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A Splendid New Stary, dealing with the Adventures of HARRY WHARTON & Co. of Greyfriars.
By FRANK RICHARDS.

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Throwing Qut the Challenge!
ENTLEMEN—-2"

“Hear, hear!”

“Om the balll™

Vernon-Smaith, of the Greyfriars
Remove, wag meunted-on a jorm i the mag,
sddressing his valiont henchmen.

Peter Todd and Tem Dutton and Bulsbrode
were present; likewise Ogilvy and Morgan and
Wibley, and the three Dicks—Russell, Peu-
fold, and Rake. Hazeldene and Towm Redwing
were there, too.

Fhe occasion was one of great impartance,
as Vernon-Smith procecded to announce,

“Gentlemen” of the Remove!
been called upon to show the world—-""

“Hear, hear!”

“That the present gencération of schoolhoys
are not weaklings *

“Rather mott™ .

“Hut keen sportsmen—every bit &s good as
their great-grandfathers —~ .

“ Bettert” d

“TI agree with the gentleman on my right,”
safd Vermon-Smith. “Wea ¢an put up a better
show than any of eur nierry ancestora did
in their youth! We can lick the generations
of the pasy into a cocked hat¥”

“Byery time!” said Peter Teodd.

“We have already given the erities o taste
of our gquality,” econtinued the Bounder.
“We've been to Surrey, and we've been to
Besex, and we've not come empty away!”

“¥o giddy fear!”

“snd pow we're going fo pay o visit te
Glorious Devone—-"

“Hurrak ™
T;a the county of Drake and Shakespeare

“You ass!?” said Wibley. “Shakespeare
wasu't bore in Bevon!™
“Dry uwp!” said the Bounder stermly.

“We're going to the county of Droke and— |

axde—
“Make it George Rohey!” said Dick Rake.
“Ha, ba, hat™ "
“YWe'te going to Devonshire, anyway,” sald
Vernon-Smith. “And we've gob to do even
hetter tham we've doue before. Instead of

heing content with sharing the speils, we've |

got o troence Devon—put it across them
property I

“Thet's the tiekebl”

“It's time we did something more than just
hold our own,” the Bounder went on. “We
must try - and lick: Devén. at cricked and
swimnming and rumnine; sid Dick Russell must
bag the boxing.” .

“Trust Dick for that!” said Donald Ggilvy.

“When do weg gtart?” asked B Penistd

“Train leaves Friardale at seven-thirly in
the morning.™

“Qh, crumbs!

Why not. miake it im the

middle of the nicht?’. growled. Hazeldene.. ©
sald the.

(Coppright im the Uniten States of

“It's & long, long way 19 go,”

We have |

Bounder. “Hallo, Trofier!” he added, as the
school page came into the Rag., ~What's
waited?” -

“You are, Master Smith,
wants to see you in ‘is study.”

“My hat v

Vernon-Smith locked grave, and so did some
of the others,
mmons from the Head might mean
trouble.  Only a fortnight béfore, Vernon-
Smith & Co. had got into hot water, with the
result that their tewr had been cancelled.

Were they to meet with a similar fate now?

“Hope it’s all right, Smithy!” said Peter
Todd anxiousty.

“We shall soom see,” said the

And he went ¢ff to the Head’s study.

A glance at Br. -Locke's Tace, told the
Bounder that nathing was amiss.

The Head was smiling.

Bounder,

“Come i, Vermom-Smith! 1 have sent for
you to tell you that the tour to Devonshire
| cannot take place.”’ '

The Bounder's face fell,

dulged in of late, the tour to Devon was off.
The BHead saw the look of disappointment
on Vernon-Smith’s face, and he hastened to
reagsure him.
“I do not mean fo infer thet you will not
;‘er?eefe‘q’ on tour, Vernon-Siith.” .
“Qht

“The Devon tour muszt be postponed, and
you will be required to go to the Iste of
Wight, instead.” . :

A load slipped from Yernon-Smith’s mind,

He had no objection te the Devon tour
being suspended so long ss there was some-
thing to take its place. :

The Head picked up the copy of the “Isle

and passed it to the junior.

“T should like you to read the paragraph
I have marked, Vernon-Smith.™
. The Bounder casl his eye over the para-
graph, which ran as follows:

“SCHOOLBOY SPORTSMEN.
-+ “STIRRING S€ENES AT SOUTHSEA.

“& party of @reyfridars juniors visited
Southsea last week, in order to . take part in
o series of sparting contests against a repre-
sentative team of Hampspshire boys.

**The sports arcused keen local interest, and

- accouunt of themselves.

*“Whilst we have no desire ta throw stones:
at the display of the Hamps parly, we
venture to assert that the I
uld- put into the field a teom w
reyirisrs juniors would find it J4iff
. ot impossible—tgr canguer., ; :

“We throw euf o chalienge te the hend-
nraster of Greyiviard to- send one of Ris 4

| ing-parties to-this istandy; and: we will

Which the 'Ead :

After hig rousing speech in the Rag—after
all the strenmous practice which Lad been in- |

*“that

- Esle of
' staughter.

of Wight Chimes” which lay at his elbow |

' we can hold our ow

. Peter Todd confidently.
;i - Dutton 2
the Greyfriars hoys remdered a. very good |

of Vight)
the

CAmerico)

to say that not only will they he
1, but crushed completely.”

“My hat!” muttered the Bounder

“What is your opinion of that par
Vernen-Smith?”

“1 think the fellow who wrote it is talking
through bis hat, siv,” :

“You do not agree thab the Isle of Wight
could produce a teamy superior to your own?”

“Most certainly I don’t, siv!”

“In that case,” said the Head, “T think this
challenge should be taken up at once, instead
of proeeeding to Devonshire your party
go to the Isle of Wight, and give the lie to

b

' this over-confident newspaper assertion.”
z k

“Delighted, sint” . .
“rhen I will give you full dotails this even-
ing, Vernon-Smith. That is all.”

The Bounder emerged {rom the Head's
! study with o light step. )

“Licked?” asked Peter Todd.

“Ne

“Gated?™

“NG -

“Legbured 7"

“No.” ) e

“Yell, what the thunder happened?  The

Head hasnt given yow the ©.B.E., by wny

- chanee?”

“Tha latest orders are,” satd Vernon-Smitl,
v proceed to put the kybosh on the
Isle of Wight, fellows.”

“Ohl” .

“What about Devon?” asked Dick Russell.

“Devon's indefinitely postponed. I¥'s ab
Wight team that we've got to

One of their blessed newspapers
pretends that if we mef them, we .§hou¥ '
win a single giddy event. Well, we're going

to prove otherwise!”

“Yes, rather!” : )
“Yhat awial eheek!” said Bulstrode. “IP
against Surrey and
Essex, we can surely wipe up the ground witl

Lo meuldy little Island!”

“Pon't be too sure,” said Diek Russell. “ My

‘homis's in Hampshire, and T know the Isle

of Wight like a book. The fellows there are
awfulty het stuft at sport. TheyTe taught
cricket from the cradle. ¥ou can take it
from me that the Isle of Wight team will take
some whaecking.” . ) .
“Oh, we shall manage it all serene!” sald
“What do you say.

“HRY '
“Pon't you think we shalk pub it across the
Isle of Wight?” o
“No fear! Who wauts to eross a stile at
night . o
“Oh crumbs! Wight, fathead—WightV
“Am I, by Jove?” said Dutton indignantly.
“FIT jolly soon show you whether I'm tight
or. nobt "As if a bottle of ginger-pop at s,
Mimble’s would make me tight!”
“Oh - dearl” gasped Peter,

“Hrplsin to
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hirg, Smithy, for goodncsz'j’sake! T shall burst
d-vessel in a minute!” : -

e Pi?oi\ here, Dutton!" roared Vernon-Smith.

“Don't you think we can lick a team of {sle

of Wight fellows?”

© “Nevert” said Torn Dubton.

¢ What " ’ .

#T can never hear a chap when he bellows.
Speak slowly and softly, and then I might
hear voul” . X

“0h, help!” groaned Verion-Smith.

And he, like Poter Todd, gave it up. 9

Later in the day, the Head sent for Vernon-
Smith. i ) ! e

“I have been in telephonic communication
with the Isle of Wight authorities, Vernon-
Smith——" :

“Yes, sir?” :

“Aud they are delighted that we have
accepted the challenge which appeared in
their local paper. The sports will be held at
Ventner, to which place you will proceed to-
OTEPW morning, in charge of Gwynne.”

“{h, good!” murmured the Bounder.

“I wish you all possible sueccess, Vernon-
Smith.”

“Thank you, sir!”

The Head returned to his work, and Vernon-
Smith to his owan study, where the final
arrangemerts were made for the forthcoming
Sports Tournament with the boys of the Isle
of Wight.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Bravo; the Bounder!
OW we’re off!” sald Peter Todd.
Yes, rather!”
The prehistoric guard at Friae-
dale 8tation waved his prehistoric
flag, and the train—which was happily more
moderp—moved out of the little station.

“It’s a long journey, kids,” said Gwynne.
“We've got to change at Courtfleld, and again
af Loudon; and then there's the boat trip
at the other end.” :

To say nothing of the Isle of Wight Rail-
way l” grunted Dick Russell.

“Oh, that’s nothing!” said Gwynne.

“isn't 1t, though? Just you wait and see.”
Gwynne smiled.

“Well, we shall get to Venbnor by three
o'clock, in time for the ecrickeb-mateh,” he
said. “That’s all that matters.”

London wag reached in reeord time.

“We've got an hour on our hands,” said
Cwynue, “What shall we do?”

“Feed!” aaid Bulstrode promptly.

“Hear, hear!”

“There’s a buffet here,
Sfation,” said Gwynne.

“¥es,” suld Dick Rake, with n shudder.
“And the last lot of sandwiches I had there
were served up complete with beards and side-
whiskers !

“Ha, ha, hal”

“1know a good place for a feed,” said Peter
(Todd. “Fall'in and follow rae!”

And Gwynne, raising no objection, Peter
Todd 1ed the party over Waterloo Bridge and
into the Strand,

“if youw're thinking of dining =t the Hotel
Caell,” said Vernon-8mith, “you'il have a rude

iy, It won't he used as an hotel
The limpets have dug
you see.”
ie war ended months ago.”
e, O King! And now they've got a
Blezctor of Peace Operations, with & staft of
about two thousand underlings!”

“Ha, ha, hatl”

“L wasu't thinking of
though,” said Peter Todd.
show we're making for. The
Simpson’s.” :
“They do rou ab a good many other places,

"V sald Hazeldene.

I didn’t mean they swindle you.
‘e up a topping feed.”

Todd was right,

wndors trooped into Simpson's, and the
were filled with good things.

't overdo i, vou fellows!”  said
Vernon-$mith warningly., “We don't wanb to
put a team of bilious duffers into ‘the field
this afternoon!™

The feed over, the party returned fo
Waterloo, and boarded the Portsmouth train

Buistrode pulled oub a copy of the “Boys'
Friend,” and Ellott and Morgen and Wibley
looked over his shonlder.

Diek Penfolk started on a contribution for
“The Greyiriars’ Herald,” and most of the
others dozed off to sleep. The hob sunshine
streaming in through the windows of the
carriage had a slumberous effect.

Portsmouth Harbour was renched at length,
and . the
steamer.

(3

on Waterloo

the Hotel Cecil,
“Simpson’s is the
¥ do you well at

juniors promptly boarded . their

~“How Tonz does it take to eross?” asked
Ogilvy.

“Forty minutes or go,” said Dick Russell.

“That means we shall have an houtr to get
from Ryde to Ventnor,” sald Gwynne,

“And we’ll never do it!” said Russell.

“What! You mean to say we sha'n't travel
a dozen miles tn an hour!” ;

Raussell chuckled, :

“You don't know the Isle of Wight Railway
vet,” he said. “I do. ¥'ve had some.”

The boat crossing was excellent. - .

The wide waters of the Solent lay sparkling
and stiii, .

Overhead a number of seaplanes were in
flight. .

“This is pgorgeous!” said Vernon-Smith.
“Wish I could have a swim!”

Vernon-Smith had his desire much sooner
than he anticipated. ;

A little girl was playing on the side of
of the steamer.

Her mother, who sat o short distance away,
had repeatedly warned her to be careful.

“That kid will be over the side in a
minute,” said Peter Todd.

Gwynne stepped forward quickly, to pull
the little girl back into safety.  She was
already wriggling underneath the ropes, ap-
parently unconscious of the fact that she was
in danger.

But Gwynne was too late.

The girl, turning suddenty on hearing her
mother’s voice, lost her balance, and disap-
peared over the side.

There was @ splash—followed by a rush on
the part of the passengers to the spot from
which the girl had fallen.

The steamer was travelling at a fair speed
by this time.

- “Oh, my hat!" gasped Peter Todd. “Poor
kid, she'll be drowned!”

Gwynne whipped ofl his coat on the mstant.

But Vernon-Smith forestalled him.

Poising himsell for a brief second on the
edge of the deck, the Bounder dived iuto the
sed.

The churning waters closed over his head,
and the hearts of his schoolfellows were in
their mouths as they watched him.

Butb the Bounder was not in any difficulties.

When he reappeared on the surface, it was
seen that the small girl was held safely in
his grasp.

Meanwalle, the alarm having heen given,
the skipper rang down to the engine-room,
the propellers were reversed, and the steamer
backed towacds vescuer and rescued.

A length of rope came whizzing down, and
Vernon-Smith made the end secure beneath
the little girl’s arms.

“Buck up, kid!” he said,
to be afraid of now.
deck in a jiffy!”

The rope was hauled up by willing hands,
and the distracted mother cume forward to
reclaim her little girl.

. Then the rope was lowered for the second
time, and Vernon-Smith, rather breathless,
but none the worse for his experience, re.
jeined his schoolfellows. 4

“Well done, kidi” said
ingly.

And Peter Todd and the others, heedless
of the Bounder's swamped condition, surged
forward to siguify their admiration for his
pluck. :

“Oh, give it a vest!” said Vernon-Smith.
‘;;»\({1)"?:0(1.}" would think 1'd won the giddy

“There’s nothing
They'lt have you og

Gwynne approv-

“You deserve to!” said Bulstrode.

“Rats! 1t was as simple as pie to fish
the kid out. 'There's nothing to make a
song ahout!”

And then the Bounder, observing  the
mother of the little girl coming towards
him, promptly dived below into the cabin.

“Blessed it [ can understand why they're
making all this fuss!” he murmured.

Down in the ecabin tho Bounder exchanged
his_drenched ¥tons for his cricket flannels,

He did not veappear on deck until the
steamer arrived at Ryde Pier.

Although he loved the limelight as a rule,
Vernon-Sisith did not consider that he had
achieved anything remarkable on this ocea-
3lon,

His life had not heen in danger, for he
was qguite at home in the water: and ho
failed te see why he should be hailed ag a
congquering hero.

The grateful parent was still searching, with
her eyes, for the fellow who had saved the
life of her littie daunghter.

Bubt Vernen-Smith hid limself behind
Gwynne's tall form, where he was safe from
recognition,

As the Greyfriara party stepped on to the
pier, and-made their way to. the
close by, Gwynne glanced at his watch,

station

e S

“Friday. 3
““We've gob a good heur” he ""W'a
shiall be in ample time for the erivket-matol.”

Dick Russell chuckled.
Gwynue did not konow
the Isle of Wight Rall
Diek Lussell did, "

THE THIRD CHAPTER,
Trouble in the Train!
TERE'S the train!” zald Peter Todd,
“Come along, kids!™
A very -anclent train stoed in the
station platform at Byde. A very
ancient porter slumbered on an. equally
ancient trolley on the platforn; and a very
ancient lady thrust a hatchet-like face out
of oue of the carringe windows.
“Porter! [ say, porter!”
Snore!
The prelistoric porter was deep in slumber.
“Man{” cried the old lady, in a shrilt
falsetto: “Fellow! Hulking lout?!"”
And she tickled the porter in the ribs
with her parasol.
The porter shot up with = jerk.
“Wot's up?” he asked, blinking round.
“What time dpes this train start?” de-
manded the aggrieved lady.
“Dunno, mum, an’ don’s care!l’
And the perter shuffled off out of the range

zs of

he short

[44

of the parasol, and gesigned hiwself to
slumber once more.
“Dear me!” said the “How

Come :

The latter remark was addressad to Peter
Todd, who, however, had no ides that hs
was being spoken to.

“Obey me, chlidi”

Peter Todd spun round as the point of the
pargsol prodded Lim ia the back,

“ O 1+

very annoying!

“I am addressing
old lady.

“Oh crumbs!”

“What time does this train start?”

“I don't know!” growled Peter Todd. “Bub
I should eay it would start as soon as all
the objectionable passengers have been
chucked out!”

“Ha, ha, 4

The Greyiriars juniors roared.

_};at, Gwynne, however, began to look wor-
ried.

At least ten minutes had elupsed, and the
train showed no signs of moving.

crowd of peoplo—mostly holidav-makors—
had clambered into the cir ;o bub, with
the exception of the old lady, they showsd
no signs of impatience. Apps ently, they
regarded the delay as quite the usual thing.

Vernon-Smith & Co. tock their bags and
haggage along to the luggage-van,

Then they entered an empty compartment
in the front of the train.

Ten more minutes passed,

“This i3 the giddy fimit!” said Gwynne,
frowning.

“Told you what would happen,” sall Dick
Russell,

Gwynne thrust his head impatiently out of
the carrlage window.

Like Moses of old, he ino
that way, and there was
slumbering porter, whe was
heat of the July afternoom.

“I've a good mind to write and eomplain
to the company abont this{” rted ¢

And then he settlad him
corner rcats and dozed off to sleep.

“Oh dear!” gasped Vernon-Smith.
Isle of Wight team will think we're never
coming {”

“Cheer wup!” “Wa
sha’n't bhe more

you, Infant ™ snapped the

"

said Diek Tussell,
than an hour iate!”

“Aq hour! My ouly aunt!”

"I think I'Nt writc a porm nbout this
merry railway,” said Dick Penfoid. “f ean't
guarantec it will boe a good advertisement

for them, though.”

