come aleng to the
Retreat?”

“What'e that—a pub?”

“No glddy fear! It's a jolly sight mnicer
than a pub, and not nearly so risky.”

“It’'s a cosy little den of our own,” ex-
plained Gadsby. “It was simply an old barn
at first, hidden in the wood. We gave it a
thorough spring-cleanin’, an’ furnished it with
Tugs an’ things.”

“It's a sort of home away from home,”
added Monson.

*“Absolutely !” said Vavasour.
“Comin’ along?” asked Ponsonby.
_ Dennis Carr hesitated. He was a fairly
judge of character, and he had summed
Ponsonby at the outset as not being a
person to know. 2
> And then he reflected that the company of
fellows like Ponsonby was preferable to the
solitude and loneliness of Greviriars.

A moment later his mind was made up.
“Lead the way!” he said.

! of Friardale Wood.

A easual passer-by would not have
suspected, from a glance at the exterior of
he ramshackle little barn, that its imterior
resembled an hotel lounge.

Ponsonby unlocked the heavy wooden doer,
and swung it epen. =

“My hat!” said Dennis, stopping short on
the thresheld in admiration. “You certainly
know hew to do things in styie!”

And the Highcliffe knuts chuckled,

s Po_nst_mby had spared no expense
furnishing the place.

There were costly rugs on the floor, there
was an anthraeite stove, and 2 small eak
cabinet in the eorner. .

Dennis Carr’s curiosity was roused.

“What's in that eabinet?” he asked.

Producing a buneh of keys, Ponsonby un-
locked the cabinet, which was seen to con-
tain solid and liquid refreshment, a pack
of playing-cards, and a hox of cigarettes.

“We have here,” said Ponsenby, in the
| manner of an auctioneer, “all the ingredients
for a good time.”

“Hear, hear!” said Gadsby. “We ‘can
enjoy a smoke and a game of ecards, far
from the maddin’® erowd. There's abso-
lutely no risk of our hein’ spotted.”

‘“Abselutely nonef said Vavasour.

Ponsonby eyed Dennis Carr narrowly,
quietly taking stoek of him. His sharper’s

THE THIRD CHAPTER.

The Voice of the Charmer !
HE Retreat, as Ponsonby had aptly
named it, was sitnated in the heart

in

instinet told him that the Greyfriars fellow
had plenty of money, and Ponsonby - re-
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garded him in the jight of a pigeon wailing
to be plucked.

Then, taking the box of cigaretics from the
eupboard, Pon handed it to Dennis, i

;
“Neo, thanks.,” said the latter, a sligh$
finsh mounting to his cheek. :
“What !” said Pon, in astomishment, “You
mean to say you don't smoke?”
“No. Smoking’s wot one of my accom-
plishments.”

Ponsonby breught pressurc fo bear. ;

“Come along!” he urged. “Every fellow
smokes nowadays—unless he's either a prig er
a born idiot ”

“Afraid I'm a born
Pennis.

“You play cards, surely?” e

Dennjs shook his head.

“Footer and cricket are
enough for we” he said.

“Qh, help!” gasped Pensonby.
to have got heold of awncther
Wharton, you fellows.”

“Looks like.it, by gad!” said Monson.

Dennis Carr flushed.

“For goodness’ sake, don’'t class me with
Wharton !” he said. "I detest the fellow!”

“In that ease, why don’t you fake part
in a mild flutter?” said Gadsby.

“It’s against my principles.”

“Oh, my bhat!”

“* Guileless George: or, The Boay
Stuck fo the Straight and Narrow
murmured Ponsonby:

Dennis Carr ignored thic cheap s .

“This s a jolly smug little place.” he sgaid,
“and it's a pity you can’t put it to some
better use than smoking and gambling.”

“Ye gods!” gasped Pon.. “Hark at him!
Yon didn’t think we came in bere to sing
bymns, did you?”* :

“Or to discuss the weather?” zald Gadshy.

Dennis Carr was too wuch overcome hy
a sudden fit of coughing to reply.

The Highelithe Enuts were already in full
blast with their eigarettes, and.the atme-
sphere grew thick and hazy

Dennis staggered to the d

“Not goin’, are you?” e
antazement.

then.”

idiet,

med Pon, in

“Yes,” said Depnis, "I want te practise
breathing exe s outside. I'm not
te an atmos at you ean cab

585
“Great pip!”

“Let's -bump the silly
Monson. But at a witning s
sonby he subsided.

“You miight change your mi
said Pon. *“An’ i you d
to come for a tittle entertainme

Dennis Carr paused in the doorway.

“It’s quite possible,” he said, “that 1
very long I shall want to join you.
until then there’s nothing deing.”

Dennis was thinking that i
fellows at Greyiriars continued
him, and make his life a mis
throw all his principles o i
forees with Ponsonby & he was
not prepared to take the downward plunge
at & moment’s notic

“You won’t breathe word about this
place?” said Ponsonby. “If Wharton & Co.
got to know, they’d try an” ferret ms ouf.”

“They wouldn’t su
Gadsby. “But it would
dashed umpleasant! We don't
outsiders nosin’ around here.”

“You can rely on me to keep mum.” said
Dennis. :

And, nedding to the Highcliffie kn i
strode away in the direction

Dennis spent a wretched e

Puring prep Lord 3Mauley
Jimmmy Vivian kept up am,
versation, but they never on
Dennis. They had eut him rigi
their existene and although
several atten to joi it
the result was se discouraging that he finally
gave it up.

His prep finished, Dennis Avent along to
Study No. 1.

The Fanlous Five were af home. Frank
Nugent was playing chess with Burree Simgh,
and Harry Wharten, Bob rry, and Johany
Bull were playing dominces.

No one looked up as Dennis knocked and
entered. 5 >

“Look here, Wharton—-"

The dominc-piayers tcok no heed.

“Wharten! I'm speaking te you!”

Still no response.

Dennis €arr strode across tie study, and
hig hand fell none too gently wpen Whar-
ton's shoulder.

The captain of the TRemove deigned -{o

be
want a
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Wharton—'' began the new boy.

Harry Wharton & Co. passed Dennis Carr as if he were of no more account than a fly on the wall. ¢ Look hers,
Thare was no reply. (ses page 1)

at last. What he said was brief
the point.

“Get out!”

“Isu’t it time you chucked this silly rot?”
said Dennis angrily. “How long am I
going to remain in Coventry, as you call

A week, at least,” said Wharton.

“And if you're jolly eareful, it'll be
a whole term!” chimed in Bob Cherry.

“Sneaks are barred from this study,” said
Frank Nugent. “Travel!”

Dennis Carr did not travel.
g at the Famous Five.
or sheer caddishness,”
measured tones, '
entl

Harry Wharten rose to his feet.
upants of the study followed
tample.

“Pitch him out!” snapped Wharton.

PDennis Carr threw himself into a fighting
attitude, but before he could do any damage
he was seized by many hands and bundled to

P

He stood

be said, in
take the bis-

The other
his

or

the door. Here he held his ground for a
moment—but only for a moment. The
Famous Five sent him whirling into the

L e, and the study door slammed in his
ace.

Dennis picked himself up, and {imped pain-
fully away.

During the interval between prep and
bedtime he encountered nothing but black
looks. Every glance in his direction said. as
eloguently as any words would have done:
“You're a sneak!”

Mark Linley would have cheered him up,
but the industrious Lancashire Iad was
otting in his study.

Dennis went up to the
in a black mood.

“Tooks as if I shall have to make my
friends outside the school!” he muttered.
*1 almost wish I'd given in to that fellow
Ponsonby this afternoon.”™

Smoking and gambling were not in Deanis

Remove dormitory

Carr’s line. But that was better—anything
was better—than a routine in which he could
neither speak nor be spoken to.

Every day Dennis was becoming more and
more alienated from his schoolfellows. He
was among them, but not of them. They
regarded him with contempt and derision.
They pronounced him guilty of sneaking,
when all the time he was innocent. Had
the fellows but known it, it was Billy Bunter
who had informed Mr. Quelch of the fact
that Dennis had been made to run the
gauntlet.

It was a long time before sleep visited the
eyes of Dennis Carr that night, and be told
himself that he was getting very near the
end of his tether.

He stood, in fact,
life.

He was asking himself the question which
s0 many fellows have asked themselves at
critical periods of their history: What was
the use of going straight?

Why not renounce, once and for all, the
prineiples which had been instilled into him
by his parents?

Playing 2 straight game was not worth
while. It brought him more kicks than
pence. Playing with a straight bat had
landed him—where? In Coventry!

Dennis Carr was faced with a big mental
problem. His good and bad angels seemed
to be fighting for the possession of his soul.

And it looked very much a3z if the bad
angels would triumph!

1

at the cross-roads of

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Trial by Jury!
SAY. you fellows—" :

Billy Bunter, simply bursting with
news and importance, rolled into
Study No. 1 next day. |
Five voices ordered the fat junior to
deposit himself on’ the other side of the
door, but Billy Bunter stood firm.

1 Harry Wharton.

“I've got something that will interest you
fellows,” he said. " Ispecially you, Whar-
ton.”

And Bunter spread out a copy of the local
paper on the study table. It was Mr.
Quelch’s copy, but that small detail didn't
seem to trouble Bunter.

“Hallo! Hallo! Hallo!” ejaculated Rob
Cherry. “What's the latest? Have we
declared war on Timbuctoo?”

With a grimy forefinger, the Owl of the
Remove indicated a certain paragraph in
the football column. It ran thus:

“FRIARDALE ATHLETIC v. HIGHCLIFTE
SCHOOL.

“This match was played on the Friardale
ground on Wednesday, and resulted in a win
{or the local team by 2 goals to 1. >

“Higheliffe did the lon's share of the
attacking, but the score-sheet was blank
at half-time. .

“In the second half, however, the game
was revolutionised by the appearance in the
local side of a voung and promising player
named Carr.

«Qarr is a Greyfriars boy, and he ought not
to be wasting his talents by taking part in
village football. He scored two grand goals,
including the one which won the mateh,
and, judging by his display, he is worth 2
place in the Greyfriars First Kleven.” .

“My hat!" gasped Nugent. “This must
refer to our Carr!” =

“There's only one Carr at Greyfriars,” said
“1t must be him.”

“Worth a place in the First Eleven!” quoted
Bob Cherry. “My sainted aunt!”

“J say, you felle e

“This is the limit!” said Wharton angrily.
“@arr's got no right to play for a team eut-
side the school !”

“He's done this just to spite you!" said
Billy Bunter. “He's a hot-stuff foothaller—
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something after my own style—and he’s try-
ing to make you ratty by playing for a village
team.”

“Of eourse,” said Johnny Bull thoughtiully,

“there’'s no law against a fellow playing out-

side the sehool.”

“It’'s not the thing,” said Wharton.
“Unless we make an e\.wm‘e of Carre, we shall
have hali the members of the Remove team
glavmg for outside clubs. And that wen’t

“The ludierous Carr wants promptfully tick-
ing off t” remarked Hurree Singh, in his quaint
Lngnsh

“Let’s make him rin thc gauntlet again!”
suggested Billy Bunter. "It’s ripping sport!
Resides, I only managed to get about half a
dozen whacks in W‘l“u he ran the gauntlet
hefore—"

“Ha ha. hal”

“You're a blt toa bloodt hirsty, Bunty,” said
BnbEE he:r\. “Buzz off 1"

“Run away and pick flowers!”

“Gimme Quelchy’s paper first!” said the fat

junior.
“Oh, my hat! Is that Quelchy’s?”
“Yes. He always lets me read the news

first, and thea I can tell him whe:
all the tit-bits—the divorees,
sort of thing, you know!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Billy Bunfer teok the paper—and
departure.

Harry Wharion turned to his chums.

“Of eourse, we must take action against
Carr,” he said.

The others nodded.
_ “If he played for another team through
igneorance,” said Frank Nugent, “we could
overlook it. But this is sheer cheek! Ag
Bunter says, he turned out for Frizrdale
Athletie just to spite us.”

Harry Wharton rose to his fect.

“T'1l go along and bring him to judgment,”
he sald

2 to find
and all that

his

‘The eaptain of the Remove found, however, |

that Dennis Carr was net in his study.

“Lookin” for the mew kid?" inguired Lord
Mauleverer.

Wharton nodded.

“He'll be along in a iew minutes,”
'<L}molboy earl.

“Good! I'll just leave him a message!”

Harry Wharton picked up a slate, and in-
‘seribed a brief message on it in-chalk., It
ran thus:

said the

“TO DENNIS CARR.
. Take notiee that you are wanted immedi-
ately in study No. 1!
(Signed) HARRY WHARTON.”

Wharton placed the slate in a prominent
position on the mantelpiece, and retired.

“Where's the merry victim?® asked Bob
Lherrv, as Wharton re-entered Study No. 1.

“He’ll be along soon.
for him.”

Halt an hour clapsed, however, and there
wag no sign of Dennis Carr.

“Looks like defiance,” murmured Johuny
Eul]. >

“1 votefully suggest,” said Hurrce Singh,

“that a pairful couple of us go along te his
esteemed study, and forcefully drag him
mther

“Good egg!”
with you, Inky.”

And the two chums stepped along to Lord
Mauleverer’s study.

Dennis Carr was there, He had just finished
chalking something on the slate, whieh he had
restored to its place on the mantelpiece.

Beb Cherry and Hurree Siugh gasped when
they saw the message:

“TO HARRY WIHARTON.
Tahe notice that you are a silly ass!
(Signed) Dh\I‘JIS €ARR.”

md Bob Cherry.

“High treason, by Jove!” murmured Bob
Cherry, advancing towards Dennis Carr.
“Come along, my beauty!”

“Hands off ! said Dennis sharply.

“¥ou will proceediully come with us!” said
Hurree Singh. ‘“Anything you utterfully say
will be used in evidence against you!”

“Ha, ha, ha!” chuckled Lord Mauleverer
and Sir Jimmy Vivian,

Dennis Carr, who was heartily siek of the
treatment he was receiving at the hands of
the Removites, fought like a wild-cat.

Bob Cherry recoiled from a blow- op the
nose which caused the eclaret to flow, and
Hurree Singh was sent sprawling against the
bookease. But they speedily recovered, and
Dennis Carr, with his collar and tie streaming
-loogse, and his hair rufiled and awry, was
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- Cherry.

I've left a message |

“I'lt come |

| prisomer ?”

forcibly ejected from Mauly’s 1uxunoas apart-
ment, and taken along to Study No. 1.

. Heres the giddy prisoner!” gaid Bob
“We'll hold him tight, Harry, while
you cross-examine him,” -

“Let me alone——" began Dennis furicusly.

But Bob Cherry and Hurree Singh stecd one
on each side of him, like warders; and each
of bis wrists was beld in a crushing grip.

