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HREE NEW STORIES INSIDE!

Week Ending
October 11th, 1919,

Three Original Complete Stories of—
N & CO.—JIMMY SILVER & C0.—TOM MERRY & CO.
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DENNIS CARRS ACT OF REVENGE!
(A Dramatic Scene in the Magnificent Long, COm_g?!ete Tafe of the Chums of Greyfrin:s.)
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THE PENNY POPULAR Every Friday.

Boh ?”

Wharton broke the long
in Study No. 1 by putting
ion to his chum,

n.
t what I've already got,”
stick in my throat.”
Prank Nugent

Le

vhen the best
ren siung out of the

“Bob Cherry, w
as sunny as the
And he b
- Only an ke

se disposition was usuaily

. was morose and irritable.

to be.

re” a calamity had come
: Greyfriars Remove. '

loyal, good-natured Lan-

1 expelled by the Head’s

cashire lad—had
command.

*“¥ou are a-thief!
expunged from t
will leave Greyf e next train!”

The Head's rele sentence still rang in
the ears of the chiums whom Mark Linley had
teft behind.

And was
merited t}
him?

Bob Cherry was
en his chum’s
other members ¢

Your name shall be
o0l register, and you

ark Linley a thief? Had le
rey fate which had befallen

prepared to stake his life
imocence, and so were the
the Famous Five.

dar thief?” said Bob Cherry.
& d sooner starve first!”
“‘Of course, a: ghastly mistake has been
made,” said -Harry

i y- Wharton.
Bob gave a snort. .

T, don’t jeall [it a mig I call it a
shameful miscarri of justice! There’s not

a fellow at Grey
bootlaces. 8 aight as a die—a fellow in
2 thousand. The Head must have been potty
to expel him!®

“The pottyfulness of the esteemed Head,”
od Hurree Singh, “must have been

ho’s fit to tie Marky's

“You
Johnny Baull.
open

ean hardly blame the Head.” said
“After all, Marky made an
confession that he stole Wharton's ten

Bah Cherry’'s tone bristled “with

he - Head ought to have ignored
what Marky caid. He would have known, if
ne had any savvy, that the confession was

made simpiy to shield that cad Carr.” . =
Hurry Wharton nodded. :

‘now,” said_ Bob Cherry at length.

A

Story,
Adventures of the

FRANK RICHARDS.

Grand Long Complete
dealing with the
Boys
of Greyfriars School.

S

“There can be no doubt that Carr was the
thief,” he ‘said.
money difficulties, and finally helped himself
to the cash in my desk. Then he must hav
got round Linley to make a bogus confe
though goodness krows how he managed i

“Carr’s as deep as a well,” said Frank
*He lands bimself in a i

fearful
:s, but he takes jolly good care that sow
ie else has to suffer. It's as clear as day-
light that he stole the money.”

“But hoew can we bring it home to him?”
said Johnny Bull helplessly. “Me'H deny it,
and go on denying it to the end of the
chapter.” -

* And msanwhile,” said Bob Cherry bitterly,
“Marky’s gone back to his mill in Lancashire.
he’ll be slogging ail day and half the
night..  He’s branded for life, his prospects
are ruined, and he’s innecent! My hat! It
fairly makes my blood boil to think of it!”

Feeling ran very strongly against Dennis

" Carr.

During his brief stay at Greyfriars, Dennis
had never heen popular. He was too proud
and independent to seek popularity. And at
this moment he was less popular than ever.

There was sijence in Study No. 1 for some
moments.

Tea was on the table, but it seemed to have
no attractions for the Famous Five. Scldom,
indeed, had such a c¢loud hung aover the chums
of the Remove. The memory of the recent
injustice to Mark Linley rankled. With Mark
Linley’s departure the joy of life seemed to
have departed also. - [}

The juniors had not sab down tamely under
the injustice Bob Cherry, in particular, had
created, a sensational scene in Big Hall by
jumping up and making an indignant protest
against the expuision of his chum.
hot-bloeded eloquence had made
on whatever upon the Head’s de-

" had to go. It was unwise and
:r a thief at Greyfriars any
the Head’s view. And the
according to his lights.
really hated a fellow until
“I only
at ‘bounder Carr gets kicked out of
= ¢ If he staye here much
do him an injury.”

The speaker’s eyes were gleaming, and he
meant what he said.

Had Dennis Carr entered Study No. 1 at
that moment nothing could have kept Bob
Cherry’s temper in check. There would have
been a scene—a disastrous scene as far as
Dennis Carr was concerned.

no impre
cision.

longer. Tha
Head had a
“I've never

**He gambled and got into

“I know how you feel, Bob.”
Wharton quietly. ~ “Linley mea
you than he did to any of us.
we're mad to think he's been sacked w
cause.” .
*1f only we could cet him to
otic eoftfession he made!”
gent. : -
= “Why not write to him?” suggested Johtny
3uil, >

Bob Cherry’s eyes gleamed hopefully. -

=1 will!” be said. “'There’s just a charee
hie'll be sensible, and expese the real

ithdraw that
said Frapx

o+ et

“In whnich case,” said Wharton,
will let him come back to Greyt

“Yes, rather!”

Bob Cherry cleared the table
moments nothing could be hec
houred scratehing of his pen.
a facile letter-writer.

“There!” he said at length. “I think that
hits it off.”

Bob's chums read the
shoulder. It ran thus:

“the Head
o >
1 for some
76 the
Bcb was not

letter over his

“My dear Marky,—You were a priceless ass
to make such a silly sacrifice for another
fellow.

“Not one of us believes t you toek
Whartor’s money. Dennis  Ca the thief
right enongh, and we can’t understand why
you should want to _shield him like this.
You were his friend, I know; but friendship
doesn’t demand sacrifices of ‘that sort.

. “We want you back, Marky. And we
won't be happy till you're with us again.

“It's up to you to write to the Head,
pointing out that your confes was not
cenuine, and stating the facts— ly, that
it was Carr who stole the money. You will
then be restored to your old place at Grey-
iriars.

“We miss you most awfully, and we hope
you'il have the savvy to write to the Head
g uggested. Why should your life be
ed for the sake of a selfish and utterly
thiess bounder like Carr?

“Ever your chum,
< Bon.”

“That onght 'to do  the . trick,” said
Wharton. “I’ll just add a postscript.”

“Same here!” said-Nugent and Jobnny Bull
together. 5

<1, too, will send my kindful and csteemed
regards!” murmured Hurree Singh.

By the time the Famous Five had finished

{Copyright in ihe Unitea States of Ameriza.)
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Bob Cherry’s original lotter was almost lost
sight of in a maze of postseripts.

The envelope wag sealed and stamped, and
Beb posted the letter in the pillar-box in the
Close. He was hopeful that Mark Linley
would take this last chance of saving his
reputation.

On the way back (o No. ! Siudy Bob
Cherry caught sight of Dennis Carr, pacing
up and down the dusky Close.

Bob's hands clenched convulsively, and it
was only with great difficulty that be
restrained from hurling himself upon the
fellow who had caused all the trouble.

Dennis Carr was the most wretched fellow
at Greyfriars just then—far more wretched
than Beb Cherry himself.

Dennis had heen a gambler and a thiel,
and his conscience did not allow him to
forget it.

Moreover, he had allowed Mark Linley to
suffer in his stead. Though guitty, he had
kept silence, and had raised no protest when
BMark had been expelled with iguominy from
ureyfriars.

What a worm I awm!” mutiered Dennis
‘¢t and over again. “{’ve let Linley stand
acket—and he's inpocent. It's awful!l
I were dead!”

“1 wish you v
SHe he, he!”

Turning swiftly, Dennis found himsell con-
fronted by Billy Bunter, of the Remove.

“You rotten spy! You were tistening I”

" Don't be alarmed,” said Billy Bunter. “I
only happened to hear the “last thing you
said. You were wishing you were dead. And
a zood many other fellows wish the same!”

“ Buzz off!” growled Denais.

“Of course, your life won't be worth tiving
fwffﬁr what's happened!” Bunter went on.

“You'll be well advised to chuck in your mit.
And when you do, you can leave it to me!”
! Leave what to you?”

“ Your gold ticker!”
l'l)nnnis Carr glaved at Bunter through the
gtoom

The mind of the Owl of the Remove was
a’wasa mercenary, and always would be.
he fat junior resembled the shouls who
ur a battlefield after an action has taken
place, to see what they can find. He quite
tiwought that Dennis Carr, driven to distrac-
tion, would do sumetlun" despezate, and,
anticipating this, he had designs on Dennis'
gold watch.

Dennis scon
nothuw doing.

“If you dnnL
ash you!”

Billy Buunter retreated to
Then, making a
shoutid

“¥ah!
wate h !

too!” cackied a voice.

showed him that there

buzz of,” he said,

81

a safe distance.
megaphone of 4is hands, he

Thieft Keep vour
Which pawashop did
from?

Dennis Carr took a quick stride tow
ihc Ow!l of the Remove; but Billy
promptly scuttled into the buildi:

2d of pacing to and fro, Deny

mouldy brass

yoit steal

rds

Bunter

As he passed along the Remove pas
be heard the sound of a hiss.

“My hat!” he muttered, stopping
“I'1l brain that beast Buntér!”

And then he saw that Buater was not
responsibte for the hiss. .1t waa ihe joint
performance of Skinner, Stott, and Bolsover
m-&;or.

The trio stood aside to let ”Cunh PAss.
They carefully buttoned up theiv pockets as
they did so.

Dennis paused, fushing.
. “What’s the little game?” hoe demanded.

Skinner chuckled.

“ Beware of pickpocketsy”

“Do you mean to insinuste

“Oh, dry up!” growled Bolsover major.
“You make me feel tired. Everybody knows,
from Wingate of the Bixth dawn to the
youngest fag, that you stole Wharfon's ten
quid.”

“And bribed Linley
himself,” added Stott.

“You cads——" began Dénnis. But he was
interrupted by a chorus of contemptuous

“short.

to take the blame on

“Get out!”

“Get back to your Thieves® Kitchen!

With burning cheeks end clenched lmn(h
Dennis Carr p'laved on to the study which
he shared with Lord Mauleverer and Sir
Jimmy Vivian.

He saw that the Removites
him to a man.

The Head bad been deceived into thinking
Mark Linley was the thief; hat the juniors
were not 0 be so easily du.md Thaey lknew
that Mark Linley would relain ¥
to the last Jiteli: and ther w

were against

v
quite cer-

it

tain, in their own minds, that the theit had
heen committed by Dennis Care.

When Dennis walked into the study, Lord
Mauleverer and Sir Jimmy walked out.

They said no word; bat their action was
sufficiently cutting. The sudden lash of a
whip could not have caused Dennis a more
acute pang.

Left to himseif, the unhappy ;umnr sank
into the armchair, and buried bis face in his
hands

r, as through-a mirtor, he reviswed
the paste

And what a past it was!

The zerm of the trouble had been hi
with Bolsover major on the day he ¢
at Greyfriars. Dennis had not fought Lu(h’
He had kicked his man, and in the cyes Of
the Remove this was an unpardonable
offence. :

Instead of apoiogising, and trying to set
himself right with his schoolfeliows, Dennis
bad gone from bad to worse.

By playing football for a tram outside the
sc{mol he had made further trouble for him-
self.

And then had come the =lmttemm hlow of
nis mother’s death.

That was the last straw. Throwing his
caution and self-respect to the winds, Dennig
had sought the company of l’ouamx!n & oy
the cads of Higheliffe.

And to what depthbs
dragged him down'

Dennis, who.up to that momeat had never
smo!;ed or played ecards in his lfe, became
a “blade.” The life was gistastelul to bim,
but he persisted in it.

As a natural coansequence,
junior had fallen head-over-ec: debt,

Threatened by Ponsonby—faced with ruin
and disgrace—he had yicided to ihe -'mm: of
the tempter, and had become a thief.

And then, to crown everything, he had
allowed Mark Linley to bear the burden of
his misdeeds.

Mark had been cast out of Greyiriars;
Dennis (M‘r lc nained. But Denpis wag the

‘m of the two. Bark L

had that cowpany

the
in

wretched

:atht“wtxon of a clear conscience; ot
© who remained behind,
What was going to happen now? Dennis
scarcely dared to ask himself the i

He had no friends at Greyfriars, i3
was against every man, and every wman's
hand wa~ against him. The future presented
a facr from rosy prospect.

At this st::g'(- of his reflections, Dennis
noticed a letter on the study table ad-
dressed to himself.

Mechanicaliy, he 1 it up and opened

it. Then his brow "m“n dark.

“Ponsonby again!” he muttered.
can't the fellow leave me alone?”

Cecil Ponsonby had requested the plm‘u"ﬂ
of Dennis Catr's company at a “little
flutter,” to be held in the barn in Friavdale
Wood known as “The Retreat.”

A few weeks previousty, Harry Wharton
& Co. had done considerable dama io the
furniture in that barn, but Ponsonby pointed
out that the necessary ultcmtlon» and repairs
had been carricd out. “Please drop in and
complete our merry party!”  concluded
Ponsonby

Dennis Carr threw the note on to the fir

“So Pon thinks he can have another go at
fleecing me, does he?” . he murmar
“There’s going to be notuing doipa.
wants me to turn up at imdm-rht but he’ H
be unlueky !

And then a sudden idea occurred to Deanis,

He hated Ponsonby, snd he wanted to got
cven with hiw

Why not f»cy aluntﬁ
time when nobody's

“and smash the pl:u-i- to bits? Qr, better
shll barnp it down?
he more he thought about it, the more
convinced Dennis hecame that it was a good

“Wiy

to the Rebreat at a
about,” he refleeted,

plan.

The barn was constructed of wood, and
would burn swiftly. And when the Hizh-
cliffe “nuts * arrived later on  they wonid

fnd themselves confronted with a

heap of
smouldering ruins.

For the first ts.ne in many days Deunis
Carr smiled. But it was not a nice smile, Tt
was one of anticipated reven and it
hodod ill for Cecil Pousonby and all his
works. -

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Nippsd in the Bud.
173 BERE he comes!”
“Here's the giddy thief!”
These  exclamations  zreeted
Dennis Carr as he ctntersd the
dormitory.

Dennis stopped short, and: it losked as if

Friday.r

e were sbout to speak. But he ch

himself, and walked quietly to his bed.
Looking up, he saw that a scors of 2

ing eyes were turned towards him. :
“Yah! 'Thief!” said Billy Bunter

he kept repeating the words like a parcot.
Deonis Carr started to undress.

And

“What have you done with the loot?”
inquired Bolsover-major.

Dennis remained silent.

However sensitive he might be to these

taunts, he knew that he deserved them.

“We shall have to be careful of our pr
perty, you fellow said Skinper. “I vo
that all valuables should be deposited ¥
Mr. Queleh !”

Iiven that sncering suggestion did aot
ceed in “fetehing ” Dennis Care. He wi
deeided -that silence would avail him mu
more than speech, for the simple reason that
he had nothing to say in his own defence.

His silenee, Homur, goaded the Removites
to anger.

“Don't you tlm,r., Harry 5

said Bob Cherry,

“that we ouglit to deal with the ead to-
night?"
“Hear, hear!” said Peter Todd. “Pore

nally, I'm in
We'll have Carr

favour of a court-marti
up on two charges—firat
of theft, and ondly of causing Ma
Linley to -be sacked. -Don’t you think thai’s
a good wheeze, Dutton?”

“No fear!” said Tom Dutton,
junior.

“ What?”

“Peas and mubton make a poor sort of mid
night foast,” said Duttou. I should be -

deaf

the

clined to vote for rabbit-pies and fanc.
pastries.”
“Oh, my hat!”

l’uter Todd glared at t e dmf junioe.
“Yon're cetting as bad as Buater,” he

& Ways !hmnln; of grub, iiku W
er

profi
21?7 Of course we
said Dutton, in surpri

should scoff it here!”

“0h, help Pcter Todd raised s voice to
a roar. “Shall we court-martial €

The words fairly thundered {hrough the
Remove dormitory.

Tom Dutton comprehended at !.wf
Vel b | means!” he said. “MHang him,
il you like! Half a jifly, though! Huanging
much too good! Can’t you arrange to give
)

bim something lingering, with boiling ol
Sy tia ha
“We'll decide what form his pusnishment
to take at the end of the court-mareiia
said Peter. “1 npereby appoint anysell peesi-
dent.”

“Guess Tl s : a claim for thc
chief executioner!” murmured Fisher T. Fish.

And there was a laugh.

“ Do you think he'd bust if we were t
him out of the window?” asked B

“Ha, hat! I faney he would!” chuckled
Frank Nugent.
“Now, Wharton! What about this court

martial?” said Johuny Ball briskiy.
51 think we'd better postponc it,

eaptain of the Remove.
“Postpone it! Why?"”
“Linley’s repiy - to

arvive'in the morning.

7 said the

Bob's letter should
If ke decides tn make

a clcan bredL of cwnthiug to tLe ilrad,

And i that mppem .r w'n
We needn’t pite on

be sacked.
quite good enough {or us.
the agony.”

Dennis Carr gave a violent start.

What was Wharton saying?

Bob Cherry had written to Mack Linfcy:

Pennis gucssed at once the purport of L
tetter. It was urging Mark Linley to tell t
Head th‘ facta—to clear himself at the
pense of the actual thief.

Woeuld Mark Linley act on “his fux'w 17
iacs,

if
50

he did, then it was good-bye to Greylr
far as Deanis Carr was concerned.
This new possibility occupied the junior’s
mind long after lights out. -
If Mark Linley wrote and acguainted the
this wouid
to

Head of the true facts of the case,
be Dennis Carr’s last night at Gre

This - appalling prospeet  almwos
Dennis to forget his intention
down the Retreat.

When the midnight chimes rang out
ever, he remembered his mission. If ¢!
to be his last night at Greyiriars, thea it w
all the more essential that he should geb even
with Ponsonby before the erash came.

Dennis slipped out of bed, and deessa
rapidly in the darkness.

The dormitory was sileut, save for the
unbroken snore of Billy Bunter.

Aur PENNY Povuias.—No, 25,
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|
|

fHaving | dressed, Dennis moved cauntiously
rlong between the two rows of beds.

“Wha's that?”

It was a sharp ejaculation
IVharton.

