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THE FIRST COHAPTER.
Whartean Dogs Not Lend a Hand.

ARRY WHARTON of - the
i Remove at Greyfriars, looked

amazed. He was alone in Study

No. 1, sitting under the window,
engaged in repairing a damaged football,
when the door opened, and Bulstrode
came in. Thero were no two fellows in
the Remove on worse terms than
Wharton and Bulstrode, so the visit was
surprising in itself; but there was more
to follow. :

‘Bulstrode was looking serious and ‘im-
portant, and there was nothing hostile in
his manner this time.. After him, four
or five fellows came into the study, all
of them looking just as serious and im-
portant as Bulstrode. They all belonged
to the Remove—~the Lower Fourth Form
at Greyfriars. .

Harry Wharton laid down the damaged
football, and looked at the visitors. They

did not look as if they had come for a}

“rag,” but he could not imagine any
other purpose for their visit. )

“It’s all right,” said Bulstrode hastily,
reading Harry's thought in his face.
“I¥'s all right, Wharton. We haven’t
come for a row.” -

“Not a bit of it,” said Snoop. *Quite
the reverse.” )

‘‘Exactly the reverse,” said. Trevor.
“We want your hielp, Wharton.”

“Don’t.” jaw, vou chaps,” said Bul-
strode. “I can do the talking. 'The fact
13, Wharton, you and I haven’t been on
very good terms lately——"

“Never, I think,” said Harry.

“Well, never, then,” assented Bul-
ctrode.  ‘““But there - are times swhen
fellows who are not on good terms, can
forget their little differences, and stand
by one another for the good of the Form
they belong i0.” -

Harry Whaiton could not help looking
amazed. L .

“That’s quite true,” he said. “Bub
excuse me, Bulstrode, you're nob exactly
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' You are a little chunk:of real grit,”” said Wingate. '*You are goding

the right way to work,; and | think you'll pull ahead in time—with the .

best fellows in your Form, at any rate.
. said Mark Linley.

Stick to it!’ ] mean to!"

i

the kind of fellow I expeeted to hear that
from.” -

“1 don’t expect you to do me justice,”
said Bulstrode. ‘‘But never mind that.
The fellows in the Remove think you
ought t6 be in this—ought to take the
lead in it, in fact, and that's why we're
Lere.”

“Take the lead in what?”

‘“In the matter we've got on hand. Tt
concerns the honour ef the  Remove,”
said Bulstrode, rather grandly, “If you
don’t take it up, we shall act without
you.”

“Here, draw it mild, Bulstrode,”- said
Hazeldene. “You haven’t given him a
chance yet.”

“Don’t yvou interrupt me, Vageline!]

This is how the case stands, Wharton.
There’s a new kid coming into the
Remove.” : :

Harry Wharton laughed.

“Nothing amazing in that,” he re-
marked. ‘““We were all new kids once,
and not so very long ago. Are you
thinking of getiing up a reception for
the new kid?”

Some of the Removites grinned, and
Bulstrode frowned.

“Well, as a matter of fact, we are,”
he said.  “ A warm reception—you under-
stand?”

“No, I don’t think T do, guite. T
don’t see how you can have anything up
against the new kid till you've seen him,
anyliow.”

“That's because you don't know any-

thing about the matter.”
“Well, I'm willing - to
Harry Wharton patiently.
explain?”
“It’s one of tﬁose rotten Mowbray
scholarships,” explained Bulstrode. “I
daré say you know that Bishop Mowbray
was @a povernor of Creyfriars onee—
blessed if I know when—but it doesn’t

learn,” said
“ Suppose yon

metter)”

“Reign of Edward:the Sixth,” said -
Barr.

“Thank you, Barr; but, as T said, it
doesn’t matter. You know the old
bounder founded some rotten scholar-
ships to help poor boys to the benefits of
a college education, and the rest of it—
you know the piffle by heart, so I needn’t
repeat it.” ° B ’

“1 don’t see that it’s piffle.
jolly decent of the bishop.” = = .

“Oh, I might have expected you
would say that, Wharton!” sneered Bul-
strode. “I never knew a more contrary
chap than you are. I shouldn’t wonder
if you set yourself up against us in’ this,
out of sheer obstinacy,”. -

“Qh, give him
Hazeldene.

“Shut up, Vaseline! Well, we’ve had
all soris of chaps here on thé scholarships
—szons eof officers killed abroad, and sons
of poor parsons, and sons of poverty-
stricken naval capbains, and so en; but
they’ve passed the Hmit this time. Who
do you think is coming to Greyfriars on
the Mowbsay Scholarship now?” -

“ Blessed if T know—ar care!”

“A mill-boy,” said Bulstrode impres-
sively. “A chap who worked in g mill—
a carder, er minder, or shuttler, or
loomer, or . something—chap who has
worked for his living!”

“Horrid!” said Harry gravely.  “I
suppose it’s a fearful disgrace to work for
one’s living. Though I don’t know how
the world would get along if everybedy
chucked work.” '

“0Oh, don’t be funny! I've heard all
about this chap frem Carberry, the pre-
fect—he was there when Di. Locke was
explaining to Wingate, our captain.
Carberry is just as much down on it as
we are.” o ) ;

“Yes, he would be,” said Harry Whar-

ton scornfully, *Carberry is a cad and

Tt was

a chance!” said

2 pub-haunter, and he has a lot of right

to look down onanybody! Rats!”
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“I told you he would be againgt us
from -the start,” said Bulsirode, loo ciug
at his followers,

- “Don’t be in a hurry,” said Hazeldene.
“You haven't explained yet.” :
. “O0h, do. shut up, Vaselive! T've
heard it all from Carberry. He says the
_pltogtoz' doesn’t sce anything wrong in
it.” - -

. “He wants you chaps to
eves, I suppose.” :

“Well, wo all know the doctov is a bit
of a fossil,” said Bulstrode. I hear
that this kid who is coming iitoc the
Remove—what's his name, now?"

open his

“Linley,” said Barr—* Mark Linley.”

“That's it—Mark Linley. - Well, this
kid Livley has worked in a mitll since he
was a nipper, and used to.buy books with
his odd tanners; and study of an eveuing,
and some local curate up there helped
him on {o geiting this scholarship—like
his cheek! And the long and short of it
is that he's coming to Greyiriars—and
coming into the Remove.”

“Well, what about it?" demanded
Havry Wharton. “Suppose he is?7 If a
chap did what you suy this chap has
done, I sappose that. isn't anythin
against him? A fellow who has as much
grit as that onght to be encouraged.”

“¥ knew he would take that Hue,” said
Bulstrode. ““There’s one thing you can
dlways depend on' with Wharton—he
svon’t agree with anybody else.™ :

Harry Wharton Aushed ved. His tam-
pcr was perhaps a little uncertain sorne-
times, but it was hLis generous heart that
prompted him to speak now as he did.

“I don't want to be contrary,” he suid,
“but I don't think you ought to’be down
on the chap until he's done something to
deserve it. - Nobody but a fool would
»ay that it i< a disgrace to work with your
hands for a living.” .

“Thank you,” said Bulstrode, with a
snecr. 1 suppose I'm o fool, then, as I
certainly don’t intend to associato with
& mill-hand.”

“Yon mayn't be asked to. He
be a little particular himself.”

Some of the Removites chuckled, and
Bulstrode’s brow grew darker.

“I suppose, then, that you're going to
back this outsider up against the Form,
Wharton?" he exclaimed savagely.

“Nothing of the sort. I doir't even
know him. But I do say that you won't
get me to be down on a fellow who has
done what anybody might be proud of
doing.”

“Oh, rsis?  Of course.
votter—nothing like us—-"

“Well, vou are rather a pig yourself,
vou knew, Bulstrode.”

And the Removites giggled again.
They rather liked Wharton's plain
speaking.

“Well,” said Bulstrode, bringing his
fist down on the table with a thump that
wmade the ink spurt out of the inkpot,
“what I say is, we're not going to have
this cad thrust upon us like this, and I'm
standing up for the honour of the Form.
Most of tho fellows are’ with me, I warn
vouw. If vou don't like to jain us, you
can stand outside, but it won’t make any
difference to what we’re going to do.”

Harry Wharton shrugged his shoulders.

“ And what are you going to do?”

. “We're going to show this mill kid
that he's come to the wrong place. We
can't moke the doctor send him away,
bui we can make him jolly glad to go
away of lhis own accord.”

Harry Wharton’s lip curled. |

“ And that’s what we're going to do,”
said Bulstrode. “We're not going to
have mill-hands in  the Grexfriars
Remove, We'll explain to him first that
this isn’t the place for him. If he likes

may

he’s a rough
»

to go, that will settle it. If he sticks it

Ou
“He will if he’s got any grit.”

“Very well, if he sticky it out. we'll
make his life a burden to him tull he
decides to go.” -

Harry Wharton rose to his foet. M

“And you've made up vour minds
about this,” he &said, * without even
having seen the chap-—iirhout having a
chance to know whether he's a cad or

"

not.” .

way.

Harry Wharton laughed scornfully.

“I see, it's on the old principle. *'Ere
comes a stranger— eave 'avf a brick at
him? " he said. “ As a raatter of fact,
Bulstrode, whatever this wmill fellow is
like, he can hardly be such a hooligan as
you are proving yourzelf at the present
nent.” - S
“Oh, you needn’t preach to me! I
told the fellows you would Le up against
us, out of sheer contrariness,” -

“1t's nothing of.the sort. If the new
cliap is a rotrer, I sha'n’t back him up
in any way. If he's a cad. T shall be
as much down on him as anvbody. But
if he's a decent fellow, I won't have u
hand in ragging him because he started
life worse off than we.did. To be plain.
Bulstrode, what you're playing now is

a cad’s game—a dirty, snobbish cad's

game! That's plain Knglsh!™
“By Jove, it 13! said Barr.  “You
Wharton,  That's

needn’s amplify it,
plain enougﬁl. So you're up against
us?” ; . :

“I don’t say so. I don’t knoew any-
thing about the new chap. But I should
say he’s pretty decent to work for a
scholurship and win it, and get a clergy-
maii to heln Liin.  And if bhe's decent.
he won’t huve me against him. That's
all. - And now you can get out. I'm not
particular, but I don’t like rank snobs
mn my study.”

And Wharton turned his back on Bul-
strode and his party, who looked at one
another very uncomfortably, and walked
out of the study.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
The Lancashire Lad Arrives.

5 HERE he is!”
l It was Bulstrode who uttered
the . exclamation, A little

crowd of Greyfriars boys stood
at the entrance to the platform in the
station of Ikriardale. A train had just
clattered to a standstill, and Bulstrode
and his friends looked cagerly among
the. alighting passengers for the new
boy.
““There he is N

Bulstrode pointed at a lad of nearly
fifteen, who had alighted from a third-
class carriage. The stranger did not
look much like a Greyfriars lad, but
Bulstrode was certain enough -of his
identity.  All the other passengers were
grown-up country people, and this was
the only individual who could possibly be
supposed to be coming to Groyfriars;
but at his appearance the Greyfriars
fellows sniffed expressively.

He was not dressed in Etons, nor did
he wear a topper. He wore a cloth cap,
an overcoat substantial enough, but of a
far from fashionable cut, and tweed
trousers of a pattern that was not of the
quietest.  His gloves were' thick and
warm, but they did not, as Skiuner sug-
gested, look like boxing-gloves. His
boots had evidently been cesigned rathor
for use than ornament, and they showed
plentiful traces of long travel in muddy
weather.