And the amatsur poet took out
hook and seribbled. away industri ¥

After what seemed an age, a doddering,
decrepit figure shutfied along the platform.
A green flag was in his hand.

“My hat!™ muttered Bulstrode,
guard!”

“We sha'n't
Hazeldene.

At that moemsnt the old iady with the
parasol approached the guard. She appeared
to be greatly agitated:

“Guard!”

“Yes, mum?”

“1 have jusb mnde the ferrible dizcovery
that I have left my puorse at homel Wil
you hold up the train while T go and re-
cover itT”

“With the greatest of pleasure, mum!”

THE PESNY POPULAR, N0, 23,
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“'I‘he1 Greyfriars juniors stared ob each other
hlankly.
The lady's cool request and the guard’s
ready consent falrly staggered them. :
“Get a mwove on, guard!” shouted Peter
Tod}c}i‘, ?\vhen he bad recovered his breatl,
eSS

“Buck up, old top‘! Wo ought to De in.

Ventnor by now!”

The guard snorted. :

“Young rips!” he growled. “Which T won't
stsnd none of your imperence S

“We've been waiting hers over twenly
minubes!” growled Peter, ’

“Well, 1 ’ope yowll 'ave to wait another
twenty !

With which Parthian shot the guard re-
tired to the refresliment buffef.

The juniors began to .wish they had
‘allced to Ventnor.

4 would have madc-them late, of course,
bhut not nearly so late as the train jomrncy
would make them.

Some time later the tourisls were startled
Fi‘)y a considerable commotion on the plat-
Drim. : :

“What on earth——" began Vernon-Smith.

The old lady bad returned.

Clutching her purse tightly im her hand,
she hoarded the train; and the guard,
flourishing his green flag wildly above his
head, was exclaiming:

“Take your seats, please!”

The porter, rousing himself from his
stumbers, added to the gemeral confusion
by shouting:

YAl stations fo  Ventnor!
Sandown, Shanklin, Wroxall—"

“Here, say!” exclaimed Tom Duiton,
citting up with 4 start, “We're in the wrong
train, you fellows!”

What?”

“That porter’s just. yelled out
Braly '

“Wroxall, you ass!” said Peter Tadd.

“So have you!” retorted Dutton.

“Eh?”

“So hive you gob plenty of gas!
1aw o donkey’s hind leg offi I”

“Oh crumbs!”?

The guard coutinued to flourish hiz fag,
and the prehistoric train, with 2 great; deal
«f bumping and larching, moved ont of the
station, |

Vernon-Smith sprang feverishly towards
the communication-cord, and pulled it—hard!

“You prize idiot!" exclaimed Diek Rake,
:}gil?a’\,st. “What did you want to do that
for

The Bounder chuckled,

Slowly the ftrain jolted to a standstill.

A moment later the angry countenance of
the guard appeared at the carriage-window.

I say, guard,” said Vernon-Smith cheer-
iolly, “isn’t there a mistake somewhere?
tThe train was moving!”

“Wob”

Brading,

f Yaux-

Yv)u:d

“This train was actually on the go! And
at top-speed, too!”

“You~—you-—-" spluttered the gunard.

“Pause, my dear man, and reflect on the
terrible danger to the passengers, to say
nothing of any stray cows that may he on
the linel”

“Ha, ha, hat”

‘The juniors yclled.

The guard's face was a study.

“1°1l ’ave the lor on yér for this ’erc!” Le
said darkly.

Vernon-Smith looked up with an air of
pained surprise,

“I was doing you a good turn,” he said
reproachfutly. “Think of the terrible aecci-
dents which might have happened if I badn't
liad the presence of mind to stop the train!”

Tho guard snorted.

“Youll 'ear more of this!” he barked, and
hebbled. furiously back to his van.

The train jerked forward again, stepped
for about ten minutes at the Ryde Tsplanade
sbation, and then continued on its snail-dike
journey.

“How's the
Wibley.

Penfold looked up, with a smile,

“It's finished,” he said,

‘The juniors crowded round to read it.

'Thén they commenced to chand it, in such
toud tones that Gwynne stirred umeasily in
bis sleep. ’

poecm Pen?” ' asked

going,

“I know a merry isle,
Far, far away;
Where the railway makes you smilo—-
Two miles & day! :
€h, you should sece the fun
. When the train beging to runl
By Jove, it takes the hun!
Two miles a day!
Tuk PENNY PoPULAR.~NoO. 23,

“Hark! The guard has shouted ‘ Right !’
Now we're away!
Dashing throngh the Isle of Wight—
Two miles a day!?
Gathering flowers by the bunch,
Pausing to partake of lunch,
Singing gaily as we munch—
Two miles o dayl”

That merry refrain floated from the cur-
riage-window, causing considerable amuse-
ment among the passengers.

The only person who wasn't amused was
the guard,

“When “the train slopped al Brading he
communicated with the police at Veninor;
instrueting thein to send a constable to meet
the hilarions Greyfriars juniors, and to take

_into ecustody the boy who bhad pulted the

communication-cord without good and suffi-
cient. cause.

FThe train continued .on its way at the
leisurely pace for which i was notorieus.

Just before Sandown was reached Wibley
leaned out. of the carriage-window, and, by
means of a ecomb and {issue-paper, played
the “Dead March in Saul.”

The only effect this had upon the engine-
driver was to make him go slower than
ever.

“U should think that blessed driver must
have been an undertaker before he took on
this job!” said Peter Todd. “He seems to
think he’s following a hearse!”

“¥Ha, ha, ha!”

Sandown, with its forts and Larracks, was
reached at length. And then the train
crawled on to Shanklin. )

“QOnly two more stations!”
Russell cheerfully.

Vernon-Smith groaned.

“1 feel like letting off a colleclion of jump-

said  Dick

ing-crackers® behind .that blessed engine-
driver!” he growled.

“You've done quite enough damage
alrcady, Smithy,” said. Hazeldene., “'There

will be the dickens to pay when we get to
Ventnor!” ;

“When! I've
getting there!”

As the train jolted ont of Shankiin Station
Gwynne awoke with & start.

“My hat!” he murmured drowaily.
are we?”

Then, glancing at his watch, he added:

“Why, it’s half-past three!”

Diek Russell grinned. )

“% wasg right, you see!” he said. “And
there’s several miles to go yet, besides the
journey from Ventnor Station to the ericket-
ground.”

Gwynne groaned.

“We seem to have gone hack to the Stone
Age!” he said. “This train is the limit and
the last straw rolled into one!”

At Wroxall the train was held up for a
considerable time. Something secemed to
have gone wrong with the works,

“I vote we go behind and push!™ sald Peter
Todid. y

“Ha, ha, hat”

At last, however,
again.

It wasg soon swallowed up in s long, dark
tunnel, and when it emerged ‘into the bright
sunshine again the tourists were greeted
with the welcome word: )

“Venbnor!”

“At last!” yawned Vernon-Smith. “My
Bat! What a nightmare journey! If we
ever have to cross the istand again we’ll
resort to the more speedy method of walk-
ing!”?

“Yes, rather!”

Tired and travel-stained, the party tumbled
out of the carriage.

Just as they were leaving thie station a

given up all hope of ever

“Where

the {train moved on

- hand {el} upon Vernon-Smith's shoulder.

The Bounder spun round.

“This is the young rascal wot pulied the
cord!” said the guard. “Take ’im along to
the police-station, Billings!”

“What-ho!” said a portly constable, step-
ping up tn Vernon-Smith.

“What the thump-—" began the Bounder.
Then he paused, utterly duombiounded.
The arm of the law had Vernon-Smith in

its grasp!

FHE FOURTH CHAPTER.

A Race for Freodom !
€6 Y only aunt!” ejaculated Vernon-
Smith.
Gwynne glared at the police-

i mai..
“What's al} this rob?” he asked sharply.
“Y've ‘ad orders to place this young ecub

under srrest!” gaid the constable.

“Don’t be ahsurd!
anyway?”

“He's pulied the communication.cord with-
out cause, an’ he’s liable to be fined pretty
‘savy.”

Gwynne gave a start.

“Did you pull the
Sm]%h?"/’ )

“Qertainly I” grinned the 3

PR i g Bounder,

“To warn the gunrd that the train wae on
the move! I thought there must have heen
something wrong.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

What's ke been deing,

communication-cord,

“You silly young ass! “said - Gwynue,
scarcely knowing whether to  be ang or
“A pretly mess you've landed your-

amused. S
self into now!”

He " turned to the comstable, and en-
deavoured to slip a couple of balf-crowns
into his hand,

“Call it square!” he murmured,

But the portly constable waso’t having
any.

“Bribery an’ corruption!” he said sternly.
“Wot I zays is this ’ere—nothin’ js goln’ to
turn me from my dooty!”

“My hatl” ‘

Vernon-Smith looked at Gwynne.

“You carry on,” he said.  *Never mind
about me. The Isle of Wight team wili be
nearly fed-up with waiting by this time. You
lellows go along to the ground, and rely on
me to turn up as soon as 1 can.” .
~“It seems the best plan,” said Gwynne.
“But I wish you hadn’t got infa this scrape.”

“Don’t be alarmed onm my accoond,” said
the Bounder.

Gwynne and the others chartered the char-
a-banc which was waiting outlside the station
and drove away to the ground.

“You come along o me!” said {he coun-
stable, scowling at Vernon-Smith.

“All right, old sport!” .said the Bounder
meekly., *“Lead the way!”

The stout policeman inarched off  with
ponderous steps in the direction of the lotal
police-station.

Vernon-Smith $rofted meekly by his side.

Not for one moment did the Bounder intend
to submit to the indignity of the court pro-
ceedings.

Although he pretended to be submissi
was casting about in his mind for o v
escape.

If he could only give this portly comstabis
the siip, all would be well.

The straggling High Street of Veéntnor was
thronged with heliday-makers, many of whom
stared in surprise at the Greyfriars junior and
his escort.

Suddeniy the Bounder decided upon bis plan
of campaign.

Turning swiftly, he sped awsy beforce hisg
captor could even faintly realisc what was
happeuning.

Straight as an arrow Vernon-Smith sped on
his eourse.

His brain was working swiftly,

A good many people had joined in the
by this time; and cries of “Stop thief!
echoed along the High Street.

e Bounder was no fook

Good runner though he was, he realis
that, with a pack of wolves at his heels, o0
to speak, e must eventually be overhauted.

Vernon-Smith smiled grimly,

Dodging swiftly round the next corner, he |

came upon a tailoring establishment, at the
entrance to which stood a dummy figure.

With a deft movement of his fingers the
Bounder wrenched the placard off {he dummy,
and transferred it to his own chest, :

Then he stood as stiff as a stalue outside
the tailor’s shop, with the card displayed to
view, bearing the words:

“CRICKET FLANNELS . .
2 GUINEAS!”

The crowd bhad seen the junicr dodge round
the corner, and they followed hot on the
trail. :

Not for one moment did they sn_speg:t that
thé dummy figure outside the tailor's shop
was the guarry they sought.

Vernon-Smith held his breath, and stood
rigid.

%l‘he crowd—including P.-e. Billings-—came
thundering past.

“Stop, thief!” rang oub the cry, .

The Bounder remained motionless until the
crowd had vamished down the street. =

Phen, jerking off the placard, he siroiled
coolly away in the opposite direction,

He had effectually shaken off his pursuers!

“My hat!” muttered Vernon-Smith, “That
was 8 close shave! 1'd better be getiing

THIS STYLE

.along to the cricket-ground or they will he

starting the match without me.”

o
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Yornon-Bmith stood as stiff as a status oulside the tailor’s shop. The crowd-—including P.-c. Billings—camse
. thundering past.

“ Stop thiet !’ rang out ths ory.

{See Chapter 8.}

A chesry-faced youth directed the Bounder
o the ground, which was situated between
Yentover and S8t Lawrence,

“Hallo 1" said Gtwynne, in surprise, as Ver-
non-Smith came up. “What's happened?”

Verngn-Smith explained how he had given
bis pursuers the slip.

Gwynne smiled.

“You're a voung ass, all the same!” said
the senior of Greyfriars. *There will be the
dickens of a row if thig comes to the Head's
ears! You ocught not to have touched that
communication-cord.”

“Coutdn’t vesist 16, Gwynne.”

“Well, T'il admit you had very strong pro-

vocation, Bub never mind that now. Here's
%Hllary, the skipper of the Isle of Wight
cam.”

A good-iooking youth stepped forward and
slhicok hands cordiaily with the Bounder.

. “Pleased to meet youl” said Vernon-
Smith, “And we shall be pleased to beat
you, toa!”

Hilary smiled.

“You'll find that this sleepy old island isn't
quite a back anumber,” hLe said. “We know
how lo play cricked.”

“1 can quite believe you,” said the Bounder,
as his ¢ye roved over the sturdy, athletic
figures 0f the other members of the Isle of

ght eleven.

“Shail we toss?” asked Hilary.
Vernon-Smith nodded.
Hilary spun the "coin, and Vernon-Smith

called correctly. .
“gome along, Toddy!” he said.

rather fame atter my recend adventures,

'l do my best.” .
And Peter Todd and his skipper went in to

open the innings.

Beyvond a few local reporters, there were
practically no spectators.

Bub this did not deter the players from
putting up a good game.

4 ber of Vernon-Smith’s party. e was, at the

The Isle of Wight howlers were in great
jorm. ¢

Hilary himself and a wizard uamed Lan-
caster mwade short work of the Greyfriars
wickets.

Vernon-Smith stayed long enough to scrape
together o dozen runs; and towards the end
of the iunings Russell and Ogilvy made &
plucky stand; but the total was ouly 60.

“These beggars are going to give us a rare
tussle!” said Peter Todd.

“Looks like it,” agreed the Bounder. ¢
if we work like niggers in the field w
hold our own all serene.”

. Vernon-Smith and Penfold shared the bhowl-
ing.

Aparb from Hilary, the Isle of Wight boys
were strangely ill-at-ease. 5

The wickets went down like ninepins, and
the home team were dismissed for precisely
t(l)xe same total as that ol their opponents—
il

A tea interval followed.

No refreshments were provided on the
around, so the Greyfriars juniors strolled into
the town.

Vernon-Smith’s keen eyes were on the alert.

He did not wish to bc recoguised by
P.e. Billings or by any ol Lis pursuers of a
few hours previously.

There was a very nice resbmvant in the
High Street, and the juniors did justice to an
excellent tea. Then they returned to the
cricket-ground,

The Friars expected to do great deeds in
their second innings, bub they were disap-
pointed.

Hilary was o bowler enly to be compared
with Hurree 8ingh, of Greyfriars. - And
Hurree Singh, vofortunately, was not a mem-

present moment, grinding out Latin verbs
under the gimlet eyes of Mr Quelch.

The Remove’'s second innings yielded only
39 runs, !

“This is awlul!” groaned Bulstrode.

“Blessed if [ can make it out!” said Vernon
Bmith. “We put up a much better show
against Surrey and Essex!”

The Isle of Wight boys were grinning. They
evidently imagined that they had the gams
well in hand.

Vernon-Smith tossed the hall to Peulold.

“Make the best of a Lad job!"” he said,

A grim look came over Penfold’s face,

Hilary and Lancaster came in to bat, look
ing as if they would knock off the necessary
number ol runs hetween them,

But when Penfold’s first ball made a
chastly mess of Hilary's wicket, the Isic of
Wight fellows grew less optimistic

The man who followed on shared the sawme
fate as Hilary.

“ood man, Pen!” said Peter Todd., “That's
the way to treat 'em! Send 'em back with
their tails between their legs!”

Wickets fell with delightfal frequency; but
Lancaster stayed in, and he managed to scors
pretty freely.

Ten weat up on the telegraph-hoard, fol
lowed in due course by twenty and thirty.

By this time quite a respectable crowd had
collected on the ground.

The mateh was in the halance now.
Penfold bad fired himself; but
Smith was howling with deadly skill.
When the last Isle of Wight batsman
saunbered on to the pitch, ouly two runs werg
required to give the home side the victory,
It was a tense moment as the batsman took

his stand.

“Bettic him, Smithy !” muttered Hazeldene.

All eyes were on the Bounder as ke pre-
pared to take his ruu.

The hatsman crouched to
ceive the oncoming ball

But it never came.

Just as Vernon-Smith got into his stride, 3
stdden shioul arose.

LHE PENNY POPTULAR.—NO,
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“That's ‘im! That's the fciler!”

The Bounder stopped short.

Striding on to the piteh came P.-¢. Billings
and another comtahle

“gh crumbe!™ gasped Vemon Hmith.

“Got yer, you youug ripl” said Mr. Billings.
“Yeou gave me the ship before, but you w on t
get the chanee agen] Gimme a ’and with 'im
Bert!”

And the twe constables Iaid violent hands
upon Vernen-Smith, and proceeded to march
nim off the field, ’to the surprise and con-
stematlm of the ‘erowd,

“Here, hold on‘ exclaimed Gwynne, run-
ning up “Ytf you've got an arrcst to m.,ke
tet 1t stand over for five mmdtc We're just
finishing an important ma{ch

“Sorry, young gent,” said P.-e. Billings,
“put it can't he done. This young rapscallion
must be took to the station at oncel”

“Oh, come off I sald Vernon-Smith. . “Any-
one would think I was a dashed criminal!”

“iYou pulled that there communication-cord
and—

“Yes; and I'l} pull your long nose, H you're
not j lly careful 1?

My eyel”

“No—your nose!  What are you making
such a fuss about, old pimple-face?”

P.-c. Billings nearly choked.

“Bring ‘im along, Bert!” he said, in a
strangled voice.

And Vnmon-Mmth was ]suttlu! a»say m 1he
grasp- of hig capters.

- Despite his cool mam)o £
feeling -rather. sich.

He did nob W"Ilt the name of Greyfriars to
be dragged through the police-court. Neither
4id he wish all the future tours to be can-
selled-hy the Hcad, as o resuit of his thought-
Ems action.