Dennis Carr stopped short, scarcely daring
to breathe. He hoped that Wharton would
not repeat the inguiry.
he hope was ill-founded.

“ks that you, Carr?”

Marry Wharton was sitting up in bed now,
rering through the gloom.
“¥Yes!” | growled Dennis,
t,! ity of further evasion,

\‘« here are you going?”
ind your own blznty 1 -

“1t is my business!” said Wharton sharply.
+Very much so! You've disgraced yourseif
aid the Form quite enough as it is. You're
not going to break bounds again so long as
§ m awake to- pmvent you!”

“1'm not geing on the razzle, xf that’s what
Fou’re Lhmmn«‘ said Dennis. “I’'m going to

from Harry

Tecognising  the

“The midnight oil in your study, I sup-
fms-c?” satd Wharton sarcaxtlcalfy “Do you
imagine I'm going to-swalow a yarn like
thab?*

“I tell you—-"

“fHalo, hallo, halle!”

murmured  Bob

pierry, shlr)nﬂ at the sound of the voices.

i What 3 \np, }hrrv"”
“Carr’s up to his old shady games again.”
“JHe's ;}o ing to break bounds?”

“If he gtti half a chance.”

Vennis Carr realised that it was a time for
prompt. action.

He rushed swiftly from the darnmtory,
plunged | down the dark staircase, and
cprinted along the passage towards the box-
room.

Dennis could hear the pad of slippercd-feet
Sehind bim, and he hastily threw up the
tower part of the window.

in_a twinkling he bad wriggled through,
pud was out into the night air,

Pausing for one ‘instant only, in order to

get his bearings, he made a bee-line for the
whoo‘ w :

Quick as he had been, he reaiised that his

t had been quxcker He could hear
} otsteps close behind him. -

Unfortunately for Dennis, the sehool wall
was very high at that part—almost insur-
mountable, in fact.

Ths junior took a fiying leap,
fingers grivped the top of the wall

He at onee began to draw himself up, but
the effort was too iate.

Dennis|was seized from behind and dumped
down nene ‘too gently into the Close.

and his

“Got you, my pippin!” exclaimed Bob
Cherry.

“Ouly just!” panted Harry Wharton. “He
jolly nearly gcave us the slip!”

Dennis| Carr made a bold bid for freedom,
but he” was sdon rendered helpless in the
grasp of his captors.

“Bring him along!” said \’Hmrton
“You silly chumps!” protested Dennis.
wasn't going on the razzle——"

1

“¥ou lcan tell that to the Marines!”
growled |Bob Cherry. *“We've t,umbled to

your little games long ago! This way! And
you'll get a elump on the head evcry time
you try to break loose!”

Dennis Carr, with a tight grip on each of
bis arms, was marched aeross the Close.

Harry Wharton clambered through the
box-room window, and Bob Cherry, exerting
all his streungth, bundled the eaptive through
after him.

Dennm ground his teeth in helpless rage.

He would not be able to burn down the
Retreat |after all—not that night, at any
rate.

When the trio reached the
the Remove dormitory, Bob
and picked up a eoil of rope.

“What’s the little game?” asked Dennis.

“You deserve to be rope-ended!” growled
Bob. *“B3till, you'll get your dose Jater on.
This is to tx« you to your bed, to prevent any
further trouble.”

“You wouldn't dare—-"

“We'll soon see about that!”

“Get hold of his legs, Bob!” said Harry
Wharton.

Dennis Carr was lifted bodily inte his bed,
and Wharton pinned him down while Bob
Cherry got busy with the rope.

In a very short space of time Dennis was
securely bound to his bed.

Beb €herry was anything but cruel, in the
grdinary way. But when he thought of his
ehum, Marl. Linley, grinding out an existence
of drudgery in a Lancashire mill, for the sake
of a person like Dennis €arr, Bob's bloed

THE PENNY POPULAR.—-No 38,

lobby adjoining
Cherry stooped

boiled. He tied the rope so tlghtly that it
would be impossible for the victim to sleep in”
comfort. Every time he moved those bonds
would chafe his Hmbs.

“That's that!” said Bob Cherry grimily.
“Now we sha’n't have to lose any more of
our. beauty sleep in keeping this bounder in
(,Mei Good-night, Harry!”

“Good-night, Bob!”

The two juniors went back to bed, and
Dennis Carr was left to fret and fume.

“11t destroy that beastly barn to-morrow
night, that's all!” he reflected.

But had Dennis Carr been able to foresee
what would happen on the following night, he
would have been far less sanguine.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Court-Martialled !
ENNIS - CARR had only
snatehes that nigl ht.
When the rising-bell rang out, and
the Removites got up, they czmmm
sight of Dennis bound to his bed, and there
were many chuckles.
“Who chained the dog wup?”
Bolsover major.
“Ha, ‘Iia, hat>
“1 say, vou fellows!” said Biilly Bunter.
“Now that Carr can’t move, shall I tickle his
nose with a feather?” .
And there was a fresh outburst of merri-
ment.
“Let me loose! ena\pped Dennis.
“All in good time,” said Bob Cherry.
“You can stay as you are for a few minutes,
and brood over your crimes.’
“You'll make me late for brekkcrm
“Who ecares?” < :
Not until Bob Cherry had finished his
abiutions did he release Dennis Carr, Even
then he might not have dome so but for
pressure from Wharton.
Dennis stretehed his cramped and aching
llmb: and glared at the chums of the

Hauy Wharton & Co. took no further
notice of him. Having dressed, they went
clattering down the stairs and out into the
Close, where they waited for the arrival of
the morning post.

“I hope Marky's decided to do the sensible
thing,” said Bob Cherry.

And the others echoed Bob’s hope.

After what seemed an age, the ancient and
decrepit postmap came shuffling across the
Close.

“Letter for me?”
cagerly.

‘Yes, Master Cherry.

“Hand it over!™

The postman sorted out Bob’s letter from
the rest, and Bob tock it quickly.

The poatmark was that of a big manu-
facturing town in Lancashire, and the en-
velope was addressed in Mark Linley’s neat
handwriting.

Bob Cherry opened the letter, and as he
perused it he stamped his foot impatiently.

“No 1uck‘(” asked Frank Nugent.

Bch shook his head. :
“Marl\y’s sticking to his guns,” he said

: “He seems determined to xeep up
thiis silly pretence of being a thief.”

Bob handed the letter to his chums.
is what they read:

siept in

inquired

inquired Bob Cherry

This

“Dear 0ld Bob,—Much as I should like to
come back to Greyfriars, it can’t be done.

“I miss you all very much, and I'm not
going to pretend that I'm happy in my new
life. I'm mot! It’s a terrible grind, after
he placid routine of Greyfriars. But
have taken the plunge, and there is no re-
tracting now. I can’t write to the Head, as
you suggest—firstly, because 1 should be
betraying « a confidence, and, secondly,
because it's extremely doubtful whether he
would believe me.

“Please don't try to persuade me any
more. It only makes things harder for me.

“Perhaps we shall meet again one of these
days. I can’t think that we’re separated for
ever,

“Tell Wharton that I hope to find time to
write an occasional story for the °Grey-
{riars Herald,” and ask him if he would mind
sending me the results of all the Remove
footer matches. o

“That’s all for now. write again on

Sunday, which will be my first day of leisure.-

“My kind regards to all the fellows, and
particularly to you.
3 “Ever yours,

‘ MARKY.”

Harry Wharton shriizged hkis shoulders.
“Linley’s a very decent ftllow, but he’s
hnewﬁe a silly ass!” he s.ud.

3

“Hear, hear!” growled Johnny Bull.: “ Why
does he persist in this tommy-rct? m
sure that if he wrote to the Head he'd be
allowed to come back!”

“Yes, -rather!” said Nugent.

“But he won’t write.”

“Exactiy!”

“That's just like Marky !’ said EBob Cherry
glumly. “Hé can be as obstinate as a pack
of mules when he likes.”

“The only thing to be dome now,”
Wharton, “is to force Carr to confess.”

“That’s hopeless!” said Johnny Bull

“Carr will declinefully refuse to confess
anything,” said Hurree Singh.

“We'll court—mqrtnl him - to-night,”

said

said

Wharton, “and we’ll give him smh 2 drub-
bing that he may decide to own !

“T don't think that's at all“iik said
Bob Cherry. “Still, we’ll have the ecourt-
martial. Carr's got to be punish It
would be a erying shame to let him scots

freet”
There was a flutter of excitement through-
out the Remove that da
It was unsafe to advertise the court
martial by means of an anncuncement on
notice-board -lest it should be seen by
of the masters. But the detaiis were pa
from one junior'to-another, uptil the
Form knew what was in the wind.
Detnis' Carr got teo know ti
medium of Billy Bunter, who
Lim in the Close after morn
“You're going to get it
night, vou bheast!” said the i
“What do you mean?” der
“That court-martial’s comin
And I jolly well hope you’

ru‘lv
ssed
whole

shot! I shall bring my pea
“You silly fat ehump?”
“Don’t eall me names.” nter, . “in
I happen to be el t of the
; 1 1 shal to life-
sent if ¥

')(IHIL Carr, the (.u

Dennis uttered an
anice.

He was not funking the ordeal
awaited him; but he realised that he 3
be again prevented from carrying
intention with regard to the Retreat.

The court-martial was certain to
a good deal of time, and there waot
chance of breaking bounds that nig

For once in a way the Removites ac
looked forward to bed-time.

When Wingate of the Sixth appeared
the doorway of the junior Commoz
announced that it was time to
juniors trooped up to their do*mxton
mezskly as lambs.  Had Wingate st
think ahout it, their conduct =
struck him as suspicious.

After lights out, there was the usual buzz
of conversatmn and Dennis Carr hoped that
his schoolfeuows would drop off to slecp one
by one. But he hoped in vain.

Even the two biggest sleep-lovers im the
Remove—Billy Bunter and Lord Masleverer
—managed to keep themselves awalke.

There was a storm brewing in tie Remove
dormitory, and its violence was shortly to
burst upon Dennis Carr.

Boom!

The first note of cleven sounded from the
old clock-tower.

“Tumble out, everybody!” said Pcter Todd.

t. -

in
and

as

“Who said you were the master of ihe
ceremonies, Toddy 7 inquired Harry
Wharton.

“I appointed myse]f :

“Then the sooner you dxcappomt yourself
the better!”

“Ha, ha, ha!®

Every junior in the dormitory turned out,
with the exception of Dennis Carr.

Candle-ends were lighted, and,
were ranged along the floor.

The “common herd” seated themselves en
the blankets, while the president and
members of the court-martial availed them-
selves of Harry Wharton's bed. - Wharton
himself was to conduct the proceedings.

“Bring the prisoner here!” he commanded.

And half a dozen juniors advanced towards
Dennis Carr’s bed.

“Qut you come!” growled Buistrode, throw-
ing back the clothes.

% Look here!” said Dennis. “I'm not going
to be a party to this silly rot!”

“You've got no choice in the matter!”
said Dick Russell. “Heave-ho, you feilows!”

Dennis. Carr was lifted bodily from his bed
in his pyjamas, and dumped upon the floor
without ceremony. Johnny Bull and Hurree
Singh mounted guard aver him, and then the
proceedings started.

“We are here to- ni{,ht." said Harry Whare

blankets
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Russell and Ogilvy were just about to turn Dennis Carr back again betwesn the two rows of waiting piliow-
wiolders when ths door of the dormitory was thrown open, and a grinding
does this disturbance msan 2 **

(S22 page 6.)

voice exclaimed: “B8Boys! What

ton, in clear hut quiet tones, “for the pur-
pose of trying this cad "—he indicated Dennis
Carr—"*by court-martiai.”

“Good !

“On the ballt”

“Carr has behaved iike a prize blackguard
ever since he came to Greyfriars,” continued
Wharton., “He's caused “mere trouble and
friction in the Remove than any fellow I
_can remember.”

“Even more thamn I did, in
days!” murmured Vernon-Smitls,

And there was a laugh. Certainly the
Bounder had proved a hot handful in the
days of his recklessness and folly.

“It might be possible fo overlook most of
the things that Carr has done,” Wharton
went on. “But we can’t overlook his I
action. He's' stolen money from my de
and he’s somehow wangled it that Mar
Linley should take the blamte, Linley’s been
sacked; but the guilty pa is still with
us.  And to-night we will endeavour to show
him what we think of him, and to make him
{eel heartily sorry for himself i

“Lynch the rottev!”

“Pulverise him!"

“Make him run the gauntlet!”

Harey Wharton turned to Dennis Carr.

“If you care to make a voluntary confes-
sion, here and now, that you were the thief,
we'll close the proceedings,” he said.  *1f
not, you're going properly through -the mill,
The punishment you had before will be a
picnic compared with what you'll get now!"”

my palmy

Drennis Carr was silent.

“Are you going te confess?” asked Whar-
ton.

Aol

“Do you admit that you siole the money?”.

“1 admit nothing!®

“Very well! [If you don’t choose to confess
voluntarily, we'll endeavour to drag the facts
from you by force!” :
- ¢ 15 thiy supposed to be a court-martial, or

a new form of Spanish Inguisition?” saecred
Dennis, :

“There's only one way to deal with a worm
like you!” said Wharton, “This is a case
where brutality is justified!”

% Yes, rather!”

“You've proved yourseli to be quite out-
side the pale,” said the captain of the
Remove, “and you've caused the expulsion of
a fellow who's worth fifty of you!”

“Let’s cut the cackle, and come to
hosses !” said Bolsover major. ®Jawing
sheer waste of time!”

Harry Whartes motioned to his chums,

“we'll * by tossing the cad in a
blanket,” said.

“That's the. ficket!” said Bob Cherry.
“Clear the decks for-action!”,

A space was clearcd in the ccnfre of the
dormitory, and Dennis Carr was duweped on
to a blanket.

A number of juniors stood at each corncg,
and at Wharfos's command they started
operations. =

Dennis Carr sbot up inio the
pitched down again into the blanket.
not a pleasant experience, hut the
uttered no sound.

“Up again!” rapped out Wharton

The blanket-tossing continued. Denz
soared higher each time, and be s
s0 giddy that he scarcely knew where he was,
or what was happenin3

Then, when he alighted in a sprawling heap
for the sixth time, Harry Wharton addressed
him,

“Will you confcas now 2"

“ No—hang you!”

“3e'll change our programie, then.
him !*

2
e
is

air,

vietin

Bump

nis Carr was seized by many hands,
'd- on to the hard floor of the

He steuck the boards with ag impact which

And before be
he was bumped

shook every bone in his hody.
could pull nimself together
a sccond time,

“ Keep it up!” said Wharton grimly.

Half a dozen times Denais descended to the
floor. He was very badly shaken, and lis face
was as white as a sheet.

But the juniors did not spare him. They
thought, of the injustice which had been dond
to Mark Linley, and they told themsplves
that Dennis was getting no more than his
deserts.

Harry Wharton repeated his question.

“Will you confess now?” 5

“You're wasting your hreath!” panted
Dennis.  “1 refuse to confess to something {
never did!”

“ My hat!” said Peter Todd.,  He secinn
determined to brazen it out. We shall have
to make him run the gauntlet. That ought
to do the trick.”

Dennis Carr shivered a little. He had boen
made to run the gauntlet before; and the
experience had been so painfhil that he did
not want a4 repetition. He must eithee go
through with his punishment or confess; and
he daved not do the latter.

“ Line up, you fellows!” rapped out Harry

Wharton, -2
The juniors ranged themselves in two
rows, armed with pillows, bolsters, and

knotted towels.

Dennis Carr tooked at their faces, zrave and
grim in the candlelight, and he decided that
e would not' be able to stand the ordeal.

Just as he was about to be pushed through
the waiting rows of juniors, he shoutad at
the top of his lungs.

¢ Help!  Help!”

Great consternation followed.

“Gag him, somebody I

“ He'll bring Quelchy on our track!”

“The rotten sneak!” ‘ :
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A gag—in the form of a handkerchief—was

px‘omptly pushed into Dennis €Carr’s mouth,
and his hands were seeured behind his back
with a piece of rope.

“Now!* muttered Bob Cherry, ‘t.mdmx,
ready to smite.- “ Give him a shove, Harry!”.

And Harry Wharton sent the vietim ©
between the avenging lines of juniors.

. Biff! Thud ! Bifft Thud!

Pennis Carr fairly staggered under a tﬂ'ze
of blows.

Every fcllow ‘was craning to get i his
“whaek.”

Bolsover major “was not  satisfed with
delivering one blow. He followed Dennis Carr
along the lines, ahd dealt him a serics of sting-
ing euts from behind. .

Finally, Dennis reached the other end; and
Russell and Ogilvy were just about to turp him
back again when the deor of the dormitory

ng

was thrown cpen, and a grinding voiee eX-
claimed :
“Boys! What does this  disturbance

mean 7%

Some of the juniers.stampeded hurricdly to
their beds, ¢ others, realising tnat such
an action would not save them from the
wrath to come, stood their ground.

_ “Ob, my bat! Fancy cld Quelchy turn-
ing up!» |d Billy Bunter, in a whisper
which v tinetly audibie.

“Bunte enapped Mr. Quelch,
hundred lincs for disrespect!”

“QOh erunibs!”? -

* The Remove-master turned to Harry Whar-
fon, who wag stili clutehing his belster.

“Pray give me an c\planatxon of this affair
at onee, Wharton! This is not the first time
I have canght you persceuting Carr. U nless
you can produce sufficient justification
your 2etion, you will' be severely punished!”

“take five

Wharton was about te reply, when Bob
€herry ¢id it for him.
“We were showing Carr what we think

of people who steal, sir!®
e (,hﬂrry §

said Bob.

arr who stole Wharton’s money,

r who should have been expelled

!” Bob. went on.

s brow grew black as.a thunder-
clond.

“Tg you dare to suggest, Cherry, that there
has been nisearriage of ]ustmeV

“I'm sure of i, sir !

. “B&y! Do you realise what you are say-
ing? You are presuming to eriticise the
Judgment of Dr. Locke!” %

“The. Head’'s been fooled,
Bob.