Harry Wharton turned to the prisoner.

“ls it eorrect that you played footer for
Friardale Athletic yesterday?” he asked.

“Yes!” panted Dennis.

“Don’t you know that you're not supposed
te do that sort of thing?”

“I'lt do as I jolly well like!”

Wharton frowned.

“That’s just where we don’t see eye to eye.”
hie said. “You won't do as you like!
do as the eaptain of the Form likes!™

“Not on your life!” said Dennis.

“You only played for the village team out
of pure cussedness——"

“T didn't !
account, of being in Coventry; and that being
so I must get all my footer outside the
sehigol.”

“That’s the last village matel youw'll ever ‘})let
b €
| the brioging in of the prisener, bad some-

play in!” said Wharton. =
“It isn't! T've had a leiter froms the
skipper of Friardale Athletic., asking me to
play again on Saturday; and I've consented.”
“T refuse to let you gol”

“You sha'm't stop me!” said Dennis
passicnately.
“Oh, yes, we shakl * ehimed im Nugent.

“We’ ll see that you're shoved under lock apd
key I’
“You cads!”

At that moment Peter Todd appeared in |

the doorway. 2
“What’s going on in here?” he asked. _
“Carr again!” growled johnny Bull. “He's |
not only a sneak, bat a traiter. He played |

. feoter for an outside team yesterday!”

“My hat!”

“What sort of pumishment do
gest, Toddy?” asked W‘nm’ton.

Peter Todd chuckle

“Why not bring h.m up for trial &t the local
police-court—in other words, the Ra he
exclaimed. “We'll have a prope ‘rly organised
court—judge and jury, and all the necessary
spare parts.”

“Rippin’!” said Bob Cherry.

“Carr's always complaining that he never
gets a fair trial,” said Nugent. “He shall
have one this time.”

“Meanwhile,” said Peter Todd,
release him on bail.”

“fEg, D, ha

Bob Cherry and Hurree Singh released their
captive; and Dennis Carr, white with rage,
stamped out of the study. He would have
shown fight, but he realised the futility of
pitting himself against the Famous Five, with
Peter Tedd thrown in.

yow

“you can

An hour later the arrangements for the
¢ “trial ? '

were complete.

A dozen jurymen had been duly sworn in.
and Harry Wharton himself—aided by a wig
which was the property of the Remove
Amateur Dramatic Society—was to preside ag
judge.

The following announcement appeared en
the notice-board, for all the Remove to see:

“NOTICE!
A trial by jury will take place in the Rag
at § pm.
ROLL UP! ROLL UP!

ROLL TP!

The audience is requested te refrain from
throwing things at the judge. There is no
ohjection, however, to kicking the prisoner!”

(Signed) HARRY WHARTON,
Lord Chief Justice.”

“My hat!” ejaculated Bolsoverimajor, when
he read the amnouncenent, “Who's the nierry

“Carr, you bet!"” said Skinner.

“There’s going to be some fun te-night!™
said Stott. “Hope the beast is sentenced to
run the gauntlet. 1I'm dying for some

1 exer’cise b

“Ha, ha, ha!”
s “I say, you feliows!” piped the voice of
Billy Bunter. “What part am I going to
take in this?”

“Oh,— you'll. be
Bolsover major.

“What's that?”

“Something soft for the judge to sit on!”

“Ha, ha, ha

There was a great and zrowmv excitement
in the ranks of the Remove.

A mock police-court trial would be great

the Woolsack!” said

You'll

I can never get a game here, on |

| place,
373

- plicants
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fun fer concerned—barring  the
prigoner.

Long before the appointed time
was crowded.

The jurymen were in théir pla
as eight o’clock chimed from %h
tower the judge arrived.

everyone

the Hag

2, and jngt
old cleck-

Harry Wharton's appearance was greeted
with leud cheers.

“Carry on, your wership!”

“Oa the ball!”

Assisted by the members of the jury,
Wharton clambered up to his lofty and some-

what precarious seat—a chai
pyramid of forme—and then,
wig, hie prepared to open
“One minute, your w
Cherry.
Wharten frowned.

mounted on a
adjusting his

gs.
hipl* said Beb

”? he said.
“ But—hut you can’t set the hali roiling!®

. pratested Bob.

“And why not, pray?’
“Beeause there’s no prisoner!”
“Ha, ha, hat”

There was a yell of laughter frem the

i aundienee.

The preparations for the trial were com-
But the mest impertant part of all,

how been everlocked.
Hxs worghip blushed.
“I should advise you to turn the jury
v. who happened t(;

*We’l

be the foreman of that august body.
find the giddy prisoner soon enou«vf}'

“Go ahead, then!” said Wharton.

The members of the jury sprinted out of
court in a most undignified procession. =

“Talk about hare-and-hounds!” chuckled
Frauk Nugent. “ Where shall we hunt for the
beggar?”?

“Everywhere!” said Bob Cherry tersely.

The jurymen searched everywhere for
Dennis Carr—except in the mest obvicus
nrelv, his study.

. Johnny Bull
be there; and
he was.

nembered that he
stigation proved

8

” said Boh Cherry.
oht to lustice!”

you're going to
he exclaimed.
Give me a hand, you

The next mement Dennie Carr found him-
self bemg whirled aleng i the dlrebtlcm of
tlre rag.

There was 2 cherus c roval from the
€ prisoner

long-suffering audience was
hustled into!court.
“Police-constable Bolsove rapped out

Harry Wharton. “You wi ard
over the prisoner!”

“What-ho!” grinned Bolsover majer.

And then the “trial ” began.

THE. FIFTH CHAPTER.
The Bombsheli !

ETER TODD, whe revelled in an aflair
of thisg sm“t bad appointed himself
counsel fof the progecution.

There had been quite & lot of ap-
lor- that po but the leader of
Study No. 7 had sueccesstully ousted the rest.
“¢entlemen of the jury——" began Peter.
‘Hurmh"’
“We are here to- duga*
“And gone to-morrow!”

I mount gu

grinned Omhy.

“Ha, ha, ha!?
“Dry npi” growled the counsel fer pro-
secution. “As I was saying, we are here to-

day for the purpose of trying, before Mr.
Justice Wharton and as Grand Jury, the
accused person wha is now struggling in the

hrawny arms of Censtable Bolsover!”
“Good!”
“1 suggest,” said Bkinger, “that we pro-
nounce sentence first, and licld the “trial

afterwards!”
“Ha, ha, ha!”
= leence in eourt!” rapped out his weorship.

The laughter subsided, and Peter Todd
continued :
“The chiarge aga mff the accused,” he said,
“1s a dual one—-" e
“My hat!” said Bulstrode, in surprise.
“Has he been fighting a duel?” =

“PDen’t be an ass!”
“I eouldn’t be a bigger ass than the counse!

| for the prosecution if I tried for a hundred

years!” said Bulstrode.

“Ha, ha,ha!”

Very red in the face, Peter Todd resumed
his speech. He reflected that a counsel'es
task was in no sense a bed of roges.

“The accused iz charged with a dual
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oftence, gentiemen In the first place, he
wantouly, deliberately, and with malice
aforethought, played footbail for a village
team. In the second place, he was very
cheeky when taxed with his offence. and he
said he would do it again.”

“8o I will!” growled Dennis Carr.

Harry Wharton leaned forward, which was
rather a risky thing to do, situated as he
Was.

“Kindly tweak prisoner’s nose,
Bolsover!” he said.

“Certainly!” said Bolsover major.
thing to oblige!”

And he squeezed Dennis Carr’s nose tightly
between his thumb and forefinger, 'causing
the prisoner to set up a fiendish yell.

“I need not enlarge, gentlemen,” said Peter
Todd, “upon the prisoner’s action in plaving
for an alien team. That sort of thing is rank
bad form. If a fellow isn’t content to get
all his footer inside Greyfriars, he ought not
to play at all. The accused has shown no
sense of loyalty whatever, either to his Form
or to his school. One would have thought
that heing sent to Coventry would have
taught him a sharp lesson. But no! He
pu,mecdR to heap coals of fire on his own®

Constable

= Ay

s the fire-extinguisher?” came in a

\nmpel from Skinner.

{15 ha!”
‘[n f‘lct’ said Peter Todd, scowling at
Skinner, “he scems to do everything he pos-

sibly mn to annoy us. He has proved himself
a sn((xh, he has now shown himself to be a
traitor into the bargain! No jury—unless
they were a set of diddering idiots—could

possibly bring in any verdict other than
¢ Guilty '!”
This concluded the speech for the
prosecution.

Peter Todd resumied his seat amid a chorus
of applause.

“Now let’s hear the case for the defence,
said Ogilvy.

“ There isn't one!”

“0Oh, yes, there
voice.

And the audience noticed that Mark Linley
was on his feet.

An indignant murmur arose.

“8it down, Linley!”

“You're not gqing to side with that cad!”

Mark Linley waited until there was a
chance of making himself heard. Then he
ctarted to speak.

“Y feel called upon to say a few words in
Carr's defence——" he begai.

“You'll feel called upon to apph a beef-
steak to your eye before long!” said
Bolsover mnjor darkly.

Nothing daunted, Mark Linley continued.

“The attitude of the Remove towards
Carr,” he said, “has been unjust. It is true
that Carr made himself unpopular when he
first came by kicking Bolsover

“ And sneqkmg to Quelchy!”
Johnny Bull

“I refuse to believe that he sneaked!” said
Mark Linley. “There’s mo proof that he did,
agyway. He's beenl sent to Coventry on the
strength of a mere supposition.”

“That's a good word,” said Skinner. “I’ll
back it both ways!” !

“Ha, ha, hat?

“1t isn’t often that T go in the face of
the Form like this,” went on Mark Linley.-
“PBut I must say you fellows have overshot
the mark in your persecution of Carr. He is
now charged with playimg football for a
village team. There's no crime in that that
1 can see. Wharton—who’s usually the soul
of fairness—wouldn’t give him a show in the
Remove team; therefore = Carr is quite
Justthe{d in Uettmg his: football elsewhere.”

ratet”

“('hoke him off, your worship!”

2

said the judge.

is!” interposed a quiet

growled

“We're fed-up with fellows who champion
cadst” ;

“You'd better sit down, Linley,” said
Wharton, not unkindly. He hesitated to be

harsh to such a staunch chum as Mark Linley
bad proved himself to be,

“Let me say ome more word,” said the
Lancashire lad. “This is not a trial, really.
It’s a sheer farce, because the jury have 20t
their verdict mapped out in advance. But
if thiere’s any question of punishing Carr, I
mean to do my level best to prevent it.”

“Hark at him!” sneered Stott. “Huark at
the giddy champion of the oppressed!” -

“Bump him!”

“Rag him baldheaded!”

Mark Linley sat down, conscious of the fact
*hat he was almost as unpopular as the
prisoner. Had a stranger been present, and
noted the hostile glances-which were directed

certainiy have
was the
and not

he would
impression * that it
on trial,

towards Mark,
gathered the
Lancashire lad who was
Dennis Carr.

Harn Wharton then addressed the mrv

You have heard both sides,” he said, “and
it is for you to decide whether a tellow is
justified in playing for an outside team, amnd,
when taxed with it, threatening to do it
again. You ean leaxe Carr’s past record out
of it. If's a pretty shady one, but that'’s
beside the point. It's only this latest affair
that matters. Personally, 1 don't see that
there’s the slightest excuse for Carr, and I'm
astonished that such a level-headed ‘tellow as
Mark Linley should want to back him up.
That's all. You can now go ahead with your
verdiet.”

The jury did not retire.
necessary. A verdict of “Guilty’
Chdi‘c’ea was brought in at once.

“Hurrah!" said Skinner. *Petch the black
cap, somebody!”

=g ha. ha

After an impressive pause,
announccd:

STtris my pamful duty, Carr.
public anmp'e is made of you.
sentenced to——"

The judge stopped short.

The door of the Rag was thrown open,
Trotter, the school page, burst in.

“Master Carr?” he said breathlessly.

“He’s not available for a few minutes,
Peter Todd. ==

“Fre's a telegram just come for him,
Trotter.

Dennis Carr looked up quickly.

“Hand it over!” he said.

Bolsover major appealed to the judge.

“Is he to have it, your worship?” he asked.

Wharton nodded. -

“It may be urgent,” he said.

Trotter handed over the telegram, and
Dennis Carr ripped open the bl_llf-coloured
envelope with trembling fingers. Dennis had
a dread of telegrams. “In his case they had
nearly always portended bad news.

Tor a moment he stood stupidly staring at
the pencilled words.

The shock came with a suddenness that
stunned him. :

No retirement was
” an both

Harry Wharton
to sce that a
You are

and

” said

said

‘Your mother is dying. Come at once.—

Father.”

major saw that something was
He released Dennis

Bolsover
seriously the matter.
Carr at once.

“What’s the little game?” demanded
Skinner, “He'll bolt if you're not careful!”

“Ie’s had bad news,” said Bolsover.

“Gammon !” >

“It’s a trick!” said Stott. “He arranged
for this telegram to be sent, so that he could
wriggle out of his punishment.”

But both the judge and the jury were
convinced that the telegram was genuine
enough.

Dennis Carr’s face was ghastly. A moan
escaped his lips. If he were acting, then he
was indeed a clever actor.

Mark Linley was at his side in a moment.

“What is it, Dennis?” he murmured.

Dennis Carr could not trust himself to
speak. He was about to hand the telegram
to Linley, but he checked himself.

If he announced the fact that his mother
was dying, the Removites would show him
sympathy on that account. And Dennis
didn’t want their sympathy.

“I—I must go!” he said, in

“I'm wanted at home!”

Mark Linley accompanied Dennis to the
door. Skinner and Stott and several others
sprang forward to stop them: but Harry
Wharton waved them back.

“You're not to lay a finger on Carr!” he
<ald

“Shame!” said Skinner.

“You mean to say you're going to let the
trial fizzle out like this?” demanded Stott.

For answer; Harry Wharton dismissed the
members of the jury; and, the prisoner having
taken his departure, there was nothing for it
but for the audience to do likewise.

Five minutes dater the Rag was -empty.
O On first reading that message, ter-
rible in its curtness, he had heen

dazed—unable to Comprehend the full sizui-
ficance of it all.

Dennis now faced the facts cfearl}.

His mother—she who had been not only
mother to him,

-a low tone.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.

The Parting of the Ways.
UTSIDE, in the passage, Deunis Carr
pulled himself together.

but comrade and cotnsellor

as weli—lay dying.. And unless he journeyed
post-haste to London, he might never see her
again!

“Can I help you, old man?” asked Liunley.

“No,” said Dennis. “1 must go and see the
Head.”

Mark Linley nodded,
and thoughtfully away.