Shppmg his hand into his pocked, Yernon-
Sinith breught forth a couple of rustling
fivers,

“Take one euLh, and call it
sald,

P.-e. Billings m}wwd
. Fivers seldom came his way, and his cyes
glistened  at the sight of Vernon-Smith’s
tempting bribe.

But he was a stickler for law and order.

With o great eifort,
away-irom the bankpetes, and said:

) Out'y is  dooty. You're not goin’ to
wriveie ont of this affair, young shaver!”

Th> Bounder began to feel seriously
alarmed.

There was ng way of escape this time.

The penaity imposed for the improper use
of the communication-cord was a finc nob ¢x-
ceedirg five pounds.

Vernon-Smith would have paid such a sum
cheerfu ly; but the thought of the Court pro-
ee dings coming to the notice of Dr. Locke
mada him very. uneasy.

But belp was at hand, And when it came,
i came from a totally wnexpeeted quarter.

Just as cseort and prisoner reached  the
exit, of the ericliet-ground, & wowan caught up
wir v them.

“John,” she
by the arm,
hat boy?”

“Takin® 'im along to ©
gaid the counstable grimly.

“But-—but that's the young gentleman who

Bavcd our littls girl's life this mommn'
“Bh?”

Lhc Bonuder was

quits!” he

oxctaimed, seizing P.-c. Billings
“what—what arec you doing to

lo tock-up, my dear!”

“I told 50\1 abont him-how he dived off
the steamer, snd rescued Poris.  Surcly
you’rs not going to get such 2 plucky young
gent into trouble?”

P.-¢c. Billings released Vernon-Smith at once.
Hls comtade did likewise.

A great load slipped froin the Bounder's
wind.

Thanks to the timely imterveniion of the
conmzﬂuc s wife he was saved.

“ 8ir,” said ?»h Biltings, as 00N as he could
f{]nd hi@_ voice, “I—1 dunne ‘ow to thank you
.Ol‘

“Don’t try!” sald the Bounder cheerfully,

“But ¥ou-—you risked your lfe—"

“Rats! The whole thing was as simple as
pic.  Your litdle girl happened to tumble into
the water, and I fished her out, as any other
fellow would Lave done. It was nothing—
nothing at.alit”

But. the police-constable scemed to think
otherwize,

He scized Vernon-Smith’s hand and wrung
i as i 16 were a pump-handle.

“You're a very gallapt yovug gentleman!”
said Mrs. Billings. “I tried fo thank you
an the steamer, bub you wend and bid your-
gelf. I should like {0 thank you now!”

“That’s all  wvight, waam?!” said the
Bounder, flushing.

“Of eourse,” soid My “% shouldn't
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Billings,

-NQ. 23,

he turned his eyes |

think of takin’ you along-to the station after
this. I'm sorry I interrupted your ericket-
mateh, sir. And as for vhe guard on that
train, I know 'im well, and m soon make
things all right with him. Don’t you worry,
gir.

“You're a sport!” said Vernon-Smith.

He raised his cap to Mrs. Bxl[mgs, and
hurried back to the m\cket—gxound .

““What’s bappened now?” asked Gwynne.

Vernon-Smith breathlessly explained the
situation, and Gwynne looked even iore re-
Yieved than the Bounder.

“What a wonderful stroke of luck!” he
said. “I felt certain you'd get into hot water,
Smith. It was jolly fortunate that Mrs, Bil-
lings happened to be on the .ground.”

“Yes, rather!”

Vernon-Smith went back te the howling-
crease.

His recent escapce acted as a spur to his
bowling. He sent down the best ball he knew.

The batsman swiped at it, and—igore by
accident than desxgn—man'lged to hit it.

But Vernon-Smith was waiting for it.

Iie shot out his right hand, and——-

Smack!

The ball reposcd

“Hurrah

“Well caught, siv1?

The mateh was over and won.

Despite their weariness, and the misad-
ventures which had befallen ‘their skipper,
the Greyfriars Remove had defcated the hoys
of the Isle of W}%ht by Lrunt

“A close thing!” said Hilary, as the flelds-
men came in.

“Too. close to be comfortable,” said Peter
Todd. *“I thought it was all up with us more
than once. However, we’ve won—and we'll
iry to repeat the performance in the rest of
the contests!”

“You'll try,” grinned Lancaster, “and tlmt 8
about as far as you'll get!”

To which Peter I‘Q@d replicd wtth thc time-
honoured maxim:

“Wait and sec!”

afely in his pabm.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Turning the Tables.
ACK HILARY speedily became
chummy with the Greyfriars juniors,
He. ealled on them at their hotel—the
Hetropole—earty next wmorning, and
volunteered to show thém the sights of
Ventnor.

Vernon-8mith & Co. had fallen in lmc with

very

‘the little seaside town at frst sight,

Its situation was most romantic, the
houses being built one above another, in hang-
ing. terraces, on shelves of rock “lnch OS¢
from the rugged vhore to the side of a high
chalk down.

“Fifty years ago,” Sald Hilary, as he con-
ducted the Grcﬁnara juniors along the pro-
menade.  “Ventnor was a tiny fishing hamlet.
My pater often jaws about it. There were a
few thatched cottages on the shore— plus a
wayside inn called the Crab and Lobster.”

“Plty>L0der of the Bixth didn't live here
then,” said Peter Todd. “That would have
bmted him down to the ground!”

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Is Loder 2 blade, then?” asked Hilary.

“He’s a blade, a dog, and a goer rolled
into onel” said Vernon Smith.

“I know that sort,” said Hilary. “Luckily
we haven’t many of them on the island.
Olil’ feltows keep themsclves prediy fit, as a
rule.

“Judging by the way they played cricket
yesterday, I can quite bhelieve you,” said
Vernon-Smith. “You gave usg a jolly good
run for our money.”

“By the way,” said Dick Pcnfold, “what
do you call that steep hill over yonder?”

“That's Boniface Down,” said Hilary.
“Care to climb it?”

“Rather!”

Fresh and fit after a good night’s steep,
the juniors entered upon the climb with. zesh.
The ascent was made from = path near
Trinity Church.

It was a stiff climb, but the juniors were
well rewarded when they gained the summit.

Away in the distance stretched a broad
expanse of occan. and the town of Ventnor,
nestling below, presented a most -enchanting
picture.

“How ripping ¥’ = said Dick Rake.
“Youtl have to “rxt«, g poem on this, Penl”

“Wish 1 eould,” said Penfold ruefully. *I
can only do comic stull, though. 1i would
ﬂal[(c 2 giddy Byron o descrine a scene like

3.

The Juniors wandered for miles acrosa Lhe
broad face of the Down, and then they
descended, at Bulstrode’s request, for light

Friday.

refreshment.  Bulstrode was more conosysmed
with Dhis ipner man than with the schrj»

Hxlary glanced at his watch,

“Swimming races take place in an hom’ 1
he said. “Shouldn't adyise you %0 gargd
to much.”

“Thanks for the tip,”
was just going to ord
and a fat plum-cake,”

Ha, ha, ha!

When the juniors sirolled down to ihe
beach they found the conditions ideal.

The tide was in, covering the ridge nf
rocks which, at low tide, formed 2 menace to
bathers.

Safling-hoats, rowing-boats, and Rob Raoy
canoes bobbed up and down on the sparkins
waves; and the famous motor-launeli owned
by Me%sm Spencer & Sons was  aboub o
cmbark with its cargo of hapyy passcogers.

Fhe erowd on the beach was enornious,

All . through the war Veninor bad
neglected by ]
different now.

Young men and maidens, ofd men and
children, were basking on the beach in the
bright summer sunshine.

“Better have a trial swim,
said Vernon-Smith.

And the Greyfriars juniors, availing them-
sclves of a row of bathing-tents, prepared
for their plunge.

The water was warm—of a warmth almost
eaqual to that of the blue Mediterranean.

Vernon-Smith & Ce. swam out to the end
of the pier and back, and felt satisfied that
they -were in good trim.

As they emerged from the wafer ‘mh &
dozen boys entered the sea with a merry
aplasl\ Then they swam straight out, as if

hey had designs upon reacliing the distant
h«m/on.

said Dick Ruke, “I
or a dozen doughnuty

¢ begn
holiday-makers.  But it was

you feilows,”

“My hat! Thosc fellows can syim like
ducks!” said Pcter Todd. “Just look =nb
them 1™

The six swimmers, keoping together in line,
were soon out beyond the cnd of the pier.

The - Greyfriars juniors stoed watel
them from the beach.

“Aren't they going to turn Dbacki?
Bulstrode.

“Doesn’t look like it said Vernon-Smith,
“My. ounly aunt! They look as if they mean
to swim the giddy Channel!”

The swimmers soou hecame mere
the distant sea. After a time
not visible at all

“The silly asses!”
grave.  “They seem to forgo 7
ot to.come all the way back—and ﬂgalLSu
the tide, tool”

'Dont be “alarmed,” chimed in Hitary,
coming Up at that moment, *Thisis zn
cveryday performance on the part of those
fellows 1™

“But—but who are they?”

Hilary laughed.

“You’ H know who they are before tong,” he

asked

ccks on
y. Were

said Gwy

said, Tlm) rc members of the Isk at
Wight team. L

“My hat!l”

Vernon-8mith & Co. cxchanged gloamy
glances.

It bad not occurrcd to them. that their
oppolhents, who had lived all their lives on
an island, were, by the very naturc of things,
strong swimmers.

“Looks as if we're boeked for a serles of
]mkmgs, murmured the Bounder.

And his followers agreed with him.

The six. swimmers returned at fength.

They emerged from the water as fresh as
daisies, and “stretched their dm-p!nu lpbs
on, the beach, in the bright sunsbine.

Bhortly afterwards the swimming sporis
commenced.

Never had the Greyirisrs jnniors felt so
hopelessly out of it.

They were beaten at cvery iwist and turp.

Not a single race went to the Friare

Vernon-Smith put up a gamc and dater-
mined fight in the long- distane sw ime, only
to finish second to Hilary. :

@Glad enough were the Greyfriara fellows {o
retire to the privacy of their bathing-tents.

They fett their humiliation keenly.

They had been as pigmics against giants.

Every race, without u\ccption, had been
won by their opponents.

It began to ook as if the writer of thal
chalkng«, in the “Islc of Wight Chimes ™
knew what he was talking about.

“Cheer up, kid!” said Gwynne, when Ver

non-Smith, C]dd in his flannels, emerged from
the tent. “You won the ericket-mateh, you
know, and therc’s no . reagson why You

shouldn’t carry off tho remaining cvents.’”
But, like RRachel of old, Vernon-Smit
mourncd and would not be comfortcd,
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The eheery opbimism wwith which -he  had
started on ithe pour had evaporated.-

1 Winter Garden.,
“Master Vernou-Smith?” he inguired.
“Here,” said the Bounder.
He opened the telegram, clanced at if, and
gave a grunt.
‘The wire ran thus:

FHow are things coins?——WHADTOK.”

. Mo which' VernonSmith zoglied, with
characteristic prompiness:
“ Rotbenly I~ VERNOW-SMITH.
For once dn. a way, the Bounder had a

bad attack of the blues. .

The failure of the Friars in the swimming
races had hit hint hard.

He had-overlocked the fact that the darkest
hour heralds the approach of dawn, and that,
though heaviness may endure for a. night,
Joy cometh in the morning!

THE SIXTH CHAPTER,
’ A Rousing Finish ! :
1 HO'S for an early morning dip?”
Peter Todd sat up in bed and
adﬁiressed the three Dicks—Rus-
sell,
shared his room.
‘The early morning sunshine streamed in at
the windows, heralding the advent of a
perfect day. 2
“After what happened yesterday,” said Dick
Rake, “I swore I shouldn’t swim another
stroke in-my natural! But how can 2 fellow
Tesist 16 on a morning like this?”
The juniors tumbléd out of hed. and garbed
themselves in flannel trousers and sweaters.
‘They were:
non-Smith and the others.
The dip was delightful.
The sea was'in a rough’and-tumble mood.
It was a glorious sensation to rise on the
swell of a° giant wave and then plunge into
a seething valley of foam.
. “Bow, if we’d been natives of this blessed
isfand,” panted the Bounder, “we should
have put up a much better show yesterday.
I I were a Ventnor fellow, I siionld live
in the water all the swmmer.”
_“Hear, hear!” said Dick Russell. *This is
ripping I g
“IEU do your muscles good, old scout,”
said Peter Todd. “You're boxing against
Hilary, you know.” ;
“And mind you don't com
you -did against that &
Ogilyy,
Russell chuekled, and, turning
allowed himselt to foat
raves,

Rake, and Penfold—who

a cropper, like
fellow,” said

on- his back,
at the will of the

1 air, on some level

joined in the corridor by Ver- |,

“1 wwas feeling off-colour befors,” he sald. .
17m as fib as a fiddle now,
_#When the juniors got back t6 the Metropole, |
telegraphsboy wet them at the enbrance to.

T T don’t tick
Hilary, I'll give up boxing, and taleto keeping
whits mice.” B o :

“Ha, ha, ha!»

The boxing contest took place

ground at the top of the

Underclifi; B 5
Gloves were provided, of course; and it was

fortunate for Hilavy hat this was so, or his =

handsome countenance would bave been
damaged pretty considerably. =

As 16 was, Dick Russell had the best of the
bout all the way.

Hilaty was scientifie, bub he was slow. He’

lacked Russell's lightning” footwork, and he
missed 400 many opportunities.

The Isle of Wight representative went 1o the
grass'in the third round; mor did he attempd
to rise.

" He had shot his bolt. And Gwynne ¢ounted
him out, to .the accompaniment of loud
applause from the Greyfriars fellows,
- Yernon-Smith brightened up. . .. . e

His fit of the blues was over, leaving him
.confident and cheerful. *

i ¢If we can only win all the other events,”
-he said, “it will be topping!”»

“ Smithy’s not greedy » gnid Peter Todd.

“But he likes a lot !> chuckled Wibley,

“Ha, ha, hal” -

‘The - Tunning races were held
recreation-ground. ;

Spurred on by sound advice from Gwynne,
ithe Greyfriars juniors did well from the
outset. : §
| The Isle of Wight boys were better swim-
.mers than runners. " They never Tost Heart;
hut they svere outclassed throughout.

on the

The table of events, with results, ran as |

follows:
» Winner,
100 Yards ... .. H.Vernon-Smith,
Hurdle Race P. Todd,
Quarter Mile H. YVernon-Smith,
Tug-of-War Greyiriars,

R. Penfold,
. Bulstrode.

High Jump =
Long Jump

A sweeping list of successes, indeed?
. The Marathon Race was yet to come.

It was not the usnal long course, owing to
the hilly nature of the roads around Ventnor,

“If we can ounly bag the Marathon,” said
Vernon-Smith. “everything in the garden will
be lovely 2

An Isle of Wight boy named Harper made
all the running; but towards the finish he was
rapidly overhauled by Dick Rake, who won
in a canter, as the sporting scribes say, by
half a dozen yards. "
- Vernon-8mith & Co. returned to thelr hotel
.in high feather.

Their tour to the Isle of Wight had, contrary %
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to expectation; -proved the most successful
tour of all, : 5 ; :

The cricket-mateh, the boxing contest, the
had all beenmn won by the
| Friars; and the only feather in the cap of the
local sportsmen was the winning of the swim-
ming races, )

Jack Hilary's Tace had a wistful expression
as he shook hands with the touris

“Wish I-could go to Greyfriars,” he said.
“You fellows are real hot stuf at zport.
had no idea you wers such Trojans.”

“ We were lncky,” sald Vernon-Smith, © That
cticket-mateh, for. instance.  ¥e licked you
by .a single yun.  There was nothing in it
really, - And, after all, yom made us
pretty small in the swimming races.”

“That’s the only thing we van console our-
selves with,” said Hilary. Well, good-bye,
you fellows 1. ; 5

“Make it ' Au revoir, ?. said Peter Todd.
¢ This is our first trip to the Isle of Wight, hut
Lhope it won's be the last.” .

Vernon-Smith & Co. took the news of {heir
triumph to Greyfriars. - -

There was no need for them to tell their
victories by word of mouth.

On leaving Ventnor, they had procured the
latest copy of the “iIsle of Wight Chimes,”
which contained the following paragraph:

“AN APOLOGY TO GREYTFRIARS!
. “We hinted in this paper last week that a
junior team from Greyfriars would be pub to
shame by an Isle of Wight tédm. .

“ We take back that suggestion, in view of
recent events, :

“Only this week, 4 Greyiriars party came,
saw, and conguetred; o

“From first to last their performance was
splendid, and although they were outclassed
in_‘the ' swimniing -contests, they iwén every
other event.

“We freely express our apology for ‘the
statements which appeared last week, and at
‘the same time heartily congratulate the Grey-
friats boys on their well-deserved success,”

That paragraph found its way into the

1 Head's study ; and Dr, Locke was delighted.

Fellows from all Forms flocked in to con-
gratulate Vernon-Smith.

“It might Have ended jolly differently,” re-
_flected the Bounder, <Tf I hadn’t been lucky
enough to fish that kid out of the water, The
Head would have come down like a thousand
of bricks if T had been summoned. Still, all's
well that ends well.»

And the Greyfriars tourists were more than
satisfied with the result of their tournament
with those sterling and sportsmanlike Sons of
the South! - &

THE EXD.

NEXT FRIDAY.

%
Another splendid iale of
the chums of Greyiriars

#E BY -

FRANE RICHARDS.
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A New Long, Compleie

Chums of Roockwood.

By OWERN CONGQUEST.

tor
of JIMMY SILVER & Co., the

3P
3

THE FIRST CHAPTER..

Bad for Posle & Co.

3 ERE we are, kids!”
Jimmy Silver, leader of the

Classical House at * Rookwood,

nodded towards the door of the
‘viflage tuckshop.  Raby, Lovell, and New-
come were with him.

The four juniors looked hot. They had
wallked fairly quickly from Reokwood to the
tuckshop. lces were not provided by Ser-
geant Kettle, who kept the schogl tuckshop,
but the village tuckshop had thém.

And the hot weather literally called for
ices!
aby licked his lips-in keen anticipation.