" Enough, Cherry! I refuse to listen to your
wild and disrespectiul statements. You, in
mm.nny with Wharton, Nugent, Bull, and
Singh—w o, I have reason to bnhevc are the
ringleaders in this aftair—will report to me in
my study before breakfast in the morning. 1
shall eane you severely. In addition, the en-
tho)}?r:i’m will forfeit the next half-holiday !”

“Oh

The facez of the junicrs fell. When Mr.
Quelch handed out punishment he did not err

., on the side of ‘wrcy i

' The Remoy master tumcd to ‘Dm.us Carr,
who stood leaning against the wall, with his
h,md pressed fo his forehead.

“1 am sorry this should have happened,

Carr.  You appear to have been treated with

gross brutalit You -may, if you so desire,

spend the re der of the night in the qchcol

sanatorium.”

sir 2

began

“1'd prefer. to stay here, sir,” muttered |

Dennis.
“Very well. Go to your beds everyone!”
'lhe Removites obeyed.

il tnev(‘ is any further mstml)“nce in this
dormitory,” said Mr. Quelel, “the matter will
be re te' to Dr.. Locke, - There bas been
more tr« ible in. my.Form, during the past
yaonth than there: usually is in a-whole term
I am determined to, .pu*.a stop to it

So saying, ,withdrew,” leaving
‘blank conster pution behmd him. 1k
Dennis Carr was. not -molested again that

. night—except verbally ;. hut: he was feeling far
too sore to pay his contemp]at»ad visit to the
Retreat. ’lhe burning of Ponsonby’s barn
would have to wait.

"J

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Caught Red-Handed.
EXT morning the Famous Five went
through the mill.
Mr. Quelch wielded the cane very
effectively ; and Harry Wharton &
Co crawled rather than walked out of the
Form- m.‘,stor% study when - the ordeal " was
pver.
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“Gmo L mumblcd Bob Cherry, rubbing ms
tingling palms.. “1sha’n’t be h’tppy till we've
nldl]{..ht(.rf_d that fellow Carr!”

Qudchy heard him shouting fur help last
m"ht 7 said Nugent.
“Gf course!” :

Peter Todd enegountered the Famous Five
in the passage.

“Had it hot?” he inquired sympathetically.

Harry Wharton ‘nodded.

“Thanks to Carr!” he said.

“Never mind!” said Peter.

“We'll drag
that confession from him vet"’ :
t

Wh: X his head.
“AT hall have to give it up,” be
said. “The bounder means to brazen it out!”

And even Bob Cherry had to admit that the
situation was pretty hopeless. Dennis Carr
would flatly refuse to confess—even at the
pistol’s point.
dy spoke to Carr that day. He was
as if he were a léper. Not even the
ce Bunter had anything to say to him.

Dennis  Carr did not mind, = He was
only teo glad to be left alone with his
thoughts, even though those thoughts were
far Irom pleasant. -

eonfession from Deéngpis Carr’s lips. Harry
Wharton & Co. realised the hopelessness of
such a proeeeding, and they left Dennis
severcly alone.

That cvening Dennis received a further note
from Ponsenby of Highcliffe,

“You did not acknowledge my last letter,”
it ran. “In case it went astray, T am writing
to you again, to invite you to our little party
at the Retreat te-night. There will he
great doings, and we can guarantce you a
goed time. Stumps will be pitched at mid-
night.”

That was Ponsonhy’s

pleasant way of put-
ting it;

hut Dennis Carr did not swallow the
bait. He had had quite enough expericnce of
smoking and gambling to last him throughout
hig lifetime.

Dennis had sunk very low—in fact, he cculd
not yery well sink lower. But he was re-
solved to wash his hands of Pensenby once
and for all.

“I’il. go along to-night,” he told himself
grimly. “And when Ponsonby & Co. turn up
they’ll find that the Retreat is no more.

Not a thousand Whartons wiil stop me from
going to-night!”

As a matter of fact, Harry Wlmxtou made
no effort to stop Dennis Carr.

Shortly after eleven o’eclock Wharton awoke
out of a doze, and he fancied he heard some-
one stirring.

Peering rnently through the gloom, he saw
that Dennis Carr was in the act of dressing.

Wharton's first impulse was to prevent
Dennis from breaking bounds, but he
refrained.

If Carr went out “on the razzle,” or for
any other purpose, he was almost certain to
be caught. Mr. Quelch had been very vigilant
of L.te, and if he came into t'm Remove
dormitory during his prowls, and discovered
Carr’s bed to betempty, the game would be
up.  Dennis would: be sacked; and Harry
Wharton eeflected that this would be an ex-
geilent thing'fer: Greyfriars.:

i 8o far from wrshmg to prévent Dennis Carr,
‘Wharton was anxious for!him to go ahead.
The sooner he came a cropper the better.

Dennis was fully dressed now.

-1t was blowing great guns outside, and the
rain lashed against the windows of the
Remove dormitory.

Dennis Carr-gritted hls teeth: with annoy-
ance. It was not the thought of venturing
out into the storm that worde him: It was
-the difficulty of setting fire tc the barn under
the damp conditions. :

The junior stole noiseless

yd‘rom the dormi-

+{:tory ; and Barry Wharton, as'he watehed him,

ferven tly hoped that he would be walking into
a trap. It was not Wharton’s way to wish
any 1e'low harm;: but when he thought of
Mark Linley his fee,mga towarub Denms Carr
vage.

“Hope Quelchy collars: mm in the Close I”
muttered Wharton. “If he gets sacked from
the school he’ll probably confass to stealing
t‘mt money. And then Linley will be brought

canwhile, Depnis Carr had wriggled
through_the box-room window, and a moment

later his head was bared to the storm.
“Phew! What a night!” he muttered.
The rain, to his belief, had abated; but the
wind blew up from the sea with angry vio-
Jence. The branches of the old elms groaned

and creaked. :
Before quitting the schoel premises Dennis

No furtber attempt was made to force a |

Friday.

went round fo the wood-shed, where he had
placed a saek of shavings, soaked  witn
parafiin, in readiness.

He swung the light sack across his shoulw‘r,
and then headed for the school wall.

No thought of danger had cccurred to him
as yet. He imagined that no master or pre-
fect would venture out on such a night.

With a quick stride—for it would sosn be
midnight—Dennis struck off through the
wood.

He advanced cautiously when he came in
sight of the barn. But thn place was dark
and still, and the “nuts” of liighclitie bad
not yet arrived.

Having satistied himself that th
clear, the junior proceeded to roun
barn with little heaps of shavines.

“There’s some expensive furniture inside!”
he muttered. - “So much the better.  The
whole jolly lot’s going west!”

And then, after a furtive glance over his
shoulder, Dennis Carr produced a tinder-

‘lichter, and ignited tbe shavings in a douen

ditferent. places.

The fire started slowly. Dennis feared that
in a few moments it would tizzie cut €oin-
pletely.

After a time; however, the flames gathered
strength - and eohesion.  They  shot and

ted up the woodwork, and presently

luttering changed into a roar.
ing back from the bl barn,
Dennis experienced a glow of satl«f(utlon.

He was getting quits with Ponsonby.

The flames had enveloped the barn by this
time. Mpyriads of sparks shot upwards, and
o lurid glare lit up the clearing in the wood.

Dennis- Carr teok cover bebind a tree lest
Ponsonby & Co. should arrive on the scene,
or lest others, attracted by the glare, should
put in an appearance.

‘It's well under way now!”
Dennis, with grim satisfaction.
another half-hour!”

But it was less than that when a crash of
falling timber heralded the end.

Dennis sarveyed the blazing \\-recl\age
without regret or remorse. Fr.rcn where he
stood he could feel"the hot hreath of the
flames. .

“Ponsonby will have to find another re-
treat now!” exclaimed Dennis. *“He'll have
to iuvest in a fresh stoek of furniture, -too.
Serve him jolly well right! 1f he hadn't
at cards, this wouldn't have bap-

muttered
“1 give it

1ne “work of destruction was now complete.
All that remained of the Retreat was g heap
of smouldering ruins. :

There was a sound of apprcaching foot-
steps, and Dennis Carr’s heart beat qui

Then, peermg round the tree-tri
discerned six figures—the figures of Por
& Co., of Higheliffe. They were clad in rain-
coats; and Dennis heard their expressions of
wonder and dismay as they stepped into the
clearing.

“What on earth——" began- Ponsonhy.

“Great jumping crackers!” exel
“The placc is burnt te a ci
“ Absolutely !” gasped Vavasour.

“But who—"

“And what—r-"

“And how—-""

The Higheliffians stared first at the smonl-
dering embers, and then at each other. Blank
consternation was written on their faces.

“&omcbody s been here, begzd!”
Merton.

“It doesn't need the savvy of a Sheriock
Holmes to deduce that much!” growled Pon-
Qonhy

“But who—who could have do:
mered Monson.

Ponsenby clenched his hands.

“'The Greyfriars cads, of course!”
“Who else wounld have done it?”

cd

=

said

t?7” stam-

lie said.

“This is Wharton’s work, sure cnough!”
said Drury.

“He wasn't, satisfied with =ma=1:m up the
place be!ore, said Gadsby. “So he's

destroyed it altogether!”

Ponsonby became purple in the face.

“All our furniture’s gone to pot!” he said
savagely. “It cost no end of tin, too! My
at! We'll make those bounders-sit up for

""lhey can't have
Vavasour.
last liour!”

“Let’s scout round an’
sign of ‘em!” s

ANl serene!” i

Dennis Carr gave a start. If he were dis-
covered, he would fall into the hands-of the
Philistines with a vengeance.

Still peering round the tree-trunk, he saw
Ponsonby and Gadsby making a move in his
direction.

It was useless to remain in hidma. if

left long,” rcmarked
“This bas been done within the

see if there’s any
suggested Drury.
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Dennis was to get out of the tigiht corner he
must. run—and he must suwmon all his
speed to his aid.- S

Accordingly, he came out from behind the
tree, and set off at top speed along the
footpath.

The alarm was raised at once.

“Carr!” muttered Ponsonby. “After him!”

And the Highelific juniors dashed off in
pursuit, like a pack of hungry wolves.

Dennis Carr did not have much of a start,
but he made the most of it. He was a very
e runner, and he happened to be sxxxxt[&l
in ‘wind, The same could not have been said
of Ponsonby & Co.

When the pursuit btad been in progress for
some moments, Monson and Vavasour
dropped out. Stortly aftecwards, Merton
and Drury also threw up the svonge. The
pace was too hot for them.

Pousonby and Gadshy continucd the chase,
but it proved futiie. 2

Dennis Carr was running fike a hare. He
did not know what had happened behind

him ; consequently, his speed did not slacken.

The junior did not stop until he emerged
into. the road. The pursuit had been aban-
doned by this time.

And them; just as Dennis was making for
the sehool wall, the strong rays of an electric
torch flashed. upon him, and a voice —the
stern voice of Mr. Quelch- cxclaimed:

“So I have caught you, Carr!"

Dennis stopped short, pumping in breath.

This was the last thing in the world he had
thiought possibie. :

The storm was still raging: though wita
Iess - violence, -and” the junior had not
dreamed that Mr. Quelch would-be abroad

.at such an hour.

He was fairly trapped. Bvasion would be
useless, for the Form-master had already
reeognised him.

“You are out of bounds, Carr!”

Dennis ground his heel savag

into the

gravel. ~ Mr. Quelch had an e erating
habit of saying things which we perfectly
obyious. Dennig was on the wrouz side of

the school wall; therefore, it was only too
apparent that he was out of bounds.

“You will come with me!” rumbled Mr.
Qitelch.

Dennis  obediently
master in at
been unlocked.

There was further conversation
and junior crossed the Close.

Mr. Quelech monopolised it.

followed the Form-
the school gates, which had

as master

“This is not your first offence of this
nature, Carr. I warned you hefore that if

you were discovered out of bounds again you
would be summarily dealt with.”

Dennis was silent.

“Late though the hour is,” continued Mr.
Quelch, “I will take you bhefore Dr. Locke,
and I have no doubt that you will be ex-
petled from the school. You have acted
abominably, and you havé deliberately dis-
regarded my warning. ~

A licht was still burning

n the Head's

study. Thither Mr. Quelch escorted his
captive.
Dr. Locke was extremely surprised to

receive visitors at that time of the night.

The worthy old gentleman—who was look-
ing worn and ill—had been dozing over his
desk. He looked np witk a start as Mr.
Quelch entered, foilowed by Dénnis Carr.

“Bless my soul! Is anything amiss,
Quelch ?” >

“This boy, sir,” said the Remove-master,
“has repeatedly broken bounds in the face
of several warnings. Five minates ago, 1
discovered him out in the roadway. He had
been absent for more than an hour from the
dormitory.”

Dr. Locke fixed his stern gaze upon the
dishevelled junior.

“This is disgraceful, Carr! 1 presume you
have heen paying a visit to some place of
ill-repute in the village?”

“No, sir,” said Dennis, in a low tone.

“Where, then, have you heen?”

Dennis .did not answer. If he stated the
facts—namely, that he had broken bounds
in order to set fire to-a barn, it would not
help him much. The Head, on making in-
quiries, would find out all about his previous
transactions with Ponsonby, and the whole
wretehed business of the theft of Wharton's
money would be opened up afresh.

Dennis sought refuge in silence. He was
hoping that perhaps the Ifead would not
administer the extreme penalty. A severe
flogeing might be made to meet the case.

But the hope proved to be vain.

“The fact that you arc silent, Carr,” said
the Head, “leads me to belicve that your
actions whilst out of bounds have been
dishopourable. You ate an utterly perverse
gud foolish boy. You kave been given plenty

of chances, and you have wilfully spurned
them. I will not go further into the matter
now, except to say that, unless ‘any extenuat-
ing cirenmstances come to light, you will be
expelled  from Greyfriars. ' 1" canuot’ think
what the Remove ¥orm is coming to. You
are the second junior I have been under the
neeessity of expelling within one week!

Dennis Carr was very pale now.

So it had come at last—the crash which he
had: feared. He had not been convieted of
thett, but of breaking bounds; hut  the
punishment was all the same.  His carecr ab
Greyfriars—a career dark with dishonour—
was nearing its close. He would not get
anofher chance. -

The Head turned to Mr. Quelch.

“Would you be good enough to conduct
Carr to the punishment-rovm, Mr. Quelch?”

“Certainly, sir!”

Dennis Carr  glanced wildly round the
study, but he saw nothing to give him any
hope.

‘The Head's face, in addition to being worn
aund lined, was set and stern.

“Come, Carr!”

With faltering steps, Dennis Carr followed
Mr. Queleh from the Head’s study.

Was this to be his last night at Grey-

triars?

! 4 Ppassed the remainder of the night in

gloomy speculation as to his future.

His short innings at Greyfriars was over.
There would be a general assembly in Big
Hall, and he would be expelied—cast out
from Greyfriars in disgrace.

And not a soul would be sorry!

Mark Linley’s going had beén deplored by
a host of loyal chums. But in Dennis Carr's
case it would be different. No one
care. Many, in fact, would rejoice.

The night seemed intermi

Dennis had not availed himse fie bed.
He was seated on one of the hard chairs,

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
A Wiid Resolva. -
E¥T to himself in the cold and cheer-
less punishment-room, Deaniz Carr

would

staring into the gloom, while the wind
rattled and shook the window.
Dawn came at last—a grey and dismal

dawn, in ‘harmony with the wretched junior’s
thoughts.

There was great excitement in the Remove
dormitory when Denanis Carr's bed was dis-
covered to be vacant.

“Carr must have got up joliy early !™ re-
marked Vernon-Smith.

“He got up at eleven o’clock last night,”
said Harry Wharton, “and hie hasn’t been
back since.”

“My hat!” A

“I suppose he's been on the razzle, and
made an all-night sitting of it?” said Peter
Todd.

“He’s probably in the punishment-room,”
said Wharton. “Quelchy came into the dorm.
shortly after Carr left it. He asked me if I
knew where the fellow was. I said I hadn’t
the foggiest notion.”

“And what did Quelchy do then?” asked
TFrank Nugent breathlessly.-

“He stalked out of the derm, looking like
thunder, and muttering to himself. It's not
difficult to guess what happened after that.
Quelchy must have collared Carr when he
came in and hauled him up before the Head.”

“In which case we shall witness another
expulsion to-day,” said Johnny Bull.

“Jolly good riddance!” growled Bolsover
major. “The fellow ought never to have come
to Greyfriars! He’s.a blessed criminal!’™

“And yet he’s quite a decent-looking fel-
low,” said Squiff thoughtfully.

“Criminals often are.”

“1 say, you felows!” said Billy Bunter.
“Now that Carr’s going to. be sacked' I

expect he’ll hand me over his gold ticker.”

“If he does he'll get it in tlic neck for being
a receiver of stolen property!" said -Bob
Cherry.

“Oh, really, Cherry !
was stolen?”

“ A fellow who steals another chap’s moncy
will steal anything!” said Bob.

The juniors trooped down to breakfast in
a state of anticipation. They wanted to see
how Dennis Carr would hear himself under
the ordeal of expulsion.

But they were destined to bz disappointed.

After breakfast news was received that
Dr. Locke was unwell, and would he unahle
to atend to his duties that day.

The General Assembly was postponed for
twenty-four hours. And, meanwhile, Dennis
Carr was to remain in the punishment-room.

It was Wingate of the Sixth who told
Dennis the news; and the prospect of having

How do you know it

Friday. T

to spend another day a
ment-room was
Dennis doubted
to stiek it.

“Why don't they get it over?” he kept
muttering to himsetf.

The suspense was becoming intolerable.

All day long the skies had been dark and
overcast, and nightfall brought in its tedin
another storm, far more terrible in its in-
tensity than that

d night in the punish-
anything but pleasant.
whether he would be able

of the previous night.

The gale shrieked furiously round the okl
roofs and chimneys of Greyfriars,

It was a wild night. And Dennis Carr,
physically weary though he was, knew that
steep would he impossible.

He must wait. All through the long,
uous night he must keep his
vigil.

And when the morning broke-—what then?
He would be summoned to appear in B
Hall, and in the sight of all Greyfriars he
would be expelled—sent home to face his
father. And his father’s wrath would be
comparable only to the wrath of Jove of old.

Denuis groaned aloud.

He felt that he could not face either the
ordeal in Big Hall or the subsequent ordeal
at home.