Dennis Carr went siraight to the Head's
study. He placed the telegram on Dr. Locke’s
table without speaking.

The Head glanced at the message, and thea
at the pale-faced junior who stood before him.

“You must go at once, my poor boy!” he
said kindly. “It is just possible that your
father, in a moment of mental distraction,
hag exaggerated the situation. I should be
sorry to buoy you up with false hopes ab
a time like this, Carr. - At the same time, it
is possible that your mother has rallied gince
the despatch of this telegram.”

“I hope so, sir!” faltered Dennis.

and walked slowly

He hurried from the Head's study, and a
few moments later he was cycling at top
speed in the direction of Courtfield. There

was just time to catch the last evening train
to London from Courtfield Junction.

It was past lighting-up time, and Dennis
had no lamps on his machine.

P.-c. Tozer, looming up out of the shadows,
called to the cvchsb to stop.

“Young rip! Which Ill
FOrl

Dennis Carr sped on into the night.

As he rode into Courtfield a ghmmer of
lights from the station-platform told him that
the train was in.

Fairly flashing

‘ave the lor onm

through the station
approach, Dennis dismounted. hurled bhis
bicyele into the cloak-room, and boarded the
train whilst it was on the move.

Be was a breathless, bedraggled figure, and
the other occupants of the mul‘m' -carriage
stared at him curio >

Dennis lay back in his corner-seat, pumping
in breath. He had ridden recklessly and
furiously, and he had caught his train by a
hair’s-breadth. It was a non-stop from Court-
field, but to Dennis it seemed to erawl.

A precious hour had already elapsed since
he received his father’s telegram; and in that
bour, the worst might have happened.

But Dennis clung desperately to the hope
whieh the Head’s words had inspirad.

It was possible—iust possible—that his
mother had rallied.

Mrs. Carr bad never been a strong woman;
but by sheer will-power she mmht have pulled
through the erisis.

And if not— 2

The possibility that his mother might be
taken from him had never occurred to the
unhappy Dennis until this day. She had been
weak, he knew; but he had never supposed
her life to be in danger.

With the exception of Mark Linley, his
mother was the only real friend he had in the
world. He could not regard his father in the
light of a friend. He feared his father; but
there was no real, decp-seated affection be-
tween Mr. Carr and his son.

As the train sped on its way, Dennis Carr
stared with unseeing eyes at the retreating
landscape, overhung with a pall of blackness.

In that moment he had forgotten all about
Greyfriars—forgotten the feud with his school-
fellows—forgotten the recent trial by jury.

*His thoughts were solely for his mother.

What had happened? What was happen-
ing? Had the lamp of life flickered lower?
Or had it been extinguished altogether?

“If 1 lose my mother,” muttered Dennis,
“1 lose everything else besides!”

By that he meant that he would lose all
desire to play straight.

Deprived of the ouly fxm:dahm and affee-
tion which really mattered, he would go
downhill.

It was onee prophesied of Dennis Carr that
if ever he decided to go to the-dogs, he would
do so thoroughly—just as thoroughly as he
played football and did his Form-work. There
were no half-measures about anything that
Dennis Carr undertook.

After what seemed an age, the intolerable
suspense of the train journey was at an end.

A gleam of lights heralded the London ter-
minus. Dennis was out of the train before
it stopped, and speeding towards the barrier.

He paid his fare—there had been no time
to purchase a ticket at Courtfield—and,
hurrying out of the station, jumped into a
stationary taxi.

“Out of that, young
driver.

Dennis stayed where he was.

{Continued on page 16.)
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“purpose !” he said warmly.
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KING FOOTER!

A New Long,

Chums of Rookwood.

By OWEN CONQUEST.

Complete Story
of JIMMY SILVER & Co., the
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Waking Up the Moderns.

66 HoOT ¥
Crash!
“Oh, my hat!”

There was great excitement in
Jimmy Silver & Co.’s study in the Fourth
Form passage of the Classical House at Rook-
wood.

That morning Jimmy Bilver had received a
brand-new football from an indulgent uncle,
and the chums of the Fourth had no sooner
removed the paper covering in which it had
arrived than they started to punt it abeut.

King Cricket had reigned supreme during
the hot summer months, buf now that the
days were growing cooler, Jimmy Silver &
Co., like many others, looked for a more ex-
hilarating pastime.

King Footer was coming into his own once
more.

The punting of a foothall in the small
studies allotted the juniors at Rookwood was
apt to lead to trouble. It certainly led to
trouble in this particular instance—the frst
time Jimmy Silver had kicked a footer for
months.

It was he who had shouted to Newcome
to shoot, but the leather sphere seemed to
fascinate him to such an extent that he
charged Newcome off the ball and kieked it
irimself.

Crash!

The ball went sailing through the window,
smashing the glass into a thousand frag-
ments.

“Oh, my hat!” gasped Newcome. *You fat-
head! You've done it nowl”

Jimmy Silver snorted.

“I didn’t kick it through the windew on
“That’s a blessed
window got to be paid for now!”

“@Good job.you're in funds, isn’t it?” said
Raby sweetly.

“My hat! Aren't you going to take your
share?” demanded Jimmy Silver. “You silly

asses, you were kicking the ball about your- |}

selves a few seconds ago!”
“But we didn’'t kick it through the win-
dow, did we?” asked Arthur Edward Levell.
Jimmy Silver glared exeitedly about him.
Had he been a little cocler he would have
lsvecu that his chums were only pulling his
eg.
When accidents of that kind happered in
the Fistical Four's study, they shared and
sha;ed alike—the trouble or the expense or

“Well, of all the chums a chap ever had,
you chaps are about the limit!” said Jimmy
Silver indignantly. “What are you grinning
at, Lovell ?”

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Lovell.
Jimmy, is like the sun with a
over it!”

“Your face will be like nothing on earth in
a minute !” said Jimmy Silver darkly.

“Don’t you think we’'d better go down and
get the ball?” suggested Newcome. “I sup-
posé you don't want some Third-Former to
hop out and pineh it, do you?”

Jimmy BSilver started.

“My hat! F'd forgotten all about the
ball!” he said quickly. “Come on, you chaps,
and we'll have a punt about the quad. There
are no windows to break there!”

“Aren’t there!” exclaimed Lovell, as the
four chums walked quickly from the study.
“I could point you out a few that will break
quite easily.” 2

dimmy Silver stopped suddenly as Raby
and Newcoms chuckled.

“Are you fatheads pulling my leg?* he de-
manded warmly. = =

The juniors shook their heads solemnly.
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“Yaur face,
storm-cloud

“Not at all!” said Raby.

“Wouldn't think of it!” said Lovell and
Newcome.

Jimmy Silver glared, and went on down
the corridor alene. His chums followed
laughing softly, but Jimmy Silver affected
not to hear.

When they reached the quadrangle, they
found their ball resting in the ceutre of. the
asphalt. The mere sight of the bail sent a
thrill through Jimmy Silver, and he ran
quickly towards it, and, gave it a hefty kick.

The ball went sailing towards the gates,
and it was unfortunate for Tubby Muffin that
he happened to be coming in at that moment
on a bicycle.

The “ball met the fat junior of the Clas-
sical House full on the chest, and he went
one way and his bicycle went the ofher. He
met the ground with a bump.

“Ow! Yow! Yarooh!” roared Tubby.

“Well saved, sir!” shouted Jimmy Silver
delightedly. My hat! He'd make quite a
good goalkeeper!”

Tubhy Muflin sat up, and blinked angrily

around.
“Ow! Who threw that bali?” he de-
manded. ‘

Jimmy Silver & Co. ran up, lavghing.

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Lovell. “Some throw
—what?”

“QOh, really, you fellows—-"
Muffin plaintively.

“Look out, Tubby!”

=Ow

Tubby gave another howl, and jumped hur-
riedly to his feet as Jimmy Silver, who had
run after the ball, came dribbling it towards
the fat junior.

“What’'s the matter, Tubby?” asked Jimmy
Silver innocently. “Afraid of a feooter?”

“Ow! No, I'm not!” said Tubby, keeping
ry eye on the ball. “You feliows know
well that I'm a good foothaller—goal-
speciality !”
i

began Tubby

a
jolly
keeping is my

“Ha Tra; ha

“What is there funny about that?” de-
manded Tubby angrily.

“There wouldn't be room for a ball to pass
if you once got between the posts!” chuckled
Newcome. “The opposing team would object
to you as goalie, Tubby.”

= Hg, ha, ha!”

“Oh, really, you fellows——" said Tubby
indignantly.

“Supposing you pick up your bike— Oh,
my hat!” exciaimed Jimmy Silver. “You
cheeky rotter! That's my bike!”

Tubby Muffin backed hastily behind New-
come, Raby and Lovell, as he saw the almost
ferocions expression on Jimmy Silver’s face.

“J—I—I—I had to go down fo the village,”
said Tubby apolegetically, “and I—I—I knew
you wouldn’t mind lending your bike to an
old friend Ilike Keep him away, you
chaps!” 3

The juniors laughed again as Jimmy Silver
picked up the football and held it ready to
drop to his foot for a kick. His objective
was so obviously Tubby Muffin that that
worthy took to his heels and ran as fast as
his fat legs could carry him.

“Ow! Keep him away!” he roared as he
ran.

“Ha ko, ha !t

“Nothing to laugh at!” growled Jimmy
Silver, as he dropped the ball to the quad-
rangle and picked up his bike from the
ground. “The fat rotter might have busted
the pedals!”

“You kicked the ball,” said Newcome
saftly. “Tubby would bave put ‘the bike
away without your knowing he’d borrowed
it if the footer hadn't got in his way!”

“Or he in the way of the footer!” chuckled
Lovell.

Jimmy Silver wheeled hLis bike, fortunately
undamaged by the fat junior’s fall, back to
the shed before he turned once more to the
feothall.

His eyes lighted up suddenly as he looked
at the operr window of Tommy Dodd & Co.’s
study in the Modern House. Tommy Dodd
& Co. were their friendly rivals, and three
good chaps.

“My hat! What about waking up the
Modern Heuse to the f: t that old King

Footer has come to ste asked Jimmy
Silver.
T}le other juniors nodded quickly.
“Top-hole idea!’ said Newcome. “I vote

we dx‘ibble the ball along their passage, and
then biff it into their study.”
_“Why not kick it from here?” said Jimmy
Silver coolly.

CER?

“Through their window!” went on the
leader of the Classical juniors im the same
calm tones.

“My hat!”

ey possible !

Jimmy Silver snorted.

“Of course it's possible!” he growled. “T'li
stand you a ginger-pop all round if I ecan’t
kick the ball into their study in three tries.”

“Done!” said the Co. quickly.

Jimmy Silver measured the distance with

his eye, and, picking up the ball. dropped
it, and with a bhefty kick sent it fiying
towards the window.
. But he was too far away, and the ball fell
in the quad, without touching the wall of
the Meodern House. It bounced on the
asphalt, and Newcome recovered it.

“One!” he counted, as he handed the ball
to Jimmy Silver.

The second shot went nearer the open win-
dow, but still fell a bit short, and it bouneced
on the wall and back into the quad.

“Two!” said Lovell, as he trapped and
kicked the hall aver to his leader.

“Third time’s never like the rest!” said
dimmy Silver hopefully.
Thig time he retreated a few paces, and

ran forward, dropped thie ball, and caught
it neatly as it descended. .
Biff ¢

“The window?'

Crash!

For the second time that evening, the foot-
ballpureered noisily through the glass of a
window. ~ The ball disappeared inside the
study, but the splintered glass fell tinker-
ing to the asphalt.

“Oh, my hat!” said
dismay. “That's the
busted to-day ¥

“Third time’s never likevthe rest!” chuckled
Newcome. “Jolly good job for you, Jimmy,
the}t there won’t be any more third times!”

“Oh, shut up ragging!” said Jimmy Silver

howled- Newcome.

Jimmy . Silver, in
second window I've

merosely. “My hat! There'll be a row
over this!” 7
“Hallo! There's Tommy Dodd popping his

head out to sce who kicked the ball!? said
Raby, and, raising his voice, shouted, “Can
we have our ball back, Tommy ?’ -
Tommy Dodd shook his- fist savagely at
the cheerful Raby. =
“You—you dummies!” he roared.
until we come down to you!”
“Buzz the ball eut, anyhow,

“Wait

Tommy 1

shouted Jimmy -Silver. “That’s a brand-
new footer!”
“You'll want a brand-new head when [

come down there!” said Tommy Dodd darkly.
He digappeared in the study. and a few
moments later he came out of the Modern
Heuse, with Tommy Doyle and Tommy Cook,
his chums.
“Now, which of you dummies kicked thé
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- blessed ball?” he demanded, as he came up
_ to the Classical juniors.

“Alome I did it,” said Jimmy Silver meekly.
“Then alone you’ll pay for the blessed
window !’ snapped Tommy Dodd. “I suppose
you'll come up and clear the study out for

\119

“Something wrong with your suppoeer,
said Jimmy Sllser with a frown. “Hand
over that hall, Tommy Dodd !”

Tommy Dodd had brought the ball with
him, carrying it by the eud of the lace.

“T'HL give it to you bechm a minute!”
he said warmly.

And the Modern House junior proceeded

1o lay about Jimmy Silver & Co. awith the
footer in a manner that was distinctly
painful.

A foothball wielded by an arm as ctrong as
Tommy Dodd’s could hurt, and Jlmmx Silver
& Co. found that out very quickly.

Bift! Biff! Biff!

“Ow! Yowow!” roared Jimmy Silver.
“You fathead! Shurrup!”

Biff! Biff!

“Ow!” exclaimed Newcome, as Tommy

Dodd brought the ball down on his head.

“Now 1?

“Stiek it,

Cook.

“I am!” snorted Tommy Dodd.

He certaicly was. By the time he had
finished Jimmy Silver & Ceo. were feeling
very. sore about the head. They retreated
at last, and Tommy Dodd surveyed them
critically from a distance.

“Want your footer?” he asked calmly.

“Ow! Wait until I get some breath,
dummy!” gasped Jimmy Silver.

“Here it is!” said Tommy Dodd.

And he kicked it towards the Classical
House juniors with a force that nearly took
them by surprise. But Raby, who had
escaped Tommy Podd more than the others,
caught and held it.

“Chin-chin!” called out Tommy Dodd.
“We'll let you know how much the window
costs to repair!”

And the three Tommies walked back to
their house, arm-in-arm, and satisfied that
Jimmy Silver & Co. had learned a lesson.

“This is what comes of waking up the
Mod?m House!” growled Bovell. *My head’s
sare >

“So is mine, fithead!” growled Jimmy
Silver. “Why didn’t you go for him?”

“Why didn’t you?” retorted Lovell.

“Ahem! I never thought of it. I only
wanted to get out of the way of the ball.”