My hat!” he said. “I can just go a
couple of lees!”

“Yeave some for the chaps who will come
after ws,” said Jimmy Silver. “We're first

to-day, but we may be last to-morrow, you
know.”
“What difference does that make?” de-

manded Raby.

“All the difference, fathead! I Tommy
Dodd got here first to-morrow, and remem-
bered we'd scotfed all the ices to-day, then
they'd do the same to-morrow. Savvy?”

Raby, Newcome, and Lovell looked per-
plexed.

“1, for one, don't savvy at all!” growled
Weweome., “1t's too jolly hob to work that
little lot out, Jimmy, my son.”

And he pushed open the door of the shop
und walked up to the counter, followed by his
chums.

But they werc nol the first Rookwood
fellows who had reached the shop. Pecle,
tattrey, and Gower, the sneaks of tlhe
Fourth, were there before them. :

Rut Peele & Co. were not partaking of
jes. They had glasses before them, filled
with ginger-beer, and therc were cigarettes
between their fingers.

Jimmy Silver & Co. spotted them =at once,
and Jimmy Silver’s face flushed.

He strode across the little shop and [aced
Pecie & Co. with blazing eyes.

“You rotten outsiders!” he said hotly.
“What the dickens do you mean by it?”

(zower looked ab Peele and smiied.

“What do you mean by it, Peele?’ he
demanded.

“Ves—what do you mean by it, Gower?”

“8ame to you, Latirey!”

Jimmy Silver’s fists clenched.

“Shut that rot!" he snapped terscly. “Do
vou eall it decent to smoke in public

place?”

“I dow't Enow. What do you think,

dow’t know. What is your opinion,
Lattrey?”

My opinion is that. Silver’s an interfering
little Bric!” sneered Lattrey.

Jimmy 8ilver did not waste any more time
in' w?rd& He signed to Raby, Neweome, and
Lovell.

“These hounders are trying to he funny,”
said Jimmy Bilver quietly. “They're dis-
¢racing the name of the school hy smoking
in a public place, and I think it’s up to
s to teach them that eads don’t prosper!”

“What-ho!”

Peele & Co. rose to. their feet in alarm.
‘They had come up. against Jimmy Silver &
o, on more than one occasion, and they had
not come off best.

“Look here, don’t vot!” said Pecle hastily.
*~What has—-" i

“Hieking up a row in a public plaece i3
just as bhad as smoking; Sitver)” sald Gawer
hastdy s k)
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“Rats! We're going lo corrcet vyou, and
my advice is—don’t make a fuss, because you
are going through it!” said Jimmy Bilver.

Peele & Co. looked at each other in alarm,
and hurriedly dropped their cigarettes anad
stamped upeon them.

1 say, Sitver——-"

“You're not allowed to
interrupted Sitver curtly.

“But—-"

Raby, Neweome, and Lovell scized Lattrey
and Peele, and Jimmy Silver grasped Gower.

“Back to Rookwood!” said Jimmy Silver.

Raby looked at the ice-tub and licked his
lips.

“Jimmy! What about having an lec first?”
hie asked lamely.

Jimmy Silver shook bis head firmly.

“Personal desires must he set aside,” he
said. “It's up to us to teach these rcads
that behaving like eads in public is bad for
the good name of Rookwood.”

“Yes—but—" .

“Why should we spoil our afterncon for the
cads?” demanded Newcome wrathinlly, “Let’s
take them to the back and give them a
thumping good humping!”

Silver hesitated. He glaneed towards the
ices, and he wavered. After all, the%f could
“correct ” Peele & Co. just as well there as
at Rookwood.

The other members of the famous Co. saw
their leader weakening, and Peele & Co.
began to feel distinctly - uncomfortable.

“Well, tug them round to the bagk!” said
Jimmy Silver.

Peele & Co. made no effort to escape. Pro-
bably they recognised the uselessness of it
Jimmy Silver & Co. were trained athletes,
fit as fiddles, and would bhave made short
work of the unfit sneaks who spoiled their
health by smoking. :

They went gquietly with Jimmy Silver &
Co. to the back of the tuckshop, their faces
showing alarm,

“Now,” said Jimmy. Sitver solemnly, “before
we hump you, just let me give you eads a
word of advice. It is mnaugbty to be a
cad—-"

“Or a wWorm-———""-

“Shut up, Newcome! I'm—I'm the
magistraté, not you!" It is po good just
telling you_ecads what is decent and what is
not unless we enforce it by bumping you.”

anything!”
me onl”

growled (Gower.

“Anything to oblige!” echuckled Jimmy
Silver. “Collar Gower, Neweome, and we'll
start the ball roiling!”

Gower wag collared in the powerful grasp
of the two juniors, and he was bumped on
the hard ground with no little force. Peele
and Lattrey leoked on, and shifted their feet

uneasity.
“Ow! - Stoppit,” you Ifatheads— Yow!
Bullies——"

Gower roared each time he met the gromd.
“We’'re bumping away!” said Jimmy Silver,

with a chuckle, “Tell us when youwre
satisfied.”
“Ow! T'm more than satisfied now!”

howled Gower. “Yooow! Oh dear!”

Jimmy Silver and Newcome dropped Gower
to the ground, and he lay there, howling.

The two juniors were red and perspiring.
Bumping the cads was hot work,

“Now you two bump Peele!” sald Jimmy
Silver, wiping his brow.

Raby and Lovell shook iheir heads.

“No, you're doing it mieely, Jimmy,” said
Raby. “Isn’t he, Gower?”

“Yow!” roared Gower. .

Which might have meant auything.

“'There you are, Fimmy!” #

“Rate! You two bimp Peele, and we'll

“Oh, bump away, and be henged to you!” |

pump Lattrey--he's a worm
eclet”

“Laok here, Silver—-2.

“Rats! Collar them!”

And, despite the exertion that was ne
sary, Jymmy Silver proceeded with the work
“correcting ” Peele & Co,, and by the time
they had finished the sneaks felt very sorry
tor themselves.

Jimmy Silver looked at them as they sab
on ‘the ground, dusty and dishevelled.

“That’s about half as much as youw'll ged
the next time we cateh you playing the giddy
goat!” he said curtly.

“Come on, we've wasted enough time on
thesé hounders!” snapped Neweome. “All the
ices will he gone, if we don’t hurry upt”

And Jimmy Silver & Co. left Peele & Co.
to pick themselves up, and returned to the
tuekshep.

They found there was already 2 crowd of
' Rookwood fellows enjoying ices, and they ex-
perienced some difliculty in getting one for
themselves. They got some at last, and sat
down at a table.

lighter ihan

Raby looked up after he had finished bis.

first, and smiled complacently.

“That's top-hole!” he said. “I think hamp-
ing Peele & Co. gave me a thirst for ices, you
chaps, @Going to have another one?”

“What-ho!' assented the Co.

And Raby took the four glasses and waited
his turn to be served.

He had just secured the jces when Tommy
Dodd, Tommy Cook, and Tommy Doyle came
into the shop.

Tommy Dodd & Co. were in the Modern
House ab Rookwood, and there existed 2
rivalry between them and Jimmy Silver & Co.
of the Classicals which usually led to rows
whenever they met.

Rahy hurried to the table at which Jimmy
Silver. & (o. were sitting, and placed the
before his chums hefore hie looked agyressi
at Tommy Dodd & Co,

But Tommy Dodd waved his band.

“Pax!” he said lightly. “You can eat youp
ices in peace.”

Jimmy Silver glared.

“You couldn’t make it other than psace-
ful!” he sajd.

“We don’t want to, my son. It's too hot to
rag you to-day; we've just been bumping
three of your chaps, as a matter of fact, and
it's too warm a joh!”

Jimmy Bilver & Co. started.

“You echeeky asses!” said Silver. “You've
been bumping three of our chaps, have you?”

“Certainty. We don’t believe in letting cada
spoil tl}e good pame of Rookweod!™

“Ehl

“Peele & Co. were walking tfowards the
sehionl, smoking cigarettes as coolly as you
like. We had to stop and impress upon them
that it is bad for juniors to smoke.”

Jimmy Silver & Co. ehuckled.

“Good!” said Jimmy Silver heartily. “Wae
bumped them for the same rotten trick—they
were smoking in here.” :

“They ought to he sacked!” growied Lovell
disgustedly.

Tommy Dodd & Co. secured their ices, and
brought them ‘to the same table as the
Classical Co. occupied.

As Tommy Dodd said, it was too bat for
rags.

The juniors talked cricket whilst they con-
- sumed ices, and Peele & (0. were forgotien
for the time.

But as they walked slowly back to Rook-
wood Jimmy Silver's face beld a very serious
expression, Raby was quick to notice the
change, )

“What's up, Jimmy?’ lie asked,

Jimmy Silver hesitated. "




-Silver,

‘juniors, stood up at that,
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, T was thinking
iy, “The awfual
Tommy Dadd & Co.

“T%ell, a8 g matior of
of Peele & (o, He said ¢
eads! T'm jolly glad old
pumped them!”

“&o are we all. Bub that’s no cause for you
4o Took as if you'd lost 2 beb and found three-
pence.”

“Y'm thinking of reforming them,” went
¢n Jimmy Silver, with a frown.

The juniors stopped suddenly, aud stared
a% the Classical leader.

“Th? Reform Feele!”

Y Certainly—and Gower or

Bitver firmly.

“gan't be did! Why——"
“1t can he done—and i's

coing to be
@one! The only way is to make them pro-
5

misg——

“Shucks! Their promises——"

“Let me finish, kid, and you'll understand.
Walk on, we're standing like.a lot of treaks
out for a suu-bathl”

And the juniors, much interested, walked
on whilst Jimmy Silver explained his plan to
reform Peete & Co,

The juniors’ faces lightened as e pro-
reeded, and when he had finished they were
ehuckling delightedly. Jimmy Silver’s plan
appealed ta them, but whether itA\’vould
appeal to Peele & Co. was quite a different
matter

et

FIE SECOND CHAPTER.
Gower—Fag !

¢ QWER
Jimmy Silver & Co. poked there
heads into the Common-room after
tea, that same afternoon, and
shouved out the name!

There was no reply.

« Anybody seen Gower??
Hilver cheerfully.

«“What's he wanted for??

Jimimy Silver chuckled as tha question was
asked in what can only he deseribed as 2
hoarse whispes. .

«¢ome on, Gowar, my son!? said Junmy
with a laugh. “You needn’t try and
disguise your voice-—come on!l There’s four
nice fellows waiting to take you to a nice
comfortable place.” R

Gower, who was sitting bekind a crowd of

he

‘shouted Jimmy

“Well, what do you want me for»
demanded.

Without a word, Jimmy Silver & Co. went
up to him, and took him gently, but Airmly, by
the arms,

“Yowre going to
Jimmy Silver calmly.

Gower jumped in amazement.

« (hange studies!” he repeated. ¢ Aye you
off your rocker?®

«Not o little tiny hit,” replied Jimmy
Silver cheerfully, We've taken a sudden
{ancy for your company--that’s allt?

The junicrs Jooked on, laughing
amazed expression on Gower's face.

« But—hut-—" hegan Gower.

«There's no buts, my buek,” said Neweome.
«You're going to be a member of the noble
and illustrious Co. known as Jimmy Silver &
Co. 1*

“Rut I don’t want to—-"

“He has said enough, my brethren,” said
Jimmy Silver solemnly. © The new member
of the Co. must not speak to his leader with-
out permission.”

“Rats!® sald Gower, with a sniff.
not coming !»

Bub he was wrong, for Jimmy Silver & Co.
very firmly led him out of the Common-room
1o the end study. He struggled for a few
yards, hut gave it up.

When tiey reached the study, Jimmy
Silver courtecusly pointed to an armehair, and
solemnly howed again.

% Pray be seated,” he said politely.

“Look here 4}

Raby gave him a push, and he sat down
suddenly. He stopped theve, glowering,

«“3ow yon-are duly appointed fag to this
study,” said Jimmy BSilver coolly. “Your
duties—"

«Tag!» hooted Gower, jumping to his feet.

“Procisely,” satd Jimmy Silver, and bis
hantering tome changed to one " of anger.
«vVoure a hounder, Gower, and we're going
to reform you, 0T—or- »

“Jie in the attempt ¥ murmured Lovell.

«Exactly., You were smoking in the tuck-
shop, then you were humped, and it didn’t do
you any good. S0 now were going to fry
other ways and means.” -

aRatsi® howled Gower excitedly, “I'm
nob 27

«That is not the way to speak 1o _your
masters,” said Lovell warmte «T think the
correction should begin, Jimmy.”?

change studies,” said

at  the

ST

Jimmy Silver nodded, and Artliur Edward
Lovell went to o eupboard and took from it a
small cane.

Glowsr eyed him in alarm, and went almosh
white with rage.

“Wh-wha

tered.
er hack or fail
i quictly.

s lip curled in o sneer

«So the little Erics have taken to builging,
have they ?” he murmured. T thought 72

Jimmy Silver his hand over the ecad's
mouth, and effectively stopped him saying
maore.,

“ Phat's enough 17 he gaid eurtly, “17 youw'd
rather have the gloves on with me, you can!”

Gower almost shuddered at the mere
thought. Only 2 few woeeks belore, Jimmy
Silver's pame bhad rapg through the whole
country as vietor of Tide, a well-known boxer
whom he had heaten in the Ring, London,
after having run awsy from Roakwood.

“Well, what do you want me to do?? he
asked surlily.

“You're to move into this study pre tem,”
said Jimmy Silver., ©And youn are going to
fag for us, You are also going in for cricket
and swimming, because manly sports help to
turn a cad into some semblance of 2 man.”

“ Anything else v” asked Gower sarcastically.

Swish! 3

Lovell brought the cane down . with
a stinging cut across Gower's shoulders, and
the unfortunate sneak howled,

¢ Yow-ow-ow-ow 1?

“That’s for being cheeky !” suapped Lovell,
“We're going to reform you, my som, if it
iakes a year.”

“0r a dozen
Silver.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Grooh! Oh, you builicg—"

“Come on, then, have the gloves on!®
gested Jimmy Silver, {rowning.

“Yow! 1 won't—I will——>
_“Then start by clearing away the tea-
tnings,” said Raby, “ Then you can clean the
windows, and after that you may he allowed
to go down to the nets for a few minuies.”

“0w! You rot—mnunno—it’s all right!»
stammered Gower.

. And he set to work to clear the table of the
cups and_ saucers and plates. He wriggled
his shoulders uncomfortahly at intervals, and
muttered something incoherently every time
he did so.

- It was perhaps as well that Jimuny Silver &
Co. could be deaf when occasion demanded it.

It was a bitter blow to the boastful junior
to act as fag to a Fourth-Former. If Jimmy
Silver & Co. had heen members of the Sixth.
he would.not have minded—hut fagging for
Fourth-Formers !

Gower washed up the dirty plates and other
crockery -under the watchful eyes of his
“gorrectors,” a bitter, sneering expression on
his face.

“ Pinished 77 asked Jimmy Silver,
Gower had pit the last plate away.

Gower nodded.

“Well, I'm waiting for
snapped Jimmy Silver.

“Y-y-yes!” -stuttered Gower, choking with
rage.

“Then you

canest” chu 1 Jimmy

&

when

your answerl?

can clean the windows!” said

Newcome, “That’'s the next part of the
programme.”

“I'H be hanged if I do!® howled Gower,
’nI’m n =

“You'll be whacked i you don't!® said
f.ovell humorous Going to do ibi»

« NO!”

Swish!

Down came the cane, and ower howled
again.

“Yow!
stoppit 17

And Gower snatched up the cloth with which
he had washed up the dirby crockery, rushed
to the window, and proceeded to rtub the
glass as if his life depended om his quick-

ness.

Jimmy Silver looked uncomforiable for a
moment, and leaned towards his chums.

«Do you think we're gomg it a bit stifi?»
tie murmured.

Taby, Lovell, and Newcoms shook their
heads, P

«No,» said Rahy firmly. *The cad has done
nis best to disgrace the Form and the school
by smoking in public places, and he’li-have to
learn to be decent. If the correction doesn’t
suit him—->

« Tt apparently doesn’t!”

« Well, he ghould be decent.
fauly 1» s
~ And Jimmy Silver nodded again. 1t was
Gower's fauit, and he deserved all he got,

he “cad of the Classical Fourth finished

cleaping. the window, and his brow was wed

I won't! Yow-ow! Yes, I will—

It's his own

with perspieaticn—as
His rage as with the
45 7 v MY 3
Now you have fir
heing,” said Jimmy
to the piaying-fields.”
“«J don’t want to play cricket(” said Gower

2y

strlly. 1 wanb to go back o ny study.”
“This is your study—for a time,” saiil

.)}mqmy ver. < And cricket iz part of your
training. You'll find it more pleasant than

getting licked for not c¢leaning up properly.”

Gower walked out of ithe study without
further word, and Jimmy Silver & Co. followed
him, chuckling.

Five minutes later,-and the Classical juniors
were looking on im surprise as fower took
off his cout, and proceeded to fleld the hall,
bowled by Raby and batted by Jimmy Silver.

Whether by accident or design, Rahy's
howling that evening was of the kind that is
called “easy stuff.»  Jimmy Silver, on the
other hand, seemad to he in great form, and
he sent the hall out inte the playing-fields
time after time.

Gower fielded the first three or four without
saying anything likely to bring the anger of
his- “ecorrectors ® about his head. But when
an exceptionally hard hit sent the ball whirl-
ing towards the gates that separated the
playing-fields from the quadrangle, Gower did
not hurry so much.

“ After i6!? reared Lovell
rotter—run §?

Gower broke into a trot, but hardly ime
ereased his pace by doing so.

“Ruun!” shouted Jimwny Silver, “You'll
get licked i that ball ism't back mighty
quickly 1

Gower trotted on for ancther twenty yards,
then he suddenly broke inte a rum.  Jimmy
Silver & Co. chuckled.