But the boy, whatever shortcomings
he might have in persounal attire, had a
sturdy, well-set form, and a pleasant face.
His eyes were dark, -and very keen and
earnest-in their glance! )

He did not look towards the crowd of
boys at the gate. = The moment he

199

stepped from the train. ke sirode along
quickly towards the guard’s-van, N

“Bo careful with that skip, pleaze ™
ne said.

The guard was bundling out a large
cane basket, fustened by a zinc rod und a
padlock,  The boy’s forehead wrinkled
anxiously as it bumped on the platform,
as if he feared that 1t would be damaged.
1t looked, howover, as if it would stand
a great deal of knocking about, and as if
1t Lad stood some already. The Friar-
dale porter camo along with a trolley,
and yanked the cane trunk upon it.

The trolley trundled along the plat-
form to the barrier, and the lad took out
his ticket. ~ He gave it up at the gate,
and followed the trolley, and then for
the first time noted the Greyfriars
group.

Bulstrode winked at his friends, and
the half-dozen juniors took off their caps
with solemn faces,

“ Master Linley,
Bulstrode.

The new-coiner nodded. :

“That’s my name,” lLe said, in a
pleasant voice, which had a musical trace
of the Lancashire burr in it.  “ Mark
Linley. Do you belong to Greyfriars?”

“Yes, we bhave that honour,” said
Bulstrode.  * You are the new kid—the
young gentleman from—from Northum-
berland, I believe?”

I believe?™  said

And Skinner and Sroop and Barr
cackled.

“I am from Lancashire,” sald Linley
simply. : ’ -

“Ah, ves; I knew it was somewhere in
the Arctic regions ! said Bulstrode, with
a nod, .

Linley stared at him.

“Are you trying to bLe founy?” he
asked. )
“Not at all, We've come down to

meet you.  We thought you'd like t0
see some of us before you got to Grey-
friars ”

“Shall T put this on the 'ack, sir?”
asked the porter. .

“Yes, please.”

“You can't hft that, old man,” said
Bulstrode.  “We'd better come and
lend you a hand.” .

“Thank you kindly, sir; but—"*

“Not a word; we're going to help!”

And Bulstrode & Co. laid hold of the
cane fronk, and heiped. Of course, it
came with a crash to the ground, and if
it had not been of thg sclidest construe-
tion, it would certainly bave burst open
with the shock,

Mark  Linley ran
anxious face.

“Please, don’t!” he exclaimed. “1
don’t mind a joke, but I can't aflord to
have my things smashed up. T’ll help
the porter!”

“Rats!” said 8noop, “ We'll help the
porter!  Get back!”

“1 tell you——"

“Oh, rats! (et back!"”

And Snoop laid hold, of the cane trunk
again, A glint came into Mark Linley’s
eyes, and he pushed Snoop back, [t was
only a push, but there was force m it,
and Snoop staggored back, and trod on
Hazeldene's foot, - Hazeldene  gave  a
velp, and shoved him off violently, and
Snoop sat down, :

“Let that skip alone!™
from Lancashire,

“That which$"

“That skip.”

“What on earth’s a skip?”

“That,” said Linley, pointing {o the
huge cane trunk, “Have you never
heard of a skip before?”  ~

“Ha, ha, ha! Then 1 suppose vou're
a skipper?” asked Skinner. '

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Linley-smiled at tho focble joke, anl
Lelped the porter place the skip on ths
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hack, The hack-driver gathered up his
ceins. *

“Don’t bs in 'a hurry to get off,
Linley,” said Bulstrode. ‘‘We liaven’t
finished talking to you yet.”

‘Mark Linley 'hesitated). .

“P’ve had o long journey,” he said.
“T've iravelled all the way down from

cashire since this morning, I think
shall go in the hack.”

“But we came down specially to meet
you.”

“Thet was very kind of you,” said
Linley, in a frank way, that would have
won upon any heart but Bulstrode’s, *1
suppose you fellows know about me—

IJ
i

that I am coming to Greyfriars with a|

soholarship 77>

*Yes, rather!” grunted Bulstrode.

] know there can’t be many fellows
who began life as I did at Greyfriars,”
said Linley, the colour coming into his
cheeks o little. ~ “I hope it won’t make
any difference—-" '

“There’s none; you're the first,”

“Then it’s very kind of you ehaps fo

at me like this.
i; wheam—I mean, at home—thought—

mean, feared—that a fellow who had
been in a mill would have a rough time
at Greyfriars College.”

Bulstrode chuckled.

“They - were right!” le remarked.
*As a matier of fact, young shuttler—I
believe you were a shuttler when you

© worked m the mill——""

Mark Linley laughed.

C“¥ was a minder,” he said.

“Well, a minder, or a shutiler, or a
foomer, it72all the same,” said Bilstrode,
rathier viguely.,” “You . atg- fight i
thinking that ‘& shuttler—I mean, a

inder-—would be out of place at Grey-

jars College 1" .

#T--1 suppose so,” said Linley quietly.

¢ Oh, shut up, Bulstrode!” muttered
Mazeldene. “Don’t be a cad, you
know !” :

“Hold your tongue, Vaseline, or T'll
jolly soon make you! Look here, young
shanter, or shuttler, or whatever you
are, we eame down to mieet you to have
» little talk with you before you get into
Greyfriars,”

“Yes,” suld
quietly, ,

He was beginning to understand now
that the mecting was 1ot intended to be
a friendly one, . )

“It's very mieritorious of youw,” said
Bulsteode, in an airy way, “to get a
scholarship, and to get to this college by
your own efforts——" .

“You couldw’t have done it, old chap!”
remarked Skinner,

“QOhb, shut wup, Skinner! It’s very
weritorious of this young shaver to
educate himself, and all- thst, in the
imtervals of shuttling o loom, or looming
a shattle, or whatever he did for a living.
But Greyfriars-wasn’t founded as a home
for the meritorious poor. We don't
want mill-hands there!” :

Mark Linley’s eyes glinted, but he did
not speak,

“We_don’t want to be hard on you,
Linley,” said the bully of the Remove,
¢uite ‘magnanimously, “but we bar mill-
Lsnds in the Remove at Greyfriars. You
might find a fellow or two to baek you
a}) out_of sheer contrariety, but the rest
of the Form would be down on you, All
the other Forms would be down on you.
it wounld be very rough. Now, we want
io go the fair thing, If you like to go
back to Yorkshire at once——"* -

* Lancashire,” said Mark quietly.

“ Ab, yes, Lancashire! If you like to
go back at once, we’ll raise a subscrip-
tion to pay your return fare, and leave
‘%ou something over for yourself, What
Jdo you 'think of that?”
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Linley quietly—very

A good many folks}
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“Do you want me to tell you what I

{ think ¥

“Yes, of course!™

“Very well, then; I think you are a
snob and a coward!”’ i

And Mark Linley stepped into the
hack, The vehicle was driving away on
the road to Greyfriars before Bulstrode
could find his tongue. - His companions
were griuning.’ cady as they were to
back him up in ragging the Lancashire
lad, there was little sympathy hetween
them, and they enjoyed the discomfiture
of the Remove bully.

Buistrode gritted his teeth as he gazed
after the station hack.

“ 8o that's how he takes it,”” he ex-
claimed- at last—*that’s how he takes a
generous offer! + Well, we'll  try what
roughness will do next! He’s had his
chance, and thrown it away! Tl make
him sorry he cver came to Greyfriars!”

i

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
A Quest in Study No. 1.

ARK LINLEY came oub of Mr.
Quelch’s study at Greyfriars
after a brief interview with
the Form-master, feeling some-

what encouraged.

The Remove-master’s manner had
been kind, though formal, and Mark saw
very plainly that he would get on with
Mr. Quelch if he worked hard and de-
served it, and that wes what he had
already resolved to do.

For the boy who had worked as a hali-
timer in childhood, and who had: spent
long days in the mill after that, and
had “swotted ” &bt his studies by candle-
light in the evening, hard work had no
terrors. : ’ ‘

The daily work of a junior at Grey-
friara was child’s play to the lad from
Lancashire, There were many fellows in
the Remove who groaned in epirit over
_the hardness of their tasks, but Mark
Linley was looking forward to the same
work as to a long vest after labour.

He stopped and looked about him in
the wide, dusky passage. He felt very
strange and lost, and was glad to see a
junior coming towards him, holding out
a friendly hand. The latter was Harry
Wharton. .

“Hallo!” said Wharton.
the new kid, Linley.”
T“Ves,” replied Mark, “that is my
name.” )

“Been to see Quelchy ?”

“Yea, I’ve seen Mr. Quelch.™ -

“Find him all right?” asked Harry

cheerily,

“Yes, thank you! He was very
kind.”- Linley paused, and coloured a
Little. - “*Can you tell me where I can get
some tea? I suppose it is tea-time?”

“Tt was tea-time nearly an hour ago,”
said Wharton, “I’m afraid it’s all over
now, Bu# that’s all right. heard you
were coming to Greyfriars this afternoon,
and I came to look for you, to ask you
to have some tea with us in No. 1, if you

“Are you

will. We're feeding a bit late, and we
ehall have a passable feed, Will you
come 7"

Linley Lesitated.

“T should ‘be glad to,” he said, in his
frank way. “T know no one here, and 1
ean’'t say how I {eel your kindness. But
—but——"" He broke off.

“PBut you don’t want to come,” said
Hayry, laughing, “I¢’s all right. Den’t
make any bones about suyingf 60, you
know. We don’t stand on politeness in
the Greyiriars Rempve.”

Linley ceoloured painfully, .

. “I#'s not that, Wharton. But—but a
gaod many fellows have already shown
ne how they feel about having a factory-
hand in the school. This isn’t the sort

of place for a feillow like me, I suppose,
]

Fpiday..,

T think you will very likely make the -
other fellows angry with you. if you
have me in to tea, and your friends there
may not like it, either.”-

* “My friends haven’t any objection, or
I shouldn’t ask you, Linley,” said-Harry
quietly. “ As for the other fellows, they
can go and eat coke, Will you come?? .

Linley smiled a.little, ) .

“As I said, T shall be glad to, if you-
bear-in mind what I have said, and you
don’t mind what the others think.”

‘“They can think what they like. Come
along.” L

The juniors entered Study No. 1.

Nugent shook hands with Linley care-
lessly enough, but that carclessness pub
the new boy quite at his, ease. IHurree
Jamset Ram Singh salaamed to him
with Oriental grace.

“ Salaam, sahib,” said he.

“Go it, Inky !”” said Nugent encourag-
ingly. “I like to see you doing that.
You ought to turn a complete somer-
sault while you're about it.” :

“The jokefulness of my estecmed
chum -is great, and his asininefulness is
terrifie,” said the nabob placidly. “I am
heartfully glad to welcome to our humble
roof this estimable stranger, who is
doubtless feeling very lonefully solitary,
g0 far from the old mokes at home, as
the song says.” - - c

“Ha, ha, ha!™ yelled Nugent, *“You
mean the old folks at home.” )

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh shook his
head gently. T o

“The excuselulness is terrific,” he re- -
marked.  ‘“‘But I must really insist tliat
my quotefulness is correct. . I learned
that ancient and honourable sopg under
the best native master in Bhanipur.”