Yet how could he escape them?

And then—as if borne on the wings of the
storm—eame a harsh, insistent vo

“@et clear, you fool! Run awa
dare not face a public expulsion!
not face your father!
them all!”

Dennis gave a start.

Why had he not thought of this hefore?
Obviously, the best, the only thing to do
was to run away.

But where could he go?
do? :

The voice thundered in his ears again.

“You're young; you're loaded with cnera
—and energy's very
you'll soon get a joh.
big seaports and try
better than resigning
mercies of your fathe
you've got the chance!”

Dennis Carr hesitated no longer. His mind
was made up. Ratber than wait for expul-
sion he would go of his own accord.

He had no money, and lack of funds would
be a terrible handicap. But he would worry
throngh somehow. Other fellows had done
it. He remembered to have read of runaways
who had made good, and who years later
had visited their old schools as successful and
distinguished men. Why should he not do
the same?

Dennis sat plunged in thought.

He roused lhimself, with a start, as a
muffied hoom from the clock-tower signified
midnight. -

“I'l do it now!"

tem-
solitary

i You
You dare
Clear out, and deiy

Wiat could he

¥

'S scare  just now —and

Make for one of the

your luek! Anything's
yourzelf to the ten

Clear out now, whi

he muttered hetween his
clenched teeth. “And it Queleh spots me this
time he won't get a chance to collar me.
I'll cut and run!”

So saying, Dennis proceeded to wreneh the
sheets off the bed, tear them into strips,
and knct them together,

The task was accomplished at length, and
Dennis tied one end of the knotted sheets
to the bedpost.  He then started on the most
hazardons part of his enterprise.

He lowered the sheets from the window,
and then clambered through himself,

It was a terribly precarious undertaking,
and more than once the reckless junior nearly
lost his hold. : :

Fortune favoured him, however. He had
to drop a matter of eight feet or so at, the
finish. Then hc scrambled to his fekt, and
hattled his way across the Close through the
blinding storm. :

The school wall was successfully sur-
mounted, and Dennis Carr set out on the
shore road leading to Pege,

He did not know why he took this road.
Perhaps-it .was becausé’ e had the wind at
his back when traveliing in that direction.

Anyway, he trudged on through the night,
no longer a ‘prisoner, but free! -

The die was cast. " Dennis Carr had fared
forth into the world, to take whatsoever of
good and il Fate had in store for him.

Would this rash enterprise lead to success -
or to starvation?

What would befall the wayward boy on his
wild adventure?

He had taken the plunge. true: but would
it prove to be for better, or for warse®

THI END,

(Another splendid long, complete story of
Harry Wharton & Co. next weel, entiiled
Redeeming the Past!” by Frenk Richards.
Next week’s PENNY POPUzAR will be enlarged
to 20 puges! Don’t wmiss it!
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A New Long Complete Story of

JIMMY SILVER & Co,, the
Chums of Roeokwoaod.

By OWEN CONQUEST.
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Peele & Co.’s Debts !
“ SAY, Gower!”
1t was Peele, of the Fourth Form at
Rookwood, who called out to his chum
-~ as he was pagsing down the corrider,

Peele was the cad of the Fourth, and Gower
and Lattrey, his chums, were of much the
same kidney.

Pegle had 2 letter in his hand, and his face
expressced anxiety.

Gower came back and cntered the study.
There was a scowl on his face. -

“What do you want?” he asked surlily.
“I've just got two blessed hundred lines to do
for Bulkeley, the rotter!”

Peele chuckled.

“You'll get another two blessed hundred if
he hears you calling him a rotteri” he said.

Gower glowered.

“Did you cail me back to tell me that?” he
demanded.

“No!” s'\.d Peele quickly. *“Here, I've just
had thls letter. Read it—it will interest
yﬂu

Gower took the profiered letter, and drew
it from the envelope. His eyes opened wider
and wider as the meaning of the badly-written
scrawl dawned more and more upon him.

“M-m-my hat!” he stuttered. “M-m-my

* stars!”

He Jooked at Peels in dull amazement, and
Lattrey, coming in at that moment, stood in
the doorway and stared.

“What on earth is the matter with you
chaps?” he said. “You look as if the Head
has given you the sack!”

Gower handed him the letter without a
word, and Lattrey, after a moment’s hesita-
tien, quickly read it through.

It had the same effect upon him as it had
had on Gower. He whitened visibly as le
stared from one to the other of his chums.

“M-m-my hat!” he stammered. “This—this
has properly done it!”

Peecle muttered something under his hreath.
and snatched the letter from Lattrey’s
hand.

“What ar: we going to do?” he demanded,
his voice shaky. “1f—if we say we sold the
bike, it meaus prison!”

“Let’s have another look
said Gower, anxiously. .

Peele handed it over without a word, and
Gower read it again., There were only a few
words,

at the letter!”

“Mr. Alfred Charman presents his compli-
ments to Mr. Peele, and begs to inform him
that, as the instalments for the bicycle pur-
chased on the hire system have not been paid
for two wecks, he is claiming the bicyele,
according to the agrecement signed and wit-
nessed on August 22rd, 1919.”

“Perhaps we can buy it back!” said Peele
hopefully.

“It’s your fault it was sold, Lattrey,” said
Gower, turning -savagely upon his chum. “If
you hadi't had the appetite of a cormorant,
we should still have had the bicyele.”

“Well, 1 like that!” said Lattrey. indig-
nantly. *You shared the feeds we had when

we sold the bike, didn’t you?”
“Y-y-yes, but—"
“Oh, shut up!” snapped Pecle
“The thing is, what are we going
it?”

irritably.
to do about

Gower sat down heavily in a chair, and
Peele and Lattrey followed his example.
Peele got up again, and shut the door. Ile

did not want any passers-by to know their
business, for it was such that could not bear
the light.
Some few weeks previously, Peele & Co. bad
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purchased a bicycle on the hire system, and
Peele had signed an agreement to the effect
that if the instalments were not paid every
week, the firm from which he.obtained the
machine should have the right to demand
the return of the cycle.

Quite a good sum had been obtained, when
the cads of Rookwood decided to go against
the agreement and sell it, and Pcele & Co.
had been in funds for some considerable time
4s 8 conscquence.

But their thoughts of it being quite easy
to raise the necessary money for the instal-
ments out of their pocket- money had been
rudely disturbed.

Peele & Co. found they wanted several
things which took quite a large portion of
their pocket-money to procure. Hence the
instalments had not been paid according to
the agreement.

Now Mr. Aifred Charman, who had seld the
bicycle to Peele, was t.mmg advantage of the
agreement to demand the return of the
machine. - Of course, he did not refund the
instalments already paid by Peele & Co.

It was a very serious position in which
Peeie & Co. found themselves. They had
broken” the agreement with Charman, and
had sold the bieycle before it was really
theirs to sell.

“My hat!” said Gower suddenly. “Do you
chaps know that we're in a rotten positiont”

Peele and Lattrey snorted.

“Asg!” growled Peele. “Don’t we look as
thmxah we do?”

“Has it only just dawned on you?” sneered

Lattrey.

Gower nodded thcughth"y

“The werst part of it is, we can’t get the

bike back!” he said, ignoring his chums’
remarks.

“Why?”

“Have we got the money, fathead? Fifteen
quid we had. Can you raise fifteen quid
now ?”

“Oh! We shouldn’t have to pay all that
now, should we? I mean, it must be worn a
hit now.”

“That doesn’t make.any difference. The
prices have gone up by leaps and bounds since
we sold it.”

“In a month?”

“Certainly !”

Gower was no comforter. He seemed
to be putting the blackest point of view
before his chums.

“Then we’re done!” said Peele, with a
shrug of his shoulders. “I suppose—I suppose
it’s the sack this time!”

“Sure!” said Gower laconieally.
grf’t the bike back!”

“Haven't you just said we can’t do that?”
snapped Lattrey.

rower nodded calmly.

“No! 1 said we eouldn’t buy it back!” he
said slowly. “But there’s more ways than
one of killing a cat, you kaow!”

Peele and Lattrey stared at their chum
as if he had suddenly gone mad.

“Oft your rocker!” asked Peele laconically.

“Must bet!” said Lattrey.

Gower leaned forward until his head was
almost touching Peele’s, and Lattrey got up
and went across, so that he could hear what
was said.

“We shall have to take it back!” said
Gower, in a low voice. “That is, pinch it !”

Peele and Lattrey almost staggered back.

“8-g-steal it!” stammered Peele,

“M-m-my hat!” stuttered Lattrey. *“You're
off your rocker

Gower shook his head.

“We've got to get the bike batk,” he said
quickly. “If we ean’t produce it when Char-
man comes along, off we go to the Head, and
he gives us the sack! Then Charman hands

“Unless we

g
)
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us over to the police, and exit three juniors,
late of Reckwood, from freedom for a year
or so!

“My hat!” said Peele, with a shudder. “It
isn't so bad as that, is it?"

Gower nodded again. >

“Every bit of it!” he said. “I don't like
it any more than you do. But we've got to
get down to the bare truth. We've sold what
doesn’t belong to us, and we’re going to get
it in the neck uniess we can produee the
bicycle when Charman turns up.”

“Does he say when he’s coming to demand
the hike?” asked Lattrey.

‘"No; but you ean bet your life he wou't
wait ;ong' said Gower.

Peele & Co. sat back in their chairs, their
brows puckered in thought as they pondered
over the situation. Their position was a mo
unenviable one; there was no doubt abeut
that.

But for Gower to suggest stealing the
machine from the person to whom ihey had
sold it was absolutely the last resource.

“Have we got anything we can seli?” asked
Peele. “I'd wire my guv'nor for the monecy
to pay the instalments, only—only we're not
very riendly just now.”

“Eb? How's that?” asked Gower guickly.

Pecle flushed painfully.

“Something turned up—a bill 1 ran up
whilst on holiday last vae,” said Peele hur-
riedly. “Nothing to do with this bizz,
tough, so it doesn’t matter.”

Gower looked at Lattrey significantly. That
explained why Peele had been short of money
recently. Gower and Lattrey had footed ail
bills in connection with their pleasures for
the last week or two, Peele having promised
to repay them in the near future.

“1 couldn’t raise more than a couple of
quid!” said Lattrey. *“What about you,
Gower?”

“Ten bob is about my limit!” said Gower.
“And the instalment due is five pounds. It's
no good our trying to borrow it from the
chaps. They wouldn’t lend us a bean!”

Gower was right enough there. There were
not half a dozen fellows at Rookwood who
would help Peele & Co. They were disliked
too intensely for that.

“So the omly thing to do is to sneak the
bike!” said Gower. “It might sound jolly
awful, but it will have to be done, or we
shall get the sack.”

Peele sat up suddenly, and shrugged his
shoulders.

“Might as well be hanged for a sheep as a
lamb!” he said curtly. “It was Melville to
whom we sold the bike, wasn't it?”

“Yes,” said Gower. “The chap who lives
in that thatched cottage just before you get
to Coomb.”

“Then we shall have to go soon.” said
Peele “We can’t go at the dead of n"fht—
we're not giddy burglars!”

“We sha’n’t be much else,” mnd Lattrey
nervously. “I vote we face the music here.
No need to run the risk of a double charge.”

Gower and Peele started. They had not
thought that they might be found out if
they stole the bike. If they did, it would
be as Lattrey said—a double charge against
them. The first would be sennw property
which was not theirs to sell, and the second
would be theft.

“My hat!” said Gower.
of that!™

“Hang everything !” said Peele.
to go through with it now!”

Gower and Lattrey . hesitated only a
minute before they agreed with Peele. Some-
thing had to be done, and done quickly, for
there was no knowing when Mr. Alfred Chare
wan would come to claim the maching,

“I hadn’t thought

“We've vot
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“We'll go as soon as it begins to geb
dark——" began Gower.

But he was interrupted by a knock at the
door. It opened the next momen$, and
'fubby Muffin, the fat junior of the Classical
House at Rookwood, poked his head into the

. study.

“Johnnie
vyou,” explained Tubby.
on the warpath.”

And with. that comforting
Pubby Muffin hurried away.

But the news had an effect on Pecle & Co.
that wounld have astonished Tubby Muifin
could he have seen Peele & Co. after he had
imparted the news.

The cads of the Fourth simply stared at
one another, for the moment absolutely
speechlessly.

It was Gower who found his tongue first.

“My hat!” ‘he ejaculated. “What are we
going to do now?”

There was another tap at the door, and
Jimmy Silver, captain of the Classical
Fourth, looked in.

“A Mr. Charman is waiting for you!” he
said shortly. “He’s down at the gates.”

And the junior shut the door and walked
quickly down the corridor. There was mno
clove lost between Jimmy Silver and Peele &
o8

“Come on!” said Gower hastily. “Half the
giddy housc will know why he’s here if we
don’t buck up!”

And the three cads hurried down to the
gates.

named Charman wants to see
“He looks as if he's

information,

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
WMir. Charman is Not Charming!
113 COD-EVENING, young gents!”

It was Mr. Alfred Charman who
greeted Peele & Co. with that
remark as they reached Rookwood’s

famous gates.

“@-g-good-evening, Mr. Charman!” said
Gower nervously. “D-did you want to see
s> e '

Mr. Charman nodded.

“I did!” he said. “Leastways, it was Mr.
Peele T wanted to see. - And he knows per-
fectly well why I've come down here.”

Pecle knew only too well!

“Y-yes!” said Peele. “But—but don’t stand
there, Mr. Charman. Fellows at Rookwood
are not allowed to purchase bikes on the
hire system; there’ll be a row if anybody
should hear us speaking.”

“It won’'t take a minute to ’and over the
machine,” said Mr. Charman shortly. *See,
1've got a cart all ready to put it on!”

And he pointed to a trap that was waiting
a few yards down the road. It was empty,
and Peele & Co. had not thought that it
belonged to Mr. Charman when they first
saw it on reaching the roadway.

“C-come and—and have a chat,” said Peele
nervously.

He looked lielplessly at Gower as he spoke.
Gower was the most cool of the three, and
Peele, although he professed to lead the Co.,
invariably looked to Gower to help them out
of awkward corners like that in which they
now found themselves.

“Look here, Mr. Charman!” said Gower
briskly. “We’'ve had rather a rotten time of
it lately, and can’t pay to-day. We will
settle up with you to-morrow afternoon. How
will that do?”

“It won't do at all!” said Mr. Charman
curtly. “You signed an agreement that the
bicycle should be returned if you didn’t keep
up the instalments. You ain’t done so—I
want the bike back!”

“But we will pay you five pounds to-
morrow, I tell you!” said Gower impatiently.

“I don’t want your five pounds!” snapped
Mr. Charman. “1'm going to have the bike,
or I'm going to sue you for it! You signed
the agreement, Master Peele, and you'll have
to stick by it!”

Gower’s lip curled into a sneer.

“What you mean is bluntly this,” he said
bitterly, “You've had the value of the bike
in instalments; and if you get the machine
back again, and secll it to somebody else,
you'll make a double profit!”

“I ain’t going into my business with you,

young sir,” said Mr. Charman. “I want
that bike, and I mean to ’ave it!”
Peele looked at Lattrey helplessly.  Mr.

Charman was evidently determined to get it
hack, and Gower had hit the right nail on
the head when he bitterly accused Mr. Char-
man of his desire to make a double profit.
Contrary to what one might expect, Mr.
Charman never cared if his customers failed
to pay their instalments at the specified

times.  When instalments were in arrears,
then Mr. Charman took full advantage of his

agreements, and claimed the machines buack.

When sold again—second-hand for spot cash
—Mr. Charman found that, coupled with the
instalments already paid by luckless cus-
tomers, a bicyele could be a very paying
article to trade with. s 2

He was evidently  determined that the
hicycle sold to Peele & Co. on the hire-
purchase system should be returned.
aeting within his rights, but his business
nicthods reflected no credit upon him.

“WeH, you can’t have it to-day,” said
Gower bluntly. “We’ve lent it to one of our
chums, and he won’t be back until to-moirow
iHorning.”

The. lie left Gower’s lips as easily as the
truth comes to most people.

Mr. Charman looked annoyed.

“You ain’t got no right to
machine!” he said angrily.

“Why not?” asked Gower coolly.

“Because it was not yours to lend!” re-
torted Charman. “You hadn’t finished pay-
ing for it, had you?”

Peele & Co. could find no answer to that
question.

Gower shrugged his shoulders.

“Well, you can’t have the machine now,
Mr. Charman, for the very simple reason that
it’s not here!” he said. “You will have to
wait until to-morrow, whether you like it or
not !”

Mr. Charman frowned, and bit
angrily.

- “Then see it’s here ready for me to-morrow
afternoon!” he said curtly. “I ain’t going
to hire the trap a second time for nothing.
1f the machine isn’t here when I come, then
1 sees your headmaster about it.”

And Mr. Charman turned on his heel and
walked quickly to the trap. Peele & Co. did
not speak until the horse had been turned,
and the trap was speeding towards Coomb.

“That's put it off for a time!” said Gower
thankfuily. *“Much might happen between
now and to-morrow afternoon!”

“Yes; we might get eaught pinching the
bike!” said Lattrey bitterly. “That would
be just our luck!”

Peele and Gower failed to see the humour
in their chum’s last remark. It was cer-
tainly funny that Lattrey would comsider it
bad luck to be caught stealing other people’s
property !

The three cads returned to their study,
and found that it was occupied.

Jimmy Silver, the Classical Fourth's cap-
tain, was there with his chums, Raby, New-
come, and Loveil.

“Hallo!” said Gower, in
for this honour?”

Jimmy Silver’s hands clenched.

“Look here, you rotters!” he said warmly.
“We didn’t come here to give you thick
ears, but we’re quite ready to oblige!”

“We is!” assented his chums heartily.

“Sure you wouldn’t like us to try, Peele?”
asked Newcome obligingly.

“No!” growled Peecle.

lend the

his lips

surprise. “Why-

“You're not sure?” echoed Raby. “Then
you want a thick ear?” :
“I mean yes!” said DPeele hastily, and

backed away as Raby went towards him.
“Keep off, Raby! What’s the matter?”

“You said you wanted a thick ear——"

“Chuck it,- you chaps!” interposed Jimmy
Silver. *“Look here, Gower, have you got
some business stunt on with Charman?”