“We're taming him already!” sald Raby.
“He'll be quite decent by the time we've
finished with him !>

«Rather! I'm glad we've took to rcforme
fng Gower now,” chuckled Newcome,

iower reached the ball, and picked it up.
But he did not throw it towards the nets,

With all the force he could muster, he send
it flying over the gates into the quadrangle.

Then he turned round, and very fainily
there came to Jimmy Silver & Co.’s ears theo
words he shouted as he faced them again.

“Yah! Feteh it yourselves!”

Jimmy Bilver & Co. stood rooted to the
ground as Gower ran for the gates, flung them
open, and disappeared.

“Welll” gasped Newcome,
a8s”

¢ Runm, you

“The chesky

“The—the rotter—cad—worm!” stuttered
Lovell.
s After him!” said Jimmy Sitver curtly.

“Can’t have the cad jumping over the traces
like this!”™

Jimmy Silver flung down his bat, and,
followed by his chums, ran for the gates.

There was no trace of -Gower, though they
spent half an hour searching ev
the Classical House. The Fistical Four wers
apgry when they left the mets, but their
failure to find the cad of the Fourth increased
their anger to rage.

“We'll pulverise him!” growled Raby.
W e T

“Wait, till he goes up to hed!” said Jimmy
Silver darkly.

“T never heard of such cheek!” said New-
come wrabhfully. “Fancy breaking away
from his kind teachers like that!”

“He won't do it again!” murmured Lovell.
“He wor’t like our patent treatmeni fer
cheeky patients!”

But Gower kept out of the way. He pro-
bably realised what it would mean if the
irate juniors caught him.

Bulkeley, the captain of the Schocl, ushered
the juniors to
Silver & Co. had given up the search, and
for once the Fistical Four were quite eager
to go.

They were the first to reach the dormitory,
and almost before another junior had pub
in an appearance they had flung their jackels
on to their beds.

Peele was the first junior to follow them
into the dormitory.

“Where's Gower?”
curtly.

“Pon’t know!” snapped Feele.
his keeper!” . 4

“No: hut we’ll be yours when we've turned
Gower into a decent fellow,” replicd Jimmy
Silver curtly. )

Peele starcd, but did not question the four
juniors.

agked Jimmy Silver

“T'm mof

Hs looked very uneasy as he was undressing
THE PENNY Poplran.—No, 23

ery corner of.

bed four minutes after Jimmy,



had fold him the

s v correction ™ wyna

ded into the dormitory,
of Gow

Jinio
Lot there w

mmy

¥, Neweome, and Lovell
t o that guestion, and wien Bulkeley
i to turn gut the fights, Jimmy Silver
- were reluctantly compelled to go to
without  exacting summary vengeance
epon liower.

could find no
irer

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Qower’s Promise!

£57 ABRY Y
- Jimmy Silver uttered the name
softly as he shook his sleeping chum
at o'clock the mext morning.
Laby opened his eyes dreamily.

“What's up?” he demanded.

“Come on—get out of that bed, my son.
Tiower is asieep in his own bed—must have
eome hack after everybody else had gone to
slecp” .

Raby yawned.

Can’t youw leave it 4ill aiter rising-bell?”
o siguested. “We—we don’t wani to be too
d on the chap, you know!”

Jimuny Silver, by way of reply, caught hold
of the sheets on which LRaby was lying, and

‘e them a sharp tug, lifting them slightly
he did zo.
taby ghot ouf of bed, and
ficor with a hurop. ) .

“Ow! Wharrer zou at, fathead?” he
shouted. Do you tuke me for Gower?”

Noy T tuke you for.a silly, lazy ass!” said
Silver tersely. “(ower is going down
tjgf‘ haths, and you chaps are coming with
n.

landed on the

Baby muttered eomething about chumps,
and rose to his feet. ;

In less than five minutes
hoid pulted oun their trouse
towels round their shoulders,
to Gower's bed.

Jirmmy Silver shook him.
“lowor!”
Gower opencd his ey
Rilver's for a moment,
turned over again,

“H himi out!” sald Jimmy  Silver
shortly. i

The fonr juniors seized the sheets of Gower's
bed, and the pe t instant Gower was sitting
on the foor, gazing in bewilderment at the
vhuekling juniors, .
L HGet up, my son ! gaid Neweome cheariunlly.
FXou're coming for a swim!”
L'm not—T don't believe in cold baths in
the early morning!” exelaimed Gower angrily.
“They do you more harm than fopd!”

“That’s unfortunate, because you're going
down!” snapped Lovell. “We are like Phipps,
boot-boy—-we ‘old with them there

Jimmy Silver & Co.
¢, and wrapped
Then they wenb

. sooked dully ianto
and then promptly

=
o

nd there’s a little account that requires
n oup bhe 3 selves!” said
Raby darkly, “We looked for you last night
Gn i ; .

Gower interrupted bim with a chuekle,
“But yon dide’t dnd we—whil "

.as he fed the way down to the baths.

‘So0n.

ehuckled Jimmy
‘when you like pow!”

“No; pul we've got you now, Geb up, you
cad, and slip your bags on!” 4

“Rats!”?

“Eher

“Ratsl” i v

Gower repeated the word coolly, and showed
no-intention of getting up from the floor.

Jimmy Silver & Co. looked at one another
in surprise. Their patience was no bhetter for
the treatment already meted out.

“Gebt the water-jug! said Jimmy Silver
shortly.

Lovell ran to obey, and Gower hastily
jumped to his fect. -
“Here, hold on!" Le said hurriedly.

“What's the litéle gume?”
“We're going to soak you, my som!” said
Jimmy . Silver.. “Then we'rs going to carry

you.down to the baths and chick you inl”

“You-—you—-" 2

“Wish I'd got that eine!” muarmured
Raby. . ’

Gower shuddered slighily, and before Lovell
had got back to them with the jug of water
Gower was slipping on his trousers.

“You're getting on!” said Jimmy Silver,
“We
shall be quite proud of our little Gower
. Whe'd have thought you would take
to swimming before rising-bell?”

Gower mhittered something’
able, and walked sullenly out of
House to the swimming-baths.

Raby, Lovell, and Newcome were in the
water in a very quick time, but Jimmy Silver
waited for Gower.

The cad of the Fourth stopped on the edge
of the baths, peering down at the cold water,
“0 say, Siver——"
“No talking; this is

said: Fimmy Silver,

-“But, look here——-?>

“Rabg!”

And Jimmy Silver pushed Gower into the
yx"ater, W_ho disappeared with a splash.  Jimmy
Silver dived neatly into the water the next
moment, ‘and the two juniors came to the
surface together,

But whereas Jimmy Silver was smiling and
chuckling as he shook the water from his
cyes, Gower was gasping and spluttering when
his head appeared above the water.

_“Isi’b it mice?” asked -Jimmy Silver, with
a chuckle.

“Gug-gug—gug !’

“Is it? Good! Down Fou go againl?

Jimmy. Silver pushied - the Tuckless junior
under-the water again, and Raby, Newcome,
and Lovell chuckled. ¢

“That's the gtull to give him, Jimmy " sang

indistinguish-
the Classical

lekson-time. for -you!”

~out Lovell.

Gower came to the surface again, and
splashed about wildly, trying to find a foot-
tiold.

Jimmy Silver swam towards him. caught
him by the arm, and pulled him to shallower
water. . : ‘

Gower found lis feet, and stood up, goug-
g the water from his e

“Grooogh!  Gug-gug-

c-c-cold!”

he

t's

:gasped.

for you, my zon!”
“You can get out

“Tust the v

SiIVVL

Gower was very quick to take advantage

wood any more!”

‘quietiy.
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of that kind offer, and splashed Wi way &0
the side, and pulled himsslf oub of the water.
Jimmy 8ilver hiad taken the precaution to
lock the door of the baths, and had no fear
that Gower would get away, So he and his
chums stayed in the water a little {onger.

Gower was dressed -when they eventually
left the water, and he sat down and waited
for them to dress. He had seen Jimmy Silver
lock the door, and realised the tselessness of
trying to get away. 5 L

“He shivered slightly as he sat down, and
Jimmy Silver chuckled, Y

“Cold?” : .

“Yes.” ) )

“You'll soon he Warm —voir've going to bave’
a mile run .round .the playing-fields in &
mipute!” . °

“Look here-

“Rats! Don't answer hack!”

The Fistical Four dressed, and
unlocked the door of the bhaths,

“Now run!” commanded Jimmy Silver.

Gower hesitated to obey, hut Newcome and
Lovell caught his arm, and dragged him into

"

Jimmy Silver

a run.

Round the playing-fields, round the guad-
rangle, and back into the Fouse, and Gower
was perspiring freely, despite the early hour
of the morning. o

He went up to the dormitory with Jimmy
Sitver & Co., and. sullenly dressed himself.
Peele and Lattrey stared as he went in, bub
did not venture to make any vemark. They
left their chum to look after himseti.

That the exercise did Gower good was
obyious from the amount of food he con-
sumed at breakfast. For the first time since
he had come to Rookwood, perhaps, Gower
thoroughly. enjoyed his hreakfast.

Jimmy Silver & Co. took him oft to their
study after the meal, and Gower sat heavily
downt in the armchair. '

“You've the boots to clean,” said “Jimmy
Silver softly.

Gower stared, Aushed,
the floor.

“What do you want me to do to
from this?” he asked nervousty.

Jimmy Silver & Co. looked at one another
in trinmph.

“You're to go down o your kneeg-—-"

“Eh?” ¢

“And on your knees you're to promise o be
a good boy in future und not disgrace Rook-

and Jooked dowh at

et away

For a moment Gower hesitated, then,

 almost tearfuliy, he sank to Lis knees, and

with rage rendering his words almost in-
coherent, he made the required promise.

“¥ou may go, and remember, if yvou ©0
hack to your old habits, youll get it hotter
than this little lot!” said Jimwmy Silver.

And Gower, hanging his head, and with
bitter hatred and rage in his breast, walked
from the study,

Jimmy Bilver had suceeeded in sccuring a

‘promise from the cad of the Fourth—it re-

mained to be seen for how long he would
keep it. .

“I'll bet he goes wrong again!” said Lovell
Jimmy Silver frowned, and shook his head.
Bub time was to prove Lovell right,
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THE FiRST CHAPTER.
At Odds with Mr. Selby._

§0 #OME backt . DArey minor, I tell
you, come backl”

15 was Mr. Seilby, the master of

the Thivd Form at 8t. Jim’s, who

howied these words, brandishing a canc as he
howled them. | ;

Wally -D’Arey, younger, hrother of the
great Arthur Augustue, halted, but he did
rot come back. ° 5 '

D’Azcy mingr was rather a young scamp—
f£hat much mist be admitted.

He.was often in mischief, and he had led
athers into mischief. e and his chums gave
Mr. Selby quite a lot, of trouble. d

But with it all lic .was a decent young
scamp. He did not lie, and he was incapable
-nf meanness. ' Nearly everybody at 86, Jim's
iked Wally. But Mr. Selby hated him. .
“1 tell you X didw’t do it, and I don’t
know who 4id, sir,” said Wally pow. I
don't make a fuss. about heing.caned when
T've done anything--you know that well
¢nough. But I'm jolly well .not going to have
that cane laid about my hack for something
I unever didd
It was flat rebeilion, of course; and yet
it would be bard to say that Wally was alto-
zether unjustiied,

Kr, Selby had found the inkpob on his desk
upset, and papers badly blotted. Wally
chanred to be near, though he knew sothing
about it. Mr. Sellby would have suspected
guilt on the part of any ‘member of his
Form. whom  he had. found near; but in the
case of Wally he did not wmerely suspect—he
WS BUTC.

“¥ou.will came hcre
winor!”. he snapped now.

Wally shifted from onc-foot to the other,
but that did aot take him any nearer the
irate master. :

He knew 1thad not to go back was a
breach of discipline. Bui to go hack was
t0.he pupished for & fanld that was none of
his, and Wally could not see himaself doing it.

¥r. Selby took @ siride or two towards
him.

Wally stood his ground,
fisming red deflance.

The master halted, lashing with his cane
ab the air. He was scething with wrath.

“Do you refuse to come here, D'Arcy
minor?” he roared,

“Yeg, T do refuse, unless you're going to
jugeire about who a})illed the ink before you
et on to we for it!7 retorted Wally, “1've
satd 1 didn’t do it, and I don’t lie”

at  once,

chin  up,  face

aped at Wally with tigerish ferocity.
Twice the cane- laghed avound Wally's
back. It rose and fell again, but it was not
Wally whom it struck the third time.

Arthur Augustus appeared. on a sudden.

vound the corner of the corridor, and juniped
forward to the defence of bis minor,

The cane struck Gussy—hard. His eyos
tlazed, and his hands clenched.

“Weally, Mr. Selbay—-""

“How dare you interiere, D'Arcy?” howied
the master.

“1 constdah that I Bave a wight to iater-
feab when I flnd yow knoskin® my minah
about fa thig—-"

YOb, chuck jt, Gus, you pilly ags! What
de you want to come poking your rose into
ether peeople’s bizaey for?” smorted Wally.

4 can’

DrArey ¢

‘He was fond of Gussy—of Wally also.

Mr. -Selthy losh all control of himself, and.
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MARTIN CLIFFORD.

soe BY sas g

“T've told you 'heaps of -times that 1 can
keép my end up- without your help:” .
“I have no doubt of that, Wally; but I
know. my dutay, an'—" 5
. " Retire at ence, D'Arcy majorl” thundered
AMr, Selhy. 5

“I absolutely wefuse to wetiah, sir! As
T have alweady said——" - b e

The cane descended again, and this tims
the stroke was meant for Gussy, 3

Tt fell upon his arm, and at once his fists
went up. He had almost as completely for-
gotten himself as had Mr. Selby.

Wally fairly groaned. It was bad enough
that t¢his trouble should have fallen upon
him; it .was worse that his brother should
be mixing himself up in it. Mr. Selby, even
in his hest temper—which was not remark-

“ahly amiable—could not tolerate.inferference.

4nd he was in ouné of his worst tempers
now.
“Chuck it, Gus, do!” pleaded Wally. “¥¢

P

“Do vou dare to adopt that attitude to me,
hoy?” rasped Mr. Selby.

“If you imagine that I am afwaid of yeun,
you are vewy gwossly mistaken!” answered
Arthur Augustus hotly. “1 mnevah feah

cowards !

“What? You call me 0Oh, take thap!”
_ The Form-master lashed right at Gussy's
face. :

The cane left & long, red weal where it feli,
and Gussy started back in pain and amaze-
ment.

“Mr. Selby!”

It was Eric Kildare, capvtain of St Jim's,
who spoke, and his clear veice vibrated with
seorn.

“Kildare! I—-"

“I saw what you did. I'm not going to
mince my words. It was the act of a bully—
of a man with no control over his temper—of
a man who has no right to be in the position
you occupy !”

Kildare’s honest rage was. ab . white heat.
The
hot Trish blood in him was always roused
by.injustice and tyranny. At that moment
he ecared nothing for Mr. Sclby’s authority—
nothing for anyone’s. :

All three boys were more or less in the
wrong, yebt no fair mind would have con-
demned any one of them.

For %r. Sclby was far more in the wrong
than. - they. -They were rebels against
authority, but he waa using authority in an
absolutely unjustifiable manner.

“1 am amazed--astounded—almost dumb-
founded, Kildare! That you should presume
to address me in this way.before two-jnnjors
—that yeu should imagime for one single
moment that your office as captain can
entitle you to  treat . with sbominable dis
respect a Form-magter—a man old enough to
he your father—all -this fairly shocks me!”.

And Mr. Selby glared at  Kildare, and
fingered the cane In a manner which sug-
gested that ‘he would dearly have loved o
lay it about the skipper.

But, however much he might have liked to
do that, he had not the courage to attempt

it. He could not meet steadily the anger

and contempt in Kildare’s fine cyes.

“Look at D’Arcy’'s face!” said the skipper
scornfully. “1 don’t know in the leasy what
all this is about, and I really don’t much
care. To my thinking, nothing could possibly
justify that!

And hLe pointed towards the noble couie
tenance of Gussy, where the weal of Mr.
Selby’s cane showed a dark-red against the
lighter hue of a pink Aush of rage and
chagrin.

I% might be curious that ncither D'Arey
major nor- D*Arcy minor welcomed Kildare's
championship. But so it was.

.This. was not due to ingratitude, It was
rather that neither . wanted . the genial,
generous skipper to imvolve himself in
trouble with Mr, Selby.

That gentleman’s control over a . Sixthe
Former was of the slightest. But, as a
master, he necessarily. carried weight above
any senior boy, even the captain of the
sehool.  And it occurred to ‘hoth Gussy and
his minor that it might be possible for Mr.
Selby to make matters uncomfortable for the
big Tellow they both liked so-well. ,

Kildare did not appear to . think of thas
at. all.  He smiled when Mr. Selby sald
angrily:

L9T-have a very. great mind to report your
impertinence to Dr. Holmes, Kildare!” ;

But the smile was a bitter one, that made
sig sonny Jjace almost unrecognisable, and
“1)‘0210 was contempt In his voice as hie ree
plied:

“1 was just going to suggest that, Mr.
Solby. I think an investigation into the
whole of this affair by the Head would
be quite a good thing. But I object to fuha
word °* impertinence.’ I have not becn ime
pertinent to you.” !

“The words you used—a boy to a master!
Good gracious! What can you call it bub
sheer impertincnce?”

“1 did not speak as boy fto master, bub
as one man to another! If yon choose to
insist upon our relative positions at 8t. Jim's
you have the right to do so, I admit. Bub
the ouly efisctive way in which you can do
it iz by the report you suggest, And I tell
you his plaialy, Mr. Selby! I do not helieve
you dare face the Head with any such report!
1{ you can summon up_ sufficient hardihood
4o do o, I shall have pleasure in cxplaining
to Dr. Holmes the cause of what you call
my *lmpertinence "1

‘And with thab Kildare swung round and
walked away. N

But he had only gone a fow paces belore
he turned. .

“Better come with me, D'Arey major,” he
gaid, “That face of yours wants some
attention.” s

Gussy would not bhave left his minor to the
tender mercies of Mr. Selby, though he was
well aware that Wally resented strongly anﬁy
imputation on his ability to keep up his end.