“Well, he must have been a ripper !’
said Harry Wharton, ‘““Here’s . Billy
with the grub. Buck up with ;the tea,
Billy,” . N

“1 say, you fellows, I wish you
wouldn’t let. Bob Cherry hang about me
like a shadow when I'm doing my
shopping. He seems to have an idea
that I should bolt the sausages before I
got them here,” - -

#1 jelly well know you would ! eaid
Bob Cherry. ‘““Nugent’s got the frying-
pen greased all ready, and eo you can
shove them on. I'm hungry.” ,

The sausages were soon sizzling. over
the fire. Bob Cherry shook hands with
Mark, suppressing any surprise he may
have felt at finding him in the study.
The Famoue Four always backed ons
another up under any eircumstances,

The scent of the warming sausages
filled the study, and it was a very grate-
ful scent to Mark Linley. He was de-
cidedly hungry, though the excitement
of his coming to Gregfriars had caused.
him to-hardly notice the fact until now.

The feed was just beginning when the
door opened and Hazeldene looked in,

“Come in, Vaseline!” said Nugent.

Hazeldene shook his head,

“QOh, no,” he said. *JI.see you've got
visitors.”

And he scuttled off.

Mark Linley’s face became - crimson.
The other juniors hurried in with their
talk to cover up the nnpleasant incident.
Harry Wharton’s eyes were begiuning to
glint dangerously. - -
_ He understood that this was the comi-
mencement of the perseeution by which
Bulstrodé and his friends meant to drive
the Laneashire lad out of the Greyfriars
Remove.,> -

“You play football, Linley?’’ Bob
Cherry asked; and in the interest-of that
ever-absorbing topic Linley’s face bright-
ened up again.

“Yes, rather!” he said. “I was in
the factory team——" Ide coloured
again,  “Y mean, I used to play Rugger
whenever 1 had the chance.” .
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“Rugger!- Soccer’s the
Ever -played Soccer?”

“No; but I can learn.”

“Good! Do they play much Rugger in
vour part of the world?” asked Harry
Wharton curiously,

Mark Linley smiled,

“Yes, certainly; more Rugger than
anything else, T think. We have Northern
Union matches to watch, and heaps of

game here.

junior Rugger matches.. But we're
protty keen on the other game, too.
Tcague football is followed awfully

keenly in Lancashire, and we have some
splendid teams in the English Leagune.
T've watched the game often enocugh,
and I don’t think X shall be slow picking
it up to play.”

“Good again! You'll have a chance.
Football is compulsory here on Wednes-
days and Saturdays, and every fellow
who 1s worth his salt plays it every other
day if he gets a chance, too.”

“Oh, really, Wharton—-" .

“Oh, excuse me, Billy,” said Harry,
laughing. “I1 wasn't referring to you.
Of course you have to spend too much
time in the tuckshop to have much left
for footer.” .

“I don’t want sou to give the new
chap the impression that I'm a greedy

fellow,” said Bunter. - “I'm not greedy,
only I like a lot. If I didn’t keep up my
strength’ by taking snacks now and then,
1 don’t know what you fellows would do
for a cook in the study. Hallo, there's
Bulstrode !

It was not Bulstrode who opened the
study door; it was Snoop. He grinned
in at the juniors.

“Hallo I” he said. “I hear you're got
& visitor from the factories here.”

“Get out!” said Harry Wharton
angrily.

“Certainly ! T'm rather particular who
I associate with,” said Snoop. I bar
mill-hands, and you can keep him all to
vourself.” .

And Snoop went out, just in time to
rscape a pat of butter which Bob Cherry
had picked up to hurl at him.

Mark sat with a crimson face. The
wanton insult from a fellow he had never
injured, and did not even knosw, stung

“him to the quick, and ‘gave him a dreary
impression of what his life was to be
like-in the Greyfriars Remove.

But the door remained closed only for
a few moments. Bulstrode was the next
to look in, and he grinned sneeringly at
the tea-party.

“T hear you're—— Ow! QOooool!”

The pat of butter caught Bulstrode
fairly in the mouth, and he staggered
back with a .gasping yell. And the Re-
movites yelled, too-—with laughter.

Bulstrode wiped the butter
{uriously, and glared in at them.

“You—yon beast

“Are vou going?” asked Bob Cherry
calmly. “Or will you have the marma-
Iade next?” .

Bulstrode went.

- o ey

off

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Linley’s New Quarters.

HE lad from Lancashire rose to his
feet. His face was very white
and strained. o

Wharton looked at him quickly.

“You are not going #” he said. )

Linley nodded.

‘I think I had better,” he said quictly.
“I can’t have you fellows amnoyed like
this on my account. Besides—-~""

‘“The annoyfulness i nothing, and- the
fatheadedness of the honourable rotters
is terrific,” said the Nabob of Bhanipur.

But Mark shook his head. -

“I’ve finished my tea,” he said.
“Thanks awfully, you chaps. - Vou've
treated mo very decently, T liope ¥ou

won't have to suffer for looking after me
like this.”

And Linley left the study. :

He left the chums of the Remove silent,
looking at cne another.” They were all
feeling . awkward and . constrained,
Wharton was savage. His guest had been
insulted in his study, and he was inwardly
resolving to call the raggers to acccunt
for it. .

“Well, it's rotten!” said Bob Cherry.

“The-rottenfulness is terrific!”

‘“He seems a decent chap cuongh,”
Nugent remarked; *“and hc's not
ashamed of where he contes from, cither,
A snob would try to keep the factory
dark.”

“He's all right,” said Hasry Whartou
abruptly. “I'm going to stand by bim,
for one. -Those cads shall see that they
can’t bully me into playing the cad. too.
Linley’s a decent sort, and I'm going to
back him up.”

“Right-ho! TU'm with you!"

*Same here!™ paid Bob Cherry.

“Ves,” said Mark, turning round,

“Teay,” said Billv Bunter, “ Ive baey
disappointed about g .postal-order, and
it won't be coming till to-morrow 1sorn-
ing. When it comes it will be fcr ten
bob. Could you_let me have the raoney
now. and lLave the postal-order when it

comes” That will really be cashing it in
advance.”
“I'm sorry. I haven't so wincl

money,” said Mark simply.

Billy Bunter sniffed.

“Hum! It's rather annoricg.” he
said.  “Still, if vou can let me have five.
and take half the postal-order to-miorvow
moining. it will do. 1 can manage.”

“Yes, cortainly.”

Liuley handed over the five shillings.
Billy Bunter ~could hardly believe his
eyes. The Removites knew him too well
to over lend him anything, and it was
only a perfect stranger svho could have
any faith in his repaying a loan.

“Thank vou, Linley! T shall Iri son

. *“Who threw that clod 7" exclaimed the Lancashire lad, with blazing
: oyes. '

“The backfulness is terrific.”

* 1 say, vou fellows, it's not a had idea,
and the best way to back a fellow up is
to stand him a good feed. If you like
to have a feed in the study in Linley's
honour, I'm quite willing to do the shof)-
ping for you, and the cooking as well,
and make a really successful thing of. it.
I could do it for you in good style for
about ten shillings.”

Y h, shut up!” said Nugent. “And
look here, don't you start cadging of the
new chap. Ie hasn’t as much money to
waste as we have.”

“T'm hardly likely to starb cadging of
anybody, T hope,” said Billy Bunter, with
a great deal of dignity. “I've never
taken mnoney in my life without putting
it down o1 the account.™ -

“Lot of good that ‘does the lender,”

said Bob Cherry, with a grant.

Buuter blinked indignantly at Bob
Cherry, and left the study.  He hurried
aftér Mark Linley, and tapped him on
the arm in the passage. '

“1 say, Linley

1

.said Snoop,

have this back to-morrow morning for
certain,”

“Please do, Bunter; I shall want the
nioney te-morrow, I expect.”

“You can absolutely rely on it, as, if
my postal-order didn't come, I have a
large sum of money coming in from
anothier source. So-long!”

And Bunter hurried away.

Mark Linley -valked on, keeping up a
cheerful face, but feeling a-little down-
Learted. He passed the open door of
the junior Common-room, and there was
a howl as he was sighted. .

“Hallo, here’s voung factory!”

“What vrice cotton, young shaver?”

“How do $ou shuttle a loom?”

Mark turned away. A yell of laughier
followed him.

“Well, 'ma glad he's got the deconcy
not to shove himself in here with ns”
S S4I half expected hin to
come in:” . o

“Shocking  come-down  for  you,
Snoopy.” said Temple, of the TUpper
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Fourth, with & sneei:
in the oil and celour line, I believe.

Snoop turned crimson. M

“It’s a lie!” he yelled.

“Is a what?” asked Temple, coming
a step nearer.

“I-—~I mean it isn’t so,” stammered
Snoop.  “You're mistaken, Femple.”

“Well, if it were so, there’s nothing in
it to be ashamed of that I can see,” said
Temple, who belonged to a good family,
and could afford to take a broad view of
the matter. “I think you’re a set of
velping rotters to pitch on young Linley
like that, He looks worth a dozen of
you young cads. Besides, the Remove
ig the kind of Form for any waster to be
shoved into.”

“QOh, rather!™ said Dabney.

There was & Removite yell, and ere
long a scuffle and punching of noses.
Then came a prefect with a cane, and
exodus of the juniors from the Common-
room.

Mark Linley had walked away feeling
very heavy-hearted. He had looked for
difficulties at Greyfriars, and had half-
expected to be sent to Coventry by some
of his Form-fellows. But this apgry and
ravage reception was much more than
ne had bargained for, A fag met him
in the passage, and called to hiin:

“I say, young shuttle-and-loom, Mr.
Quelch wants to see you!”

Mark took his way to the Form-
master’s stady. Mr. Quelch nodded to
him gravely and kindly.

“You will share Study Na. 12 in the
Remove passage, with Russell, Lacy, and
Wun Lung,” he said. *You may take
vour books in there. Mas your trunk
been taken up in the Remove dor-
mitory ?”

“I don’t know, sir. It was left at the
porter’s lodge.”

" “You had ’better sce about it.”
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“Yes, sir.’
Linley left the room. He decided to
look at his new ¢uarters first, and went

up to No, 12 in the Rcemove passage.

The door was shut, and a ghmmer of
light came from underneath.

inley hesitated at the door, whether
to kunock or no. He had a right to enter
his own study without knocking, and
which ever way he decided his action
would probably be misconstrued. Ife
decided to knoelk, and did so, then opéned
the door,

Russell and Lacy were doing their pre-
paration. Wun_ Lung, the Chinese
junior, was curled up like a cat in the
armchair. Al three of the juniors looked
up as Mark Linley entered.

“Hallo!” said Russell  “What do
you want?”

“Mr. Quelch says I am to come into
this study,” said Mark awkwardly.

“Well, you’ve come in,” said Lacy.
“Now go out again.”

“I—I mean, I'm to share this study
with you.” .

“Oh, rats?? said Russell warmly.

#“Quelch doesn’t know what he's about.
The room is too small for three, as it
_is, and I was annoyed with Quelch for
putting that Chinese monkey in here. It
won’t do, my son. (o back 1o Quelch,
and tell him to think it out and guess
again.”

Mark did not know much about public
schools, but he knew too much to take a
message like that to a Form-master.

“I'm sorry if I'm in the way,” he
said,  “I suppose I must do as Mr.
Quelch tells me.”

o suppose you must,” ‘grunted
Russell. “ Are you the new ehap Linley,

the fellow who worked in a coal-mine?”

