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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
in the Teeth of the Storm.

EAR me, how it blows!”
It was Mr. Quelch, the master
of the Remiove Form at Greyfriars,

(¢

who uttered that ejaculation, as
he battled his way across the Close.
one.

Trul% the night was a tempestuous
For heur after hour the storm had been
raging w demoniacal fury, and the
Remove-master shuddered as he pictured to
himself what it must be like out at sea.

«It is ineomceivable,” wmurmured Mr.
Quelch, “that amy boy can be out of bounds
on such a night as this!”

There had Jately been an epidemic  of
bounds-breaking at Greyfriars, and it had
become customary for Mr. Quelch to take a
last look rcurd before retiring for the night.

Boony! 3

It was the half-hour after midnight.

Mr. Quelech was about to turn back into
the building, satisfied that everybedy was
in bed and asleep, when something white,
fluttering against a distant wall, arrested
his attention.

“What ever can that be?” exclaimed the
Form-master.

And he made his way towards the flutter-
ing object. - .

. “Bless my soul!”

Mr. Queleh stoppad short with an exelama-
tion of astonishment.

Dangling from one of the upper windows
was a rope comprised of knotted sheets.

The rope ended about eight feet from the
greund, and it-had obviously bHeen employed
as a means of escape from the building

For a moment Mr. Quelch stood spell-
bound.

And then as in a flash the truth dawned
upon him. He was standing beneath the
window of the punishment-room.

“This is Carr's handiwork!” muttered Mr.
Quelch. “Bless my soul! The hoy must
have rum sway!”

_ The Remove-master hurried into the build-
ing.

He made bis way to the punishment-room,
Itméc%cked the door, and switched on the
ight.

1t was as he feared. The room was empty!

Mr. Quelch compr d his lips.

“Carr is even more reckless and venture-
some than I thought!” he exclaimed. “Why,
he might have broken his neck!”

It had, indeed, been a daring move on the
part of Dennis Carr.

A rope of knotted sheets is but a Irail
thing at best, and it was aimost miracuious
that Dennis, in lowering himself from the
window, had not come a bad cropper.

But the prospect of imminent expulsion
had rendered the junior desperate.

Dennis Carr had, on the previous night,
been discovered ocut of bounds by Mr. Quelch.

In the language of the police-courts, Dennis
was an old offender, and Dr. Locke had
promptly consigned him to the punishment-
room, to await expulsion. -

Dennis had weighed everything in the
balance. -He realised that he could not face
the shame of a public expulsion. He realised,
1s0, that he could not face hig father.

Mr. Carr would have shown his son no
mercy. Dennis would probably have been
horsewhipped, and set to work in his father’s
office. And the life of a tame and timorous

a

City clerk was repeilent to the high-spirited,-

adventure-loving junior. >

And so, twenty minutes before Mr. Quelch
had arrived in the Close, Dennis Carr had
made good his escape.

The storm had not daunted him. Minus
his hat and raincoat, he had fared forth into
the night.

Mr. Quclch made an examination of the
TOOMm.

On the
the runaw:
with a fro

it

able lay a brief note, written by
The Remeve-master perused it

n.

“The finder of this messags will please note
that I have run away from Greyfriars.

“I am sorry to rob the fellows of the
pleasure of witnessing a dramatic scenme in
Big Hall; but doubtless they will be able
to reserve their hoots and hisses for the next
vietim of the Head’s displeasure.

“It will be wuseless to organise search-
parbies. I shall be miles away by the time
this note is found.

. “ (Signed) DENNIS CARR.?

Mr. Quelch crumpled up the missive, and
threw it into the fireplace.

He had no intention cof taking Dennis
Carr’s hint with regard to sending out search-
parbies.

“The foolish lad cannot have been gone
more than an hout,” he murmured. “When

 porary refuge somewhere
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I passed this room an
within.”

Mr., Quelch
under his feet.

His first aetion was to awaken Wingate,
the captain of Greyfriars. >

Wingate was extremely surprised, and not
a little annoyed,-at being roused at twenty to
one in the morning; but he responded briskly
when Mr. Quelch explained what had bhap-

bour ago he

did not let the grass grow

pened.

“Search-parties must be Tformed imme-
dintely, and Carr must be brought back
unpder escort,” said the Form-master. *“He

cannot have proceeded very far in this ter-
rible storm. Doubtless he has taken tem-
; in the vicinity.
Six seniors had bet seareh in ome direc-
tion and six juniors in ancther.”

“Very good, sir,” said Wingate.

“I leave it to you to detail the parties,
Wingate.”

The captain of Grexfriars nodded.

“I shall be waiting up in my study to learn
the result of your investigations,” added Mr.
Quelch. 2

The Remove-master then withdrew; and
Wingate, hurrying into clothes, -promptly
routed out Gwynne and Faulkner, and three
other Sixth-Formers.

There was very little keenness on the part
of the seniors. -

“Faith, an’ it’s the limit, to send us en
a wildgoose chase® at this time of night!”
grumbled Gwynne.

“We shall get simply soaked!" growled
Faulkner. “If were Quelehy, E should be
inclined to let that-silly young ass Carr go to
Jericho!” ‘

Although the search was distasteful to the
high-and-mighty men of the Sixth, it was
hailed with great joy in the Remove dor-
mitory. .

Wingate roused the jumniors, and explained
briefly what was i ‘the wind. =

“Carr’s. bunked,” he said, “and he's got to
be brought back!

“My hat!”

“Fancy him bunking!”

“And on a night like this, too!”

Harry Wharton was out of bed in a
twinkling. Bob Cherry was a good sccond.
And at least a dozen other juniors followed
their example.

_ Even Billy Buater ceascd his unmusical

(Cepyriaht in the Unitea Siates of Ameérica.)
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snore, and took a lively interest in the pro-
ceedings.

“I say, Wingate!” said the fat junior.
“Did Carr leave any grub behind him in the
punishment-room ?”

“Ha, ha, ha!"”

Wingate frowned as he noticed that more
than half the members of the Remove Form
were in the act of dressing.

“You. needn't all rush,” he said.
want half a dozen.”

“I'll come, Wingate!”

“Same here!”

“You can't do without me!”

“I, too, will joinfully participate in the
searchful investigation!”

“I guess you'll be wise to count me in,
Wingate!” said Fisher T. Fish. “You want
a svlick American sleuth on the scent—like
e

“Rats!”

“Dry up, Fishy!”

Wingate ran his eye over the juniors.

“Wharton, Cherry, Bull, Nugent, Hurree
Singh, Vernon-Smith!” he rapped out.
“That’s six. The remainder can get back to
bed—sharp ! .

The Famous Five and Vernon-Smith were
very pleased to think they had been selected.
But their delight was not shared by the
others.

“Beastly favouritism!" muttered Bolsover
major, who was practically dressed.

“The Wharton Select Set every time!”
sneered Skinner.

Fortunately, Skinner's
heard.

“Ready, you kids?” said Wingate briskly.

Harry Wharton & Co. nodded.

“Come along, then!”

The two search-parties met together in the
Close.

The storm was at its height by this time.
It was even possible to hear the angry surge
of the sea.

Wingate had to raise his voice to a shout.

“Now, listen!” he exelaimed. “The seniors
will take the main road to Friardale. You
kids will take the road leading to Pegg.
Make as thorough a search as vou can. It's
rather like hunting for a needle in a hay-
stack; still, we'll do our best!”

“Trust your uncles, Wingate!” said Bob

“I only

remark went un-

Cherry. “We don't come back empty-
handed!” §
“No jolly fear!"
And  then, buttoning their raincoats

tightly about their necks, the two search- |

parties set off. They scaled the school wall,
and kept together until they came to the
junction of the roads, when they went their
several ways.

“Whew! What a night!” gasped Frank
Nugent. 5 el

“Wind and rain, and as black as pit(‘h.'"'

exclaimed Vernon-Smith.

“Blest if I can see where we're going !
growled Johnny Bull. “We shall he
separated if we're not jolly careful!”

‘The six juniors stumbled along the uneven
road, peering into the darkncss on either
side, and occasionally tripping up on a loose
stone.

Now that the search was actually in pro-
aress the keenness had worn oft. The antici-
pation (had heen pleasant enough; the
realisation was, in the words of Bob Cherry,
“perfectly awful!” !

“The chances are a hundred to one against
our finding Carr,” said Harry Wharton,

“Make it a billion to one!” grunted Frank
Nugent.

The juniors bhegan to turn their thoughts
enviously to the snug beds they had forsaken
in order to start on their quest. They began,
also, to share Pat Gwynne's view that the
search would prove a wildgoose chase.

Darkness, black and impenetrable, locmed
ahead of them. Wind and rain and tempest
swept the countryside. ’

"It was the worst storm ever experienced
on that part of the coast for many years.

“Groo! I feel like turning back!” said
Johnny Bull at length.

“We can't do that,” said Wharton. “It
wouldn’'t be fair to Wingate. We expressed
ourselves as being jolly keen to undertake
the search, and we can't give up yet.”

“I'm swamped!” growled Johnny.

“I think we all are!”

The juniors trudged along in the teeth of
the storm. A raincoat on a night like this
was a mockery.

“Carr's a blackguard of the first water,”
said Bob Cherry, “but, by Jove, he’s got
plenty of nerve to bunk from Greyfriars
under conditions like these!”

“l can’t believe he’s out in the open,”

said Wharton. “He must have taken shelter
somewhere.” ~

“In any ecase, it’s bardly likely lLie came
this way,” said Nugent. “If he went on to

-the cliffs in a gale like this the chances are

he'd be blown over the edge.”

“If that happened I can’t say I should be
sorry,” remarked Vernon-Smith.

The Famfous Five were silent. They dis-
liked Dennis Carr intenzely—hated him, in
fact—but they did not go quite so far as
to wish that he would be swept to destruc-
tion.

“We've simply got to find him
said Bob Cherry at length. “It’'s Mark
Linley I'm thinking about. Marky was
sacked from the school because he was sup-
posed to have stoien your money, Harry;
and we've got to get hold of Dennis Carr
and make him admit that he was the thief!
Then Marky’s name will be cleared, and he'll
come marching home -again. I sha'n’'t know
a minate’s happiness till that
Poor old Marky!"

somehow !"

happens.

he others agreed with Bob. Their ffiend-
ship for Mark Linley was staunch and true,
but it not so deep and strong as Bob
Cherry’s. Nevertheless, they all wanted to

see the Lancashire lad's honour vindicated.

For a time this consideration outweighed
all others, and the juniors trudged on with
renewed purpose.

After o time Harry Wharton stopped
short.

“What is amiss, my esteemed chum?”
inquired Hurree h.

“I've got a bea stone in my shoc!”

said Wharton. “You fellows
catech you up later.”
“All serene!” said Nugent.

go on. I'iL

Harry Wharton stooped down, wrenched
oft his shoe, and removed the offending
stone. This done, he replaced his shoe., and

was in the act of tying it up when the lace
broke.

“Confound it!” muttercd Harry.

If he continued to walk with a broken lace
he would probably lose his shoe. The onty
thing to be done in the circumstances was
to tie the broken lace together, and make
it serve.

This proceeding, owing to the intense dark-
ness, occupied some moments.

Wharton hurried in the wake of his com-
rades, but he neither saw nor heard a sign
of them.

He had reached the rugged ascent to the
clilts by this time.

Had the others taken that path. or had

| they proceeded down to the shore?

The junior stopped short in perplexity.

He stood there, amid the discordant ele-
ments.

Then, making a megaphone «of his hands,
he shouted with the full force of his lungs:

“Ahoy! Ahoy!”

The roar of the wind robbed the shout of
ite power. No answer was borne back to
Harry Wharton on the wings of the storm.

“My hat!" muttered the captain of the
Remove. “I'm fairly cut off from them
now!” .

Again he shouted, and still there was no
response.

1t was impossible to tell which way the
other five had gone.

Harry  Wharton debated for a moment,
and then he decided to ascend the clift path.

1t was a steep and treacherous ascent, and
on the cliff-top it would be positively danger-
ous.

But Wharton had no thought of danger
just then. His one object in life was to
expedite the return of the runaw

And even the cheeriest opti would
have been forced to admit that- Harry Whar-
ton bhad but scant chance of sue

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
The Strugale on the Cliffs.
words

with an air of finality.
“You're an-ass, Bolsover!” growled
Peter Todd. A

“Same to you!”

“Look here—"

“Oh, dry up! You make me tired. I'm
jolly well going to join in the search! Why
should Wharton & Co. collar all the plums?”

“Rcho answers ‘Why?' ” said Skinner.
“Go ahead, Bolsover, old man! I don’t
blame you.”

Bolsover major, who had not removed his
clothes since Harry Wharton & Co. had left
the Remove dormitory, proceeded to put his
shoes on.

6¢ 'M going to take a hand!™
I Bolsover major uttered the
o

“Will you come along, tco, Skinney?” he
asked.

“Nunno!” said Skinner hastily. “I—I—

“You don't mean to say you funk a gust
of wind and a few splashes of rain?”

“1t isn't that,” said Skinner. “I've got a
touch of toothache, and it’ll get worse if 1
go out.”

Bolsover snorted.

“First I've heard of your blessed tooth-
ache!” he said. “You're chicken-hearted,
that’s what's the matter with you! What
about you, Stott?”

Stott gave a faithful imitation of a snore.
The idea of breaking bounds appealed “to
him even less than it did to Skinner. ;

“Bah!" growled Bolsover. “You're a pair
of white-livered funks! You set too much
value on your own precious skins!”

“If you take my advice, Bolsover,” said
Squiff seriously, “you’ll stay where you are.
You know what Quelehy is. If he spots you
out of hounds there will be the very dickens
to pay!”

“Brerer!”

“1 say, Bolsover!” said Billy Bunter. “1'll
come along with you. I haven't got a yellow
streak in me, like the rest of ’em!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Billy Bunter knew quite well that his offer
of companionship would be declined by
Bolsover. Consequently the fat junior could
afford to be brave. :

Bolsover glanced scornfully at the Owl of
the Remove.

“You!" he said contemptuously. “Why,
you'd never be able to squeeze through the
box-room window !”

By, e, hal

“I'll go alone,” said Bolsover.

“And if you get it in the neck don’t say
we didn't warn you!” said Peter Todd.

“Rats!”

Bolsover looked round, as if in search of
something. Then he gave vent to an ex-
clamation of annoyance.

“Dash it all! I've left my raincoat in the
study !”

“There's one on Carr's bed,” said Skinner.

“By Jove! So there is!”

The familiar fawn-coloured coat helonging
to the missing junior lay on his bed. Dennis

‘had been obliged to leave Greyfriars with-
out it.
from the punishment-room he has no chance

When a fellow escapes by night

to collect all his belongings. All his concen-
tration is needed for the task in hand.

“This will suit me down to the ground!”
said Bolsover, as he fastened the raincoat
about him. *Here’s Carr’s cap, too! I'm
inclover!”

Bolsover was in the act of leaving the dor-
mitory when  Billy Bunter shouted after
him.

“I say, Bolsover, old man, will you leave
me your penknife?”

The bully of the Remove spun round in
astonishment.

“What the thump do you want my pen-
knife for?” he exclaimed.

“You'll have no further use for it—not af
Greyfriars, at -any rate. You see, you'll be
sacked in the morning!”

*“Ha, ha, hal!”

“You silly fat chump!” growled Bolsover.

And then, without wasting any more tims
in conversation, he hurried from the dormi-
tory and passed down the dark staircase.

He chuckied to himself as he went.

“What a score it will be,” he reflected,
“if I succeed in collaring Carr! And there's
no reason why 1 shouldn’t. The search-
parties only left ten minutes ago, and the
odds are that they’'ve both taken the wrong
direction. I think I try the cliffs. The
others won't dream of searching there.”

The wind whistled along the corridor, and
when Bolsover opened the box-room window
a fierce gust blew into his face.

“My hat! Talk about a giddy typhoon!”

muttered Bolsover. “Still, if the others can
stick it I can.”
* He clambered through the window,
slammed it down again—there was no need
for silence in that night of noise—and madse
his way across the Close.

The branches of the old elms creaked and
swayed under the fury of the storm. The
wind whistled and shrieked round the roofs
and turrets. Everything seemed to be
locked in the grip of the tempest.

Bolsover had plenty of pluck, and he
ventured fearlessly into the night, though he
was already hall regretting his escapade.
As in the case of Harry Wharton & Co., he
realised that his chances of running Dennis
Carr to earth were dectdedly slender,

THE PENNY PoPULAR.—No. 89.
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Little dreaming that his schooifellows had
traversed the same route, Bolsover set out
along the road to Pegg.

He had proceeded a few hundred
when—

Crashi

Bé)lsover stopped short, trembling in every
limb.

A giant tree had come hurtling down, right
across the roadway!

The “junior had missed death by a matter

yards,

“of yards.
- “Phew! That was a jolly close shave!” he
muttered. “ Who’d have thought that blessed

~tree would come crashing down like that?”
- - Bolsover was so badly shaken that it was
some moments before he could proceed.

Then, pulling himself together, he stepped
over the massive tree-trunk, and continued on
his way.

It. would never do to turn back, now that
he had come so far. He would be the laugh-
ing-stock of the Remove. He had called his
schoolfellows a set of funks, and he himself
by going back would be demonstrating his
cowardice.

‘T stick it out!” he told himself grimly.

‘At length he reached the clifi path, which,
unknown to him, Harry Wharton had
climbed some moments previously.

It was a stitff elimb, and Rolsover was
‘puffing and hlowing leng before he reached
the top.

When at last the summit was gained, and

_ the Removite stood fully e ed to the
~elements, he gave a shudder.

Far below, the giant breakers dashed them-
selves upon the rugged shore. No ship, Bols-
over reflected, eculd have lived in such a sea.
And up on the clifi-top, where he stood, the
wind raged with such violence that to walk
along the extreme edge of the cliff would be
to invite certain death.

“Carr could never have come this way!”
Bolsover told himself, with emphasis.

He had set out with the object of scoring
off the Famous Five. In the snug shelter of
the Remove dormitory, it was easy to con-
template a successful sea But here, on
the storm-swept cliff, all hope of finding the
runaway speedily evaporated.

“I must give it up!” muttered Bolsover.
*“8till, it’s been an experience. Alone on the
top of the cliff, in the biggest storm within
the memory of the oldest inhabitant!”

But there Bolsover was wrong.

He was not alone on the clifi-top.

Harry Wharton had already patroiled the
cliffs, and he was on his way back when
he thought he heard, «mid the fury of the
gale, a voice,

The captain of the Remove stopped short,
and peered intently through the gloom. =

Presently he discerned the dark outline of
a human form.

Wharton’s heart beat quickly.

One thought leapt to his mind.

Could this he Dennis Carr?

Creeping up hehind the dark figure, Whar-
ton distinguished the fawn-coloured coat
which he knew to be the property of Dennis
Carr. He distinguished, also, the school cap.

Wharton could not see the face, which was
turned in the direction of the sea, and he
failed to ohserve, in the gloom, that the
figure was toe hurly to be that of Dennis
Carr.

The fawn-coloured raineoat and the school
cap suggested instantly to Wharton's mind
that this was the runaway.

The captain of the Remove crouched low,
with hig eyes fixed upon the figure in front.

The form stood motionless for a few
moments, .and at the first movenient Harry
Wharton sprang.

“Got you!”

His voice rang out through the storm.

So sudden—so altogether unexpected—was
the attack that the vietim was borne to the
ground before he had time to protest.

Once on the ground, however, he fought
like a tiger.

“I naver knew Carr had such strength!”
reflected Wharton in amazement.

He tried to pin his quarry down by plant-
ing his knee in the other’s chest; but Bols-
over major—for, of course, it was he—pre-
vented this by shooting his fist upwards with
such force that Wharton was knocked back-
wards.

Then Boisover nicked himself up, and the
struggle began afresh.

Wharton rose to meet his opponent; and,
Jocked together in a tight embrace, the two
juniors wrestled and struggled each intent
upon gaining the mastery.

And all the time they struggled, they were
ﬁl.(ging nearer and nearer to the edge of the
cliff,
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The storm raged around them, and far
below - the giant breakers continued to hurl
themselves upon that broken, treacherous
shore. 2 7o

Although the struggle lasted but three
minutes, it secemed an age to the two juniors
concerned.

No word having been spoken, Harry Whar-
ton was convinced that he was at grips with
Dennis Carr.

