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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
On the Sick Lists

£é O sunshine, na pleasure, no hope—
No-vember !*
That melancholy statement was|

anade hy Bob Cherry of the
Reiove who was not given to making melan-
choly statements as a rule.

Eleven footballers stood in the junior
Common-room, gazing disconsoclately out of
the dow.

hut the eleven looked
anything but cheerful. For the rain was
coming down in torrents. It lashed sgaimst
the window-panes; it formed little pools of
mdd in_the Clos - -
‘his puts the kybosh om eur match with
pper Fourth!” grunted Johmay Bull

‘Absolutely!” growled Frank ~Nugent.
“ Blow the beastly Tain! It's coming down i
bucketfuls!”

Harry Wharton looked savage. He was
more annoyed than anyhody with the clerk
of the weather.

The great contest for the eaptaincy of the
Gxeyfrla 3 Remove was stiil in pro s, and
each of the candidates had had a &
with the exception of Wharten.

Wharton’s week was begin now, under
conditions which could hudl,, cailed ideal.

All the other candidates had been favoured
with good weather. The sun had shone on
the efforts of Vernon-Smith, Pefer Todd, Dic

-a half-holiday,

Hw

Russell, and Billy Bunter. Bub mow that
Harry Wharton was about to make a des-
perate effort to regain his old position, the
skies_were weeping.

“TEt’s play, and: c.lanre the rain!” said
Vernon-Smith. S

Wharton looked up mn'r}v

“I'm game !” he said.

“But we shall be soaked to the T said
Peter Todd.

“Who cares?”

“Tt will be more like a-gwi ala than

a footer match,” d Beb €
don’t mind. Let’s zo and tackle
Cecil Reginald Temple,
Upper Fourth, was in hi:
ehanged for the mateh,
the fixture as “ofi.”
Temple looked up in surprize as the
ballers trooped in.
“What the thump——" he began.
“Buck up ! ‘ald Wharten
“The match is due to
Smith. =
Temple s{ared.'
“You burbling

Temple. =
the eaptain of the

udy. He had not
idently regarding

foot-

1, said Vernon-

chnmps!” he

zaid. “You're

A Magnificent New Long

HARRY WHARTON & Co.

By FRARK RIGHARDS.

Complete Story of

of Greylriars.

not t .nkmv of playing in t sort-of weather

u‘l

ats wrong with the weather?” said
Bob Cherry. “It's certainly a trile damp,
but you ought not to mind that. Remember
what’s written on the coat-of-arms of Lord

Temple de Temple—‘ Never mind . the
weather I’
“Ha, ha, ha!”

“I shouldn’t dream of turning out in this
slush!” gaid Temple.

“In other w
funky of a

Temple flushed.

“My dear fellow, you
Tpper Fourth, not if you tried for
years!” be deeclared,

“Rats!”

“We're ready to lick
Cherry.

Temple could not resist that challenge. He
knew that if he refused to play he and his
Form-fellows would be dubbed funks.

“All sereme,” he said. “I'll round up the
other chaps, and we’ll turn out. But it’s
nothing short of lunacy to play in this rain!”

Temple experienced a great deal of difficulty
in persaading his followers to turn out. After
a good deal of argumment, however, they mads
their w ay te Little Side.

The Upper Fourth were garhed in raincoats,
but the Remeovites had nothing over their
lerseys and shorts. =

“What about a referee?” said Nugent.

“We’ll ask Wingate,” said Wharton.

But the eaptain of Greyfriars, when he was
approached, said nothing in the world would
induce himi to spend ninety minutes in the
pouring rain.

Several of the. seniors were applied to in
turn, and ﬂlcn remarks were more ‘mphmtw
than polite. They voted the juniors m
and appeared to have no desire to he adde'x
to the list of funatics.

Even Coker of the Fifth declined to take on
the job, so it ventually decided to dis-
pense with the ices of a referee.

With the rain pelting down from the lower-
ing sky, the two teams lined up for the
tmzsle. 2

Temple & Co. did not remove their rain-
coats, and their pace suffered in consequence.

It was almost impossible for either team
to control the gressy ball, and play was far-
cical.

Harry Wharten & Co. w
to the skin. It was eold as
the players soffered acute

“Grogoh!” panted Bob €
awful!?

“The ahsolute

said Wharton, “you’re

couldn't lick the
a thousand

said Bob

you

now !

creé soofi drenched
ell as wet, and
cmfrr
1e1ry.

“This i3

giddy Jimit ™ said Johnay

trom head te foot. Every time they slipped
>d

Bull. “YWe must leok a priceless set of
asses !

‘Tnank goodness there aren't any spee-
taters!” said Nugent.

The mmms were soon plastered with mud

a
an

they had a mud-bath—and they sl
dozen times every five minutes,
average.

Presently Bulstrode, in the Remove goal,
gave vent to a loud sneeze.

* Atishoo !

“Look out!” yelled Peter Todd, for Temple
was advancing towards goal with the ball.

Bat Bulstrode developed quite a sneezing
fit, and he was helpless when the ball came
whizzing in.

“Goal!” eried Temple exultingly.

“You silly chump!” roared Johnuny Bull,
turning to Bulstrode. “Why couldn’t you
have put off your beas ing fit till

on

another time? Why ‘ecouldn't you—
&fuhoo ! h,lnhumh; um 1
aid Bulstrode, “you’'ve got a sneecz-
ing ﬁt yourself P
Within the next few moments at least

kalf a dozen juniors were deuble up with
speezing. Bulstrode had set the fashion, and
Nugent, Bob Cherry, Hurree Singh, and Peter
Todd were now among the vietim

And still the rain pelted down, and
game went on—although ew "vbodv had
enough when half-time came.

“1 think we’'d better cry off,” sa
Smith.

Harry Wharton nodded.

“I didn’t think it would be as
ke said.

Temple & Co. were only ‘teo willing to
abandon the game, especially as they had
scored the. only goal; and the footballers
squelched off the field of play.
hertly afterwards Harry Wharten & Co.,
ed to the skin, limped along the Remove
ge. Their progress was scecompanied by
at fits of smeezing.

. Quelgh hanpencd to encounter the pro-
cession. The Form-master necarly fell down
W nm he wmght sight of the drenched Jum&m

“Bl " he exclaimed. “Surely
s ha e not been pla ww toctln)l 22
beenn  trying to, sir,” said Bob
“Of course it was rather wet, but
Atisheo !”
Mr. Quelch drew back hastily. He had a
horror of influenza.

“Why, some of you appear to have caught
a chill!” he exelaimed.

“0h, no, sir!” caid Peter Todd.
slight cold Atishum-m-m1”

The Remove-master frowned

still the
had

id Vernon-

bhad as this,”

“Merely a

(Copyright in the United Siates of America.)




THE

“1 have never heard of such foolish
B d.  *You have exposed yoursely
grave risks.  You will rub yoursels
and then proceed immediately t«
—t0 bed, sir?” stammered Nug w*.
vithout delay !”
juniors exchanged dismayed
1ot nice to be despatehed to bes
na ty boys, in the middle of the
nosn,

But the Form-master’s word was law, and
th as nothing for it but to obey.
juniors tmoped up te the Remove
mitory, gave themselves a brisk rub-down,
then got into bed.
his is the end of a perfect day!” grunted

“I don’t think!”
ending a half-holiday.
. “Did -you ever?”
orst of it is we shall miss tea,” said
- “If one of us goes down to fetch
e's hound to be spotted by Quelchy!”
At the end of half an hour—during which
time a merzino concert had been held in the
dle xmum the juniors ‘were ravenous.

1 ry was on the verge of s»(ppnm

, Lk
after-

in hed!”

;11 and his chum Ogilvy came i
oht with them a laden tray. ~The

a plate of cake. =

“Pile-in, you felows!” said Dick Russell.

“ Dick,” said Bob Cherry,” “you'ré a Geod
Samaritan! Let me fold you to my pillow,
and weepi”
¢, thanks! laughed Russell.
niping for a dose of'the 'flu.”

The juniors were soon sitting up in bed,
rf»;mling themsclves with hot muifins and tea.

'l‘lxis is prime!” said Peter Todd. “Thanks
ever so much, you fellows!”

‘)onr. meneh !” said Ogilvy. “We
as well do you a good turn whil
\\r sha'n’t have a chance to-morre
Why not?” asked Johnny B
veu'll be in the sanny
ou're a Job's comiarter,

“I‘m rotl

might
‘e cam.

< Well

mistake ! i
Atter tea the

footballers lay chat
each other, and sneezing intermiftent
1n the evening cocoa and biscuits we
up to them by Mr. Quelch’s instruct
‘Lucky do said Bolsover major, when

e rest of the Removites came up to bed.
ql’ I could le in bed and bhe moliy-

“Y¥Yes, rather!” said Skinper.
Bob Cherry was about to say
*Atishoo!” instead.

e morning it was pbvious
were easualties in the Remove:

Harry Wharton had come through un-
cathed, and his companions who had taken
patré in the match with tlhie Upper Fourth
wore the vietims of infinenza eolds.

“Rate” |

that there

When Mr. Quelch arrived in the Form-
room  to conduct morning fessons he wasf
T e+pd by a volley of sneezing. -
hc rapped out.
Cease that ridiculous noize imme-

Y ir! - Very good, sir! At-ec-ec-shum!”
“Ha ha ha!”
“This is no laughing matter!” said Mr.

Quelch sternly. “You will go at once to the

sanatorivm, -Cherry, for treatmem You
appear to have contracted influcnza™

“Oh, crumbsi”

“That's number one!” murnmr(d Frank
Nugent. “Tkere will be quite a procession
seon.”

Nucent was right. The pfocession hegan,
and he took part in it.
By the end of the morning there were no
fess than ten fellows on the sick-list.
Harry Wharton could have kicked himssli.
It was all his fault, he reflected. It was
he who had insisted on the match- being

1
piayed in the downpour, and now he was
without 2a- team “to mect Higheliffe on the
following Saturday.

The fixture with the Upper Fourth was of
no importance; but the matelr with High-
clife was a very big affair, involving the
reputation of the Remove.

1f Greyfriars lost—and they were pretty

certain to lose witnout iheéir FEEUIRE Lo
5 Wharten's chances of regaining the
wonld be seriously jeopardised.

: time of the voting came the fel-
rould not be likely to make allowances.
1dy No. 1 had only one occupant for the
of that day—a very gloomy occupaut,
ase face wore a deep frown during tea and

re

Harry W harton dearly wanted fo win back
his old position, but the stars in their courses
seemed to be fighting against him.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Raw Talent.
OW are you fellows getting on?"
_Harry Wharton asked the ques-
] s he looked in at the door-

of the sanatorium as he
downstairs next morning.
*’Shoo.!” said Bob Cherry.
’Shum!” said Frank Nugent.
V“We’re sitting up and taking a little—
tishuo id Peter Todd."
“And youll be taking some, too, if you
hav 4round here!” said Vernon-Smith.
“Hear, hear!” said Johnny Bull. “You'd

better clear oft, Harry.
inmate of this placa 2
‘\“]mrton hesitated.
“I looked in to see if any of
fit fo 18 t ighcxitfe match * he said.

it , 1'm afraid,” said Nugent. “We

may be out ov %turda; but that won't give
us time to find our feet.”

:I try Wharton groaned.

Its as if I shall have to take the field
on my own !” he said.

Rats!” said Bob Cherry. “You'll be
to serape together a team of sorts.”

“Wonderful what you can do with raw
materi ll," said Squiff. “There are heaps of
fellov vho don’t play at all badly, and if
you put tlu'n through their paces yvouw’ll be
:urprism at the result.”

Wharton nodded.

‘1 must see what can be done,” h'

“Au reyolr, you fellows!”

As the morning advanced Wharton's h
grew considerably lighter.

¥t was surprising what a lot of talent
be unearthed in the Remove. .

Dick Russell and Ogilvy, Wibley and Mor-
gan, Diek Rake and Tom Dutton, volunteered
at once.  And all of them were players whe
fell little short of first eleven standard.

Bol r major agreed to turn out at fall
back, and Tom Redwing and Monty Newland
ag cnd to play.
x»lam was now filled, execept the
cper’s. - And  Wharten reme*nbered
v glow of satisfaction, that Hazeldene
a first-rate goalie. Indeed, he sometimes
tarned out for the first eleven in plaes of
Bulstrode

It’s no joke bheing an

you would be

e

able

said.
eart

could

Flourishing the list of players in his hand,
Harry Wharton went along to Hazeldene's
study.

‘H‘ulu“ said Hazeldene, looking up.

\’\ hat’s the latest?”
“Will you turn out as goalie against High-
cliffe?” asked \Wharton.

eldenc shuffled his feet. He looked
s

d hl\c to,” hie said, “but—"

“RBut what?

“Live g0t an appointment on Saturdny,,"
SO
“Tts a very finportant appointment, and I

4ht put it oft.”

“One of your relations commg down?" asked
Wiharton. 5

SNo. 2

“You're going over to tea with Marjorie at
Clift House!?

SN

“Then what the thump

“1 wish you wouldn't be so beas
tive I sald Hazeldene.

Wharton coloured up at that.

“QOh, very well!” he said. “If you
to put it like that I'll get out!”

And he went, slamming the door
him with such violence that the
cclioed along the Remove passage.

Hazeldene's refusal to come up to the
a\"l’dt(h had c¢reated quite a big difficulty
(x()ﬂ(l lkeepers were not as plentiful as
in -the Remove and the High-

wards were certain to profit if there
was o weakness in the Greyfriars goal.

Harry Wharton ransacked the Remove
tudies from end to end. and he finally found
olunteer in Micky Desmond. The Irish
junior vowed he would keep the citadel int
against all comers, and Wharton put his ne
down.

That afternoon the new eleven turned
for practice, and Wharton was surg
the marked ability which was displayed.
deed, he began to wonder whether he

chioose

behind
1noige re-

In'
had
been mmr‘, of unfairness in the past in leav-

ing suen goed players out of the first team.
Wharton kept his men well up to the mark,
and when the day ef the match dawned he
had full confidence in his seratch team.
The mateh was to bé played at Highcliffe,
and purctually to time the Remove eleven
turned up. Frank Courtenay and the Cater-
pillar were waiting for them at the gate
“Hallo ! exclaimed the Caterpillar, sl
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hands with Harry Wharton. “Have you been
buyin' your te\m at a secend- 'nnd ‘shop 7™

Wharton laughed.

“They may be onl. oddments,”  he
“but-they’ re; good enough for Higheliffe.”
“Faith, an® we're good enough for Ne\wa tle

United !” said Micky Desmond,

Frank Courtenay & Co. 'mtzcnpated Littie
difficulty in defeating the second-rate team
which W harton had brought over.

When the mateh started however, they had -
the surprise of their hvts

Dick Russell and Ogilvy teok the bali down
the field between them, and Ogilvy scored
with a lovely drive.

“Goall” =

The Caterpillar rubbed his eyes in wonder.

said,

“Where did these dazzlin” stars come
from?” he exclaimed.
“Give it up!” said Frank Courtenay. “We

shall have to -put a stop to their merry

antics.”

But this was not easy. Wharton's new
team .played with dash and resolution, and
shortly afterwards Monty Newland hea ded- a

second goal.
* “Worse and worse!” groaned the Cater-
pillar. “Time we put our shootin'-boots on,

Franky !”

Higheliffe played desperately after this, and
they managed to reduce the lead just before
the interval. =

“Two to one for us!” said Wharton, as the
lemons were handed round. “Keep it up,
vou fellowst You're doing splendidly{” :

The second half of the game was fast and
keen.

There was no lack of goals. Frank
Courtenay scored twice in five minutes for
Highcliffe, and Wharton and Dick Russell put
on three goals for Greyfriars.

Highcliffe rallied fiercely just before the
finish, and-in the last minute the Cater-
pillar drove the ball past Mickv Desmond into
he net:

But the Remove had won—by five goals to
three—and there was great rejoicing.

Frank Courtenay & Co. took their defeat
smiling.

“We had an ofl- day," said Courtenay. “We

weren't 80 nippy on thc ball, and we deserved
to lose. Will you stay to tea, Wharton?”

“Delighted!” said Harry.

The rest of the Greyfriars team hurried
heme, to ac int their scheolfellows with
the result. ;

Harry Wharton spent an enjoyable hour in
Frank Courtenay’s study, and then he, too,
turned his face towards Greyfriars.

He was walking along the road in the

gathering dust, when he heard the tinkle of
a bleCl\, hell.

Some bicycle-bells have a distinctive sound,
and Wharton knew at once that the cyelist
was Marjorie Hazeldene, of CLiff House.

The next moment the girl had dismounted,
and was beside him.

Wharton raised his cap.

“Qut for a spin?’ he asked

Marjorie nodded. Even in
certain light, Wharton could
looked worried.

”Punctured your bike?” he asked,

cheerfulir.
the dim, un-
see that she

What's the trouble, then?”

“1 Wi mt your help, Harry !

The giri spoke eagerly—almost ‘1[:pemm‘u.

Wharton was serious at once,

“Rely on me to give you all the help 1
can, Marjorie,” he said. .

“Thank you!" said Marjorie. “I knew vou
would say that. It—it's about my brother."

“ont

“You have got him oubt of a good many
tight corners in the past,” cantinued Mar:

jorie.  “I'm afraid - it will - be necessary
again. I hate to always saddle you with-this
50T of thing

“That’s all right,” said Wharton. “If the

young th’ers been getting into a serape; 1
shall be only too willing to pull him out of
it. What exactly is the trouble?”

“He" s got mixed up with Ponsenby & (0
again,” said Marjorie.

Wharton frowned. -

“Confound that fellow Ponsenby!” he
exclaimed. “He’s everlastingly making mis-
chie 1 suppose Fazel's been with him this
afternoon?”

“I'm afraid he has. I saw them walking
along the shore together, at Pegg.  There
were - several others there—all from High-
cliffe. I asked -Peter to come away from
them, and £ believe he would have done, but
Ponsonby told me to mind my own business.”

“The ill-mannered cad!” said Wharton

hatly

THE PENNY PORULAR: —No. 45.
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“My brother. stayed with them, and they
all disappeajed inte a hut 2

“I know that hut!” said Wharton grimly.
“We paid a® visit- o' it last week, and put
Ponsonby & Co. through the mill! I sup-
pose they’'re’ doing the cat-and-mouzc stunt
with Hazel—fleecing him at cards, and that
sort of thing?”

“It’s only too probable,” said Marjorie.

Wharton was silent for a few moments.

“You can leave it to me, Marjorie,” he
said, at length. “T’ll see that your brother
steers clear of Ponsonby in future.”

“Thapnk you so mueh!? 4o

“1 guessed there was something wrong
with Hazel,” said Whartén. “He refuzed

to turn out for the Remove this afterncon.

He said he had another appointment, but if
I had knewn that the appointment was with
Ponsonby, he shouldn’t have kept it. Hazel's
kept straight-for a long time now, and I'm
sorry he’s had this lapse; But I'll scon sece
him elear.” -

“I hope yau wen’t be too
Marjorie uneasily.

“What do you mean, Marjorie?”

“He may have got deep into debt, in which
ease nothing can help him!” -

Wharton locked troubled.

“I hope it won’t be as bad as that,” he
said. “If Ponsanby fleeces Hazel like he
fleeced Dennis Carr—you remember Dennis
Carr, of course?—thers wili be trouble. But
we must hope for the best. ¥'Ul keep my
weather-eye open.”

“I'm  ever so
Marjorie.

For a brief second she allowed her hand to
rest- in Harry: Wharton’s.  Then she re-
mounted her hicycle. and was scon swallowed
up in the mantle of darkness which now
shrouded the countryside,

late,” said

grateiul  to you!” said

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Deeds of Darkness!

€67 ELCOME, littie stranger!”
Bob Cherry sang out that cheery
: greeting as Harry Wharton came

into Study Ne. 1.