“I am Linley, and I worked in a

factory.”
“Well, T don't see why you couldn’t
y:ay in the factory, and net eome here
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“Your people are

to take up a guarter of a crowded study.
But I suppose we shall have to put up
with it. Do you want to do your prep
now?”

“My—my what?” ~

“VYour prep. Great Scott! Don™ yout
know what prep is? Your preparation;
you have to prepare your morning's work
overnight.”

“Oh, I sce! Yes, I suppose I must do
it here—now—-but I shall have to gét my
books out of my skip.”

“Qut of -your what?” roared Russell
and Lacy.

“My skip,” said Mark simply.

“Ye gods! What is a skip?”

“My trunk, I meau.”

“Well, if you mean a trunk, why don’t
you say a trunk?” )

“Well, it’s not exactly a trunk; it's
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“8kip!” grinned Lacy. *Of course.
I skip, thou skippest, he skips.  Wel],
suppose you skip off and find yous skip,
and let us finish our prep?”’

Mark turned to leave the study. The
Chinese boy sat up in the armchair, and
blinked sleepily at the lad from Lanca-
shire.

“Me tinkee you lookee afiel tlunk,” he
said. " Bulstlode makee jokee, mie
tinkee you bettel lookee aftel skippee.”

Mark was a little puzzled to make out
the curious words of the Chinee, but

he mnodded and left * the study.
He understood that some joke was
intended upon _his property, and

he was anxious. He left the house and
hurried down to the porter’s lodge.
Gosling was standing in his doorway, and
Mark asked him after the famous skip,

“Which DI've carried it hup,” said

Gosling. **And wot I says is this “ere,
it was thundering licavy, Master
Linley.”

Mark tendered the porier {wopence,
which was certainly quite sufficient in
the way of a tip, as (Fosling had good
wages and ought to have been satisfied
with them. Gosliug put the iwopence
in the palm of his hand aud inspected it
carefully, and Mark walked sway, lcav-
ing him etill inspecting if. The porter
grunted cxpressively. DBut bis stave and
his grunt (ﬁd not have the effect of ex-
tracting a larger gratuity fvom the
careful Lancashire boy.

—_— -

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Mark Linley Loses His Temper.

ULSTRODE & Co. were in the

B dovmitory, n a group reund the

famous skip. The gas was lighted,

and it glimmered on a euricus

scene. The skip was opened, and the

raggers were dragging the contenis of
the basket-trunk out.

Bulstrode was standing on a bed, in
the attitude of an auctioncer, with a
mallet in his hand, which had probably
been used in breaking open the new
boy’s trunk.

“Gentlemen, make your bids!” . said
Bulstrode. *“Here is a pair of trousers,
evidently a pair -of Sunday tronsers as
used in Lancashire, as they are the only
pair in this receptacle—this skip. Make
your bids, gentlemen, I am offering
you a pair of trousers of an wninue cut,
VYou see that the material is decidedly
substantial, and, indeed, is quite thick
enough to make tents or sails with——"

*“Fa, ha, ha!” - :

“ And the cut is unique. T can safely
say, gentlemen, that a pair of trousers
of a similar eut cannot be found in all
Greyfriars.” ! .

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Let those things alone!” shouled
Mark Linley, dashing into the dormitory,
his eyes blazing with anger.

i

"I challenge countradiction.

Bulstrode looked at him. calmiv, gud
took ne further notice of him.

“Grentlemen, I can recommend these
trousers, and I am surprised at receiving
no bid. For uniqueness of cut, for
novelty of design, for thickncss of
material, these trousers are unsurpassecd.
Gentlemen, I
am waifing for a bid for these unique
and extremely valuable trousers.”

The Removites shrieked with Jaughtes.
Maurk Linley forced his way through the
crowd and faced Bulstrode. .

“T.et. those things alone, you cad !™ he
shouted.

“My dear factory sweep, I-—"’

“Will. you let them alone?”

“Well, hardly,” drawled Bulstrode,

“Then I will make you.”

Bulstrode grinned.

“Hold him, kids!” he eaid. “He is
getting dangerous. I will give him &
licking after the auction.” :

Skinner and Snoop and Barr and
Tyevor caught hold of the Iancashire
fad, and held him fast, in spite of his
struggles.  Bulstrode grinned at  his
furious face, and Leld up the trousers to
inspection again,

“ Gentlemen, I
These  unique
cheap—-"

*“Ha, ha, hLa!®

“I will throw in this waistcoat with
the eame lot,” said Bulstrode, * You
will observe that the waisteoat is of a
good ancient design, and the pattern is
startling enough to wake you in the
morning, if you place the thing beside
your bed, and save the expeusc of an
alarm-clock.”

“Let me go!” shouted Mark Linley.

But they held him fast. . Bulstrode
dragged a couple of white shirts from
the skip, and faunted them in the air.”

"“What offer for shirts. trousers, and
waisteoat?” he said. “Don’t be back-
ward in coming ferward., gentlemen.
What offers?” .

*“Twopence the Jot,” said Hazeldene.

‘“Any advance on twoepence?®

* Threepence,” said Stortt,

“Threepence I am bid. Any advance
on threepence?™

am waiting for a bid.
trouscrs  are  going

No reply,  Bulstrode raised the
mallet,
“Going  for threepence the lot!

Going—going—gone |
_The mallet came down, and smashed a
little clock that had been taken out of

the Dasket. There was a rear of
laughter, Bulstrode  tossed  shirts,
trousers, and waistcoat over to Hazel-

dene, who let them fall carelessly on the
floor, where they were zoon trodden
underfoot. )

Bulstrode dragged some underclothing ’

from the skip, and held it up to view.
Mark Linley made a desperate effort,
and broke loose from those who were
holding him,

“FEook out!” yelled Trevor,

But the warning came too late,
Linley went at Bulstrode like a bulldog.
and 1 a moment had him round the
neek, and was punching wildly ~at his
face.  Bulstrode gave a roar of surprise
and roge, and tumbled headlong off the
bed, with Linley clinging to him, g

The bumip on the floot was terrifie, and
both bors gasped with the impact. But
Linley, clinging to his bulky enemy, was
still punching. .

“ You ioisy brats?” said the unpleasant
voice of Carberry, the prefect, at the
door. “What’s all this row about?? *

“Ii’s the new fellow,” said Sneop—
“the factory rotter, Carberry! He's
gomg for Bulstrode like a wild beast!
Look at himi”

“Here, young shaver, stop that!”
exclaimed Carberry. “Do you hear
me? I'm a prefeet, and if -you don't
obey me I'll skin you! - My word!”
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Mark was deaf to him,
punching Bulstrode furiously, while the
Remove bully, bewildered and dazed by
the sudden attack, was hardly able to

* defend himself. L

The prefect; with an angry scowl,
steoped and draiged the new boy away
{from Bulstrode by main force. Linley
seemed inclined to attack him in turn,
but he saw in time that he was a senior,
and restrained himself.  Carberry shook
him savagely. .

mean by it?’ he

“What do you
shouted,  “Don’t you know that you
have to obey a prefect’s orders, you

factory whelp?”
© “I—I am sorry !” gasped Mark.
I loat my temper!”

“Beastly tiger-cat!”
f‘L(')'(:k at Bulstrode !

r

“T'll smash him for. that!” howled
Bulstrode,

“What's 1t all about?” demanded Car-
berry, still grasping Linley by the collar,
“I've a good mind to give you a hiding
apiece all round!”

%It was that factory chap,”’said Snoop.
“He’s got a_temper like a demon, He
wants a good hiding. He wouldn't take
any notice even of you, Carberry!”

Tl teach vou 1w take notice of a
prefect!” said Carberry. “You young
whelp, you oughtu’t to come to a decent
school!” Why didn’t vou stick in the
factory vou belonged to?”

“Mind your own business
Linley.

Carberry stared at him, almost petri-
fied, for the moment,

“You—you talk to me like that!” he
asped.

“Tll talk to anybody like that who
insults me !”’ shouted Mark. “You're a
bully and a cad, and these fellows are a
set of eads and cowards, too. Tl teke
them one at a time, and give them a
hiding.. 1 could do 1t!”

“TH give vou a chanee,” said Bul-
strode. . .

“ffold your tongue, Bulstrode! 8o
1 am a cad, ara 1?7 said Carberry, with
a glint in hix eyes.  “T think youw'll have
to learn beticr manners, you factory
sweep! Lay him over the bed, kids!”

Half a dosen of the juniors hurried to
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snarled  Snoop.
His nose is bleed-

132

said

obey, Hazeldene and Trevor and
Skinner heid back; but there were
enough without them to handle the

vainly-struggling lad. He waa laid over
the bed, faco downwards, and the prefect
took up a slipper that had becn turned
out of the box.

“Mhis iz the first lesson,”” he remarked.
“If you ever want another, you'll get
it—in the same place!”

Mark Linley gave a gasp of pain as
the slipper rose and fell; but {hen he set
his teeth, and remained silent under the
shower of blows that followed.

His blood was at boiling point, and he
was savagely determined that not a
sound should pass his lips to gratify his
enemies., And not a sound did pass his
lips, though the punishment he received
was a terrible one,

“Here, hold on!"
dene, “YIold on,” Carberry;
enough !’

Carherry’s reply was a cuff thag seut
Hareldene reeling..- Then the slipper
rose and fell again with more savage
force than before, There was a sudden
shout from the doorwag.

“Stop it!” . - .

Wingate came quickly in, At the
sight of the captain’s angry face, Car-

exclaimed Hazel-
that’s

berry’s hand fell to his side, and the]|

juniors released the new boy. Bat
Mark Linley did not move. = He still lay
face downwards across the bed, shaking
with pain, and unable to move a limb for
the moment.

He was

Wingate’s brow was like a thunder-
cloud. .

“What do you mean by treating a kid
like that?” he exclaimed.

“He cheeked me,” said Carberry
defiantly. “I'm a prefect, and I'm not
accountable to you for my actions, Win-
gate, He’s had his lesson!”

And Carberry hurled the skpper away,
amd strode out of the dormitory. Bul-
strode & Co, followed him silently. They
did not care to face the captain of Grey-
friars just then. - )

Wingate lifted Mark ILinley from the
bed. The boy was staggering drunkenly,
and his face was like chalk. He looked
dazedly into the kind and anxious face
of the Greyfriars captain. Big and
rugged as he was, Wingate had a heart
as tender as a girl's.

“T'm sorry for this, Linley,” he said.
“1 don’t know what you've done, hut
you've been treated badly. What was
it about ?”’

Linley steadied himself on the captain’s
arm,
~ “1t°s all right,” he said ithickly. “1t's
all right !> R

“It'a not all right,” said Wingate
warmly, “I've a good mind to march
vou gtraight to the Head. and tell him
what Carberry was doing.” .

“No, no!” exclaimed Mark, in alarm.
“T—1 don’t mind! 1'd rather not cause
trouble. I don't suppose Carberry
meant to hurt rae so much. I—I don’t
want to get him into a row!” .

A MATTER OF
GREAT IMPORTANCE!

M
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OF meeting with disappo’ntment,

The captain of Greyfriars was silent.
He recognised the true grit that showed
in the Lancashire lad's words, yet he
was greatly inclined to expose Carberry’s
brutality to the Head, all the same,

One thought restrained him—if Linley |

were placed in the position of having
complained, the Remove would regard it
as sneaking, and he would never be able
to make his peace with the Form.