As for Bolsover major, he hadn't the
remotest idea who had launched that sudden
attack upon him, and he didn’t particularly
care. All he knew was that he was engaged
in 2 fierce hand-to-hand encounter, and that
it he wished to overcome his unknown adver-
sary, he must exert himself to the utmost.

* Panting, struggling, their breath coming
and going in great gasps, the two juniors
moved nearer and yet nearer to the edge of
the cliffs. Each was so engrossed in his task
that the danger was unnoticed.

Presently, Bolsover -major
break away from his opponent.

Pausing for an instant only, %o take bhreath,
he .dashed his massive fist full into the chest
of his adversary.

Harry Wharton gave a gasp, and stepped
backwards. And with that step he was aver
the edge of the clift.

He made a frantic attempt to save himself,
but the tuft of grass that he clutched was
uprooted, and the next instant he was gone—
completely vanished from Bolsover major’s
startled gaze!

managed to

A shudder ran through Bolsover’s burly
frame.

Had his recent antagonist gone to his
death?

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
How Dennis Made Good.
OR perhaps a minute, Percy Bolsover
{ stood as if rooted to the spot.
In the last stage of that tense
struggle—just as the fateful blow had
been delivered—the bully of the Remove had
recognised his opponent.

“Good heavens!” Bolsover's voice
almost to a shriek, “It was Wharton!”

Bolsover’s brain was in a turmoil as he
stood there, torn and breathless and dis-
hevelled, peering into the darkness.

There had been a clatter of stones and
turf, but no further indications of Harry
Wharton’s fate. The boom of the sea, the
crash and thunder of the tempest—these
sounds dominated all others.

“Heaven help me!” panted Bolsover, with
his face uplifted to the lowering sky. “It
was an accident! I didn’t know-—"

His voice was lost in the deafening clamour
of the gale, which swept him almost to the
edge of the cliff.

Bolsover’s next impulse was to rush pell-
mell from the scene of the disaster—to get
away with all speed from that dangerous
spot; and, when Wharton’s body was subse-
quently recovered, to deny all knowledge of
the affair.

If he told the other fellows what had hap-
peued, they - would not believe him. They
would say that Rolsover had deliberately
compassed the calamity. k

“They’d never believe it was an accident!”
muttered Bolsover. “They know that I'm
at daggers drawn with Wharton, and they'd

rose

look on this as an act of revenge. Oh, it’s
awful—awful!”
Bolsover’s teeth were chattering. Ie was

a prey to terrible fears.

He was well acquainted with the cliff at
that part, and not for a moment did he doubt
that Wharton had gone to his death.

How could it be otherwise? The cliff-side
was almost sheer for a matter of ninety feet.

In spite of his desire to turn and flee, &

readful curiosity rooted him to the spot.

After a time, when the wind scemed to
have abated a little, he crawled on all fours
to the edge of the cliff, and looked over.

There was nothing to he seen—nothing save
the white foam of the breakers far below.

Bolsover crept back again. He was in an
agony of doubt and fear. Large'beads of
perspiration stood out on his forehead.

“I didn't strike the first blow! 1 didn't
mean him to be hurt! T didn’t know we were
so near to the edge of the cliff! And they’ll
never bhelieve me! They'll think—they'll
think—-"

Bolsover’s voice trailed off incoherently. He
rocked to and fro in his distress. ' For a time
he was almost delirious.

“The fellows were right!” he muttered at
length. “I ought not to have come. I've
been a fool+a mad fool! - I should have

stayed in the dorm.”

But it was too late for vain regrets. Heed-
less of the warnings of his sehoolfellows, he
had cet out on his nocturnal adventure—an
adventure which had been crowned with
disaster!

And then a faint hope—the merest germ of
hope—came to Bolsover.

There was just a chance that Harry Whar-
ton in his descent had found a footheld in-
the black wall of the cliff.

If that were the case,
obtained at once.

The impulse to run away was ne longer
present, 3

Whilst there was a “ehance, however
slight, of saving Wharton's life, it must be
taken,

Bolsover pulled himself together.

“There’s a boathouse down on the shore,
half a mile this side of Pegg Bay!” he mut-
tered. “I wonder——"

The next moment Bolgover was speeding
across_the cliff-top, in defiance of the danger
which attended his hurried flight.

He did not pauwse wuntil he reached the
narrow, rugged path which descended to the
shore.

Then, pausing only to regain his hreath,
he set off down the®path, and in less than
ten minutes he had reached the hoathouse
he sought. :

There was no light within. The place was
dark and still, and the door was locked.

Nothing daunted, Bolsover opened the little
window from without, and started to clamber
through. He hoped to find a coil of rope
with which he could go to Wharten's aid—
provided Wharton was not alrcady past aid.

Whilst Bolsover was squirming his way
through a sudden startled exclamation
sounded from within.

“Who's that?”

Bolsover gave a start as he recognised the
voice.

“Carr!” he exclaimed.

“80 you've tracked me down, Bolsover!®
said Dennis bitterly. “Thanks to this beastly
storm, I had to take shelter here, but 1 little
thought H

“Get a light, quick!”

Dennis Carr was not slow witted. He saw
at once that Bolsover major was greatly
agitated, and that he was concerned with
quite another matter than the capture of the
runaway,

There was an oillamp in the hoathouse.
Dennis promptly lighted “it.

Bolsover’s face was ghastly. Dennis canght
him by the arm.

help must be

“Bolsover, good heavens, what’s the
matter?”
“Wharton’s fallen over the cliff. There’s

just a chance that he was able to hold en
to something, in which case we can save him.
1 ;

Dennis Carr snatehed up a coil
“Come on!” he said briskly.
He unlocked the door, and the two juniors
emerged into the storm.
As they did so there was a sudden
“Hallo, hallo, hallo! Who's there?
It was the voice of Bob Cherry.
Five figures loomed up through the dark-
ness, and the next instant Vernon-Smith’s
hand fell upon Dennis Carr’s shoulder.
“Got him!” he exclaimed triumphantly.
"’G‘reat pip!” gasped Frank Nugent.
arr!” '

of rope.

ont.

“It's

“And Bolsover!” said Johnny Bull. “Bol-
sover’s found him!”

Dennis wrenched himself free from Vernon-
Smith’s grasp.

“Never mind me just now,” he said.
is wanted for Wharton.
edge of the clift!”

“What?”?

“You meah to say- s

There was a harsh langh from Vernon-
Smith,

“Don’t take any notice of him!” he said.
“This is a trick! Carr’s trying to escape,
and——"

“It’s a fact!” jerked out Bolsover.
ton fell from the top of the cliff.
him! It was less than a quarter of an heur
ago. Something must be done—"

“Something will be done!” s2id Dennis Carr
grimly. “This way!”

And the seven juniors fairly hounded up the
cliff-path,

No word was spoken during the ascent.

Dennis Carr. clutched the coil of rope, and
he made quicker progress than his com-
panions. Ilis athletic abilities had never been
so strongly in evidence as now.

When the others eventually caught up to
Carr, he was standing on the cliff-top,
perilously near to the edge.

“Where did it happen?” he rapped out, -

“Help
He’s fallen ‘over the

“Whar-
I—1 saw



the breakers.
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The light from the oil-lamp fsll full upon the white face of Bolsover.
good heavens, what's the matter ? ' he asked. ‘‘Wharton’s fallen over the cliff! '’ gasped Bolsover. (seepig:t.)

Dennis Carr caught him by the arm.

‘f Bolsover,

Bolsover major located the spot, whiist the
others stood by, white and breathless.

“You—you mean to say Harry fell over
herc&?" panted Bob Cherry at length
oL oXas b

“Then he'll be killed, as sure as fate!”

Bolsover shuddered.

“I—1 thought there might be a chance—
just a chance * he mumbled.

Bob Cherry dropped on his knees, peered
down into the abyss, and shouted at the top
of his lungs:

“«Harry! Harry! Can you hear me?”

There was no reply, save for the roar of

.

“Try again!” muttered Nugent. “It’s pos-
sible he didn’t hear you that time.”

Bob repeated his shout, and then strained
his ears to listen.

During a temporary lull in the wind a
faint response was audible from Below.

“Thank heaven!" said Bob  Cherry
fervently.
, _“He’s alive, at any rate!” said Johnny
Bull. “And now—"

Dennis Carr stepped forward. The juniors
saw that he had looped one end of the rope
round his body.

“I'm going down,” he said.
fellows to lower me!”

Vernon-Smith made a hasty examination of
the rope.

“Not strong enough,” was his verdict.

“It can’t be helped,” said Dennis Carr.
“TWe should have to go right into Pegg to get
snother, and by that time goodness knows
what might happen-to Wharton! He may be

“I want you

“at the end of his tether already, unable to

hold out much longer!”
“But—"
#I'm going down!” repeated Dennis firmly.

i

“But—but if the breaks!
Bolsover, with a shiver.

“1 must take the risk!”

The hearts of the juniors
Dennis Carr at that moment.

Was this the fellow with whom they were
at war—the fellow whom they had been
tracking down—whom they had hated as they
had hated no one else?

“Heaven help you, Carr!” muttered Frank
Nugent.

The juniors hesitated no longer.

They manned the rope, and started to lower
their plucky schoolfellow.

“When I give a tug it will be the signal
for you to haul up,” was Dennis Carr’s last
message.

And then, very slowly, he descended the
face of the cliff.

He groped with his feet as he went, and
oceasionally he managed to find a foothold.

Not till now did he realise how frail—how
terribly frail—was the rope which supported
Lim.

He expected at any moment to go crashing
down into the seething cauldron beneath.

But he kept his main object steadily hefore
him.

He was going to rescue Wharton.

He almost laughed aloud at Fate's irony.
He had hated Wharton. He had regarded
him as a prig, and several other things
besides. He had accused Wharton of
favouritism—of rank unfairness. Wharton
had never given him a fair chance. And yet
he was now on his way to save Harry
Wharton's life!

When he was nearly half-way down the cliff,
so far as he could judge, Dennis gave a shout:

“Wharton! Where are you?”

rope said

went out to

The suddenness of the reply quite startled
Dennis.

“Here I am!”

Harry Wharton was at his very elbow.

There was a narrow ledge on the face of the
cliff, and huddled on this ledge was the cap-
tain of the Remove.

Dennis worked his way along until he
gained a footing on the ledge; and the fellows
up above knew that he must have secured
a foothold somewhere.

Denis Carr bent over the fellow he had
come to save,

“Are you hurt, Wharton?”

“Nothing to speak of.”

“Thank goodness!”

Wharton peered up
rescuer. B

“Why, my hat, #'s Carr!”

Dennis gave a laugh.

“0Of course! Whom did you think it was?”

“1 thought that Bolsover-—— But then,
Bolsover would never had had nerve enough
for this!”

. “How did you come to fall over the cliff?”

at the face of his

_asked Dennis.

“It was an accident.”

“Youa were jolly lucky not to have becen
killed !”

SLknow.”

For a moment there was
Dennis Carr said: . ;

“There are half a dozen fellows
waiting to haul us up.

“Look here, Carr 2

“You're going first, I tell you!” -

Dennis unfastened the rope, and made a
fresh noose, which he passed over Harry
Wharton's.body. =

“Ready?” he asked.
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silence. Then

uyp above
You're going first.”
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“Look here,” protested Wharton.
about you?”

.“1 ean wait.”

“But it's. awfully treacherous
ledge!” i :

“Your life’s of more account than mine, I
reckon.” -

Having made Wharton secure, Denuis gave
the promised tug on the rope.

Slowly—very slowly—Harry Wharton was
hauled up the face of the eliff.

_ Dennis Carr remained where he was, watch-
mg in an agony of apprehension.

He was not concerned for himself. As he
had said, his own life was of little account
just then. He was an outcast—a runaway
from school—a creature sunken in dishononr.
What would it mattér if he were suddenly
precipitated from his perch, te fall either
upon the rocks or into the sca helow? His
going would be deplored by none.

Dennis well knew the fragility of that rope.
At any moment he expected Harry Wharton
to_come hurtling down.

But the juniors up above exercised the
atmost care and caution. :

They could see that the jagged edge of the
cliffi-top was eutting into the rope ; they knew
that Wharton’s life hung in the halance ; but,
with the possible exception of Bolsover majer,
they kept their heads.

And then, after what seemed an eternity,
Harry Wharton’s curly head appeared over
the edge of the cliff,

Willing hands were stretched out to him,
and he was assisted on to the wet grass and
safety.

“Oh, Harry!”

Bob Cherry sobbed cut the words in his
mfinite reiief.

As for Bolsover major, he hiad broken down
completely. He, the Lbully of the Remove,
stoed with his face in his hands, and through
his fingers the tears were trickling. He had
been afraid—horribly afraid—for the safety
of Harry Wharton. And now all his fears
were allayed—all the wild suspense of the
lagt half-hour was overpast. -

Harry Wharton serambled to his feet.

“Buck up!” he muttered. “There’s Carr!”

Yes, there was Carr.

In their intense relief at the safety of
their rescued chum the juniors had almost
forgotten his rescuer. = 2

Clinging to the cliff—stationed, as if were,
Jbetween the sky and the sea—was the gallant
junior who had rifked his life for another.
He was waiting—waiting for the Topgs to
come dangling down within his reach, so®hat
lie, in turn, might be hauled up to safety.

And still the wind raged and the sea
roared, And still the breakers burst with
angry violence upon the rocks below.

Then down came the rope!

It went far wide of the mark, and had
to be hauled up again.

A second time it missed its objective, and
Dennis was beginning to wonder whether he
could hold out much longer. His head was
throbbing painfully, strange lights danced
before his eyes. He felt puny and helpless
on that slippery ledge. He was between
life and death, and he wished that one or
the other would claim him soon. Anything
—anything was better than this harrowing
suspense.,

For the third time the rope came flutter-
ing down.

Deunis groped for it, missed. groped again,
and this time he was successful in grasping
it

“What

on thig

It seemed a tedious business forming the
noose and inaking it secufe around him.
The junior’s fingers were numbed and iey,
and his semses were heginning to swim.

The task was accomplished at length, and
Dennis gave the signal which was now so
tamiliar to those up above.

Slowly he found himself being raised from
the ledge. Slowly, ever so slowly, he
mounted upwards.

The rope creaked under the strain. Why
didn’t these fishermen fellows keep stouter
coils? Dennis reflected. What was the use
of a skimpy rope like this? It was so thin
and worn in parts that it was little more
than miraculous how it could support the
weight of a human body.

Still, he was rising. He was getting near
to the top now.

In Dhis heart he had not expected to be
saved. But the gods were good.

He had squandered his life, he reflected.
He deserved to lose it. But it was being
spared him, and perhaps in the future he
would make better use of it.

These reflections were cut short by a
startled cry from above.
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For one giddy instant the rope swayed, andg
then it suddenly severed at the part where
the jagged edge of the ecliff had worn it
through. :

Dennis Carr felt himself falling—descend-
ing with terrible velocity into space.

He clutched. wildly as he went, but his
hand encountered nothing but the hard
surface of the cliff.

And then the earth seemed suddenly to
rise and strike him in the face; and all was
darkness and oblivion.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
In the Valley of the Shadow.
HE storm subsided as if by magie.
The wind dropped, and the waves
became so subdued that it was im-
possible to think of them as some-
thing which caused danger and devastation.

High on the cliff-top the seven juniors
stood stunned.

In spite of their efforts, the frail rope had
ingpped, and Dennis Carr had gone to his
ate.

It was Bob Cherry who broke the long
silence.

“Poor old Carr!” he said, with a ecatch in

his voice.  “Hé—he’ll be killed!”
“I'm afraid so,” said ¥arry Wharton
gravely, “It isn’t likely he’ll have the luek

that I had.”

“What’s to be done now?” exclaimed Bol-
sover major. There was despair in his tone.

“Now that the sea’s calmer,” said Vernon-
Smith, “we must get a boat from Pegg, and
row round- to the foot ef the clifls. There’s
just a chance that the worst hasn't hap-
pened.”

Harry Wharton nodded. AHM the same, he
e?tertaincd no hope of finding Dennis Carr
alive.

This night had becn one of the most adven-
turous within the recollections of the Grey-
friars juniors. And it now seemed as if
tragedy had mingled with the adventare.

But there was no time to be lost. 1t
Dennis Carr  were still alive—if he lay
badly injured at the foot of the cliti—he
must be conweyed to Greyfriars with all
speed.

The juniors set off at a run in the direc-
tion of Pegg.

It was nearly three o’clock in the morning,
and there were no fishermen to be seen.
However, there was a boat available, and
Harry Wharton & Co. were expert oarsmen.

“This is a rotten old tub!” growled Johnny
Bull, eyeing the boat with extreme disfavour.

“Can’t be helped,” said Wharton.

“8he wants baling oat.”

“We can’t stop for that now.”

“I will do the esteemed balefulness as we
go along,” murmured Hurree Singh.

The Famous Five sprang into the boat, and
Vernon-Smith and Bolsover pushed it off.

“There’s only room for one more,” said
Bob Cherry.

Bolsover major stepped back.

“You go, Smithy!” he muttered.

Bolsover felt that he could net face the
sight of Dennis Carr lying huddled on the
rocky shore. b

“Wait here till we get back,” said Vernon-
Smith. And then he jumped into the boat.

The stupor broken, the juniors
vigorously on their oars.

It was truly wonderful how swiftly the sea
had calmed down.

Only a short time since the billows had
seemed mountainous. No rowing-boat could
have lived in such a sea. And now. the wind
having abated, there was nothing but a
mild swell, on the bosom of which the boat
rose and dipped alternately.

The distance was over a mile, and it was |

covered in record time, the juniors taking
turns with the oars.

Bob. Cherry strained his eyes in the direc-
tion of the ridge of rocks at the foot of the
clitt.

In the uncertain light he at length de-
tected a dark figure, over which the waves
were gently lapping.

“There he is!” said Bob, in an unsteady
voice. “Pull this way!” ;

Harry Wharton and Frank Nugent hap-
pened to be rowing, and they pulled hard
in the direction indicated by their chum.

In a very short space of time the juniors
were clambering out on to the rocks.

Dennis Carr was discovered lying on his
face.

Gently his  schoolfellows turned him over. |

His face was deathly pale, and ‘the blood
trickled from & wound in the forehead. One
arm seemed to be broken.

pulled
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“Poor kid!” murmured Bob Cherry,
great distress. :

Harry Wharton opened Carr’s coat and
waistecoat and undid his shirt. Then ke put
his ear to the junior’s heart. It was beat-
ing faintly—ever so faintly.

“Lift himn into the boat,” muttered Whar-
ton.

The juniors found great conselation in the
fact that Dennis Carr was alive. They knew,
however, that he was very near to death’s
door.

“Something must have checked the foree of
his fall,” said Nugent.

Johnny Bull nodded.

“I honestly didn’t expect to find
alive,” he said.

Gently, ever so gently, Denmnis Carr was
lifted into the hoat.

Harry Wharton and Bob Cherry got in
first, and supported Dennis on their knees,
while Johnny Bull and Vernon-Smith toek
the oars. .

Had the storm been still in progress, it
would have been a sheer impossibility te row
back to Pegg. The tide would have bumped
the boat against the base of the eliffs.

But the storm had happily abated, and
Johnny Bull and Vernon-Smith pulled with
strong, stalwart strokes. Never hgxd they
rowed so-hard and untiringly beifore—mnot
even when taking part in a bhoatrace with
a rival scheel on the River Sark.

At length the beat was run aground on the
shifting sands of Pegg.

“Where’s Bolsover?”
Smith.

“Gone to
Cherry.

Bob was correet

Bolsover major, who had not been able to
endure the suspense of waiting for the returng
of the boat, had sped off to Friardale, and
summoned Dr. Short.

Even as the juniors landed there came to
their ears the purr of an automobile.

A few hundred yards away, at the end of
the main road, Harry Wharton_& Co. could
distinguish the gleam of headhghts.

The car, which could come no farther, was
waiting for them. :

Harrgy Wharton and Bob Cherry lifted the
unconscious Dennis, and bore him away
towards the vehicle. The others followed.

The doctor sat in the driver's seat, and
Bolsover major, pale and agitated, was
standing beside the car as the party eame

. =
lll“You—you’ve got Carr?” he faltered.

Harry Wharton nodded.

“Is—is he dead?” 3 g5

“Not by long chalks!” said Bob (fhcn'y._
But this was said solely with the objeet of
calming Bolsover. As he glanced at-the pale,
wan face of Dennis Carr, Bob knew that
the lamp of life was fluttering very low.