Peele & Co. started. :

“Have you been listening?” demanded
Gower hotly. ¥

Jimmy Silver & Co. flushed.

“We're not eavesdropping rotters!” snapped
Jimmy Sitver hotly. “And another sug-
gestion of the same sort, Gower, and you'll
get it in the neck!” s

“How did you know, then?” asked Gower,
in a quieter tone.
the gates?”

“No, we weren’t!” growled* Jimmy Silver.
“But there are such things as windows! We
saw you talking to Charman, and as we.know

that he only sells bicyeles on the hire-
purchase <tunt, we came to tell you to
drop it!”

“Why ?”

“Because Dr. Chisholm has ordered that no
Rockwood feliow is to purchase articles other-
wise than by spot cash!”

Gower shrugged his shoulders.

“The Head doesn’t get to
thing !” he said slowly.

Jimmy Silver snorted.

“Pity he doesn’t! You rotters would have
had the sack long ago!” he smapped. “Take

hear every-

e was.

“Youn were not down at.
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my tip, Gower, and don’t have anything to
do_with Charman!” :
“Hear, hear!” said Raby.
“Come on, you chaps!” said Jimmy Silver
to his chums, “I don’t suppose the rotters

will take much notice of what we say.”
“We sha'n't!” muttered Peecle under his
breath.

Jimmy Silver & Co. did not hear thag
whisper, or they might not have gone out of
the study feeling that they had done their
duty and done it well. =

Jimmy Silver had issued the warning ; it

~remained to be seen if Peele & Co. heeded it

or not. :

Once the door had closed behind the Fisti-
cal Four—the name by which Jimmy Silver
& Co. -were known to their Form-mates—
Peele & Co. sat down to wait for the dark-
ness. ©

Lattrey srew more and more neryous as
the shadows of night swiitly approached:
He had no liking for the job in hand; it
carried too much risk, to his way of think-
ing.

But Gower and Pecle were sanguine of sue-
cess. They realised that to steal the bicycle
was the only way to get on the right side
of Alfred Charman.

CI—I—-I wi Jimmy Silver & Co. hadn't
spotted us!” said Peele, a trifle unecasily.
“They might ask awkward questions when
Melville reports that his bicyele has been
stolen.”

“How will they do that?” asked Gower,
with a laugh. “They think we're out to
buy one, not to give one back.”

“Yes; but Lovell's got a nasty way of
putting two and two together to make four,”
murmured Peele. “You remember liow he
nabbed us over the hoots when we tried to
stop Jimmy Silver playing for his cap!”

But Gower refused to acknowledge that
there was a possibility of their dastardly
trick being found out. He was so confident
that he convinced Peele of their safety. But
Lattrey refused to be convinced. He hardly
spoke whilst they had a light meal, and was
cbviously sulky when he, Pecle, and Gower,
quietly left the Classical House at eight
o'clock and climbed the wall that enclesed
Rookwood.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Fire !

11 Y hat!”?
It was Jimmy Silver, captain
of the Classical Fourth, who made
that remark. He was standing

at the window of his study, moocdily staring

across the quadrangle. -

The evenings were fast drawing in, a fact
whieh gave: the chums of the Fourth a littie
less time to devote to pleasure after they
had finished their prep of an evening.

Raby, Newcome, and Lovell were reading,
and they looked up quickly as Jimmy Silvcr
spoke.

. “;What's the matter with your hat?” askec
aby. 5
“Come and have a look, you chaps!” said

Jimmy Silver, without turning round.

Raby, Newcome, and Lovell dropped their
books and hurried to the window.

“Fire!" caid Raby at once.

“My. hat!”

“In the village!”

A dull red glow hung over the littic village
of Coomb, and even as the chums watched
hundreds of sparks suddenly shot up into the
air.

“Come on!” said Jimmy Silver excitedly,
“There's work to be done!”

He turned and rushed towards the door.

“Rouse out the fellows!” shouted Rahy
“Only let’s get to the top of the stairs #irss,
so that we can be first on the scene!”

The chums of the Fourth rushed out of the
study and scampered down the corridor.
When they reached the top of the stairs
Jimmy Silver made a megaphone with his
hands, and shouted at the top of his voice.

“Fire! Fire! Down at the village!”

There was the sound of many chairs being
knoeked over, and almost before Jimmy Silver
& Co. had traversed the first fiight of steps
there caine to .their ears the scuttling of
many feet.

“Fire! Fire! Coomb’s on fire!”

The. cry was taken up by juniors and
seniors alike, and all- rushed towards the
stairs. - And as the news spread so it was
enlarged upon.

“Fires all over Coomb!” shouted Tubby
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“Goodness! [ hope the

it’s

really,
~panted Tubby indignantly, as he pushed and

uo . laughing matter!”
jostled his way down the stairs. “Qw !
“You're poking my ribs in, Mornington!”

“Shouldn't take up so much room!”
suapped Mornington. 5

solfire! =1 5

Halt Keookwood scemed already to be out
of the Houses and running across the guad-
rangle. Jimmy Silver & Co.. were first out
of the gates, only by a few yards, for Tommy
Dodd & Co., their rivals of the Modern House,
dashed out a moment later.

“Hi, Jimmy!” shouted Tommy Dodd.

“Can’t stop!” roared Jimmy Silver. “Cateh
up with me!”

Tomimy Dodd put -on a spurt and caught
up with Jimmy Silver, who was slightly ahead
of Raby, Newcome, and Lovell.

“What is it, do you know?” asked Tommy
Dodd as he ran.

“Can’t say!” said Jimmy Silver. “Might
only be a huge bonfire for all 1 know!”

Tommy Dodd chuckied.

“1f it is I can see somchbody getting a liek-
ing!” he said. “The chap who has startled
tiie whole of Rookwood down to Coomb, I
mean !’

Jimmy Silver started.

= Jehosophat ! he ejaculated. “Why, I was
the first to shout * ¥

Tominy Dodd chuckled again.

“Then the best thing you can hope for is
that there’'s a rcal firc!” he said. “Not a
nice thing to say. perhaps——7

“We'll wuit and sce!” interrupted Jimmy
Silver.

Coomb was reached at last,
Silver & Co. pub on a spurt.

“it's Thateh Cottage!” said Jimmy Silver,
as they came upon the scene of the fire.
*Melville's place!”

He started suddenly, and peered intently
thirough the smoke at what appeared to be
the figure of a Rookwood fellow riding a
bicyele away from the scene of the fire.  °

But the form had disappeared the next
moment, apd Jimmy Silver put the matter
“from his mind. 1t was unlikely that the
rider belonged te Roekwood after all, for lie
was certain nebody had passed him on the
dash from the school.

The wvillage fire-brigade had turned out,
hut there was little hope of saving the cot-

and Jimmy

tage. It was very old, and the thatched
toof, having fallen in, added fuel to the
flames.

“Not much hope of saving the place,” said
-Jimmy Silver, turning to his chums. “The
cottage will burn like fury. Jolly rotten luck
for old Melville!”

A bhurst of cheering broke eut from the
other side of the cottage, and Jimmy Silver
& Co. hurried round to sce the cause. The
Hookwoodites were coming up at a great
rate, but they were powerless to avert the

- ruin of the cottage. :

Jimmy Silver & Co. were not long in learn-
ing the cause of the cheering.

On the ground, a few yards away from the
hlazing cottage, lay the figure of a junior
irom Reookwood. - His elothes and cap made
that fact common property at once. i

“Hallo!™ One of our chaps!” said Jimmy
Silver in surprise. - “Who is it, and what’s
happened?”

A villager ‘who was staudingnear turned
to the juniors. s

“One of your young gents rushed into the
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cottage,” he explained. “There were two of
them, both young iads, but we've anly seen
one come out so far!”

“My hat! There’s a Rookwood chap in
there now, then!” gasped Jimmy Silver, and
dashed forward.

“Keep back!” roared a brawny fireman;
and he caught Jimmy Silver by the shoulder
and puiled him baek.

“There's one of our chaps
shouted Jimmy Silver hotly.
No, there ain’t!” said the fireman.
ed out Melville’s daughter!” 5
y stars! Hurrah for Rookweed!’
shouted - Tommy Dodd, runming up iu:time
to hear the fireman's last remark. :

“But—but who is it?” said Jimmy Silver in
amazement. - !

He ran towards the little group that sur-
rounded the prostrate form of the Rookwood
tellow, and elbowed his way through to the
front.

He almost dropped in sheer astonishment
as he recognised the white, tense [eaturcs
of the Rookwoodite.

“Peele!” he gasped. “My hat! Jumping
Aunt Sempronia!”

It was Peele -sure enough. His cyes
closed, and he lay as one in a dead faint.
Behind him, Jimmy Silver noted for the first
time, was a village woman soothing & crying
child.

“Did—did—adid he “resene that kiddy?”
stammercd Jimmy Silver, turning to one of
the crowd.

“He did—as gallant an act as T ever heard
tell ~of 1”7 said the villager stoutly. S
rushed in thirough the flames and smoke, and
brought out little Elsie Melville! There she
is, in her mother’s arms!”

Jimmy Silver looked at Tommy Dodd &
Co. aund his chums in amazement. Peele, the
cad of the Fourth and a coward to boot—
a hero!

It was impossible!

“My hat!” he exclaimed.
haven't made a mistake?”

“Certain sure!” affirmed the villager. “I
see'd him with my own eyes!”

* Goodness ! Woid will never cease!”

He hurried to Peele’s side, and the hero of
the moment opened his eyes and stared dully
up at Jimmy Silver.

“Did—did you get it?” he asked weakiy.

Jimmy Silver looked mystified for the
moment, but he put it down to the shock
which Peele had receive

“No—you got it yourself!” said Jimmy
Silver. *“She’s quite safe—and you're a lhero,
Peele b

Peele closed his eyes and lay still again.

Jimmy Silver stood up, and rubbed his
chin reflectively. '

“Blessed if I thought Peele would ever
turn out a hero!” he said to Raby.

“Nor I!” said Raby, with conviction. “But
there’s no doubt about it!”

Raby was right. There was net the
slightest doubt that Pecle had saved little
Elsie Melville from the flames. Nor was
there any doubf about the action being
heroic.

But. Peele—hero!
ahle.

The ravaging flames began to die down at
last, and there was little left of the cottage
when the firemen at last put out the fire.
All that was left of the cottage was a mass
of steaming, blackened debris.

Pcele recovered in a very few minutes, and
Jimmy Silver and Tommy Dodd each took
an arm to help him back to Rookwood.

in there!”

“3e

were

“Sure  you

It was almost unbeliev-

Friday.

The news of Peele’s gallant rescue of EHisie
Melville had spread very quickly, and it was
a cheering crowd of Rookwoodites that
escorted the hero of the hour back to tue
school. :

Dr. Chisholm was waiting at the gates, and
he listened patiently whilst Jimmy Silver
detailed the story of the rescue.

“I am very proud of you, Peele!” said the
Head, shaking Peele warmly by the hand.
“Under the circumstances, I shall cause no
inquiry to be made into the rash way in
which the juniors dashed from the school.
Take Peele up to the dormitory, Silver, and -
sce that he is made comfortable.”

“Yes, sir!” said Jimmy Silver.

And Peele, who had hitherto found few
fellows willing to even walk up to the doc-
nritory with him, was escorted hy the whols
of the Classical Fourth.

It was not until the next day that Gower
and Lattrey had a chance to speak to Peele
alone, and then their conversation was of a

nature which would bave considerably
’;lmzwaed the Kourth, could they have but
1eard.

“Did you get the bike?” asked Peele, az
? on as they reached their study after break-

‘es—but bang the bike!” said Gower
quickly. “How on earth did you come to be
made out a hero?”

Peele flushed.

“T lost you in the smoke,” be said slowly.
“Then I came across the kid. 1 was going
out, so I took her with me!”

Gower chuckled.

“And you're the hero of the hour!” he
said; and there was a sneer in his tones.
“My hat! If the fellows only knew that yon
really went into the pluce because you were
afraid the bike would be burned. and Char-
man would let the Head know all about our
little biz!”

“Shut up!” snapped Peele.
yvou done with the hike?
that matters!”

‘Rode it to Latcham, and left it outside

“What have
That's the thing

Charman's private house with a note,” said
Gower.
“Then Charman will be satisfied now!”

said Peele. “My hat!
the last of that beastly bike

Melville’s bieyele was presumed to have
heen destroyed in the fire, though no trace
of it could be found. And Peele & Co.
solaced their consciences with the thought
that Melville was insured, so that he wouid
not lose .by it--the fact that they had
swindled an insurance company was some-
thing they preferred to overlook.

Peele & Co. lived in mortal terror lest
their trick should be discovered. But, for-
Tt-iurlnitely for them, the truth never came to
aht.

The fire had been a hoon to the ecads of
the Fourth, and nobody ever knew that it
was sheer desperation that had driven Gower
and Peele into the burning cottage to find
the bieycle.

Nevertheless, Peele was feted as a hero for
many a day by juniors and seniors alike, and
“only Gower and Lattrey knew the true facts
of the case.

. Tt was fortune that had hrought the fire;
it was fortune that had really rescued little
Elsie Melville. : ;

Peele was a hero to the Fourth—hut he

was known to be a thief by his chums.

THE END,

(dnother fine story of Juwnmy Silper & Co.
next weel:, entitled * Jimmy Sileer & Co.'s

I'm-jolly glad te hear

Visitors!” Order your copy in advance!)
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Skimpole in Trouble.
< HAVE the very highest opinicn of
yocur ability generally, and more es-
pecially of your =zecuteness in what I
9 may term the ordinary affairs of life,
Kerr. Your I'zltiocinzitory POWErs: i<
“Cut out the *rats,” Skimmy, and get to
the hosses!” interrupted Kerr, grinning.
Herbert Rimpol of the Shell and the
School Jim’s, had come

House- at St
-‘{‘C%O‘b to the New House {o interview Figgins

Or, rather;: to
I{crr, the
of thiree
that Ge
matter to

interview George Franei
Yeobs member of that fratern
8k bad made it quite plait
e Figgins and Fatty Wyan did not
hi Ounly his politencss had pre-
vented his g them to-retire while he
talked to Xerr, and even had not
hindered him fromn looking as if he wanted
them to go.

Ft=iwe ls early in the

Christmas term, and

feoter was-in ull sw Figgins & Co. had
come in from Lbout. on Little Side,
ruddy and ,,nd hungry, more than
ready for immy, with Lis pale,

thoughtful > hig, bumpy brow, pre-
sented a queer \ur 15t to those three ath-
letic juniors. For, thongh there was no gain-
saying the fact that Pavid Llewellyn \\31)\’

was fab, there was also no denying that he
was an athlete.

Fatty knelt in front of the fire now,
upon calinary operations.

Figgins, still in' footer garb, lay hack in
the armehair, his ‘sherts exposing to view
quite a considerable ewpanse of bare legs.
Kerr, who had changed, sat with cne elbow
on the table. laid for tea, and his chin on
the palm of his upturned hand. Skimmy had
taken a chair opposite to him.

busy

“In brief, Kerr. I am in a considerable
quandary,” said Skimmy, looking very woe-
begone.

“Means a bit of a fix,” murmured Figgins,

Kerr nodded.

“Tell your uncles ail about it, Skimmy!” he,

said.

“My uncles? Br—oh, I pwcr-lve' A
figure of speéch—a harmiess pl itry. 5
I will tell you altabout it, Kerr. - 1 canie

back this term in- a position- of unusu:l
affluence.” S

“He’s going to ask us to tea .to-mor
and give us a thumping good spread, Fi

said Fatty, looking up to beam at the notion.
There’s _no- dilficulty

“Bet you he's not!
about getting you to a spre
son!”

“Alas!

ad, Patty, old
My money has gone, and, .l fear,
1rntxiu ably!” Sk m\me said.
‘ Blued it alread weked - Kerr sympatheti-
7 ‘\\ e do that ~ometﬂncs We can feel

17
e

I cannot say that I have—er—blued
1 designed to e\pend it for the ad-

it, Kerr.
vancement of science, and

“ Some rotten invention that won't work!
kilnmy’s never do!” Figgy murmured.

‘That statement is not accurate, Figging,
my dear fellow. And, as a matter of fact,

=

'TO

X

TOM

As you

this was no question of an inve
tten several

are probably i ;- Fhave
books on impertant subjects, which the per
verted blindness of the publishers to whom
1 have submitted the manuscripts—"

“Nothing doing, eh?” cut in Kerr. “Go
on. -We've got that.”

“Have some tea, Skimmy?” asked Tatty
hospitably. “We're just going to have curs.”

“Thank )ou, T will take a cup of tea with

pleasure, my dear Wynn. But I am really in
such a state of anxiety that I cannot cat .a
mouthful.”

“Glad I'm not!” said Fatty.
“You couldn’t be,” Figgins said.

Skimmy stirred the cup of tea handed to
him, alhl regarded them thoughtfully. He
looked — and probably - felt —at least a
hundred years older than these light-hearted
juniors. TFor a hrief space Re "n‘.).ld Tatbot
bad eded in making Skimpoie more like
1y hoy, but ‘\klmmy had rel ed now.
%kw. 1y ! said Kerr encouragingly.
you can’t do two things at once,
wrong, for I ean listen and eat

“They s
but the 1t 3.
Rmpel

“Julius Caesar

” began Skimpole.

y hat! Is he mixed up in your
troubles?” uskcu Figgins.
“You misunderstand.me, my dear fellow.

T was only wering Kerr q remark, and was
about to point out that Julius Casar—"
“Dead and buried long ago!” put in Kerr.

“Pompey killed him, didn’t he?” said
Fatty. “No, I don't mean Pompey——"

“Somebody killed him. and bhe said ¢ Oh;

you beast! and coliapsed " at ‘the foot of
Pompey's. statue!” Figging  interrup tLd
“Better get on with the shing, S

“The lact of the matter js, my dear fellows,
that I am not at all sure that I have not
been. robbed—or, to say the very least,
swindled.”

“Comes to much the same thing, doe:
it?" Kerr rejoined. “Pretty bad either w
Who’s the villain, dear boy?”