1 suppose I was a fool to come
here,” said Mark, -*“They don’t under-
stand. They don’t like = _factory lad
among theni. I suppose it’s natural.
Where I come from, we always thought
a fellow a rotter who wouldn't work,
and despised him, and lere it scems to
be a disgrace to have worked. 1 dare
say I shall get along all right in time,
when they get used to the idea!”

“You are o little chunk of real grit,”
said Wingate, “Youw're going the right
way to work, anyway, and I think yow'll
pull ahead in time—with the best fellows
in your Form, at any.rate. Stick to it

4T mean to,” said Mark quietly.

And Wingate left him, and Mark pro-
ceeded to repatk the things that had
been dragged from his “skip.”

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Mark Linley on His Mettle.
ARK LINLEY jained the
chums of the Remove the next
day on the junior ground for
-foothall practice before dinner,

7

and played for the first time the game of
Soceer.

Harry Wharton smacked him on the
shoulder in a hearty way as they came
off the field,

“You'll do, kid,” said Wharton, “You
only want a bit of practice at the new
game, and I rather think you'll be all
right for the Form eleven.”

Linley’s eyes glistened.

“That would be ripping ! he said.
_“The rippingfulness would be ter-
rific!” purred the Nabob of Bhanipur.
“But behold the woeful countenance of
our esteemed Bunterful chum.,”

“Hallo, HRallo, hallo!” said Bob
Cherry, laughing. “ What's the matter,
Bunty 7"’

Billy PBunter Dblinked at them
lugubriously. )

“1 can’t understand it !”" he said.

‘“ What can't you understand? Fx-

pound it, and we'll try to work it out for
you,” said Nugent encouragingly.

‘“It’s a mystery.”

“What's & mystery?”

“Of course, it must be a mistake.”

“What must?”

“I'm sincerely sorry to see such care-
lessness, but, of course, it's a printer’s
crror.” .

Bob Cherry took the fat junior by the
shoulder, and shook him forcibly.

“Explain yourself, you fat duffer!”
he growled. “What are you talking:
about ?” 4

“QOh, really, Cherry, I wish you
wouldn't shake me! 1f you make my
glasses fall off, you’ll have to pay. for
them if they get broken. I—J—"

“What’s the matter, then?” roared
Bob Cherry.

“1 don’t mind so much on my dwn
account,” said Billy Bunter. ‘It’s you
fellows. You know I had entered for a
competition. Well, I was depending on
winning that pound a wgek to clear up
all my old accounts, nncel start fresh.
Then there’s this new chap. I ought to
settle up that five bob. He's a poor
beggar from a coal-mine, or some-
thing——"

““A what ?” eaid Mark Linley.

“(Oh, really, Linley, I didn't sea you
there,” blinked Bunter. “I mean
yow're a ripping chap, and I like you so
much that I feel I ought to settle up
about that five bob. That’s what I
really meant to say. But there's a mis-
take in f'xdjudging the prizes, and I'm
left out !” .

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared the Removites.

“Tt’'s no laughing -matter, you fellows,
It must be a printer’s error, of course.
The curious part is that in the list of
answers there are a lot more printer’s
ervors, as well, as very few of the answers
given tally with those I sent in.”

‘“Ha, ha, ha!”

«QOf course, it’s & case of carelessness.
I dare say they’re busy, and it will be
set right in next week’s number. The
prize will wait till then, only 1 hope it
won’t be sent by mistake to the chap
whose name has been shovedin, instead
of mire, as winner of the first prize.
Now, the question is, how am I going to
settle up gll.my old accounts?” -

“Is that a conundrum?”

“0Oh, really, Nugent—-""

“(lome in, you chaps,” said Wharton.
“I'm hungrs. You'd better get up a
subscription in the Remove, Billy.”

Billy Bunter grunted, The chums cf
the Remove .walked away, laughing.
But Harry’s face became grave  pre-
sently. Mark Linley had gone in first.

“The young ass!” he said. “I don’t
think I ever saw quite such a daffer as
Bunter. The answers he sent in to.the
football pictures in that competition were
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too idictic for anvtmng and he w oul.da t
Liear a word of advice cn the subject.
He thot rght he kmew-hest.  All the same,
I don’t like to_see the young duffer in
the du: Lps. Suppose we have a whip
round for him? He wiil forget all about
his dvsapnointmenr if he has a good
fu’u, and, besides’ *Hml v. lowered his
voico a litile—"he has ucgcd five bob
off the new chap, who cau’t spare 1it, and
be could pay up then.”

“PBut  would he?” said Nugent
g
dumouslv
“Yeg; I'd see to it.”

- “The’ honomabln idea is good,” said

Hurree Singh. “ 1 shall o, pleasefully
gratified to contribute the august
govereign.”’

Ha.rly Wharton laurrhed

“No, you won’t,’ * he said. - “We don't
want any more than ten or twelve bob ot
the outside, and he can spare five out of
that for hi¢ debt.  Ae you ave rolii ling in
filthy lucre, you can stand ﬁve and
wo'll wake up the rest, as we're not
giddy millionaires.”

“The agleeahleness of my worthy setf
is terrific.”

And the whi
made. After (f

round was

inper, Wharton looked
for Bunter, and ran him to earth in a
guict corner, Bunter looked uncasy; he
never quite knew what to expect “when
Wharton interviewed him,  But .the
glistening of twelve shillings in the
Removite’s hand made his eyes sparkle.

“If you'd-like to lend me a few bob,
Wharton——7

“I wouldn't,” said Harry, in his
direct way. “We've had a whip round
for you, to stand you a feed, and to help
you- pay your-debts. - Look Yere, you're
to pay Linley. his five bob, and keep the
rest for yourself,”

“Oh, bosh! Linley is going to ha\e
his five bob out of my postal order.”

‘““He’s going to have it out of this.”

“T don't see why you should dictate
to me what I'm to do with my own
money, Wharton,” said Bunter, with a
great deal of dignity.

* But it’s not your money till I give it
to you. T can stzl return it to the sub-
scribers if [ like.”

“Oh, really, Wharton! Of cource, I
should like to pay back Linley, and you

_.can trust me to do so.. That was what I
really meant to say.” :

“I’'m glad of that,”
grimly, ‘““because ‘1’m going to see that
you do it. You're to pay iinley before
you spend any of the tin. I shall ask
Linley about it, and so I shall l\now
whether youn ha\e or have not paid him.’

Bunter looked at the glistening coins,
and then looked across at Mrs, Minible’s
shop. But, irresponsible as Bunter was,
he had a gllmmﬂrmg of common-gense,
and he knew that it would not do tc
triflé with Wharton when he was 1
earnest. e heroically turned his back
on the tuck-shop, and looked for Linley.
~He found him i the Close, and tapped
him on the arm. I.inley Inuked round.

© “Herve’s your five boh,” said Buuter,

said Wharton

\\)th great dignity.
Mark. slipped the money into- his
pou\et.

promptly |-

“Have you had the postal order?” he
aslred,

TR

No; there has been some’ delay in
that. Buu. I have other sources of in.”
come,” said Bunter, with dignity.

“Lcok here, if you like to come to the
tuckshop, I’ 11 stand you some tarts. [’'m

in funds. I don’t mind you being a
chimney-sweep, or whatever it is you
are, and I donlt -see why I shouldi’t

associate with vou, go long as you realise
the difference hetween us. 1 say, Linle

1 wish you wouldn’t watk away whilé
T'm talking. I say! My word! He's
gone!  Well, of all' -the "ungrateful
rotters, I think that fellow takes the-
cake !”

And Billy Bunter went off by himself
to the tuckshop. - Mark Linley walled
towards the footba‘l ground, ‘4 shade on
his face. group - of fellows’ were
standing by the pavxf)on and Bulstrode’s
voice was heard in strident tones:

“Iere comes the factory sweep!”

“What’s the price of cotton just now,
voung factory ?” called out Snoop.
“Shut up!” said Trevor,

Snoop stared at the epeaker.
“What’s the matter wuh
Trevor?”

“Nothing,”
up, that’s all.” .

Snoop shut up. He wasn’t the kind of
fellow to quarrel with ‘mvbe)dy higger
than & Third Form fag. But Bul~trode
was made of sterner stuff.  Bully as he
was, he had plenty of ohstinacy and
pluek, too.

He picked up a clod and threw it at
Mark with a deft aim, and knocked the
new boy’s cap off. The clod canght
Mark a clont on the head in addition,
and he spun round with blazing eyes.

“YWho threw that?" exclaimed
Lancashire lad.

The juniors laughed mockingly. Mark,
leaving his cap where it had fallen, ran
towards the group, his fists clenched
liard. He had been very patient, but the
time of patience wag past.

“YWhat coward threw that$” he cried.

“I threw it,” said Bulstrode promptly
“Got anvthmrr to say about it 3

“Yes. Put up your fists.”

Bulstrode stared. There was no fellow
in the Remove who could stand up to
him, excepting Harry Wharton, The
Lancashire lad did not look anything
like & match for the burly Bulstrode.
But he e\ldentlv meant every word he
said.

“Puat up your fists!

““Oh, don t be funny!”
strode. ‘I say, chaps, let's bump him !

“Right-ho! Bump “the cad !’

”\Tu you won’t!” e}:(Launtd Harvy
i harton coming up in time. “Linley
nas ohaTlenged you, " Bulntmdo, and you
san fight him! There won’t bhe any
bumping just now.’

“Mind your own husiness!”

“That’s what I'm doing. My business
is 1o come do“n heavy on bullying, and
I'm doing it. Why don’t you fight
him 7

“T could knock Mim into the middle of

next week !”

you,

said Trevor, ‘only shut

the

Do you hear?”
‘drawled Bul-

1y

Friday.

“Do it, then. We'll sec fair play.™

Linley "took off- his jacket, and Bob
Cherry "held it. The Lancashire lad's
eyes were burning, and his lips. were
white and hard set.

“Now come -on!” he said.

““ Oh, very we!l!”” drawled B.xlshode.
“If you d rather have a licking, I'll give
you one.’

And he came on.

But there wae a surprise waiting for
the bully of the Remove. He did not
wallk over the new baoy with gcarcely an

effort, as Le expected. He found a pair
of hammerlike fists too hard to. pass, and
those fists came home on his fealures
with blows that made him stagger.

Bulstrode sprang back, tore off his
jacket, and then, breathmg fury, rushed
upon his foe agam realising at fast that
the combat was serious.

And now the bully of the Remove put
all his ““beef * into it, but he had found
a foeman worthy of his steel, .

The Removites stood round, watcling
with keen delight. It was a fight such
as had not taken place in the Remove
since the historic encounter between Bul-
strode and Harry Wharton.

In amazement they watched the form
of the Lancashire lad. Mark Linley re-
ceived plenty 6f punishment from Bul-
strode’s heavy drives, which he could not .
always stop. But pumshment had no
effect upon his spirit.

His left eye was closed up, his nose was
swelling visibly, his mouth was con-
torted with pain, with a thin stream of

red running from the corner. But he
was game to the Jbackbone. And hard as
his punishment ~was, Bulstrode’s was
harder. '
-“Hurrah!”  roared Bob  Cherry.
“‘Lancashire wins!” 3
Bulstrode had gone down under a

terrible right-hander, and he did not

come up to time. He sat up, blinking

and dazed. Snoop tapped him on the
shoulder.

“You're not licked, Bulstrode?"

Bulstrode snarled.

“Get away, you whelp!
I'm done!”. .

Mark Lmley turned away. He was
staggering  himself, - half - blind, his
senses reeling. But a firm hand sup--
ported him. It was Harry Wharton's.