But the Porm-master was already stalking
away, swinging bis cane, and nudtering.

Ho had apparently forgotten all aboud
Wally.

“@o on, Gus!” said Wally. “T say, yeu
and Kildare are hoth silly asses to buét ing
but,g;it. was jolly decent of you botk, for all
that!” -

And Wally bolted, as if ashamed of having
spoken civilly and gratefully to his major
for once. h, .

Arthur Augustus foilowed Kildare up to his
study on the Sixth Form pussage,

The Hixth slept in their studies, and caeh:
of these rooms contained o - washstund,
camouflaged in some way during the daytime
in mosd cases.

TEE PENNY POPULAR.~~XNo, I3,
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Kildare peured out waler, took a sponge,
and bathed ‘the weal 6n the Tourth-Tormer's
face with real gentleness.

“It won't do much to, get the mark out,
D’Arcy, old fellow,” -he said. “But it may
ease the swart a little. T'm not asking what
you did to get it. I doun’t feel that tbat con-
cerns me.  Whatever you did Selby had no
right to treat you like this, and I'm pre-
pared to maintain that befors the Head, the
‘Archbishop of Cantefbury, or the Prime
Minister!”

“Thanks awfully, Kildare!” replied Gussy.
“T think, in justice to myself, I should make
it cleah that I wae only pwotectin’ my minah
fwom the -disgustin® bwutality of that
tywant.”
 “Well, T'm not sure that young Wally
qneeds much protection, and I am pretty sure
that he isn't likely ©o be preeis@ly overfiowing
with gratitude. Bub I can’t blams you,” said
Kildare.

“I say, you know, Kildare, T do Lope old

Selby won't make things wuff for you on-

account of this alfaiaht” (nssy said. . -

“What can Le do to Lurh me?” snapped
Kildare, -

The skipper migh
Forme-master's pe
damage; but GL as lie went, was sure
that i the chante came Mr. Belby’s way, he
would not let it slip. 5

‘he righl as to the Third

CTHE SECOND CHAPTER.

Mr. Selby is Mot Popular.
O you mean to tell me $hat he struck
you across the face tike that?”
growled Jack Blake, the head of
Study No.. 6, Fourth Form.
i Herries and. Digby, who shared that apart-
ment with Blake and Gussy, looked ‘with
sympathy and indignation at their chum’s in-
Jurgd countenance.
& “I Bave nlweady told you so, Blake,” replied
Fussy. ; ’
¢ “I§ must smart, old chap?!” said Dighy
sympathetically. 5
v “I do.not care gweatly about the smart.
What borts me is that 1 should have to
aubmit to so degwadin’ a blow, an’ e wnnble
to ‘exact the pwopah wepawation for my
wounded honah!” answered Gussy,

Then he sank into the armchair, and bid
his faee in his hands.
. Blake -and Herries and Dighy looked at one
another, feeling very uneasy.

:45

Not one of the three would have taken that

blow quite in the same way as Arthar
Augustus took it. They would bave heen
angry 3 they might have meditated vengeance
but they would not have talked aboub their
wounded honour, or have felt themselves dis-
graced.

But they knew that the feeling of disgrace
was very real and painful to Gussy.

It would hardly be too much to say that
each of the three felt that he would rather
have had that blow himself than have had
Gussy take it.

U We'll get even with the old ruffian!”
snapped Blake.

“Rather!” said Dig warm
“He's beyond the giddy

1y.
limit!” growled

us spoke without removing his
Lands {rom his face.

“I beg, deah Loys, that vou will welwain
fwom any such attempt!” he said wearily.
*I vewy much feah that Kildare has already
involved himsel in ‘twouble on my account ;
an’ T do not wish anyone else whatevah to
suffah for me.”

““1t's old Selby who's going to suffer, not
Us.  Confound the old hunks!” growled
Herries.

“How did Kildare get mised up in it?”
asked Blake,

“He saw-the blow stwuck, an’ he told Sclbay
vewy plainly indeed what he thought of him
Kor it,” replied Arthur Augustus.

“food for him !” exclaimed Digby.

“1 am gfwald ¢hab it will not be at all good
for him in the long wun, Dig! Selbay 1s a
wervengeful old ‘beast!”

“Oh, bub he can't do anything to Kildare!”
said Blake confidently. g

Gussy doubted, He was quite worried about
Kildare—almost as much as hie was worried
about the injury €0 his honour—or, rather,

%o hig pride.

“Qustavus,” sald Blake, “you're all wrong.

1D there's any Injury to anyone's honour, ib's
to Selby’s, and gven to talk about Selby's
honour sounds ‘pretty silly. You might as
well talk of Baggy ‘Trimble's!  ¥You have
mothing at all to bo ashamed of.”

But Gussy conld net gee ib-in that light, and
Fup PENNY PortLak.—XNo, 23,

Tessness’ to do him any |

e went out disconsolate, leaviug his chuwms
behind  him tb concert reprisals against the

1 Third Form tyrant.

Megnwhile, in the domaln where the sway
of that tyrant was most fully fely and most
complétely hated--the fhird Form: room—
Wally was explaining to his chums what had
fiappened. -

“The old HMup wouldn’t belicve me!” he
said hotly. " “I didn't know who spiit the ink;
i don’t know now, matter of that!”

M Young Butt did it!” said Reggie Manuers.
“It was quite an accident. But Selby never
wonld have believed that, and Buttercup did
& bunk. [ dou't blame him,” ] .

“I don't. either,” agreed Wally. “But it's
pretty rotten for any Form to be saddied
with " o master  like Belbhy, who's got no
more notion of fair play than--thau—oh. than
an old cow!”

“Not so much?” said Hobbs.

“1 say, though; it's rough about
wmajor, Wally!” said ¥rank Levison.

“Well, I might say it served him right for
butting in!” replied Wally. “Bu I won't.
Old Gus isn't half a bad sort, though he is
2 goft, silly ass. And I don't think so badly
of him for bufting in on my account, because
Kildare did the same thing on his, and every-
one knows that Kildare don’t often go far
wrong.”

““Kildare's a brick!” said Curly Gibson.
“An’ so say all of us!” Joe Frayne said.
“Question is;,.what are we going to do to

geb even with the old beast? We aren’t going

Y0 ‘put up with this sort of thing from him

much longer!” said Jamesou, the one Naw

House fag among the seven.
“Oh, he didn’t hurt me a lot!”
“He did “your  major, though!”

Leyison said. -

“Yes, he did; and I'm game to zet home
on-him for that. But I can’'t stop to talk
about it just now; I've got to see to Kil-
dare's tea,” replied Wally. i

The rest had similar duties to perform
for their various fagmasters; and they dis-
persed.” But the mind of each of the septet
was busy with schemes to get even with Mr.
Selby.

Wally found. Darrel with Kildare, and the
two senlors had evidently been talking about
the aftair. ¢

“I rather fancy that Selby will find himself
called upon to resign if this sort of thing

your

zoes on much longer,” Darrel was saying.

“He was in the black books over that Levison
minor bizney, though it was hushed up more
or iess. It’s an open seeret that he was
brutally unjust to the kid,”

“Abem!” coughed Wally.

Wally fancled that The two seniors would
not care to have him overhear what they were
saying. Wherefore Wally coughed,

He was wrong, it appeared, for Kildare said
at one

“We were discussing the frouble haif an
hour ago, young 'un. How did it arise?”’

“Buttercup spilt ik over Selby's desk—ib
Wwas an acecident, though;” Wally answered.
“Selby made up his mind it was me who did’
it, and came after me with a cane. Called
to me to come back; but it.sounded a bit
too much like, * Dilly, dilly, dilly, come and
be killed? I wasn't having any, unot that
way. 80 he came after me some more; and
I didn't feel like bolting from the beggar.
Then Gussy barked up, and got it in the
neck. And then you came along, Kildare, so
you know the rest!” i

“H'm! Strikes me yowd better go care-
fully with that gentleman, kid,” suid Darrel.

“It’s no go!” replied Wally. “Not a scrap
of use thinking you can keep on -the right
side of the old Hun just by behaving yourself.
And I'm not so jolly keen on being ‘a saint,
either.”

“I've noticed that.” Kildare said drily.

Then Wally went about the important busi-
ness of getting tea for the two prefects, and
the conversation dropped.

THE THIRAD CHAPTER.
Kildars’s Cousin.
6 '8 all ready, Kildare!” said Wally.
The skipper and his chum drew
their chairs to the table, and Wally
departed. ‘

“Now, what's the trouble, Tirie?” asked
Darrell.

“It isn’t cxactly trouble—at least, it isn't
my trouble,” replied Eildare. “And I don’t
know that I should have teld anyone—even
you—but that I wan} advice.”

“You've coms to the right shop,” said
Darrel. “My superior brand of wisdom i3
well known, and always on tap.”

“I don’t care aboubt your wisdom, if any!”

said Waliy. |
Frank |

Kildare rejoined, smiline. =1t counts -fog
more to be sure of your sympathy.” .
“That you may alwgys rely upon, otd man,®
Darcel said. i . .
“Did T over tell you about my cousin—
the one who ran away froin home?”
“¥ou don’t mean Micky, do vyou? Never
heard -that he did that, but shouwldn't  be

particularly surprised at anything he did, .

Erratic pup, Micky, though one of the best.”

“Not Micky; this is a girl. She belongs &6
my mother's side of the {amily. Had a oraze
for the stage, and bolted because her people
wouldn't let her go it for it.” 3

“I see; like lots more. Did you know el
well?”

“Oh, yes! She's some years older tham 1
at, ‘but we were very chummy. Well, she
bolted, and for quite a long time mne one
knew where she had got to, Nobedy who
matters knows now—except me!” :

“Do you mean that yon've kept up coin-
munic¢ations with her?”

“No, George, Bubt I've found her!”

“Where?”

“8he's playing a part in a tevue thing—
*Lights Down," or some such title—ab the
Wayland Lmpire this week.” o

Kildare teddened a little as he said that.
The Waylapd Empire was not a music-hail
of the highest type, and it was plain that he
did not .care to think of his pretty cousin
there. &

“Well, she would hardly appear to have
progressed far on her road of stage fame,”
Darrel replied. "y %

There was no sarcasm in his fone, bub Kil-
dare winced at the words. .

“I feel that,” he said. “I'w sure she had n
notion of anything so. small as an unim-
portant part in a third-rate revue at a tenth-
rate provincial music-hall. But she’s proud,
and .she wouldn't go back heme and confess
fatlure.” =

“¥ou've scen bor, T suppose?”

“No, T haven't. Only her portrait, with
others, outside the Empire. And that was by
the merest chance. I dou't often glance at
the place. I've no particular use for the
usual music-hall twaddle; but I rather cotton
to revues, and 1'd seen this one billed.”

“She’s not playing in her own name, I take
itor

“No. Her name is Nina Dalgleish, but on
the bills she figures as Nora Graeme.”

“You haven't seen her, Eric, and the lady
whose portrait .you have seen doesn't hear
her name. Are you absolutely sure of the
identification?” said Darrel.

“There can't be any mistake. It's Nina,
cight enough. And T must see her, 61 course.
Equally, of course, I can't give Ler away:
and 1 don't think therc’s any chance of per-
suading her to go back home. Altogether, I
don't quite know what to do about it. I
dor't even kuow how to get at her!”

“That ought to be casy caough,” Darrel
replied. “The man at the stage-door— -

“Would he? That's one of the. things I
hate about the whole bizney. If any howling
cad can zet the address of a girl for halt-a-
crown or so, the girls must get a lot of per-
secution. And Nina—oh, she’s scli-reliant,
and a=hle to takc carc of herself, and ail
that! But she's never been used o that
kind of thing.”

1 wasit't going to suggest that yon should
geb the address from the fellow,” said Darrel.

*What, then?”

“Write a note to her, and ask the fellow
to deliver it when she comes along.  Vou
needn’t go to the Bwmpire except o deliver
the note. The pizez is out of bounds, of
course.”

The 8. Jim’s authorities did not at all
approve of the Ewmpire at any time, and
quite iately it had been put oub of bounds
for the whcie school, owing fo am esecapade
on the part of three or four of the black
sheep among the juniors. -

“Yes, there's that in it,” Kildare said. «g
forgot that when I stopped fp look at the
photos. I suppose I was breaking rules then.
Well, T've got to Dbreak them agaip, and
that’s all there is to it. And I'm going to see

-4 the show at least once. I wanb fo see the

sort of thing Nina's doing, though I don't
expect to like secing her do it.”

*“You hadn't thought of asking me to go
with you, by any chancc?” said Darrel.

“Matter of fact, I had thought of if,
but—-"

“L'il come!”

“1 say, old top—" X

“Ull come, I tell you. Scc here, Kildare,
neither of us Is the sort of fellow who gets
sny change out of breaking tules simply
hecause they are rules. Without being
Pharisees, we kuow that we have a decend
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' You can have the tickets, and welcome,’”’ said Wi, Weeks.  Thanks very much,” said Kildarve, as the tickels

changed hands. (See Chapter 3j,

standard to live up to. But this is a very
special case. ¥You can’t explain matters to
the Head or Railton, I suppose, and get
special permission?”

“% could, but ¥ should bate it1”

"3 uonderstand. So should I in your place.
Well, I always count on you through thick
and thin for anything that epe feHow can
do for another, And I shouldn't do that
witheut being willing to stand by you, as I
know you are to stand by me. So I mean to
come.”

“Thanks, old man! I won't say ‘Don’t
come!” for ¥ shouldn’t mean ib.”

“Xo good saying it, anyway. I mean to
came, unless you tell me I'm buiting in,
Nothing but that would chokc me ofi.”

Hildare looked at his watch.

“We might go over this evening,” he said.

Considerable latitude was allowed the Sixth
ab St. Jim’s. They had preparation to do,
naturally, bubt they were not tied down to
stated hours for it, and it was nothing out
of the way for amny prefect to spend an
evening out. :
. Eildare and Darrell got their bikes and
started off, As they mountcd ab the gates
Mr. Selby passed in, and scowled blackly

.. 2% Eildare.

“Daesn’t Toak at all pleasant,” remarked
Darrel. “He would do you a nasty turn if
be eould, my bey.”

1 don’t doubt it. But I really don't see
how he can do ib. By the way, I suppose
it’s true thalt he caught out Racke and

that. crowd of young blackguards, and got,

the Empire put on the black list?”

“% believe .it’s correct. But the plsce was
really on the black list before that. By the
way, Brig, I'l discreetly rwetire if you can
get ab your cousin for a talk.”

" “You won't, old fellow! There’s no uced
at all for that.” :
“You're mot cven the leos
the-world in love with hery”

st litile. bit in

and she was particularly nice to me.

Rildare Jaughed—a ringing, heart-whole
laugh.

“1 should have blushed if I'd been asked |

thad question when I was about fifteen,” he
answered frankly. “I fancied myself so then.
Nina was eightcen or more, and no end nischc,

e
never treafed me like a kid, and I thought
mysel! quite the man. But I know better
10w, I’d do anything for Nina, hut I'm not

“That’s all right, then,” said Darrel. “It
would rather complicate things if you were,”

They rode fast over the moor in the glorious
summer: evening, -and reached Wayland some
time hefore the second performance ab the
Empire was due to start.

Long queues were waiting outside the doors
for the cheaper seats, and Kildare was told
upon inquiry that all the more expensive
ones had been booked in advance.

The two seniors looked at onc another when
thiey heard that. .

They did mot fancy waiting in a queue
for a long time in the heat, and there seemed
no other way. .

But just them a tradesman in the town
whom Kildare knew slightly, came up and
spoke to the girl ad the box-office.

“Yes, Mr. Weeks,” ghe said, “I can take
vour tickets back i you like. But I can’t
exchange them for geats cither to-morrow or
Wedngsday; we'ts booked full up for both

in love with her”

' days.”

“Weil, the missus and I simply can’t come
to-night, so if you will take {hem back, Miss

Spedwell—-"

“There is mo nced to trouble the young
fady at all in the matter, if you are willing

1o dispose of Jour tlckets to me, Mr, Weeks;,”
 Klldare said, in his clear, well-bred voice.

“Oh, it's you, Br. Kildare, is it?" re-
turned Weeks, “I didn’t sge you, though i&

iew’s more than half en hour ago I was’

rou. Those boots you ordered

thinking of 5
bis afternoon, and o pair for

¢ame along

one of the St Jim’s masters, too. You ecan
have ‘the iickets, and weleome, and I hope
you'll enjoy the show, They do say that it’s
the best thing they’ve had at the Empire
thistyear, though I'm nof sure that's saying
a lot”

_ Mp. Weeks was a talkative man, interested
in everyone else’s business, though he did nof
neglect his own. It did nod occur to Kildare
that this trait of hig was lilely to have
any effect vpon his own fortunes, bub so iy
was to prove. .

“Thanks, very much,” gaid Kildare, The
$ickets changed haads, and the two prefects

assed on, and werg ushered into seats in
he third row from the footlighis.

RMr. Weeks went back to his shop. He had
had an impatient note from ithe master alf
8t Jim’s who was awaiting the arrival of
hoots ordered only that morning; and the
master in question happened to be Mr. Seiby.

It ecrossed the mind of Mr. Weeks that i¥
would be as well to let 3r. Selby know ab
ones that the. boots had arrived. So he
rang up St Jim’s, and was speedily in com-
munication with the tyrant of the Third.

“Your boots liave come, sir,” he said, after
the usual preliminaries.

“It is rcally about time they did come,
Wecks,” answered the acid volce of the St
Jim’s master.