Frank Nugent, Johnny Bull, and Hurrce |

Singh were also present.

“Hallo! You fellows down from the sanny
at. last?” said Wharton.

“Yes, thank goodness!”

“We’ve been living on a diet that would
starve a sparrow!” said Bob Cherry.
pudding for brekker, milk-pudding for dinner,
and milk-pudding for tea! Ugh! Did you
ever hear anything =0 gruesome?”

“And we weren't allowed to get up until
the doctor came this afternoon,” said
Nugent. “We badly wanted to go over to
Highcliffe to see the mateh, but, of course,
there was nothing doing.”

“Awfully bucked to know you won,” said
Johnuny Bull. *How did you manage te work
the oraele?»

Wharton smiled.

“The raw talent wasn't quite so raw as I
had imagined.” be said. “The fellows played
up like Trojansi”

“Bravo!”? s

“Why are you so late in getting back?”
asked Bob Cherry. “Been despatching tele-
grams to all the leading newspapers telling
them the resuit?”

“Don’t be an ass! I stopped to tea with
Courtenay and the Caterpillar.”

“My bat! I wonder they had an appetite
for tea, after what happened!”

“Are you game for a second tea?” asked
Nugent. “We're just going {o have ours.”

“I couldn't tackle another to save my life!”

said Wharton.

“Very well,” said Johnny Bull. “You can
squat in the arm-chair and watch the licns
feed!”.

o, ha~ho

Harry Wharton dropped into the arm-chair,
and his face clouded over. His chums
watched him in some concern.

“Penny for ‘em!” said Bob Cherry,
length,

Wharton looked wp with a start.

“Eh?”

at

Bob repeated his observation.

“I—1 was thinking—? began Wharton.

“Bow-wow! Leave that to the politicians!”

“Wherefore that worried brow?” asked
Nugent, in concern.

Wharton rose to his feet, and paced to and
T

0.
“It’s that fellow Hazeldene,” he said,
“Has he broken out again?” -
“Ves.» i
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*

“Milk-

3ob Cherry gave a snort.

“1f he wants to go to the doge, let him!”
he growled..

“But® we
consider,”

“0n !
-“Every time Hazeldene disgraces himself, hie
brings disgrace on Marjorie,” said Wharton.
“And Marjorie’s our pal. Therefore, we're
not going to stand by and see Haze! make a
prize ass of himself!”

“Hear, hear!” said Johnny Bull.

- And Hurree Singh remarked that the hear-
hearfulness was terrific.

“It’s our old friend Ponsonby again,” said
Wharton, and his tone was savage.  “Pon’s
never happy unless he's getting somebody
into_trouble. He jolly mnearly ruined young
Dennis Carr for life, and now he’s making
a catspaw of Hazel.”
hat particular game is he playing?”
asked Nugent. -

“The same oid stunt, so far as I ean
make out.. Playing cards for money in that
beastly fisherman’s hut at Pegg. II the
cards are marked—and they’re bound to be
—Hazel will be getting head-over-ears in
debt. If we chip in now, we might be phle
to save him. But the longer we leave it,
the deeper he’ll get in the mire.”

The others nodded. They were only too
bitterly aware of the cunning and rascality
of Ceeil Ponsonby. Hazeldene was as clay
in the hands of such an unscrupulous indi-
vidual.

“Why not send for Hazel, and give him =
Jolly good humping?” suggested Bob Cherry.

Wharton shook his head.

“Drastic, but hardly good enough,” he said.
“It’ll take more than a bumping to make
Hazel realise what a mug's game he's play-
ing. We shall have to corner him cne day
in the hut, and slaughter Ponsonby & Co.
in his presence.”

“That’s the idea!” said Johnny Ball. “Say
but the word, and we'll come with you
at-any hour of the day or night.”

“We must keep our eyes on Hazel,” said
Wharton. “I loathe and detest anything in
the nature of spying, but it’s for the feilow’s
own good. Just think what would happen
if Quelchy or one of the other masters caught
him in that place.”

“He would be fired out of Greyfriars,”
said Nugent. ?

“ Exactly!”

Hazeldene of the Remove was the ona topic
of conversation in Study No. 1 that evening.

The juniors glanced curiously at Hazel
when they went up to bed. They noticed
that he was flushed and excited. He seemed
to have caught the gambling fever every bit
as badly as Dennis Carr had done.

No_word was said to the wretched fellow.

can’t. There's Marjorie to

Words would have been useless just then.

The Famous Five were biding their time.

Wingate of the Sixth came in to see lights
out, and one by one the juniors dropped off
to sleep.

Harry Wharton seemed to awake within
five minutes of his head touching the pillow.
But he knew that a much longer interval
must have passed, for the dormitory was
in complete darkness.

The wind was blowing in great gusts out-
side, and the windows rattled and shook:

Wharton turned over in his bed, and
attempted to go to sleep again. But some-
how sleep refused to come. 5

Boom! 2

What was that?

The junior sat up in bed, and ther he
laughed to himseli as he realised that it
was the first stroke of midnight. He had
imagined. at first that it was the minute-
gun sounding from the coast.

Still unable to sleep, Wharton slipped ouf
of bed and lighted-a candle. He had a
copy of the “Boys’ Friend * under his pillow,
and he intended to read for half an hour or
so, m the hope of being able to drop off
to sleep at the end of that time. Reading
in the dormitory was not permitted, bhut
Wharton reflected that it weuld be much
better than lying aimlessly awake.

He was groping for his jacket, when his
eye lighted on a vacant bed.

“My hat!” he murmured.

The bed was Hazeldene's!

Further investigation revealed the {fact
that Hazel’s clothes were missing. It was
obvious that he had gone out—that he had
broken bounds in the middle of the night!

“The silly young ass!” muttered Wharton.

And he proceeded to rouse his chums.

“Wharrer-marrer?” mumbled Bob Cherry
drowsily, as he felt himself being shaken.

“QGut you get, Bob!” o

“Is it burglars?”
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“No; Hazeldene's gons out.”
“QRir -

Bob Cherry heaved himseli out of .bed
with an effort. It was not a_nice sort of
night in which to turn out.

After a good deal of pressure had been
brought to bear; Frank Nugent, Johnny Bull,
and Hurree Singh turned out also.

“Bless thay fellow Hazeldene!” growled
Nugent. “You're sure he’s gone out, Harry>”

“Of course! His togs are missing.”

“And have we got to go and bring him
back to the fold?” -

Wharton nodded.

“I vote we wait till he eomes in, and then
scalp him!” said Johnny Bull.

But Wharton would not listen to that lazy
proposition. : .

“We're going along to that hut at Pegsz.”
he said.: “And we’re each going to take a
cricket-stump, for the education of Pon-
sonby.”

The juniors dressed hurriedly by candie-
light. Their haste was due to the fact that
it was intensely cold.

Presently a fierce gust of wind from with-
out extinguished the ecandle. But the Famous
Five did not stop to relight it. They finished
dressing in the darkness, and then groped
their way out of the dormitory and down the
stairs. - #

It was black as. piteh, but they knew
every ineh of the way to Study No. 1, from
which apartment they procured the crieket-
stumps.

“Better put on our raincoats,” said Whar-
ton. “We shall need them, I'm thinking.”

Fully equipped for their expedition, the
juniors went along the passage, and halted at
the hox-room window. e

Bob Cherry threw up the sash, and a gust
of cold air came in.
-“Groo! 1t’s perishing!”
Bull. -
“Never mind,”? said Wharton. “If Hazel
could face it, so can we. Come on!”

One by one the Famous Five clambered
through, and cmerged into the Close, where
it was blowing great 4

The juniors were well aware of the rick
they were running.

If they encouutered Mr. Quelch or cne of
the prefects, they would have no excuse to
offer, for they could not give the wayward
Hazeldene away. The five of them would
be arraigned before the Head on a charge
of breaking bounds, and “the sack,” ar a
severe flogging, at least, would result. 3

But it was unlikely that anyone in anthority
would be on the prowl on a night like this,
with the gale shrieking round the old roofs
and chimney "

“This way!” shouted Harry Wkarton. BHa
had to shout, or his voice would have been
lost in the wind.

The Famous Five crossed the Close, clam-
bered over the school wall, and were zoen
battling their way along the road leading
to Pega. =

muttered Johnny

THE FOURTH CHAPTER. -
““Well Played, Wharton !’
1 OVE, how it blows!”
“Taik about a giddy cyeclone!”
The Famous Five, with their rain-
coats swelling like balloons, and
their caps nearly whisked from their heads,
plunged along the dark road.

The whole countryside was locked in the
grip of the November gale. which, hewever,
was by no means the worst which had been
known on that rocky coast. The Greyiriars
district was so often storm-swept that the
juniors were not unduly alarmed. But they
could not help thinking ‘with a thrill of
the vessels which were out on the dark sea,
being tossed hither and thither by the angry
waves.

And in the midst of this_storm the raseals
of Highcliffe were holding high revel in the
fisherman’s hut at Pegg.  And Hazeldene of
the Remove was with them! !

For Marjorie’s sake—for the sake of the
Remove—for the. sake of all concerned,
Hazeldene must he recovered from the

‘clutches of that gang of youthful adven-

turers.

“It’s all right for Ponsonby & Co. to he
out all night,” remarked Bob Cherry. “They
know jolly well that nothing would happen
to them if they were collared. Discipline
at Highclifte is very shaky. Of course, the
Head would sack them if he knew what was
going on, but he doesn’t know. Mobby, the

| Form-master, hushes everything up.”

Harry Wharton nodded.
“Mobbs believes in heing on the side of
the aristocracy,” he said, with contempt.
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As Bolsover reeled he received a terrific upper-cut, which sent him crashing to the fioor.
one hand to signify that hs was whackad, and there were loud cheers for Wharton. (See page 7.)

]

“The prostrate bully raissd

wouldn't be above licking Poy
different in Hazeldene's ¢
“rank Nugent. “There would be short si
for him it the Head got to kndw about his
iittle games. He'd be kicked ont of frey-
i And think of the disgrace to Mar-

sarton set his teeth. He had been th

ing of that all along.
“When we've dealt with Ponsonhy & (o

ing ‘u fresh grip on his eri

we’ll try and knock a little e

Anyway, we'll give hiin such a

iandling that he won’t be in a hurry o

Pon- again!”

setfear ~haar 12

“Quiet!” whispered Johnny: Bull. “We're

T ¥

ear the placé.

V-

s!” said Bob Cherry.’
matter-how-
ke
and he

“1t deesu’t
much row we make in a storm
this. Even Bunter couldn't
hears more things than
1 know.”

in the darkness the Fan
could discern the cutline of the 3
hut, which Ponsonby had convert a
snug retreat for his ¥y pastim

subdued light—probably a
ible at the window. =
the juniors approached the hut, i
ight “was suddeniy extinguished.

“My hat!” muttered Nugent. ©
s eoming?!”

* Looks like it!" said Wharton.
TLet's run for-it, or else they’ll
our fingers!”

The juniors hroke into a run.
gent, they caught sight of a
gs running towards the sea.
Ponsonby & Co. were running hard. a

16 Posgibly they wi

siip throuch

And as
numbe

s it
not

They

of their pursuei

by agents of the headmaster of
rich case their capiurs woul

T
supposed that they were being |

Whatever their thoughts and fears, they

ned straight for the shore, on which the
white breakers were tumbling and

g - themselves.

resently Bob (ttherry stopped short from

he exelaimed. “Took!
ying to bunk in a boat!”

other members of the Famous Five
ed, too, their eyes scanning the dark sea,

right!” panted Harry Wharton.
¥'re putting out to sea! The mad fools!
w@y’il be dashed to pieces!™
Wharton well knew that no boat—with the
ion of the lifeboat—ecould live in sueh

a =18

Ponszonby & Co. had done some wild and
reckless t s in their time, but for sheer
insanity this latest exploit on their part-took
gome bheatipg.

Why had they not tried to escape over-
land? Why i they given themselves up to
the mercy of h a wild sea?

The juniors shivered a little as they stood
here, straining their eyes into the darkness.
t had no love for Cecil Ponsonby and
and they had nothing but con
ter Hazeldene, who was as
of the unserupulous Highelifli
iows who now manned th:
ow-beings, and they m
ni the consequences of their razh

tempt 1o <
in the haun
But the 1

” roared Harry Wharton, at the top
= ome back!”
! echoed the
O Five.
But their voices were lost in
the elements.

other members

fury of

had
on t
2 risking their lives!

hey—they can't realise what they're
> muttered Jolinny Bull, with ebatter:
“They may think they're good
v"11 capsize, as sure as fate!”

“The fools!” said Bob Cherry.

The juniors could distingaish the boat as
it was flung to and fro by the devouring
waves. It was not far out to sea, but at any
moment a gust of wind, more violent than
the others, might overturn it.

“We must help them!” exclaimed Harry
Wharton.

“But—but how?”

“We must get a rope. Come on!”

Although the captaincy of the Remove was
by no means a sure thing for him, Harry
Wharton spoke with all his old authority.

~There was determination in his tone, and a

demand to be obeyed. His companions fol-
lowed him as he dashed towards the hut
which Ponsonby & Co. had recently vacated.

Wharton struck a match, and the light
climmered on a coil of rope lying in the
corner. Bob Cherry snatched it up, and the
iuniors returned to the shore.

They glanced out to sea with fast-beating
hearts. =

Yes, the boat was still there; but its oceu-
pants were helpless.

Faintly, amid the roar of the storm, came
cries for help. A

Harry Wharton
Cherry.

“Tie one end of the rope round my waist!”
he said. “And the quicker you -are the
be‘tter. The lives of those fellows depend on
il

Bob hesitated.

“What are you going to do, Harry?”

“Swim out to them, of course!”

“But—but it's madness!”

Harry Wharton clenched his hands impa-
tiently. =

*What do you think I wanted the rope
for?” he spapped. “Buck up! It's cur only
chance of getting them in.”

Bob Cherry still hesitated.

If the truth were known, Bob would rather
that Ponsonby & Co. went to the hottom af
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turned quickly fo Eob
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the sea than that he should lose perhaps the
best ‘chum he had ever known. A séifish
thought, perhaps, but then the lives of Cecil
Ponsonby and his confederates were worthless.
Wharton’s was not. If Ponsonby & Co. lived,
they would bring nothing but discredit upon
themselves and  others, whereas Harry
Wharten would always excreise a powerful
influence for good.

“I—I don’t half like
mered Bob.

“Rats! You know I'm not a bad swimmer.
1 may not be able to save them all, but I'll
do my best—and every minute’s precious!”

Bob Cherry saw that his chum’s mind was.
fully made up, and he hesitated no longer.

The end of the rope was securely fastened
round Harry Wharton’s waist, and while this
was being domne the jupior divested himself
of his boets.
already in Hurree Singh’s custody.

“Ready, you fellows?” he said.

There was a nodding of heads.

“Right! I'm going!”

And the plucky junior waded into that
seething cauldron of waves.

“@Good luck, Harry!”

It was Bob Cherry who spoke, and his w:ce
faltered a little.

Slowly the rope
juniors’ fingers. .

“He’s gone!” muttered Nugent, his voice
tense with anxiety. “Heaven help him!”

“Look here, Franky!” said Bob Cherry.
“Three of us can manage this rope. You ecut
off tc the nearest fisherman’s cottage, and
get them to turn out the lifeboat!”

Nugent nodded. He released his hold of
the mpe, and the next moment he was swal-
lowed up in the darkness.

Meanwhile, what of Harry Wharton?

He was out amongst the wild waters, swim-
ming strongly. and duck ing his head every
now and again as a po\verful ridge of waves
loomed up before him.

Wharton’s first sensation was ene of agree-
able surprise.

The sea was rough, but it was not so
treacherous as it had looked.  He had feared
that he would be swallowed up and enguifed,
or that he would be dashed upon the roeks.
But it was possible, by keeping a wary look-
out, to steer a safe course.

The cries for help, which had been horne
so faintly to the ears of the juniors, new
scunded quite near,

“Heilp, help!”

Again and again
repeated.

* Wharton saw that he was cloze to the boat,
which was indeed baving a rough passage.

Somebody—it looked like Gadsby—was
baling out water with his cap. But there
was more water coming into the boat tham
coing out.

Whurton’s

the idea—" stam-

gave out between the

the frantic cry was

practised eye told him that the
frail vessel would last about another five
minutes—possibly less.  There would be no
time to save the crew, but he would at least
save pne.

With this resolve, Wharton fought his way
towards the boat.

Ponsonby & Ce. saw him coming, and they

proved their cowardice in the erisis. =~ They
ﬂ.,n" out ‘their hands. each one imploring

Wharton to save him first.

Tor a moment Wharton clung to the side
of the boat, somewhat fagged after his
strenuous swim.

Ponsonby's hand elutched the junior’s wrist.

“ Quick—get me out of this!” he gasped.

Warry Wharton wrenched himself free.

1t there was only time to save one, he
reficeted, he must save Hazel. For Marjorie’s
suke he must take this course. Marjorie had
been a true chum to him; and, after all,
Hazel was a Greyfriars fellow. His claims
were stronger than these of his companions.

“Hazel!” shouted Wharton. “Jump over-
hoard—quick! It's your only chance! T'll
get you all right!”

The pale-faced Hazeldene did not relishi the
prospect of leaping into that angry sca. But
he had the sense to see that it was his only
chance.

For a brief second he hesitated, then he
took the plunge.

In a moment Wharton's arms were around
him, bearing him up.

Hazeldene nearly choked the
buffeted into his face.

“ Keep your mouth shut, you ass!” muttered

‘harton. “You'll need to save your breath.”

Meanwhile, Ponsonby leaned forward in the
boat, and screamed frantically to- Wharton.

“Don't leave us like this! We sball cap-
size in a minate! Make that rope fast to the
boat, and then we can be hauled in!”

But it would have heen impossible for

'THE PENRY POPULAR.—No, 45.

as waves

‘

His raincoat and iacket were |

& 4 edh

Wharton—cven had he not been supperting
Hazeldene—to unfasten the rope which was
tied so securely around his v

*Can’t be done!” he shouted, ¢ the words
struek chill despair into the ;- of
Ponsonby & Co. “But, look! There's some-
thing eoming! 1It’s the liteboat!”

“Thank Heaven!” cried Ponsonby

For once in his life lie w
grateful to Providence.

Harry Wharton held no further parley with
the Highclifte fellows.

. Swimming strongly on his back,
Hazeldene towards the shore.

Progress, however, was painfully slow.

“You'd be’oter hang on to the rope, Hazel ¥
easped Wharton, at length. “I'm whacked I

Bub Hazeldene was ineapable of hanging
on to anything just them. He was un-
consecious.

It remained, therefore, for Harry Wharton

to continue to suppert his burden—thongh he
began to entertain serious deubts as to his
ability te regain the sheore.
. His feet struck something in the water,
and he realised that he was in imminent
danger of being dashed on the rocks. But
he promptly altered his course, and the crisis
was averted.

genuinely

he piloted

In the meantime, there had beem big
developments. >
Ponsonby’s boat had caps & and its
human cargo had been pitched into the

sweltering waves. 5

But the lifeboat. manned by the siurdy
fisherfolk, reached the spot in time to effect
the rescue of the four {fellows—Ponsonby,
Gadsby, Monson, and Vavasour,

The drenched and terrified Ponzonby in-
sisted upon being rowed at once to safety:
but the lifeboatmen hesitated.

“There were two others,” said their leader.
“We must hunt round for them. They can't
possibly swim ashore in a sea like thisi”

And the lifeboat rose up and down on the
dark waters, the men peering intently for
a glimpse of Wharton and Hazeldene,

And presently they found them.

Wharton's strength was far spent, but he
was near to the shore now.

“Never mind me!” he called ont. “Take
this fellow. He’s unconscious.”