Dr. Short took in the situation at a glance,
and he realised its gravity. He did not stop
to ask a lot of needless questions

«Lift him in,” he said quietly.

And the car, laden with juniors, moved off
in the direction of Greyfriars. x

Wingate, and the members of his search-
party, had already returned when the car
arrived. They were explaining to Mr.
Quelch that their search had proved fatile.

“Bless my soul!” exclaimed the Rcmoye-
master, as the car came to a halt cutside
the school gates. “What can this mean?”

“Looks as if there might have been an
accident, sir,” said Wingate.

“Heaven forbid!”

Mr. Quelch hurried to the gates, and un-
locked them. They were swung open, and
the vehicle rolled through the Close.

“Wharton,” ssaid Mr. Quelch, as the cap-
tain of the Remove alighted, “what has hap-
pened?” X

“We've brought Carr back, sir!”

“Ah! You have discovered the where-
abouts of that reckless and misguided boy?”

“Carr’s one of the best, sir,” said Wharton
simply. “He saved my life!™

“Wharton !”

In a few terse sentences, Harry Wharton
described the scenes of that adventurous
night. He did not, of course, mention that
he had been aecidentally pushed over the top-
of the cliff by Bolsover major. Mr. Queleh
might not have regarded such an incident in
the light of an aeccident. But Wharton em-
phasised Dennis Carr’s heroism.

“Dear me!” murmured Mr. Quelch, in great
concern. “Carr must be removed to the
sanatorium at once.” :

This part of the programme was already
being carried out by Bob Cherry and Frank
Nugent. The 'doctor acéompanied themms’

in

him

exclaimed Vernon-

get help, perhaps,” said Bob
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“May we stay and hear the verdict, sir?”
asked Harry Wharton.
. “Certainly, my boy!” replied Mr. Quelch.
- “L will inform you in a few moments as to

Carr’s condition.”

And the Remove-master hurried in the
wake of Dr. Short.

When he returned to the Close, twenty

minutes later, his face was very grave.

“Is the kid badly hurt, sir?” inquired Win-
gate.

Mz Quelch nodded.

*“So badly, Wingate, that llttle hope can
be entertained of his recovery!”

“Qh!”

“Carr appears to have broken his arm,”
said Mr. Quelch. “That, in itself, is a trifle.
But the injury to his forehead is far more
serious. It will be impossible to get into
touch with the poor hoy's father until the
post-office opens at eight o'clock. By that
time, the doctor tells me, the crisis will be
past. And now, my boys, you had better
get to bed. This has been a terrible ex-
perience for you, I fear!”

“We shouldn't mind a scrap, sir,” said Bob
Cherry miserably, “if—if only Carr could be

spared!”

““We must hope for the best,” said Mr.
Quelch.

Seniors and juniors then retired for what

was left ot the night.

Several fellows were awake when Harry
Wharton & Co. entcred the Remove dor-
mitory.

All sorts of questions were fired at the
Famous Five, and at Bolsover and Vernon-
Smith.

“Did you find Carr?”

“Where on earth have you been?”

“Do you know that it’s nearly dawn?

The juniors recounted the experiences
through which they had passed, and a hush
fell upon the dormlmn when it was gener-
ally known that Dennis Carr lay at the door
of death.

Even those who had hated Dennis the most
felt sorry -that matters had come to this
tragic pass. And pride was mingled with
their sorrow. They were proud of Dennis
Carr for the heroic part he had played.

The chums of the Remove were dead-heat
—uttorfv exhausted by the strendous hap-
penings of the pf\at few hours; but sleep was
_denied them.

How could thev possibly compose them-
selves to slumber when Dennis Carr hovered
between life and death in the sanatorium?

They knew that the crisis was approaching
~that within an hour or two the issue would
be determined by Providence.

And each one of them prayed that Dennis
Carr might be spared—that he might ‘'win
through in that stern tussle against the
reaper- whose name is Death.

o1

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.

The End of the Drama.
ENNIS CARR had recovered conscious-
D ness. But it was only to pass into a
state of delirium.

Patiently watching by the bedside
of ‘the injured boy were Dr. Short and the
headmaster of Greyfriars.

Dr. Locke’s face was lined and haggard.

The medical man had held out but little
hope of Dennis Carr's recovery; and the kind-
hmrted Head was moved by a deep concern
for the fate of the boy who, but a short time
had been awaiting expulsion in the
pu'n iment-room.

Presently the delirium passed, and- Dennis
Carr’'s eyes wandered round the room, taking
stock of his surroundxng<

“My poor boy!” murmured the Head softly.

Dennis looked intently at Dr. Locke. He
seemed to be trying to collect his thoughts.

“I—I’ve something to say to you, sir,” he
whispered at length.

Dr Locke bent over the pillow.

. “Yes, my boy?”
o You—vou remember the affair of Whar-
ton's ten pounds, 2

er/

The Head started.

Why should Dennis Carr wish to resurrect
such an unpleasant. subject? Could he still
be delirious?

“For the theft of that money, Carr,” said
Dr. Locke quietly, “Linley was expelled from
the school.”

“Yes,” said Dennis.
my sake!”

“Tor your
stand—-"
¢ Dennis Carr looked the Head full in the
ace,

“It was I who stole the money, sir.”
f:“ngu' But—but Linley stood self-con-
essed-—" :

“He was expelled—for

sake, Carr? I do not under-
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“He made a false confession, sir, to save
me. He was my chum, and he stood by me
through the whole sorry business. [ told
him I couldn’t bear the thought of expulsion
—that 1 couldn't face my father afterwards.
So he volunteered to take the blame, and
he was sacked!”

“Then—then the theft was committed by
you, Carr?” said the Head.

“Yes, sir. There's no sense in w1thh01dmn‘
the facts any longer. I'm dying, and

“Hush, my bm' You must not talk like
that!”

“But it's true!” said Dennis. His eyes
threw out a challenge to Dr. Short, and the
doctor lowered his own, unable to meet the
junior’s gaze.

“I've been a cad and a waster, sir,” Dennis
went on; turning to the Head. “I suppose
I was no worse than the average fellow when
I came to Greyfriars. I meant to do well,
but somehow everything went wrong. Ths
fellows didn't approve of my methods. I
don’t blame them. They've got a code of
their own, and I acted outside that code.
My first mistake was to kick Bolsover major
during a ficht. I can see now that I was a
beastly hooligan, but the affair didn’t strike
me in that light then. I considered that all

was fair in war. Thé main object of a fight
is to pulverise your man—and I thought that
it didn't matter how you did so long as it
was done!”

The Head looked very distressed.

“You need not recount your acts of folly
to me, at a time like this, Carr,” he said
gently.

“But I'm dying,” repeated Dennis, with
conviction. “And I want you fo understand
everything before—hefore I go.’

“My dear boy, yvou are overwrought. You
do not realise——"

“I realise everything only too well, sir.
As [ say, 1 meant to do well_when I first
came to Greyfriars, but the affair with Bol-
sover set the fellows against me; and other
things followed. I began to think that it
wasn't worth while playing with a straight
bat; and when my mother died I made up
my mmd to go to the dogs. I got mixed up
with a set of cads outside ‘the school, and I
smoked and gambled, and goodness know
what. I got into money difficulties; I owed
some fellows ten pounds, and I was tempted
to steal. I ought to have trampled down the
temptation. I ought to have faced the music.
Instead of that I urged Mark Linley to
face it for me, and he did. Linley was a
brick. I wasn't worth such a sacrifice. I
hope you'll let him come back to Greyfriars,
sir.

“Most assurediy I shall,” said the Head.
“He shall be wired for as soon as possible.”

Dennis Carr's head sank back upon the
pillows. An expression of relief passed over
his face. If he were indeed dying—and he
believed such was the case—he had at least
vindicated Mark Linley’s honour before it was
too late. Mark would come back to Grey-
friars now, to win Iresh honours in class and
planng field.

“Good luck to hxm!" thought Dennis. “If
ever a fellow deserved to get on it's Mark
Linley.”

A strange feeling of weakness came over
him. He felt that his life was ebbing away.

Well, let the worst come. It was part of
the scheme of things, he supposed. He had
misused his life ; he had perverted the talents
entrusted to him by Providence. And that
same Providence Whom he had thought so
little about was not disposed to give him
another chance.

Buf he would keep a stiff upper lip. He
had never been wanting in physical courage,
at any rate, and he would show these people
—this kindly old Head and this sympathetic
doctor—that he could bhe game to the last—
that he knew how to die!

And yet—

1t was a little hard, he reflected. It was
rough luck. He was not vet in his fifteenth
yvear; he had been snatched untimely from a
world which, although honeycombed with
trouble, still had possibilities.

1f only Providence would be kind, and give
him another chance, he would make good. He
felt sure of it. He had learnt his lesson.
He could see hig past follies as clearly as
through a mirror. If only he could start
afresh, he would know the things to grasp
and the things to shun. The old Dennis Carr
would perish; the new Dennis Carr would
spring into bemﬂ

Was it worth while making a fight fo
life?

Dennis wrestled with this probiem, and the
Head’s next words solved it for him.

“You -have been reckless and perverse,
Carr. You have done many things which
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you ought not to have done. But the pluck—
the almost incredible pluck—which you dis-
played in savipg the life of your schoolfellow
has amply atoned for all your previous lapses
and failings. Do not reproach yourself, my
poor boy! We are all of us prone to
temptation. Not one of us is fit to cast a
stone. When you have pulled through this
critical period—and 1 feel sure you will do
so—you will be able to reconstruct your life.
Look not at the past, but at the future!”

Those words—spoken with sincerity by the
grey-haired scholar at his bedside—mot only
served as.a stimulant to the stricken junior,
but they solved his problem.

He would make a fight for life!

There was no rising-bell that morning. All
Greyfriars knew that the life of Dennis Carr
hung by a thread. Some, indeed, feared that
the worst had happened, and ‘that Dennis
might no longer be in the land of the living.

Dennfs Carr had certainly fallen asleep, but
it was not the sleep that knows.no waking.

At length the junior opened his eyes.

Dr. Locke threw a questioning glance at his

-companion.

The medical man smiled.
“He will live,” he said.

. . - . . . .

Harry Wharton & Co. learned the verdict
after breakfast.

Subsequent bulletins, issued during the

morning: stated that Deunis Carr was not
only out of danger, but was progressing
fayourably.

The Removites had quite recovered their
normal spirits by the aftcrnoon.

And with the arrival of tea-time came
Mark Linley, tired after a long journey from
Lancashire, but glowing with delight at the
reunion with his chums.

“Blessed if I can understand it at all,” said
Mark, as he shook hands with the Famous
Five in the Close. “I1 got a wire from the
Head saying that my innocence was estab-
lished, and that I was to return to Greyfridrs
at once. What has happened?”

“Come along to Study No. 1 and we'll tell
you the whole story,” said Bob Cherry.
“But we refuse to give you a single word of
information until you've had a square meal!”

Mark Linley smiled, and he accompanied
Harry Wharton & Co. to Study No. 1, where
a feast fit for a king had been provided.

On the conclusion of the meal, Mark Linley
listened  breathlessly while his chums re-
counted the thrilling events of the past
twenty-four hours.

“I always said Denunis Carr had _the right
stuff in him,” said Mark Linley, when the
narration was finished. “He'll be able te
start life under fresh conditions now, and we
must make up our minds to he decent to him,
and to give him every chance.”

“Yes, rather!”

“But—but he may not stay here any
longer,” said Frank Nngent. “He's con-
fessed, of course, to stealing that money of
yours, Harry, and it’s quite on the cards that
he'll be expelled.”

“I hardly think the Iead will go so far
as that after what's happened,” said
Wharton.

And he was right.

Dr. Locke had decided to allow Dennis Carr
to resume his place in the Remove, but some
time was likely to elapse before this could
come about.

Although on the road to recovery., Dennis
was still very weak; and as soon as he could
be moved he was conveyed to his home in
London, there to enter upon a long period of
convaleseence.

Before he went, however, the Famous Fiva,
Mark Linley, and a few others, had permis-
sion to see him in the sanny.

Dennis was inclined to be remorseful at
first; but, under the genial influence of Bob
Cherry he quickly brightened up.

“We've been beasts to you, Carr,” said
Bob. *“And as soon as you get strong enough,
we want you to kick us—hard!”

Dennis tried to speak, but” his voice fajled
him.

These were the fellows he had hated—whose
motives he had misunderstood.

How decent they all were!

He would repay them for this later on. He
would show them that he could play a
straight game with the same thoroughness
with which he had played a crooked one. In
a word, he would “make good.”

And, with this resolve, Dennis Carr bade
au revoir to Greyflnrsvau revoir, but not
good-hye!

THE END.

(Another grand long complete story of Harry
Wharton & Co. next weel, eptitled  Wanted
—A Leader!'s- Order your copy in advance.)
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Jimmy Silver Brings News.

““ HAT’S the trouble?”
\;i/ ‘“What’s the row?”
“What’s the chivvyabout?”

Lovell and Raby and New-
come, of the Fourth Form at Rookwood
—Classical s'de—asked those questions
together, as Jimmy Silver came into the
end study.

Jimmy Silver had a2 most portentous
expression upon his face.

If a Zeppelin had been hovering over
the ancient roofs of Rookwood Jimmy
Silver could hardly have looked more
portentous.

It was evident that he had news.

But he did not seem in a hurry to reply
to the questions showered on him by his
chums.,  Perhaps the news was too ter-
rible to be broken suddenly.

“ What the dickens is it?”
Lovell, laying down his pen.
Modern cads on the warpath?”’

Jimmy Silver shook his head.

“Been ragging the
bounders?”’

Another shake of the head.

“Herr Kinkel found out that you put
the jam in his socks?”

‘“Worse than that!”

“Then what the dickens is it?”
manded Lovell.

‘“Prepare for a shock!” said Jimmy
Silver tragically. *“Brace up! Square
vour shoulders, and take a deep breath!”

““Oh, don’t be a goat, you know!”

“Ag Shakespeare remarks somewhere,
if you have tears, nrepare to shed them
now !” said Jimmy Silver.

Lovell picked up a ruler,
hxs feet.

“You'll jolly well be shedding tears
soon if you don’t get it off your silly
chest!” he exclaimed. “Now, what’s
the row 7"

“Bure you can stand it?” asked Jimmy
Silver anxiously. “Yah! Oh, keep that
ruler away, you frabjous ass!?

“Out with 161" said Lovell, flourishing
the ruler, which had just come into
sharp contact with Jimmy Silver’s head.

THE PENNY POPULAR.—No. 39,
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Jimmy’s head:was hard, but the ruler
was harder, and Jimmy rubbed his head

and glared.

“You fathead:

“What’s the news?’ _roared Raby.
“Give him another, Lovell I””

Crack !

‘‘ Yaroooh!”

The next moment Jimmy Silver and
Lovell and the ruler were rolling on the
carpet of the end study together. Lovell
was under-dog, and Jimmy Silver sat on
hi? chest and possessed himsclf of the
ruler.

“Now, you fathead

“Lemme gerrup, .you duffer!” roared

Lovell, wriggling. “T’ll pulverise you!”
Crack!
“Ow! -Oh, crumbs!”

“You keep quict!” said Jimmy Silver,

brandishing the ruler in his turn. “ Don’t
keep on interrupting me when I'm telling
you the startling news!” ;

‘“You—you Groo!” gasped Lovell.
“Keep that ruler away, you chumps!
Rescue, you two silly cuckoos! Why
don’t you draggimoft?”’

Raby and Newcome advanced to the
attack, but the ruler drove them back.
It was a big round ebony ruler, and it
was dangerous at close quarters.

“Now, be good!” said Jimmy Silver,
settling hlmself a little more eomfortably
on Lovell’s chest. “I'm going to tell
you the news—the startling news! Are

you prepared for a shock?”

“Groo! T'll shock you!” mumbled
Lovell. “You wait till I gerrup!”

“T’ve just heard it from Bootles,” said
Jimmy Silver, unheeding. “The Modern
cads know it already. T saw them cack-
ling, and wondered what was up—Tommy
Dodd and the rest. They’re enjoying it,
of course.’

“Enjoying what, you
head?” roared Newcome.
you explain?”

“Ain’t I c\plammg as fast as you’ll Iet
me?” exclaimed Jimmy Silver. “You
keep on interrupting me; and Lovell
keeps on “ngglmg—-—” -

“Ill spiflicate you!”

frabjous fat-
“Why don’t

came in mum-

SILVER & Co,
the Chums of
Rookwood.

&

By OWEN
CONQUEST.
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bling tones from Lovell. “T'll take you
mto a corner and suffocate you! I'll—
“How’s a chap to explain when Lovell
keeps on like that?”
l‘]‘Illwslauglxtel you’ T'll scalp you!
"Yes, shut up, Lovell and let’s hear
the news !’ said Rab;
“ Draggimofif 1" yeIIed Lovell,

“How can we drag him off when he’s
got your ruler? Do be reasonable! But
if he don’t explain at once we 1T swamp
him with ink!” said Raby, taking up the
inkstand.

Lovell gave a roar. .

“Keep that ink away, you fathead!
You’ll swamp me, too!”

“Well, that can’t be helped.”

“You——you %

‘“Hold on!” exclaimed Jimmy Silver.
“I’]I explain fast enough if Lovell will
leave off interrupfing! We're fairly up
against it this time!”

“What's the . matter?”
Rabv

“¥You know we've ragged the Bagshot,
fellows till they don’t knovs w here to hide
their diminished heads

“Wel}2” :

“ And they’ve ragged us till—"

‘“Oh, get on!”

“And you know they’ve got influenza
at Bagshot School—-"

“I know.* Pankley told us so. What
does it matter to us?”’ demanded Raby.
“You don’t want us to go and nurse ‘em,
T suppose?”

“They're sending away all the chaps
who’re not down with it, so that they
won’t catch it,”’ said Jimmy Siltver.

“Well, suppose they are,” said Raby,
evaspelatnd and clutchmg the inkstand
again. “Do you mean to say that that’s
your blessed news?”?

“That’s 1t.”

“You frabjous ass! 1 yelled Lovell.
“What does it matter tuppence to us if
they’re sending away al? blessed Bag-
shot? I don’t care a brass farthing if
they’re sending them to Jericho or to
Chicago!  You silly chump!”

€ But._—_i}

“So that’s the news, is it?*” said Rabye

demanded




“ Behold, he is black but comely!

i\‘Vharrer you at?
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# You come along with a face like a kite,
and that's all the news, is it? Then you
.get the ink!”

“Hold on! I haven't—"

“Hold on!” yelled Lovell.

But the exasperated Raby did not hold
on His hand sweépt forward with the

inkpot, and the ink came out in a showet.

Jimmy Silver made a bound just in time
and escaped. But Lovell was not i a
position ‘to make a bound. He sat up

Jjust in time to catch the ink with his
* head.

“Yurrrrerrerp 7
“Oh, crumbsi” : ;
“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled Jimmy Silver.
Ha,

came from Lovell.

ha, ha!”
Lovell scrambled up wildly. ’
“FWhere is he?”  Lovell gouged ink

- from his eyelashes, “Lemme gerrat him!
Groo!

Lemme gerrold of him!”
“There he is!” said Raby.

This is me!”
“T know it's you,” said Lovell, grasp-

“Hallo!

"ing Raby and imparting ink to him from

/

.when

‘his flowing countenance, and pommelling
~ him U
‘smothered me with ink, you frabjous

at the same time. “You've

burbler! Take that, and that!”
“Why, you fathead, take that!”
Jimmy Silver stepped out into the

.passage.

“T'11 come back and tell you the news
vou're calmer!” he remarked.
*Good-bye!”

“Collar him!” yelled Lovell.

Jimmy Silver slammed. the door and
retreated. His chuckle died away down
the passage, and he was gone by the
time Raby and Lovell and Newcome
rushed out in pursuit.  And the great
news was still untold.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
A Bolt from the Blus.

OMMY DODD & CO., of the

I Modern side of - Rookwood,
seemed to be enjoying them-
selves.

Tommy Dodd and Tommy Cook and
Tommy Doyle were wearing beatific
smiles. The three Tommies were evi-
dently in possession of the great news,
and they seemed to find great enjoyment
in it,

The Classical TFourth, on the other
hand, did not look as if they were enjoy-
ing it. Quite the reverse.