And Jimmy Silver & Co., deciding that
they had enough of football for one ecven-
ing, went up to do their prep.

Tommy!” shouted Doyle and

you

THE SECCND CHAPTER.
Making Up the Team !

AP! =

Jimmy Silver & Co. looked up from
the papers before them as there came

a knock on their study door. -

“Come in, 1at11md!” said Jimmy Silver.
The "mthnad proved to be Teddy Grace,
a Classical House’ junior who had a passion
for playing practical jokes: Whenever he
visited Jimmy Silver & Co. in their study they

usually “became very suspicious.

“Hallo!” said Jimmy Silver slowly. *“ What
. do you want, Putty?”
Putty—the name by which Grace was
known to his intimates—grinned
“No jokes this time, Silver,” he said

quickliy. “1've come to talk business.”
"F Selling up the study?”
“No,"you chump! It’s about footer——

“Oh dear! Has it got about already that
I'm making up a team to play the Modern
House asses murmured Jimmy Silver.

Putty Grace nodded cheerfully.

‘ Most of the chaps scem to know all about
it.” he remarked. “I just want you to put
my name down.”

“What do you play?” asked Jimmy Sllver
cautiously.
“Soecer.”

@ "

“Fathead! 1 mean, where—goal, back,
» hali-back, or where?”
“0Oh! Why didn't you say—- Here, let

that inkpot alone, Newecome!” said Teddy
Grace hastily. “I'm not joking; it’s your
blessed leader who's so slow.”
i What?”
« “I—I-—-I mean—outside-left, Silver,” said
Teddy Grace, moving towards the door as
Jimmy Silver’s hand wandered towards the
ruler.
“Well, why couldn’ £ ‘you say so?” demanded
Jimmy Silver. “Qutside!”
“¥Yes, that's what I nmd
contly,

said Grace inno-

“I mean outside the door, fathead!” roared
Jimmy Silver; springing to his feet, und
anatchm" up the ruler.

Teddy Grace grinned, and hastily put the
door between himself and the irate captain
of games for the junior Forms at Rookwood.

Jimmy Silver resumed his seat, frown
He did not like interruptions whilst settling
the all-important question as to who should
play for the Classical Fourth in the good old

game,
Tap! :
“Oh, goodness! Here’s another of ‘cmn!

said Newcome. “Come in, chump!”
It was Teddy Grace who cautiously opencd

the door, and poked his hcad round the
corner.

“Is that .all -right,- Jimmy?” “he a
softly.

Whiz! Baung!

Teddy Grace only just.shubt the door in
time, for the ruler which Jimmy Silver
threw at him crashed on the door a second
later.

The juniors heard Teddy Grace go de
the corridor, chuckling to himseif Jin

pen and paper towards him.

But he was not leit long to puzzie aver
names of possible players, for there came
another knock at the door.
my hat!” said Raby. “Somebody
else now!”

*'Shush ! said Jimmy Silver wa
expect it’s that joker come back ag

He got up from his chair, aud picked
a L!ISthIl Then lie crept towards the dour
and stood just behind it, so that whe
entered might not see him when the
was opened.

“Come in!” said Newcome,
nodded to him.

The deor opened, and a junior came si
into the study. Jinuny Silver did net
to make s that it was Teddy Grace ¥
had kno but brought the cus
Wlth a swing upon the head of the

“Ow! You chump!” came a howl from th
junior, and he sat down with a buwmp.

It was Mornington!

“p

ingly.

as Jimmy Silver

Jimmy Silver helped the junior up, his face |

almost as red as Mornington’s.

“Sorry, old scout!” said Jimmy Silver
hastily. “I-—I thought it was that joking

ass Grace back again!”

Morningten looked at Jimmy Si
moiment as if he would like to wipe up the
floor with him, bzt for some reason
known to himself, Mornington took the
dent very nicely, and even smiled upon tlm
flushied leader of the Classical House juniors.

“That’s all right, old somn,” he said lightly

F can understand mistakes happeni
times.

Jimmy Silver & Co. stared.

Yo dcut mind?” said Jlmmy Silver, in
ement. “If you like it, Morny, you've
¢ to say so, and I'll oblige you with a few
more swipes!” :

Mornington backed into the study hastily.

*Nunno!” he exclaimed. “I—I-—1 mean, :
busy chap like you must get irritable some-
times.”

“Eh?”

The juniors stared at Mornington as if he
had suddenly gone mad. Jimmy Silver
threw the cushion to the chair to which it
helonged, and sat down heavily on top
of it.

“It’s not so very hot nov&:\dﬂs, either,” he
said slowly. *“Anybody cracked you on the
napper, Morny ?” .
No. What makes you think that, Jimm
asked Mornington innocently.

“You're off your rocker, aren’'t you?”
Jimmy Silver, in surprise.

\[mum"ton shook his head.

“Not at all. Why?”

“Well, if I went to a chap’s study
he bifted me over the head with a cus

iver for a

I'm blessed if I would say I could unde
whoever
i

stand it! I'd go for the fathead,
he was, and biff him with his own ¢
Mornington reddened slightly.
“0h, weil—"
“What did you come for, anyway?
rupted Neweome.

s

inter-

“Ahem! I hear you're making up a footer
team—-"
“Oh, my hat! That cxp[ams everything !

broke in Jimmy Silver. “Morny, I wish 1'd
biffed you a few more times!”

SRR

“You're the second silly ass who's come
to ask to be put in the team. We've been
sitting down for mearly an brour, and we've
only managed to get about five names down {”

“Good! You four and myself! Sorry! [

1£. | fat head pimehed‘
Silver resumed his seat, and once more drew

i Liown ;

ought to have known you'd have put niy
nanie down !

Rats! The other is the ass I hiffed—o
wanted to biff just now—Putty Grace. Y
claim will be duly considered, and the sen-
ence promulgated in due eourse, et eetera,
¢t cetera—"

“Hay ha, ha!?
and Mornington, satisfied that lie stood a
cood chance of gectmg into the team, left
tie study.

Himmy Silver resumed hiy seat for the third
tmn

“I hope- that’s the last sl]lv ass who'll
come butting in while we're getting the
smes out!” he growled. “P t Morny down,

v, and that makes six. The three
(ulunmls might ag well go in—I believe Con-
1oy is a hefty sort of back. Pons might do
for-— Oh, my hat!”

e was another knock at the door
interrupted Jimmy Silver amd brought

that
forth

| <,h at remark.

“Stop outside, unless you want your

silly,
he shouted.

“You're not
i the team!”

The door openpd and it was not a junier
who walked in. 1t was Bulkeley, captain of
the school, and therefore capt.u.l of games,
His face was flushed, -and his eyes were
glittering angrily.

hnnny Silver jumped hastily to his feet,
went roumd to the other side of the

tabie.

‘I—I—I say, Bulkeley, old man—" he

@11 nervously.

Buikeley snorted.

“1 thought yeu said something about

wehing my silly,
T
o

fat head,
he said shortly.

if T eared to
“Why don’t yon

ver. “You
me ntve"
V‘se re—we're

\hem!” murmured Fimmy 8i
, Bulkeley, we thought it w

- I mean, some otue' chap.
ier busy, you know
r'l.mcul ag

the papers on’ the
ino a footer team out?” he asked.
Co. heaved a sigh of relief as -the
1-Pormer dropped the subject conc erning
e puiiching of heads.

"'ih,n itt” said Jimmy Silver eageriy.
“Would you like to see the names we've
got down? Perhaps you'll be good encugh to
advise us, Bulkeley——"

bl ¢ ‘uhﬁe you to careful what you
1o .m\body whe knocks at your door,
h..»u interrupted Bulkeley, with a la
Bootles, or one of
s, and then where

say

ng

“it might have been Mr.
the

other Form-mu
ld you have been
der the table, I expect,”

grinned Jimmy

Yell, as a matter of fact, I came down
: if you had thought ah(:ub gettin
zcady ? said Bulkeley. “I've reserved
ground for a match between the
! J]ld Modern House juniors for Satur-
ernoon next. Get a team o and
1 go at the posts with the nets up.”

ol t-ho, Bulkeley!” said Jimmy Silver.

And Bnlkeley, with a nod, walked out of
the study and elosed the door behind him.

“ Rattling good sort, old Bulkeley,” said
fimmy Silver, with a sage nod. “Takes an

n the junior footer teams as well as
ior teams. He might have given me
¢ ear for clieeking him, mightn't he?”
might!” assented the Co. heartily.

= ose we buck up and get the names
down?” said Newcome. " We shall have to
fix things up with the Tommy Dodd. By
Jove! Won't it be a treat to barge into
those asses on thg footer-field again?”

And the question of names was once mote
gone inte. This time they were allowed to
proceed uninterrupted for fully five minutes,
ere eame another tap at the door.
Tubby Muffin, and he showed himseif
oment after be had tapped. The ifay
) cal was not of the kind that waits to
be ed before entering a study.

The wrathful Co. looked up.

“Outside—no vacancies!” snapped Jimmy
Silver, remembering the incident of the
purloined biaycle.

“Oh, really, Jimny,
'L’uhbv

“I'll “Jimmy-old son”’ you, if ‘you don’t
the door between your fat carease and
uy boot in a couple of minutes!” said Jimmy
ver darkly. .
“But about a goalie—"
“Outside!”

* But, look here——*

“Bump him out, you chapst™

But Tubby Muffin did not wait to be
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bumped out. He went of his own accord,
and very quickly at that!

“That's another!” said Jimmy Silver. “I'm
taking the precaution to lock the door this
time, so don’t answer if any fathead knocks!”

And for the fourth time the juniors paid
their attentions to the list of names for the
Classical House football team for the junior
match with the Modernites.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
The Match. -

o HOOT harder, you chaps!” -
It was Jimmy Silver who spoke,
and he was on the football-field on

the Friday evening before the mateh |

with the Modern House juniors.

Bulkeley had bcen over to Tommy Dodd
& Co., and they had raked together a team
to play the Classical House.

Jimmy Siiver, who belicved in giving his
men plenty of work in the way of training,
had them down at the netted posts soon after
all Iad finished their prep.

“Look out, goalie!”

Biff!

Conroy eaught the ball as it was passed
to him, and slammed it hard and true to-
wards the goal. Jimmy Silver was giving
Higgs a trial in goal, and the junior was
turning out to be a good man between the
posts,

The ball went -whirling towards the top
corner of the posts, and Higgs leapt up to
it, and, using his fists, punched the leather
well away from the goal.

“Good save, Higgs!” said Jimmy Silver.
“And a top-hole shot, Conroy! Come on,
some of you chaps! Bift it about! I'll go
in goal with Higgs, so let’s have the stuft
hard and true!”

Tor the next hulf-hour the two juniors in
goal were kept busy. They had two balls on
the field, and these were slummed into them
cne atfter another.

“Good enough!” said Jiummy Silver, at
last. “And mind you play your hardest to-
morrow afternoon. It will be warm, I ex-
pect, but vou've simply got to stick it until
the mateh is over!”

And the team trooped off the field, stiff
from their exertions, but keenly looking for-
ward to the mateh of the morrow.

But it appeared that everything was not
going to be lovely in the garden, for Mr.
Bootles sent for Jimmy Silver immediately
after morning ‘classes on Saturday.

Jimmy Silver, already dressed in footer
rig, ran quickly to the Form-master's study.

“You sent for me, sir?” he said, as soon
as he entered.

Mr. Bootles looked up from his desk with
a frown:

“Ah, Silver!” he said: and Jimmy Silver
felt a little shiver ¢& dismay rum down his
back at the Form-master’'s cold tones. “I
unfortunately forgot to mention rather a
serious matter to you during classes this
“morning.”

“Oh!”

“There appears to have been two windows
hroken by a footBall—one in your study and
one in Dodd’s of the Modern House.
appears that you are responsible.”

“Oh, sir——"

“So, besides paying for the damage, Silver,
you will stop in this afternoon, and write
ifive hundred lines for playing football in the
House. You may go!”

Jimmy Silver stood rooted to the spot. In
the excitement of the matgh with the Modern
House, he had entirely forgotten all about

It also,

the broken windows.

“Excuse me, sir,” he said hastily, “Could
—could I do them after the mateh, sir?”

“You heard what I said, Silver?”

“Y.y-y-yes, sir! But—"

“Then please obey!”

Jimmy Silver left the study, his face show-
ing his dismay, and walked slowly back to
his study.

“What's up?” asked Newcome, at once.

“CGated!” said Jimmy Silver tersely. “All
over the rotten windows getting broken!”

“Gated? Oh, my hat! Got some lines to
do?” said Raby, in dismay.

Vs

“Oh, goodness!"”

The juniors looked at one another in
dismay. Jimmy Silver was their best
player, and the loss to the Classical House
was almost sufficient to render theiv chance
of success hopeless.

There was a hasty step in the corridor, and
Bulkeley came into the study. He was
frowning, and appeared impatient.

“Come along, Silver!” he said tersely. “Yon
ought to have been down at the field ten
minutes ago! The Modern House team is
waiting !”

_ “I've got to do some lines for busting a

window,” said Jimmy Silver morosely. “I'm
sorry, Bulkeley, but the team will have to
do without me to-day!”

“Oh, hang!” snapped Bulkeley. “I wanted
to see if there are any juniors decent enough
to play for the school.. Why couldn’t you
be more careful at a time like this?”

Jimmy Silver did not answer. There
seemed to be a lump in his throat, and the
captain .of the sehool could see how keenly
he felt being out of the mateh.

Bulkeley’s face softened suddenly, and he
hurried from the study.

“Get on down, you chaps,” said Jimmy
Silver hurriedly. “No need for you to miss
the match!”

The-Co., feeling very downhearted, left the
study and walked quickly down to the play-
ing-fields.

Jimmy Silver was still sitting, the picture
of disappointment, when Bulkeley came run-
ning back into the study.

“Come on, kid!” he said kindly.
you off the lines 2

“Good old Bulkeley !” shouted Jimmy Silver
excitedly. “Come on, old scout!”

The excited junior dashed out of the
House, across the quadrangle, and into the
fields, with Bulkeley close behind. There was
a roar of delight from the juniors as their
captain rushed on to the field.

Bulkeley was refereeing, which pleased all
the players, for he was immensely popular
with the juniors.

Tommy Dodd won the toss,
to kick with the wind.

Pheep!

Jimmy Silver, with a hasty look round,
took the first kick of the game-—and of the
season—and sent the ball skimming out to
Lovell on his left wing.

Lovell trapped it neatly, and was off down
the wing as fast as his legs could carry him.
But Tommy Cook, playing back for the
Modern House side, robbed him of the ball
just as he was going to pass it across to
Jimmy Silver in the centre.

“Well tried, Lovell!” called out Jimmy
Silver encouragingly.