Willing hands lifted Hazeidene intoc the
boat, and Wharton, partly swimming and
partly being dragged through the water, at
length regained the shore—and sa

Four juniors seized him, and voices

rang out in great relief.

“Hereshe is!”

“Bravo, Harry!®

“Thank Heaven you're safe!”

“The thankfulness is terrific!”

Harry Wharton reeled into the
his chums.

Shortly afterwards
without mishap.

Hazeldene was carried to the
man’s dwelling, and Ponsonby & Co.
on foot.

The Famous Five, with
tottering in their midst,
rear.

Thanks to the kindly ministrations of one
of the fishermen’s wives, the drerched juniors,
including Hazeldene, qmd\h revived. - Ti y
sat hefore the fire in blankets whilst thei
clothing was being dried.

“You will spemd the night here. ¥
gentlemen?” inquired the good-natured ﬂ
man's wife.

“Thank gyou very much, ®
Harry Wharten, rather grimi “But we
must be getting back to our scheols in an
hour or so. We're not supposed tc be out,
you see.”

“Won't you go back to bed, ma‘am?”

arms of

the landed

nearest fisher-
foltowed

Harry Wharton
breught up the

e

1a‘am!

i

said

Bob Cherr Y, “We can ook after these
fellows now.” : :
The woman prepared some Bovril, and

handed it round to tihe juniorse who had
suffered immersion in the sea; then she
retired.

When she had gone, Hazeldens turned teo
Harry Wharton.

“I—T've been a cad!” he faltered.

“You have!” agreed Wharton bluntiy.

“I wasn’t worth the risk you ran in umn
ming out to save me!”

Wharton ahrugﬂed his shoulders.

“Perhaps I wasn’t thinking solely of ye
he said. “You hehaved like a young black
guard, Hazel! You went sv‘.m,ght for some
time, ¥ admit, but I tboughb it was too good
to last. Why did you want to get mixed up
with Ponsonby again?”

Hazel hung his head, and did noel answer.

Fr lday-

But Yonsonby turned from the
glared at Wharton.
“This is no business of yours!”

fire, and

€ snapped.

“If Hazel chooses to be a I of e,
you've no right to interfere! Keep off the
grass!”
“Hear, hear!™ said Gadshy ond Wensen
together.

Harry Wharton frowned.

*“Itis my business—and it's the
every decent fellow—to keep a
idiot like . Hazel away from a gang of
like yourselves!” he retorted.

Ponsonby muttered something
brcath, and turned back to the fi

“Have you been gambling v
rotters, Hazel?” demanded Bob

The quest:on was superfiuous.

Hazeldene was unable to meet Baob'
gaze, and his very silence was an ac
of his guilt.

“Are you in debt?” asked W

The wretched junior nodded dul

“TFo what extent?”

“Three pounds.”

“Phew! Has Ponsonby gob your 16 U fer
‘hat amount?”

“¥es"

Wharton turned to the cad of Hi

“Hand it over!” he said sharply

Pon began to bluster.

“Well, of-all the cheek!”
“Dashed if T see why——"

“Hand it over!” repeated Wharten,
we'll take it from you by foree!”

“Yes, rather!” said Frank Nugent.

Pml\-onby fumbled in the pocket «
iacket, which lung over a chair. and p
the doaument He handed it to V
with a scowl.

Harry Wharton tore the serap of p
fragments, and hurled them on the fire.

“You've no right to. do that!” fiashed
Ponsonby. S

“I have every right to do it. I'm
vinced that you've been cheating-Hazel,
as you cheated Dennis Carr. If it was a
debt. I'd see that Hazel paid it; but
nothing of the sort, and you khow !
shut up!t”

Wharton was in a royal rage, and Ponsonby
had sufficient sense not to remew the argu-
ment., He knew that the other members
the Famous Five would back up their le
instantly if it came to a fight; and Pc by

was not exactly pining for a ﬁght just then

“I want you to pronuss- me, Hazel,” ¢
Harry Wharton, * t:‘dt you'll chuek thi
onee and for all.”

1 promise!” said Hazeldene eagerly.

But, although he spoke with sincerity
l‘amom Five knew only‘too well how n
that promise was worth. The Ethiopian
nou readily change his skin, or the lecpard

iis spots, and Pbtbl' Hazeldene would always
be what Bob Cherry described as “a slippery
customer.” He had wanted watching in the

he exe

o0n-

i ]
Now

past; he would need watching in the
inture.
Hazeldene had had a very bad secare that

night. The vision-"of sudden death
looned before him, and he was frightened an
remorseful.

But when the effects of that eventfnl
had worn off, and things became n
again, it was only teo pronahk that
would drift once again into a career of
e was a youth who did net profit
experience. Z

Some time later Ponsanby & Co. got
their clothes, and so did Wharten
Hazeldene.

The garments were not quite dr“
was decided to sprint back to the re
schools. :

Harry Wharton left an
money enclosed, on the table for t
benefactress. And then the Grey
Highcliffe fellows vacated the fis
cottage, and went their several ways.

b ,

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
‘The Dormitory Fight.
"HERE on earth have you
been?”

Peter Todd sat up in nis bed
in’ the Remove dormitory and
asked the question.

The Famous Five aund H
managed to get back to Grey
mishap.

“It’s nearly three o'clock!” went on Feter
Todd, aghast. “Explain: yourselves, you
chumps !”

Simultaneously, half a dozen feliows ”twcl\e
in different parts of the dormi 5

ene “had
rs without
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been out on the razzle?”

" said Squiff, lichting a candie,
his won't do! When six fellows roll in at
ec o’clock in the morning, I think we're
stitted to an explanation.”

Rob Cherry started on a thrilling recital
of Wharton's heroism. Wharton didn’t like
that at all, and he trod none too gently ox
Bob's foot.

“Yow! What did you do that for, ass?”
“Don’t shout the odds!” muttered Harry,
But Boh Cherry was not to be turned from
He felt very proud of Wharton
2t night, and he did not inténd that the
t¢ of Hazeldene should go unhonoured
and unsang, as it were,

Bob recounted in detail the exciting events
of the night, and when he told how Harry
Wharton went to what appeared to be
certain death, there was a murmur of admira-
tion from his listeners.

“ Ripping !”

“Bravo, Wharton!”

“Jolly weil played, old scout!”

iiere was only one dissentient voice. It
5 Bolsover major’s.

Of course, this was a put-up ich.” said
Isover.

Bob Cherry flushed angrily.

“What do you mean, you cad?”

“I mean that Wharton did this gallant deed
pretended he did it-simply to curcy
favour with Marjorie!”

Bolsover's cowardly
through the dormitory.

“Why, you—you—-—"  spluttered Bob
Chierry. “Pl slaughter you for saying that!”
And Bob took a sudden stride in the direc-
of Bolsover’s bed.

Harry Wharton caught his chum by the
arm, and swung him back.

“Leave him to me, Bob,” he said quietly.
up to me to defend "mysell against
rotten insinuation.”

's true !” blustered Bolsover.

rry Wharton strode to the bedside of
bully of the Remove.

Gebout!” he said.

“ What for?”

“I'm going to lick you!”

“Hark at hiw'!” sneered Bolsover. “Talks
a hero in a penny dreadful, doesn't he?”
~“Oub you get!” said Wharton. “I'm going
ke you eat your words!”

ou can!” sneered Bolsover, slowly
“When you find
lying on your bhack in five minutes’
. you'll be sorry you forced this fight on

assertion  boomed

shall see,” said Wharten grimly.
¢ was quite a commotion in the Remove
itory as Bolsover major pulled on his

Dormitory fights were not novelties, but
: always produced a big sensation.
Practically every fellow in the Remove was
:e now. Even Billy Bunter, who usually
red something in the nature of an earth-
1ke to rouse him, was sitting up in bed.
I’m your second, Bolsover!” said Skinner.

“And I'm yours, old man!” said Bob
Cherry to Harry Wharton.

“1 say,” interposed Nugent, “do you think
it’s altogether wise to take him on, Harry?
4've had about enough exertion for one

-

My dear chap,” said Wharton, “if I
n't fight him, it will be as good as admit-
ng that what he said was frue.” .

“Hear, hear!” said Johnny Bull. “Nothing
iss having it out here und now. Pile in,
o twol” =
A space was cleared in the dormitory,
i'the two juniors, who had so often come
to logzerheads in the past, confronted each
eth 2

It was true that Wharton was tired, but
he was not too tired fo 1 with a
slanderer. o
When Johnny Bull said ¢ i
combatants obeyed. There was
no- master of ceremonies.  Bub

the two
‘referce,
such an

official was not necessary. The dormitory
af lar could be relied upon to sec fair-
play.

Bolsover major had the strength eof -a
bulloek, and it was-no joke to collide with
" his fists,” which had often been likened to
battering-rams.

Perhaps Harry Wharton was less cool than
wususl. Anyway, he failed to guard Bolsover's
. first bhlow—a swinging right-hander—and he
_@meat to the floor with a crash.

“Hurrah!” chortled Skinner. “That’s the
stuft to give ‘em!”

Bolsover was so convineed that he had
delivered a knock-out blow that he was about
to go back to bed. A cry of alarm caused
kim to spin round, and he saw, to Hhis
astonishment, that Wharton was on his feet
again, =

“8So you want some more, do you?”’ growled
Bolsover. “Here goes, then!” :

And he hurled himself at his opponent like
a angry bull.

“Sguasti him, Bolsover; old man!” piped
Billy Bunter. “Then he won't have an
earthly chance of bagging the captaincy. I
shall win it instead !

“He, ha, ha!”

Harry Wharton threw himself on the
defensive. He saw that his chance would
come later, when Bolsover hegan to tire.

The fight was not divided into rounds, and
it went on unchecked for ten minutes, which
was a pretty good spell, considering that it
was being fought with bare fists.

“At the end of that time the tide of battle
began to turn in Harry Wharton’s favour.

It had been all Bolsover before, and even
cheery optimists like Bob Cherry had begun
to wonder if Wharton could stave off defeat.
They now saw that he could, and that he
was capabie of scoring a handsome victory
into the bargain.

r had bellows to mend now, and
very slow and cumbersome in his

q

urged

ise him!” said Stott.

d than done!” snarled Bolsover,
as he warded off a couple of hurricane blows
from his opponent.

Harry Wharton was doing
now, and his chums cheered

“Good old Harry!”

“Polish him off !

“Impart the estecmed
worthy chum!”

Everyone saw that a great deal depended
on the result of the fight.

If Harry Wharton defeated the bully of
the Remove, he would increase his claims to
the captainey.

if, on the other hand, the honours went

all the attacking
Lim to the echo.

kneck-out, my

“to Bolsover major, Harry Wharton would lose

a good deal of prestige. :
Hammer-and-tongs, in the dim candle-light,

“the iuniors fought and swayed. Their breath

came in greab gasps; their faces were hot and
perspiring. - =

Harry Wharton was on top, but Boisover
refused to talke the knock-out. He received
several blows which would have floored a less
sturdy fellow, but he stuck to his guns, and
it really looked as if Wharton would have to
abandon the task as hopeless.

“When are they going to finish it off?”
asked Peter Todd plaintively. ~“Rising-bell
will go in & minute!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Harry won't be long!” said Bob Cherry
confidently. ;

fiven as he spoke, Wharton sailed in, and
drove his clenched fist full into Bolsover’s
rugged fage. °

It was a terrible blow, but there was more
to come.

As Bolsover reeled, he received a terrific
upper-cut, which sent him crashing to the
foor,

The prostrate bully raised one hand to
signify that he was whacked. And there were
toud cheers for Wharton.

“Not so much row, you duffers!” panted
Harry. “You'll have Quelchy here in a
jiffy t”

“PBless Quelehy !” said Bob Cherry. “You've
licked Bolsover, and that’s all that matters.
Hiurrah!”

“Hurrah!” echoed
Wharton's supporters.

After an interval, during which Bob Cherry
sponged his chum’'s heated face, Bolsover
jurched to his feet. He stood for a moment
in uncertainty, and then crossed over to his
congueror.

“I'm a cad for saying what 1 did,” he
said. “Goodness knows what made me say
#. Pure caddishness, 1 suppose. Anyway, 1
take it back, and I hope you'll shake hands.”

Which proved that Percy Bolsover,
atthough a rough diamond, was not a bad

the remainder of

fellow at heart.

Harry Wharton took the proflered hand,
and gripped it hard.

“We’ll say no more about it,” he said.

Bolsover major crawled back into bed to
nurse his injuries; and the Famous Five and
fTazeidene, utterly exhausted, undressed and
followed suit. !

“Ilere endeth the enfertainment!” said Bob
Cherry, as he drew the bedclothes about his
curly head. “Well, it's been a night of ex-
citement, and no mistaka!”

“I don’t think I ever remember its equal!®
said Harry Wharton.

And his chums agreed with him.

Mr. Quelch found his class afflicted with
drowsiness next morging. Bob Cherry dropped
into ‘a doze several times in the course of
morning lessons, and even after he had been
roused with the Form-maste:’s pointer he
declined to sit up and take notice.

Harry Wharton, too, dropped from his place
at the top of the class, and was ordered to
write out  “1 must not yawn ' a hundred
times. o

Frank Nugent, Johany Bull, and Hurree
Singh did not escape Mr. Queich's eagle eye,
and the Remove-master dropped on cach of
them in turn.

Hazeldene was also the richier by five hun-
dred lines before morning schoel drew to a
welcome close. :

Mr. Quelch did not ask too many questions
concerning this unusual state of drowsiness
in his class, which was perhaps a good thing.
Certainly the Remove-master would not have
approved had he known that six of his pupils
had broken bounds in the middle of the night.

Study No. 1 had a visitor that afternoon
in the person of Marjorie Hazeldene.

The irrepressible Bob Cherry acquainted
Marjorie with all that had taken place, and
the girl's gratitude was expressed in glowing
terms to Harry Wharton.

“I'm ever so thankful to know that it has
all ended like this!” said Marjorie. “If you
had been drowned, Harry—if you had given
your life for my hrother—I should have re-
proached myself all my life. It was wrong
and thounghtless of me to insist that you
should get him out of his scrape 2

“Rats!” said Wharton cheerfully. “Aill's
well that ends well, anyway. Pass Marjorie
the muffins, Bob!" |

The tea-party in Study No. 1 was a great
success, and the Famous Five escorted their
girl-chum back to Cliff House under the early
November stars. =

Harry Wharton was feeling very bucked
with life, and his happiness increazed during
the next few days, for under his temporary

rule the Remove went from strength to
strength. <

All the football fixtures were won, and
japers from rival Forms were successiully

thwarted.

“The captainey is yours for a cert!” said
Bob Cherry. “I can’t think how any fellow
can vote against you. You've had a won-

derful week!”

“Hear;, hear!” said Nugent. “Talk about
Smithy and Toddy and Dick Russell—why,
you've knocked the three of them into a
cocked hat!”

“The election comes off next week,” said
Johnny Bull, “and then we'll have you back
permanently as skipper of the Remove.”

“Yes, rather!”

It certainly seemed that a miracle wouid
have to happen to prevent Harry Wharton
from regaining the captaincy.

But - miracles sometimes do happen—or
very remarkable occurrences, at any rate.

And within the next twenty-four hours the
Greyfriars Remove was destined to experience
ona. *

THE END.

(Another long complete story of Harry

Wharton & Co. next week.)

Are you reading this
great new Story ?

“ THE
DOUBLE - HORSESHOE
RANCH!”

By éordon Wallace.

A Thrilling,  Real-Life ”” Yarn of a
Young Cowboy’s Adventures in the Wild

West.
Just started in

THE BOYS’ FRIEND.

Every Monday. Price 1id.
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DEAD-SHOT
DICKINSON!

A Magnificent Long Com-

plete Story of .HMMYQ
SILVER & Co., the Chums

of Reokwood.

a.By.

OWEN CONQUEST.

THE FIRST GHAPTER.
Jimmy Silver’s Services Are in Request.

SNOOKS of the Second put his shock

head into the end study, and|

bawled:
“Jimmy er!”
Jimmy Silver frowned maj

ically. Tt

was a decided infraction of the dignity of |

the captain of the Fourth to have hi
name bawled at him in that uncere-
monious manner by a scrubby little fag
of the Second Form.

But Snooks seemed quite unabashed.

““Is that ass Silver here?” e continued.
“Oh, here you are!”

“Cut off, you cheeky little ruffian!”
exclaimed Lovell, turning a ruddy face
from the fire, ‘where he was making
toffce. : :

Snoocks gave a sniff. Tt was true that
the toffee was scorching a little, and some
of it had run over into the fire, but there
was no occasion whatever for Snooks’
emphatic sniff,

“QOh, Pl cut off fast enough!” said
Snooks. “What is it you are cremating,
Lovell 7

Lovell did not reply. = He let go the
frying-pan, and picked up a ruler.
Snooks executed a strategic retreat into
the passage.

“Dickinson of the Sixth wants Jimmy
Silver !” he called back. “You’d better
buck up, Jimmy Silver.  Dickinson is
looking waxy. Mind, I’'m not calling you
again. P've got no time to waste over

(B2

Fourth Foim fags!

And the cheeky Snooks sprinted down
the passage just in time to escaps
slaughter,

“What the dickens does Dickinson
want?” growled Jimmy Silver. “Just
when I’'m doing the leading article for
the ‘ Journal,’ too! Just like these pre-
fects L Blessed if T go!”

“Licked if you den't!” remarked
Raby.

Jimmy Silver growled again,

“You go, Newcome,” he suggested.
“I dare say Dickinson wants the chap
who put the ink in his slippers. You
can say it wasn’t you. I can’t say it
wasn’t me!” -

““He might think it was me !” grinned
Newcome. ~ “ Dickinson is rather hasty
sometimes.”

Jimmy grunted. :

Upon the whole, he decided to go. A
prefect of the Sixth did not like being
kept waiting by a junior; and if it was
that unfortunate matter of the ink in the
slippers, there was no use in putting it
off.  So Jimmy Silver ‘made his way to
"THE PENNY POPULAR.—No. 45.
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Dickinson minor stuck the candie on his waehstand, and returned to bed !
-—‘but not to sleep. Resting on his elbow, he staried reading his lurid i
literature by the dim and flickering light of the candle. (Se¢e page 12,) E

AL

the Sixth Form p
meekly at Dickinson’s door,

*“Comie i !” growled a voic

That voice did not sound enecou
Jimmy Silver entered, and w
near the door.

Dickinson was seated at his fab!
a-letter in his hand and a
face. Dickinson of the S
feet, a tower of strength in 1}
Eleven, and a great chum of Bul
the eaptain the school. - = He
generally popular with the juniors;
he did not leok agreeabic now, and

Jimmy Silver was on his ¢
I . :

s astonishment, inst
d him to hold out
t sat down again a
il down the ¢
“ Never mind |
“Thanks awfully I said Jimmy
“You see, it was all a mi
nt it for Merton, and T ¢
e
.et me catch vou puit
rton’s slippet &
{. I didn’t send for vou to
T've got something to

gt

A

Fve

—T 51
Jimmy mee
me explain

“Eh?’ said Dickinson, staving at him.

‘ou have a captain in the T

“T mean, I know what 3
for
“Nousde!?
SUTPLIS For:
“Ye-es; cwood elected a Form cantain wi
“Eh? the. most . impressive rites and cere-
“You see, it was dar} I i :
into this study in mistake
Jimmy Silver explained. *“J really
the ink for Merton’s. slippers (¥
Dickinson’s face hecame
cxpression.  He reached ou
a cane.
“So it was you who-pt
slippers, vou young rascal

do,” said Jimmy, in his most

all the better, peil
after some

you have a lg

e young rascals—y

s B
Waooa.
189

““Oh, seissors ! I—T th and
stammered Jimmy.
want me for, then il he?”? said Jimmy.
ickineon of the v Silver was not in the slighrest

interested in Dickinson mainor.

feet, and swished the
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He wondered why on earth the senior
‘nvas telling him about it. To the captain
of the Fourth a new kid more or less was
a trifle light as air.