Smythe & Co. of the Sheil, though also
Classicals, were smirking with satisfac-
tion. They found the situation as amus-
ing as the Modern fellows did. The
trouble, whatever it was, had evidently
fallen only on the ‘shoulders of the
Classical Fourth.

Lovell and Raby and Newcome came
downstairs, with wrathful looks.  They
had not heard, the news yet, owing to
Jimmy Silver’s peculiar methods of im-
parting information.

Lovell and Raby had been for some
time very busy in washing off ink. Now
they were looking for their study leader.

- ‘They wanted to see Jimmy Silver, and

they wanted to see him badly.
Tommy Dodd & Co. set up a.cackle as

" the Classical juniots came out into the

quadrangle.
“Heard the news?” chuckled Tommy

"Dodd.

“Blow the news!” growled Lovell.
“Hang the news! Where’s Jimmg
Silver? Have you seen a silly idiot, with
a face like a kite, knocking about?”

“QOnly yourself, old chap!”

¢“Ha, ha, ha!”

4#They haven’t heard the news!”
chortled Cook. “They haven’t heard
it! They don’t know that Bagshot——"

“Blow Bagshot!” said Lovell, with a
grunt. “ What the thunder does it matter

tous? I don't care if they've all got flu
from the Head down to the boot-boy !

3 Bllt ” >

“ And T don't care if the silly asses who
haven’t got it are being sent away from
the silly asses who have got it I”" growled
Lovell. “They can send them to Tim-
buctoo for all T care!”

“Yes, that wouldn't matter!” grinned
Tomy Dodd. “But they're not sending
them to Timbuctoo, you see. They're
sending them here!” * :

“Here !” exclaimed Lovell and Raby
and Newcome together.

“Sure they are!” chuckled Doyle. “A
dozen of them—a dozen of the Fourth
Form at Bagshot. Their headmaster has
asked Dr., Chisholm to take ‘em in, and
he’s taking ‘em in!”

“Oh, my hat!” said Lovell.

“ And as Bagshot is a classical school—
a mouldy old grammar-school—a place
where you grub up Latin roots, they are
coming to the Classical side here!”
howled Tommy Dodd.

“QOh M

“ And as they're in the Fourth, they’re
going to be planted on you.”

“ et

“Ha, ha! No room for them on the
Madern side!” grinned Tommy Dodd.
“They don't want to learn German and
book-keeping and stinks. No jolly fear!
They're going to be on the Classical side
while they're here—they're going to
whack out your lessons with Bootles 2

“And dine with you in Hall,” said
Tommy Cook.

“And share
howled Doyle.

Lovell jumped.

“Share our studies!™ he roaved.

“Ha, ha! Yes You'll get Pankley
in the study, perhaps.” ’

“Share our studies with the Bagshot,
bounders !’ roared Lovell. ‘ Have those
worms shoved into our studies! Why,
we’'d rather have you Modern cads there
—almost !”

“We won't stand it!” hooted Raby.

“A couple of ’em to every study, by
gad!” said Smythe of the Shell. “You’'ll
be rather crowded for room—what! And
vou get on so nicely with the Bagshot

ver studies intoirely!”

fellows—like Kilkenny. ecats, by gad!
Ha, ha, hal?
“What a vrotten plant!” growled

Lovell, in dismay. ‘“We won’t stand it !

If Panklev of Bagshot comes into the end

study, he’ll go out on his neck! We're

not going to house a lot of vagrants.

Here, you chaps, let’s go and see Bootles.

Let’s go and tell him 1t can’t be done!”
¢ Ahem !” said Raby.

“Hum!” remarked Newcome.

“Will you come and back me up or
not? bawled Lovell. “I'm not going to
stand it for one. Come on, I tell you!”

Lovell was a somewhat hot-headed
youth. He started back into the School-
House at once, and Raby and Newcome
followed him somewhat hesitatingly.
They left the Modern juniors howling
with laughter. That bolt from the blue,
that awful misfortune which had fallen
upon . the Classical Fourth, evoked no
sympathy from their old rivals. Tommy
Dodd & Co. were quite heartless.

“Hallo, here’s Silver!” exclaimed
Lovell, as he spotted Jimmy in the
passage.  “Bilver, you silly ass——"

“Pax!” said Jimmy.

Lovell snorted.

“T'm not going to scrag you now, you
jabberwock ! Something more important
to do now than to scrag a howling jack-
ass! Have you heard that the Bagshot
bounders are going to be planted on us
—shoved into our studies, by Jove—"

¢ That’s what I came to tell you when
you interrupted me."”

“Well, I'm going to tell Bootles it
won't do. Come on!”

“JI—I say, hold on!”

Friday.

“Rats !” :

Lovell marched on furiously to  his
Form-master’s study, and Jimmy Silver
followed, with ' Raby and Newcome.
Tovell knocked at the door, and marched
in. The other three discregtly remained
in the doorway. 5

Mr. Bootles, the master of the Fourth
Torm at Rookwood, looked up with his
usual benevolent smile as the Iistical
Four appeared. .

“Ha!” said Mr. Bootles. “I am glad
to see you, my boys! ' In fact, I was
going to send for you. What—what!”:

“T say, sir, we've heard——"" -began
Lovell. : e

“Yes, I have no doubt that you have
heard. Owing to the lamentable out-
break of illness at Bagshot School,” the
boys who are not down with influenza are
bemg sent away—a very necessary pre-
caution, very necessary. They are—ah—

-being sent to various places—ah—and Dr.

Chisholm has kindly consented to. take
in a dozen members—ah—of the Fourth
Form. You are—ah—acquainted with
the juniors of Bagshot, I believe—="

“We are!” murmured Jimmy Silver,
adding in a lower tone: “We is!”

“They will share your work in the
Form-room while they remain here,”
purred Mr. Bootles. “Their studies are
—ah—of a classical nature. I trust you
will get on exceedingly well with them
—ah—exceedingly well,  They will be -
distributed among the iunior studies—
ah—and that is why T wished to see you,
my boys. I—ah—wished to request you
fo be very careful—ah—to give the Bag-
shot youths a very warm welcome—ah—
and show them true Rookwood hospi-
tality.” ;

“Oh!”

“T am sure that you will carry out my
wishes in this respect,” said Mr. Bootles
benevolently, “If there are any disputes,
I shall be under the painful necessity—
ah—of administering severe punishment
—ah—and T am cure yvou will not cause
that painful necessity to arise—what—
what! Pray be extremely courteous to
Pankley and the rest. and in this you will
—ah—oblige me. That is all, my boys.
You may go.” .

Mr. Bootles made a gesture of dis-
missal.

Lovell opened his mouth, and closed it
again. He followed his chums from the
study without a word.  When the deor
was closed the Fistical Four looked at
one another with glum, grim looks.

“You—ahem—you didn't. mention to
Bootles that it wouldn't do, Lovell,”” mur-
mured Jimmy Silver.

“You forgot to mention that we
wouldn’t stand it, Lovell,” remarked
Raby.

Lovell gave a snort.

“What’s the good of talking rot? It’s
settled. They haven’t asked us. Don’t
talk out of the back of your neck. We've
got to stand it.”

“Bootles has asked us to give them a
warm welcome ! spid Jimmy Silyer.
“ And we're going to give them a warm
welcome—so warm that they will find it
quite hot!”

Lovell and Raby and Newcome stared
for a moment, and then their faces re-
laxed, and they grinned. And as the
Bagshot juniors were to arrive that after-
noon the Fistical Four lost no time in
preparing a warm welcome.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
The Intruders.
I.L. the Classical Fourth at' Rook-
A wood agreed that it was too
thick.

There had always been a keen
rivalry between Rookwood and Bagshot
Schools, especially among the juniors.

The two schools were quite close to ons
THE PENNY POPULAR.—No. 39.
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another, and the fellows often met—
.geldom without- an exchange of compli-
ments, If there was one matter the
Moderns and Classicals could unite upon,
it was i “going for ” ‘the Bagshot
bounders. Not that Pankley & Co. of
the Fourth Form at Bagshot were not
decent _fellows enough. * They were all
right in their way. But the hatchet was
never buried—it was, as Jimmy Silver
put it, war to tue knife and fork.
\L.leme\ the Bagshot bounders had
a way of assuming superior '\us—chleﬁy
because they - venerally “whopped ”
Rookwood on Ule playing-fields.  That
‘was due to the fact that the Rookwood
Junior club had be(m in the hands of the
slaclxmsﬁbmxthp & Co. Since there had
been a change, Tommy Dodd now being
junior captain. But that was quite

vecent, and the Bagshot bounders had not
had tl'nc to get used to it, and their
superier airs continued undiminished.

In :

spite of Mr. Bootles’ expressed
on the snblect. it was certhin that

sre would be trouble in the Fourth-
‘Form passage.

There was 110 room for the Hew-Comers,
‘for one thing. Space was limited already.

The Classical Fourth went three or four
to a study. Where were they to find
room for a dozen new bounders in their
guarters ?

If the Bagshot fellows could have been
relied upon to be very quiet and meek,
and to play second fiddle in a proper and
becoming manner, it would have been
dxffemnt But if there was one thing that
Pankley & Co. were certain not to do it
was playing the second fiddle.

It was much more probable that
Pankley & Co. would seek to take tie
upper hand—indeed, it was probable that
they would expect to take the upper
hand, as a matter of course.

And that bare thought was enough to
excite the Fistical Four, and the rest of
the Classical Fourth.

So they waited for the arrival of the
Bagshot Bounders, as they always called
the Bagshot fellows, in a grim humour.

They arrived about tea-time, In a
brake. Old Mack, the porter, and
Sergeant Kettle, wene very busy for some
time carrying boxes and bags. Evidently | ©°
the new-comers were to stay for some
time. Cecil Pankley, the captain of the
Fourth-Form at Bagshot, strolled to the
house after the poxtor with his hands in
his pockets, his cap on the back of his
curly head, and a smile on his face.

ITe nodded serenely to the TFistical
Four.

“How de do?” said Pankley affably.
‘“Here we are again! Who'd have
thought that we should ever be buried
here, what!”

“You may be in need of being buried
somewhere,~if we have any of your rot,”
said Lovell.

Pankley smiled.

“That’s your way of welcoming a little
stranger ?” he asked. “1 &1y, Poole,
what do you think of Rookwood
manners ?”

Poole of Bagshot shook his head.

“What do you expect, Panky?” he
said digparagingly.

Lovell breathed hard through his nose.
He did not mean to exhibit manners that
were open to criticism, really. But it
was rather too much of a strain to conceal
his real feelings on the subject.

“Peace, my infants,” said Pankley.

“You're going to find us quite nice.
We're going to show our keen appre-
ciation of the Learty hospitality you're
extending to us.”

The Bagshotters grinned, and *the
Fistical Four looked a little sheepish. It
dawned on them rather late that it was
up to them to show some hospitality.

“ Ahem !” said Jimmy Silver.

“ Exactly,” agreed Pankley. ‘‘ Ahem!
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We're geing to get on first-rate.  And I'll
tell _you what—in consideration of your
hearty welcome, and all that, we're going
to teach you how to play football.

“ Wha-a-at !”

“T mean it,” said Pankxey generously.
“wWe'll begm to-morrow,

“Why, you—"

“You come down to the gmund as
carly as you like, and we’ll put you right
through 1t,’ said Pankley. “Won’t we,

you chaps?”

“Certainly,” said Poole. ‘“Pleased.”

“You—you—youn' silly jays!” said
Loyell explosively. “So that’s how you're
gomg to begin, 1s it?”

“Yes,” said Pankley, mxsuuuustmnd—
i We're going to beo in by teaching
you to play football. There’s no reason
why anybody shouldn’t learn, if He sticks
to it, you know, with a good instructor.
After a time, we'll take you on in a
game—our cleven against a ‘Rookwood
Twenty-two.”

“That’s done it!” said Lovell.
‘em !

“Hold on—— Bootles!”

“ Blow Bootles!”

Pankley dodged as the wrathiul Lovell
rushed upon him. But there was no
escaping Lovell.  The mere suggestion
that a Bagshot eleven should play a
Rookwood Twenty-two was too infuriat-
ing. Lovell and Pankley staggered on
the School House steps, locked in a
loving embrace.

It was at that precise moment that Mr,
Bootles chose for coming out to speak
2 word of welcome to these cheery new
additions to his Form.

¢

‘“Bump

“Ha! You are here—ah!—I—why—
what—what! Oh, dear!”
Mzr. Bootles got no farther. Lovell and

Pankley blmdly bumped into him, and
the master of the Fourth sat down on the

Fstoos,

“B-b-bless my

Boot'es
*Oh, my hat”?

“ Great pip !

Mr. Bootles staggered to his feet.

“Lovellt” he thundered. “You were
fighting with Pankley! After my most
pmtmﬁqr request to you, I find you

o Oh, dear!”?

“Pankley, I am sorry you should have
met with such an ill-mannered reception
at  Rookwood,” said - Mr. Bootles,
oa\plnrr

““Qh. don’t meénch, sir!”

“ As for you, Lov "H you will go to my
study. Wait fox me {here.”

“I—1 say, sir,” said Pankley,
really my Fault——"

“That will do, Pankley. Wait for me
in my study, Lovell. Come in, boys, and
I will show you to your quarters nere.”

The Bagshot boys trooped in, and Mr
Bootles led them away to the Fourth
Form quarters. He showed them the
Form-room and the dormitory, which
was provided with a dozen additional
beds, and the study passage. He appor-
tioned them to the studies—Pankley and
Poole, at their own paltxculm request,
being put into Jimmy Silver’s study, be-
cause, as they explained to Mr. Bootles,
they knew Jimmy Silver well,

Then My¥. Bootles returned to his study,
whele Lovell was dolorously waiting for
him. Silver and Rhby and Newcome
were waiting in the passage. There was
the swish of a cane in the study, and
Lovell came out, looking very red and
very furious. "

‘““Nice beginning!” remarked Jimmy
Silver.

Lovell nasped

ll\T
shot bounders.
and a pow-wow.’

And the Fistical Four proceeded to the
end study.,

soul!” gasped Mr.

“it was

ag those Bag-
Let’s go up and have tea

"'i

Frida.y.—

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
A Happy Fea- Party.

“% HY—what :
‘}‘/ . ““What are you beunders
doing here?”

Fhe Fistical Four stared at
the twe juniers they found in the end
study. Pankley was reclining in the
armchair. Poole was seated on a corner
of the table, with his feet on a chair.
The two heroes of Bagshot had made
themselves quite at home already in the
quarters of the Fistical Four.

“Come in!” said Pankley.

“Eh?”

“You're quite welcome!”

“W-w-w-welcome I stuttered Lovell.
“Welcome in our own study !”

“You don’t mean to say that Bootles
has planted you two here!” exclaimed
Jimmy Silver, in dismay.

Pankley nodded cheerfully.

“We specially asked Bootles for this
study,” he said. “You fellows were

sage. Two windows, by gum! And a
fireplace! We told Bootlea we knew you
chaps, so he let us come in here.”

““Oh, you spoofing rotter!”

“\Vell, we must be somewhere.” urged
Pankley. ‘‘Be reasonable! ’Tain’t our
fault our blessed school is down with the
flu. Tl tell you what—we're willing to
bury the hatchet while we're here, and
live in peace like little lambs in a fold.”

“Hear, hear!” said Poole solemuly.

Jxmmy Silver made an effort. e felt
that so far the Classical Fourth had not
upheld the reputation of Rookwood for

hospitality.

“Well, we—we'll try it,” he said.
“Of course, we mean to be hospitable.
We—we—we'll make you welcome.”

Lovell snorted.

“It’s up to us, Lovell,” said Jimmy
Silver hmolmlly “Let’s do the decent
thing, if we bust a boiler. Gentlemen,

you are welcome to Rookwood.”

“ You fathead——" began Lovell.

“Yes, let's do the decent thing,” said
Raby and Lovell, following Jimmy
Silver's noble example. “Gentlemen,
you are welcome to Rookwood.”

“Now, that’s what I call really nice!”
said Pankley approvingly. “Your man-
ners are improving already.”

“Wha-a-at?”

“You see the benefis you've got
already through our coming here,” said
Pankley.

“Why, }‘ou thumpinw crackpot——"

bellowed Lovell »

Pankley \\agged an admonitory fore-
finger at him

“Shush! Now you're going back tc
vour rude Rookwood manners again,”
he said chidingly.

Lovell glared at his chums.

“Are we going to stand this?” he de-
manded, in sulphurous tones,

“We'll try,” said Jimmy Silver re-

signedly. “I've been thinking over it.
Bootles was right. It's up to us. We'll
try to stand ’em. Panlsle'y, would you
like to have tearwith us?”

Pankley reflected. Poole grinned.
The Fistical Four stared at Poole. They
did not see why an invitation to tea
should make Poole grin. It was move
than he had a right to expect, under the
circumstances.

“You're awiully good,”
at last.

“T should jeliy well think we are!”
nrowled Lovell,

said Pankley

“Well, we should like to accept your
kind '[Il\haflol),” said F«um With a
glance at Poole, “but ar-

ticular at Barr«}mt s

4¢ Fh 7))

#5a suppose you Wouldn t mind put-
ting on clean collars?

“What 7"’

“And washing your necks?”

lucky to bag it—it’s the best in the pas- -
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down !

* That idiot Silver sent the wrong chap through the gate !’’ howled Lovell.
Silver, you frabjous burbler !’’ came in a gurgle from the unhappy recipient of the whitewash.
(See page 14.)

¢ Ha, ha, ha !’* yelled the crowd.

‘* Where is he ?°’ ‘“ QGerrcog! I’'m

Lovell almost feil

“Why—I—we——"

“And then we’ll be delighted to have
tea with you,” said Pankley beamingly.

The Fistical Four stood quite silent
for-a moment. Under the influence of
what was duc to Rookwood hospitality.
they had offered to bury the hatchet,
and to make the invaders welcome. In-
stead of hurling them forth from the
study on their necks, they had asked

them to tea! And this was their
reward !

They did not speak. Words were
useless.

They made a rush at Pankley and
Poole.  Hospitality could look ~ after
itself. Just at that moment they had

only one thought, and that was to give
%_he Bagshot juniors the bumping of theiv
yes.

Pankley and Poole promptly dodged
round the study table, with the Fistical
Four after them.

Through the open doorway the two
Bagshot fellows went with a rush, and
down the passage they fled at top speed.

“Hold on!” said Jimmy Silver, as his
chums were rushing in pursuit. “We
shall run into Bootles! They've gone
anyway.””

The Fistical Four returned into the
study. They were glad to be rid of the
intruders, but they were considerably
puzzled by the flight of Pankley and
Poole. Those two young gentlemen were
generally great warriors,

- “Well, we can have tea in peace, I
suppose?” growled Lovell. “ What fright-
ful bounders! Cheeking us like that
when e were going to be nice to

e

s no good,” - said Jimmy Silver;
“we ghall have to keep them in their
I can see that. Bootles is -an

The Fistical Four proceeded to get
tea. They had ample supplies for tea
in the cupboard, and they could have
stood a quite handsome feed to the Bag-
shot visitors if Pankley and Poole had
been a little more amenable.  Jimmy
Silver tock the teapot, which was warm-
ing in the fender, and made the tea.
Lovell set out the ham and the cake, and
Raby cut the bread-and-butter, and New.
come trotted out the watercress and
opened the jam.

“Hallo! What’s the matter with that
tea?” asked Lovell, as Silver began to
pour it cut,

Jimmy Silver looked at it in surprise.
“Looks rather strong, doesn’t 17 he

said, ““I put in only the usual amoun
“Groo! It tastes poisonous!” said

Raby, sipping it and making a wry face.
“You can’t make tea, you ass!”

Jimmy uttered a wrathful exclamation.

““There must have been something in
the pot. There’s ink in it!”

“Ink1” yelled Lovell.

“ Marking-ink, by Jove!”

“Those—those rotters!”

“Oh, my hat!”

“That’'s why they wouldn't have tea
with us!” yelled Lovell. “They’d fixed
that teapot up ready for us!”

Jimmy Bilver, with feelings hardly ex-
pressible in words, set down the teapot.
When the cups were washed purplish
stains remained inside them. Nobody
was inclined to have tea from that pot
again. The Fistical Four had to content
themselves with milk-and-water,

.Newcome was the first to take a drink.
He did not take a deep drink. He had
swallowed about a mouthful and a half
of milk-and-water when he dropped the
cup with a crash and began spluttering
wildly.
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“Great Scott! What's the matter?”
exclaimed Jxmmv Silver. = “There’s no
ink in the milk!”