The Modern House juniors swung the ball
from side to side, advancing quickly towards
the Classical’s goals Tommy Dodd was play-
ing inside-right for his team, and he secured
lthfet ball when it swung right across from the
elt.

“1've got

and elected
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“Hurrah! First-timer!” shouted the Modern
juniors who were watching the game from
the line.

Tommy Dodd steadied himself an instant,
and then shot with all his might, The bail
went sailing towards the centre of the bar,
and it appeared as if it must go in. 5

“Higgs!” roared Jimmy Silver. “Pupeh!”

Higgs had no need to be told, for he was
really a good goalie. He leapt towards the
sailing ball, and tashed out straight and true
with his fist.

Bift!

“Well saved, sir!” ;

There was a roar from the crowd as
Jimmmy Silver trapped the ball as it touched
the ground, and, after-a hasty glance round,
ran it towards the opponents’ goal. Jimmy
Silver was possessed of a splendid turn of
speed, and he went up the centre of the
field, with the ball at his toe, as if he
on the cinder-track.

“Go it, Jimmy!” roared the Classicals.

“Tackle- him, .DModerns!” hooted the
Modernites.

Dribbling the ball past the opposing halv
Jimmy Silver snapped it out to Lovell
the left wing. Running forward, Jimmy
Silver was just in time to eateh it as it was
neatly passed across the centre of the goal.

The backs rushed for him, and Jimmy
Silver made as if to kick with his right. but
changed quickly, and sent the ball neatly
into the corner of the net with his left.

“Goall”

A great roar of cheering broke from th2
spectators, and Jimmy Silver flushed with
pleasure. He had scored the first goal of the
scason for the Classical House.

“Very good, Silver!” said' Bulkeley quietly.

And Jimmy Silver flushed again. Praisa
from the “skipper ” was praise indeed!

The ball was placed in the centre, and the
Moderns kicked off, From that point the
play was fast and furious. The Modernites
were a goal down, and they did their best
to score an equaliser.

But Higgs was a splendid goalie, and he
Kept the leather out of the net, incurring
much cheering from the spectators by so
doing.

In the second half Jimmy Silver showed kLis
prowess with the bhall to an extent no less
than his capabilities for leading a team.

He kept advising his wings, or his halves,
and mildly corrected them when they made
a mistake.

Pheep!

The whistle blew for the last time, and tha
players trooped off the field.

The Modernites were beaten, but there was

no disgrace attached to their defeat. The
Classicals had a better team.
Bulkeley tapped Jimmy Silver on the

shoulder as the Classical leader went off the
field.

“Silyer!”

“Hallo,
genially. 2

“I shall give you a chance for your cap in
the trial game on Wednesday afterncon!”
said Bulkeley guietly. “Have a rtun round
and get fit.”

And with a kindly nod the skipper walked
;{l}vay. leaving Jimmy Silver staring after

.

“Oh, my hat!” he said dully.

“No, it's your cap!” chuckled Newcome,
and slapped his leader on the back.

And Jimmy Silver & Co., in very high
spirits, trooped up to the study to discuss
the game, and Bulkeley's wonderful news,

THE END.

old top!” said Jimmy Silver

o
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
No Surrender!
&6 IGGINR —Kerr—Wynn—what does this
mean 7%
It was the angry voice of Mr.
Rateliff, master of the New House
at St. Jim’s, which asked that question.

The three juniors whom he addressed faced
him, standing side by side in their study.

They had expected his coming, and they had
been sure he would be angry. There was no
surprise in it all. But Kerr was the only one
of the three who was quite cool.

The master paused a moment for a reply.
But none came, and he rapped out:

=<1 told you that you were to rejoin your
Form this morning. I now learn from Mr.
Lathem that you have absented yourselves.
What do you mean by it?”?

It wag eclearly up to Kerr to reply. He was
the moving spirit in this defiance of Mr.
Ratcliff, and hie knew what to say. For the
life of them, Figgy and Fatty could not have
answered otherwise than lamely.

“We are sorry, sir,” the Seots junior said.
“But I teold you last night that I was not
satistied,” :

“Not satisfied to do as you were told,
Kerr? But that is absurd! Tt does not
matter in the least whether you are satisfied
or not !»

“Perhaps not to you, sir. It does to me—
and to Figgins and Wynn. We want thb
eleared up. You called me a liar, and it w
practically agreed that the Head should settle
the affair. We are willing to go before the
Head now or at any time; but we're not wili-
ing to let it slide.”

“That has nothing to do with your attend-
ance at classes, Kerr!”?

“ Excuse me, sir; bub it has. We were kept
away from classes till it was settled. You
said so yourself. We will go back when it is
settled—not before!”

*“Then it shall be settled here and now!”
spluttered Mr. Ratcliff, very angry, yet
curicusly shaky. “T1 admit that you were not
—er—telling untruths, Kerr, and I am—er—
that is, I regret that in my justifiable objece-
tion to your attitude I should have suggested
that you were doing so. Is that enough for
you? Surely you do not expect more than
that |2

*1 should lke to know what has made you
sure that I told you the truth, sir—that it was
uot I who ran against you on the stairs and
knocked you over.”

Mr. Ratecliff gulped, and turned a strange

- golour. His face was almost green.
+ I accept your word, Kerr. Is that not
enough 77

% No, sir. It’'s too late for that !>

“ Then what do you want, boy??

“Isn't- it a fact, sir, that you know now
who did knock you down?” =

TFiggy and Fatty gasped.

So that was what Kerr had had -up his
sleeve all the time!

But was he certain? How could he bhe
certain? And what a risk he was taking if
he was wrong!

% What .do you mean, Kerr? I am quite at
a loss to understand——>

Complete
MERRY

A Magnificent

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

ST put it as plainly as you like, sir.
Hasn't the fellow who knocked you down
confessed 2

“I—J—really, Kerr, I have never in all my
carcer come across anything so extraordinary
as your attitude! If you are not very eareful
you will find yourself expelled !”

“No one but the Head can expel me,”
replied Kerr coelly.

Again Figgins and Fatty gasped.

This looked very like the sack for them all.

But their loyalty held firm. They trusted
Kerr, and were ready to stand or fall with
him.

Mr. Rateliff opened his mouth to speak, held
it open for several seconds, looking rather like
an ugly codfish out of water, closed it, and
fiounced out of the room, slamming the door
hard behind him as he went.

“My hat, Kerr!” said Figgy.

Fatty stood with his china-blve eyes wide,
rubbing the back of his head.

Fatty Wynn's faith in Kerr was very strong
indeed ; but it was being put to a severe test
just then.

“Tt's all serene,” said Kerr coolly. “ Ratty's
hoisted the white flag of surrender. He's got
to have time to think it over; but he'll cave
in when he has had time.”

“And apologise, do you mean?”? asked
Figgy.
“T don't care a rap about his blessed

apology !»

“Do you mean to take us to the Head,
then?” inquired Fatty.

<1 don't mean that so much.
to settle it without thut, really.”

“ But what do you want, ass? I can’t under-
stand you!”

“Only that the old
Kerruish right, Figgy !”

George Figgins snorted.

“I don't see why you should bother your
head so much about that chap,” he said.
“(Can’t the sillys idiot put himself right if
he wants to?”

“T suppose he could. But he won't.
where the trouble is.”

I'd be willing

sweep should put

That’s

“TLet him stew in his own juice, then!®
snapped Figgy.
“You think Kerruish has owned up to

Ratty, and Ratty's keeping it dark, Kerr?”
said Fatty, in a puzzled, hesitating way.

“ (Got it in once, old top! Only I don't think
—I know.»

“Hanged if T don't believe you're right!»
Figeins said. “If Ratty could have denied it
he would have done. But he couldn’t—that
was why he went cut and banged the giddy
door. All the same, what's the good of taking
all this trouble for Kerruish??

“7 think it’s worth while. 1It's for you
fellows to choose whether you do.”

“T don't—for Kerruish,” said Figgins
deliberately. *“But I think anything's worth
while for you, Kerr.?

“Same here,” Fatty said.

And what Fatty's speech lacked in eloquence
it made up for in sineerity.

It was Kerr’s turn to look puzzled.

“I hate running you two’into risk,” he said.
“though, upon my henour, I don’t believe
there is much risk in this. It looks almost as

though I thought more of Kerruish than I i

of you. But you must know that isn't i
“Oh, we know that all right!® re

Figgins. -

And we did rathier put the poor bounder

through it,” Fatty said thoughtfully.

A grin overspread his plump face as
remembered how Kerruish had looked wit
painted face, a trimmed waste-paper basket
by way of hat, and an old tablecloth for
a skirt.

Eric Kerruish, of the School House,
played an audacious jape upon Figgy &
and bad heen caught out by them. He }
entered the New House in the rele of a 1
boy named William Angle—a name which =
in itself part of the jape—and he had gone
of it disguised as Fatty now remembered I

His collision with Mr. Ratcliff had o
cn the way out; but hie had not be
nised by the master. All the trouble
sprung from liis reluctance to own uj
collision.

Kerruish was- no funk.

Ee

a4

He had not con-

any School House boy was the eculprit;
his failure to do so was not due to fear, bu
to resentment against the fellows who had
scored over him go signally.

Later hie had gone to Mr. Ratelifi and had
owned up; and the New House master had
caned him and told him no more need be g
about it. In faet, he had impressed
Kerruish the notion that the confession
to be a secret between them.

Feeling that the other fellows despised him
for what they thought lLis cowardice, Ker h
had kept that secret so far, and meant tc go
on keeping it. :

But Kerr had made up his mind that it
shoutd not be kept, and George Francis Ker
had a longer head than Eric Kerruish.

Kerr's idea was that Ratty might be brougit
to admit the fact of the confession, and that
thus Kerruish might be set right with every-
one. -

That might work—provided that Kerruis!
would sit tight, and that the master wo
not do anything unexpected. -

But either Ratty or the School House junior
might upset all Kerr's plans. And that was
just where the danger Iay.

Figgins, standing by the window now,
Jameson, a New House “Third-Formeér,
across the quad to the Schael ilouse.

There was nothing at all remarkable in th
Jameson was a member of Wally IFArey's
little band, the only New House member of it ;
and he.spent all the time he could:over the
way. : ”

But it did strike Figgins as werthy of
note that' Jameson, meeting Kerruish, should
stop to speak to him, and that Kerruish,
nodding sulkily, should then change the
direction of his steps, and cross the quad.

For Figgy knew that Jameson had heen
one of the small crowd of fags which had
hissed Kerruish the day before, and he could
not help thinking that his manner of speak-
ing to him now suggested that he was the
bearer of a message.

“1 say, Kerr,” he said, “young Jampot
has just spoken to Kerruish, and now the
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fellow's ecoming here, I do believe Ratty’s
sent for him!"”
“Shouldn’t wonder a bit,” answered Kerr.
But he did not guess for what purpose Mr.
Ratcliff wanted to see Kerruich. >

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
More Opposition for Ratty !
é4 HA~T sent for you, Kerruish,” said
Mr. Rateliff, - 2
“¥es, sin' .
“I have been thinking over ou
interview of yesterday. and I have come to
the conclusion that the matter can hardly
be settled in ‘the way I then thohght. You
have been fichting, I see.”
“Yes, sipt
“With whom?”
“Llive,”
The New House master kait
“ Wihen was-that?” he usk
“Yesterday, sir.”
“Before ar after 1 saw youl”
Cciber?
“But when 1 saw
pon your face that
cngaged  in—er—some
ounter.”
Fo¥es s
“With whom were yon fighting
“Redfern.”
“Bless my soul !

d 1iis

brows.

were marks
your having
pugilistic  en-

ToHE

uy

¢

You are eitlier an exceed-

ingly quarrelsome hoy, Kerruish, or yvou are
being made the victim of persecution.”

“I think I'm quarrelsome, sir

The dull pain in the junior’s voice as he
made that answer might have touched
anotlier man. It did not toueh Mr. Ratcliff.
He was not troubling about Kerruish. He
was concerned with his own position.

Eerr had fairly put the wind up him. He
knéw how the Head would regard his keep-
i Kerrnish's eonfession a secret,
ce of the faet that the misdemearnour con-
fessed was known to at least half St. Jim's,
and he sought a way to cover up his tracks.

“1 incline to the other theory,” he said.
“1, think you are being persecufed.”

“It seems to me that I must know best
about that, sir.”

M_?re opposition !
s X

Ratty fairly bristled
at it.

“I do not agree with you, Kerruish. Now
let yourself be guided by me: I take it that
all the trouble you are undergoing is really
due to your failuze to answer when Mr.
Railton called upon the hoy who knocked me
down to stand forth.”

“It's partly that.”

“in my opinion, it is wholly ' that. Now,
what you have to do is to go to Mr. Rail-
ton, say that you are sorry you had not
the courage to confess at the right time,
and ask him to set matters straight for
you.”

“I won't do it!"

“Kerruish!”

“I won't—that's fHat!
have the right to tell me to. I've owned
up to-you, and you wanted it kept dark—1
don't know why You punished me, too. 1
don’t eare much about that, but I don't
see why T should go and ask to be punished
again.”

“I do not think Mr. Railton would punish
Yoeu,-my boy.”

Mr. Ratcliff spoke as kindly as he could:
but the kindness was not rveal, and it did
not deceive Kerruish.

“Am I to tell him that you've done so
already?” demand:d the Manx junior.

“Er—no. I really do not think that would
be advisable.”

“It isn’t fair! I won't do it!”

“But I order you to do it, Kerruish!"

“You can order, but you can’t make me.”

“This is open defiance!” snarled the furious

master.
“I suppose so. I don’t care much about
that. T don't think I care much about any-

thing. Al P've got to say is that if you want
I\I!I'f.'n}{ailton to know, you can tell him your-
self!”

“If T do so, 1 shall certainly report to
Liim your obstinacy and impertinence !

“That's as you like, sir!”

Kerruish turned to go. He had said his
last word, and his mind was making itself
up to a desperate resolve. -

He stumbled as he reached the door. The
strain he had been enduring during the last
lféjw days was proving almost too much for
1.

“Kerruish, come back!”

The angry. voice  of the master came dully
_to his ears-and he paid no heed to it.

THE PENNY POPULAR.—Ne, 24, :

in the

I don't think you

e

Kerrnish!
baekt: =

But the boy went on hizs way. =

“He stumbled across the guad, hardly hear-
ing the hisses of a small crowd of the fags.
It amused them to hiss Kerrnish, and they
had no idea of the cruelty of what they were
doing. :

He could ne? go to No. 5. He could not
face his chums, though he knew that Dick
Julian was still loyal, and that neither
Reilly nor Hammond had turned against him.