“That’s why I've sent for you,” said
Dickinson, **Now, I've been rather
decent to you, Silver. I haven’t licked
vou half as often as youw've deserved.
You know that.”

Jimmy. Silver coughed in a noncom-
mittal way. He was not disposed to
admit it, but arguing with a prefect was
a perilous business, so he coughed.

““My minor, Sidney, is rather a voung
ass in some vespects,” went on Dickin-
son.

“Tq he?”

Jimmy Silver’s tone did not indicate
surprise.

“He’s not much like me.’

“No? I thoucht you said——*

. “I did not send for vou tec be funny,
Silver 1

(33 Ahem !55

“The young ass has been a hother at
home, and most likely he’ll be a bother
tiere,” continued Dickinson. “*“Of course,
1 shall look after him ‘a bit—lick him
every now and then, and all that. But I

3

sha’n’t have much time to waste on him. |

¥h:

“Oht” said Jimmy Silver. =
It was very ¢ flattering; but Jimmy
Silver had already gathered that Dickin-
son minor was some sort of a ‘queer
animal, and, though flattered, he was
not exactly pleased.

“What's the matter with

. asked.

‘“Nothing. Only a bit queer.’

“Dotty?” asked Jimmy.

“No !” roared Dickinson ferociously.

“Oh, all right! But.a chap wants to
know what he’s taking on,” said Jimmy.

The senior svas -silent for some
‘moments, :

“I'd better tell you out,” he said
“The fact is, the kid has been allowed
to run a bit wild at home. He’s got
a taste for rotten books—that fat-headed
rubbish that is exported from America in
lurid covers—things about Dead-shot Bill
and Deadwood Dave and Blood-
bedabbled Jack, and the rest of it. The
silly little idiot has devoured that rot till
his silly head’s full of it, and he thinks
and dreams about coal-black chargers,
and masked highwaymen, and so on. He
talks in a queer, high-faluting way, and
his is to become a

1 should like you to loqk after him a

him?” he

present ambition is
pirate!”

“0Oh, my hat!”

Jimmy Silver whistled. He had met
and known all sorts and wconditions of
fellows, but he had never happened upon
exactly that kind of fellow before.

He did not wonder that Dickinson of
the Sixth was worried about the forth-
coming advent of his minor at Rookwood.

I Dickinson minor was as his major
deseribed him, it was certain that he
would be most mercilessly chipped in the
Fourth Form.

“The pater thinks Rookwood will do
him good, and help to make him a bit
move sensible,” the prefect- continued.
“I've no doubt it will in the long run.
But I don’t want the kid ragged to death
to begin with, and I can’t always be jaw-
ing him myself. I was thinking that,
considering the number of times D've let
vou off lickings youw've fairly asked for,
you might take the kid in hand for a
bit at first, and—and talk sensibly to him,
vou know—put him into the junior foot-
ball, and sq on, and help him generally.
And don’t let him become the butt of the:
Porm if you can help it.” .

Jimmy Silver nodded. It was a
peculiarity of Jimmy Silver that he was
@lways ready to help a lame dog over

growled Lovell,

a stile. Any fellow who was down wag
sure of a helping hand from Jimmy;
and it was evident that Dickinson minor,
when he made his appearance in the
Fourth Form at Rookwood, -would be
badly in want of a helping hand.

Apart from the question of the many
lickings which, according to the prefect,
Jimmy Silver had asked for and never
received, he was quite willing to oblige.

Dickinson was watching him rather
anxiously. :

He felt himself in a difficulty, in which
a good-natured and level-headed junior
in the Fourth could help him more than
anybody else. And he had judged
Jimmy Silver's character correctly.

“I'm your man}” said Jimmy cheerily.
“Teave him to me! T talk to him
iike a Dutch uncle! Only one con-
dition.”

“Well?”? g

“Don’t plant him on us in the end
study. We’ve four already. Anything
short of that.”

Dickinson grinned.

“I'll see that he’s not planted in your
study,” he said.

“Then it’s a go.”

‘“He gets here to-morrow at three.
You might like to meet him at the
station?” the prefect suggested.

Jimmy Silver made a slightly wry face.
His afternoon’s holiday was already
arranged for. But he nodded.

“Right you arve, Dickinson !’

“Then that’s all,” said the Sixth-
Former. “You can cut off.”

Jimmy Silver cut off,

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Just Like Jimmy !

6 oT!”
R “Bosh 1"’
“Fogh 17
Thus the Co.

Lovell and Raby and Newcome were
not enthusiastic when Jimmy Silver, on
his return to the end study, announced
what it was that Dickinson of the:Sixth
wanted.

“TIt's simply piffle!” growled Tovell
“Blow Dickinson, and blow his precious

minor! You're an ass, Jimmy !

“And a fathead!” remarked New-
come.

“And a burbling duffer!” added
Raby

“He's always doing it!” weni on
Lovell, in an aggrieved voice. *“Find
any chap that’s queer, or off his rocker,
or down on his luck, and you find Jimmy
Silver backing him up! He’s always
doing it! I'm fed-up with it!”

“Well, Dickinson asked me,”
Jimmy defensively.

“Couldn’t you sayno?”

“Well, I never thought of saying no,”
admitted Jimmy. ““Besides, 1 didn't
want to say no. Why shouldn’t I help a
lame dog over a stile?” .

“’Tain't a lame dog—it’s a silly idiot,
by your description! This study will get
called a home for idiots !”

“Well, that’s what it was before I
came!” said Jimmy Silver cheerfully.

“Why, you fathead——" #

¢ Dickinson is a good sort, and it ain't
bad policy to be on the right side of a
prefect, either,” said Jimmy Silver.
“Dash it all, let’s look after his young
idiot of a minor a bit!” -

“Blow this young idiot of a minor!”
“What about the
footer to-morrow afternoon? Have you
forgotten that?”

“Well, that’s rather hard cheese, I
admit,” said Jimmy. “I won’t ask you
fellows to cut it to come with me——"

“ Better not!” grunted Raby.

“You can captain the Classical team, |
Lovell. After all you can beat the
Moderns without. me for once.” =

said

FLovell Tooked a little mollified.

“Well, that’'s all right,” he said.
“But we want you in the front line.
Tommy Dodd & Co. are in great form.
But I know it's no good talking to you
Brrprr!”

So the discussion and the
Fistical Four had tea.

As a matter of fact, Jimmy Silver was
not looking forward with any great joy
to the arrival of Dickinson's peculiar
minor. But he had said that he would
look aftet the young duffer, and he was
going to do it.

But on the following afternoon it came
as a wrench to the captain 'of the Fourth
to turn his back on the footbali-field for
the sake of Dickinson minor.

There was a junior match between
Classicals and Moderns, and Jimmy Sil-
ver ought to have been in command ot
the Classical team.

He went down to the ground witis
his comrades, and watched the teams
line up for the game.

Lovell won the toss, and kicked off,
and Jimmy Silver looked at his watch.
and then looked on anxiously.

Tommy Dodd & Co.—the Moderns—
were attacking hotly. ;

There was no doubt that the Modexn
juniors were in great form, and that the
Classicals needed their strongest side to
oppose them.

Jimmy Silver silently blessed Dickin- -
son minor. : .

The Moderns attacked hotly, and with-
in ten minutes Tommy Dodd had put
the ball in the net, in spite of Raby's
efforts to save.

“Looks like a Modern win, deal
boys,’”” drawled Smythe of the . Shell.
who had sauntered down with Howard
and Tracy to look on with a patronising
eye. “That's what these Fourth-Form
kids call footah! By gad!”

“Classical footer ain't much since
we stood out of it," remarked Howard.
with a shake of the head. : ;

Jimmy Silver manfully resisted the
desire to knock Howard and Smythe's
heads together, and walked away to
the gates. He was badly wanted in the
Classical team, but it couldn’t be helped.

He reached Coombe well before three,
and entered the railway-station to wait
on the platform for Dickinson minor:

The train was signalled, and a few
minutes later it came in. It was a slow
local train from Lantham. It crawled in.
and stopped, -and scveral passengers
alighted. Jimmy scanned them, but it
was evident that the new boy for Rook-
wood was not among them. He glanced
into the carriages, thinking that per-
haps the new kid had not observed the
name of the station.

In a corner of a first-class carriage a
Iad of about his own age was seated.

He was dressed in Etons, with a silk
hat pushed on his head, and he was
reading.

Devouring was rather the word.

His eyes were glued upon the book in
his hand—a book with a cover in lurid
colours, upon which was depicted a long-
haired trapper with a revolver in each
hand, killing Red Indians at a great rate.
Evidently the youth had ‘forgotten time
and space in his keen interest in the
gory adventures of “Trapper Bill, the

ceased,

Dead-shot Desperado of the = Rocky
Mountains ! . E
“Hallo!” Jimmy Bilver shouted

into the carriage.
The yvouth did not heed. i
Jimmy jerked at the book. Then the
youth started, and blinked at him.
“Are .you the new kid for Rook-
wood?"” demanded Jimmy. :
“Eh—what? Yes.”
“Then here's your station.”
“Oh, all right!” :
The new boy scrambled out of the car-
THE PENNY POPULAR.~No, 45,
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viage only just in time.  The tiain
alicady on the move.” The guard shoved
m _aside’ wrathfully and slainmed the

Larkiage door, <
yelled - Dickinson

Jold on!”
“I’W left my books in
(xuald' Gua,rd !” S
you ass!? i
e glabbmp the new 30\,
ouldnr as he jumped towasds the
—=“Do-yon “a::t to be kil
i« \Iy beoks
‘' Keep off, ass!’”
Jimmy %lwr held
back by main for
on long the muetals,

miner

the

%3
L S

the
The train: ghded
and disappearsd

down the line. Dickinson minor. gave
@ sort of howl, like an animal robbed
nf:lita young, and - glared at Jimmy
lyer.
% You fathead 1™ he seraths
tully.
o A‘<= 192
“ Vo

}im ny,
')é\uu t V:mk
gone on 1o

bounder s oxe 3a1m@d

wrathfully. “Tf I
P =

out, vou'd have

station 1. :
“Now I've lost wy bhooks

Dickinsen mincr. = :
“‘P!enty more at  Rookwood,”
“Bervo \,oa right, too!
ou can get the books baclk.

Ne-
nts to steal o set of school bm)l««

S :_.'hOul

sorted.

baqks i
h

books!”  Dickinson minor
“Who's taihtng about schocl
They weren't f-choo 1 books !

said Jimmy. “More stuff like
it you've got in your pam—ulmt?”

“Yes,” said the new junior moum-
ollly.  *“A ““yippin’ set! There “was
‘ Dead-shot Dave, shing - Des-
')uado of Dead Man’s Guleh ” and

b\wvnpy Todd the  Bloode rdling
ber 7 and ¢ Piuk Pirato—> »
*4Oh, wy hat 1”?

And ‘ Bloodstained Rill; or Ban
" Blood " ”  said - Dickinson i
mt wag a real toppp“‘“’

ust, have been,” agreed J;mrm/
‘You're jolly ,Lhy to have lost
I should say! You d get mto a
2 I you were seen reading them at
Rookwood.”

“Well, T’ve got some” more in my
box,” said Dicki mngon minor, taking com-
fort. “Tll lend you some, if vou like.

“T'll lend you a thick ear if you do,
growled Jimmy Silver. “Look here
Pve come here to meet you, and tzzke
you to Lhe school. Come and ik atter
your box.’ -

*0h, all right!”

Dickinson minor shoved
velume into his pocket, and followed
lemy Silver. The trunk was taken out
by the old porter, and instruetions gn
for sending it on to the school, and th
Jimmy Silver walked off his new
acquaintance towards Rockwood.

o
l=x
>
m

B

JH‘»

THE THIRD CHAPTER.

A Very Peculiar New Boy.

ICKINSON  minor had: not im-

pressed the -captaim of the
Fourth very favourably.

He was a weedy youth, with

a pallid complexion, and his appearance

showed that he was not much given to

healthy outdoor exercise.

However, Jimmy Silver intended to
make the best of him, so he talked to
him as cheerily as possible on the way to
Rookwood.

He tried the new junior on every
jact mtorestmg to himself, but found
bim wantmg i all of them. ;

Dickingon miner did not play football,
d did not want to. He had h(n\liy oy

played cricket, and didn’t care for it. He
TRE PENNY POPULAR—No. 45.
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did not swim, he did net row, ke did not
box. Indeed; Jimmy- couldn’t see what
excuse he had for being alive at all.

Talk on those subjects quickly palled
upon Dickinson minor, - His book came
out of his pocket, and he began to read
it-as-he walked .Jon;, the lane,

Jimmy Silver whistled.

Deep in the engrossing adventures of
Trapper Bill, Dickinson minor forgot his
«ompamom ‘He slowed down, his eyes
d on the boc Once Jxmmy had to

t of the way of a market-

That's ‘hat piffie you're reading?”
asked Jimmy, at last.
FEs 'h d
Bh?
“W]mt’n that vob about?”
¢ id* D1rhm§un minor,
. eous !

read’” 1t ‘out

ver listened,

memv«
* Trapper Bill stoed with his back to

a_reyolver gleaming in each
lay in heaps
The vevolvers spurted forth
1d death, amid shrieks of horror,
and agony, -and fury. Blooo
’hmq the floor of the ranch.
wounded  Redskins  rolled and
od at the bloodstained feet of the
id" trapper. Blood gushed forth
from gaping w rotnds, Huge and chastly
splashes of 1_-1ood—,— 2
“Chuck it1” roared
“Isn’t that rippi ng“?”
b’}'OO"h 2
“What's the 1
It makes m
II, you are a d\.fVe said Dickin-
_disdainfully. Tnat s splen-
en I grow up, I'm going to be
a trapper in the Rocky \/Iountams
“The' dickens you are !’ said Jin:my.
“(" else o plrate:
thought pirate
“A bold,  darin
the glui ies of

wall,
7

@®

0 a
3

Jimmy Mrver

«

33

ere out of date.’
spirit might revive
the black flag. Perhaps

some day . Dead-shot Dickinson will
sweep the seas——"’
“Dead-shot  Dickinson !” . shricked

Jimmy Silver.

“Yes, rather! You see how I'll make
e w«L{ the plank, when I'm known as
}m Terror of the Pacific!”

“Oh, my hat!”

“T Jou's sce why I should stay at
school, eith Black Flag Billy be ecame
% p;late when he was ‘fourteen,” said

Dickinson miner. “I'm unearly hftcen i

“Quite cld enough to be a pirate,”
qm,ncd Jimmy Silver.
Why <houh. not I le
f’ushu\ in my red rig
man eed Dickinson.
“Ha, ha, ha!_Lead who on?”

“My trusty band, of course!”
Sl Ta,

ad them on—fire
ht hand?” de-

hn 1%
Jimmy lever was near the verge of

hysterics.  To think of this weedy, pallid
duffer with a red right hand, and a
trusty band, was excruciating. Dickin-

son minor blinked at him, and scowled,

1and returned to his book.

Jimmy Silver whistled.  Dickinson

major's description of his minor- had
fallen short of the reality. That any
fellow could be such an arrant ass

scemed almost junwdib]e Jimmy really
wondered whether the hoy was a little
wrong in his head.

**Look here! Buck up a hig!? said
Jimmy restively, “I want to see the
finish of the footer-match. No good

crawling like this!”
“You buzz off, then!” said Dickinson.
“Vow'd better come swith e, You
can read that rot afterw. ards
i¢ Rat‘ I 53
“Jolly good mind to 1un you along by
e 1 growled Jimmy.
hand me !”

i E'l %2 g
“Uphand me !
£0h, my hat s
Jimmy Silver vnhandgd him. Dickine
son_minor's language savoured of the
thrilling yarns in which he dehghted
“My only Uncle Peter ejaoulafed
Jimmy Silver. “If you talk like that
at -Rookwood, Dickinson,
chipped to dmth.
lLB h
“ Well, keep straight
miss thé school ga’ses smd a5
Tberes Rookw ood straight ahead
you!
Al right! Do;xt jaw 12
Jimmy’ Bﬂwr had meant to-be patient.
But crawling alung the lane W hile
Dickinson perused “Trapper Bill,” at a
snail’s pace, required more patxer-ce than
Jimmy ‘pessessed. - He cut off, leaving
the new junior to come on at his own
sweet will. He reached the school, and
huuxﬂd down to: Little Side-in tinie to
ce the finish of the junior match. :
The Classicals came off the field at last
with glum faces, beaten by two geals to
oue, Tommy Dodd & Co. were chirp-
ing - gleefully. - The Modemn leader
clapped Jimmy Silver genially on the
shoulder. : :
“Licked again ! l‘e remarked.
yow-weren't n the game, Silver.
have had a dif‘erent result,”
“You would!” growled . Junmy

. rcpeated Dickh}son;

you'll = be

£ Pity
“We'd

“1 mean, we'd have had three to nil,
instead of two to onme,” said Tommy
Dodd sweetly.

““Fathead 1

r joined his chums.

“ Well, we’ve -lost,” grunted Lovell.
“Have you brought in your prize idioct
safe and sound? It doem ¢ matter about
the footer, of course.’

“Can’ be helPed > said .Lm.my Si ity er.
= Kuep "mlhng

“Oh.ratg !

_And the Fistical Four went in to tea.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Brought In.

J IMMY SILVER & CO. wero finish-

ing tea in the end study, when
Dickinson of the Sixth leoked in.
Jimmy gave a rather guilty start.
He had forgotten all aoout DICI\IH‘SOL\
minor.
*“ Hallo, Dickinson!” he said affably.
“Come in! Try these jam-tarts——"
The prefect grunted.
“Where's my minor?” he asked.
11T met lmn at the station,
brought him along.” said Jimmy.
“Well, where is he, then? He hasn't
veported himself to Mr. Bootles.”
*“Ahem! I came on a bit ahead,” said
Jimmy. “But he was in sight of the
gates when T loft him. He can't have

and

‘missed the place.”

“Well, he hasn’t come in,” grunt-d
the Sixth-Former. “I suppose 1t serves
me rwht for trusting a fag to do any-

thing.” o
“Oh, draw it mild!”
jumping up. “DI'm sorry.

look for him now, Dickinson.

said Jimmy,
T’ll go and

7

“You needn't trouble!” growled
Dickinson.
He strode away, evidently offended.

Jimmy Silver picked up his cap.

“You Haven’t finished your tea,” said
Lovell,

“I'm going to look for that
idiot,” said Jimmy. “He was reading
o blood-curdling book, and T'll bet a
doughnut that he’s passed the gates
without notlcmg He may be at Rock-
dale by this time.”

“Oh, my hat!”

“We'll come ! said Raby.

“Buck up, then! 1 didn't mean to
leave the horn idiot in the lurch,” said
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Mr. Bootles took the gory volume from Dickinson minor's hand, and looked at it, with thunderous brows.
Giassical Fourth looked on, waiting for the storm to burst.
i am surprised at you !

f am shocked !

‘“ Bless my soul ! *’ ejaculated Mr. Bootles.
I am disgusted ! **

‘“ Dick
(See page 13.)

Jimmy Silver repentantly. *“But how
was @ chap to know he was such an
idiot ?”

The Fistical Four left their unfinished
tea—Lovell growling—and went out into
the quad, where the dusk was falling.
The gates were not yet closed, however,
and the chums of the Fourth hurried
out into the road to look for Dickinson
minor. It was an hour since. Jimmy

Silver had left him, and ten minutes |

would have been enough for him to reach
the school. The only explanation was
that, immersed in the* thrilling adven-
tures of Trapper Bill, he had passed the
school and gone on.

~I'he Co. hurried down the road towards
Rookdale.

A quarter of a mile from the school
they caime upon the new junior. He was
still walking slowly on, his head bent
over his book, straining his eyes in the
dusk to see the print.