“Salt!” stuttered \'evmome ¢ Oh,
groo! Yoooooop!”

“Salt!” roared Lovell.

He sipped his milk-and-water, and

made a terrific face.

“Groo! Those beasts have put the
salt in the milk! Oh, crumbs!”

The Fistical Four. looked at one
another. Pankley & Co. had been about
an hour at Rookwood. And this was
how they were going already!

“Better drink the water,” said Jxmmy
Silver. “If vou silly asses say anything
more about hospztahty to those boundexs
T'll scrag you!

- (‘i‘Wh\, we didn’t, you fathead! You

i

“Oh, don’t jaw!
Jimmy Silver morosely.
to touch that ham!”

“What's the matter with the ham?”
demanded Love. “My aunt sent that
ham.’

5 \\ ell, you can scoff it if you 111\9—1f
you're fond of mustard and pepper.’

Pass the cake!” amd
“I'm not going

“M-m-mustard! P-p-pepper! Oh, my
hat!”
The ham was left untasted. The

Classical Four were glad they had dis-
cov ered in time the kind attention Pank-
ley had devoted to it. Ifortunately, there
was plenty of bread-and-butter, and there
was cake to finish with. It was Jimmy
Silver who was the first to start on the
cake. He was also the last.

He had helped himself to a large piece,
and he took a good mouthful. He was
hungry. The next instant he had leaped
to his feet so suddenly that his chair went
flying backwards, and the table rocked
from concussion with his knees. There
was a crash of crockery. Jimmy Silver
danced on the hearthrug, wild and weird
sounds proceeding from. h1m while tears
streamed down his cheeks.

“@Groooooh! Yurrrrgggg!”

“What the thunder—”

“Yowwww ! Groo'! Atchoo-choo-
ocooh !”

“Wha-at—"

“ Atchoo-choo-chooop I sneezed Jimmy
Silver., “Ow! Oh!" Pepper! Groo'!

It's soaked in pepper! D-d-d-don’t touch
it! Yoooon! Atchoo!  Atchoo-ooh I”
Jimmy Silver collapsed into the arm-
chair, gur-gurgling and groo-grooing as
if for a wager. His chums stared at
him. It was ten minutes at least hefore
Jimmy Silver recovered sufficiently to
stagger to his feet and pick up a cricket-
stump.
~ “Come on,” he said weakly,
on! Let's go and look for ’em !”
And the Fistical Four left the end
study to look for Pankley and Poole,
breathing fire and slaughter.

“come

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
No Luck!
IMMY SILVER & Co. looked for
J Pankley and Poole for a whole
hour.

They.-inquired for them up and
down the School House, they looked
up and down the quadrangle, they
searched the gvm and the school shop,
and they even wvisited the Modern
quarters.

But the two offenders had vanished.

As it was time to get on with even-
ing preparation, the Fistical Four gave
it up at last, and returned somewhat
tired and greatly enraged to the end
study.

“We'll smash ’em up after prep!” said
Jimmy Silver. “I want a bit of a rest,
anway—— Hallo! What’s the matter
with this door?”

He pulled angrily at the study door.
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But it did not open. It was locked on

the inside.

Jimmy Silver thumped on the upper’

panels with his fist.

“What silly ass is locked in here?”
he called out. “Open the door, you
duffers !”

“Hallo!” came a voice from within.
“What do you want?”

The Tistical Four jumped. For the
voice was the voice of Pankley of Bag-
shot. A chuckle followed, which they
recognised as belonging to "Poole. :

“Pankley e 5011ed Jimmy Silver,
“Pankley, you worm! You there?”

“Yes, thanks!”

“How long have you been in there, you
villain 7”

“ About an hour,” said Pankley cheer-
fully. “Just about an hour. We came
in a minute or-two aftel you went out.”

“Why, you—you

“We were waiting in the next study,”
explained Pankley throu«rh the ke\;hole
“As soon as you cleared we came m
We've got our prep to do, you know.”

The Tistical Four gave one another
sickly looks. All the time they had been
hunting up and down the school for
Pankley and Poole those two cheerful
young rascals had been in the end study
domrr theu preparation.

The chums of the Fourth felt almost
overcome.

“Open the door!” said Jimmy Silver,
in quite a subdued voice.

“We're doing our prep.

“We want to do ours !” how led Lovell.

Pankley and Poole chuckled.

“Do you generally do vour prep with
a cricket- etump Jimmy Silver?”

“We're going to give you a hiding!”
roared Jimmy Silver.

“Then you’ll have to give it through
the keyhole.”

Again the TFistical Four exchanged
glances. They had to get into the study
to do their prep, or there would be
trouble with Mr. Bootles in the morning.
And certainly they could not get in
through a locked door.

“It’s pax!” growled Jimmy Silver at
last. “Pax in the study.”

“Right-ho !”

Pankley opened the door, and greeted
the Classical chums with an amiable
sraile. .

Jimmy Silver & Co. came in without
a word. They had made it pax, and
pax was sacred. But never had they
felt so strongly tempted to break that
sacred compact

But they resisted the temptation, and
sat down fo their preparation.

Pankley and Poole had nearly finished.
There was not much room at the study
table for six, but that could not be
helped. Pankley and Poole were in high
good humour, and their smiles had an
irritating effect on the Fistical Four,

But they worked away grimly without
a word.

Their preparation finished, the two
Bagshot fellows lounged out of the study,
and the Classical quartette were left to
themselves.

“What do you think of ’em?” gasped
Lovell, when they were alone. “After—
aftel the ripping welcome we gave them,
too !’

“Of‘ferm;r them hospitality and all
that!” said Raby

“They've actuallv come here expecting
to be cocks of the walk,” said qumy
Silver, breathing hard. “XKindness 1is
wasted on ’em. We've been too kind.
Let the awful rotters wait 4ill lights
out!”

»

And the Classical Four were somewhat

comforted by the prospect of what
should havpen in the Fourth Form dor-
mitory after lights out.  In fact, they
were anxious for bedtime.
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Bulkeley of the Sixth shepherded the
Classical Fourth off to bed with the
dozen Bagshot juniors. Bulkeley was
looking somewhat serious. He knew all
about the continual alarms and excur-
sions between the Rookwood juniors and
the Bagshot bounders, and perhaps he
anticipated lively scenes in the dormitory
that evening.

“No rags here to-night, you kids!
said the captain of Rookw ood warnmgw
“T shall keep an ear open for you.

“Oh, Bulkeley!” murmured Jimmy
Silver. ;

From Jimmy Silver’s look it might
have been supposed that he had never
so much as heard of a rag. But the
captain of Rookwood knew him pretty
well, and ke shook a finger at him

“Just vou look out, that’s all"’
said.

And Bulkeley put the lights out and
left the dormitory. Then Jimmy Silver
sat up in bed. -

“We'll give old Bulkeley
to clear,” he remarked.

“ By gad, we don’t want any rags here,
you know!” said Townsend, the slacker

1

he

ten minutes

of the Fourth. “You heard what
Bulkeley said.

“ Bow-wow !”

“There’'ll be a row, Silver, you ass!”

mumbled Topham.

“There will—soon,” -agreed Jimmy
Silver.
“Qh, go to sleep like a good boy!”

advised Pankley. “Ts that what you
call being “hospitable, Silver?”

“T'll give you hospitality in
minutes ! said Jimmy Silver grimly.

The ten minutes had barely elapsed
when Jimmy Silver jumped out of bed
and lighted a candle-end. The light
flickered through the big dormitory on
the faces of the juniors, who were all
sitting up in bed.

Jimmy Silver caught up his pillow.

“Gentlemen of the Classic side,” said
Jimmy Silver, “we have been invaded
by a gang of no-class Bagshot bounders.
After the hearty hospitality and warm
welcome extended to them, they have
made themselves obnoxious and ObjE‘L-
tionable——"

“Hear, hear!”

“Bow-wow "
juniors.

“And there won’t be any peace ‘#ill
they've been put in their place. TFor
their own wood we're going to give them
a good swiping with pillows. If they
takc it quietly we'll let "em off lightly.”

Catch us taking it quietly!” grinned
Pankley. “Why, V\@ could wipe up this
whole dormitory, and not half try!”

“You cheeky Bagshot worm !”

“You silly Rookwood ass !

“Oh, it’s no good talking to you!” ex-
claimed Jimmy Silver. “Kindness 13
thrown away on you. Out you come !”

Jimmy Silver made a rush at Pankley’s
bed, whirling up his pillow. Pankley had
his hand lﬂe‘hmd him on his pillow, and
as Jimmy rushed forward Pankley’s
hand came forward suddenly, and his
pillow swept through the air. It caught
Jimmy Silver fau‘lv under the chin, and
bowled him over like a ninepin.

Bump !

Jimmy Silver jumped up furiously. At
the same moment the dormitory door
opened.

“ Caye " gasped Lovell.

“But ¢ Cave’ came too late. Bulke-
lev strode into the dormitory with a cane
iln his hand. Jimmy Silver blinked at

im.

“You're out of bed, Silver,” said the
prefect.

“Ye-e-e-es,”
“J—I'm out of bed, Bulkeley
just got out, you know.”

“Hold out your hand!” =

ten

came fxom the Bagshot

’ murmured Jimmy Silireri
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“T say. Bulkeley—"

< Swish! Swish!
- *“*Now turn in, and if there’s a whisper
from the. dormitory again to-night I'll
come right back,” said Bulkeley. *‘ Any
more row, and Il ask Mr. Bootles to
detain the whole Form for Saturday
afternoon.”

Bulkeley walked out, taking the eandle
with him.

There was no ragging in the Fourth
Form dormitory that night. °

Jimmy Slver was the last to go to
sleep. His palms were smarting and his
thoughts we:e most uncomnfortable. The
Bagshot bounders had not only invaded
Rookwood, their leaders had not only
planted themselves in the end study,
but the obnoxious new-comers had scored
over the Fistical Four on their native
heath: 0 to speak. Jimmy Silver went
to sleep at last, to dream of the morrow
and vengeance,

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Fun in the Form-Rocom.

ANKLEY & CO. came into the
Form-room along with the Fourth

on the morrow,

There was about Pankley & Co.
none of the modest shyness that might
have been expected of fellows who were
at Rookwood for the first time, and who
were ‘“‘planted ” upon a Form that
writhed under the infliction.

They came into the Form-room as if
it belonged to them. It would not have
been so bad if it had not been so impos-
sible to catch Pankley & Co. napping.
But the DBagshot bounders were ‘“all
there.”  Pankley himsclf was particu-
larly up to snuff, and all the Co. were
like Pankley in that respect.

Tomm® Dodd & Co. had chuckled over :

what they had heard of that tea in the
end study. They grinned over the sup-
pressed fury of the Classicals: But
Tommy Dodd kindly determined to show
the Classical duffers how to deal with the
intruders

When Mr. Bootles” back was turned
in first lesson Tommy Dodd shied an
inky pellet at Panklev, to catch him on
the ear. Tt was a nice fat pellet of
blotting-paper and ink, and if it had
caught Pankley on the ear he would have
been very inky.

But the exasperating Pankley seemed
to have eyes even in ‘the back of his
head. He put up his exercise-book and
used it as a racket, and the pellet was
knccked away, and landed in 'Tommy
Cook’s eye instead of Pankley’s ear.

Tommy Cook gave asyell of astonish-
ment.

“Oh! Gurrogh! . What silly idiot &

“Oh, my hat!” muwmured Tommy
Dodd, in dismay.

Mr. Bootles spun round.

“Cook—Cook, you dirty boy! How
dare you ink yolr face like that!” ex-
claimed My. Bootles angrily.

“Gerrooh!”  spluttered Cook, blink-
out of one"eye and gouging at the other.
“Ididn’t! Yow;ow-ow!”

“Ah, I understand! Someotie has
hurled a wniissile Ah!’ said Mr.
Bootles. **What boy has so far forgotten
the decorum of the class-room as to—ah
—huwrl a missile of an—ah—inky nature
at another boy?”

There was no reply, only a “Groooh !”
from Cook.

“I call upon the delinquent to speak

up !” said Mr. Bootles severely. “T will
not—ah—allow this horseplay in the
class-room! I shall—ah—detain the
class -

The Fourth Form gave Tommy Dodd
expressive looks. It wasg time for the
Modern junior to own up.

“Please, sir, it was me!” said Tommy
Dodd meekly.

tricks !

“Indeed! It was you, Dodd?”?
“Yeg, sir.” .
should not say it was me,

“I didn’t, sir,” said Tommy Dedd, in
astonishment. “I said it was me, sir!”

*“Dodd, you are stupid! What I am
tiying to make you understand is that
you should have said it was 1.” ;

“Very well, sir; -only I should have
thought it was cheeky to say that it was
you, sir. Besides, it wasn’t you, Mr.
Bootles.”

“Dear me! The boy seems impene-
trably stupid!”’ said Mr. Bootles, while
the juniors grinned. They fancied that
Tommy Dodd was not quite so stupid as
he made out, and that he was, as a matter
of fact, gently pulling the Form-master’s
leg. “Listen to me, Dodd! You should

 have used the nominative, and not the

accusative. You should say “It was I,
not ‘It was me.” ”

““Certainly, sir, if you say so!” said
Tommy Dodd submissively.

“Now repeat your sentence correctly,
Dodd !

“Yes gy,

“ What !

“1t was vou, siv.™

“I did not tell you to say ‘It was
you !’ ”’ shouted Mr. Bootles.

“I didn’t sir. I said it was you, as
you told me!” :

Mr. Bootles looked round at the grin-
ning class. Then he looked very fixedly
at Tommy Dodd. Then he picked up a
pointer,

“Ha Either you are very stupid,
Dodd, or you are—ah—exercising a mis-
directed sense of humour—ah—at your
Form-master’s expense!  What, what!
You will hold out your hand, Dodd!”

Whack!

Tommy Dodd was not humorous any
more.

After first lesson the Modern portion
of the Form departed, to take ‘“siinks,”
as the Rockwooders called the chemistry
lesson, on their own side, with Mz
Manders.  The Classicals remained for
the rest of morning lessons, and the Bag-
shot Bounders with them.

When Pankley stood up to construe,
Jimmy Silver leaned over from his desk
and slid an ancient and squashy jam-tart
oun to Pankley’s form, all ready for him
to sit down on when he had finished his
construe.

The Classicals who had seen Jimmy’s
surreptitious action waited with sup-
pressed merriment for Pankley to sit
down.

Whether Pankley received some signal
from another Bagshot bounder, or
whether he could see with the back of
hi¢ head, or whether he was suspicious—
whatever the reason, when he was told
to sit down he turned and picked up
the tart, just as if he had seen it placed
there. He slid it on the shelf under the
desk, and sat down calmly. Lovell was
next to him, and Lovell was called upon
to construe next, and he rose and wrestled
with the adventures of the pious Aneas
in his turn. When Lovell sat down,
Pankley’s hand whipped from under his
desk just in time.

Squash !

“QOw!” gasped Lovell, as he felt him-
self sinking into something soft and
sticky.

Jimmy Silver’s face was a study.

Lovell spun round and glared at the
remnants of the squashed tart on his
seat. Most of the tart was adhering to
Lovell’s trousers, and as he spun round
it came full into the view of Mr. Bootles.

“Bless my soul!” exclaimed Mr.
Bootles. “I will not-have these foolish
Lovel, how-dare you bring tarts
into the Form-room® and sit on them in
that foolish and disgusting way !”

- = i
It was you, sir,

“OTain’t my tart!” roared Levell,
“Do you think I like sitting on
tarts?. Grooht” : "

“Don’t raize your voice in speaking to
me, Lovell, or I shall—ah—punish you
severely! A most disgusting trick.!” said
My, Bootles. “Go away and clean your
—ah—nether = garments  immediately,
Lovell! Which ‘boy brought that tart
into the Form-room? 1 will detain-the
whole Form this afternoon!” *°

“Oh, crumbs!” “said JFimmy Silver.
“It was mine, sir!”? . ’

He looked daggers at the grinning
Pankley. Ay

“It was yours, Silver? You will take
a hundred lines, Silver! Silver; you are
—ah—a disgtsting boy!” -
. After that there were 1o mare little
jokes oun Pankley in the Form-room. The
almost unearthfy way Pankley had of
turning a joke against the joker caused
the Classical juniors to feel fed-up with
japing=Pankley,

When the class were dismissed, Pankley
& Co. walked out smiling, and the
Fistical Four wore grim looks. In the
passage Lovell shook his fist under
Jimmy Silver’s nose.

“You burbling ass!” howled Lovell
‘“What are you japing your own pals
for? Think it’s funny to make a chap
sit on a jam-tart—what!”.

“It was’t me, fathead! It was
Pankley !” said Jimmy Silver. “I put
it on his seat, and he put it on yours!”

“Oh, well, you were an ass not to stop
him ! growled Lovell ‘Tt seems to me
that we are getting done in the eye all
along the line by those Bagshot rotters!
We may as well throw up the sponge at
once at this rate!” ;

Jimmy Silver snorted.

“We’re. going to down ’em!” he
growled. ' “The fellows expect it of ,us.
Life won't be worth living if we don’t
put those cheeky rotters in their place!
We’re more than their weight, anyway,
if we set our wits to work: Lets
have a pow-wow !”

And the Fistical Four retired to the
quadrangle for a pow-wow, -and, as
the pow-wow ended in a burst of gleeful
chuckles, it was to be conciuded that the
Fistical heroes had evolved a scheme for
“downing ” the obnoxious Pankley.

jam-

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Fairly Caught!
IMMY SILVER & CO. were veiy
J busy after dinner.
Most of the fellows had . gone
down to football, and the Fistical
Four. were able to carry out some little
preparations unobserved—at all events,
they hoped so.

The “warm welcome ” that Mr.
Bootles had recommended was to be
bestowed at last upon ‘the invaders from
Bagshot.

The Fistical Four strolled down ic the
stables in a careless sort of way., Old
Mack had lately " been whitewashing
there, and Jimmy Silver had noted a pail
still half-full of whitewash in the cobbled
yard. The Classical Four selected a
moment when Mack and the coachman
were both out of sight, and they possessed
themselves of the pail, and scurried off
with 1it. =

That was the first step.

Koeping round the whitewash bucket,
to screen it as much as possible from
observation, the junicrs smuggled it
across the quad and into ‘the avchway
that led inte Little Quad. Little Quad
was deserted ; the Fistical Four had it all
to themseclves just then.

Over the archway, on the Little Quad
side, there was a broad stone ledge, wide
enough for anybody to stand or sit upen.
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It was not the first time that the Iedge
had been used by humorous juniors for
the purpose of playing tricks on fellows
passing underneath.

The bucket was hoisted upon the stone

ledge; and Lovell and Raby and New-

come mounted after it.
Jimmy Silver remained on the ground.
“(xot it safe?” he asked.
“Safe as houses!” said Lovell.

“Keep on the ledge. If the rotter
spots you as he comes along, he will smell
a rat at once,” said Jimmy Silver.

“Rely on us! You get him to come
through the archway, and we’ll do the
rest!” grinned Raby. ‘Easy as falling
off a form!”

“T'll get him here all right,” said
Jimmy Silver confidently. “If it takes
a little time, you can -wait. But he’ll
come through fast enough when I get
ﬂftel him with a hockey-stick "

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“That’s all right!” said Lovell. ‘“As
soon as we sec the beast’s head, he gets
this on his blessed napper! I don't see
how anything can spoil this. It will
show the Bagshot cads that we know how
to deal with thera!”

““As soon as you've swamped the
beast,” said Jimmy Silver, “give a vell,
to brmg all the fellows to see him! T've
passed the word round!”

*Ha, ha; ha!”
And Jlmmy Silver disappeared through
the stone archway into Big Quad,

leaving the three grinning Classicals
ambushed on the ledge over the avch.

Jimmy Silver came out into the Big
Quad to look for Pankley. ' Pankley was
to be chased.through the archway with
the business-end of a hockey-stick behind
him, and then Jimmy chuckled at
the thought of what was to happen then.
It -would more than repay all that had
been suffered at the hands of the irre-
pressible Pankley.

As it happened, Jimmy hadn't far to
look for Pankley. For, as he came out
into Big Quad, he fairly ran into the arms
of Pankley, Poole, and Putter, and two
or three other Bﬂgshot fellows.