It was to a lonely box-room he went, and
there, with his head buried in his hands.- he
thought, it all out—or tried to think it out.
~The thought that had come to him in Mr,
tacliff’'s study still obzessed him.

He would run away! >

It was ‘the only thing to.do—so it scemed
to him.

He could not stay on at St. Jim's. He
could not facc the scorn in Mr. Railten’s
eyes when he knew the truth.

But he was not sure that Mr.
would know the truth ever.

Some instinet told him that Mr. Ratcliff was
not playing fairly.

He might be plaving Ratiy’s game in going.
He did not know, and he did not much
eare.

Where should he go?

He had not money enough to get home
with by rail and amer. The Isle of N
seemed very far a to a fellow with only
a few shillings in his pocket

It would be easy enough to borrow
Julian, of course. ;

Easy enough in one sense—quite imposs
in another.

Dick would lend. He would pawn
possession for his chum’s sake, if t¥
need to do so. But there would be no need.
Dick was not short of money.

But he would want to know toe much.

No, Dick was out of the guestion.

I command you to come

Railton

from

What did it matter? Just to get away
from 8f. Jim’s—that would be some sort
of solution to the problem that was ;

growing too much for the b half-mad-
dened brain and strained nerves.

He would go! He would go that night!

If he went in theg, daytime there would
be a hue and ery after him, and the chances
were that he would soon be brought back.

But if he went by night he could get quite
a long start. 5

It was hard to wait, but it was not quite
so_hard now that his mind was made up.

Meanwhile, Mr. Rateclif was not feeling at
all happy.

From his point of view, Kerruish would
have put everything straight by owzing up
to Mr. Railton without saying anything about
his earlier confession.

Kerruizh, it scemed, would not do that.

At least, he said that he would not do
it. But he might weaken. :

And Figgins, Kerr, and Wpynn might
weaken, though of that Ratty had less hope,
for he knew from old how obstinate those
three could be. -

On the whole, the only thing that scemed
possible to the worried master was to wait on
events.

Certainly he would not go to the Head
vet.: He knew how strong a line the Head
had taken in the matter of Mr. Selby, when
that gentlemun had failed to play the game
with Kildare. =

Dr. Holmes was rigorous as to fair play.
That was one reason why he eould not like
either - Mr. Rateliff or Mr. Seiby, and wh_)'
they could not like him. But because of his
knowledge of their temperaments he bore
with them, and hecause of his position as
Head of St. Jim's-they had to bear with
him. .

Mr. Ratelift could not help wishing now
that some very different kind of man was
in the doctor’s place—someone who would
swallow a specious story and refrain from
awkward inquiries!

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Kerruish Bolts.

OMEHOW or other that day wore
through, though every moment of it
was like a nightmare to Eric Kerruish.

The dulled feeling which had made
him deaf to the hisses of the fag tribe did
not last. He had more of that sort of thing
to hear, and he found it very hard. He had
to face the sneers of fellows whom he
despised; he could not help note the averted
looks of others who had been his friends, if
not his chums. =
He contrived to dodge - Julian and Hammond
and Reilly, and yet suffered all the time from
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an absurd feeling that they were dodging
him.

It was no use trying to quarrel with any-

one. Tom Merry's advice that no ote should
pick up tlie gage he was so ready to fling
down was heing taken all round. :
_ He had struck Cardew and Manners majc
and D’Arey major and Blake. All four were
proud enough in their different ways, and
nothing eould have been more ridiculous than
to suppose that any one of the four was afraid
him. But none of them would fizht.
had made that quite clear.

And it was not because he was in Coventry
Indeed, it hardly seemed to be the fact that’
he was in Coventry. No sentenee had Heé
passed upon him, anyway. 2

Bat the thing that hurt him most, in sonre
wavs, and yet had in it a queer-sort of com-
fort, was the talk he had with Levison minor,
Joe Frayne ®tanding by, without a word.
outside the gates, between afternoon
1d tea, that he met those two.

He had passed them without a as a
fook. But Frank id, half timidly:
= ¥ Ker .
decent d Frank

1o €x
wore. that pleadinz
to be rude to him as it

2t Not that Frank
either. s a plucky, manly

But he was more sensitive than
and far more sympathetic.
aid Kerruish. i
b, 1 don’t quite know what:

was girlish,
little fellow.
most youngste
“ Well, Frant
“1 want tos

i

I want to say, except t 1 think it's rough}
iuck for you.” i

is. in a way, kid. But it’
ewn fault.”

“1'm not sure that it is. Any
that doesn't make it any easier to bear.

How had this youngster come to learn that?
1t is a truth that many people do not leamn
in long lives. T say that trouble is one's
own fault, and it by like the priest and
the Levite in the parable, who, no doubt, con-
sidered that the man who fell among thieves
ought to have been more careful. Bat it is
just for the ble that is largely ome’s own
fault that one most needs the sympaths of
friends; and the true friend is he who
recognises that and aets upon the recogaition.

Frank Levison had learned it, any per
haps from his dealings with his wayward,
wrong-headed elder brother.

“You're right there, Frank,”
ruish, with a wan smile. “I don’t find it any
comiort at all to think that I've brought this
upon myself.”

“But you mustn't get thinking that every-
one’s down on you,” Frank said. *They’re
not—really and truly they're not! Why,
Wally's punched Reggie’s head and Jampot's,
too, because the silly asses hissed you! And
he pretty nearly frightensd young Buttercup
and one or two more out ol their skins about
it!”

i
s mostly my:

replied Koer-

“He didn’t frighten Manners minor out of
bis skin,” Kerruish returned.

For Manners minor had been among the
crowd which had hissed him last.

“No. It's not so easy to scare Reggie, and
he's an obstinate young beast. But Jampot
was sorry, and Hobbs and Curly and Joe, here,
won’t have anything to do with it. Buck up,
Kerruish!”

The two passed on—Joe with a grin that
was meant to be sympathetic, Frank with a
very serious face.

It was strange, Kerraish thought, that
Wally D’Arey should have takea up his cause
in that manner. But Wally, harum-searum
young rascal as he was, had something of
the chivalry and the charity that were so
notabie in his brother, Arthur Augustus. No
D’Arcy ever wanted to kick a fellow who
down.

Other fellows did, though, as Kerruish
thought bitterty. Perhaps they would realise
when Le had goune how rough they had been
on him. But they would not know that he
had confessed. Ratty was not likely to give
away that secret.

Should he himself take care before he went
that it should become known after he had
gone.  It' seemed to him that it would be
something of a score against Ratty to contrive
that. .

But very likely they would not believe 'it*
they might think that it had been put into
his head by that direct question of Kerr's in
the gym. And, anvway, there was not muéh
in a score if one was not there to see its
effects g

S0, somehow, ‘the day wore through, and
time for golng to bed came, and after that
lights out, and after lights out the familiar
chat in the dormitory, in which to-night he
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# Eric! Ericl

It was the voice of Dick Julian, and Kerruish turned a miserable, haggard face te the one chum
of whem he was certain.

4§ won’t go back !’ he panted.

(See page 16.)

had no share, and. after the talk had' died
away, sleep.

Kerruish had not meant to go to sleep. But
hie had been awake the greater part of each
of the last two nights, and he succeeded in
spite of himself.

He awoke with a start to the striking of
the great clock of the schoel. In some alarm
lie counted the strokes.

But it was all right. after all. The striking
went on until he had counted nine. The hour
must be either eleven or twelve, he thought.
Anyway, it was not one of the small hours
of the moraing, as he had feared at first,

He got out of bed, and dressed in silence.
All his preparations had been made before he
went upstairs, except for the taking of two or
three articles of clothing from his box. These
he took now, and put them into a light bag.

One moment he stopped by Julian’s bed and
touched ever soc lightly the sleeping form
of the best chum he had ever had, wondering
whether he would ever see Dick again.

Kerruish was not a specially sentimental
fellow, and perhaps it was natural enough
that he should feel cut up just then.

He stole out of the dermitory om tiptce.
Downstairs he put on his stoutest boots. If
e made up his mind te go home, after all,
there would be quite a lot of walking to do.
for his ‘money must be economised for the
steamer fare. One cannot walk all the way
to the Isle of Man.

He got out easily enough, though he did not
take the usual way out by the box-rcom
window and the leads. He serambled up the
wall by the old tree, and dropped on the
ether side.

Then he sct off across the moor to Wayland.

The night was 2 summer’s night, after a
gweltering hot day. Though there was no
moon it was not all dark, and Kerruish couid
see quite a longish stretch of the white moor-
land road before him. The cool night air was
grateful to hig hot head, and he felt"that
running away was not hali bad—for a change.

it was queer to be passing through the
sleeping streets of Wayland. Never before
kad it occurred to him how ancient and
guaint the ¢ld town was. There was no one

stirring, not even a policeman. Naturally,
Kerruishh had no desire te see a peliceman, |
however. His St. Jim's cap would have given
him away, as he realised now; he had not
thought of it before.

Beyond Wayland his spirits sank. It had
been past twelve when he had set out; now
it was somewhere about two o'clock, an hour
at which vitality is somewhere near its lowest
point.

Already he felt tired out, and it was not at
all wonderful that he should feel so, seeing
how much he had endured during the past
few days. He looked forward almost with
dread to the long, hot day that was coming.

It would not be a bad notion to get an
hour or two of sleep before it came, he
thought.

Coming to a spinney by the roadside, hie
slipped into it, over a stile, left the path that
ran through it, found a cemfortable spot
among the brackeny lay down, and in less
than five minutes had dozed off, his hand
upon his hag.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
And Others Follow.

HE light streamed in through the
windows of the Fourth Ferm
dormitory, amd Dick Julian stirred
and woke.

He lay there for a minute or two, at first
in drowsy comfort, then with that dull
realisation of trouble which many older people
know so well at such a time, but which is
luekily unusual with the healthy boy.

There is comething all wrong—thought
stirs first to that knowledge. Then suddenly
one is fully awake, with sleep hundreds of
miles away, and the trouble is all there, just
as it was wiien one dozed uneasily off.

Thus was it with Pick Julian. He thought
of Kerruish, and naturally he looked tewards
his chum’s bed—to see it empty!

. In a moment he had flung the sheet off
him, and his feet were on the floor.

Somehow, he had no doubt-at all what had
happened. =

Eric had bolted!

-sible.

_Julian restrained his first impulse to waken
Hammond and Reilly. ¥ was no use drag:
ging them into it, even if they were willing,
and he had no certainty as to that.

He thought of Talbot, who had been more

| than decent to Kerruish the day before.

But it would not be fair to drag in Talbot.

A glance showed him that Kerruish’s tooth-
brush and face-glove had disappeared—just
the things he would be sure to take,

Julian teok his own. He took also several
other things which he knew might be needed.

If he could track down Kerruish he would
try ail he knew to induce him to return.

But that might not be easy, or even pos-
And if Kerruish persisted in going on
Julian meant to go with him.

The quad was getting the first rays of the
sun when he went out of doors, equipped for
the road. S

No use to go to the gates. They were not
open yet, and there would be a fuss if Taggles
were called up out of sleep to unlock them.

. So Julian made for the wall by the old
Tee.

A leng, low whistle caused him to stard.
It came from somewhere overhead:

He looked up, and saw the'face of Kerr ab
a window.

“ Whither away?” called Kerr softly,

Julian hesitated what answer to make
Kerr was not the kind of fellow over whose
eyes it was easy io pull the wool.

“I'm coming down. Wait half a tick!” Kerr
said.

His voice was hardly raised above a whisper,
but in the mornming stillness it came quite
clearly to the ears of the School House
junior. .

“Oh, don’t trouble!” replied Juliar, with
a touch of impatience. “It isn't anything
that really concerns you.”

“Not so sure!” muttered Kerr to himself,
as he hurried on his clothes.

He stoed by the window to do that, and
kept an eye on Julian, lest he should slip
away. -

But Julian
would follow

waited. He knew that Eerr
if- he started ahead. And he
THE PENNY POPULAR.—NoO. 34,
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to have Kerr's adnce.
junior was quite the
in the 5t. Jim's Fourth.

In a few minutes Kerr was with him,
apparently ready for anything.. But Kerr
always had rather that way of seeming pre-
pared, and it did not belie his character.

“f\'omething happened, Julian?” he asked.

was not at all sorry
The New House
shrewdest fellow

“Kerruish done a bunk?
‘Got it in once! You're pretty
Kepr2

“Well, T might say that anyone would have
to ;.et up early to tuke me in, only that
‘you've got up ear,) this morning to take me
(s} it seems.’
reason why you shouldn't come at all.”
I think so, Julisn. U'm not sure
and Fatty ought not to come,

wide,

“0Oh,
V\h:tﬂu; Figey
lo

\\ ell, I am jolly well sure.about that, any-

way! Why en earth should they?”

“We don’t specially need them, it's true.
But we three had a thing to do together this
moraing, and in my absence those two may
not feel quite sure what they should do about
it. Never mind! I dare say it may be for
the best in the long run.”

“What were you going to do?”

“Wait till we're over the wall, and 1'li
tell you. No use in standing about here to
yaru.

In another minute they were over the wall,
‘md in the da tw road outside.

“Which w - asked Julian.

It was curious that the leadership bhad
passed at once to Kerr. And yet Dick Julian
was by no means lacking in self-reliance.
think we'd better make for Wayland,”
replied Kerr at onee.

They started across the moor, in the track
of Kerruish, with the sun climbing up the
sky almost dead ahead of them.

“+You think he's pretty sure to go to Way-

tand?” said Julian.
“I really don't think there can be mud}
doubt about it. You see, ail of us kuow that

side so much better than the Westyw
and one is rather inclined to take
at such a time.”

“Tnless a fellow happened to think that
that was just what other fellows would fancy
he’'d do.”

cod way,
a4 known

Kerr's eyes twinkled.

* Kerruish is no e¢nd of a decent cliap,” he
said.

“I'm rf’ad to hear you say that,” put in

Julian. It would nof have surprised me if
you'd taken a different line.”

“Rats! Kerruish is no end of a decent
chap, [ say; but be isn't a specially original
ne. er—with all the respect due to him-—a

specially brainy one, is he?

¢ ’lhat s true enoungh. What about . it?”

d!, as he’s more or less one of the herd,

ht s take it that he would do as the rest of
the herd would. Just the same mth Pigey
md Fatty. If they follow us

“Oh, hang it all. I hope they
anything so silly as that!”

“I think they will, Julian. 1t may be silly
of them, but I rather famey they will. 1
had to scraw! a line to say why I'd gone off,

won't do

or they would have been worried half cut
of their lives, I told them not to come. Buh
they don’t always do as I tell them, you

julcm
“1 suppose not. Well, if we must have two

more, and it's not to be Reilly and Hammond,
1'd as soon it was those two as anyone.”