“Don’t I know it, sir? Bub it's not my
fauld, troly. No man i3 more anxicus 1o
oblige his customers than Walter Weeks. I'd
go out of my way to-do it any time. And,
as % hagpened, I had a chancc of doing
& 8t. Jim’s young gentleman-—or, rather, two
St. Jlw’s young gentlemen—a service to-night,
ltho!}’gll perhaps it's hardly worth mention-

Mr. Seiby, the receiver o ope car, pricked
up the other. Only a senior could legiti-
“miately be 2t Wayland. during tbhe cvemiigy
gnd the Third Porm-master remembered tq
have seen Kildare and Darrek start out,
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#Inde2d?” he said interrogative

Blr. Weeks, dearly loving a g
@ver the 'phone, replicd:
. I happeéned to mcet M. Kildars ond:
another of your elder young gentlemen at the
Empire booking-office. They were just boing
gsurngd awny—every seat in the best part of
the house taken. But 1 let them have two
tickets I happened to have, and made thom
guite happy.”

Aht Very interesting, I' sure, Weeks,”
ré-fu'rn!:d Mr. Selby coldly, “Good-night to
youl”

He hung up the receiver, and rubbed his
“hands in unboly joy. .

He bad never dreamed of
ciance of sucl o handle againg
this.

D, eYER

gsetting  the
¢ Kildure as

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
A Row.

83 OW do you do, Selby?” said Mr.
Rateliff, of the New House, with .

cold politeness.
There was no love lost between
hese two—possibly becaunse they were too
mitch tike to get on well together, -

I have just le,)*rned, Rateliff, that two
St. Jim's seniors dre at the Empire Busic-
Hail_at Wayland this evening.” said the
-masfer of the Third, in tones that trembled
with suppressed excitement.

“Have you? It {3 very wrong of them.
T trust neither belongs to my House,” re-
turned Mr. Ratelift. '

“No. Kildare is one of them.”

“1 am not surprised. I have never enter-
tained the high opinion of Kildare thas
Holmes 2ud Railton appear to hold.”

“And Darrel i3 the other.”

At that Mr. Ratelii’s face changed, and his
!ﬁpgers bent nervously upon the table before
sim.

He hated Darrel. He had no just cauves
ﬂqr it Darrel bad hehaveil gencrously fto
him, But it is not safe to he generous to
men of the type of Meassrs, Relby and Rat-
clif. They are quite capable of hating any-
one for putting them under an cbligation.

Ir. Selby knew that old story, and he
rlayed upon his knowledge with some cupning.

“I feel myself concerned in this matter,
Rateliff,” he said, “As you are aware, I
eaught out sgme of the juniors visiting that
place of il fame. That fact naturally gives
me an interest-in the matter which possibly
you do not ghare. Bubt I knew you to be
zealous for discipline and the good name
of &b Jim’s, whereas Linton and Lathowm
always appear to me-lukewarm' as-concerns
anything of the kind: and Railton would
overlook anything that yonng Kildare dld.”

“You suggest, Selby—-"

“That you should accompany we fo Way-
Yand, if it will mot be froubling you toc
greatiy.”

“I can hardly refuse a rtaquest
that,” satd Mr. Rateliff,

“L will ring up for ‘a trap frem Ryl
combe,” said the Third Form-master. © There
is no train that quite suits us. We might
walk to mect the trap.”

They started out within ton minutes, hoth
no end keen and no end spiteful.

The revue at the Empire was
and the packed audience we
ing applause when the two masters res
the vestibule.

“1 will get tickets, Rateliff,” saj
felby.  “No doubt you, like mysels,
and disapprove of entertalnments of thi
But X think vou will agree with me that it
i5 pecessary we shonld witness it, i oply
that we may jodge for ourselves of it
;:{xqrggter—%hic‘u I'expeet to be anything but
high.

Mr, Rateliff merely grunted.

“But, really,” BMr.  Rateliit b
colleague say to the girl in the
“it is quite absurd to say that v annot
enter! This is, T belicve, a place of public
entertainment?”
: unds as if it was to-night, doesn's
d the girl, with a smile which Mr, Selby
red a gheeky grin. “They secem to

such as

t. But it’s no use my taking your
woney, There isu't even standing-room any-

where in the house.”

“Nonsense!” breathed Mr. Rateliff in the
car of Mr. Selby. “Tell her that we simply-
ingist upon admitbance! It is not as men-
bers of the general public as are heve, you
know.” 2

“By good young woman, we really mush
gh in,” said Mr. Sclby. “W¢ have o duty.to
pecform.”
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L said.

“the situation,” said Mr. Selby crossly.

SYou—yowre not plain-clobhes' police, are

you?” asked Miss Spedwell, looking rather

“Poohi!  Pish! Pshaw!
sortt” replied Mr. Selby; while Mr.
cliff fooked like a ruffied turkey-cock.

“¥t is not a very striking testimony to
tho character. of this place that apparently
visits from the plain-clothes’ police are
among the -things expected here,” said the
master of the New House unpleasantly.

The girl tossed her head.

“That sort of talk won't get you in.” she
“I must send for the manager, I sup-
pose, as I can’t convince you. Robert, fetch
Mr, Qeel” .

An attendant went off at once, and the two
masters walted between anger and nervous-
ness. They did not like the turn affairs had

| atarmed.

Rat-

taken, bul they were not disposed to pive

in.
Mr. Gee came—a florid individual of the
bumptious type. . X
“What's this ¥ hear?” he said, taking an’
immense cigar out of his mouth and throw-
ing all around him an aroma of whisky ande
tobacco. . .
“These gentlemen insist on going in,” said
Miss Spedwell. . X
“They may insist till they go green in
the face,” said Mr. Gee politely. “There's
no room for them.”

“gBuat, my good sir, you do not undcrsta‘;\d

“We

are not here in the capacity of ordinary
vigitors., We have come to fetch out two
seniors from §t. James’ School who have
no right to be here.” .

% Has anyone been let in to-night without
paying, Katie dear?” asked Mr. Gee.

“No, Mr. Cee,” answered the girl, tossing
her head. .
“Then the-two young blades from 8t. Jim's
have as good a right here as anyone else,
and I don’t see what the two old birds from
the same show have to complain about.”

Mr, Selby glared at Mr. Gee. Mr. Rat-
cliff did likewise. Mr. Gee, however, seemed
uite unperturbed by the double glare. He
olded his big arms, cocked his cigar at a
defiant angle in his mouth, and stared at the
two masters as if he neant to stare them
out of countenance.

‘:;fYou do not understand!” snapped Mr. Rat-
ciiff,

“Oh, don’t 1? Very kind of you fo en-
lighten my ignorance, I'm sure!” replied Mr.

ee,

“This place—""

“I am under. the impression thab I, was

explaining, Sethy!”
That's right, old dears! Both of you
gabble at once. I'm dead sure to be put
wise in no time ‘then!” said the affable Mr.
Gee, winking at the girl.

“Will you leave this to me, Rateliff?”

“1 gee no sufBicient reason for doing o, Mr.
Selby. You desired my company hither, and
I refused to be thrust into the background,
raore egpeclally as my authority is senior to
yours!”

“That's right, old gamebirds! Go it! Il
hold your coats when it comes to punching!”
chortled the manager.

“You low fellow!” roared Mr. Ratcliff.

“What! Low feller, am 1?7 snorted Alr,
e .
iis place has heen—-"
“Put out of hounds hy——"
“The St. James’ authorities. Tt is—"

_ Thus far the two masters'had got, breaking
in upon one another to get their ¢xplanation
made even to so small an extent.

They were allowed to get no farther. Dlr
Gee was bristling with rage now. .
“@et out 'of this, quick!” he hooted. “Put

oup of bounds, has it? Not good enough for
vou sanetimonious, long-faced old kangaroos,
ain't #? And you think that I'd help you
to eatch two young sportsmen who hold
different views, do you? Just you get out, or
'l kick you outi”

“This person has been drinking, Mr. Rat-
clift!” sard Mr. Selby, in his severest tones.

“You are right, Mr, Selhy. Considering the
imporsance of our mission, I am not sure that
we ought to invoke the aid of the police.”

It was the merest bluff, of course; and
neither of the two masters had the slightest
chance of blufiing successfully the manager
of the Wayland Empire.

But he was furious at the attempt.

“Put these two old skrinshankers out,
Robert " he reared. : .

The attendant advanced, grinning.

“You darc to lay a finger on me!” snorted
My, Selby, :

“0Or on me!” rasped Mr. Ratelifft.

Sont Pood vound with fingers, Dobert.

Nothing of the
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Take rour number ¢levens £o fhem!” howled
(r. Gee. - z VL7
“Y say, sir, there will be tronble, you

know ! said the girl warningly. “I date sy

they will go quietly if they are asked.”

“We shall do nothing of the sort?” ;

“It would be a dereliction of duty cn our
part to—

“Phere's going to be no whad-d'ye-calium of
duty on my part, anyway!” sheuted the ..
manager. “I'ra boss here, and I won't have
loafers about the place! Out with them, =
Robert, or take a week's notice!”

“Out you go, an’ you, too!” bawled Bobert,
clutching at the pair. !

They shrank from him. :
If&Feliow, how dare you?” shrieked Mr. Rat-
cliff,

“Let me warn you—— TYoooop!” exclaimed
Mr. Selby.

Robert, anxious at the prospect of the sack,
had completely lost paticnce. He had Me.
Selby by the collar, and had only just missed
getting his colleagune.:

At this moment the swing-door whith led
into the anditorium 'was pushed open. from
inside, and Kildare and Darre! emerged.

“Oub with youl” shouted Robert. And he
gave Mr. Selby a lusty shove that sent him
floundering on hauds and knees.

“1 say, you know, that won't do!" enapped
Kildare. - :

“Oh, won't it?” sueered BMr. Gee. “Perhaps
you'll think differently, my lord, when you
hear that these are two cops in plain ¢lothes
from your schoel come to run you 'in for
having the wickedness to patromise this havus
of sin?”

“We nre not geing fo have them tonched
by you or any of your men,” said Darrsl,
quietly.

£
it

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Flat Defiance !

ILDARE and Darrel were glad that
the revue constituted praectically th
whole pregramme for the evening
It beman with a sceue whieh repre-

sented Piccadilly Cireus in war-time, with
lights subdued to war-time standard; and in
this first scens *Miss Nors Graeme” did oot
figure.

She had a title-role, thoungh her part was
uot among the most important.  Kildare
watched eagerly for her to come up, and
was plainly imy nt when the curtain went
down without hi 1z her.

But the second scene—the Brighton frong at
sunset—brought her very speedily upon the
stage. :

“Thera she 131" Dbrenthed Xildare, in the
ear of Darrel.

“8he's a charming girl!” answered Darrell

There was no doubt about that,  Nina
Dalgleish, with her wealth of Titisn - red
hair, needed no wig, and the aids of grease-
paint and the like were aparvingly employed
by her,

She had 2 song to sing, and she sang it veey
sweetly and effectively. 1t had a catehy
chorus, aud, after the first verae, the ladg in
the gallary were on to it. As they roaregd it
out the girl ceased to sing for a moment,
and her eyes swept the anditorivm,

“She's seen youli' said Darrvel.

Nina Dalgleish had given a starf, and a
sudden light of glad recogaition had #ooded
her face. Then that face chaunzed, and she
looked almost frightenzd. )

She had been delighted for the moment {a
see her cousin Erie—~thera cowld be no doubt
about that. Buby next moment she had re-
membered what his seeing her might measn.

It was not wonderful that she should reeog
nise him at once. 8he knew that he was at
8t. Jim's, only a few miles from Wayland;
and the handsoniz, cléan-cut face of Kild
was the kind of face apt to stand out fro
those around it.

DBiss Graeme went on with her sonz. At ths
end of it there was a dance by the chorus,
and then sha vapnished from the sbtage, and

o

m

two comic characters came on. What fol
lowed was really fuanay. It mads’ the

audience roar with Jaughter. But Kildare
seareely heard o word of it.

The curtain fell again, and before it went
up for the third scene an attendant made her
way to Kildare and slipped a notg into his
hand. g

He had just tiree to read the few words the
note contained befors thd Hzbts were lowered
again.

“Dear Eric,—So you have found me ouf.

RBub I know you won't give me away—we

were always good friends, vou and I.  Come

round to the stage-door at aboud fem o'c¢lock,

and ¥ will meet you there. - ;
“Yours, NINL" -
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“Bhe wants me tosce her ab the stage-door,
‘JPOX‘gL * said Kildare.

L0y »es' T expected that!" replied Darrek

“ww ‘Kildare could settle down to some
interest in the stage. There was nothing in
ihe least object‘ionable in "Lights Down!”
‘He was giad to note that. © Nipa's people
conld hardly have minded ‘much her appear-
ce in such a piece—frothy and empty
spough, but clean and really humorous—apart
Srom their dislike to her f figuring on the stage
ade all.

Hildare was possibly the least infcrested of
all the hundredi there in the play as such.
6 him the play was not the thing; ail that
Bis waited for was the. appearances ‘of Nora
raeme,

Watching bim now and then, Drarrel won-
déred whetner the boyish love which his ehum
Had confessed s0 frankly as a thing past and
* had not reawakened into life. One fu,ﬁ
; obvious—Kildare was very fond of his
pretty cousin.

“Ahout time I Ueaud out,’
& bit.

“It’'s ouly a quarterdo
Barrel, glancing at his watebh.
‘¥ don't w ‘lv*t- to keep her wa
Heddn’t come, old fellow!”

“0Oh, Fm going whe
promise 3 won't butt .

They got vp when the curtain fell again,
i \ms phuu that the revue would net
he over by ten; but no doubt Nina Dalgleish
wag aware that at that hour she would have
time for a brief imterview with her cousin.

‘Then, making their way out, they ran full
into the {rouble in which Messts. Rateliff and
Selby had managed to involve themselves,

Mr. Gee snorted when Darrel said that he
and his comrade fully intended to stand

' he said, after

yet,”  answered

g, You

do! But I

You

”

hetween the two masters and any violence
aifered them.
That was undersiandable, for Mr. Gee was

Yer

rathy, and he felt that the S, Jim's
seiIOrs ourrut, rather to be on bis side than
U)dt of the sour pair of kill- -joys.

But there seemed no sufficient reason for
mc snort. whiel Mr. Ratelif” veuted or for
the sneer upon the unpleasant countenance
of Mr. Selby.

The Third Form master had quickly picked
himself up. He moved a step or two now,

and made ag if to' lay a hend on the sleeve

of Kildare, &
flushing hot]y.

gents may consiqer your-

S

‘Kildax'e drew back,
“You two young
selves under arrest,” jeered Mr. Qee. “C
and C.Bs after that is vours, T rather fancy

“I don’t care to discuss that or anything
with you!” replied Kildare, with eool hauteur.

“You will have no opportumty for discus-
sion!” snapped Mr. Selby. *“You will both
veturn with Mr. Rateliff and m\ 1f at onee,
and answer to the He‘d for this ixagzram
defiance of ‘ulcs"’

Kildare looked him sme"ht in the face.

“I shall do nothing of the kind, sir!” he

said resolutely, “\ou will report me if you
Lhome and 1 have no doubt that you will
choose to do &o. . But I do not admit thatl you
have over me zmv such antherify as'jusiifies
the demand that I should allow you to take
me back as if I had becn guilty of some
eriminal action!”

It was for himself only that Kitdare spoke:
bub he had complni\. certainty that Darret
would be with him,

And Darrel wase, :

“¥ agree with Eildare,” he said quietly.
“IWe do not deny having bheen guilly
hreach of rules.  We may or may not be
able to convince Dr. Holmes and Mr. Raition
thai} we had 'sufﬁciey:}lt cxcuse; but we do not

"II you have any use at all, T insist
npon hearing it, Darrel!” said ‘/h. Ratehiff,
in his most acid tones .

Darrel did not replv.

“Come o, Kildarg!” he said.
bis chun’s arm,

“Better take these t\m old hans of hones
with you,” said Mr., Gee politely. “The dust-
cart won’t eall to-pight, and I ecan’t have
them around till morning!”

The two prefects did not angwer that. The
masters only answered it hy looks of con-
centrated wrath —

d out of the

And he took

Kildare and Darrel 1)‘{
vestibule, and Mr, Selby and Mr. Rateliff
followed then:, ; . X
It was not exact situation

for Kildare. Iun a. Bt cousin.
would he at the sm"e ‘door tosee hira, ﬂnd‘
he did not want the magters £ spy upon’
their meeting. But it seemed likely ‘that Mr.
Setby and 7 Ratclift would - prove hy e
moeans easy to get rid of,

" releasing
M é

Darrel made attempt {o come to. the
rescue.

“Come as far as the corner of the stre
ond then dodge hack while I hurey on, E
be whispered. “1f we've any Juck they may
follow me.”

It was the best he could do for Lis chum;
and a few months earlier the dodge might
have been worked. But the street§ of W&}“

air

land were better lighted now,’
They were round the corner only three or
four j,'uds_ in advance of the two. sleuth-

hounds, Kilda
such & strat
way. Darrcl
o1k,

It was no go! A {few words hefween the
two masters—words which - Kildare gid not
catell—and - Mr. Ratelifi hurried on aller
Darrel; while Mr, Selby halted,

I\Huaro came out at once.

“Are you spying upon me, sivi”

hating, the neeessity - for
m, stepped back into a door-
increased his pace,- and passed

he asked.

e )ymg? The very suggestion of such a
thing . is flagrant Dmpertincnce, ‘Kildgare!”

snapped the master.

“Is it of any use ai all t() speak to you
as one gentleman to another?” asked Kildare.

His Dot Irish blood was up. . The prefects
of St. Jim's were not used to heing dogged
in this mavver; and the fact that he was
actually breaking rvles did not help
to endure it with patience,
_“I'decline to diseuss anything with mu on
terms of equality [* rasped Mr. Selby,

“As there i3 no teason to suppose that you
have the feelings of a gentleimnn, I cap see
that that would he diffcult!” returned Kil-
dare. “But [ will speak out plainly nhcthcr
you like it or not. I am about o Theet a
tady, and I have no wish for your company!”

“What! You telf me to my face that you
have the asadacity to make appointments
with painted Jezebels!™ hissed the' master,

“Be c‘uefm, or you way get Hurt! There
is no question of palnted Jezebels, and 1 will
not allow any lady of ﬂquamtance to be
ealled by names vf that sorb!. . I is true
that the appointment I have is with a girl
who is playing in the revue here to-night:
hut she is entitled to as much respeet as any
lady in all the land!” '

“Pshaw! Tmt is absurd!
fatuation for——-7

“Y have already warncd von fo be care-
ful, Mr. Setby! You may say what you
please about me, but I will not have that
lady traduced!”