“I should hesitate to wpply to him that
appellation, Kerr, but. X ani sure he is not
entirely str aightfcrward 5

‘Who is he?” snapped "lggi

#1 do not know hig name:. He is living for
the present ab Rylcombe, 1d he is o printer.”

“What’s he drme to yon?"’ queried Fatity
wenieringly.  “Can’t'-sce ~what bizney you
could have with a printer johnnie myself.”

But Kerr and Riggins gucssed.

““This person accosted me ope day on the
raad between the scheol:and the village, and
said that he had been informed by friends of
hi at ‘1 was an “aunthor--an author of
seientific works, philosophical treatises, and
the like.”

Skimmy paused. They could all guess how
that flattery had got him. Even now, when
he had more thap half come to realise that it
was only part of a dodge to get his meney,
he puffed out his meagre chest and looked
important as he told of it.

“ And he offered to print ‘em for you cheap,
and got cash in advance, and now he isn't
p*inting them at all, and you can't get the
cash back! Isu't that about the size of it,
Shum)y 22 %

n'y

B Yy S o vl
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“My ¢ .e'xr Kerr, your 'urn(n surpa
ing I had expected,
"z,n_ius of the Shell.
Piggins and Fatty grinned. Kerr's acumen,
as displayed hy that particular guess, did not
surpass that of Figging, and was not .so
greatly ahead of that of Fatty, though the
Weish junior had been left rather bu,.xld at

1SS€S ANY-
even of you!” gasped

he ot
*What's
the only one of the three who dld not grin.

the fellow’s name asked Kerr,

Menmories and suspicions were & in
Kerr. 'There was a priz!ter person of most
improper ways wlth whom he and some of his
chums, including Tom Merry & Co., had had
to do in the p:Lst. And there was the indi-
viduzl, unkn , who had printed for somes
s offering a reward of £50, us
e baek of last term, for the five run-
—Figgins & Co., and Kerruish and
n, of rhe Sehool l'l)\ls(’

(‘sum it be that Skimmy’'s printer man was
the shady raseal whom Kerr had once im-
personated? Could it be that the same shady
raseal had been responsibic for the printing
of those bills? <

The fellow was supposed to have cleared
out of the meighhourhood, and Xerr had not
hesrd of his return. -But thése suspicions
were not unnatural, ail things eonsidered.

“I really do net knew, my dear Kerr,” re-
plied Skimpole meekly.

‘Bnt you didn't hand him over your cash
m,,;‘mt getting a receipt from him, surely?”

“I regret to say that I did so. It should
not really-be a. matter -of regres, for in a
:Dropcrly constituted 1te - ef jsceiety  such

things as receipts wounld be unnecessary, even
if the present monetary system:were to be
eonti . @s it would. hardly be in a really
Su:x tic community. But I fear——"

“You didn’t get a receipt,  and - the
hounflere probably. blued .your oof by this
time,” Kerr said, cutting Skimmy short.
Ve!l, it’s a bit late .to come.for help, but
Il do all T ean. We may be able to hiufl
mant of the eash out «,f him, if we
at him.”

: 1 hope you will uuloa sour to get back
wanuseript of my valuable work also,

FPI)Il‘d Skimmy, brightening.

he’ll give that up easily enough,” said

“He can’t want that. Who on
earth could?”

“But he might make A areat deal more
5 it ellow !
ch:m\ blue eus}

=

of it, my de
. shared, Fatt) )
~Kerr smiled.
ireat snakes!” Figging gas “How?”
“By- selling it to some Londen publisher as
his own, of course.”
‘SHn; cha, - hate
That trlple peal of laughter really was
not 4 compliment to the philosopher of the
She but it did express as plainly as man
\xo"ds might have done the eandid opinic
of Figgins & Co. as to the valu§ of Skimmy’s
M. S.
“You don’t know his name.
vhuu he. lives?” said Ke - "
“Somewhere in R it should nob
be very difficult to find out where.”

Do you know
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“Any notion who were the kind friends
vsho put him on to swindling you?”

You know my pi“‘cli&lt“\, Kerr, 1
do not like to express suspicions that may
prove to be unfoiffided.”

“That is to say, you wapt me
this case for you, and you refuse to giv
any clue—is that the size of it, Skimu

“When you put it in that mann
fess that I begin to see it in pather
different light. I have really notmnn definite
to go upon; but I have seen this man mn,-
ing to Backe and (A()(mt

“Whew!

o tuke up
me

Kerr's whistle told Figgins and Fatty that
he saw importance in tlns statement. A

botit of them to
it ime

moment’s thinking enabled
suess ab least why bhe should think
portant.

“What's the cnemy like?” Kerr inquired.

“He is a short yean, “with a thin face and
a ﬂmrp nose. =

“That will do, o}d gun! T will start in on
the sase to-morrow, aud report to you when
there's anything definite to report.”

hl\lmmv rose.

“There's a kipper left,” said Fatty.
it, Skimmy?”

+1 thank you, Wynn—uo!”

“Phen [ will!” answered Fatty cheerily.

He took it, and Skimmy went.

“Figgy, old gon—Fatty, my prodigious por-
poise—it's Sholey, for a dead cert!” cried
Kerr.

"I’hat s what 1 had begun to think!” said
t

“Have

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Blackmail.
£4 ASH ‘-mp -nose, an’ all his ways an’
works!” snarled George Gerald
Creol
“I wish we could dash him!"
replied Aubrey Racke dismally. “1 never
thought the little brute would play this game.
We ;mt him on to Skimmy, an' he wangled
twenty quid out of that silly ass. That
mxglt to have been good enough for him,
vou'd think. It was easy money—a free "nt
from us, you might almost eall it. But now
he wants Lmottm twenty out of us.

“An’ says he'll give away the secret ol
those rotten reward hills if we (Iunc shell
ont, by gad!” returned Crooke. “Hadn't
you hetter cash up, Aubrey?”

“1.ean't!” snapped Racke.

The cads of the Shell were in their own
study, the atmosphere of which was, as
usual, full of the aroma of BEgyptian cigar-
ettes.

Both looked disconsolat e,
reason to look so.

The new term had beg
the.

Crooke had come_back after such a wigging:
from his father as ke had seldom received
-before.

There had been big trouble when he had
definitely spoiled his chances of cver becom-
ing the heir to the wealth of his uncle,
(,olond Lyndon. But the people at home
had never heard the whole truth concerning
that; Crooke had been abie {o make out i
case against his cousin, Reginald Talbot, and
his father and mbther still iooked upon
Tatbot as an intriguing young scoundrel.

This had been worse by far. Crooke senior
had learncd how his bopeful son had been
going the pace, and had had beavy bills to
settle- on aceount of it. - He had not only
lectured Gerald—which that youth could
bhave borne with fortitude-—but he had sent
him back with po more than a mere {iver in
his pocket! -

Racke was in littie better case.

Everybody was talking economy,
profiteers were incurring a  good: deal of
odiwm. Messrs. Racke & Hacke had made
so much money during the war that they
had no need to do more now than sit tightly
on what -they had made. But Racke senior
had taken atarm. He no lenger wanted
“Agbrey to make a splash at St. Jim's. He
wanted Aubrey to lie low for a bit. And to
that end he tad cut down Aubrey's allow-
“ance to what seemced a mere pittance to that
festive vouth, though it would have been
calth to many St. Jim's juniors.

The curious thing was—if, indeed, it were
curious—that Racke and Crooke did nct
believe one another.

PTPerhaps it was not strange, after ail. Each
knew what a liar in grain the other was.

“¢Can't ° be hanged for a tale!” snarled
(mol\e now. “You've gﬂt pientv”‘

“L tetl.you. I haven't

“1 know you tell me 0.
anvthing!”

{us PENNY PoriiaR.—No 23.

and both had

un unpleasantly for

and war

W

That dont prove

L i (-of)l"v
i ened for the quarrel that

| we've got to satis

t\‘.ern their degrees of guilt.
1=

401

“You think because you ate lyin" 1 am!
Racke said bitierly. =

“I'm not lyin’, but —you ‘are!”
Crooke, with no less bitterness.

It Ic‘aﬂv is rather hard on two fellows
who, for once in a way, are telling the truth
to one another, to find themselves met \mth
utter disbelief.

Bub they were foo dejected and too frig
might othiry

retorted

have come ouf of it.
“The point is that, someliow or anoﬂ
fy thut greedy little bi

| Sholey,” said Racke.
“The point is that: you've got to sa‘t ﬂ
him. I can’t. An’, besides, 'm not iy

your

“it was ¥
never

in “this,” replied Crooke. )
1 should

bizney from first to Iast.
have thought of it, by gad

“Tel thxt to the lows concemeﬂ when
the game’s given ay to them, an’ sce how
much- of it thcy pelieve!” sneered Racke.

He had Crooke there, and Crooke knew ib.

The spiteful scheme had originated in
Racke’s mipd; but Crooke had rmlvv been
as deep in it ag his precious pal, and it was
very unlikely that the fellows who had
suffered by the plot would distinguish be-

Oh, sec here, Aubrey, this is all
I've mt—honou* !)I‘l”ht it is!” said Crooke,
pmducmr three pm‘nd -notes and some small
change.

“I’'ve a bit more than that,

near what that shark says he must have,”
replied Racke.

They were beginning to believe one
another.

“We shall have to go an’ talk over the
rotter!” Crooke said.

Racke shrugzed his shoulders. o

“Easy enough to say that—not so c‘\av to
do it, by rfad’ he said.

‘V\Cll we're due for the (lllo“f‘f] kick-out
if he gi\ms us away to the Head,” answered
Lrooke. “I den't know what my
people would do with me if I got the
from here. Send me to the Colonies, likely
enough—-soniec unearthly place in Canada,
snowed up ahout three- (]uarterq of the year,
or a beastly hole up-country in Au:tr‘lh(n'

“Rough on Canada, or Australia!” Racke
said untvmp‘{th“tlc:\lly “But I suppose we
should get the order of the boob
enough. We didn’t think how hard up
against the Head we were when we had that
rotten hill printed.”

“Phe 1Iead would go for Snipe-nose,
though,” said Crooke thoughtfully.
“Yaas, that's so. It's one of the things

we might teil him.
give us away to thme bounders in the New
House, an' Kerr an’ Figgins are the sort of
fellows who can make it dashed hot for a
chap  when they like; and they've w&tt.y
nearly the whol(, crowd behind them.”
“Let's go an’ see the iittle bLrute.
good puttm it off!” Crooke said.

So they mounted at the gates, and rode in
dismal mood to Rylcombe.

Skimmy might not kunow where exactly
1t\o find Mr. Shr»{cy, but Racke and Croeke
new.

Ne

The tvmmmnmoal gentleman hung out in !

a small house tucked away in a corner, he
hind the dilapidated . cottage in which M

Pepper, the yillage miser, dwelt. It be-
fonged to him.
Mr. Pepper stood at his door as the iwbd

rode up and dismounted.
He scowled at them. The very sight of a

8t. Jim's cap was enough to make Mr.
Pummr \cnwl in these days. He had not for-
ten how the five runaways and their

ners had put hiat through it at Blayd's
Hill, after the \mﬂu(‘hshﬂ attempt which
he and his friend Mr. Looker had made to
earn the hogus reward.

But even yet Mr. Pepper hud net
convineed that the reward was bogus,

Racke and Crooke did net speak to him,
and ‘he did not speak to them.

They {»assed on. Sounds which proceeded
from the house of Mr. Sholey indieated that
that ge ntleman had cot some sort of job
in hand.

He did not often get jobs, partly beeavse
most of the people who wanted them -dou
went to Mr. Tiper, whom they knew and
respected, and partly because he usually de-
manded something in advance, and in-
variably spent the advance in llqmd refresh-
ment hefore he got on with the job.

Racke and Croome walked in thhoh., ceres
mony

\Ir Sholey left the machine at
had been busy and cafne forward,
his hands.

“Very pleased to see you,
said.

hetn

whicl he
rubbing

gentlemen !” he
“1’d been looking out far you to come.”

|
but nowhere |

dashed |
ck

right |

But even then he could !
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There was the hint of a threat in thal, a9
thc premuua pair saw.
” said Racke

veakdy. .
“So I'see—so I sec!”
“But we can't do what
at’

i demand, an’

s more, we're not goi do - it!t l\.m\e
. with an attempt at bluster.
ixcuse me, sir, but you don't do thab
correctly ‘i you couldn’t do it—

tiich 1 take hd‘( to doubi b would be a
11”4 p more than all your bluff about not going
to do it—a heap more, it would!*

Mr. Sholey had bad drink encugh to make
him very awkward, but not enough to cloud
his mind.  Racke realised now t he had
made a bad the should have concen-
trated on the inability to up, and have
said nothing about the refusal to do so.

“I only said that 1 wouldn't beca
fairly made us desperate with yo
demands!” he erowied. “We
twenty quid! We're short of cash

“It+ can be had, gentlemen—it can_ be
had ! d Me. \ho!tj. knowingly. . “Now,
I'm sure that neither your folks nor Mr.
| Crooke's would fancy seeing you expelled.”
| “Ch, my hat!” groaned Crooke. “Look
here, as far as I'm concerned I'm in
heastly hot water at home already, an’ it
will put the lid on it if you get tryin’ it on
with my pater. Tell you what we'll do—
i we'll hand over a fiver an’ call it square—

won't we, Racke?”

“You may call it square, but I shall not!”
replied Mr. Sholey, with growing tiunulence.

Racke took a five- ymmd note fro his
pocl\ct hook.

“Here you are!” he said. “You won't geé
any more, however hard you may try on
your lnmckmnilin' game. We put you on to
‘sl\xmr\oh, an’ vou hdd twenty quid out of
i him. You ought to consider that.”

S0 take the fiver on aces ount,” said Ms.
Sholey, grabbing the note. “As for my deal-
| ings wnth your 'x'“nrns‘d c?molfcllow, they have
lly nothing whatever to do with you. 1
| am rfmt(*ful Tor the introduction, thougii [
recrot to find that it was not exactly bena
fide on your part; but I shall have to give
value —full value, and more, as I have under-
taken the work cheaply in erder to fill up
my time——for the money 1 have received from
him.”

The two Shell fellows stared 3 f iim. They
knew that he had no notion of sciting (\ word
of Skimmy’s great work.

But how could they prove it?

At that moment voices were heard outside,
and Racke said in alarm:

“1 say, hide us somewhere—sharp! We
don't want to sec those chaps!”
| Crooke had recognised the voices also.
| They were those of Figgins, Kerr, and Fatty
Wynn.
Mr. Sholey threw open the door of a smail

inner room, and Racke and Crooke bolted
inte it like startled rabbits as there sounded
a rap upon the printer’s frout door.

i THE THIRD CHAPTER.

Kerr’s Investigations.
ACKE and Crooke did not know if,
1 but Ficgins & Co. had sighted them
ahead in the distance, and had felt
sure that thiey must be on their way

to Ryleombe.
The three might have caufrhr up the cads
of the Shell by putting on speed. But in-

stead of that Kerr slowed down,

“Nothing in catching them
“Nothing in the fact of their
village, I dare say. On the ot
may be; and if there is, seeing us
them on their guard.”

Thus it happened that the three had lost
sight of the two by the time the vilk was
And there they had inquiries to
ke as to the whereabouts of Mr. Sholey.
They chanced to make them of Binks,
it to the butcher, who was known to
* Binks had becoms
nage, alike with the
Lrammarians e =St Jim's  juniors,
owing to cxn\lmstancts which. have been
duly related dsewhue

«onh, 1 know ‘im!” said Bingo. “But, if
you take mv advice, you won ‘thave nothm
to do with ’im. That one’s a wrong ‘un !

“He won‘L come over us!” Kerr sald.
“And we're bound to see him! Got busiuess
with him, you know.”

“Well, you'll find the little sweep in the
house behind Pepper’s. Friend of yours, Mr.
Pepper, ain't he?” returned Bingo, grinning.

Bingo seemed to have heard somebhl. g.

er'v snorted ; but Kerr said amoot ﬁy.

“A dear fmnd of' course!” = -

he said.
to the
- there
wiil put
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Mr. Pepper scrambled to his feet and dived for the door of the inner room. He struck it with his head, and it burst open,
revealing Racke and Crooke. At that moment Skimpole appeared with his treasured MS. under his arm. (See page 15.)

They passed on.

Mr. Pepper still sltood at the door of his
cottage as they came up.

“How do you do, Pepper,
Kerr, dismounting.

The seowl which Mr. Pepper gave in return
for that greeting was of the blackest.

“What d’ye want here?” he growled.

“Oh, we haven't come to tea!” answered
Kerr.

“Come to tea! I should rather think nob!
Let me tell you that I haven’t fully made
up my mind whether I won’t have the law
%n yaou for what you did to me at Blayds

S ‘

*I. should make it up pretty soomn, old
chap, or you may forget what we did!” said
Kerr.

“There ain't no danger of that!” snarled
Pepper.. Then he looked hard at Fatty Wynn,
and said rudely:

“You don’t get any thinner, young Daniel
Lambert !”

“Perhaps not. But I might if I, had lived
with you!” replied Fatty. ?

“And you’ve still got those ugly long legs!”
said - Mr. Pepper, looking at Figgins, with
spite in his eyes.

“Same legs,” arswered Figgy. “Same feet,
too—always ready to hoof anyone who's rude
to me!” - =

At that moment Erasmus Zechariah drew
back ‘a pace or two, as though to take
precautions against a rearguard action.

The three passed on, chuekling.

“He didn’t get much change out of you
two,” said Kerr.

Then he tapped at the door of Mr.
dwelling.

It was opened without much delay. Racke
and Crooke had got a move on them.

“T don’t think 1 know you,” said the sharp-
nosed, crafty-faced little man who opencd
the door.

“That’s your misfortune!”
“QOurs is that we do know you.”
At that Mr. Sholey blinked.
“What do you want?” he asked,

old top?” said

holey's

said Kerr.

“A little eonversation with you,” replied
Kerr.

“I’'m busy.”

“But this is important.” :

“So you may think. I tell you I'm too
busy to taik.”

“ We're coming in, and we’re going to talk
to you!” said-Figgins. “So you may as well
make up your mind to go throngh with it.”

“0Oh, come in!” said Mr. Sholey, in sheer
desperation.

They walked in, leaving their bicyeles out-
side against the wall.