They were all grinning.

And they all had hockey-sticks in their
hands.  And they closed round Jimmy
Silver, and seven or eight sticks jubbed
at him at once.

“Here, sheer off, you duffers!” ex-
claimed Jimmy, in angry astonishment.
“What’s the little game?”

*Ha, ha, hal?

“Where did you get that whitewash
on your bags from?’ chuckled Pankley.
“as the naughty boy been playing with

1

whitewash 7
“ Naughty, naughty!” grinned Poole.
“Naughty! Planning some naughty

trick on a simple and unsuspecting
visitor! Dear me!”
“Chuck it—yarooh!
ab!” *
“(ive him beans!”
“Ha, ha, ha!l”
The whole crowd of Bagshot fellows

Stoppit—oh !—

rushed on erm”v Silver, and the hockey-
sticks prodded him on all sides. Jimmy
backed away info the arch, and the Bag-
shot juniors followed him, rodding away
mercilessly. The Cl avslmlp junior fairly
took to his heels at last, and dashed
through the archway.

Lovell and Raby and Newcome pricked
up their ears at the sound of rapid foot-
steps in the arch.

‘“Here he comes!”

“Ready !”

From under the arch a head came in
o e

A

o!

The bucket was-tilted over.

Swoosh !

Down went the whitewash in a snowy
stream over the head and shoulders of

breathed Lovell,

the junior as he emerged from under the
arch.

Splash !

“ Goooogog !"

*“Ha, ha., ha!” yelled the Classical
thrae. ““Ha, ha ha'1”

“Good shot! Ha, ha, ha!”

They screamed with Iaughter as they
lIooked ~down at the staggering white-
washed figure. The Junior who had re-
ceived the whitewash was utterly un-
recognisable.

Whitewash covered him from head to
foot.

His head, his hair, his face, his clothes,
all had disappeared under it, and he was
white as the untrodden snow from the
crown of his head to the toes of his boots.

““Ha, ha, ha, ha !”

“Gug-gug-guggg !’

Tovell gave a yell—the signal to the
Classical ]umozs tmr tha enemy had been
caught in the trap. There were footsteps
from all sides.

he three. Cla
from the ledge,

scrambled down
stood round the
holding their
mirth. The

‘Q
and

ghastly w hitew. ashed figure,

51des and roaring With’
sounds.

“Grooogh! Gug-gug-gug! Oh,
thilly athes! Groogh!” came in gur-
gling, suffocated tones from the unhappy
victim.

“Take him

you

away and clean him !”

yelled Lovell. “This is how we make
cheeky bounders sit U‘O Ha, ha, hal”

¢ Rather rough, ain't it ?” said a chuck-
ling voice.

Lovell spun round, and looked at
Pankley as if his eyes would start from
his head.

Pankley came lounging  carelessly
through the arch, iling.  If he had
been a grim and spectre, ‘he could
not have startled th@ Classical three more,
Their laughter died away suddenly.

¢ Pook-Pook-Pook-Pankley !I”" stuttered
Lovell.

ha,

“Ha,
crowd.

¢ Faith, and who is it?” yelled Flynn,
arriving on the scene with a crowd- of
Classic juniors. ““Sure you haven’t
bagged ‘Pankley-—there he 1s intoirely !”

yelled the Bagshot

hgil

‘rang with hysterical yells.

victim was ubtering w eird and unearthly’

THE PENNY POPULAR—Every Friday.

“Mum-mum-my - hat!”  stammered
Raby. “We—we've got the wrong
chap !

“That 1diot Silver sent the wrong chap
through !” howled Lovell.  *“Why, the
silly ass, where is he?  Where's that
howling ass Silver?”

“Gerroooggg ! I'm Silver, you frab-
jous burbler!” came in a Tulgle from
the unhappy trecipient of fhe swhitewash.

Lovell almost fell down.

“ What—wha-a-a-at did you—you come

and take thb whitewash for, then?” he
gasped. “ You—you told us ‘to wait here
for that Bagshot beast—"

" Gx,ig-gug-gug e :
“Then you come yourself—you awful
asg———r """ ;

“Gug-gug! Groooh!™

Eaklg lvx ha !”

The Bagshot juniors rocked with
langhter. The Rookwood fellows joined

Littie Quad
Only Lovell
and Raby and Newcome looked utterly
flabbergasted, and Jimmy Silver, strug-
gling with the whitewash, foamed with
wrath.

“Well, of all the asses!" g2

“Really, Silver, I must say

“Gug-gug-gug !’

“Ha, ha, hal”

To shove your cwn head into your own
trap like that. Ilere, T say, keep off !"
howled Lovell, as the infuriated Jimmy,
having got some of the whitewash out of
his eyes, made a rush at him. ‘Keep
off! Gerraway! You'll spoill my
clobber I”” .

“Gerraway !V
come.

But the infuriated leader of the Fistical
Four did not “gerraway.” He fairly
bounded at his dismayed pals. Lovell
and Raby and Newcome dashed across
Little Quad, with Jimmy Silver after
them, streaming with whitewash, and
leaving a white track after him wherever
he moved.

The Classical three dodged into the
archway, and fled for their lives towards
Big Quad, with Jimmy Silver streaming
with whitewash and raging with wrath
on their track. The crowd of juniors
gasped with merriment as they dbdp
peared. Pankley wiped his eves, and sank
weakly against the wall.

“0Oh, carry me home, somebody !” ho
moaned. *“These Rookwood kids will b
the deatu of me—T know they will 1"

“¥la, ‘ha, ha!l”

in—they could not help it.

ped Lovell.

shrieked Raby and New-

Tt vms a long, lonrr tv‘xe 5“5016 Jimmy
Silver was seen again.

And when he appealed to” the public
gaze once more there were still traces of
whitewagh about him. And. sounds of
strife and discord had been heard in the
end study.

It was not long before the Tistical
Four were on the warpath again. But for
the present even Jimmy Silver had to
admit that the honours were with the
“ Bagshot Bounders.”

+ THE.END.

d .
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
School House v. New House.

113 ALL, Figgy!”
“Heads!” called George Figging,
ipper of the New House junior

eleven, as Tom Merry, the School
House captain, spun a flerin in the air.

Tom caught the coin on the back of his
hand, covered it for a second, then showed
it.

“Heads it is!” he said. “But after
there’s not much in it.”

And there really was not mueh in it.

Hardly a breath of air stirred The
corner-flags drooped on their poles. It was
one of those perfect, calm days that come
sometimes in October—full of sunshine, yet
not too liot for footer.

Little Side looked at its best. Later on
in the season there would he bare pateches
here and there on its surface, and every-
where the turf would show the marks of
hurrying feet. But now the whole -expanse
of the field of play looked like a well-tended
cricket-pitch.

Both sides had strong teams out.

Herries kept the School House goal, though
it was a fair question whether he was better
than Glyn. Perhaps he was more level in
his play, but he was hardly as brilliant as
Glyn at his best.

Kangaroo and Clifton Dane were at back,
the -Australian, perhaps the héftiest man
at a hard charge on either side, the Cana-
dian - with a rare turn of speed that justified

all

his getting farther up the field than his
partner cared to go. =
Roylance, the New Zealander, was at

eentre-half, and on his right was the South
African, Clive, while Monty Lowther played
at left-hali.

But, good as was the defence, the forward
line was the strong point of the School
House side. ¢

Tom Merry at centre, Levison at outside,
Blake at inside-right, Talbot inside-left, and
Arthur Augustus D’Arey beyond him, all five
fast, and all five clever, in spite of the un-
kind things that Gussy’s chums sometimes
said about his play. A forward line of which
Arthur Augutus was the weakest member—
and he was that—could not help but bhe
strong.

The New House five were all good; but
only Dick Redfern, the centre, was as clever
as most of the rival quintet, and only he
and Koumi Rao, the ocutside-left, were as
fast as any of them. Owen and Lawrence
made a capable right wing, and French was
no duffer at inside-left; but they were not
quite up to the School House level.

Nor were the New House halves equal to
those of the rival side.

Pratt, Thompson, and Clarke. were the
trio, and only Clarke had much pace, while
he was a bit erratic.

But the backs and goalkeeper helped to
level up. Figgins and Kerr, both excellent
forwards, had the makings of a great pair

A Magnificent New Long
Complete School Tale of
TOM MERRY & Co. at

By MARTIN CLIFFORD.

B dnti’s e ab

. They understocd one another so
well, they kicked so cleanly and with such
iudgment, and they were never beaten until
the ball was actually in the net.

And it was very difficult to get it there.
For TFatty Wynn was a really wonderful
goalkeeper, as the School Housze fellows
knew to their cost.

“We can't kick with
there isn’t said
cheerily.
kick towards the school, Tommy.”

The sides lined up, and Darrel of the Sixth
whistled.

Tom sent the ball out to his left, where
Talbot, taking it as it gently rolled to him
did not trouble to trap it, but merely s
it at an increased pace on its way towards
Gussy.

To the swell of the Fourth fell the first
ehance of distinetion in that game, and he
took it.

Lawrence was near enough to cut aeross
and try to stop him, but G y went past
Lawrence almost without taking any notice
of bim, as it seemed.

Clarke dashed up.
round Clarke, and
touch-line.

If he had stuck to the bail he must n
have met Kerr, and the Scots junior w
harder to pass than Lawrence or Clarke.

But Gussy .knew that he must not hold
on too long. He drew Kerr, and then scut
bard and low across te his right.

The leAther came to Tom Merry, upon
whom Thompson was in c¢lose ance.

But Thompson had never en abie to do
much with Tom, and he could do nothing
now. Tom dodged past him, saw TFiggins
ahead, and,,quick as a fiash, sent the ball
out to Ernest Levison.

“Go it, Ernie!” piped up a young
from the ropes.

A smile flickered over
rather grim face.

the wind, because
, grinning
ross. We'll

3

Gussy swerved cleverly
went on, close to the
it
T

yolce

Levison major’s
It was his minor who had

shouted.
“Silly ass!” snorted Reggie Manners.
“There are other chaps on the field besides

your blessed major. I suppose?”

“Shurrup, Reggie! 1It's Frankie’s major
who’s got the ball, anyway. and yours isn’t
even in the team!” said Wally D’Arcy.

“Think I care whether he’s in it or not?”
retorted Reggie. “I'm not so soft about
my major as you and young Levison.”

Wally paid no heed to that. As far as
he was concerned, the accusation of soft-
ness was very wide of the mark, though he
coutd he a trifle more grateful to Gussy
than Reggie usually was to Harry Manngers.

“Oh, well run—jolly well run, Levison!”
roared. Wally. “He’s past Figgins; but
Figgy’'s after him. My hat, don’t those
hlessed long legs get over the ground some!”

Levison. major had dodged past Figgins,
but he knew that the lanky New House
skipper would tackle him again in another

second or two. So before that could happen
he middled neatly. 3

“Sorry!” gasped Figgins, as
met Levison’s the second aiter
sped on its way.

“It’s all right,” returned Levi :

But Figgins did not hear t} He was
already dashing on to mect Tom Merry, 1o
whom the ball had come.

He was not in time. Tom gsent in a r
ing low shot, right in the cor of goal—
a brute of a shot to meet.

But the sure foot of Fatty Wynn met it,
and sent it out to the right. 5 | ed
upon it, and lifted it « hea of
Talbot and Roylance, to the feet
of Redfern.

=

et 'the
fall at

Up the field darted Dic But
ounly Koumi Rao, the spee was in
line with bhim when Dane and closed
in. He sent the ball out to ti eft, and
Koumi Rao whizzed in a long t But
Herries easily dealt with it, and transierred

the ball to midield.

For the next twenty minutes only one side
was in the picture. -

Dane played right up to the half-way
and again and again the Sel H ous
wards attacked the New House goal. Herries
stood hands in pockets in his goal, and Kan-
garoo chatted with him. But Fatty Wynn
was hard at work, fisting. punc! thro
ing himself at the ball—dning wo
Figgins and Kerr hardly had an ea ¥y minute.

The first goal came in a most unexpected
manner.

Thompson had given Redicrn quite a good
pass, and Redfern started ofi at once. Kan-
garoo came to attention suddenly. If the
fleet-footed New Housc fellow conid pass
Dane he might have all his work ¢

Redfern did pass Dane. »But !
was as fleet-footed -as he,
chase at once. He drew up,
to shoulder with Redfern,
chance.

Then, with a sudden deft twirl, he was
ahead of the New House forward, got his toe
to the leather, and touched it past Redfcrn.

Dick Redfern shot forward and sprawled.
Dane ran the ball twenty yards thout;
opposition, then steadied it, and gaves it a
mighty lifting kick.

High over the heads of the players it sped.
Fatty strung himself up for a spring, thougn
all but he thought the ball must pass yards
over the- bar.

But, Fatty's sure eyes saw the downward
curve. Just under the bar it came in, and
his hands met it and bheat it down.

It was all but a great save. Indeed, i%
was a save, but only for the moment. Fatty
had not been able to punch; he could do.
little more than pat. And the leather, from
that downward curve, met Tom JMerry's
head. A twist of the neek. and it went back,
close by the left post, out of Fatty's reach,
hard as he tried to get to it.
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“Goal!” roared the New House players.
“Goal! Hurrah!” roared the School House
upporters.

“Good man, Tom!” cried Talbot, patting
his captain on the back.

“Bwavo, Tom Mewwy!” shouted Gussy.

“I shouldn’t be a bit ashamed of Tom
Merry as my muajor,” said Wally critically.
“That was clever!”

“1 don’t wonder you're ashamed of the one
you've got,” remarked Reggie Manners, who
was in one of his fractious moods. ;

“If you want your head punched,
Manners—-

“QOh, don’t sauabble,
l*rﬂnk Levison.

“Reggie had better go in and fret on with
those five hundred lines Selby gave him this
morning,” said Hobbs.

“Hear, hear!” chorused Joe Frayne, Curly
Gibson, and Jamesoi.

But of course Reggic did nothing of the
sort.

For a little while after that first goal the
game was more open. But the slight lack of
balance in the New House front line spoiled
some fine work by Redfern. When he fairly
got away no one hut Koumi Rao was usually
near enough to help. Owen and Lawrence and
French did their best, but to little avail.

1t was different with the School House for-
wards. Their line was never ragged, and the
five were playing together as well as ever
they had done. Jack Blake, Gussy, Ernest
Levison all showed ripping form. But Tom
Merry and Talbot were the pick of the lot,
with very little to choose between them.

At hali-time the score was two-nil. Talbot
had shot the second goal—a beauty that gave
Wynn no chance at all.
el never saw better -play in a junior
match,” said Darrel to Tom Merry during the
interval.

Tom took the half lemon he was sucking
from his lips.

“1 never saw a much better defence any-
where than Tatty and Figgy and Kerr have
put up so far!” he answered.

“That’s true enough: but my remark ap-
phed also—pe 111.1pq chiefly—to the forward
;)1.1) on our side,” Darrel said qmeth

“0Oh, I'm glad you think we're all right!”
replied Tom.

Darrel thought them better than “all
right,” but he did not say so.

He had his reasons for watching the play
keenly, apart from the conscienticus per-
formance of his job as referce, and he
\[,vatched’ it as keenly as ever during the second
1alf.

The New House defence was as good as
ever. Dick Redfern played a forlorn-hope
kind of game with perseverance and courage
that would have been hard to beat. Koumi
Rao backed him up well, and they were
between them responsible for the one goal the
New House scored. Gussy and Levison major
made fine runs along the lines, and centred
beautifully. Blake, at inside-right, did clever
work.

But again it was Tom Merry and Talbot
who were most in the picture; and Darrel
noted in their favour that this was by no
means because of any selfishness on the part
of either. They played to one another to
perfection; but they also played to the other
three as readily.

The end came with the score four-one in
favour of the School House: and Manners and
Dighy headed a rush on to the pitch to cheer
the victors the moment the whistle sounded
for time. °

young

you two!” pleaded

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Ssoniors in Council.
RIC KILDARE, captain of St. Jim's,
. looked in at the door of Darrel's
study.
His usually cheery face was clouded,
*md his voice was doleful, as he said:
“Can you guess the result George?”
“1 can guess that we didn’t win,” replied
Darrel. “You give that away directly you
open your mouth.”

“Win! My good man, we were beaten
from the sound of the whistle! Five to nil—
no less!”

Kildare threw himself down in the arm-
chair, and groaned.

“It’s pretty bad!” admitted Darrel. “But

our team was a very scratchy one at best.”
“Bound to be, with you and Monteith
crocked, and Baker and Faulkner both kept
away, T know. But the man who ‘let us down
worst- wasn't one of those we had to bring
In to fill the- gaps.”
“Who was it?”
“Can’t you guess?” asked ledare bitterly.
THE PENNY POPULAR.—No.
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“Cutts, I sappose.”

“Yes, Cutts! Might be one of our best—is
so on his true form. But he won't keep fit,
and I fancy he enjoys letting me and the
side down. Bar Lefevre and ons or two more,

our Fifth Form is a pretty rotten crowd,
George !”
¢ Wlmt of 8t. Leger and Gilmore to-day?”
“Oh, they wer ent quite as bad as Cutts,

bccause neither at his best is as good as
Cutts when he is fit and chooses to play.
But they were m"(b*y rotten!”

“Looks badg 1 v next Baturday,” said
Darrel thought

“0Oh, the zh’c we shall f,c., whacked
again! Westw anblc s aren’t as heavy

as the side ti
They are r1‘
stand they're
have a g
class.”?
“H'm! There's only an off-chance of Mon-
teith’s playing. Baker and Faulkner and I
will all be out of it.”

“And Gra
for the ¥
strained his

put ws through- it to-day.
ean ; “hut I under-
ond the ordinary, and

essly ; won't play
cs, I should say
‘before time. And
me play Cutts
not keen on having either
Better

just
no power on earth will make

ankie

again, and I'm

of his precious pals in the team!

seratch the nntch s‘)ould say!”
“We can’t i
“1 know, (;Id man, fixdn

But what is to be done?”
“Play some of the juniors.”
« f

really mean it.

startling in

that proposition,

surely 27
“Oh,
I know some
don't care
either; it's up to me to fleld the best team

I've dene it before at a pinch, and
cf them are good enough. I
about the seniors grumbling,

I can. But I've never liked the idea of mess-
ing up the junior side. Young Merry’s made
it pmctically the school Second Eleven, and
it stands for St. Jim's in a way that few

Second Elevens, let alone junior teams, do
for their schoels!”

“True enou give the kids credit
for some fe for tlu school, apart from
their own show.. And give them credit, too,

for thin
skipper.”

Kildare laughed at that—his
ringing laugh.

“I give them full credit for hoth,” he said,

g quite a heap of the school’s

o

usual breezy,

= ough I may be vain. And, of course,
quite a strong junior side can be fielded
without three or four of their best.

F’'instance, good as Tom Merry is at centre,
young Redfern can take his place there with-
out 1y danger of letting the side down.
Whom do you suggest, George?”
“Depends upon how many you want. Merry
fmd Talbot in the forward line, of course.”
“Agreed!”

“Tf vou want another forward, Redfern,
Blake, and Levison are all in form. Then
there’'s the New House defence. I'd play
Wynn, Kerr, and Figgins for the school in
preference to the three we had out to-day,
especially against a light team, as you say
the Westwood Ramblers are,  Never mind
abeut their c:e\'ernu% there’s plenty of that
in those three.”

“By Jove; you'd have
half the team juniors {”

“Old man, I've watched every move of their
game to-day, and I don't mind saying that,
with the fellows away who can’t play, and
the fellows who won't do their hest given the
chuck. I'm half inclined to believe that St.
Jim's best side just now would be made up
of the skipper and ten juniors!”

“That’s a tall order!”

“I've mentioned eight. Add Roylance, who
is sturdy and an uncommonly good centre-
half, and Dane, who, with his pace, is really
better fitted for half than for back, or Noble,
as goed as Dane in spite of not bulw quite
as fast, and you have a ripping good side!”

“I can't promise to piay them all; but I'll
certainly find places for Merry and Talbot,
and I'll think over the matter of some of the
others,” said Kildare.

“Might see what Monteith says about it,”
Darrel wepued “He was watching the game
to-day.” é

Kildare looked out of the window, and
called to Wally D'Arcy, his fag, who was in
the quad. s

“Cut across to the New House, and ask
Monteith if he'd mind dropping in to see
me, will you, young 'un?” he asked.