*“There’s the balmy duffer !’
Jimmy Silver. :

He ran on, and woke up Dickinson
minor with a thump on the shoulder.

The new junior gave a yell, and
dropped his bock, and spun round, his
exes blazing.

growled

$Ahal St back!” he yelled.
* Stand back, caitifi, or with my trusty
blade Oh!l  Aly!-Ha! Oh!?

“Well, of all the silly idiots !” ejacu-
lated Lovell in astonishment,

“You—you startled me,” mumbled
Dickinson. ““I thought it swas Red-

handed Dick, the Terror of the Prairies,

for a moment! I was just at the place
where he’s creeping into Trapper Bill’s
tent, knife in hand.”

“You thumping ass!”

“ Look here 2

“Come along,” said Jimmy Silver.
“Your major’s waiting for you, and he’s
ratty. Get a move on!”

“Have I passed the school?” asked
Dickinson, locking round vaguely.

“Yes, a quarter of a mile, fathead !”

“Have I, by blazes?”

“By what ?” yelled Newcome.

“ Blazes !’ said Dickinson.

“Is that the kind of language you've
learned at home?” asked Lovell. “It
won't do for Rookwood.”

“Trapper Bill always says blazes.”

“It may do for Trapper Bill, but it
won’t do for the Fourth Form at Rook-

shouted Raby.
B

wood. And if you say it again I'll dot
you on the nose!” said Lovell wrath-
fully. :

“0Oh, you're a tenderfoot!” said

Dickinson contemptuously.

“A—a what?”? ;

“A greenhorn !”

“What on earth language is he speak-
ing 7” said Loveil, in wonder.

Jimmy Silver chuckled.

“That’s the American language as
printed in books for budding youth,” he
said.  “Dickinson, you ass, you'll be the
guy of the Form 1if you jaw like that!”

“Bah 1 3

“Don’t baa at me like a silly sheep!”

“T didn’t say baa—I said bah!”
growled Dickinson. “ The Black Pirate

‘Bah !

his

always and
teeth.”

“Never mind the Black Pirate now.
Get a move on !”

“I’m not‘going to hurry.
ng.?

“ Chuck reading for a bit.
will be locked in a few minutes.

*“Bah !

With that scornful “*Bah!” Dickinson
resumed his volume. The Fistical Four
glanced at one another. ]

1t was evidently a time for action, not
for words. = ;

Jimmy Silver seized the new junior by
the right arm, and Lovell took the letr.
Raby jerked his book away, and tossed it
over the hedge. Newcome helped him
from behind with a goal-kick.

“ Yaroooh ! roared Dickinson.

“Kim on !”

“My book——""

“Kim on!” roared Jimmy Silver.

“Unhand me !”

“ Ha, ha-hal” :

Jimmy Silver & Co. did not “ nnhand
the new fellow. They rushed him along =
the dusky lane at top speed. Dickinsoir
had no choice about going. He had to
run, with an iron grasp fastened upon
both his arms. -

“Grooogh!” he gasped: “¥ow!
TLieggo! 1'm out of breath! T kik-kik-
can’t keep it up! Leggo!”

“My dear chap,” grinned Jimmy
Silver, “if you’re going to be a pirate
you'll have to learn to run. You’ll have
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a lot of running to do when the bobbies
are looking for you.”

“Groooh! Leggo!.
me !’

“Ha, ha, ha"’ L

On went the juniors with a rush.
Dickingon was quite pumped out by the
time they reached the school gates. Old
Mack was just coming out to close them
when the Fistical Four arrived with the
mew junior,

“Just in time!” remarked old Mack
grimty.

¢ Groooh !

The Fistical Four

I mean, unhand

gasped Dickinson.
marched their

- prisoner across the quadrangle, and into

i

“H

the School House. There they slackened
down. The new junior was taken to the
door of his elder brother’s study. Jimmy
Silver opened the door.

¢ Here he ist” he announced.

“Groooh I .

Dickinson minor was shot into the
study like a stone from a catapult. He
crashed on the table, and rolled off, and
sprawled on the floor. Jimmy Silver &
Co. beat a hurried retreat.

Bulkeley, the captain of Rookwood,
's &s in the study talking to Dickinson of
the Sixth. The two prefects stared at
the spruvrlmu new boy.

“Hallo! Who's that" > said Bulkeley.

“ My minor !’ growled Dickinson.
% (iet up, Sid, you young idiot !

Sidney sat up.

“ (rerrrooogh ! he said. :

The prefect grasped him - by the
shoulder, and jerked him to his feet.
Dickinson. minor gaaped for breath.

“Unhand me!” he snapped.

¢ What 17 yelled his major.

¢“Unhand me!”

“Is he dotty?” asked Bulkeley,
astonishment.

in

- “Jolly near it!” groaned Dickinson.

maior. ““ He gets that rot out of Yankee
books about buccaneers and pirates, and
Redskins. He’s been whopped for it—
I've whopped him regularly every vaca-
tion. I suppose I'd better whop him

tannd  back !” said the cheerful
“If I had my trusty rifle—"
our what?” shricked Bulkeley.
wait till I'm a bit ‘older,
said the new junior. Wit
all-t”

said the
a bit

m

George |7
till T get a trusty rifle, that’s
“That's how he goes on,”
major hopelessly. “1I suppose he's
cracked.”
Dickinson minor snorted.-
“Pirate Dick was suppoeenl to be
cracked when he killed his uncle, and
ran away to sea,” he said. “But he be-
came the Terror of the Pacific.”
“ Well, my hat!” said Bulkeley.
Dickinson major looked round for a
cane. But he changed his mind.
“You're late, Sxd > he said. “1i
take you to your Form-master. Come
on! See you later, Bulkeley !”
The prefect marched his hopeful minor
off to Mr. Bootles’ study, and Bulkeley
stared after them blankly. Then

new thing in his experience. And the
captain of Rookwood felt exceedingly
glad that he was Dickinson minor and
xn ot Bulkeley minor.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Not Popular!
ERE’S the giddy pirate !”
All  the Classical Fourth
stared at the new junior when

he came mto the dormitory

that night.
The fame of Dickinson minor
already spread in the Lower School.
His absurd style of talking had been

at once noted. It was in vain that the

Fistical Four had relieved hlm of,
Tzu Px\m POPUAR —\Yo 45.

| ““ Trapper Bill.”

he

chuckled. Dickinson minor. was quite a
: 3 a | you,_you d be whopped !

had

The cheerful new-comer
had a large supply of similar literature
irr his box, upon which he drew. All his
spare ‘nme that evenmg had been spent
in perusing “ Pirate Dick ”—which
Neville of the Sixth had found in his
hand. when he came to shepherd the
Classical Fourth to the dormitory.

Neville’s way with “ Pirate Dick ” was
short and sharp. He had tossed it into
the common-room fire, and warned
Dickinson that he would be caned if he
were ever found with such stuff in his
possession again.

Whereupon Dickinson minor had rolled
his eyes in proper piratical manner, and
muttered that there would come a time

—a remark that the prefect fortunately
did not hear.

“Here's the merry buccanecer!”
chortled Flynn.
“ Where's your giddy black flag?”

asked Townsend.

“ And your trusty dagger?”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Dickinson minor blinked at the grin-
ning juniors. He was trying to make
his eyes flash in the manner of Pirate
Dick. But his eyes didn’t flash—they
only looked like boiled gooseberries.

“‘\ow then, turn in !” said Neville, at
the door.

The chuckling juniors turned in.
Neville put out “the light, and retired.
Then a sound was heard of somebody
scrambling out of bed.

“Halloi Who's that turning out?”
said Jimmy Silver.
“Tremble not!” came the voice of

DI(]xlll<0!1 minor.
Fh

‘"Tis but me !’

“ You th»umping idiot !
getting up for 2"

“Trouble me not!”

“Oh, my hat!”

A match scratched, and a candle-end
glimmered in the darkness of the dormi-
tory. Dickinson minor opened his box,
and extracted a volume, upon the cover
of which a hanging man was depicted in
lurid colours. He stuck the candle on his
washstand, and returned to bed—but not
to sleep. Resting on his elbow, he
started reading by the dim and flickering
light of the candle.

Half the Form were sitting up in bed,
staring at him.

Reading in bed, was, of course, strictly
tmbldden' in the school. Dickinson
wminor’s watery and blinking eyes were
accounted for now.

“Dickinson !”  rapped
Silver.

“Deon't bother!”

“You young ass!”

“Silence I =
- “What ?”

“Ceaﬂe this id‘e chatter.
ing.’

S You re not a’iowcd to read in bed !"

“Bah!t"” -

“If a prefect should come in and catch

What are you

out Jimmy

3

I am read-

“Bah !

“Don’t you know you're ruining your
eyesight, you unspeakable idiot, 1eadmg
by candle-light 77

‘< Bah r)’
“Oh, let the silly idiot alone ! growled

Lovell. “I want to go to sleep !”
“Sure the light'll be seen in the
dorm,” said Flynn. “They'll think it's

a dorm feed. Put that
Dickingon 1"
“Pah "

“Don’t bah at me, you silly spalpeen'
Put that candle out!
Dickinson minor
reply this time.

from' his bed:

candle out,

did not trouble to
Flynn glared at him

.Let'him alone!

: His bed was next to
Dickinson’s. .
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“Are ye puttin’ that candle out, ye
young gossoon 7" he roared.

No reply.

“Sure I'll put it out for ye, then.”

Whiz !

A pxllow hurtled through the air, and
there was a voar form Dickinson minor.
The candle was knocked over and in-
stantly extinguished.

“PDog ! roared Dickinson,

“Phwat!”

“Caitiff 17

“Sure, he’s dotty ‘intoirely. But,
dotty or not, he's not going to call me

names!” said Flynn, and he scrambled
out of bed. “Now, ve thafe of the
worruld,  turn out and put up yer
hands !

“Chuck it, Flynn,” said Jimmy Silver.
“That pasty ass can’t stand up to you.

fo

““Faith, hasn’t he called me a dog?™
demanded Flynn mdxgnantlv

“Well, he’s pottv 0

« Are ye gettin’ up, Dickinson 2

63 Ball 12

Flynn  groped for his pillow, and
whirled it in the air. Dickinson minor
was striking a match. It came in time
to give light for a telling swipe. The
pillow smote the youthful disciple of
Pirate Dick, and he rolled over on his
bed with a 1em11nd1ng vell.

*“¥Yaroooop 1™

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Now go to sleep, or sure I'll give ye
names !” said Flynn, .and he scrambled
back into bed.

“Ha!” hissed
“Wait1”

“Howly Moses!
for intoirely 7™

“Revenge !’

“Great pip!”

“Shut up, vou mad duffer!™”
Jxmmv1 Silver.

“Ha, ha, ha!"”

Scratch went a match, and Dickinson
minor lighted his candle again. Whiz
came a qhnpex, and the candle went out,
and the new junior gave a howl. There
was a chuckle from all the beds.

“Better give it up, kid!”" chuckled
Oswald. “¥You'll get a boot or a pillow
every tune vou light the -candle. Go
to sleep!”

“Bah 1”

“Ha, ha hal?

Dickinson minor's melodyamatic
“Bah ! almost sent the juniors into®on-
vulsions. But the new boy gave up his
attempt to keep the candle alight. 1t was
evidently N.G.

“I say, vou chaps,” he called out, after
a short silence.

“Hallo!” said Jimmy sleepily.

“Look here, I can't go to sleep! 1
never go to sleep till twelve. I always
read in bed at home.”

“More duffer you!” said Jxmnu

“That's what malkes you such a pasiy-
faced monkey,” said Hooker politelv,

Dl(:l{ll'iSO]l minor.

What am I°to wait

howled

“Tll tell you a story if vou like,” suid
Dickinson. :

“0h, let's go to sleep!”

“No; let's hear the story, if it's a
good one,” said Raby considerately. “1Is

it about footer, Dickinson 7"

“Bah! Not”

“ A yarn about a jape?’

5y

asked Ney-

} come. -*

fE

“Certainly not !

“Well, go ahead, and we'll ﬂample it
said Jimmy Silver.

“It’s about Red-handed Dick,” said
Dickinson. ‘““He was called Red-handed
Dick because his hands were generally
blood-stained.’*

“Groooh 1

“When he was ten vears old he shed
blood for the first time

*“ Nothing like starting early, bedad1”




ey
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“His fivst vietim was lLis unele masts, and a long, evil-looking 18-pounder | inson-! ‘I shall cane you sevesrely if yOB
uncle insisted upon Dick -\oms to mounted on the deck. Jimmy suggested { bring a book into. the Form-room- again}

but the wild, free heart of the rover
dained lessons, In the dead of x.fg
rose from the bed, and seized an ax
= Chuck it 12
“With crecping steps,
stealing upon his prey, Red-handed Dick
crept towards his uncle’s room. - ke
pushed open the door, 1 1 the
. heavy bleaihing of the 3 thin.
For a moment he hesitated.”
“Onlj a moment 72 chuckled Lovell,
“Only a mein ! He thought of the
old man lying slesping at _Deace, and for

like-a pamh( 3

i moment his heart te hun Then
- ke ground his flashed
The tyv must, die ! crept

=i il

h both hands
alo ‘+~fmm his sct i

wised

o

<,.v,m(-

17‘11'00011—~0117*o\\~~‘D e
SEEs B ol
A slippor had smitten Dickin
on the side of thic he
his thrilling story, qiosis
in iho narrative.
“Yow-ow-0w
that? Yonp!'
£ IL, e ha!
Shut up,
Txmmv 3
Red-handed Di
“ And ecnougl St <
son 7 chortled Lovell. £
S5k b chn
The juniors settlad down
Dickinson- minor . grunted
their example,

fx

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Wir. Bootles is shacked.

ICKINSON - minor afiracted a
D good deal of attmmun in the
- Tourth lrv 'm the nest day, and

“the days that followed
Jimmy Silver manfully ke his pro-
mise to Dickinson major, and looked
after the new fellow as much as he could.

minor unur‘d lock

But *Dickinson
alter.

The lurid rubbish upon which his mind
had been fed had had an ext aordmﬂrv
effcct upon his somewhat weak head.
Apart from his mania—for it almost
amounnted to a mania—he was a good-
natured and obliging fellosr, whom no-
body could dislike, But the high- faluting
stylo of his talk made him an ompm ot
general merviment, and, as his elder
Brother had feared, it was rmt [on" Lefore
he became the butt of the Form.

1t became the ordinary amusement fop
an idle hour to draw Dickinson out, an d
pull his leg, and the junior feli a victim
every time. Fe would explain to grin-
ning circles of juniors his ‘ambition to be-
como a pirate, or a Lru:and or @ rover
of the Rocky Mountains, his ambition
of the moment chanvmg with every lurid
book he read.

Ho was generally regarded as a
“cracked,” but quite ;amﬂe::. He was
not exactly cracked, but he was certainly

g

m danger of bemmmg so unless he
changed his manners and customs
Jimmy Silver, in the kindr o{' his

heart, took him in hand, and endeavoured
to induce him to take up fOote Footer,
as Jimmy sagely opined, wounld blow
all the unhealtny rot out of Dickinson’s
head, if the fellow could be induced to
take the game up seriously. -

But chkmson minot firmly d to
play footer. " He told Jimmy ¢ that
learning football w ould hequite useless in
his future career; there would be no
for footer on the of the Bla
Pirate’s schooner. Di linson minos
planned already to have a schooner,
which, of course, was fo have rakish

d

that :a sailing-ship. wouldn’t have much
chance 1n modern times, " and recom-
mended Dickinson, when ’he should be-
come a pirate, to look out for a second-
hand motor-boat. = But sarcasm and
g‘mpping were wasted on the cheerful new

Oy

Some of the seniors, when they came
to knew. of Dickinson’s peculiarity,: en-
te into the joke, and had him in
their studies merely to make him talk,
and furnish them with amusement,

The reputation of his minor was in-
furiating to Dickinson major. For a
ect of the Sixth to have a minor who
s the laughing-stock of the Lower
School was decidedly exasperating and
i1 {i?llii"@(l

f'm prefect talked to the cheery qxdney
in vain. e took the trouble to adminis-
ter lieking after licking in a spirit of
brotherly wgard

But Sidney was impervious to lickings.

ITe had to take them—that couldn’t be
helped ; but he told his major candidly
that when the right hour struck he would
coms back with a trusty rifle or a hunt-
ing-lnife for red revenge. Whereupon
Dickinson major, out of all patience,
would kick him out of his study.

My, Bootles, the master of the Fourth,
came down on Dickinson after a few days
for reading in class. Tt was D1 kinson’s

habit to take *Pirate Dick,” or some
simifar volume, into the Form- -room, and
read it under the cover of his desk. For
some time he remained undiscovered, but
Alr. Bootles spotted him at last. Dickin-
son minor was called upon to conqtrue
one morning, and he rose up with “Pirate
Dick ” in his hand instead of Virgil.

My, Bootles’ eyes almost started from
his head at the sight of the glarin
cover of the volume.

“ What—what,” he gasped—‘‘ what is
Bring that book to me mstant]v
Dickinson minor !”’

“Tt’s mine,” said Dickinson uneasily.

“PBring it to me at once!” thundered
My, Bootles.

Never had Dead-shot Dickinson—he
was always called Dead-shot Dickinson
11 th«:: Fourth—missed his trusty rifie so
much. He had to obey. Mr. Bootles
took the gory volumie from his hand, and
looked atit, with thunderous brows. The
Classical Fourth looked on, waiting for
the storm to burst.

“Bless .y soul I”” cjaculated Mr.
Bootles. “ Dickinson, I am surprised at
you! T am shocked! I am disgusted!”

Dickinson minor nearly said “Bah!”
but he stopped just in fime. It would
not have been judicious to “Bah!” a
Form-master.

“I am revoltedl!” said Mr. Bootles
sternly. ‘“Can you not find a healthy
]nghsh book to read, Dickinson, instead
of nastmw money upon this vile American
trash ?

Dickinsen looked sullen.

“There is a paper called the ¢ Magnet,’
which* contams clean, - healthy, whole-
some stories,” said M. Bootles “You
may read that Dickinson.”

Dickinson snecred.

“T've seen i, sir,” he said. “Why,
there isn’t a ‘i'\glu ‘murder in it—not a
drop of blood from one year’s end to
another !”

“Yon are a disgusting boy, Dickin-
son 1”

‘“ O} *”

“Take this 1~evoltmg book and put it
jnto the fire!” said Mr. Bootles.

“Bah!” trembled upon the lips  of
Dickinson minor. But Mr. Bootles’ eye
was gleaming, and he had taken up his
cane. Mournfully the juniorn Aammed into
the fire that estimable product of New
lm k enterpr e

“¥You will take a hundred lines, chk‘

And if you are ever found with cne- of
those disgusting American periodicals in
your possession again, you shall be caned
'mo‘stﬁaevg’roly! Go to your place !’

‘ ]

That ‘“bah!” came out involunt
Mr. Bootles jumped clear of the fioo
his astonishment and wrath. Then
grasped Dickinson minor by the collas

Swish! Swish! Swish! Sy

“You . impertinent young
gasped Mr. Bootles.

Whack !