The anger ju Wildarc's voice had its effect

A Doyish in-

upen Mr. Selhy, who wes ne hero at the
hest. :
He choked down the. words Tie had been

about to speak, and it was i & mikder tone
th-lt he said:

“You must surely sece for rourself, Rxludm
that ¥ camnot allow——

“¥ don‘ty for T don’t sce what eoncern you
can Dosmblv have in the umttet" snapped
the Captain of St. Jim's.

“I refuse to allow——-:"

“You arent asked! And if T bud you
dogging me it will be the worse Tor you!”

And with that Kilduve. swung round and
walked quickly away.

But hie bad enly a few yvards to go. Mr.
Selby stood irresciube for o matter of hali a

' minnte or so, and then followed him,

Miss Dalgleish was already waiting at the
stage door, wrapped in & rain-coat.

“Oh, Eric!” she said, and she took both
of his hands in hers. “No, you prustn’$ kiss
me—I'm all made-up. vou know!”

“I'I risk that, Nipat!” replied Kildare
readily. 5 ¢

And his face was ol
harsh tones of Mr. Selby
their ears.

“Really !
~—astonisited—-disgusted!
once, and leave me to

to hets when the
s voice broke in upon

Good gracious me! I am shocked
Kitdare. depart at
ason with this mis-

gnided young woman, Wio, I am sure, docs
not

“Qlear off! - Geb out! Go, if you want to
go alive!” cried Hildare hotly. i

He turned furiously upon the master, Lands
cienched, eyes bl \g.

“¥ must msist—— Ow! You darc! Yow!”

Kildare’s strong hands had seized Mr. Selby
by the collar, and that gentlewan found -
self b ing treated muoh ag & rat is treated
by a terrier. Hig tecth mn!y uttl(‘d by
Wildare shook him,

“Now will you
hinn
Selby stagger
Xnu shall repent for this!

“¢h, T dare, say ‘dnn will
“trouble as you can make out of it,”

snapped the skmpu:‘,

g hard,

. place altogether than bave to submi

Kildare®

L
bo fas much:
cered
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Kildare contemptuously,
any . limit to the trouble there
don’t elear owt, for I'm dashed |
any more from you!?

“Very well--very well, indeed?
shall hear of this at once!” ;

And Mr. Selby stamped off, fuming.

“Eric, I'm gebting you info trouble
the g‘r! ammu«ly “And she worst of |
that it isw’s 2 bit worth while. I can only

Dr. Hulmes

stay anoiher half minute, or I shalt miss my
cue.
round diere ot all.
thing

I euphin’t to bave asked you {o come
But 1 didn't dream of apy-
Hikp this: and it was s0 good, s0 very
to 5de n home face again—especi y
For we were always such good pals

erm youraad 11 .
“ Never ni whout that old sweep?
Kildare, “% u eaw't stuy now oy

you to-morrow—tiat’'s all.  Me
bridge at hali-past twelve, will you -

“I’11 he there, dear boy. Aund--and
te propitiate  that extremely unp!
person i it’s anyway possible!”

“% don’t-think it:.is. Hang old Seiby
fond, of St. Jin's; but U'd sooner cha 3
1o I
Must

bully-ragged and dogzed by him.
really go? Good-night, Nina!”

"Good-mnht Er Don’t—remember
Tl be there
ed the girl.

Neither she nor Kildare guessed '
Selby Lad halted mear enotghs to hear t
appointment made, though it was by nG nedy
a fecling of confidense in the m
of honour that kept Kiidare from
the fact.

But Mr. Seiby heard, and he was not in Um
least likely to forget. He stole away 3
the gloom now, and wlwn Kildare né:
him he had lOl,chﬁ Mr. Ratelit under a lamp
some fifteen yards ov HJ from the door of

ihe
at twelve-thirty sharp,”

ihat \[r‘,
ub

o

| the Empire.

CTHE SIXTH CHAPTER.
. Conspiracies Clash.
ARREL came up o i&xldl.e‘
“Well, old man?” he sald, with &
toueh of anxiety. . X
Kildare shrugged his shoulders,

“I'm sorry that you"\;’c been draggod inlo
this, George,” he said.

“{ wasn'b dragged in,” answered D:v'rf:l
quietly. “And lm not euvt}y sorry 1o he
i i, as you are im i 1” ) i

“I can tell you one thing,” Kildare suid

savagely., “1'm not going to he marched bact
by those two! I'll give the pair of them ﬂm
hottest time they’ve ever had in their 1
before I stand that!”

“and 'm with you. the
told Ratelif that we 1 -
either his authon&y or Seiby’s. Of course, in
the long run we're bound to he hard up
against the fact that the Head must fake
action on any report they lay. But never mriad
that now. Let's be getting on.”

1}1::'1 strode past the two masiers without:
& glance, and wore for the place where they
had put np their bikes.

essrs. Rateliff and Selby glared at one
another. X § i

Even when they were hunting in couples
those two could not feel wny mratual liking
or respect.

“You appear to ha
defied by Kildare, )
House master.

“May I ask whether you hod any ﬂ(atcr

I've already
{0 recognise

e allowed yeursell {0 he
Selby!” zaid the New

guccess in your attemnis to redace Barrel 1‘0
discipline, Mr. Ratelifi?” sneercd hiz edl
league.

AL least I umi ot allow hLim to mech o
brazen hussy
“Whielr wasg dw solely to {be lact that
there was b biazen hussy for him to mret

L take it. 34, hal’

“If you iech “ineliied {o laugh—

“I do not, Ratelift. I take The
view of the condict of those two

“So do F.oo@ consider b is hng,h time St
Jim’s saw thelash of them both.”

The two soured men looked ot one another
again.  Each thought the othcr foghing very
spiteful, and each was glad to see that Took.

« AN, for once we agree, Rateliffil” said My,
Selby. “In-the ixxterebts of digeipline and U’
school generally, I am sure that voun ar
And I bave sometling {o tel you tha
may pmm ¥ lead tor—er—to—er—the bringing
about of what we Loth consider to be for she
be‘t N

. Rateliff 1s

re

very gravest

eucd eagerly as they w
togvtLu‘ ta the gtahle-vard of the Way
Arms, to et their horse and trap.

The two prefects resched 5t
thap balf an 'l
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They had mo inclination to go to bed at
once.  In spite of what Kildare might say as
to his preferring to leave the old school rather
than submit to Mr. Selby's authority, the
skipper was worried—more, perhaps, on
Darrel’s account than en his own.

So they sat and talked over matters in Kil-
dare’s sbudy, and, as was only natural, the
gkipper's wrath cooled somewhat.

“It was rather & pity you bandled him,
Erie,” said Darrel. :

“You're less hot-headed than I am, George.
What do you think I had better do? I'm
not going to apologise to Selby, of course;
and [ mean to meet Nina fo-I00orrow.
necessary U should.” ey

“And, of course, you won't explain to him?"

“1 ean't. It's not my secret.”

“¥ou won't apo.ogise, and you won't ex-
plain: and yet on the whole I think it wmight
be guite 3 useful thing for you to see Selby
to-night, do you know!”

“What on earth for?” asked Kildare.

“To find out what he intends to do. See
here, old man—Selby’s a funk. He can’t be
quite easy in bhis_own mind about his fittle
gamss to-night. We are very distinctly aot
Mr. Selby’s concern; and his spyving on us
was Quite superflupus. You needu't tell him
that; but T think i? he finds you still puiting
a bold front on it, he wmay be choked off
taking any action, whereas if he does not
sce yout again, it's possible be may he as
enough to fancy you're frightened, and that
wouid eucourage him.”

“T belleve you're right,” said Kildare.
go now.”

- He wenf. But Mr. Sclby was pot in &Ll
study. ‘He had not yet returned.

Kildare passed on -upstales. On the way
he saw o gleam of licht from beneath the
door of Mr. Selby's bed-room.

“No harm in cabching him there,” he told
Limself. And he knocked at the deo

Vb had not been fagtened, and it swung
g'owiy open at his tap. )

A glance revealed the fact that ¥r. Selby
was not there. ’

But it al:o revealed more.

Prom beneath the bed protruded a slippersd
foot and part of a pyjamsed leg.

Kildare seized the leg, apd hauled fortl
D’Aﬁ‘{c,&{] lgxinox;. .

‘Halle!” sald the skipper sharply.

“Hallo, Kildarel” ?gplied Wally,
slsei{)ishly. :
- “What are you doing here?”

“Nothing, Kildare.”

“Oh, come off it, you young rip!

1

rather

't not

1] bg: taken in guite so easi that. It
wasn't for nothing you came here.”
0f course it wasn’t.” admitted Wally,

“But T haven't donc anything,
T hayen't!” . )
”‘_‘You will take a hundred lines,” he caid.
‘Tow cub!”

. Wally departed. Kildare was abeut to
follow him when his eyes caught something
which lay on the fHoor. i )

It was a handkerchief, and he picked it
up. A name was marked in one corner—
‘thie name of “George Herries.” )
 Kildare was puzzled. If Hervfes had been
there, ke felt sure that Blake, Dighy, and
D’Arcy major had also been.

But he hagd found Wally there, and he
wag quite cerfain that Wally’s visit was made
gaite independenfly of that made by the
chums of No. 6.
‘Peurth and Third Forms join forces.
C_“It’s no odds to md, though,” muttered
Kildare, “I"think T'll go.” I don’t care-about

waiting fer Selby here.”
_ He bad just”stepped outside the door, Ieay
ing the light on, when: lie heard footsteps in
the next passage, and a monient later Mr
®elby came round the corner.

Rildare stood still awhere he was fill the
raster camp up.

Mr. Seiby staved at him in proncuncedly
hostile fashion. ; .

“I wanted to see you,.sir,” gald the cap-
inin of 8t Jim's. -

“Oh, indeed! You havs come, I presume,
to apologise?”

“1 waiit_to know what you intend to do”
answered Kildare.

to keep any nofc ¢
i

_He did his b £
deflance out of his volce, but there was
very conciliatory in it.

G
certainly nothing
» I shall not tell you, Kildare!”
“Yery well, sivf 1 suppése I might have
expected thaat answer.” E :
Apd Kildare turned to go.

Et7s!

Honest Injun,:

Very seldom indeed did.

THE PENNY POPULAR—Every

"Ope moraent?” rapped out  Bir.
“Are you responsible -for that?” -
He pointéd to -the bed. : :

For what?' asked Kildare, entirely fail-
ing for the momeat to understand.

But then he saw that the bed was not in
2 normal condition, When Mr. Selby, with
a dramatic gesture, whipped down the clothes,
he ‘wag nob surprised to see o fivsterate apple-
pie bed.

There were web spomges in it, and hair-
brushes, and nettles, and thorny twigs. 'Alto-
gether it was just the kind of bed that a
large majority of the people under the roofl
of §t. .Jim's would have liked to think of
Mr. Selby's fying upon. o

Y am" surprised—astounded—-at you, Kil-
dare!” snapped the master.

“If you imagine me guilly of a chitdish
trick like thab,” returned Kildare, *I must
sy I'm rather surprised at you, sir.”

“Then you did not do 1697

“f . most cerbainly did notl”

“Have vou any idea who did?”

Kildare thought of Herries’ handkerchief,
and- feld that-he had quite a definite idea
28 to who had done the thing.

“f have a sspicion,” he admitted,

“Have you ssen anyone here?” snapped Mr.
selby.

«Yeu ‘

“Who was i3

«i peally don't care to say, sir, as I don’d
n tue least believe that the junler I saw
‘as responsible for whab has been done.”

“Hi! A boy in my Form. of course?”

“I would rathier not say.”

“Wildare, it would be very mucit - more
wting that you should attend to tiie disci-

Jlinary duties confided to you than.-that you

# Selbyf

should waste your time at- Wayland in——

But I will say no more about that. I expect
you to punish the junior or juniors who did
this. Do you hear?”

Ho pointed to the bed as he spoke.

“Very well, sir,” reptied Kildare.

“You will punish them $0-mOITow MmOTRIRg,
and report to me, Kildare,” gaid the master,
almost tricmplantly.

“Very well, sir,”

He went, 4

“The Hunnigsh old tyrant!” he murmured.
“If he can got me ked or deposed, he
will, and he'd enjoy having my- last act
of autherity as capbain the punishmeny of
kids that I like. e can- always geb at
young Wally and the rest on some excuse,
50 he foses nothing. Well, I'm not keen on
punishing Blake & Go; but  the -young
rascals deserve it, and they'll have to go
through with it b

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
& Discppointmoent for WMr. Selby.
ARCY minort? - | ’
“Yes, Kildare.”
«qgll Blake, Herries, Digby, and

Kildare said again.

o

them in my stady.”
“Right-ho!”
Wally shot off,
A few minutes later Blaks & Co. appeared.
It was the morning after the Wayland
affair, snd breakiast was just over.
The four came, all 1ooking rather surprised;
Arthur Augusbus far more so than his chums.
“You were in Mr, Selby’s bed-room last:
night, you four!” said Kildare.
“Bai” Jove! You are entiahly mistaken,
Kilitare, 1 assuall you! We were not—-"
“Speak for yourself, Gussy!” _struck
Jack Blake.
“Weally, Blaks, do you mean to fell me
that yop——r-?-
“That's enough, D'Arcy!
ide. 1tz plain to me that ypu were nob
i But you were, Blake, I gather?”
“§ was, Rildare.”
“And you, Herr

in

You ean stand

—your handkerchicf was

found there, You'd bebter take it Were
vou there;: Dighy?”

“Yes, Kildare.” -

None of ‘the three seemed to take the
churge agaipst them very seriously.

Byt Arthur Auagnstus was shocked. He.

fidgeted with his monocle, pursed up his lips,
shitted from oné foob tu the other, and cast
paleful giances ab bis chums. = -,

“You made an apple-pie bed?” said Kildare
questioningly.

“Yes, we-did!” replied Blake, grinning.

“Weally, Blake? I am attably disgusted
with 4 ;

your brether that I want to seey

Friday.

“0h, drp up, D'Areyt Chilldish frick, B
don’t you think?” said-the skipper:
<4 Drepends oni- how you lock at it Ki
1 doii’t supposé the dodge wotld be gu
your lpe, buy—=" :

«1 should dashed wolb think noti
helow oven the Fourthil " What did you ¢
for?” : St

“pg - please dear old ‘Sclby, of con
answered Dig solemuiy. i
- “The old hunks had-marked (fossy’s
thore's the mark now 7 gaid Blake. 7V
got to get cven with him some way, an
wasn't worth while doing anythisz ‘we
bo sacked for, was 1§ ¥ a2

“Weally, Blake? Upon my word an’ . hor
E told' vou quibe distingtly that L dect

0 3 \
“Rats! We didn't take any nobice of
ags! Bub Gussy wasn'¢ in ity Kildare!'.
“I am safisfed ng to thats Hold out
hand, Blake ! :
“I say, Kil
for this?” it
“At Mr. Selbr's speclal order, my gon.t
- “That's bléssed queéri L didn's think ;.
and he were & bit chummy.! ¥
“Wé are not. But X'm not woiuz tod
that yvou with. you. " Hold onb your hand
Blake obeyed, and toek thres sharp ¢
without "wincing: :
“1'd rather take it from: you thun Sel
galdi :

anyway, Kildare,” he
“Herries!” fe M
_ All serene, Kildare b shy, Towas o bit
an nss to drop my hanky-—ehi”
“You were,” replied:Kildare.

He operated. upon: Herries,-and
Digby, After that Arthur Augustus

his hand. : : :

“®What's that for2! demanded: Kiltdate

“Same as the wesk deah boy.! -

“But you weren't in it yotyouns chump

« fail to see ‘thab that fact is of as
weal Importance. v

“Hook if, you young duffer!! -

And D'Arcy weéns; unswished, tellipe k.
chums as he went how very wrong theiv tor i
duct had been, & s

Kildare went straight to Mr. Selby.. :

.'“% have punished  the - oftendcrs, sir,” L
said.

“ahl
darg?" -

] have just come from doing 507 E =

“Bub fhat ts unpossiblet For the past e o0
minutes 1 have been watching D’Arcy miinor,
Levison minor, and some obhers, from: thi .
witdow.” !

“No doubf, sir. Bub: they
oftenders,” =

“Do you mean o tell mé that nons
them was in my voom Iast night?” raspec
Mr. Selby. * v

“Ags to that, one ol them Wwas thete——f

“Ah! D'Avey minor, of coursel” i :
. #Yes. Rot he had unothing o do with the .
apple—~with whab was done to your bed.!”

“You are easily faken in, Kildaret” i

“J have D'Arcy minor’s word for i, and §
consider that good enpugh.’’

Mr, Selby glaréd.

“'Who were the culprit

“Biake, Herries, and Bighi.”

*And not D7Arcy major?”

“He had nothing to do wibh it =

“1 can hardly credit that, Kildars

“i know it t0 be btrue, sir.” i

“Ah! 1 do not bhinle mueh'ef your methods. -
of discipling 6r your discrimination, Kildare!: =

Kildare did not think rauch of Mr. Sélbys.
and he came near to saying. so. But he
checked the retort. It would hayve been s
¢rifie cheap, at best. :

“This will probably have been your lasé
act of autbority here, Kildare.” i

“Phiat remains to be sgen, sir.
we shall tee
There goes the bell for class
jugt now, Kildare.” 2 # : G

The. captain strode; fuming, fo. thi =30
Form-rooni«

It was evident that Mr. Selby bad nob
reported him yet.. Xt was possible ‘that he
had no intention of reporting, It was cer
that he wanted to make hig'youthful e
uncomfortable and anxious. . i S

Kildare had mot desired a feud with .
Selby, but .he was in' for one, and he meant
{0 keep his end-up as long ag possible, Ifow
he did.that;, and what came of i all, wacther

j gt

When did you, punist ghem, Ki

were not

e

shiall eea.
That iz all
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