“1'd cooner it was Figey than anyone else,”
answered Kerr. “Not so sure about I‘attv
He's the dearest old chap; but it's something
iike cruelty to animals to send him along a
hot, dusty road in weather like this.  His
poor old hoofies will et sore, and he'll sweat
horribly, and life will be a burden to him.
No, 1'd sooncr have Tom Xerry or Talbot or
Blakc, though Fatty is one of my best
chums.”

There was silence for a while after that.
Fhe sun was getting up, and the shadows
they cast behind them were shorter now, and

not so grotesque. The grass no longer
sparkled with the dmdrop% as thotmh
diamonds had been strewn upon it. And

Kerr and Julian began to feel very empty.

“It isn't breakfast-time yet,” pemarked
Rcrr, breaking the silence. <Bufe-v

“1 was. JLht thinking that \erv thing,”
replied Julian. “It certainly isn't breakfast-

time, but—-"
- Then they laughed together, for if their
%nmnchs were e'nptn their hearts were stout.
“We might sit down for a bhit,” Kerr said.
“%o0 good 'vushing it.” -
Tag PEN.\"Y R{»pm‘m,—c\‘o. 24,

‘But we ecan get brekker a3t Wayland,”
answered Julian.
“Not just yet,
any place open.”

They sat down.

Within five minutes they sighted something
coming over the moor from “their rear.

The eyes of both were more than com-
monly good, and they saw what was coming
before they could make out just what it was.

Then Julian said:

“Fellows on bikes!”

“And bikes without anyone on them!” said

Kerr.

"That s it! Four bikes and two riders.”
“And one of the riders is fat, and the
other is tall.”
hg ins and Fatty!”
“And they’ve brought our bikes, bless 'em?
More sense than I gave them credit for.”

It was even so. Figgins and Fatty Wynn
were pedalling along the moorland road. and
each wheeled a bike by his side.

As they drew nearer it could be perceived
that Fxggx was  wheeling his spare steed
without difficulty, but that the road was
hardly wide enough for Fatty.

Fatty never had been quite as clever on a
bike as his chums were; and he had agita-

old top. There won’t bhe

tion and a void within to contend with Just
then.

“Ahoy, there!" shouted Kerr, getting up
from the grass.

“Ahoy!” howled Figgins.

And Fatty wobbled and nearly fell.

In another minute or two Figgy was jump-
«n" from his saddle, and Kerr w helping

dttv to dismount.

“Thou"ht you'd come along?” said Kerr.
“What did you expect, a:s?” returne
I‘inmm

*1 expected two asses,” Kerr replied. “And
they've come, and. on the whole, I'm rather
pleased to see them. So is Julian—eh, old
man?”

“Well, yes,” admitted Julian.
=7 dont care whether You are or not,”
growled Tiggins. “It’s all the same to us.

You might have known we should come—and
yow've given us a lieap of trouble for
nothing!”

Kerr was unruffled. He Ilooked from
Fatty, wiping his streaming brow, to

Fimvms frowning resentfully, and he smiled,

£ Thmks for bringing the bmcs along, any-
way,” said Julian.

“Why didn't you idiots l.me yours?”
Figgy.

“Difficulty of getting th
explained Kerr.

snapped

em over the ".:\U 5

“Oh, T see! Didn’t think of that. Tell
you what, Everyone will faney we've done a
bunk!”

“So we have,” Kerr answered.

“A real buunk, I mean, fathead!”

“Isn’t this a real bunk?

=t thou"ht you were only going after
Kerrvish,” said Fatty. “Oh, my hat! Isn't

it just hot* And what's
later on in the day?”

“We are after Kerruish,” Kerr said. “But
that’s not to say we shall hunt him down at
once. One good thing about its being so
hot Fatty, old dear, is that a chap really

an‘t eat much in this weather.”

“Oh, can’t a chap?” snorted Fatty. “Why,
U'm ever so hungry now—and so T ought to
be, losing flesh like this! It’s lueky I thought

it going to be like

of putting some hiscuits in my pocket.”
‘Jo’lv lucky!” said Julian heartily
“Hear, Lear!” chimed in Kerr.
‘*fl‘hought you didu't want 2
“Oh;

I wasn't thinking so much about
1f Fatty! I'm not so seifish as that. I
can eat a biscuit or two. The question is,
whether they're good ror you.”

“Here they are! Do as

you like with

them,” grunted Tatty, unioading from two
pockets. “I hadn't anything else I could
bring.”

Kerr shot all the biscuits, rather
a trifle limp, into one bag, filling it to over
flowing. Then he split open the empty lma
and laid it on the grass, Having put all the
biscuits upon it, Le proceeded to divide them
into five equal portions.

Each portion contained seven.

Fatty gazed with his blue eyes wide open.

“Going to save some for Kerruish?” asked
Figgins, “thinki g he understood.

“No. Chances are we sham’t find him
vet,” replied Kerr, sweeping together two
of the five shares. “That’s your whack,
Fatty,” .

“What 2" =

warm and
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Nothing could have exceeded the real in-
dignation of Yatty Wyan as he uttered that
ejaculation, Tears were very mnear his eyea.

‘@hould.zt talk as if you were so blessed
greedy!” growled Tiggins.

“It's all right, old fellow,”
was only teasma

said Kerr. “i
It's share and sharve aiike

when there's any shortage, I hnow thougl
that will be a bit rough on you.
He redistributed the portions, and took

care that it was Fatty who had only eighb
while the other three had nine biscuits

And at that Fatty beamed. He begm
upon hig share at once.

_“V\hﬂ* about eash?” asked Tiggy. “I've
xpence halfpenny.” x
I've a bob and some coppers,” Tatty said,

mth his mouth full.

“I've o ten-bob note—my little hoard—and
a trifle of small change besides,” said Kerr.

“Oh, it's all sevene!” Julan said. “I've a
fiver, besndes two or three quid notes aad
some silver. Amd it’s all for the common
fund,”

“1f needed,” put in I\gﬂms quickly.

“Oh, that's understood, of course!” Julian
replied.

Five minutes later they
wards Wayland.

“Are downlearted ?”
cheerily.
. And th

were pedalling to-

asked

we

Kerr

swered:

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
How They Took it at Bt. Jim’'s.

T was not until breakfust that tha
absence of the five became.a topic of
conversation at St. Jim's. And even
then it was hardly of the five that

anyone taiked or thiought, for the New House
follows had not yet learned that Kerruish
and Julian had disappeared, and in the Sehool
House there was no notion as yet that
Figgins & Co. had gone.

But before breakfast Hammond and Reiliy
had begun to worry.

They had little doubt what had happened.
In his rage and despair, Kerrnish had boited,
and Julian gone either with him oz
after him—after him, they fancied ot
they knew that if Dick had known of his
going in time, and had seen no way of pee-
venting it, e would have goue, t

In the quad, breakfast over, something iika
the correet sequence of events was guessed
at.

Taggles had seen Piggins and Tatty Wima
go out Vlth four bikes.

“Which what they said to me when 1
mnked them where thes was goin’ wag eheek,
an’ nothia’ but it!” glox\led Taggles.

The extra bikes were Kerr's and Julian’s, of
course, for Kerrnish's was still in its place.

Kerruish had evidently gone over the w
Julian and Kerr had followed in the same
way. But the other two 1md gone out by
the gates, and had gone- later. They were
foliowing Kerr.

All St. Jim’s kuew that Figging & Co. were
in het water. But only one person in the
whole school suspected them of having run
away on that aecount.

That person was Mr, Ratcliff.

The New House master
whether to feel glad or sorry. =

There was a chance now ol matters being
cleared up without the Head's kno that
hie had kept back a eircumstance so material

ik

hardiy kunew

to the trouble of Kerruish's comfession.
Rumzing away w an oftence serions
enough to obseure the issue. i the five came

back they would probablys be only tno g!
to' get 4 pardon for that offent i
seekiug to go too deeply into “hat L wid iei

wl

up to it. A little blackeving of them now,
‘l little pretended magnanimity w they
tv d, if they did retwm—that seemed Mr.

fest game. =
he whisked across the quad to see Mer,
ton, the master of the Sehool House;
and more than half St. Jim's watched him
go, his gown fAuttering about hiz ihin lc—gs,
his face portsutouslv solemu,

There was something he must sav to Mr
I\MH‘O’} to safe rd hlnuelf

“I'lIl bet he thinks Figgy & Co. have bolied
beeause lie's been so down on them,” said
Rediern of the New. House to the group
around him,

His chums, Ower and Lawrence, were there,
but, for the most part, thie group was com-
posed of Schacl House feliows—Tom Merry
and Talbot, Manners and Lowther, Blake and
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Arthur Augustus D’Arey,
Kangarco and Dane and
Wilking and
and - Cardew;
Lumley-Eumley. 2

“He’s off it there? -said
“Those three wouldn't do that
Sk c.on‘ thml\ anyone but

Uy b # Talbiot said.
it. agreed Kangaroo.
e after him. Don’t know
en the trouble wmyself.
decent enough of them, tco.”

“I'm goin’, too,” said Harry H
uml.ug up in time to hear that.

eilly, ‘E's promised. We ain't goin® to be
ont of it all.”

R snapped. Tom Merry.
have anyone else doing a hm}\
hme to do now is to ga out

and- :

Herries and Dighy,

lyn. Grundy and
Gunn, Levison major and Clive
Roylance and Durrance and

Tom Berry.

Kerruish has

“The rest
that "Bd
Bat dt’s

“We. can
“What we
1 look for

wren’t- allowed to go out
(ﬂd Iook 10r them?” asked Eaw

e
“Then we'll go without heing allowed!”
angwered Tom.
“Hear, hear!” ¢
Even the cgreat

agreed.

‘That's the game!”

about to ~ug;:e~ it

Lhe wor ds ont of my
es

mqth 28 he

16, with im m

intend to lead you!’
¥

i-répiied. G

said Levison,
v Lowther. “is exaetly
wliat s the -matter with Grundy. But t
reason is B0t the same, for you are not con-
itally incapable of thinking, Levison!”
. leave Gwunday alone!” spoke Art
“Noboday
exactly what wi]] happen when
rts to lead wuws,” put in Cardew

t think!”
said M

hur

1 “Grundy will ba left alone: He will
,he a colonel without a battalion. But, par-
den me. my ronle kinsman. you were ahbont

to Temurk—er

““Fwas goin’ to say, when you butted in
with such wudeness an’ lack of .cewemonay,
Cardew, that noboday means bettah than
Gwunday, though he is wathah an ass.”

“Bh? 1'm an as roared Grunday.

“¥ou have said it,” replied Lowther
solemnly. “No one here would be 30 rude as
to contradict.”

“Oh,

J1 this rotting!”
uers. “f agree with Tom.
look for these silly a
76 means certain that

snapped '\Ian~
We must ¢o an
And,/as it’s
we can get lea Ve

g0, the hest dodge might be to go
oub g!‘;

That wouldn’t miean quite
i iter we'd been turned c
said Talbot quietly.
e!' Railton or the Head wiil kick.”
ut ty will.” Redfern said ruefully.

“You lxnow what an awkward old heast he
is.” added Owen.

“It rather strikes me,” said Luniley-Lu mley,
“that bty has gome to cast his cares upon
Railton, and that it will depend much more
upon Railtou and Lathom and Luton whether
we gét leave than upen Rat

And Luamley- Luqu was right—as in these
days, when he thought things out more
¢learly than he had been wont to do, he often
Was.
= Mr. Ratcliff fairly burst in upen Mr. Rail-
ton,

“You have heard the rdews, I take it,
Railton?” he said excitedly. 2

The master of the School House, filiinz a
favourite briax for a brief smoke between
breaktfast and classes, replied:

“The Hungarian bumness I suppoze you
mean. Ratelifi? I do really believe that Bela

. ¥un is booked for a fall this time.”

“Pooh! Pish! Absurd! T am talking of
things nearer home .than any Bolshevik
{rouble.” E

“On! Of the runaways—or, rather, of the

runaway—ei?”

Mr. Raiiton’s cooluess made his colleague
almost frantie.

“Probably you are mnot aware that Eerr,
gins, and Wynn have gone, as well as thag
m \gmded boy Kerruish?”

“And Julian,” added Mr. Railton equably.
“Five  of then“ that fact makes me feel
much easier in mind, Ratcliff. St. Jim's
really is not a Dotheboys Hall—youngsters
don't run away from it in crowds, you
know. Undouhtedly Kerruish holted; but I
think the worst that can be said of the other
_four m that they went after him without
leave

“happened.”
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“T do nob agree with you, Railten!?
y friend, you never do—in any sense
whatever!”
“I know more of the innate depra
Kerr, Figgins, and Wynn than you do.”
“1 know nothing at all of their
depravity, beyond that which, _as
human beings, we may all he
Those three are nob perfect saints,
are as sound and deeent hoys as
met.- And Julian is a fellow
high character, and, like Ke
heyond the eommon. Kerruis
der Kerruish innately
I know he has been
;<ubxe lately.”
The Sechool House master paunsed
u‘*‘u his pipe.
can stand them and smoke in

15

oush

_“And you
the face of all this trouble!” gasped Ratty.
“My smoking won't make it worse. T don’t
2

well sce ‘how I can be expected to rush
search for the boys. I do mt b
U.M they will come to any harm.”
I‘ have something to tell you about Eer-
roish.” 5
“Ah! T am not precisely
Mr. Railton drily.
“He was the boy who knocked me down on
the stairease!”
“I have guessed as much.”
g essed? He did not,
me to you?”
“My dear. good man, don’'t

5 3

said

asteund

then, confess

call i

It was nothing worse than an accide
he did not confess to me. Why sho
think he would?”

“I ordered him to do so.”

“Oh! Then, I assume, he had conf:

es—oh, yes. Bub that was neb
thought necessary.
4t It was all that seems to me necessary
ht that, in respect t
ourtesy—of d 1

ent, Ratcliff! T

admib

1 that I
am duappo nted that Kerruish did not make

his confession when I asked for it. But, that
chance having been missed, the afair was
ttle concern of mine at all. Had you
rted him to me I should have punished

of But that, 1 suppose, you

SN The boy's oﬂ'tnﬂe was against

e,

“Just my opinion. Then why order him
Gt

“T have already told you why. Railton

“Your reasons were not whoily convinecing
to me. But let that pass. Of ‘course, Ker-
ruish should have obeyed. He undersiood at
the outset—at the time of punishment—that
he was expected to report to mie, eh?”

That query confused Mr. Rateliff. His was
not a case that could stand much cross-
xamination.

“Er—that was not
he said.
ime that there was no need foA him™ to
mention the confession to anyone; he seemed
very relu’*mut that his fellow-scholars shox
Lnow of 1.7

“Queer—very queer! For surely it must
have been to clear himself in their eyes of
any charge of cowardice that he o‘;\nei up.
Excuse me, Rateliff, but 1 really do not think
any searchings of conscience as to the acci-
dent by which you suffered would have
hreught him to you. What did bring him to
you-a second time. miay I ask?”