Whack!  Whack ! Whack !
Whack !
“Yow-ow-ow! Leggo! Uphandmc!?

yelled Dxcklnsux wriggling wildly.
There will come a time——"
Whack! Whack! Whack!
“Yow-ow-ow !”
“Now go to your place!*
Bootles; quite out of breath.
Dickinson minor groaned, and ¢
back to his place among the gri
Fourth-Formers. After morning lc
Jimmy Silver Jomed him. s
“Why don’t you chuck it, kic
Jimmy kindly. ‘“What’s the
playing the giddy ox? Hallo,
the matter with your teeth?”
Dickinson minor was grinding
“For goodness’ sake den’t d
You set my nerves on edge!” =
Jimmy. “Is therc anything wrong w jth
your teeth?”
“Bah!” growled Dickinson.
‘< INew; -
“My time will come!”
minor. “Revenge !”
“You Sl“ oung idiot !’
“Bah !’ e
Dickinson minor strode away, niutter«
ing. . Jimmy Silver glanced after him
hopelessly, and then joined his chums at
footer practice.  But Dickinsen, in a
quit corner of the quadrangle, was stifl
muttering and grinding his tecth, and
rolling hlS eves. Something was evidently
workihg in his piratical brain. :

“_Ja‘l

said Mr,

T
awied

200 d

sal ;/\(L.u i

b

Let T

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Jimmy Silver Comes Down Heavily.
(] NYBODY seen Dickinscn

A minor 77 S

Jimmy Silver was asking
that question up and down the
School House after tea.

“Blow Dickinson minor !” said Levell,
with a grunt. ‘‘Come and get yout piep
done! Never mind the silly ass!”

Jimmy shook his head.

“I'm feeling a bit uneasy about him
he said. “I told his major I'd-leok after
him. The young ass has been more queer
than ever to-day.”

“Well, you can’t cure him.

1]p 0’7

“I'm going to find him, and
going to hclp me !”

“Oh, e

But Lovell helped, and so did
come and Raby. Dickinson minor ha
‘disappeared for some time. He was not
in the Fourth Form passage, or in the

dorm, or in the gym, or the common-
room.

“What about the top box-room ?”
Raby, at last. * He shifted his

books there-eut of his box when he {
Bootles was' coming to look in-hus

“Good! Come on ¥’

The Fistical Four ascended the s
to the top box-room. A light ‘mm(d
from vnder the door.

“He's - there!”  grinned Tovell
“Hark! Oh ecrumbs!”

From within the box-room carie

voice :

“Revenge! Ha, ha! > !
“Mad as a hatter 1 murmured' R
THE PENNY POPULAR.-




Jimmy Silver, with a frowning brow,

threw open the door. Then he gave 2
vrolerrt smt A masked figure stood
£ v.  For a moment e did not

> Dickinson minor. ]
The junior was draped in a long black

cloal, and a mask of black crepe was

over lm face.
“What the

Jimmy Silv
3

2%

merry thunder-——

e

“ What ¢
“Trouble not the brigand c!
“Ha, ha, hal”

“What are you got up like that for,
a character in a cinema play
slirieked Jimmy Silver.

Away ! A blow!” gaid]
i a deep voice. “I
('ewe\l a Llow’ Bootles dies!”
my hat!”
dies like a doz!” said Dickinson

43 (,‘{'

n’.v' in a deep voice. “ Masked, like
a black shadow in the night, T will
e hima down! His blood—

Jitnmy Silver drew a deep blE“lth.
“He's fairly off his rocker!” he said.
“He'll be domg some mischief one of

these days if he isn’t stopped. Shut that ]
do Raby! We're going to educat
Bickinson [

_ “Here, yon clear off I’ said Dick
o into ey er;dav language at las
Vou come here bothering me !*
ut up, fathead! We're goi
re you |’
Baby, grinning, locked the door. 'Therz
L I'hh(al Four gathered round the |
ked and draped brigand chief. Jirmmy
7 jel‘ that the time had come Ffor
stic measures, >
HJ\(‘ that rubbish off him first " he
sely. =
and me !” roared Dickinson.
“H‘l b, ha1”
The "outhful disciple of Pirate Diclc
Peppo the Bandit was promptly
'ed. The crepe mask was 391‘1 ed
and the long black cloak, which was
idently home-made, followed: The
ms of the Fourth proceeded to tear
& up into fragments.
Dickinson minor glared at them in
almost speechless wrath.
Let my things alone!” he gasped.
1 rotters! Beware of the brigand's
nge ! Bah! Unhand me ! Sarmop 2
wrathful juniors collared the
tyo brigand at once, and Dead-shot
i came down on the floor with
1 terrific concusuon.
Bump !
“Yow, wow, ow, wow ! yelled Dickin-
son, not at all in the style of Pirate Dick,
But perhaps Pirate Dick had never heoen
buamped.
“ Bit on him ! gasped Jimmy &
Plump !
. the fattest of the
¥ on Dickinson minor,
down by sheer weight.

o

1220

=

rer

fous, sat
pinning
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upon

Dickinson wriggled like an eel. But
there was no escape for him. =
“Lemme go!” he stuttered. *Yow,

ow, ‘ow !
ing me!”

“And TI'm gomg on squook-sgquook-
squashing you!” grinned Raby. “Go
ahead w1 ith the giddy conflagration, dear
boys !’

Jimmy Silver llghtcd matches in the
wide old grate. The fragments of the
black cloak and the mask flared up and
burned away merrily,

Then Dickinson ‘minor’s valuable
H)iarv was seized upon ruthlessly.

To keep those precious volumes safe,
Dickinson had transterred them to the
top box-room. There they weve secure
from the eyes of masters and prefects,

and o«pe("allv from his senior hrother.
Bn{ they were not safe from the Fistical
Four, Jimmy Silver & Co. were bent
making a clean sweep.

“Here you are !” said Jimmy, handing
thera out from the big bag they were
stacked in. “Here’s Blood-staimed Bdl
Begin with him !”

"Hd, ha, ha!”

Blood-stained  Bill
jaramed into the fire. Dead-shot Dave
followed, and then the Prince of the
Pistols; and Red-handed Dick, the Boy
Buccaneer ; and Gory Ceorge, the White
Scalper.

“Yow,” you beasts!” groaned Dickin-
son minor, as gory volume after volume
was added to the pyre. “I say, chuck it !
I say, leave me that one; t}lut s a rea
ripper—* The Blood-hunters of Texas '—
1eave that one !”

“No jolly fear!”
“And that one—° The Night H"\I\S
f New York '—let me kecp “that I’

“Bow-wow !

“Oh, you rotters!”

“We're doing this for your own good,
Dicky 1" Junmv Silver explamed “You
rmw know yourself that you're going

You're squook-squook-squash-

was  promptly

cracked ouvh reading this rot{ Now,
don't you?

“Bah!”

““And if Bootles found it you'd be
ticked——""

“Villain 1 4

“Ha, ha, ha!?

The pxle of smoking ashes in the grate
was piled high now. The room was full
of smoke and blacks. The chums of the
Fourth were growing very dusty and
smoky and warm.

But they were doing g
they did not slacken. As Jimmy Sllver
remarked, it was Dickinson minor ’s last
chance of being saved from a lunatic
asylw They were Boy Scouts, and
bom id to do somebodv a good turn ev ery
day. This time it was Dickinson minor—
and it was a very good turn indeed.

But Dickinson minor did not see it in
ight. He gazed mournfully at the

good work, and

m
.

that

Friday.

gory volumes as they disappeared one
after another in Bame and smoke.

“Groogh!” gasped Jimmy Silver, rub-
bing smoke out of his eves. “That’s the
last! My hat, it's warm!”

“[inished ! said Lovell, in great
relief, “Let's see 1f the duffer has any
about him, \*,houc'h

“Hands off !’ yelled Dickinson. “I
mean, unhand me!”

T thought so!” grinned Lovell, as he
turned three or four volumes out of
Dickinson minor’s pockets. “Here you
are! ¢ Blood-bedabbled Bill, the Teirror
of Topeka 2

“Ha, ha, hat?

=2 Captam Crack-shot, the Red-handed
Raider of tzlc Rugged Rockies—— "’

“Ha, ha, ha !’

The fire flared up over the last burnt-

offerings. Dickinson minor was almost
weeping.
“ Now, listen -to me, my sou‘ said

Jimmy Sli.e;, in bis most magisterial
tone. “ We've doue this for your own
good. See? You're going to give us
your solemn promise never again to buy a

book that's been printed in America.’

Sl wont 2 yolled Dickinson minor
furiously.

“You will—if you want a whole bone

left in your hody. You're going to be
buraped till you do. Up with him !”

Bump !

“Yaroooop !

“Are you going to give that pro-
mise ?”

“Yow! No,no! Yow, ow !”

Bump !

“Oh crumbs ! Ho
ves!” howled the unh:

“Good egg ! said Jim
fully. "l\ow thank us
looked after VO‘I' ;

“You rotter—I—T mean,
stuftmed Dickinson minoz.

“Ha, ha, ha!?

The Fistical Four quitted the box-room
with the satisfied feeling that follows
geod work well done. Dickinson minor

was left to gaze mouenfully unon the dust

and ashes. and to reflect,
. - N »

n! Yes—I mean,
s brigand.

v Silver cheer-
ely for having

thank you!”

In the dorm that night the Fistical
Four nodded cheerily to Dickinson minor
to show that there was no ill-feeling.
Dickinson minor was leoking very sub-
dued. But he did not roll his eyes, and
he did not say “Bah!” Jimmy Silver
was of opinion that the cure was well on
its way. Perhaps Dickinson minor
realised that it was all for his own good.
But, like Rachel of old, ke mourned for
that which was lost, and would not be
comforted.

THE

SN D.

(Another long cx

“The

of Rookwood School ent}iled
Conversion of Dickinson Minor!” by Cwen
Conquest. Order your copy of the PENNY

POPULAR in advance.)

A wiost  wonderful life
story, the simple, straight-
forward tale of the child-
hood, early struggles and
ultimale success of the
great film star told in her
own words. Do not wiss
the long opening instal-
ment in TO-DAY’S
“ Picture Show,” “which
contains ever so many
good things, including a
fascinating new comipeti-
tion called “Peeping
Stars,” in which cash
prizes of £100 are offered,

Her rematkable meeting with Lord
Kitchener—her strange correspondence
with her long lost brother—her travels
and thrilling adventures make this
the most interesting book ever written.

Begin it TO-DAY in the

On Saie Everywhere.
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
fOn the Track.

§¢ 7 HAT is the constable, deah boys!”
said Arthur Avgustus D’Arey, of

the Fourth Form at St. Jim's.
He was with Jack Blake and
George Herries, and the three had just met
‘Tem DMerry, Talbot, Manners, and Lowther
in the Hich Street of Wayland.

“ What, constable?” asked Tom Merry.

“The one who saw one of our fellows in a
mobah-cah with some man or othah on Wed-
nesday—or ‘it may have been Tuesday—he
did not seem quite suah which.”

*“Is he quite sure that it wasn't Wednes-
day week or Tuesday fertnight?” inquired
Lowther. ‘

“You haven’t told us anything about him
before, Gussy,” said Tom.

“Haven’t 1? But I told Blake an’ Hew-
wies, I am suah. It was yestahday mornin’,
when I wode ovah heah, an’ met Sir Wobert
Digby at the station.”

“It’s worth while to speak to the bobby,
anyway,” said Blake, “He may have remem-
hered g bit more. We couldn’t find out that
any of our fellows had been here in a ear.”

The seven—and seores more of St. Jim’s
fellows, seniors and juniors alike—were hunt-
ing for Robert Arthur Digby, of the Fourth,
who had mysteriously disappeared on the
Wednesday. This was Friday.

Some of the mystery surrounding Digby’s
disappearance had now bcen cleared up.
was known why he bad been taken, and who
had taken him. ° ~

He had been kidnapped by a hitter enemy
of his father’s. and was being held to ransom.
A confession by Crooke of the Shell had
nractically established the fact that a forged
tetter, supposed to have been written by his
mother, had been the means of luring Digby
into the trap.

But exactly how the irap had been set,
exactly how the missing junior kad been
carried off, no one knew.

A motor-car seemed as likely as anything.
There was no particular reason to take it for
eranted that the ear, if one had been used,
had  passed throngh Wayland. But the
constable upon whom the eyes of the seven
were now fixed had seen a boy wearing the
red-and-white cap of St. Jim’s in a car there
between twelve and one on cither the Tues-
day or the Wednesday. If Tuesday had been
the day, there was nothing in it at all. But
if it had been Wednesday, it was quite pro-
bable that the boy was Dig.

The policeman noticed that they were look-
ing at him, and came over to them.

Gussy stepped forward.

“You wemembah me, pewwaps, constable?”
he said politely.

“Oh, yes, sir!
You're young Mr.
“son, aren’t you?”

“Yaas, that’s so. But what 1 mean is you
wemembah my speakin® to you yestahday.
About a motah-car; you know?”

“Yes, sir, I remember. I've thought of it
since, and I’ve been able to fix the day now.
It was Wednezday, not TFuesday., After you

Matter of fact, T know you.
D’Arey, Lord Eastwood’s

had gone 1 recailed the fact that at the
moment I saw the car I was ghmkmg of a
drunk and disorderty I took in charge on
Tuesday night. I wasn’t on duty on Monéday
evening, so that makes it certain.”

“Good egg!” said Tom Merry heartily.

“Is it the young gentleman who is missing
that yon think may have been in the ear?”
the peliceman asked.

“Yes—you've heard about bim, then?”

“Oh, we've been notified, sir; and I sup-
pose every constable in Sussex—maybe in half
a dozen other counties—is on the look-out.
You think it may have been Master Dighy ™"

“We do. Would you know the car again
if you saw it?” returned Talbot,

“I'm not sure. I’ve been thinking hard
beecause I saw a possible elue in it; bub i
can't be sure. It was a smallish car, yellow
or brown, and rather shabby—that’s as much
as I can recall, and even that isn't as certain
as I should like it to be, for I may be con-
fusing one car with another.”

“Which way was it going?”’ Herries asked.

“Now, that I ean he eertain about,” the
constable replied. “It went the London Road.

| I know that because I remember thinking

that the young gentleman in it was going
away from school.”

“Thanks ever so much!” Tom Merry said.

They took the London Road-after that.
naturally.

But it was difficult hunting at best. They
were looking for some trace of Dig: but
wherever Dig was he was certain to be closely
watched, and it would not be easy for him
to find a way of making his presence known.

All the seven were agreed that it was un-
likely that the house in which he was held
captive would be in any village. It was the
lonely houses which received their attention,
and more than one person living in such
a house was annoyed that day by the close
serutiny to which his or her habitation was
subjected by boys In red-and-white caps.

Till lanch-time they kept together. But,
Tatbot pointed out, by doing so they
svasting chances. So after lunch the
up. Gussy went off with Talbot: Bl
Herries took another road; and the Te
Three held straight: on.

It might have been about three o’cloek
when a ear passed them, going at a pretty
good pace. There was only the driver in it:
and his goggles obscured his face. But Tom
Merry fancied he had seen him before.

The car was a -smallish one, and of a
yellowish-brown hue. But scores of smallish
ears of that colour can be seen on any main
road any day, and the searchers had already
passed several which had not seemed to them
worthy of a second glance, containing, as they
did, ladies or children.

But there was only one man in this par-
ticular car, and that attracted their atten-
tion.

“Might be worth following, Tommy,” said
Lowther.

“We ean’t follow it far. That chap’s pace
is a bit ahead of Hallo! Who's that
yelling to us?” .

“Sounds like Grundy,” said Manners.

“Can't be anyone else,” Lowther agrveed,

MARTIN

~e4eee

- also- slipped -to the. ground.
T
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“Not in all the wide, w
another bull-betlow as t

L

is there c
All three had turned their heads
it was Grundy who came beh

in the rear of him, two specks de

hill could be guessed at, though not recog

nised. as Gunn and Wilkins.

The three slowed down to wait for Grund;
It was impossible to make out what b
shouting. -

He came up, the sweat running £
his face, his broad chest panting.

“Sijly—asses!” he puffed. “1l told you—to

- bold en—after—that car!”
“W

hy?” asked Manners.

did not slacken speed. They
ce, and held alongside hkim.
t's—the car—the bobby sa
land!” he gasped. “At least—he t
He—told us—spotted our caps—just in time.
I'm nearly done. Gunn—and Wilky—left be-
hind—somewhere !”

Grundy was not quite done, however. The
Terrible Three were riding their hardest now;
hut he kept alongside them gallantly

Far ahead, but still in sight, was the ear.
As leng as the road was fairly straig
fairly open, they might hope to keep i
sight; but Sussex roads are not rema
for being straight and open, as a rule.

“Know -the number?” asked Tom.
“Neo. Haven't got near enou
Has the ehap in the ecar tw
inguired Manners.

“Think I'm an aes?” snorted Grundy.

“Chuck it, Gruudy, and let us go en!" said
Tom.

“Shan’t!
Grundy.

But it was evident that he
tave to chuck it. The pace was
the Terrible Three, and Grundy kb
ceveral miles before he had caught th

And for all that they could de
gainedl on them. Once or twice ti
si of it completely, and tho
managed to pick it up again it we
ahead, and less easy to be sure of.

“I'm done!” gasped Grundy at length,

And he stumbled from hisesaddle.

“So am I'!” admitted Manners.

No faith in you fellows!” panted

o

And je

They threw themselves on the grass

“hall have to—echuck—it—soon!”
out Lowther,

“Chuck it now, eld man!” answered
“Y ean keep it up for a bit yet.”

Even as he spoke there was a
the erack of a pistol, and his back tyre w
flat. Sussex roads are often mended with
flint, and flint is bad for bike tyr

Just at this moment out of
wheeled Figgms and Kerr, with Fatty V

Tom,

pedalling laboriously a few yards
them.
“Hi! That car ahead! Xeep it in &ght

and find out where it goes!” ¢ried Tom.

The car was barely visible then, and he-
tween the brown hedges it showed micrel
beeause it moved.
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But both Kerr and Figgins were very keen-
gighted, and Kerr at least had brains quick
beyond the ordinary.

They wasted not a second in asking ques-
iions. They pedalied off at a pace which
wag at least two or three miles an hour beiter
than Tom and Lowther had been travelling
iust before their halt.

-Fatty .made no attempt to follow his
c¢hums. He jumped from his bike, and stood
pufing hard and wiping his perspiring face
with an already sodden handkerchief.

“¥d go if it was any good,” he said. '“But
ih isn't—not a scrap! I'm almost melted
now. .

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
= Failure !

143 ALLO, Thomas! Had a puncture?”

It was Ralph Reckpess Cardew

- who asked that question, coming

-~ Up with Ernest Levison and
Sidney Clive some ten minutes later.

“Ob, no! Fell backwards and bit my tyre,
of course!” answered Tom rather crossly.
“Well, don't get your wool off, dear boy!

s¢ things do happen, even to the most
cct among us.”

“Any clue?” inquired Levison. :
“Xather!” replied Fatty. “It’s as goed as
chtled where Dig is.”

“What?” gasped Clive.

“Well, perhaps that’s a bit too much to
say,” rejoined Fatty. “Bub Kerr and Figgy
arc chasing a motor-car.”

< With Digby in it?” snapped Levison.

“No, fathead! Who is in it, Tommy?"
E‘“"DO'C know,” replied Tom. “How should

Fatty

e

“You were chasing it, you know,”
said, looking surprised.

_ “It really does seem like a clue, though
it was Grundy,” remarked Lowther.

“Grundy? Precious fine clue, I'll bet!” said
Levison. .

_ 'There’s something in it,” Tom said, stick-
ing on a big patch. No water had been
needed to show where the puncture was; it
wag easily found by the naked eye, with a
ucedlelike silver of flint stili in the rubber.
Well, let’s hear!” said Cardew.

Can’t we do something?” asked Clive.

“Mothing to be done!” Tom replied. “Ii
Kerr and Figgy fail—well, we've lost the
clue, that's all, .Here come Grundy and
Manners!” %

The two who had been left behind rode
slowly up now, and Wilkins and Gunn could
be perceived in the distance. Then a bell
gounded from a by-road ciose at hand, and
Gussy, Herries, Blake, and Talbot all
appeared together. ~

A pgatherin® of the clans!” said Cardew.
“Grundy, I hear that you have been doin’
somethin’. Kindly enlighten us as to what
that semethin' was, old topl”

Grundy proceeded to enlighten the whole
ctowd. He was not too well pleased with the
Terrible Three for having failed, and had
already given Manners a piece of his mind
on that score. But he allowed that as long
as Figgins and Kerr were on the frack of the
car there was-still hope. In fact, he ex-

pressed approval of Kerr's brains, which
anty promised to report.
“It will buck old Kerr up no end,” he said

ely; and Grundy beamed.
“What's to be done?” asked Blake.
Grundy snorted.