“Right-ho, Kildare!” called back Wally.

rather more than

Monteith came over in a few minutes, limp-,

ing a little.

“I'd forgotten,” said Kildare. “We ought

to have come over:to see you, old fellow!”

“Oh, -1 can still get about!” the head

keeper who's somewhere near first |

Friday.

prefect of the New House, one time Kitdare's

enemy, now his good friend, answered. “My
leg’s not so bad as all that comes to!”

“We were talking about the maich on
SatuTrdav. Kildare said.

‘Not the most cheerful subject unde
sun!” replied Monteith.

“Darrel thinks we may
we’'ll take his advice!”

have a. chance Aif

“Well, Darrel’s adnce outrht to be worth
consideration, anyway,’ said  Monteith
gravely.

“Thank you!” Darrel said, with a smile.

“It wasn't a mere comp By the
way, Darrel, what a ripping ,nme thdf 3
to-d I forgot they were o :

got

quite excited about it.’
“We were discussing tha
“Darrel’s notion is to kick
and the chaps who won’t do their b
ill their places with juniors.”
“Dashed- good notion, too! I'd
have Wynn, Kerr, and Figgins than
goalie and backs of to-day, Kildare!"
“And what about Merry arnd Talbot?”

so0oner
your

“Worth their places any time, in my
opinion.”
“Blake — Levison — Redfern — Danz —

Roylance—Noble?”
“All right, every blessed one of them! I

think a hsap of young Redfern's play.
There's Koumi Rao, too; he's got lots of
pace, and centres well. And young Clive

at half shapes in good styl
Kildare smiled. IMonteith was tryine
he knew how to be fair. He had m

Clive, whom Darrel had forgotten; but it
was plain that he was inclined to press
the claims of as many New House jumniors

as possible.
Ahd that was only naturaf after all.
“Can’t play the lot,” Klidare said.
I shall shove down Merry, Talbot, Figgins,
Kerr, and the fat artist in goal, and the
fellows who have to stand down may lump
it if they deun't like it.”

“But

“There may be trouble with them,” Mon-
teith said.

“If there is, bring in the rest of the pick
of the junior crowd, and we shall still be
all right,” said Darrel.

“I'll send  for Merry, and ask him what
they've got on for Sat Urdd' Kildare said.

Tom DMerry ne, and was delighted to

[!

honour in store for him
his team chose

hear of the h
and the other me
to play for the school.

“We can pull off our game nl‘: serene with
a weakened side,” he said. “We're not up
against anything great. Iu fact, I think our
second team could win the match for us.’

To that Kildare replied nothing. He
not yet ready for any move quite so dra
as that which Darrel and Monteith favoured.

He would wait and see. :

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Trouble in the Team.
s H, by Jove! This is too
thick for anythin'!”
Gerald Cutts, of the Fifth Form,
and his chums St. Leger and Gil-
more, stood in front of the notice-board in
the hall of the School House.

Five minutes before Kildare had
on that board the team list for the
day's mateh with Westwood Rlamblers.

“He's leit all three of us out, hang him{”
muttered Gilmore.

“I'm not entirely surprised,” said St.
slowly.

Cutts glared at him.

“What d'ye mean?” he

dashed

posted
Satur-

snapped.

“You were absolutely putrid yesterday, an’
neither Gil nor Iv did anythin® to make up
for it.”

Rot,! Besides, that's got nothin’ to do
with this. What's he mean by shovin’ in
mere kids from the Fourth an’ Shell in our
places?”

“Yes, that's it. What's he mean hy it?”

cchoed Gilmore.

“1 rather fancy he means that hic
siders the kids better value than we
replied St. Leger, with a wry grin.
+Onece in a way, St. Leger did take a line
of his own. But he never held to it very
long.

“I'm not goin' to stand it!" snorted Cutts.

con-
i

“You can't help . yourseli. Kildare's
skipper, an' what -lie says goes,” St. Leger
answered. .

“You'll dashed well see whether T can

Lielp it or not! I tell you this—if he keeps
us out I'll muck up the whole match, by
hook or by crook! Don’t you want to play,
you tame asa?”
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A neat pass from Tom WMerry, and the ball came beautifully to Talbot’s foot, bumping a little on the
hard ground so that he could get his instep under it.

rush upon him. (Sce page 20)

At the same time the Ramblers’

back made a

“Well, yes, on the whole, I do, though
1 should be puzzled to say just why.
Footer’s really rather a useless fag.”

“Why not chuck it altogether?” drawled
Gilmore. “We can get home on his majesty
the skipper that way 1 reckon.”

“I know a better way than that!® Cutts
said savagely.

“Might- try constitutional methods first,
old top,” suggested St. Leger.

“Do you mean go an’ argue the case with
Kildare? Hanged if I'll do that!”

“There’'s another way. Two more seniors
are left out, an’ there must be a dozen or
so besides them who would fancy themselves
better entitled to places than any juniors.
We can stir them up to take action, I should
think,” St. Leger said.

“@Good notion!” agreed Gilmore.

Cutts scowled.

“We can’t count on Lefevre for aid,” he
said. “He doesn’t just love us.”

“Why should he?” inquired Gilmore, grin-
ning.

And certainly there was no particular
reason why Philip Lefevre, head of the Fifth
and quite the best fellow in the Form,
should cherish any fondness for Cutts & Co.

“Lefevre is down to play,” said St. Leger.
“All the same, I'm not sure that some of
the others may not stir him up to protest;
, theugh 1 know we can't. There’s a strong
" feclin’ among the top Forms in general in

this matter, an’ as things stand Lefevre

is the only Fifth-Former on the list, while
there are two Shell fellows an’ three from
the Fourth.”

“You may be right,” answered Cutts un-
willingly. “Let’s see some of the rest.”

St. Leger was right, as it proved.

At most big schools there is a decided
tendency to reserve the first cricket eleven
and the first footer eleven for the seniors. . &
junior must be something like a genius at
any game to get his place under such con-
ditions. .

This tendency was as strong at St. Jim’s
as elsewhere. Possibly it was even stronger,
for the success of Tom Merry’s junior teams

had marked a more distinct line than there

usually is between a first and a second
eleven. No senior could be included in a
junior side, of eourse; why, then, some

of the seniors argued, should any junior be
included in a school side?

Cutts did not go to Lefevre, but Gilmore
and St. Leger did, and with them went seven
or eight of the Fifth and Sixth, all full of
resgntment. Cutts bad stirred them up;
now he trusted to them to stir up Lefevre.

“I was a bit surprised myself when I saw
the 1list,” Lefevre admitted. “But you
fellows must allow that Cutts gave a rotten
exhibition yesterday.”

“Fvery man has his off days,” retorted
Gilmore, “In form Cutts can lick your head
off, an’ there aren’t three better men in the
team than he is.” i

“1 don’t want to make a personal question
of it, Gilmore,” Lefevre said quietly.

“1 suppose you mean that as you're down
to play nothin’ else matters?” sneered Cutts’
right-hand man.

“Hardly. There are others bere down to
play who don't seem to agree with what
Kildare has done, I see. If there was a
general senior protest—but you'll never get
Monteith, Darrel, Baker, and Faulkner to
kick against Kildare, you know.”

“They're out of it, because they won't
play any way—ecan’t play,” urged Prye.

“What of Webb?”

“He doesn’t agree with it,” Markham an-
swered.

At that moment Webb came in.  Like
Lefevre, he was down to play, and Cutts &
Co. had grasped the fact that upon the
attitude -of these two much depended. The
other three Sixth-Formers in the list had
been won over to- a protest already, but
Webb and Lefevre both held strongly by
Kildare.

Within five minutes Webb and Lefevre
were on their way to the captain’s study,
the bearers of an ultimatum with which
neither quite heartily agreed.

Darrel was with ‘his chum.

“Don’t go, Darrel,” said Lefevre. “We'd

rather you heard what we have tc say.
It's a matter of public impertanee.”

“Must be serious, by the ! of
two,” Kildare said, smiling' un iov

But Darrel did not smile. He
was coming.

“It is serious,” said Lefevre.
tell him, Webb?”?

“I'd rather you did,” Wchh
easily.

Kildare sat up, and his forehe

“What on earth are you fellows
at?” he demanded. )

“It’s this matter of Saturday’s mateh,” ti
Fifth-Former said.  “We don't agree wi
the team chosen.”

“To which of you shail T resign the
taincy?” asked XKildare, with an u
touch of irony.

Darrel gave him a warning look.

Webb and Lefevre were heth good fellows.
Right or wrong, they ought tc be met in ¢
friendly spirit, Darrel thought.

“Rot!” said Webb hotly. *Nohaedy
you to do anything of the cort. I th
know that both Lefevre and I hav
by you before now.”

“That’s true,” answered Kildare. *V
proceed with your protest, and I'll 7
without getting my rag out—if I can b
N

ein

But the hot Irish blood was up now.

“We admit that some of the seniors gave
a pretty poor show yesterd: id X
“We shouldn’t kick if they were dr
this match.”

“There’s no *if’ about it!”
dare. “I have dropped them

“Right-ho! Then we consider that their
places should be filled with other seniors, in
the usual way.”

“I've already filled their places!”

“The list can be, altered, you know.”

“Oh, can it? I don’t see that. MMoreover,
1 consider the fellows I've put in better
value than any I can get from either Fifth
or Sixth.” :

Webb and Lefevre were too honest to say
that they did not think so. They would not
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ceven put ferward arguments as fo weight
and strength. They were geing all out on
the seniors’ claim.
“Does that matter so much?” asked Webb.
“It's all that matters!” retorted Kildare.

“Yesterday's match was a disaster and a.

disgrace!”

Lefevre flushed. He had been below his
best, and he knew it. His form was very
consistent, but for once it had deserted him.

Webb, who had played a better game than
anyone else on the side except Kildare him-
self, answered :

“Was that my fault?” he snapped.

“Not in the very least. I'm not saying it
was Lefevre's. He dxd his best, I know—he
always does. But ['ve known him more
helpful.”

“I'l put that behind me,” Lefevre said
guietiy, “and I'll ask you to believe, Kildare,
that it has nnt influenced me in what I am
going to say.

“My dear man, I shouldn’t doubt you for
a moment after that!”

Darrel knew that an ultimatum was
coming. He was glad that it seemed likely
to be given and received without squabbling.
The two: visitors were hard up against Kil-
dare. But all three were gentlemen, and
that fact told. .

“The crux of it all is, Kildare, that if
these juniors are not withdrawn, you will
be the only senior on the side,” Lefevre said.
_Kildare sprang to his feet, and his hands
clenched. But he choked down his wrath,
and said, speaking as quietly as Lefevre had
spoken.

“In whatever way the list 19 altered, T
shall not withdraw one of them!

“That settles it, then,” Lefevre replied,
turning to go.

“Kildare, old feliow—-

“Don't say another word, Webb, please!
I should hate to quarrel with you fellows;
but I'm afraid I shall if you don’t go!”

Webb went. The door closed behind him
and Lefevre.

“What do you think of that, Darrel?”
asked Kildare bitterly.

“I'm sorry about it, Eric.
no irreparable damage done.
quarrelled with them——"

“George, old boy,” said Kildare, putting his
hand on his chum's shoulder, and speaking
with a cateh in his voice, “I quarrelled with
the best friend I've ever had a little while
ago, and I learned a lesson then. Webb and
Lefevre don’t matter to me as you do, and
because of that it was easier to hold myself
in; but that lesson did help. Now what am
I te do?”

“What we agreed upori—plav the other
juniors, and make the best of it,” answered
Darrel.

There was no need for him to answer the
rest of what his chum had said; and it was
possible for him to keep his voice steady in
speaking of the team, as it would not have
been had he tried to reply to that.

“I don’t know—I don’t know!” Kildare said
moodily. “There’s another way. I can
stand out myself—turn the match over to
the junior team entirely!”

“But that will be giving way as certainly
as if you had backed down to those two, and
without any more dignity.”

“It won't be the school team with ten
juniors to support me!”

“The team you choose, with you as skipper,
is the school team, whatever ohjections any
silly ass may make, Erie!”

“By Jove, that’s right, too!
counsellor, George. I'il make out a fresh
list at once. And I'm not so dead sure we'll
lose the game.”

“I believe you'll win it,” said Darrel.
only wish I could p'ay.

But there's
If you had

You're a good

“1
But the doector says

. 1 must not risk this wretched arm of mine
on any account.”

A fresh announcement appeared on the
notice-board that evening. It ran thus:

“MATCH WITH WESTWOOD RAMBLERS.

“For this matech on Saturday next some
alterations' in the school team have been
rendered necessary. The team will be:

“Wynn, goal; Figgins and Kerr, backs;
Dane, Roylance, and Levison major, halves;
Blalxe, Redfern, Merry, Talbot, and Kildaré
{captain), forwards.

“As the train service is not convenient, the
team will travel by motor-charabanc, leavmv
the school gates at two o'clock sharp.”
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THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
How the School Took It.

119 H, ripping!” cried Tom DMerry, as
Blake dashed into Study No. 10 on
the Shell passage to tell the news.

“I'm jolly glad Roylance has got

a place'” said Manners.

“I'm exceedingly sorry that I haven't!”
Lowther said.

“Oh, well, you're not up to Roylance’s
form, you know!"” Manners replied, with com-
radely frankness.

“I admit that. I see it. But I regret that
Kildare has also seen it,” Lowther said.

“Dane and Levison and Redfern will. 111
be playing out of their places, of course,”
Blake remarked. “But Levidon says he
likes half all right, and Dane’s so speedy
that he’s sure to be all right there. Then
three chaps can't all play centre, and Kil-

dare’s put- you there (instead of Reddy
Thomas.”

“But centre’'s his own plage,” Tom said,
puzzled.

*“So it is! Blessed if I'd thought of that!

Jolly decent of him to give it up to you!”
“You have to shift, too,” Manners said.
“Oh, only going outside instead of inside—

that’s nothing!” answered Blake, one of the

best of good sportsmen. “It wouldn't have
done to put Reddy right out on the wing.”

“My one wegwet is that Kildare ovahlooked
me!” spoke a voice from the door, and the
famous monocle of Arthur Agustus D’'Arcy
gleamed into the study.

“That’s all rot! He ought to have had
the sense to give me a [m\ce I'm well aware
that I'm too strong and heavy for a Jumor

team—above your weight, you know,” said
George Alfred Grundy, appearing behind
Gussy. “But this is a senior match, and—"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“I should like to know what you silly asses
are cackling about?” demanded Grundy
fiercely.

“If you'll come out into the passage with
me, 1'll explain with pleasure!” Lowther said
blandly.

“I am out in the passage, you idiot!”

“Well, stay there, then. That also will
give me pleasure,” replied the humorist of

-the Shell.

But no explanation was needed. Grundy’s
footer was a standing joke to ewveryone but
Grundy ; and he knew that it was so regarded
by everyone, though he had never been able
to understand whm

Over in the New House there was also
great joy. Figgins seized Fatty round his
ample waist, and waltzed him up and down
the study. Redfern and Kerr shook hands
with one another in graver satisfaction. Then
all four rushed across to talk with the rest.

Talbot, Roylance, Levison, and Dane came
along, all of them delighted, but none of
them mnoisy about it. Kangaroo made no
moan, though he knew that the choice be-
tween him and his chum must have bheen
a very close thing. Clive was so overjoyed
at Levison's inciusion that it never even
occurred to him that he had been in the run-
ning. and that he was a half, while Levison
usually played forward.

“Yyou fellows make me tlred by gad!” said
Ralph Reckness Cardew. “A game of footer
really isn’t worth all this fuss. Now, if—"

“I've booked you for Saturday, Cardew!”
interrupted Tom Merry, with a cheery grin.

“My dear good ass, Kildale's done all the
bookin’, an’ anyway—"

“But there’s a junior matech on, and we
must have a team for that.”

“Count me out, dear boy! What my noble
kinsman here would call my ‘dig’ will not
allow of my figurin’ in a mere junior team
while ¥rnest here plays for the Senior
Eleven.”

“Ask Kangarco if he'll let vou off,” Tom
said. “He will skipper the side.”

“Let the bounder off? Not likely!” the
Australian junior said. “I shall shove him
at centre-half, and see that he keeps going
all the blessed time!”

“An’ I will play
Gussy, brightening up. :

“We'll see about that,” was the diplomatic
reply of Harry Noble. -“I say, Tommy, it
shouldn’s be half a bad team, even without
you First Eleven bounders. Glyn in goal,
then Herries can play back with me. Clive
and Cardew and Lowther at half. Gussy,
Maners, Koumi Rao, Owen, Lawrence, Digby,
Durrance, Lumley-Lumley, Gore—plenty of
forwards to choose from.”

“Pity that both games
wood,” Tom said.

For the team that the juniors were
meet was also a Westwood one.

“I wonder whether they'd change the

centah-forward,” said

aren't at West-

to

Friﬁay;

dates—1 mean, change the places for the
dates?” suggested Noble.

“They might. We could wire them to-
morrow.”
“good egg! Wouldn't it be Jol‘v coming

home if we'd won both matches?”

‘The juniors were in high feather, naturally.
But feeling among the seniors was very
dxﬂerent

“1 wish I hadn't touched the bizney,” said
Webb to Baker. “It came as near as a bouch
to a quarrel with old Kildare, and all that
I'm surprised at is that it wasn’t quite as
bad as that. He held hlmself in well.”

“The harm’s done now,” replied Baker.
“He’s bound to carry through with the team
chosen, and I should blame him if he didn’t.
But if I know Kildare—and I fancy I do—
there will be no rancour.” He will choose the
best team for fhe next match; and if it does
include sote of the Shell and Fourth, you
fellows—those of you who have twopenn’ orth.
of common-sense, anyway—won't kick.”

Lefevre felt it even more than -Webh. He
went to Kildare just before bed-time.

“Look here, Kildare,” he said, “I can't ask
for a place on Saturday, because you've a
team booked up, and I feel pledged to stand
out, anyway. But I'm sorry! You were
rlryht -and we were wrong, and that's all
there is to be said about it!”

“Not quite all,” replied Kildare
you go with us as linesman, Lefavre?
The Fifth-Former's eyes gleamed.
“Like a shot!” he said. “And I'll tell
the rest of them that I'm going, and admit
that I see we were wrong. But wasn't Darrel

to take the line?” i

“That’s no odds,” Kildare
“Darrel would just as soon look on.

Eric Kildare had learned now to realise the
utter selfishness of his best chum in matters
that concerned him.

Lefevre went off feeling much happier. And
what Baker had said had comforted Webb.
But there was disgruntlement among mosb of
the other seniors concerned; and Cutts was
furmus

So he'll -play the match with a scratch
team of kids like that!” he snorted.

“Let him, an’ see what the result will be!”
said Gilmore.

“It may be rather different from what you
imagine, dear boy,” St. Leger put in.

Cutts stared at him, and scowled blackly.

“It seems to me you're on the side of the
enemy, by gad!” he said.

“()h, no! But I can't
your way, old gun!”

Cutts brought down his fist on the table
with a bang.

“The match sha'n't be nlayed at all! I
swear it sha'n't!" he snarled.

“0h, you're ravin’ now' said St. Leger.

“I don't see how you're goin’ to stop it,
old chap,” Gilmore said.

“I'll bet you twenty
I do!”

“Don’t take him on, Gil." St. Leger said.
“It will only encourage him to make an idiot
of himself, an’ we had enough of that with
his bettin' madness last term!”

“Twenty to 'one isn’'t to be sneezed at,” said
Gilmore, in whom the gambling passion was
almost as strong as in Cutts. “An’ I know

“Will

a nswered

see everythin' quite

to one in quids that

he can’'t put the kybosh on the game. Done
with you, Cutts!”
“Done! But you're wrong, my boy! I will

put the kybhosh on it—not for the sake of
:1tm€$xsls' quid, but to show Kildare what's
what!”

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Cutts’ Dodge.
143 ALLO, Welsh!”
I I time sifice I've had the pleasure
of seein’ you, sir.”
Welsh was a motor-driver. He was also a
“sporting man is perhaps a better label.
Bettma, billiards, banker, bridge, all of these
were in Welsh's line, which was not a straight
Cutts, though he could be haughty and
arrogant enough when he liked, was not
particular about his choice of companions
If he had been so he would have avoided
Welsh. On the other hand, if Welsh had
been at all particular as to whom he con-
But they were birds of a feather.
“Are you drivin' our team to Westwood
this afternoon?” asked Cutts.
Welsh. “The boss had told off Smith for
the 10b but a word from me would get it ali
right.”
said Catts.