“I sent for him.”

“After you had fet him believe the inci-
dent closed—aiter you had infiicted punish-
ment for his fault—you sent for him and toid
him that he must confess to me? Yeou sur-
prise me, Rateliff! If it was necessary 1
should know, you could have teld ms your-
self. As it is, you have, it would appear.
put upon this hoy -a heavier weight than he
knew how to bear, and personally I ot
hold you quite guiltless of responsibility for
the-foolish step he has taken!”

“You are not my judge, Br.
panted the New House master,
his hands nervousty.

“Oh, ne! -But I am entitled te an opinio
for it cam hardly be said that the matter
is no concern of mipe.”

Tap, tap! ;
*“Come in!” called Mr. Railton.

“I have not finished—"

“You have said all that 1 care to hear
at T,he mommt, 3Mr. Rateliff! I‘ﬂbot~\lerry
Redfern ! Why, this looks rather
like a deputatmn |2

“Y do not see what Medfern: can be doing

t‘,}‘e way it
iim- at

precisely
e

I told

9

Railton !
clenching

in a-deputation to you, Mr. Railton!® m‘.x)ped
Ratty.
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But Redfern knew what he was dolng, and
he held his ground without a word.

Mr. Patchﬂ _went, glowering.

“The bell for classes will be going J} a-
minute, sir,” said Tom Merry, “We reall
are a deputation representing the Shell
Fourth. We want to ask you whether 13
will allew us to go and search for the .»F“«ms
who are missing.”

“But I think that only Kerruish really
needs much searching for,” said the House-
master. “It strikes mie that the other four
have already taken upon themselves the task
you want to understake though they have
do e it without lea

It may be so, ered Jack Blake.
t we don’t know Lh’lf it is. And Piggy

mean Figgins and Kerr and Wynn v

trouble as well as Kerruish.”
‘Do yon propose that the whole of the two
Forms should make holiday for the purposes
al asked the Housemaster.
about all,

(<)

search?”
don't mind so much
admitted Redfern.

“But only about yau four and your

ke
“y

siry”

aster sunied and the four jiunior

could not belp »nuhng also. - For that was

! ¢ much what they did want.

question for M
for me,” M

ig guite as much a
r:nd for Mr. Lathom as
aid. “The Head was called a
by the grave illness of a n
of eourse, he could seftle the
for us all. There are the prefects
e considered. They may think, and not
s mghlv hat they have a hetter right
o to stir in the matter.

But
Teh-
g

pa%’n or ~mrch part)cs nm\ be formed amon

Talbot.

“Thank you, sir,” said And .the
hurried off exultantly.
news that they had been more or less
ul had spread all over the guad by
e the bell went for cla
ie surging movement i wards
followed, Wally D'Arey, Frank Levison
a few more of the Third found thewm
close to their Form-master and tyrant,
Hrmr Selby.

Le

s ask ‘the old Hun!” whispered Frapk
's ear. - e
v Wh&.tﬁ.s the use? ~He'll' say “Ne,
i saying it.. Let’s go without as

'l ask,

, then!
preferred

and
Ring

if you won't, Wally.”
T will.” .
his request—the 1@&@1}

Wally
orie that he and four or ﬁw: more of the

from

umptzon
in the

1t share

€

might be granted a
Form in order that they mi
search for the runaways.

“Oh, yes, 01‘ course replied Mr.

Selby,
But

w

Fe Was gmmr to say more, naturally.
was too quick for him. =
o t* peplied Wally.

“Thank vou very much, s
And in 2 ond he was lost-in the crowe.

ison, Curly Gibson, Hobbs, Joe

Frayne, Jameson., and Reagie Manners fol-

Irmd Lheu leader. o=

not coming, young Reggie!

1t
pou Wally.
“Bet you I am!”
And he did. There was ne time to

T eutting ‘him out of the party.

When, a few minutes later. Mr. Sclby sent

Plg%tt and Butt to find the seven, and ovder
them to the Form-room at once, the seven
had disappeared.

They were the first to take the trail t
those of the Shell and Fourth who had been
allowed to go were not lonz after them.

retorted Manners minor.
spare

THE SIXTH CHARTER.

The Obstinacy ¢f Kerruish.

HII sun was high in the sky when Eric
Kerruish awoke, tooked about him,
and remembered where he was.

He lay for a minute or two, watch-
ing the leaves of the tall trees rustling in the
breeze, and the little poatches of blue sky
frarced by them.

It was “quite. pleasant in the spinney, and
he was very tired. He felt that he could lie
tiere all day; doing nothing but watch the
biue sky and the green leaves.

But he also felt a void within, and realised
the need of food. He roused himself, and
glanced at his wateh.

It was past ten o'clock, and he was only a
few miles beyond ayland

This would never do! If he had been thirty
or forty miles on his way such a spinney as
his might have made a faixly safe hiding-
place. for then he might safely have left it
io get comething to eat, and have refurned.
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But by this time there w
fine and cry after-him; and
too near the home country.

Even as "he stood there !
familiar voices came to his ears

Wally D’Arey & Co. had halted by the road-
side, and were discussing the situation

“Not worth while,” said Wally.

““Why not?" asked Reggie Manners.

“Pocause Tom Merry and half a dozen more
of them got ahead of us along this way while
we were attending to your silly puncture—
just the way of an ass like you to have a
puncture at such a time!”

“Yes, We'd got a start of evervhody!”
awled Jameson, “Now a lot of them ha

sure to be a
- was altoged

sound- of

o

ught us up!”
“Oh, rats to all of vou!” snorted Manners
minor.  “That deesn’t prove that Kerruish

‘t in he

‘You can
Panged i we
T

‘ou like. We're going on.
{o Lother! The other
1re 4o search a place

roplied Reggie sulkily.
through the trees at

hiat he would do it
He lmd a_ wild
before

him,
and le
But th 3 ree.
Better to hide if possibte! -

At the edge of the spimney
the road hie found a dry dit
hrambles. - He contrived
hushes and lic at fulllen
heart beat aincteen to thc dozen,

i unped Boisily through the fittle
l\mw hushes and bredtim\;f. 50 hard

in his eoyer.
But the voices of the rest were alrz‘ad\ fading
awayv in the distance

They frad ridden on,
made up his miad

it

in the diteh, his

and Master Reggic
ihat he had be tter

hang They'll be

getting miles
within a

yard of the

* he muttered,
b

sy way back
to his Iuke =

Within tén minutes Kerruish Lad put some
three-guarters of a mile of Imld and wood

5 D
~Then-he lmlted behind a tumbledown barn.
It w.;.s plmn that tlie chase was hot after

Him

M ‘hen Wally had spoken of I‘om Merry and
talf a dozen more, he h not meant that
they were the oniy fellows on the track.
Kerruish was sure.  « 2

“Poszibly the whole school Wwas out searchine.
1t looked lik at -when wmeére 'Ilmd Form |
were alkj ‘to share m the £

&
(=M

better than sw«ntm‘
spoke the wvoice of

()11 rather, by
,m\wered Racke. L
“You didn't want to come.” said Serope.
-“Well,- that yas only beeause I thought
vou fellows were dashed fools enongh to want |
to o huyntin’. I'm not on for that kind of
thing. I don’t mind ¢ though the old
shaaty is a trifie smely
Racke, Crooke & Co.

was evident.
“There’s the ace for your king,”

qgad' “Ell- so threel?

were playing nap, it

snid Baggy

Trimble, with great -satisfaction. “Pay up
and. 10013 pleasant.. He. he! T say, 1 wonder
;v_hat Kerruish will “ge{ when they eatch
nim 7"

~“A floggin® and then the sack!” answered
Crooke. “Serve him’ rizht!
Kerruish ~ crept away. He should thave

kuown better than to attach any weight to
what Crooke said; but he was still far from
heing in a normal state of !mnd and i dxd
weigh upon him.
= did the feeling that a net was closmg
in upon him. Probably search-parties were
ont on all the roads. Here was he. wandering
about the ﬂe1u:, tired, hu v, and almost
hopete
What was to be the end of it all?
He was stealing slong by a hedge mow,
keeping a sharp look out He could see
s pantechnicon passing al a road only the
width of one field away; hut he had so
pletely lost his bearings that h _did not
i the least what road it
He stopped, trying to
to get the lie of the ntry by the sun.
Then he heard voiccs and recoguised
kKerr's among them, aucf he started to run.

ik, endeavouring

' THE PENNY

+ the St. Jim's eolours

condition to rum,
had had far too
in was in a

Kerruish really was in ne
He was empty thin; he
little sleep lately; and his
whiri. =
But lie staggered on, his breath eoming
hard, perspiration streaming down his fa
Then his feet struck a big moleliil, and h(
fell forward, 1 lay thme pantx :
:'Mm"r utterl collapse ior the moment.
“Yric! Eric, old chapt”
Tt was the voice of Dick Julian this time,
arid Kerruish turned his miserable
le; to the one chum of whom he was cer
“1 won't go back!l I won't go back!”
vmted
“f sha'n't try to make you. Bﬂ!:‘ I'm not
aoing to leave you, that’s a dead sure thing!
See here, old fellow, it's like this. When 1
found out you had goue, T started after you.
L sa% Kerr, and he ipsisted upon coming with
me.’
“What for?
huppenﬂ to me!?
“Yon’re off it there—clean off it! He cares
a good deal. He fanc it was all partly his
fault 2
“So it was!
“Perl

)T

Kerr 0 t care what

* said Rerpuish bitteriy.

aps it was. But you onght to make
Wel, Figeins and Fatty came
and they caunght us up on the
brought our bikes: we fnuldn t
All f them

allowances.
after Ker
moor. They
zet ‘them over the wall.

are clese at he u)d They thought
apeak to Wil t see them?”
“1 don” But I'm not going back—

mind tha l)o 1o trickery—

; promise
“They Ul -promise-that all serene, 1'm surel”
Julian went back to Figgins & Co., leaving
uish lyinz on the gra
SiRerr,” he sald, “this is really for you to
You've the clearest liead of the four
Rerruish won't go back, and I've
promised him that we ‘won't try to make him.
I'm going on with hin. ']h( question is
what you fellows mean to do?

“The silly idiot!” growled F
at the grass as he
away be = s hall

“That’s Juat i, Ixmr GAM guietly. *1
helieve the low iz hali-msd, and it sesms
to me that we've ;_\(»t o hnmaur him.. I'm in
t]us. for one. Julian.” :
St voule Q‘(‘mlf we're going,

= < Bug its a

izzins. plucking
all to run

Kerr,” said

joly

“0Oh,

Ficoins
‘Tront.
five of us
ture do
and Blake and the r

hang abont the. seriousness ai=jt!"
anﬁr(ud, with a sudden change of
“I'm on! After all; they won't sack
and it-will be a hit of an adven-
ging all the other hounders—Tommy
of Llum'

+

“You mean,”

“put.in Fatty, “that we to
take Kerruish in hand and see tliat othe
llows don't nab hiw nd stay by him until
he’s willing to %0, bac
“That's the size of it,” Ixcrr replied
“That’s -about my id said Julia T4n

amud he may not

eivil o'y
“Oh, we don’t

¥ i
1hat !’ Kerr said,
“Pon’t want it'" growled Figging.

The fuur went to where Kerruish

He was dull and apathetic; b
was not. . - E
He consented to put himself
hands: and from that moment Kerr
Figgins entered -into the affair as into a
game, Fatbty was less keen, apd Jubian wa
tlnnkmg too much of Kerruish and his mte
01[1 mind fo care mmh about the sport of it
a

But the four fwere agreed upon that, despite
all the searchers- might -do, they would keep.
Kerruish {rom eapture $ill he was willing to
2o back.

How they fared in what was bound fo be a
difficult task—how Tom Merry and Blake and
the rest sparched—what parts Racke & Co.
and Wally D'Arcy and his little band played
in the business—how bikes whose riders

1

o

¥e
uncivil he

into their
and

—and how it all end
story must tell.

THE END
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(Continuzd From page 7.)

—at once!” he

“Take me to Park €

pped out. =

'he man-was about to eff on
the grounds that he 't'f‘“\)n
when he (nuwm
Dennis Carr's

“Is it urwent. sir? -

“Nery said Dennis. a ot

When

it hushed and stil
For a
top of the

beil,
Then

\tood face to fa
* My bov’ &
One

8

Tlmfn

ere
taid 111~

My mother——
“Your mother,

It wa

marked
Larr ha

“Without -a word or a sign of fare 'ell
her only

She h

:

ih\ d cfor nodded;

the presence of the dead.
For o

which no 5

could ¢

Stott an
that he shonid be punished in a
with the previous

of the

and Harry Wharton & Co. hioped tha
Carr would atorie for his foriger folly,

nu u. WO

tire only real 1

xfe and death!”
The taxi-deiver
He clambered
speeding thro
of the metropo

made
into his
1 the €

ched the L
t—a house oi dmm
e steod

Dennis

moment
steps,

the o

r opened,

1
o with his father,

lance at his f;ﬂl’c hen
Lhc Wworst.
ng un‘«n his cap in ih h’ui

umt ner mum 1 ur

huvd on the ho‘ 3 qbculdm
" panted Denuis, -

id the doctor gravely
oty for him to- Baish L‘f"

s nob ne

- sentence,
Despite

the feverish haste
the journey from Gresfriars, Dennis
d arrived too late.

mother hiad left him
= ﬂm\; and ‘?“Ih h_er =

son; his
ad pa

ctor stoed beside |
row the room, lea
his, orief—;

woment the

{Carr w :
s eould paint.

(later Deudiis Cary returned (0 Gees-

had been made to
of the {ragedy whic
oolfellow. Dr. Lock
the mmms knew: 3

: d!d not kn»)\x the facts,
Remoyites conld see
sed through a great ordeal
cads of the Form—8ki
d the othera—did not ds

arrangements.
football mateh was allo

srthy place in the Remove.

ennis, however, grew moody and aimless
His Form-work tered ; he played no gamnes.
_The ban of ntry wag remoged; hus
Dennis took advantage of . When
spoken to he arcely ge ied to hear, Eve
Mark Linl nued friendship failed
Touse him from the stupor into which he b
fallen. He ned 6 have lost all interess
in life.

W x’mm»

him ta e
1

¥ would
his rash ckhi
Would it wen be too late?

0!

nfed
mﬂv Way
ay ejrel
“of life wi
.And he no l{mg»r stood hes

at

the narrow, rusged path
and the broad and t;cclﬁmlng one

and shame.
Carr chose the later,
veh come when he wonld regisk

THE END.
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