“I should think that's as
thing can be!” he said.

: suppose we'd better wait for Kerr and
Figey to come back?” said Tom.

“Unless we ride after them,” said Lowther.

Again Grundy snorted.

“L haven't learned the pig language yet,
Grundy !” said the humorist of the Shell
pointedly. -

“You're an ass!” snapped the great George
Alfred. “Suppose we did ride after them?
They're out of sight now, and they may have
turned down any road we pass. But I think
15 would realiy be a good thing if you and
Cardew rode on in spite of that. Blake,
too, perhaps.”

“Why?” demanded Blake. ]

“Because we should be rid of three silly
asses that we're better without!” was
Grundy's crushing reply.

‘Then he turned to Wilkins and Gunn, who
had just come up, and began to tell them
exactly what sort of slackers he considered
them. :

“They waited. For once Grundy was right.
There was little use in going on.

And they had some time to wait.
ab

plain as any-

When
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- as, eompared- with his own that caused him

last Kerr and Figgins showed up along | Grundy.

the London Road eager shouts of inquiry
greeted them. -

But they came on without replying
shouts.

“They didn’t catch him,” Fatty said sadiy.
“Well, there’s one thing certain, though,”
he added, brightening, “if XKerr couldu’t
manage it no one else could. I say, you
fellows, I feel jolly empty! Let's cut back
to Wayland and get some tea!” .

“Always thinking - about grub!” snorted
Grundy. “Hallo, Kerr! Have you made a
mess of it?” : 2
- The New House juniors dismounted hefore
either of them spoke a word. Both looked
down in the mouth. There was no longer
the least hope that they had been successful.

“Sorry, Tommy! We did our best.”

“Sure you did, old chap!” said Tom heartily.

Grundy snorted again. He did not doubt
that Kerr and Figgins had done their best.
It was thinking of the quality of that best

to those

to snort. :

“We reckoned we were following that car
all right,” went on Kerr. “It went up over
a hill, and of course we lost sight of il as
we pushed up.”

“Of course!” growled Grundy.

“We -thought we saw it go up the next
hill,” went on Kerr. “We did sce 8 ear near
enough like it, anyway. Then ‘we -lost
sight ‘of it, and picked it up again: as we
fancied.”

“And we rode jolly hard, too, 1
you!” said Figgins.

The -condition they were in was enpough to
show that. And really no one pre ot
even Grundy—had any doubt thzf th
had done their utmost.

- “So we chased it. Then it stopped in a
village, and we came up just in time to
see ‘the people in it get out. . There was a
jolly-looking, clean-shaven old buffer, a lady
who might have been his daughter, and a
pretty girl, whom we put down as his g
daughter. So it wasn't the car, we knew.”

“It certainly wasn't, Kerr,” said Tom.

“So it all ends in failure, after I'd—"

“Hold on, Grundy!” said Talbot.
see it as a total failure myseli. Suppos
car was the one we're looking out fo

“If it was it’s gone—clean gone!™ groaned

can tell

Grundy.
“Yes, it's gone,” Talbot said. “But.
assuming that it didn’t get ahead of the

car Kerr and Figgins caught up——"

“I don’t think it can have done that,” Ke¢
said.

“Then that particular car must have leit
the main road somewhere within a very few

miles—in a distance that can easily he com-
puted by fellows as keen as these two.”
“Yaas, wathah! Listen to Talbot, deah

boys, an' don't intewwupi!”
“No one but you is
growled Herries.

interrupting, ussi”

All saw that there was something in
Talbot's theory. Xerr wrinkled his brow,

thinking hard.

“It must have been after that big hill,
Figgy,” he said. “I won’t swear that we
had it in sight all the time before that,
but I am sure that the pace wasu't enough,
compared with the pace of the other car, to
let it get right ahead and leave us chasing
the wrong one.”

“But the second car must have
fravelling slower, or you'd never have ea
it up,” Grundy said.

“We didn't catch it up. It stopped,”
answered Kerr. ;
“But you must have gained on it con-

siderably along the'road.”

“I don't think so. My notion is that it
turned out of one of the side roads at about
the same time that the other car turned into
ogre of them.”

“There are cross-roads at the hottom of
the big hill. The main road runs over hoth
hills, and the other road along the valley
between them, you know, Kerr,” put in
Figgins.

“Yes, that's so. They're not the only roads
to be considered; but I fancy we can work
it down to a matter of four m or
possibly three. And if we're ris the ear
we wanted to follow turned aside somewhers
‘in that distance. Doesn’t that hel

“I should say it does a good deal if the
car only was the right one—the ¢ Dighs
was seen in on Wednesday, I mean,” Talbot
replied. z

“Well, Grundy says it was,” Tcm

“Jt doesn’t depend on what I sa

“Every Friday.

‘vet a few pounds out of me, T kno

“I didn't see Digby in ar t
the bobby at Wayland it depends upon.”

Cacrew as much’

“Let's so now and scout down the roads
within the distance Kerr made it out to be,”
said Blake. “It's a waste of time to stand
here arguning!”

But Tom - Merry glanced westward, where
the sun was already low in the sky, and then
looked at his watch.

“It will be dusk in very little more than
an hour,” he said; “and dark very soon after
that. 'There’s wo moon. If we could do
any searching that could possibly be of any
use in the dark I’'d say *Go on!’ If [
thought there was the least chance of taking
i ck with us, I'd say never mind about
', but keep on till morning. But if
we have to gzo back withont him to-nigh
whith is about a hundred to one, all thi
considered—we shall be gated to-morrow

a dead cert. The Head won’t stand it. You
know how he feels about- the search. He
didn't halt 1 our coming.”

“But ~to leave Dig -with thoze waseals
when——" s =

“Do  von really think there's a ¢
chance of finding where Dig is fou

“ Well, T supposc there weally is vewy little
chance, Tom Mewwy, =

“I hate going back like thi
I know - i
W

u're right.”
an start .out again first thing in the
and bring anyone -who's of any
use,” said Kerr hopefully. “Then we can
divide up and search those side roads for
ten or a dozen miles for a clue. We shall
have all day before us, and a crowd to help.
But if we don’t get back in decent time to-
night all that’s off. - We're riski
thing on the chance that car w
which isn't certain—and that v
it down to-night, which isn't likely.

Talbot, Figeins, Levison, Clive—practically
everyone bhut Gussy. too worried about Dighy
to be reasonable, Grundy, too obstinate to
be go, and Cardew, too reckless, agreed.
The three had to give way, and a start for
magde.
 of the afternoon might be
failure. But it was not a total
uare, even from their point of view that
nt: and the event was to prove it was
ally .o failure at all!

moraing,

can_ftrack

“THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Dig in Captivity.

T had been early on the Wednesday
ajterncon when Digby had found him-
seli entrapped in the lonmely house in
the hollow of the moor, and through

the Thursday he cast about him for some
plan of escape, without the least success.

During the evening of that day Le had a
visit from Banship.

Dig had been sitting in the darknpess.
wondering how he would ever be able to
through the night. He did not believe
he could possibly sleep.

get
that
Several times during

‘the day he had dozed olf from sheer bore-

dom; hut the dark and the silence seemed to
drive all hope of sleep away.
Then a glimmer of light showed under the

door footsteps sounded on the narrow
stair and the key grated in the lock.
Bau came in, carrying a lamp. Dic
had to shield his e¢yes from the light for =
moment.. It icd his after the complete
darkness.
The fellow set down the lamp on the

and drew the only chair in the room
up to the bed, on which Dig was sitting.

“You don't know me as well as you do
vour Unele Justin,” said Banship.

Dig was quick to resent that sneer.

“That cad isn't any unele of mine!” he
said hotly. “I'm so jolly glad he isn’t that
I'don't mind all this halt as much as 1
should do otherwise. ‘But I can’t see where
you come in. IHe played -his dirty ¢ s to
; but
you won't get anything out of this game!”
“It will be the worse for you if I do uot,
lad!” replied Banship.

“How do vou think you are geing to work
i 7

“I havé already told you that vour father
is my enemy,” Banship answered. *I have
too much regard for my neck to deal with
him in the way I should choose to deal. But
by bolding you to ransom I can strike a biow
at his pride, as well as providing mysell and
my colleague below with some of the filthy
lucre of which we are so short.”

yes, the pater is.proud,” Dig said simply.
“That's why I'm so sure that you won’t
as a shilling cut of him!™




Dig put ail he knew into a desperate dash for the car. [f he could only reach it ! The engine still hummed ; it was onty
a matter of getting into gear, and Rig knew enough for that.

Behind him sounded panting breath, all too close.

“Won't I? He will receive my ultimatum
to-morrow maorning, and he will know what
ta expect unless he accedes to it!”

~And what is he to expeet? I'm rather
intercsted, you Eknow. But yom needn’t
ihink I'm frightened. I know you daren’t
kill me or any rot like that, so it's no good
trying to make mie believe it!”

“How do you like your quarters?”
Banship abruptly
+ Beastly stu
oi the sheulders.

“You wouldn’t
bere?”

“I'm not going to stay a menth or two, so
we needn’t talk about that!”

“ And your fare? How deoes that suit you?”

“Well, there might be more of it, and it
might be hetter. But it will do for a day or
two, I dare say,” answered Dig.

“There will be less of it, and it will be
worse!” snarled Banship. “You had better
be careful how you talk® to me, my boy!
You have too much oi your father in youn for
my liking. Crey handled you yesterday; but
what he gave you was a mere nothing to
what you will get from me if I once start in
on you!”

“0Oh, I don’t doubt that you're as big a
brute as he is!” replied Dig. *You're going
to keep me here, starve me, and knock me
about if the pater doesn’t give in and pay
ransom, you say. Right-ho! He won’t!
You may as well know that first as last.
And, for all that you can do to me, 1
wouldn't want him to.”

“I bave a great mind to give you now
a taste of what will come to you if your
t‘athe]r proves obstinate!” rapped out the
raseal.

“Pile in!” replied Dig defiantly.

Banship went without attempting to carry
out his threat.

_He had already written to Sir Robert
Digby demanding the sum: of a thousand
pounds as ransom for his son, and had given
directions that the money, in the form of
five-pound mnotes, should be sent to him
at an addréss in London to which he had

asked

replied Dig, with a shrug

faney a menth or two

no intention of returning. At that addr
there was a woman whom he counld tru
send on the cash and not to Dbet
whereabouts if—as he quite expected
tives should foilow up the letter.

Sir Robert received the letter early on the
Friday morning, and within ten minutes was
on his way to Sty Jim’'s in a speedy motor-
car. The news of her son’s disappearance
had now been broken to Lady Digby, aznd
she had taken it pluckily. It did not seem
to have made any difference to her pro-
gress, fortunately.

From St. Jim’s the baronct went to town,
and engaged detectives. A dummy letter
was sent to the address Banship had given,
but Sir Robert was not disposed to. think
that he would be caught there. He placed
niore reliance upon the activities of the
Sussex constabulary force, and, even more
than that, upon the search which wouid be
made by Dig’'s chums.

Dig, too, had faith in his chums. Saecner
or later they would find his prison, he was
sure, for it was within fairly easy distance
from the school for cyeclists.

But he had no notion of staying a minute
longer than he could help, aud during the
long night watches he thought out a possible
scheme of escape.

In a stand-up fight he had ne ehance at
all with either Crey or Banship, he knew.

But if he could attack one of .the
scoundrels suddenly, in the absence ef the

other, he might manage to dodge down the,

stairs and out of the house.

Banship had been absent for soms hours
on the Wednesday afterncon, and again on
the Thursday. If he went out in the car om
the Friday, and Crey brought up a meal
while he was absent, Dig thought he saw a
chance.

All through the Friday merniog both men
were below. He could hear them talking from
time to time, and when Crey carried up a
gscanty midday meal Banship shouted some-

thing about the beginning of short commons,

and laughed jeeringly. 2
But, half an hour or so later Dig heard the
car started and driven away.

swhich lighted the stuffy attic.

Crey was hardly likely to come' up again
yet, he fancied; but he went to work at oncé.

From the first he had seéen that no eseape
as possible by the skylight over the bed,
But if he
could get it open, the place would hecome
less stuffy, and he might be able fo send
out some sort of message to anycne who
happened to pass.

He had neither pen nor pencil, and there
was nothing in the den to supply the plice
of either. But his handkerchief had his
name upon it, and that, if seen, would serve
as a message to anyone from St. Jim's, ab
least. :

So he put the chair upon the bhed, and
started in to wrestle with the.catch of the
skylight.

Buf he could only just reach it, and could
exert little strength. The catch refused fo
budge for all that he could do.

He wrapped his eap round his right hand,
inmped, and punched at the ground glass.
It shivered, and fragments fell all around
him. Through the aperture came a welcome
gust of fresh air. X =

A strongish breeze stirred, and he thought
that he could do no better than let his hand-
kerchief go at once. It was only an off-
chance, but it was worth taking, and ha3
could do withont the thing at a pinch.

Again he jumped, and had the satisfaction
of seeing the handkerchief flutter in the
breeze above the skylight, though, of course,
he could not sce whether it cleared the roof.

Footsteps sounded on the stairs as ‘he
straightened himselif. Crey unlocked the
door, and looked in. <

He saw the broken skylight at ence.

“You won't get out that way!” he snarled,

«Pidn’'t expeet to,” replied Dig. “l've got
some fresh air, anyway.” :

“Youwll pay dearly for it if it happens
to rain,” caid Crey. And he went.

There had been no chance to rush him that
time. Would he come up again hefore Ban-
ghip returned? R

Dig managed to break off a leg of the
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chair. He must have some weapon ready,
and he could find no other.

The minutes dragged. The stuffy room
grew darker as the sun dropped in the
sky. Dig began to think that he must give

up hope of Crey’s coming again.

Unless he did something to fetch him up!
But what could he do?

He began to stamp upon the floor and to
yell at the top of his voice. °

The ruse proved successful. Tootsteps
sounded on the stairs again, there was the
sound of an angry voice, and Dig, - still
stamping and yelling, drew close to the
door, =

The key grated. The door was pushed
open. Dig smote with all his strength.

The chair-leg took Crey upon the back
of the neck as he came in with his head out-
thrust. There was not enough force in the
blow to have felled him by force alonec; but
tlie surprise of it was_ so great that he
staggered, and as he staggered Dig thrust
out a foot and tripped him up.

Then he jumped over him, and fairly
hurled himself downstairs.
Behind him sounded lurid oaths. He

darted ab the .door, shot a bolt, turned the
key, and was outside before the scoundrel
had started in pursuit.

Up the slope that led to the higher part
of the moor he rushed. But already the con-
finement in that stuffy room and the strain
of mind and body he had endured were telling
upm;; him. His head swam, and his legs felt
weak.

But his courage did not fail. He held on.

Crey was not more than twenty yards
behind when he gained the top of the slope
and saw the dusky moor stretched out before

him. Along the road which crossed it came
a car. :
Dig was running -straight for the road.

There was hope of rescue in the presence of
that car.

No, there was not! Even as the thought
pmsed through his mind Crey shouted, and
J;ig knew that the man in the car was Ban-
ship !

Even then he did not give up all hope.
Other people must pass over the moor, lomly
as it was. If he could dodge those two for
but a few minutes there might be a chance
for him. .

But there was no one else in sight at the
moment. And now the car had stopped, and
Banship had jumped out.

Dig struck away from the line he had heen

taking. But the two men were closing in on
him, anhd be knew that he could not run

much farther.

He tried a last break. Running as if
dazed, he seecmed to be going stramht into
Banchlps arms; but suddenly he “swerved
round the feilovv, and put all he knew into
a desperate dash for the car.

If he could only reach it! The engine still
hummed; it was only a matter of getting
into ffear and Dig knew enmough for that.

Behind him sounded panting breath, all
too close. Twenty yards—ten yardsvﬁ\ﬂ'
But even as he reached the car and tricd
to get into the seat in front strong arms
were flung around him, and he was caught!

Then he fainted.

When he came to himself he was in his
prison again.-

“You will have to be taught a lesson, you
cub!” hissed Banship into his ear almost the
moment his eyes opencd.

Dig knew what that meant. He felt sick
and ill, but he braced himself to bear what-

er was coming without a sound.

It finished by his fainting again. But they
had not got a whimper from him; and when
he came to. and lay smarting and throbbing
with pain in the darkness, he was glad to
remember that.

Glad, too, of the fresh air that came in
through the broken skylight, and of the
memory of the handkerchief. He had scen
that—or something that locked like it—
fluttering from a gorse-bush not far from
where the car had stood after Banship had
scrambled out of -it.

1f they only came that way, his chums !
There were l\een eyes among them, I\err or
Tom Merry or Talbot would never miss such
a sign, he was sure.

But he did not guess how near they had
been to rescue that afternoon. If Banship
had driven five miles an hour less, or if the
accidental relay system which had enahled
the St. Jim's fellows to give chase as they
did had only another link, he might have heen
rescuiied then, when he made his break. For
the lonely house in the hollow of the moor
was not more than four or five miles {from the
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main road along which Kerr and Figegins had
ollowed the wrong car.

It was not their fault—it was not the fault
Grundy, or of the Terrible Three—that they
bad failed then. They had dofie all that
eyelists could do when pitted against a motor-
car. And they had got upon the scent.

THE FOURTH CHAPRTER.
Closing Up.
143 ROOKE, I want you to come
us,” said Tom Merry.
George Gerald Crooke sat up in
bed and stared at Tom.

It was not yet light; but most of the Shell
were already dressing: Arrangements had
been made the night before for an early start.
Mr. Railton, thc)ur*h he was not told anything
about the clue obtained the afternoon before,
had readily agreed that breakfast for any who
chose to be off as soon as it was light sheuld
be provided, and some thirty or more of the
Shell and Fourth in both Houses had been
enlisted for the early start.

“Where are you off to?” Crooke asked.

“To find Dighby. You know those two sweeps
who have got hold of him—we don't—not
to be as certain of them as you are, any-
way !

Crooke got out of bed, and began to dress
in unusual haste. But hefore he had finished,
all the others who were gcoing had trooped
down to Hall for breakfast. That did not
matter to Crooke; he had no appetite for
breakfast.

Racke got eut of bed. Crooke turned to
speak to him; but Racke spoke first.

“T'm goin’ too,” he said. *After all, if
there’s anythin® we can do to help I suppose
we ought to do it.”

The surprise among those in Hall was great
when the two bad eggs camc in together.
No one spoke to Racke. He might do as he
pleased about going; he would not go as one
of the band, but as an outsider, cven more
of an outsider than Crooke.

Several New House fellows were at the
hreakfast-table. Mr. Ratcliff was not the
kind of man to allow any such concession as
the School House master had made about the
meal. So Kerr and Figgins and Fatty Wynn,
Redfern and Owen and Lawrence, Koumi Rao.
Pratt, French, Clarke, and Thompson had all
come aeross. 5

And, of course, all Dig's School! House
friends had turned out—not only Blake and
Herries and D'Arcy and the Teérrible  Three
and Talbot, but Cardew and Levison and
Clive, Roylance and Durrance and Lumley-
Lumley, Julian and Kerruish and Hamm
and Reilly, Kangaroo and Dane and CGly
Grundy and Wilkirs and Gunn, Gore,
even Skimpole.

There was no breeze this morning, but con-
ditions were not very favourable for the
search.

A thick fog fiiled the quad, and the leafless
branches of the old elms dripped with m
ture. Out in the road it was difficult to see
more than a few yards ahead.