“Hallo, Mr. Cutts!  It's some
sportsman of Cutts own type—for which
line, by any means.
when out on the randan.
sorted with, he would have avoided Cutts.

“If there's anythin’” to it I could,” replied
“Better speak the word, then,”
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“What's the game, sig?”

“Oh, there’s nothin’ m the sportin’- way
doin—most of our footer gang are too slow
for words. I've chucked them for the time
Bein’. What I want is to make sure that the
mateh won't be played.”

Welsh tilted baek his
seratehed his head.

“Might be worked,” he szaid.
difficulties. What's it worth?”

YA fiver.” .

“That’s good enough for vours humbly. If
it can be did it shall be did, Mr. Cutts!”

“What are the difficulties? I don't see
them, by gad! Easiest thing in the world to
have a breakdown on the road.” B

“Yes, that’s so. But look hére, 't'ain’t so
very many miles from here to Westwood, an’
it I break down they'll get there some other
way—hire horse-traps, or somethin’ low like
that.”

“Yon could keep them danglin® for three-
quarters of an hour or so, I suppose?”

“I could do that. An’, of course, it's a
lonely sort of road to Westwood. It might
not be so easy for them to get another con-
veyance of any kind.”

“An a wire’s no use, abt the time the things
take now, an’ there’s no telephone call office
on the way. So that if anyone rode along to
Westwood an’ let the Ramblers’ team know
that our lot couldn’t come—well, it unld be
no great odds if they did turn up after so
much delay, for the Ramblers would have
rambled away—see?” =

Welsh chuckled. He had ‘a liking for
intrigue as well as for money, and he was
the kind of cur to whom the siraight fellow
the type of Kildarc or Darrel makes no
eal. He had no definite cause for any
ke’ of the St. Jim’s skipper, but he did
islike him. =
“Sounds all right,” he said. “An’ I take it
you'll ride into Westwood with the news?”
“That’s the idea. Motor-bike,”_ replied
Cutts. “But I reckon on shootin’ past them
without their’ twiggin’ me.”

“You can count -on me, Mr. Cutts,” said
Welsh, “I shouldn’t mind touchin’ a quid in
advance, for I'm stony. Hand that over, an’
1'll see the boss at ence, an’ arrange to drive
the team.” :

The sum demanded changed hands, and the
new arrangement was made without difficulty.
Welsh’s boss had not vet found Welsh out,
sud the fellow was a first-rate driver and a
skilled mechanie.

Hardly had Cutts gome when Tom Merry
and Kangaroo rode up on their bikes. Welsh
had gone to his lunch then, and the two
juniors saw his employer.

“I say, Mr. Lowe, it's short notice, I know,
but can you let us bave the other motor

white: cap, and

“But there’s

charabanc this afternoon?” said Tom. “We
know you've gof two now.” 2
“1 might, Master Merry—I might. Where

do you want it for?”

“Po Westwood—same as the other.”

“Start same time?”

“Yes, we'd like that.”

“That's a pity, because the other one’s cut
this morning, .and I'm not sure that it will
be back in time.” =

“We could start half an hour later, and
yet be in good time, Tom,” said Harry Noble.
“The Invicta secretary said they couldn’t
kick off before half-past three.”

“Yes, that would do,” Tom zaid, “though,
of course, it would be jolly to travel to-
gether.” =

“Might get racing, and have a smash,”
remarked Mr. Lowe. “That wouldn't be so
jolly. But if I, can start 'em together I wil
—only no racing, mind!”

“We’ll promise you that,” Tom said.
“Anyway, if there is any it will be your
men’s affair. Kildare won't have it, I
know.” 5

“That’s good!” said they

rode away.

Rut he hardiy guessed
prove.

Only one charabanc turned up at the ap-
pointed time. Cutts saw that there was
quite a crowd at the gates, and that the
fellows playing for the junior team were
present. But he thought nothing of that:
the junior match was understood to be on
Little Side, and Cutts had heard nothing
about the new arrangement. None of the
players were in footer togs; they would
change on reaching Westwood.

The Fifth-Former did not go near, or he
might have got enlightenment from some of
the remarks made.

He speered as he heard the ringing cheers
with which the departure of the team was
greeted. -

“They won't have much to howl-
presently !” he muttered.

Kangaroo, as
h

ow good it was to

about |,
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Gilmore accosted him.

“Cutts, dear’ boy, I rather fancy you ewe |

me twenty quid,” he said.

“The game hasn’'t come off yet,” replied |

Cutbs sullenly.

“0Oh, well, someeone’
on the way, of cou
after that, I suppose.”

“It needn’'t take a broken neck to stop
them!” growled Cutts,

“Have you any plan for stoppin’ them, old
top?”

“That's my business!” =

“I’d advise you to drop it if you bave. T
don't care about the quid I shall owe you
if you mess up the mateh; but it won’t pay
you to get farther across with Kildare. The
rest are eomin’-round, mow.”

“Thank you for nothin'! When I want
your advies I'Hl ask for it!” Cutts snorted.

Gilmore shrugged his shoulders as his ehum
walked aw

“That chap’s askin' for trouble,” he said
to himself.

Cutts fetched out his
wheeled it to the gates.

The junior team was still at the gates in
full “forece. Cutts tock it that they were
waiting for the arrival of their cpponents.

neek may get broken
They wouldn't play

motor-bike, and

“Runnin’” over to see the gume, Cubts?”
asked Cardew blandly.
° Cutts glared at him. Carde put, up his

hands over his face.

“Please, please don’t logck so very with-
erin’!” he said. <My constitution’s not very
strong, y'know!”

“For twopence I'd give you the hidin’ of
your life!” sparled Cutts.
“I wom't tempt you.
recall the fact tt
sort omce, an’
for it afterwards?”
‘The grins on the faces of the hearers
goaded Cutts very nearly to an cutbreak of
fury. He remembered well enough, of course.
Cardew was very much below his weight;
but Cardew, as a new hoy, had stood up to
him in defence of Frank Levisonr, and had
taken such a thrashing as no senior could be

justified in inflicting upon a junior.

Cutts’ machine buzzed and hummed, and
Cutts sprang to the saddle, and whizzed down
the road in a cloud of dust. :

At that moment Wally D'Arcy & Co.—the
whele seven of them—came up to the gates
with their bikes.

“I say, Cardew!”

It was Wally who spoke.

“Well, cousin Adolphus?”

“Oh, drop that potty rot! I've something
to say to you, and I don't want everybody
to hear it.”

“We will retire inte’ private conference,
kinsman,” replied Cardew.

Three of the fags came. Cardew Ilooked
at Frank Levison *and Joe Frayne with pre-
tended puzzlement.

“Do you call this quite absolutely private,
cousin——" he began.

“Rats! It was Frankys and Joe who saw
what I'm going to tell you abcut. Come to
that, we shouldn’t have told you at all, enly
Franky's major has gone off with the team,
and my silly major’s no good for-x thing like
this. Franky thinks you are.”

“I appreciate the complimen?, Frank,”
Cardew, bowing low.

“It’s about Cutts,” Frank said. “Joe and
I were in the village this morning, and we
saw him talking to Welsh—you know, Cardew,
one of Lowe’s drivers.”

“Yaas! He’s drivin’ them now.” h

“Well, we think it's suspish,” said Wally.

“As how, kinsman?”

“Cutts is mad with Kildare; and they say
he's made a bet that the matech won’t come
off. Now he’s gone off on his motor-bike.”

“You imagine that he's bribed Welsh to
play tricks? I must say-you infants have
lively imaginations.  Still, I freely confess
that I don’t think the dear Cutts above such
a trick. ~ Why didn't you speak of what
you'd seen before the team left, Frank?”

“Didn’'t think much about it till we saw

 Perhaps you may
you did somethin’ of the
t you were rather sorry

said

Cutts get his motor-bike ‘out,” admitted
Frank. ¢

“Well, that hardly = proves anythin’,
y’know.” -

“I suppose not. But—but—-"
“Y don’t care what it proves,” said Wally.

“It’s jolly suspish, anyway. Hope your
shebang will come along scon. We're off to
Westwood, so we may know  something

before you do. Ta-ta!”
The seven departed: Cardew’s face was
very serious as he went hack to hiseomrades.

" to meet us.
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THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
On the Road. -

% HAT a confounded nuisance!” said
Kildare.
The charabane had “stopped,

and Welsh had told the St. Jim’s

skipper that it might be some time before

it could go on again. He gave technical

reasons for this which sounded genuine

enough, and he was already getting to work
on pretended repairs.

“Well, I s’pose bein’ half an hour or so

e

late won't hurt you much?” he said.

‘If it’s only that,”
“Anyway, we've no course
You’ll hurry up, won't you?”

“0h, I'll hurry up!” Welsh said. His head
was bent, so that Kildare could not see his
face, or the grin that accompanied the words
might baye made the captain of 8%. Jim’s
smell a rat. z

Welsh got hbusy. The first thing he did,
before. anyone had become so impatient as
to watech him ‘closely, was hardly to be
classed as a repair, however. It was rather
in the nature of making a repair necessary.
Some of the St. Jim’s fellows might know
enough about motors to twig the fact that
he was merely wasting time, so he gave him-
self something genuine to do.

The players, with Darrel and Lefevre, got
out and strolled about. The pretended
breakdown had taken place at just the lone-
liest part of a road never very busy with
traffic, and the minutes dragged for them.

The minutes grew into half an hour, and
still Welsh was at work. He began now to
take a less hopeful view of getting the
damage put straight.

Honlk, honk!

Down the road sounded the warning hoot
of a horn, and a motor-bike sped towards
them.

They cleared out of the way. The machine
had come and gone in a flash, and as it
chanced, no one recognised Cutts in the
masked and goggled rider. ;

“Hallo, there!”

It was only two or three minutes later that
Wally hailed the broken-down travellers, and
the seven drew nigh. Cutts had halted by
‘{:}_le way, or they could not have got so mear
(I,

The fags jumped off.

“Had a smash?” asked Jameson.

“No. Only something gone wrong with the
work,” answered. Talbot.

Frank Levison drew his
Wally joined them:

“Have you seen-€utts, Ernie?” asked Franlk.

“Cutts, kid? No. Wait a moment, though.
A motor-cyelist came past at about fifty an
hour—may have been Cutts.”

“It was,” said Wally confidently.
you chaps have been spoofed!”

“What in the world do you mean?”
_Wally explained in haste. TLevison fetehed
Kildare, Darrel, Lefevre, Tom Merry, and
Falbot.
~_“There may be nothing in it,” said Kildare.
“It’s only suspicion, at most. I don’t like
that driver fellow; but L should hate Lo
accuse him wrongly, and 1 don’t see how we
can possibly prove anything. Something cer-
tainly has gone wrong with the car; I know
enough to be sure of that.”

“The other car ought to be along directly,”
sald Levison major. “We can commandcer
that, and it ean come back for the other
crowd. But there’s Cutts.”

“What about Cutts?” said Kildare sharply.

“Well, what do you ‘fancy he’s gone to
Westwood for?”

“I don’t know—how should 1?”

“I don’t know—I can only guess,” Levison
said. “But my guess is that when we do
get there we sha’n’t find any Ramblers’ team
Cutts will have told them that
the game’s off through a breakdown on the
road. That’s my idea.” :

“By Jove!” said Kildare. -

“Franky,” said Levison, “I'm going to have
your bike, and I'm going to ride like blazes
to ‘the Ramblers’ ground!”

“Good notion!” said Kildare.
possibly ride any of these kids’
hut

“I can manage on Jampot’s,”
Merry. :

“0Oh, can you? You're not—-"

“You shall come along with us,
put in Kildare.

answered Kildare.
but 6 wait.

major aside, and

“Levison,

“I ‘can’t
machines,

said Toin

“Right-ho! You - shall have ity Tom
Merry,”
“And Il Jend somehbody mine,” volun-

tered Hobbhs.
Two or three minutes later, having raised
the saddles of the bikes as far as they could
THE -PENNY POPULAR.—Xo. 39.
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bo got, Levison maior, -Tom Merry, and
Talbot were pedalling for all they were
worth towards Westwood, with Wally keep-
ing pace with ‘them for the present, and
Keggic Manners, Joe Frayne, and Curly Gib-
son toiling behind.

“It’s the Sports’ Ground,” panted Levison.
“The ot&er team play there, too. This way,

think.

They turned out of the High Street ab
his direction. Wally was still near enough to
see where they went, but the other three had
“been left far behind.

A motor-bike stood just inside the gafe
of the Westwood Sports’ Ground, and they
knew it at once for Cutts’ machine.

Some of the Ramblers’ side were comling
towards the gate. Others stood in a group
eround Cubts in the middle of the pitch.

“Help, you fellows! We've had a break-
down on the road,” said Tom Merry. :

“8o we've heard,” said one of the home
¢eam. *“Didn’t expeet to see any of you.
But, I say, vou're some of the other team,
aren’t you? - The side that's playing the
Invicta, I mean.” f

“No; we're playing for the school team
acainst the Ramblers,” said Tom. “Is that
fellow over there the one who brought the
news2" - ‘ -

“Yes. He said there wasn't a dog’s chance
of your getting here, 80 some of us were clear-
ing ofl.” = 3 -

“Well, don’t clear! You can take my word
for if, the team’s coming. We'll talk to
that chap!” said Tom.

And the three, with Wally close behind,
moved towards Cutts.

“Will you leave him to me, Tom?" asked
Talbot quietly.

“Yes, Talbot. ¥'m not a bad-tempered
c¢hap, 1 hope, but' I ceuldn’t talk civilly to
Cutts just now.” - : :

Talbot’s eyes had a steely glint in them,
and his face was set, as the threc walked up
to the group. But he had his voice under
control.

“Phere secms to have been a mistake,” he
said. “It’s true enough that we've had a
stoppage on the road, but the team’s coming
along. Sorry to keep. you fellows waifing,
but yow'll excuse it in the circs, I know.”

“Oh, of course,” replied the Ramblers'
captain.

“It was kind of you to bring the news of
the breskdown, Cutts,” said Talbot. “Buk.
you really were in a little too much of a
hurry.” =

Cutts oughi to have seen that the object
of the Shell fellow was to save his face for
the time being, mot to give him away fo
the pther side. Perhaps he did see thaf. But
his fury of baulked spite was teo strong for
his ssif-control.

His gloved hand struck Talbot in the face.
In an instant the blow was returned.

. Cutts flung off mask and goggles and heavy
coat. Talbot threw aside his jacket and
waisteoat, “They went hard at it.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Triple Victory.
€ TRRAH! Here they come!”
The second ' charabanc had
appeared in sight from the Ryl-
combe direction, and Figgins and

Kerr and Blake and the rest cheered wildly
as they saw it come, while Kildare and
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Parrel and Lefevre, though fto cheer was
beneath their dignity, smiled at one another
in relief. 7

Smith, the driver, drew up at Kangaroo's
order, and abt once the junior team players
hurried out. Cardew had prepared them for
this as soon as he had seen the stationary
car.

“Don't wait to talk, Kildare; we under-
stand all about it,” said Noble.- “You'll have
to come back for us, Smith. We're not
going to trus§ ourselves to that bounder
who's fumbling with the other jigger, if he
is ready before you're back.”
 “Sha'n’t be long, sir,” replied Smith, with

a grin,

Smith did not like Welsh.

He did not need to be told to drive hard.
He had Kildare and the rest—including
Frank Levison, Jameson, and Hobbs—at the
gate of the Westwood Sports’ Ground in very
quick time. =

Reggie Manners came rushing up to them as
they entered.

“TPalbot's . fichting Cutts!” he
« And, my hat, he is showing up well!
believe he'll lick him!”

. “This must be stopped!”
sternly.

And he hurried across the ground.

But he was too late to stop it. He and
those with-him were just in time to see Talbot
knock out Cutts.

There was an element of luck in it, no
doubt. - Talbot had taken more punishmeni
than Cutts had. But he had kept his head
all through, whereas Cutts had lost his beiore
the fight began. And Tom Merry and Levison
and Wally -were sure afterwards that they
liad never doubted Talbot's victory, heavy
though the odds in weight and strength
against him seemed.

The conditions had given Talbot a bigger
chance  He was far fitter than -the Filth-
Former. : -

«Are you fit to play, Talbot?” asked Kil-
dare anxiously.

*“Qh, rather!”

Within ten minutes the game had begun.
The St. Jim’s players hurried intc their
footer togs, and lined up in record time,
Talbot. with his bruised face, as ready as
the rest.

Smith was already
up the other team. Their opponents filled in
the time of waiting by watching the match
already begun.

The Ramblers saw that they were up against
a side much younger and lighter than the
usual St. Jim’s senior -team, and naturally
anticipated an easy victory. DBut they were
soon made to understand that, at best, this
would be no soft thing for them.

They were rather a young and light team,
and on that score their advantage was not
excessive. "But the St. Jim’s side had to find
itself, for several of its members were play-
ing out of their usual places, and during the
first twenty minutes the Ramblers had the
best of matters. But even then they found
the defence great.

No goal had_ been scored when a burst of
cheering from The Invicta players announced
the arrival of the junior team.

No goal had been scored when the whistle
went for half-time, which happened just as
Kangaroo led his men out of the dressing-
room to line-up on the other piteh. :

Kildare and his men watched Gussy kick

panted.
I do

said Xildare

on his way back to pic‘k

Friday.

off, and saw an imwmediate raid upon the
Invicta goal—a raid in which Koumi Rao -
and Harry Manners, and the great Arthur
Augustus himself, highly delighted at getting
the centre-forward position, showed up well,
though it was Digby who shot the goal that
ended it. =

Then Kildare and his men went back fo
their own gamé, and within five minutes Tom
Merry, from a-pass by the skipper, scored

| for St. Jim’'s.

Five minutes after that the Ramblers’
captain beat Fatty Wynn. And then for
half an hour the game swayed to and fro
without another goal. g

Meanwhile the juniors were more than
holding - their own with the Invicta, whose
name seemed hardly likely to be a fitting one
when the game ended. Manners and Gussy
had both scored when half-time came, and
only once had the ball been put past Glyn.
_Kangaroo led the rush to the other pitch
when the whistle went for the break. No one
thought of lemons. They knew the state of
the gams there, and they wanted to cheer on
their comrades to the winning game.

“QOh, well saved, Fatty!”

“Good kick, Figgins!”

The ball was cleared
Roylance had it now.

“Oh, pretty! See that, Bernard?” yelled
Kangaroo. ¢

Roylance challenged,- and tipped the
leather to Dane. Dane sent it on to Kildare.
Kildare ran it twenty vyards, them put it
across, to see Redfern trap it. Redfern
dodged a half, and passed to Tom Merry.
Tom ran it on as if he meant to go for goal
on his own, but, drawing back, slung it to
Talbot. :

It came beautifully to Talbot’s foot,
bumping a little on the hard ground, so that
he got his instep under it, and sent in a
deadly shot in the corner of the goal just
before he went down to the charge of the
other Ramblers’ back.

“Goal! Hurrah! Hurrah!® =

The goalkeeper hurled the ball out, and
then the whistle sounded for .time.

So the scratch St. Jim's team—the skipper
and ten juniors—won a fine mateh over
clever opponents by the odd goal in three.

And directly they had changed they rushed
off to watech the scrateh junior side put paid
to the account of the Invicta by five fo
two!

Not a man had failed St. Jim's that day.
Every player in both teams had shown his
best form. The three seniors said that they
weré proud of them all, and seven fags
added their note of high approval.

But Cardew, who had played as well as
anyone on his side, said that  he did not
expeet to survive the night, and that the

well down field.

sympathy given to Talbot was reaily his due.

It was he who, with" Tom ~Merry, helped
Talbot off the field, all the same:s

Nothing more “was done in the matter of
Cutts. Kildare held that they cculd afford to
treat his blackguardly trick with contempt.
H: had been thrashed by a Shell fellow—let
that suffice!

And nothing at all was done about Welsh,
for against him nothing could be proved.

THE END.

(Another grand long story of Tom Merry &
Co. next week.) < =

o I.oo, m auéhtér, look wll,
for these are the marks of the
man you wish to marry ! »*

= - :
EEEEECEE RN RN RN E R EE R EE N BB PO EENEE N RE N R ENEEER

The Most Dramatic Story of the Year.
“Without Mercy!”
The Story of a Mother’s Vengeance,
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