‘“Well done, well done!” said Harry.
“That's a lesson to Bulstrode, and F
think it will be a lesson to the Remove !
Come on, you want looking after now,
by Gemge‘ i

-Bob Cherry helped Linley on with his
jacket, and he walked unsteadily away,
leaning on Wharton’s arm, DBulstrode
glsund after him sullenly, through half-
closed eves; but the looks of the other
Removites were changed. -

Pluck will always tell, and plo\veh in
the fistical line appealed to the Greyfuari
Remove more than anything else. -

A fellow who could lick the bully of
the Form was a fellow to be respectad.
And, strangely enough, but very pleasing

Hang you!

to Mark Linley’s ears, a cheer followed

the Lad from Lapcashxre
THE END.

Next Friday’s Grand Long Complete Tale of Harry Wharton & Co. is entitled:

THE NEW SIXTH-FORMER!
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riumber when finished with to a non- reader.
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The Second Long, Complete Story contained in thié issiie of the PENNY POPULAR. -9

A Magnificent Long
Complete School Tale, dealing
with’ﬂjlg Early Adventures of

TOM MERRY & CO.
of St. Jim’s.

 MARTIN
CLIFFORD.

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Hats Off!

“TOM, MEWWY, desh bhoy

The Terrible Three — Tom

Merry, Manners, and Lowther,

of -the Shell—— wero - sunning

themselves on the steps of the School

House, while they wsm:ed for the bell
for afternoon lesdons. .

Tom Merry looked round lazily. A
Mareh wind was whistling in the old quad
of St. Jim'z, and leaves and dust were
dancing in it. Fags were chasing their
caps in the quad, lifted -and tossed about
hy the playful breeze.

Arthur Augustud set his s]umnn silk
topper more hrmlv upon his head as he
came oub upon the steps. It wag seldom
that Arthur Augustus wore a cap— toppers
were moré in his line—indeed, he was
suspected cf regretting the good old days
when fellow played cricket in tall hata,

“ Hallo! ™ said Tom Merry.

“I want to dpeak to you Hfellows,” smd
Arthur Augustud, surveying the Terrible
Three thxoucrh hig eyeglass, “I want
vou to back me up. I have twied to malke
Blake and those other silly asses listen to
WeAson ”

13 Ell ? »

“1 mean, I have twied to make those
ailly asses in my studay listen to weason !
1 suppode you fellows know what to-
mowwow ig 17

Monty Lowther nodded.

“Your birthday ?” he suggested.

And Toin Merry and Manners chuckled.
D’Arcy gave the humorist‘of the Shell a
{freezing glance.

“ Weally, Lowthah-
[ Ma.ny happy returns of the d&v,
Lowther solemnly.

“¥la, ha, hat!”

“1 wegard you ad an ass, Lowther!
It i3 not my birthday to-mowwow ! To-
mowywow. is the first of Apwil, and I have
been thinkin’ of celebwatin’

“Your birthday ? "

“ Weally, Lowthel, don't be an ass, you
know ! I have been thinkin® of celebwatin’
the first of prxl by japin’ the New House
fellows——-""

.- *“Oh, you couldn’t- japs a faeg!’ said
Manners cheerfully.. You’d better stay
in your study all day Jfo-morrow [ It's a
halt-holiday, and. :
1 have a weally wippin’ acheme >
Arthur Augustus broke off, and set. his

' said

“topper a little more firmly upon his head.
“He was standing now with his back to

Monty Lowther, snd Lowther had gently
tipped the hat up frem behind,

AT ST. JIM Sl

Blake innocently. * Bai Jove!

“ Did you put Herries’ bulldog under your bed, Guasy ? * lnquirea
Certainly not!
that beastly bulidog is undah my bed ?’’ shrieked Arthur Augustua,

Do you mean to say

“Bal Jove, how the wind's blowin® !>
said D’Arcy unsuspiciously. “ Now, I
was - goin’ to say Bai Jové! I
shall have to lhold it on!”

It was jerked wup from - behind again,
and Arthur Augustus clutched it just in
time., He cast & suspicious glance round
at Monty Lowther, but Lowther had his
hands in his pockets, and was gtaring across
the quadrangle, as if intently engaged
in watching & group of Third Forn fa,gs
who were punting a footer about. I’Arcy
et his hat more securely upon Liy head,

and turned to Mannersr and Tom Mem"

again.

“1 wad thinkin' of makin’ Figging & Co.
sit up, you ow. I've & jollay good
idesh for takin’ them in, you know.
What do you fellows think ¥ ¥

Tom Merry ghook his lLead goleinnly.

“I think the same ag Manners,” Le
remarked. . “ You'd better stay in your
study ell day to-morrow, Guqav espec‘allv
ag it’s your- birthdey-

“It isn't* my birthday,
shrieked D’Arcy.

“ My dear chap,”

2

you asgs!

said Manners sooth-

ingly, ““it’s no good trying to conceal your
age, you know. \Ve know just low old
you are. Now

“If you are goin' to play the gidday
goat, Mannalis—— Bai Jove! How this
beastly wind ecateched a fellow’s hati'
excaimed D'Arcy, a3 hig topper was jerked
up egain from behind. “ Lowther, did

| you push my hat ?”

“117 ejmculated LOwther, in estonish.
ment,
. “Yaas, you ass!” Sazd D Arcv turping
upon the 8&hell {fellow wmthful}s “1
don’t believe it was the wind this time.”
Tom . Merry reached .out  softly, “and

tipped the Founh Former’s hat over his |

eyes, )

“Bai Jove |
wind ! -

“ Ha, ha, hat

“Tom Mewwy you pilly ass

Arthur Augustus pushed back }l]:r cuifs
and made a stride towards Tom Mersy.
Manners, who wad sitting on the stone
bﬂlustrade, lifted his foot, and pushed tli
topper from behind with his toe. It
slid over Arthur Augustus’ aristocratic
nose, and the wind cauﬂht if fairly, and
whirled it away into . the quadrangie.

X Bai Jove! My topp&h' You asa!

“ After it, Guegy ! shouted Tom Merry.

But the swell of St. Jim’s did not need
bidding. He made a wild plunge down
the steps in pursuit of the topper. The
wind was whirling it along at great <~p(~£d
and Arthur Augustus dashed after it with
his eyeglass flying behind him at the end
of its cord.

“Go it!” voared tho Terrible 'lhwe
with one voice. .

“You uttah asses!” gagped D’Arq

He came up with the Lat, but just as L
stooped to seize it, the wmd caughi i
sgain, and whirled it away “towards the
group of fags who were punting the
footer about. D’Arcy minor—3Wally, of
the Third Form—was about to kick whex
the topper was blown fairly in front of
him. He kicked, oll the ssme, and the
sillc hat rose ihto the air.

‘“ Ha, ha, ha ! ” yelled the faga,

D'Arcy panted with wrash,

“ Wally, you young wascal

“ My. only Aunt Jane!” e]aculatod
Wally, “I dldnt know it was youwr,
toPper. Gussy,

“ Wun a.ftah it, deali boy 1" gasped
Arthur Augustus, w I’vmy cateh it for me,
deal boy ! o

€ Right_ypu aro ! Come on, you chaps.
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jeeve the focter alone '™ called out
‘vally, .

“ What-ho ! ? grinned Jameson of the
hird,

And the fags, with a whoop, rushed in
pursuit of the silk topper. ~Arthur Au-
gustug dashed along aftér them. Curly
(:ibzon, of the Third, came up with the hat
first, and he possed it skilfully to Jameson.
Arthur Augustus gave & shout of wrath.

“You young rasecal! How dare you
kick iy hat! You-—you !

*“Ha, ha, ha!™

“1 was only pasdeing ., said Curly,
dodging the indignant swell of St. Jim’s.
“ Go it, Wally ! "Pags to Jameson !”

Wally passed. )

Jameson captured the hat, and dribbled
it across the guad in fine style.

Arthur  Augustus  panted after hin.
The beautiful silk topper was decidedly
showing signs of wear and tear Ly this
time, and Arthur Augustus had cause for
anxiety, Arthur Augustus overtook Jaine-
«on, and shouldered him off, and the
) L Former rolled in the cuad.

“ Foul charge !’ roared Wally.

“Ha, lha, hot*? I

“Play tho game, Gussy ! ™.

“ You young wottahs ! ¥

D’Arcy mede a dive for the lhot. But
the wind had it agein, and the elusive topper
few into the air, and whirled away aecross
tho quadrangle. Out in the middle of the
swige quad the wind was very stroug, and
the hat whirled round and round and to
and fro, and the fagd cessed the chase
sznd stood yelling with laughter as Arthur

Augustus  panted after the damayed
Lopper. .

“Glo it, Clugsy 1¥

“On the bally® ~ = &

Y Ha, ha, hat?
Right over to the New House the topper
went eailing. Three juniors were looking
cut of the doorway of the New House—
Figging, Kerr and Wynn of the Fowth.
They watched the progress of the hat and
ity pursuer with- broad smiled, Arthur
Augustus waved an excited hand to them.

“ Stop it, deah boys !’

“ Right-ho { > called back Figgins, “ All
topether, you fellows.” .

The hat hed whirled up to the foot of
the New House steps, and rested there for a
moment. In another moment it would
tiave been off again. But Figging & Co.
cted promptly, and with great presence

of mind. They jumped together, and
came down upon the hat.
Crunch !

““ Got it ! 7’ roared Figginz,

They had got it; there was no doubi
ahout that. But whether it was worth
wetting in the state they had reduced it
to was another matter. The handsowe
Lincoln and Bennett was a shapeless rag
wider the hoots of Figgins & Co. Arthur
“tugustug camo penting up, erimson, and
almost gpeechless with wrath,

 You—you uttali dsses!’ he panted.

“Got 11 said  Figgins  genjally.
 We've caught it for you, Guasy. But
ior ud} it might have gone on over the
¢iddy house. Meare you are! (et your
taot out of it, Kerr1” ‘

Kere disentangled his boot from the
ruins of the silk hat. Figgins picked it up.
aund handed it to D’Arcy.. The swell of
St. Jim’s recejved it, gazing speechlessiy
at the hideous wreck. The topper bor:
some distant resemiblance to a concertine,
but none whatever to a hat.

** You-—you fwabjous chuisps 1 7 gasped
D’Arcy at last.

Figgins Jooked astonished.

© Well, that’s rather thick, I must say,
-after we've taken this trouble for you!™
exclaimed.  ‘‘Ys that the 1)Ary
ud of gratitude 17
Yeit feahful ass, you've wuined my
! What do you mean by junipin’ on
.y toppah 17 roared Arthur Augustus.
Tre Pexxy Porvrar~No: 234,
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“ We meant to stop it for you!” ex-
plained Figgins innocently.

Y You—you—you——" Words failed
Arthur Augustus, It was a time for
action. He rushed upon the New House
trio, hitting -out furiously.

Figgina & Co. scattered before the wild
attack, yelling with laughter. Arthur
Augustus paused, undecided which to
pursue, A bell rang from the Sechool
House, and Figgina & Co. rushed off for

leszons.

“*You wottahs!™” yoared D'Arey.
‘“Come back! I am going to give you
a feahful thwashin’! Come back, you
feahful wottahs!”

But Figgius & Co. did not accept that
kind invitation. They ran on, laughing,
and as the rest of the fellows were crowding
into the School Housa for lessons, Arthur
Augustus D’Arcy decided to follow.