“Sure to clear soon,” said Blake hopefully.
“It's hardly light yet. Wait till the sun gets
up. Anyway, it doesn't matter much for the
next hour or so0.”

Their course, as they saw it, was cicar—to
make-all speed through Wayland and well on
beyond it up the London Road to that section
of the highway. in which Figgins and Kerr had
lost one car and found another. Not tiil they
had reached that would they slackerr speed
or split up.

In Wayland High Street, full of fog,
Grundy dismounted with a suddenness that
caused Gunn and Thompson, just behind him,
to say thmm. for they were nearly thrown
off their machines by his precipitate action.

But Grundy paid no beed to the things they
said. He had sighted P.-c. Everson in the
gloom, and had seen his opportunity to assert
his importance, which he felt had not been

of

with

sufficiently recognised - by anyone that
morning. :
“Hallo, my ‘man!” he said patronisingly.

“Have you found out anything more about
that car?”

Everson peered at him, then recognised him.
Some of the others had ‘dismounted now, and
Tom Merry, Blake, and Gussy came up.

“Ah, I know you now, sir!" said the con-
stabie. “No, I haven't found out any more.
1 have the ideuntification mark; but no one
here that I can get on to knows that. Where
are you young gentlemen off to so early, may
I ask? I don’t suppose you managed to riin
the car down rday; it was a bit too big
a zoh for cyelis

“We very nearly ran it down,” said Grundy.

“Hardly that,” Tom corrected him. *But

w2 bave some sort of notion which way it

- police
’m

“sened considerably

THE PENNY +POPULAR~Every Friday.

went, and instead of wasting time
home we're gaing '
farther, t i

“Good notior
Would you mind telling
along tie road:-you start
Tomm told him at once,
he wanted to know.

The great George Alfred was not
with Tom, and as the half-dozen or

wthnut ai‘

had halted rode aiter the rest, he said so
very pla 11\

A silly friek, 1 eall i697 he said - We
don’t want tho pohu in this. T should very
much prefer to carry it throush on my ow

“You're an idiot!” snapped Blake: = We
may be ioliy glad to b

e the help of t
before we're through with this
hoping that there will be sor
anyhow, and we're not commissioned
ke arrests!”
“Though we can sit on the waseals titl tlu
police come along with the handeuf
Gussy.  “An’ it my fwiend Evatb
come in for the weward that Sir \\mhn
suah to give I shall be vewy pleased.”
“Oh, dry up!” snorted Grundy.
The fog was less thick, and a yellow
now and then showed that the sun was up.
But there was still a filmy curtain d] it les-
the range g

they reached the spot at which Kerr thm cht
the first dtuchmnm gm-uhl leave the
bod\

H‘ ain

 said (.luml). “Gunnr and Will
with nie, of cour n
more—let’ e—you're a he
vou'll do for gne!
“You be hanged!”
i'm not going with yo
“That’s ﬂ.n niutiny !
And ht rmlh seenmied
else saw Gore's refusal
I‘hon"pmn And Pratt
Co, after al
“It's all Scren(
had to be loal
*at-all the |
“Will y

roared Grundy.

surprised that no one
quite in that 1
went with Gru

id ]\:F

ends 1 vr»on \\uc‘!m' it's

not,” replied the (uvn talk,
not Gru v v, to be
something t ‘t matter.
“0Oh, one’s as apother now, Lonest
Injun!” said Kerr. “For that matter, the

oo certainty that Grundy may not
to be the Ineky one.”

turn out

“Then someone else onzht to o after
him!" said Blake hotly. “It's no wee trust-

thmf to that as
Right-he! You and Gussy and Herrios can
Tom answered.
B-vt Bhke and Qussy
not quite it that way.
road likelicr than another, that
certainly the road for them. they
“How many roads are there bra

and He
It ti

in- the  section you've marked nur
asked Talbot.
“Four!” replied Kerr at onc

to have the whele map in h
some ot them braneh agaiu,
Does Grundy’s?”

“i¥es.

“Then someone ¢€lse shionld go.”

“Roylance, DPurrance, and Lumley-L 1..
will you?"

The trio named went at once.

“We needn’t with Gr um‘\ » remarked
Rovlance to h s comrades.

At the next turning, which was on the
posite side, Noble, Dane, Glyn, Redfern,
1, Lawrenes, Koumi Rao left the
diminishing main ¥
Then tl’e\ came to tm ere ads ian the

‘s 1(:thing bey 1«1 this 1 roa couple
of miles or more,” said Kerr, “and 1 feet
pretty sure that we didn’t lote the ear- we
were after later than that.  Se here we'd
bv*tcr split-up the rest of us into two lots.”

“Will veu t.me one, 'lﬂlhot ” Torm asked.
.

“If you like, old ch:
“Fet's: see. You -ean have Julian. Ker
Re Hf(rnrv‘rmd Gore,: and Skimmy.
‘m “puw tll( road Kerr goes!” said Blake

tatingly.

“asked Kerr mildly. “I dl\

S0 ntrm‘hul tn e, Blake.
1

't know

jolly well

-that the road you take.is the one you think

will lead to Dig!”
e shail \\mt plenty for this road.
said. “It forks twice within a
ccuple of miles.”,
There « were left- Tom Merry,
Lowther, Kerr, Ficgins, Fatty W
Levison, Clive, Blake, Herries,

Manners,
yni; Cardes
D Arey, Clarke,




and French. Besides these were Crooke, who
understood that he went wherever Tom went,

, for no ene wanted him.

Now the road which they took was-the
road, and so it chanced that the squads led
by Talbot and Harry Noble were clean out-
side all that fellowed, which was in no sense
their fault. Grundy’s band would have been
auite out of it all as well but for the fact
that the road on which they had started
}mi mere or less in the same direction as that
taken by the largest body of scouts at the
Ohtsﬂt, and curved round into it later an.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Found !

&6 1LY, you turn off here, Levison?”
asked Tom five minutes after they
had left the cross-toads.

“That's for you to say, I sup-

pow' but I don’'t think it looks very hope-
wered Levison.

<€l Cardew, Clarke, and French with
Eevison!” said Tom.
XNo one opposed his order, and the band

was lessened by five.

1t was some little time before they reached
another turning, and by then Levison's squad
was hm‘ryin(r to rejoin them. The way they
bad taken had ended at & gate leading into
marshy ficlds, and there was no sign of a
Louse near or of the passage of a ecar.
Now th at it came to a final splitting-up
lt hard, and Tom Merry waited

“Lc s settie ow we arc to splif up first,”
said Kerr.

Thus far there had been no breaking-up of
chums. Bub now if the bands were to be at
all equally balanced, there must be.

“‘Tormemy leads one sguad, of course!” said
“Who's to lead the other?”

“ Wiil you?” returned Tom.
“Is Kerr going with me?”

“No, with me!” Tom answered, grinning.

“Hanged if I hali like that!” Blake ex-

don’t know a bit more than you do
is the road, or that it’s either of
se,” said Kerr. “How can I?”
“You can't know, of course!” agreed Blake.
“ All the same, you're so blessed wide that 1
wouldn't mind betting you choose the right

that matter, you can -have

ce!” Kerr replied.

Ve'll toss for it. Who goes with me?
, of course! You can ge with Tommy

v, if you like, Gustavus.”

ht- ho, dear hrJY'"

Manners, Herries, and Fatty Wynn

pe way in the even'c though Fatty

*u‘u like leaving Kerr and ngv a little

Blake won the toss, and elected to keep

¢ But he had chosen the wrong

your

Crooke went with Tom Merry, Lowther,
Kerr, Fizging, and Gussy. Racke stood alone
for a minute or two aftcr the two bands had
po,nuj and then, when they were lost to

gt in the fog.
nnmnrous party.

“Keep your eyes peeled!” said Kerr. “Con-
found this fog! We may pass the very house
Dig is in without seeing it i it happeus to
be a bit off the road.”

“Tt’s lonely enough,” said Tem, *We
haven't niet a soul sinee we turned off the

hx"h\va:, "’

“Bet wallk, hadn’t
Clussy. “There will be less
anythin® then.”

So they dismounted and plodded along,
wwheeling their machines, and looking out
sha for any sign of human habitation.

Behind them Racke had algo dismounted,
and foliowed withont joining up. He hardly
kncw why he followed, and mest certainly he
did not guess that his doing so was to serve
ch good stead as it did in the end.
1 elanced at his watbch.

“Past eleven. o'clock, and the fog is worse
fhen ever!” lu said. “If doesn’t give us a
decent chanee.

“1 weally think it xs a twifie bwightah than

we?” suggested
chance of missin’

=

it was, Tom Mewwy,” said Gussy hopcmlly
Halio‘ Here's a change, anyway !’ ex-
claimed Figgins.
They had left the narrow, hedge-lined

road behind them, and had come out upon 3
wide, meory upland.

It looked dreary enouch under the fog. 1t
was not, indeed, o cheery spot at the hest of
{imes, and pernaps in all Sussex no more
fonely place could be found.

“Several tyre-tracks,” said Kerr. “A ecar’s
becn along here more than once lately, and

acke, whe was free to go where he:

slowly followed the RIOTE |

the same ear every time, you can
by the marks.”

“Bai Jove! We're gettin® warm!” Gussy
said,
Somehow his hopefulness communicated

itself to the rest, theugh there scemed hut
seanty reason for it.

The fog was now thieker than ever. No
gleam of sunlight showed through it. They

eoéxld barely see hali a dozen yards on cither
side.

Then Crooke darted off the road and
snatched at something m a clump of gorse.

“What have you got?? eried: Towther.

“It's a handkerchief! Ob, by gad, it’s
Dighy's!”

Crooke fairly staggered as he safd that,
and his face was as white as chalk.

But he was as glad as any of them at
that lucky find, thourrh his gladness was more
selfish than theirs. Not so entirely seifish,
howcver, that he was. the first to see what
this meant to him personally.

“Dig may ha\e dropped that from the
car,” Kerr said. “If so, it's no sign that
he's imprisoned anywhere near hele-—may
be twenty miles away—fifty, for that matter.
But the car's being driven into Wayland
'(\1‘1}\6‘3 that unlmdy~ and if the h'mdkcrchief
wasn’'t dropped from the car the house he's
in must be quite close. Hang the fog!”

“It was a very still «Lt) on Fnda““
Tom said. “Pon’t you remember that there
wasn’t a breath of wind when Wally won
the toss from me? If it had heen dropped
from the car it would have fallen in the
road; but plainly it hasn’t been there, or it
wnuldn't be so clean.”

“Good news for you, Tommy!”
Kﬂrr, slapping him on th back.
* Someone behind us,” caid Figgins.

But of the fog rode up the Leyvison con-
tingent. Their joy when they heard the good
news was great.

exclaimed

‘OnU thm7 to do is to hunt all over
this—"

“Er—‘ blasted heath '—quotation, Shakes-
peare, Tommy,” put in Lo\»thex' 3

“ Blessed moor, I was going to say.” cor-

rected Tom. *Hunt it '111 over for a house,
which may be twenty yards away or a couple
of miles—goodness knows! We'd better
hunt in couples, I think. Will you come with
me. Gussy?”

“Crooke, may I have the distinguished
pla ﬂxre OI your company?” drawled Cardew.
though I don’t know why you
‘rowlud Crooke.
beliind,” said Levison
2 Anyone specmlly want him?”

‘Yes, T do!” replied Kerr.

Lensnn stared. But in a moment he saw
Cardew and Kerr were after.
Rac;\‘ and Crooke could identify either Ban-
ship ov Crey at a glance. No one else there
could be sure of doing so. There might be
more than one house. Even if there was
only one it would be necessary to make sure
of something before an attempt at Dig's
rescue was made, :

“Racke, you're wanied!” yelled Levison.

Racke heard, but stayed sulkily behind.
Levison was the last fellow whose call he
was likely to obey.

“Join- up again as near here as possibie
within half an héeur,” said Tom Merry, as
ke and Gussy slipped away into the fou.

Cardew and Crooke, Kerr and Clarke,
Figeins and French, Lowther and Clive, went
oft in pairs. Levison waited, and called
agaim to Racke,

But Racke made no reply. So Levison
put his bike withh the rest behind 2 gorse
clump some "ten yards off the road, and
departed alone.

Meanwhile;- Grundy and the four who had
1alty with him were epproaching
moor from the other side. Having
Tom Merry and his comrades

the
ridden while
were w ahmg, they had covered twice as much

Not far hehind them
two 'companions. The
road they had taken had proved a no
{horoughtare after a mile or so. Blake and
his band had ul~o retraced their way. They
had arrived at quite a fair-sized town, and
had .agreed that it was not worth while to
proceed farther in that direction. Al of
them still felt that the chances were that

und in the time.
me Roylance and his

Kerr’s way was right, thongh Kérr had not
chosen it. : —
Thus a small army of St. Jim's

Was converging upon the place of-Di
§ uened by the “m‘k m"
t Cmdeu and Crooke fel

- Grundy obstinately

sardonic- |

Friday, "

1y

least idea that a human dwelling was near
until the front of it loomed up befo"c them.

“By Jove!” cjaculated €ardew. “Another
bit of Inck for you, LI‘ODI\C i

*Tf it’s the place ‘wrned Crooke eagcr]y,
“Stand by, Cardew, an’ let me go an’ peep
through the window.”

“That’s the game,” replied Cardew.

He stood still while Crooke crept up. For
ﬁmy ten ninutes he waited. Then a burly
fizure suddenly appearcd by his side.

“Found it?” asked George Alired Grundy.

“Don t know yet,” replied C'ardew coolly.

“But it must be, surely! T =
,Hu’cs Crocke. He may he ahble to tell
us.’

“They're ‘here! 7T've secen

Banship '

THE SiXTH CHAPTER.
Rescus !
ARDEW had to hold Grundy back.

hissed Crooke, in wild excitoment.
The Shell fellow was all for making
an immediate rush at the house.

“Don’t be a bigger silly idiot than

you can help !” said Cardew. “Our gameé now
is to gather as many as we can of the crowd
for an attack. The dashed house won't run
away, an’ the pretty beauties inside it aren’t
likely to as long as they don’t know they're
spotted.”
“I 'shall sta

stay here, anyway,” - answered

“Right-ho! If you're shot you won’'t he
missed,” said Cardew. “Come along an’ let’s
find the rest, or some of them, Crocke!”

And for onee he spoke- to Crooke quite
genially.

The two hurried up the slope, snd as they
eame out upon the open moor they saw that
the fog had cleared on a sudden. Down in
the hollow it was still thick, but up here
a breeze was stirring, and the sun shone, and
the last wisps of fog were disappearing.

And the moor seemed dotted with figures.
C'\r]dcw flung up his arms and waved \-xm‘

They
and the rest of the searchers.

Now from the hollow they saw
rising from & chimney, and they drew up
to Cardew and Crooke. But before the
stragelers farthest away could reach . those
fi on the sceme half a score or more had
dizappeared down the slope,

It was Herries who yelled: “Dig
you there?” And when there
answering shout from the captive
thought of prudemce or of any
campaign,

Tom dashed his elbow through a pane, and
thrust in his hand to push back the cateh of
the window.

“0Oh, look -out,
gasped Gussy.

Dig, - are
came . an
no one
plan of

Tom! Youll be shot!”?

Banship stood within a «¢suple of yatds of

them, levelling a revolver at Tom’s head.

Roylance and Manners and Arthur Augustus

dodged aside; Tom ducked. A bullet
splintered the glass above him. But it was
only meant to irvighten them. Banship might
use the weapon to more deadly efect it
cornered ; but all he wanted now was to get
away.

With the revolver still levelled at the
window, he bhacked, reached the inner door
of the room; whisked through it, and called
ta Crey. Y

But at that moment the bolts of the front
door gave way before the impact of Grundy,
reinforeed in weight by those behind hizm.
They were torn from their sockets: the lock
came away; the door swung open.

Crey came rushing down the stairs. But
Banship was alveady out of the heuse by the
back door. >

The other rascal tried to follow.
what was in his comrade’s mind.

In the sudden’ lifting of the fog at almost
the exact instant that Cardew had come oub
of the hellow and signalled none of the St.
Jim’s fellows had noted the faet that the car
had been leit oub on the wmoor, clear of the
hollow.

Banship was n.akln" for it now, and there
was no one but Racke near cpough to have
any chance of stopping him.

Racke had eome along as far as the lip of
the Lioliow.
up, he dodged hehind a gorse-bush.

The man did not see him, He hegan to
crank up in frantic haste.

It Racke had seem” the revolver he mwhb

He knew

not have faken the risk that he took then,

He would not have taken it, in any case, bub
that he saw help near at hand, Vet, even so,
he showed more courage than might have
be en expeeted of him.
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came rushing far him—Tom \Ierry,

smoke

Now. as Banship came rushing



THE

ndﬁi&rr Tom Merry and Manners, , Tom and Tiggy clung to Banship; Roylance j beauties to us, and take the good news to
Y e and (.lnc were on the track of § scrambled up and joined them. No one was | St. Jim's, if you like,” Everson said. -
a;mdup Racke hurled himself at the fellow, | hurt. ; Within ten minutes a start w

Friday.

made.
4 ul tried to 1 mr him down. Then a man in blue jumped off Lis bike, and | Racke, with a handkerchief tied to his face,
“Bra eried Tom, in utter | the voice of P.-c. Everson said: and Crooke, still shaky, rode with the rest;

asfonishient. s, “Let me get at him! I've the darbies { and if they were not treated as heroes, they
ship swune round and snatehed u ready ! were at least regarded, for the time being, as

revolver laid on the grass when he An another moment Banship stood up, pant- | two of the crowd. There could be no guesiion =
the crank. ing, seowling, his wrists in ﬂh handcuff of reporting their share in the shady business
“You—you eub!” he cried furiously. *You “(;ot some information,” said Ewerson | now; Dighy would have been tho last to
will have it? Take it, thenl!” briefly. “Superintendent sent three of us | agree to that after the part they had played
The revolver spat. Racke reeled back, with | along, but I rode hardest, as it happened.” in his rescue.
fdpod cn his face. The scoundrel leaped to Then Wilkins came tearing up from the But Dig did not know much about that as
the seat, let in the clutch. and started off, { hollow. yet. He was a bit hazy about everything. =
bumping over the rough moor. “They've got the other chap!” he yelled. | Herries gave up-his bike to him, and rode on
. Tom sprinted like mad; and clutched the { “Grundy and Fatiy are sitting on him!” Blake’s step. Gussy wounld have been a
hack of the car. .Behind him long-legged “Dig all rieht?” asked Tom. lighter weight; but Herries wanted to punch :
iroorge Figgins came, and also got a hold. “()h he s all serene! Gussy's hugging him!” | the head of (;m»\y when he suggested that.

filie rest of the pursuers held on, and now 2 There were great rejoicings at St. Jim's
sylance swarmed up inte the car after the only a graze, they say. The bullet | when Dig was taken back. in triumph. He
<, and.Kerr and Clive and Manners hung on | just touched him, and drew bleod. DBut | went home for a few days. When he refurned
behind, who'd have thO\wht it of Racke?” Sir Robert came with him, and there was
Banship had dropped his revolver. -~ He Now the two other consfabies came up. one of the biggest spreads on recerd in Hall
“urned his fiead now, and the car lurched and “You're ahead of us, sir,” said one of them | that evening.
m. “But it's 3uct as ‘well we're here— Banship and Crey appeared at the next
you trouble with those scamps. anyway assizes, and were sent down for longish terms

‘shouted Tom, and he | save

z his arms around the rascal’s neck. I 5\11)1)056 the missing young geuﬂmm, iz | of imprisonment. But Banship swore t he
The car swerved and slid as the hands upon | there all right?” would yet have his Tevenge upon Dig's pater :
its steering-wheel left it. It struck the road, “Oh, he's there!” replied Tom. when he came ouf,
recled nzdewa;a, and shot out its ouup‘mh “Well, you can Jeave these two pretty THE END.
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