Kerr shut the door.

“You may not like the dear Pepper to hear
what we have to say,” he remarked.

1 can’t sece what you can possibly have to
say to me,” answered the printer morosely.

‘f;)‘m‘t’ worry! You'll soon know!” Fatty
said.

“Get on with it, then!
able.” =

“Do you happen to kmow a fellow at our
show named Skimpote?” Kerr inquired.

Again Ar. Sholey blinked nervously.

“Skim—er—which?” he asked. “The name
does not seem familiar.”

“It may help your memory,” Kerr said in-
cisively, “if I recall the fact that you had
twenty pounds from him!”

“I1—I had twenty pounds from—irom a
person named Skimmilk {”

“No, you didn’t. It was from Skimpole.
Get me? But he didn’t know your name, so
it’s just possible that you didn’t inquire his,
though I should think it must have been on
the manusecript.”

“What manuseript?
riddles!”

“Look here, that kind of thing doesn’t go!”
said Figgins, with fast rising wrath.
“Skimmy's a silly ass—noboedy but a siily
ass would have trusted a fellow with a dial
like yours—bhut he’s dead straight, and when
he says that be paid you an advance of
twenty pounds towards the printing ef some
of his pifile, we know that it’s so, whatever
you may say.”

“You—you must be confusing, me with

My time’s valu-

You are talking in

somebody else!” said Mr. Sholey nervously.
“Try Tiper, at the *‘Gazette’ office. It's
much more likely to have been Tiper.” !

“But it wasn’t; it was you!” snapped Kerr.

Mr. Sholey put a hand to his head in quite
a pathetic way.

“Young gentlemen,” e said, “I must ask
you to bear with a man whbo has had
troubles that have affécted his memory.”

“Got those particular troubles at the
Green Man, didn’t you?” asked Figgins, who
had not failed to notice the aroma of whisky
that clung about Mr. Sholey. ‘ >

“No, Figgy—no!” said Kerr.  “He merely
tried to drown them there. Do you hegin to
recall Skimpole, Sholey ?”

“Let me think. A studious youth, with big
glasses, is he not? I do dimly remember such
a youth accosting me and inquiring as te
what it would cost to bring out a velume of
two hundred and fifty thousand words or
thereabouts on—er—Determination, I think.”

“He's improving!’i said Kerr cheerily. “it
would be Determinism, though—not deter-

mination. And what did you say to the
studious youth?”

“To the best of my recollection——-">

“No, don't say that! Let’s have the truth,
for we mean to have. it sooner or later.”

“I am telling you the truth, young sir! To
the best of my—"

“Oh, cut it out!”

“1 offered to give him an estimate.”

“And did you give him oné?’ asked
Figgins.

“Don’t look much like the gort of bounder
who would give anyone anything,” murmuved
Fatty, contemplating Mr. Sholey with evid
contempt.

“I-—— Really., I eannot remember.
matter ended there, to the best of my——

“Don't say ‘recollection *{” snapped Kerr.
“That’s off. You're going to remember quite
a lot more yet.” 2 :

Racke. and Crooke eould hear cvery word
that passed, and at this peint in the conver-
sation Crooke remarked: .

“Kerr’s a dashed awkward bounder to deal
with, by gad!”
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LWy, hie's playing our game!”

Jissed Racke.
( rooke stared.
-~ Dashed if 1 see that!” hie said.

“You never see anythin'! The upsiol of all
this will be that the snipe-nosed little brute
will do a bunk, for fear of what may happen
io him for baggin' Skimmy's oof.”

you idiot;

“Oht I see now. VYes, he may. Dry up!
They're talkin® again.” : =
“Where's the manuseript?” asked XKerr

abruptly.

By this time the printer, his nerves ruined
by drink, was in just the state to be caught
out by such a guery, so put.

“1 regret to say that [ have misiaid it,” he
ed tremulously. “To the best of my—
er—belief, I told Mr. 8kimmilk so!”

“{lave you mislaid the cash he paid you,
tnm’ snapped Kerr.

J—I——  But I have already told you
that he paid me nothing!”
“You've told us lobs of lies!” growled
Figgins.
“Don’t you think youn could find that

manuscript if you tried really hard?” Kerr
said.
“No, not T featr that it may inadvertently
]nne been destroyed.”
~0h, that's what you fear, is it? Anything
—er—inadvertently happeued to the cash, ¢ch?”

-“Haven't I told you that I had no cash
from your friend?”
“You don’t mind us leoking for the

manuseript, I suppose?” Kerr asked.

“Not much good locking Tor bhe cash,”
remarked Fatty.

We must go through his elothes,
Tiggy, with a grim smile.

1 have the strongest (xhs((‘lmn to your
doing—- Stop that, I tell you! 1 decline

ave my proputJ meddied with by out-

said

ou two can hold him, i neesssary,” Kere
said coolly, as hie bezan to turn over untidy
table

bundles of papers which lay on a dusty
near the type-hoxes.
Mr. Sholey made a . dash at bim. Buf

Figging caught Mr. Sholey by the collar, and
SW m" him almost off his feet. He
(gadt m'lorl, and the strugsle ended by his

to ling to the floor with a thump. -
“You can sit on him, Fatty,” said Figgins.

Aund Fatty sat.

“My hat! I've found somelling!” said
Kerr.
It was a big shect ol paper, printed in

. type; that he showed his chums, and
23 ruovmsui it at once.

Kerr folded it up and mck{trd it.

“That's valuable evideuce,” he said,

“You ot take my property in that cool
jranner!” fumed the man on whom Fatty was

pitting.

“Your mistake! T ean!” replied Kerr,

He went on with his research.

“Here it is!" he ericd a minute late

And he held wvp a bulky buadle of Hapm,
representing many hours of bard work by
poor old Skimmy, and worth--its as
waste-paper!

jut the question of its value
litcmry or scientific point of view
what mattered now.

“Look here, Sholev,” said Kerr.
can’'t be any possible doubt that
tried to do down Skimpole,
you have succeeded, as you've got his cash,
and have spent it, no doubt. But  you

a 'I-nIL hemd the last of this.”

“That's cnough! You'tl hear further to-
morrow at latest. Come along, you fellows!”
- And the three passced out.

“That does it!” said Racke to Ceooke. “The
lwttle brate will elear out to-nigh t, for a dead
eor

price

irom a
was not
“There

you have
You may think

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
An Encounter With Peppar.
suid

4 *ALLO! Where are cur bikes?” st
Figging, -
- The machines had disappcared,

They had not been left by the
side of the road. No oue could have got at
them without passing Mr, Pepper’s cottage.

And Mr. Pepper was stilt standing at his
g runt door.

“Someone must have run off
said Fa

And he (Llrted rather a suspicious
Penper.

That gentleman
exasperating way.

“Have you been there alli the time since we
spoke to you, Mrp. Pepper?” asked Kerr
gharply,
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with them,”

3 lovk ak

smiled ia a peculiarly
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“Eh? I'm a trifle deaf to-day,”
village miser.

“Have you sa2¢n anyone
hikes?” velled ¥iggins.

“Strikes? No, I've no interest in strikes.
What [ say is that the working man ought
to be thankful to get any grub at ail, with
prices at what they ate now!”

- And again Mr. Peppcr smiled.

Al three were quite sure that be heard
them, and almost sure that he knew what
lmd become of the bikes.

“1 believas he’s honed them!” said Fatty.

ke\rr shook his head. Me did not think
ner would risk doing that.
that moment the voice cf Bingo was
heard from the strect.

“All right, you young ‘cund!
whose bike that is!” roared Bingo.

Figgins & Co. hurried to the spot.

A village urchin of ten or so stood tuetu Hy
coutempmtmg Kerr's machine, and mbbm,,
his own right arm.

Tt was evident that he had had a spill. It
was also evident that Xerr's bike had
.lwﬁ'ercd in that spill rather more than he
1ad.

“QOh, ‘ere you arc!” said Bingo. “This kid
has borm\wd yvour bike—one of your ink:s,
anyways—an' made a bit of a mess of it.’

“Have you seen the other twn machines?
asked Figgins.

Bingo waved a hand.

“Pown the road somewhere,” he said, “with
two more of the young beggars on top of
em.”

replied the

meddle with our

i know

““Mr. Pepper—hﬁ said T might, he did!”
wailed the dismounted culprit.
“Oh, did he?" returncd Kerr. “This is

interest ng.”

“Yuﬁ,, he did, then. Me an’ Bill Worxf\r
an’ Tommy \naﬂa see them bikes, an’ be
called to us, an' said we might have a ride it
we liked.”

“But you knew they weren’t his,”
Kerr.

“Don't see hiow T could know,” ¢
youngster suikily.” “He give us leaf.

said

lied the
‘Ceurse

we reckoned they was his.”
“Here come Snaggs and Worker!™ said
Yigay.

The other two youngsters had reappeared.
But when they saw the group of which their

comrade was a member they acted eircum-
spectly.
‘They did not ride np and hand over the

They simply dismounted, stood the
5 against a wall, and mizzled.
s and Fatty went to retrieve their
pmpert\.
‘What's your name?” Kerr asked the

damaged urciin.

“Jim Whistler. What do you want to know
for? If you're going to summons anybody, it
ought to be old Pepper—unot me.”

“Oh, I'm not going to ‘ summons ’ you, kid.
All I want is that you should come alongz
with me and talk to the dear Pepper.”

“1 don’t mind doin’ that; I ain’t afeaid
of old Peppcr We calls after him mosity.
\ou v»on 't let lim hurt me, wxil you?”

he sha'n't hurt you.

walm and Fatty came up, and the three
bikes were given into the charge of Bingo.

The New House trio marchied off  with
Master Jim Whistler to interview the
generous Mr. Pepper.

When he saw them coming he retreated
into his cottage and shut the door. They
naturally attributed this to a consctousness
of guilt.

From the house of Mr. Sholey, Racke and
Crooke watched with disgust the return of
the three.

“Hang them!" said Racke
shall have to e doggo
done.”

Kerr rapped at the door of the eottage.

“J don't want anything to say to you!”
snarled Mr. Pepper from within.

viciously. “We
hiere till they've

“1 supose nof. But we have something
rather important to say to you!" called
hack Kerr.

“Well, you ain't coming in—that’s fal!”

“Stand aside, Kerr!” “said Figgins.

He charged the door, getting his shoulder
hard agaiust it, and it quivered.

Again he charged, and it almost gave.

Then it was suddenly opened, and onty
ciuteh by Kerr saved Figgy from aprs
at the feet of Mr. Pepper, who stoed
inside, his dirty-grey moustache bristling
with rage.

“1'1l sce whether you ¥young hounds can
damage my property wn:h impunity !” he
<nort(\d -

“And we'll see wm‘fher you can damage
mine by deputy,” auswered 1\ err coolly.

“What d'ye mean?”

. upon to s;

F rid‘a’y.n

“You were kind  enough
voungsters permission to
and—-"

“Tt's a liel:

“It ain’t! You know it Amt Mr. Pepper!”
piped up Jim Whigtler. “It was me an’
Bill Worker an’ Tommy Snaggs. You said
we could——""

“That boy,” said Mr. Pepper, “is the most
notorious liar in the village of Rylcombe!”

“When you're out of it, do you mean?”
queried Figgins.

“He isn’t lying now,” Kerr said.

“Prove it!” snarled Pepper.

“Oh, we don't need to do that. . We believe
him. He's had a tumble from my bike, and
has damaged it.”

“I hope he fiurt himself!” said M.,
kindly.

“Are you going to pay for that damage?”
asked Kere.

“f am not!"

to give thres
ride our bikes,

Pepper

replied Mr. Pepper, very dis-

tinetly.
“1 thought - you wouldn't agree to,” Kerer
said mildly. “But if you don't, we shali

take it out of your hide, that’s all.

“What?”

Mr, Pepper coutd hardly believe his ears.
Kerr spoke of the contemplated proceedings
in the coolcst possible tone. These three h: n(
helped to handle Mr. Pepper hefore. w
zood cause, and no doubt that fact ma
them more ready to handle him again. But,
thiongh his memory of what had happened az
Blayds Hill was vivid enough, Erasmus
Zechariah found it hard to believe that theyr
would attack him now.

Belief was forced upon him next moment,
however. .

The three moved f6rward as one man

Mr. Pepper turned tail aud bolted.

“See him run!” roared Jim Whistler.
“Come along and see old Pepper get it in
the neck, you chaps!”

Half a dozen more of the young geatie-
men of the village appeared, Snaggs and

Worker, iooking very innocent, among them,
Through the (‘Ottl"{ ran Pepper, with the
three in hot pursuit. He bolted out by the
back door, ;md just ‘cluded Figgy’s grab
Straight for Sholey’s door he made, yellinz.
Racke and Crooke beat a hasty retreat to
the inner room, their hearts fairly in theic
moutis. E
Sholey slammed the door.
quite enough of Figging & Co.
With clenched fists Pepper beat upoa - it.
But it was only for a monent he was silowed
to do that. Then the three were upon him,
Their rush burst open the door, which had
only been shut, not lccked, owing fo the
fact that the kuy was not in the keylole.
“Yooooop!” howled Mc. Pepper, as k=
came to ground with the three on top of him.
ily, young gentlemen!” protested Me.
Sholey, who rent- was a trifle overdue.
That did gpur him %o risk lumself in
defence of his landlord, but he felt called
k a word in season.
“Stay there. Patty!” Kerr commanded, as
tie and Figglns got up.
“Hooray!” yelled the

He had

fad

village ygungsters.

“Look at old Pepper! They're goin® to give
him mustard!”
“You shall answer to the law for thisf”
Howed the miser. “Help me, Sholey, vou
\v:ml“‘ L
“Really, Me. Pepper, the young zeablemen

are 50 e‘(tﬁwmly»viol(‘nt that 1 do not
f(cl 1 can risk giving you any help,” vuplied

nmtcr

ere do you keep
sn.mpcd Kerr.
ink? Bat—"
want somcthing to improve Pepper’s

your printers’ iak,

oxion, that's all. Hurry up!”
“Hooray! They're goin® to black old
Pepper's iace!” roared Spaggs. 5
“Thot's nothin’® much. They can’t make

it much dirtier than it is.” replicd Whistier.
“If 1 was them,” said Worker, “i shionld
skin him! That's w h‘»t he wants—skinnipg
“Are you going to get that ink, Sheley?”

demanded Kerr,

“I cannot—really, you know——

“Yarooooh !”

Mr. Pepper had found a long pin in his
1t bad
the

coat, and had used it upon Fatly.
penetrated more than the garments of
-mut junior;, and he had junmped up.

With activity hardly to have been cxpe
in a man of kis age, Erasmus Zecha
scrambled up the instant he was relieved
from the weight, and made a .dive at the
door of the inner room.

He struck it with his head, and it bursi
open, revealing Racke and Crooke.

“Oh-ab!" rog M. Pepper, cluiching
his head and reeling back ball stunned.
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"VIy dagr fellows, what does this scene of
confusion indicate?” spoke 'a mild v01ce from
the door.

And Skimmy appeared, with a bulky and
untidy bumdle under his arm.

Keérr had ineant to be careful with Skimmy’s
valuable MS., but he had dropped it and
forgotten all about it.

e

“THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
: Dragged to Light!
{3 ALLO, Skimmy! = What do. you
want, old duffer?” asked Kerr.
He turned one way, but Figgins
. and Fatty turned the other.

They confronted Racke and Crooke.

“Thcm.’s something jolty fishy about this
bizney,” said George Figgins, “and it wants
explaining.”

“Rather” agreed Tatty .

“There’s nothin’ fishy about it at ail, as
#far as we are ,concerned,” replied Racke.
L WI;y shouldn’t we be here, if we choose, by
gad?”

“Come inside and shut the door, Skimmy,”
said Kerr. “No, let Pepper out first. -That
whack of the crumpet will do instead - of
what we were going to give him, and there
are things to be gene into that aren’t any
concern .of his—or of those kids outside,
either.”

“Not so fast, young man!” snorted ” Mr.
I‘eppex' “Fve been assaunlted and sat upon

‘You 1l be ]ony well assaulted again if you
don’t clear!” said Figgins.

“And sat upon, too!” Fatty added. “Only
don’t you stick a pin into me next time
or youwll-he sorry for i&!™

“There is no nced for you to go cn my
account, Mr. Pcpner said Sholey, remember-
ing the owerdue rent again. “I have nothing
ta dizcuss with these young gentlemern. and
I see no reason why they should force them-
selves upon me thus:” -

“We'll show you- reason!” q::ud Kerr -in-
cisively.

“ Look 11ere we're goin'!” Crooke said un-
easily.

-*“What thh the people who want to go
when they’ve - got to stay, -and ' the old
botnder who wants to stay and argue, when
he’s got to go, and Sholey, who wants -the
wrong ﬂeo‘\‘e to cléar out, this is- getting
udmus,” said Kerr. b=y

«“We'll scon settle it, old fellow!” Figgins
rejitied, ‘taking Mr. Pepncr by an arm.
“Cateh’ hold of his other fin, Fatty! Now,
Pepper, are 'sou going quietly, or will you
be slung out?”

“I m 1ot going at au, and you can’t make

““Your mistake! We can. Heave-ho, Fatty!
Open ~the ‘door, Skimmy!”

Mr. Pepper was not a heavy-weight, and
both- Figgins and Fatty were strong. _In
spite 6f his struggles, they forced him
towards the door.

Skimpole, with a bewildered face, threw it
open. Skimmy really eould not understand
at-all:how Mr. Pepper had got mixed up in
the affair.- .

“Lift him from behind, Kerr!” suggested
Figgins, whea Pepper had reached the thres-
hold, .-

But the t‘wust forward that he and Fatty
gave accomplished what was needed without
the help of Kerr's boot..

“Hurraht” yelled the village crowd, grown
bhigger now, as the moest unpopular man in
vacombe sprawled on his hands and knees.

The door closed behind him. He got up,
and went snarling to his ecottage. But he
knew. perfectly well that he had put himself
on the wrong side of the law by that spite-
ful suggestion to the three village lads as to
borrowing the bicycles, and that he had no
remedy-against the St. Jlm s trio.
don’'t know what you’ve come hack for,”
said Mr. Shot ey to the three.
nd you don’'t really seem ple‘tskd to see
returned - Kerr. “But  you’ll
y—rnot sure that you'll -be any better
pleased, though.”