He iramped away wrathfully with the
wreck of the topper in his grasp, and wes
the last to enter the Fourth Form roon,
Figging & Co. greeted him with cheerful
s, but the swell of St. Jini’s went to
place with his nose very high in the

= .
his,
air,

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Thoe Shell is Alarmed.

7 ILDARE of the Sixth, the” captain
K of St. Jim's, put his head into the
juninr common-roomn in the School
House, with his  good-natured

sile.

* Bedtime, vou kids

Tom Merry rose to bis feet with a yawn,
He had jusat finished a game of chess with
Monty Lowther, in which- both partics
had had the benefit of expert adviee from
Manners, with the result that they had
fallen  into hopeless confusion. Monty
Lowther had been beaten, and he secined
to attribute it to Manners’ well-meant
efforts. :

“ Mate,” said Tom Merry cheerfully.

“ Yes; hut Ishould have had you mate
i two!” grunted Lowther. ** This is
what comes of Manners helping.””

I didn’t help Tom ! 7 said Manners,

Lowther grunted.

““No: hes won!?’

“ Look here, Lowther, you asz———

“ Peace, my children,” said Tom Merry
pacifically. ** T's time we wero in -our
fitile bunks, and don't forget the crivket-
sturmps {77

“ Oh, all vight 17

Kiidare smiled., Tt certainly sounded
rathev odd for the Sheil fellows to be
talking of taking ericket-stumps to bed
with them ; but for a week or more past
they had done so. -

There had been an attempted burglary
at &t Jim's lately. The cracksman had
been arrested, but lis confederate was
still at ‘Jarge. 'The police belioved that
Iie had fled from the neighbourhood, as
was, indeed, very probable, as ho would
have been in very great danger if he had
remained there. But the alarm of the
Lurglars was still in the air, so to epeak,
and the juniors tock the most elaborate
precautions when they went to bed.

Bernard Glyn, of the Shell, who was an
inventive geniug, had with difficulty been
vestrained {rom fitting up burglar alarms
of his own invention. Some of the juniora
took ecricket-stumps to bed with them,
and zore of them had poliee-whistles, and
several had dark lanterns and little clectric
torches.

If a cracksman had come to St. Jim's
again just then, he would have found him-
self in a fortified camp, and he would not
have stood much chanee. Herries, of the
Fourth, had gone Bo far as to proposc
introducing his bulldog, Towser, into the
dormitory of a night—and it was only by
the threat of instant slaughter that the
Fourth-Formers had made bim drop the
idea,
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“Get off!” said Kildare. T don’d
think you need be nervous about burglars,
you kids ! ’

2t We're not nervous,” Tom Merry ex-
plained. ‘“It's a case of defence, not
defiance, you know. If you ar2 prepared
for war, that's the best way of avoiding
war, Kildare; I saw that in a newspaper
sornewhere.” :

The 8t. Jim’s captain laughed.

“Well, well; off you go! So long as
you don’t lay in firearms, you ecan take
what you like to the dormitory!”

‘“ Nothing like being prepared,”
Blake.

““ Yaas, wathali!”

*“The best thing is to have a hurglar
alarm fitted up to every door and window!”’
remarked Bernard Glyn. ‘I should he
willing——"

* But nobody else would ha willing,”
said Kildare, laughing. *‘ Now, enough
jaw; buzzofft”

And the juniors tramped up to bed.

The Fourth-Formers stoppsd at the
door of their dormitory, while the Shell
fellows went further along the passage to
their quarters. Some of them looked
under the beds when the light was turned
on. As Gore remarked, there was nothing
like making certain.

‘“ Quite an eary thing for a burglar to
get into the school, and stay hidden vuder
a bed,” Kaengaroo remarked. ‘It is all
rot to say that a burglar won’tc come.
What’s happened once may happen again 7

‘" Light:ing never strikes twice in the
same place,” said Clifton Dane,

‘ But -burglars do,” said Tom Merry.
‘* There was & burglar here once who got
in at the windew of this very dormitory 1>

** Yer, rather—ocan’t be too eareful !

““Of courde, we're not afraid of the rot.
ters,” said Toun Merry. “* But it's no good
blinking the facts. They have been here
and they might come again—and that
villain, Jerry Horrocks, is still loose ! ”

P And the other rotter had a revolver
when he was caught,”” Manners remarked,

““ 1 jolly well wish he would come again,
and we’d have a chance to lay him by the
heela ! ” said Tom Merry.

“ Hear, hear!”

And the Shell fellows turned in, their
minds running wpon burglars and burg-
lanies. - It was ouly natural, considering
what had lately happened at ihe school.
After Kildare had put out the light, and
left the juniors 1o go to sleep, the talk
ran_on the same subject. Some of the
Shell fellows, who wanted to jape the New
House on the morrow, All I'ools’ Day,
started that subject; but they had no
chance—burglaries easily won, so to speak.

Manners told a story of a burglary he
had heard of during the last vacation, and
Gore capped it with a tale of a murder.
Then Kangaroo told a story of a fearful
outiage in a lonely Australian bush, which
ho had heard before he camne to St. Jim's,
By that time the juniors were very sleepy,
but in-such a atate of uneasy shuddering,
that they hardly cared to close their cyes
and go to sleep.

“roo!” exclaimed Tom Merry, as
Kangaroo concluded his thrilling varns
“ Whet assed we are to talk these thing.
after bedtime. We shall dreasn burglers
now ! -

“I—-1 believe I heard a sound ! mut-
tered Skimpole. .

* Ha, ha, hat” -

Tom Merry laugbed, but his laugh did
not have ita usual cheery and hearty
sound. His nerves were a little shaken,
too.

“ Somebody tell a funny story!™ said
Glyn, :
© ¥ Go it, Lowther!”

“ All right 1’ said Lowther. ¢ There’s
the story, of the men with the iron sauce-

an
pas Oh, we've had that ! gaid Gore,
“Then I'll tell you what happered to

said

my unclé_at Brighton—-
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‘“Had that ! ” yelled Dane.

*Well, thele s the story about the
boited cod
*“Too old 1”

“ Look here,
wrathfuily,
ticular N

“Tm going to sleep,” said Manners,

vawning., ‘* Good-night, all |

“ Good-night !

Monty Towther’s funny story was never
tald.- The Shell fellows settled down to
slumber ; but as they did so, there came
gudden Bound throvgh the silence of t-he
dormitory. Tt wag a sornd of a rattle at
the high windows,

“In a moment every fellow was sitting
bolt upright in bed.

“ W.w-what wad that 7~ gasped Gore,

“D-d-d.d-did you hea,r it7”

“ I-—heard something,” said Tom \Ielry,
staring towards the gl\mmenpg \umxows
e 1t~1t gsounded like the window rattling.”

Y Or—or a stone rattling on the win-
dow ! muttercd Skimpole,

“ Ass! How could a stone rattle on the
window 2"

* Someone nngh* have, th' own it, my
demr Lowther.”

“ Futhead | There's nobedy in the guad
ot this time of night; snd if theve were, 1
suppose he wouldn’t be chucking stones up
at this window % :

smd Monty Lowther
“if you're so mighty par-

“Well, no,” agreed Skimpole. ¥ Prob-
'ably not, Still——”
‘Listen 1" mubtered Tom Merry.

“Don’t jaw ! Listen !’

There wad & tense silence in the dor-
mitory ag the Shell fellows listencd fur a
repetition of the sound. There czie a.
soft sound fromn the window, but it was'
the familiar sound of a shower of ral
dyiven on the panes by the wind.

*There’d no oune there"”
Lowtler,

“ Tt must heve been the

“Ivs—it'g all right 1

Tom Merry jumped out of bed.

** The souud ("-!trmly came {rom the
window,” he said. “I'm jolly well guing
to gee 1

The Lero of the Shell mounted to the
“Andow, and opened it softly and looked
out. There wes o gliramer of starlight in
fhe old quadrengle of St. Jim’s. Below,
Tom Merry conld gee 2 gleam of ruddy
light frora lower windows. Certainly, if
& burglar were tlere, he had chosen & very
early hour for his visit; it was as yet
harely ten o’clock,

Tom, Merry leaned out and scanned the
susky quadrangle below.

Save where the glow of light fell from
the windows below, he could see nothing ;
the quadrangle was very darlc ond silent,
the faint starlight only serving to make
darknesd visible, ag it were, -

Tomn Merry searched the nuad with higs
eyed, and scanned the ivy upon the wall
helow the dormitory windows. Tt was

rugtling in the wind, and the raindrops
were dashing on it ; but'there was certmn}ly
no sign of & linher. Tom Merry shivered
wnd closed the window, and dropped back
mo the dolm:torv

inutiered

wind {7

“Well 7 demended half  a  dozen
blealhlens volces,
* Nothing therc !
* Oh, I suppose xb was the wind 177 said,

Monty Lowther, “I'm going to slcep!”

Tomn Merry got into bed again.

1 hardly think it was the wi ind,” he
remarked thoughtfuily,

© Well, it was the rain, then!”

71 don't Feo lhow the rain could rattle
t} 1 window,”

*Well, what was it, then 2 demanded

K‘”lgm‘oo
‘Blessed if T know !” -
“ Good ergl ”  suddenly - exclaimed
Manners. *If there was snybody prowl-

ing outside the window we shall find traces-
cf him to-morrow, anyway. It’s raining,
and the grouud down there wlll be soft and |
muddy.”

; in here, Gusdy 7°

‘Lot of consolation that will be, if we
get burgled!” gaid Monty  Lowther,
yawning. ‘ Anyway, if I'm burgled I'm
going to be burgled asleep. Good-nightt ”

And Monty Lowther went to sleep. And
the rest of the Shell were not slow in follow-
ing hig ekample.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
The First of April.

LANG! Clang!
q Arthur Aungustus

up in bed in the Fourth Forin

dormitory in the School House
and rubbed his eyes. 'The rising-bell was
clanging, and lhe sun wag shining in at the
high windows. The rein had passed away
with the night, xmd the sun of the first day
of April wag gleaming cheerfully upon the
Wct, lags of the wmdows

ine mornin’, bai

wain ! 7 gaid D’Arey.

D’Arcy sa

Jove, aftah the

11

“Bai- Jove! Certainly not! Do yeu
mean to say that that beastly Lulldog is

undah  my bed 7” ghrieked  Arthur
Augustus.
** Ha, ha, hat? .

“ Mind your calf !

“ Look out, Gussy !*

Arthur Au;zustus had put one ]og. out of
bed. He whipped it back egain in the
twinkling of an eye, and dragged the bed.
clothes round him again,

“ Hewwies, you ass

* Look out ! Mind how you step t**

“Call the beast away 1> -

“ Ratd ! ” said Herries. “T'mx not golog
to ewll Towser. Besides, he wouldn’t
come |’

* He's your wotten dog, and you oughb
to teach the feahful beast to obey. you,
Hewwies. I wegard it as disgustin’ to
bwing that beast into the dorm. He has
no wespect whatevah for a fellah’s

33

twwodaha 1
“ He, ha, ha1”

¢ Came o, you chaps !’ called out Wally.
And the fage with a whoop, rushed in pursuit of B'Arcy’s
" You young waecal [’ roared Arthur Augustus,
¢ How dare you kicik my hatl?®

ho! 1 E2)
beautifui silic topper.
daching after them.