“TPhat’s ahout enough of this!” said Racke.
“ Whatever wu f(\\lows may h’zve to say to
this chap,

“But you “are!” Kerr. mterrupted him.
“You'll have to stand by for a minute or
two, but your turn will come. Now, Sholey,
is this the istinguished gentleman who
arranged with you for the printing of his
great’ work?” 3

He pointed to Skimpole.

Mr. Sholey peered at the gcn.us of the
Shell_as if he were shortsighted.

“T am mnot quite sure,” he said. “Bui I

think ' this _may b¢ the mdxvxdual with whom

know

I had some slight conversation on that
subject.” :

“Is this your printer- man, Skiminy ?” asked
Kerr. 5

“It is most assuredly the: person to whom
I paid twenty pounds in the expectation and
on the understanding that——"

“Cut it out! This is the hounder?”

“That is hardly the manner in which I
should express m\sc}f Kerr; but this is cer-
*anh the man.

And that's the manuseript—that bundle
you're hugging?”

“This is the MS. of my great work on—""

“Sholey says he never had the manuseript,
hough he found it among his papers. But
there isn’t any doubt that. he had the twenty
quid. Do you want him to print that sereed
for you?”

Skimpole wavered for a moment. He very
much wanted to' get that great work printed.
But he had just sense enough to realise that
he had no chance of ﬂettm" it printed by
Sholey

“\*o Kerr, T do not,” he said.

“All' right, then. No contract was signed,
S0 )ouxe not bound in any way. All tlmt
remains is for Mr. Sholey to hand you back
your twenty pounds.”-

“An’ a dashed big =2ll, too!” whispered
Crooke to Racke.

“I deny ever having had that sum, or any
money whatever !” Sholey said bra zenly

“Mr. Sholey, I am positively astounded at
your extr mrdxmry want of veracity!” ex-
clatmed Skimmy, holding up both hands, and
letting the cherished bundle of manu%rlpt
drop.

“You needn't be,” Kerr said, picking it up
and handing it “to him pohtelv “He can't
tell the truth if he tries, and he doesn’t try.
Now then, Sholey, are you going to shell
out?”

“I do not owe the money. Moreover, I
Lave not twenty shillings, let alone twenty
pounds,” replied the printer.

“1t locks to me as if your dear pals, Mesars.
Racke and Crooke, will have to settle up for
you,” Kerr said coolly.

“Us! What are you talkin’ about, you
idiot?” snarled Racke."

“¥Yes, you! T'm not such an idiot as you
pretend to think, Racke, and you can’t pull
the wool over my eyes! You‘ve been mixed
up with this raseal in more than one shady
business, and I've the best reason to bhelieve
that it was you who put him en to swindling
Skimmy!”

“Oh, rats! What proof have you that we
have had umbhm to do with Sholey—"

“My memory’s not so short that I've for-
cotten things that happened a few months
Kerr interrupted him. “Sholey was
warned off the course then, but he seems to
have come b“ck again. _Skimmy, isn’t it a
fact that you've. seen these three pretty
beauties with their heads together?” £

“That is certainly correct, Kerr.” o

“Will: you  tell us when and in what
circumstances?”

“Let me think!”. said Skimmy, with his
head on one side. “I begin to recall things
which had previously eluded my memory.
There was .one day last term—one. of the
days on which you and Figgins and Wynn.
with Julian and Kerruish, were ahsgent

“When- we ran away, .you mean!”
in Kerr. “Never mind our feelings.
day was it? Think hard!”

“It was not the first day, because I helieve
I was almost the ounly member of the Shell
who did not go out to lock for you. 1 aih
positive that Racke and Crooke went on that
day. It must have been the next--yes, I
am sure it was, becauze so many fellows were
away, and there were no classes. 1 was
perambulating the quadrangle, thinking hard,
when I saw Racke and Crooke get out their
bicycles, proeceed. to the gates, and take the
road to Ryleombe, 1t may have been half an
hour later, or perhaps an hour, when, baving
accasion to visit the village to make a pur-
chase, I saw them talking to Mr. Sholey,
whom I did not then know.”

“That was the . day w‘len Sholey printed
this bill for’ them!” said Kerr.

And he drew from his pocket, unfolded,
and displayed a copy of the reward bill
which had caused so much trouble. It was
this- he had found before finding Skimmy's

breke
Which

I’e n‘—wcr 1mnted it for us, I swear!

at "he didn’t!” faltered [Crooke.
“It S L‘ae first I've seen of the thing!”
They were trying to- brazen it out;-but the
faces of both gave them away.
“Printed it on his own accound,
said Kerr mockingly: <Well,
had a score against me to p“y_oti

he may hav
but’ T

1 manded  Crooke  wildl¥!

xthes ve been playing dir id

| yes
el And the yes

don’t sce how he could ever have thoughi
of this way of deing it without help. TPhat
he did ]mnt it is as certain as anything can
be, for I found this thing en that table, and
showed it to Figgins and W van when I found
it. It basn’t the printer’s name on it; hut
Sholey will have to answer for that, amonn
olbfr dnng: You've cnough on your backs,

Look here, young gentlemen, 1
a clean breast of the- whole
matter!”™ panted ‘Sholey, fairly cornered.

“You fool!” h'ﬂn(’d Ra(ke his faee ecom:
vulsed with m"e.

TSI

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
The Settlement.

143 0O, I-really think hbs more knave
than fool, Racke,” said Kerr.
* Hear, hear !”
Fatty. : .
““Speak on, Sholey!” ‘Kerr said.
“Keep your dashed mouth shut!
can't prove anythin'!” snarled Racke.
But it was quite obvious to Mr, Shoiey that
they could prove a good deal; and if he had
been in any deoubt Kerr's-next words wonld
h'ue relieved that doubt. :

“We can prove the technical offcnce of
publishing this bill without the name of the
printer upon it, ‘as the law requires,” Kerr
mld, slowly and gravely. “That’s a small
thing; but there's more than that. We can
prove two separate and distinct conspiracies
—that which had to do with the bill, and
that of which Skimpole was the vietim. I
don’t doubt that” this little rat here blaek-
mailed you two nobhle specimens, and that
you thought it chedper to put him on to
Skimpole than to shell out, yourselves. Then,
against him, we can pr attempt to
swindle ‘umpo'e Think enough<”
Kerr'’s ¢ n n of a detee-
tive or a ver—had marshalled fact and
mteru.w in a mamer that made Figgins and
]((\l and \,n ration,
witit

They

ear,

Tre had it all! They might {ry to brazen
it out—might lie ‘ds e\en g thex had never
lied before. But Ker story would convinee
any unprejudiced-person. = Fold to the He (]

it would mean certain eXxpulsion for the cads
of the Shell. Told in court, it would mean
certain convietion for Sholey.
Sholey had given "‘wn}"." Now Crooke
bu(‘kl“d up. L
“I say, you fellows.,” hc faltered, “there’s

in amount of truth in what Kerr says
admit that. But the reward bizncy
was only a joke, on my hoiour!” -

“On your what?® asked "Kerr:

“Well, then, T swear it was only a ‘joke.
An’, even so, it wasn't my notion at all.

Racke tho t of it—"
“You treacherous hound!" 'hmcd Racke.
“What's the use of" lyin’ dmy longer?” de-

~It's 411 comé out,
an’ the blame ought” to be “vput where it
dached well belongs—that's ‘what I say.” You
an’ this chap made up that thm" bzt\xe(n
you—you know that very well."

And v ho put gboley on to Skimpole?”

I\P dad"’ 5

“We shall have to acqguit Crooke, on his
own evidence!” Kerr said,. with bitter irony:

Rats!” He’s as bad as the other twot>

«mzbd figgy.

Has Sholey blachmaxled yoa Racke?” in-
quired I\m =
“Find out!”
‘Has he blackmailed you, €rooke??

“Yes, then, he has;” the retter!” Z

“Curious, that, when you're quite mnos
cenbi” :

“It’s a lie!”™ . shrieked Sholey. “I. never

attem]ued blachmml I should scorn such
an action !’

T was too muech for Racke.*

“W . were: e shere. for to-day, yenm
worm?” lie roared. Do you think we'd
have come to you ou _hadu’t threatened
all sorts of things ‘we. didn’t. shell out
twenty quid?” 3

“Tsn't that rather’
Racke?” Kerr said quje .

“Oh, what do, L;car ou ean make your
story believed, Ieum)mc ‘an’ that will mean
the ed sack for me—an’ for Crooke, too,
i 1 to know!” -

1 ought to he 'sacked.” said Kerr.

But I've no particular liking for the notion
<}n gettam a chap sacked mwdf—ha\e you,
o

12 the game away,

or Crooke, and
iks like this—

hen the chap’s Racke

&

re'm“d George T
came
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I think they ought to be kicked out,” imd
Fatty, “But -t dou( quite h!\e it all the
- BN

hat do yOu say, Smmmv"”

“My dear Kerr, I find myself dmdul he--

tween conflicting theories. On the one hand
1 deprecate anything in the nature of private
revenge, and 1 have htﬂe belief in treating
criminals with severity. --.On the other, 1
have, 1 must confess, a strong- feeling of
resentment against Racke and Crooke. But
that. is not theory—I am getting mixed. - My
theory is that the presence of criminals
among normal persons is a mistake—

“Do you want ‘em -sacked? That-'s the
(111&4(0'1 o snapped Kerr., -

Skimmy really was too long- winded for any-
thing.

“On the whole, Kerr, the reply is in the
vegative,” he said.

“I'm jolly sure St. Jim's would be a better
and cleaner . place withoutt them,” Kerr
resumed. “But if they'!l put things as far
straight as they can, don’'t propose to
bring the Head inte this bizney. He's got
enough to worry him, anyway. And if the
Ytead doesn’t come into it [ suppose we can't
have Sholey preseated at court.”

Fooks of relief appeared on the faces of
all three of the schemcers.

They were not out of the wood vet they
knew.” But it did seem that something short
of smashing them up totally might satisfy
Kerr.

“Jf xou re goin'
it begnn Racke.
P Oh we'll be reasonabic! T don't say that
vou're likely to get much enjoyment out of
what we cbnsider reasonable; but at worst
you'll get off better than you deserve.”

0 he rcnsonabic szout
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that Crooke. Shall we say Racke twelveten.
and “Crooke seven-ten e
“That's about it.,” Figging smd and thtv

1 noddcd his agreement.

“QOh, I say, you know, I can’t pay seven-
ten or anythin’ like it!” groaned Crooke.

“It's absurd! They simply can’t force us
to shell out!” Racke said. 2

“We're going to, whether we can or not,”
I\err smd “Let’s see what you have on
you!

(;lOOkL‘ immediately - produced his
pound-notes. He felt that he must get out

of this ‘at any price,” and if it could be
done for three pounds, then so much the
hetter.

“Now, Racke!” snapped Figgy.

Racke darted at the three a. male
clance. Then slowly and unwillingly he
out his pocket-hook.

For all that he mx"ht say, the thing had
to he done.

“Seven-ten,” said Kerr.
first dividend in bankruptey of forty per
cent., Racke one of sixty. Not so bad, eh?”

“You- won’t get any more out of me,”
snarled Racke. “An that’s really black-
mail!” :

“Think so?” Kerr replied ecolly, handing

over the ten guineas-in notes to %knmmle
“No, I don’t. 1 shall want your I O U for
five quxxl Racke, and ‘yours for four-ten
Crooke !’

“If anyone ounht to have our I 6 U,
Sklmpuh, not: you,” pmtented Racke.

“Oh, no! -I'm Skimmy's uncle, so to
He might forget to dun you; I sha'n’

Very unwillingly, the two defeated cads
wrote-their:l O U's...= = = = =

Mr. Sholey's increasing checrfulness
tated Fizging extremely:

eak.

irri-

three -

“Crooke pays a

Friday.

Mr, Peppér did not come to the rizeuos
P.-¢. Cranmp did not come. The place did not
cateh fire, and no murder was done! But
Kerr and Fatty forced Mr. Sholey down, aad
Figginsg laid into him vigorously.

“Yaroooh! Ow-yow! Yooop!” roared Mr.

Sholey, S Stoppit!” :

“['vo finished,” eaid Figging, panting a
trifle. ““Shall it be Racke or Crooke nexi,
Kerr?”

e golng

“Do you really censider, Figgin

“Oh, dry up, Skimmy! Tt
through it!"

“Crooke,” Kerr said.

“Look here, if I give in an’ take it quistly,
this finishes it, I suppose?” said Crooke,

“There's the four-pound-ten still,” Kerr
ceplied.
“0h, I know I've got to pay that”

“Right-ho! df you take your whacking
withotit making a sound, I'll pever say a
word to anyone about the bizney, and neither
will thege fellows,”

Crooke thought he could do it, but hd
counted without Gecrge Figgins in that.

Figey laid on with a wili, and at about the
tenth stroke Crooke’s fortitude gave way, and
he howled for mercy.

“That does it Kerr said. *
now, Figgy. Are you coming qui iv, e <
or must we force you to the execution:hloek?

acke had made up. his mind. Even this
was better th: u‘x the worst that might happen
to him. ‘ ey

“I'il take it,” he gaid, between sef teefly.
“But I'H make you fellows sorry for it one

Tight stop

dav' And you won’t get a sound out of me!”
A not pmmmu you anything, Kere
answered.

“And I'll bet I will get a how! from rou!”

aﬂappod Figgins.
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- “What are you goin’

{o do about it?”
asked Racke.
e haven't made up our minds yet. The

first ‘[hmrr to settle is what you are going
to do.”

© “Well, what do you cxpect of us?
sav weldl do it, but——"

*0h, yes, you will, Racke, because the
alternative is onc that you can’t face.
Iiggins, Wynn, Skimpole, do You all agree
with me that, as Sholey here‘is a mere man
of -straw, ‘and can't possibly make good his
swindling, Racke and Crooks b(‘tween them
mil have to fork out that twenty quid?”

“Oh,-by gad!" groaned Racke.

_“T consider it quite a fair proposition,” said
M. Sholey, rubbing his h‘mds together and
lur,vl.mg pleased.

“You'll want to rub something else besides
your hands before we've finished with you!”

1 don’t

=eowled Figgins, regarding him -with con-
tempt. “Yes, Kerr, 1 acree to tha \t"’

“So do L,” Fatty saxd

bklmmy"

“Let me think a momcnt Kerr. Principles

of justice are involved here
{h(‘de on such matters hffh(:iy
“Hurry up, ass!” Figey snorted.

“On the whole, Kerr, 1 think you are right.
Now that I have recovered my valuable
wanuseript, I regard -the money as a lesser
tonsideration. But the want of it might
prevent my giving the world some invention
tha(’ would posthy prove of the greatest

S ‘&oa-—I thirk not!” "muttered Figgins.
_ “You mean you agree?” said Kerr.
“1 imagined that I had indicated my
ment—"
“Right-ho! Now, what do you fellows say
about the shares? Racke’s a wealthier beast

and I cannot

agree-

“Your turn's eoming, and don't you forget

it!” said Figgy to the pxmter :
“Now 1 -suppose you're dene with us?”

Crooke said hopefulh

“Theu youd better invest in a new su]»
poser, for the one you have seems hopelessly
out of working order!” said Kerr.

“Well, what else do you expect of us?”
Racke asked bitterly.

“We ‘know you won't keep this dark at St.
Jim’s,” added Crooke.

“No, we sha'n't.’ Therc are people who
will have to know, and in-the jong run the
story will get round a bit, no doubt,” re-
plied Kerr. “But that's for the future. It's

he present we're corcerned with, and I don‘t
sec hosw it’s possible for us to leave you
three pretty beauties wit[mut making you
smart. Oh, -1 dare say you're smart enough
now, in your own esturmtxon but that's not
(imte what I mean.: See anythmg about that
would serve the purpose, Figgy?”

Figging did not ask what the purpose was.
He looked round both rooms, and brought to
light at last a walking- stick, which was
slender enough to hold promise of sting in it.

“I think I can make them sit up with this,”
he said.

“You're executioner, then?” returned Kerr.

“That's my job. You've done near enough
all the rest.”

“You're weleome to the job. As Sholey has
oot off without any pains or penalties 50 far,
I propose that you deal with him first.”

“Lie over that table!” snapped Fig
flourishing the stick in front of Mr. %ho'e)

“Wha-a-a-at?"

- “Not deaf, are you?
a jolly good hiding!”

You're going to take

“I refuse! Nothing shall induce me——
Stop! - Help! Rescue! Mr. Pepper! Police!
Eite! Murden!”. 2

Perhaps he might have done had lie been
lefé to himgelf. - For there were limits to
Racke’s acity to bear things. But Kerr
stoprred oy at the twelfth stroke.

That will d’n'” he said.

Racke and Urooke went at once,
another word - to  their fellow-sc
Figging & Co.‘staycd for a few more words
with him, and Skimpole stayed with them.

Kerr was spokesman, of course. The door

stood open now, and Mr. Pepper was looking
m : The village youngsters had cleared oft.
You'll get out of this within twenty-four
“I don't want to
make

hours Sholey!” Kerr said.
use threats, but you know we can
nmtters very hot for you if you don't.”

“1'tl go,” rcph'*d Sholey sullenly.

“You won't go mt!xum payiig your
fumed Mr. Pepper. “It ain’t a fair
Master Kerr! I appeal to you wheth

“No good appealing to me, Pepper!” said
Kerr. “Come along, vou fellows! Let them
fight that out between them, But don't you
forget wiiat I've said, Sholey.”

And the four went

Racke and Crooke were' nat given away io
St. - Jim's generally. Figging & Co. told only
a score or so of the Shell and Fourth, iu-
cluding, of course, Kerruish and Julian, Tom
Merry & Co., Levison & Co., and Dick

Redfern.

Even "the fags who had assisted in tha
rescue of the prisoners of Pepper did nst
fearn the truth about that reward bill.

And M« Shrrley cleared out! Whether Lie
paid -his reat or not they never heard. But
it ha wrdly sgcmed likely.

{HE END.

(Next week's long, complate story of Towm
Merry & Co., is entitled ‘" Playing for 8i.
Jim’'s!’") 3
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