“0On the balll”  What-

“ Ha, ha, ha!?*’

“Good egg !’
turned cut of bed. * It would be rotten
to have a rainy day for a half-holiday.
Hallo, Gussy, old man ! ™ he added, staring
at the swell of St. Jim’'s with a startled ex-
pres&mn

D’Arcy glopE‘d for hiy monocle and
jammed it into his eye and stared back at
him. :

* What’s the matter, B

“ Nothing, only—"

“ Only what 2

“Did you put Herries
your bed ? 7’

“What ? 7 ¢

“ My hat ! said Herrics, sitting wp in
bed and ;zmmmg * Did you fet¢h Towser

lake, deah hoy ¢
" Bulldeg wnder

-

“TPowsah 777 .
“Yes. Dld you LA

> gald Jack Blake, ad he }

.

“ Dwive him cut before T get up.”

“Can't ho done!t?” s‘n-id Dighy, as lio
turned cut of bed, *Jump ocut and
chance it. If he fastens on you I'll go for
him. Doga are allowed, one {ree bite, you
know.”

“You uttah agg——e—

“Put your leg out and see if it’s blt,ten,
If it isn t, vou can get out safe enough,
D’Arey darlmg 1” gaid Reilly,

“You f'va.bjous chump—-~-

“Fsith, and ye’ll have to stay in bed if
yon don’t get out ! said Reilly..

* Call that beastly dog away, Hewwies ! ™

“ Rats ™

“I shall po longah wegard you =23 1
fwiend.”

“* Ha, ha, ha!”.

The rest of the Fourth had turped out
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NDOW, Alﬁmr Augusius DiArey remaiped
gitting in bed in 'a state of great trepida.
tion,  Herries”  bulldog, fowser,
sometimed & gomewhat uncertain teriper,
ead it wad no joke {o pul out & hare leg
within reach of his tectl.
 Blake, deah boy, dwive &
T couldn’t, (-us«lv I
 Luunley- Lumlev, my deali fellah, will
you dwive that hotwwid beast fwom.- undah
my bed!?”

Lumley-Tnmley cluckled.

<1 qnmx!v corldn’t do it (uﬂ.:y,
Faid.

“ Ionmn, dwive him away |

Impeﬂﬂhle '7 grinned Levison.
“ Mellish, deali hoy—

“ Ha, hea, ba!”

“There i9 nothin® to langh at, Mellish.
I wegard you ag a wottah ! Hancock, old
man, I wish you wonld dwive that beast
away for me!”

“ Imapossible { ** said Hancccle

Arthur Augusiud 1’Arey  jammed his
monocle a little tighter into hig eye, and
simply glared at the giinning - Fourth.
Formers, They seemed fo be taking the

matter as a joke ; but it seemed like any-

thing but a joke to the swell of St. Jim’s.
“1 wega,l‘d you as & sel of woltahd 17 he
ghouted. DVs ive that beast awagy. I
con't wemaan in bed all the miornin’, you
silly adseg !’
“ Chanee it, then,” advised Blake,
“I wefuse to clance it 17
Jump out suddenly, and he won't
bite -you,” said Ferries.
“He might, vou asa!’
“Well, dogs are nllovwd one free
“ Pway, don't be sn ass, Dighy.
Lere-
“Tell you what, S%ﬂ Blake, ¢ jumnp
. frora_your hed to the next, without getting
on the floor sl all, and then youwll be
all right,”
“Bai Jove, that’s a good idesh!*
Arthur Augustus threw hack the bed-
clothes, and rose to his feet on the creaking
bed, Levison gave a sudden yelk
“ Look out!” -

f

In an instant the swell of St. Jim’s
wag under the hedclothes agein, dragging
them round hir, to forin dorae protection
against the teetfly of Towser,

“Beai Jove! Is the beast comin’ 77 he
panted.

“No,” saldl Levison coolly. “I was
only telling youn to look out, on general
prmmples Fou lcnom \uthmq like keep-
ing one’d. eyes open,” .

% You uitah wottal—*

“ Ha, ha, ha !>

“ Better make a rush for it,”
“You'll he late for hrekker.”

Arthur Augnstus rose to lis feet on the
bed agein. Ile peered over the edge of
the bed, expecting to see the bulldog’s
nose, but thers wad nothing to be seen
of Towser so far, The swell of St. Jiun's
made a wild leap, and landed upon the
next bed, and fell upon his kneed there,
and rolled off wporn the floor on the other
side,

“ Look ont!” shrieked Bleke,

“Run for it 17

“ Mind your eye!”

Arthur ‘Augustus scrmnbled wildly to
Ids feet, and leaped unpon another -bed,
gasping.

“ Bai Jove! Is he afier mo >

0b, no, you're all right!"”

“Ha, ha, hat’

“You fmghtful asgeg-—-'"

“ Hea, ha, ha !

Arthur Augustus D’Arey stepped down
gingerly from the bed. He caught up a
poker, which one of the juniors had
brought up to the dormitory in- view of
-possible Dburglars -over-night. Then he
turned & Btern eye upon Herries.-

“1 am g,om to dwive that beast. out
of the dorm,” he gaid. “If he twiea to
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zim away:

he

5

]

Look

! said Blake.

had |

experience &3 Boy Scouts,

bite me, Hewwies, I shell ewsck his
beastly hea.d with this pokah.”

“Go it !” grinned Herries, .

Poker in hand, Arthur Augusms ad-
vanced cautiousily towerds hid bed. He
made a lunge under the bed _with the
poker, and shouted : i :

“(lome out, you heast!”

“Ha, he, ha!” yelled the mmrn'

“ Bai Jove! Where is he ?

“Ha, ha, ha!” -

There was no sgound from Towser.
Arthur  Augustus  stooped lower, and
looked under the bed. Blank space met
hid eye. 'There was no sign of Towser

under the bed, cr in the dormitory at all.
Arthur Augustus stared blankly, and the

expression. on hig aristocratic features
made the Fourth-Formers shriek.

“ You—you uttah wottahg!” gasped
D’Arcy,  whirling round . towards the
velling juniors. T The beastly bulldog
isn’t there at all.”

“Ha, ha, ha'!”

“You told me Towsah wag there,
Blake—--"" :

“ 1 didn't,” daid Blake indignanﬂy. “I
asked you if you had put Herries' bulldog
under ycur bed. Didn't T, you chayps ¢ g

 Certainly,” daid Lmnlm Lun‘lev “X
guess T henrd you.”

"1 wad merely, asing 2 guaestion, not
making & statement,” Blake mxplained.
“If you choose to jump to wrong concln-
siong, I can't help 1t, Chaps ought to be
logical,” i

e You—you uttah nds

“And 1 only teld you to look out—
I didu't say Towsder was there,” said
Herrieg. “ Bledgsed if I know why you
jump to these eonclusiond without any
evidence, Gussy.”

‘ Ha, ha, ha!”

“ You fwabjous adles!” ve}led I &"c\
“You certainly led me to believe that
that wotten bul]dog was undah my bed,

and—and

“First of Aprili” chanted Blake,
“ First of April! Ha, ha, ha}?”

“ Bai Jove, T forgot—-—-"

“ Ha, ha, ha!”

Arthur Augustus  turned . very pink.
He had elaborated a great joke Limnself
for the first of April, with the assistance
of his minor, Welly ; but he lad not been
on his gnard &wmnqt the In uinorous atteinpts
of his Formellowd. He soiffed o8 he
turned awsay towards his washstand.

“Look out, Gussy !’ shouted Digby.
“Don't tread on that nail !”

I¥Arcy jumped.

“ What mail ?

“ Ha, ha, ha!”’

“ First of April!” xelled Dighy.

“You uttah ag§—— .

“ Ha, ha, ha!”

i)

1 don’t gee—

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
The Mysterious Footprints,

OM MERRY & (0. were nwy that

! morning,

The - chums of the Shell had

not forgotten the incident of the

night, and after breskfast it cccurred to

them to look for possible footprints under
the windowd of the dormitory.

The rain of the night before lad ren.
dered the ground doft and spongy, and if
a eracksman had been prowling round the
house in. the night, it wad pretly certain
that he would have left footpunH behind
Lim., °

Even on the gravel pathd in the qued-
rangle there would be traces of feet, and
the juniors, who had had a great deal of
rather prided
themgelved upon their ability to follow
tracks, The Terrible Three scrolied round
the house-to exemine the ground under
the dormitory windows, and several other

-Shell: fellows followed them.

““Mind where you tread !’ gaid Tom
Merry . warpingly., ““1f thece are any

1 thoughtfully.
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iracks lere, we don’t want {o get them
mueked upt You fags can clear outt”

“Rats 7 replied Curly Gibgon promptly,

Hbslf & dozen fagd of the Third were on
the scene, and, in fact, quite & crowd of
fellows had gathered to dee the investigs.
tion, The Shell fellows ‘had - talked of
the 1)eulhar happunnﬂ of th ht before,
and most of the &Lhuol Ho 4 heard
of it.

“Well, keep off the f’!‘t’aﬂ
Lowther,

“ Oh, you 8hell chapd are a Jot of '*id(h”
nervous Old heng1” sgaid Hobbg, of the

3

¢

" gaid "\Iantv

towards the fags, and they beat a proinpt
retreat. But Lowther wad recalled by a
shont of excitenmient froma Tom Murry,

“ My hat! Look lLere!”

“What 1§ it ¥?”

¢ Footpr

“ (reat & utt 1
“The cra

The Shell fellows stared ot
in surprise end some sail
alarm of the night had not
grounds. Someone Lad evidently beeu
prowling roumil the &c¢hoel House in cthe
Liourd of darkness.

1n the soft seil helo
were didtinet foctmarks,  So deep, sv
distinet were the prints of the big, heavy
boots, that it seemed es if the wearer of
them bad jammed his feet down specislly
hard in the soil on purpose.

There was = flower-bed along. the wail
at this point, aud the soft scil was speeially
adapted for keeping traces of this kind.
Deep in the soil showod r}e ou‘lmew ‘of a
very = close. up
to ‘the “all and lheu re(e an from it,
back to the gravel path where The jauiors
were now standing,

Tom Merry & Co. looked at oue another
with startled faces, )

“ By Jove!” gaid Tomn Mervy at last.

been wiilwot

“There wag really gowneone lere in tle
night ! No mistake sbcut it now 17
“No fear!”
“Chap with jolly biz feet, too! " said

Monty Lowther, scanuimg the footprints.

He took & tape-measure from his pncket

and meadured the pearesgt track, Th'i

chap tock at least nineg, T r«hould think,’
“Then it eouldn’t possibiy 1

a chap lyreaking hounds,”

* dust have

have Leen
Manners said
been a [full-
grown man !’

“Yed, rather!”

¢ Hallo, you fellows ! Found anything?”
e\dmmed Blake, eoming up.

 Look there!” .

“Phew!”

Blake stared ai the tracks,

“The giddy cracksraen!”

“ Only one of them, I think,"” said Tom
Merry. “‘The tracks ail seean to belong
to the same f{eet,” He had gone up close
to the well. “ And look<here ! The ivy is
dragged out in places, as if he tried to
climb, and then. folmd it wouddn't Leay
hid weight.”

“ He must. heve (‘:.mbnd, if it was
we heard at the wmdov,, said Gore,

*Yed; that'a so!’

“And lLe'd have got in, too,r said
Kangaroo excitedly, “if wo hada't been
awake ! It wad our being awake last night
thet pxevented a burglary ! "

“ Looks like it ("™

1 suppose we'd better tell Mr,
gaid Tom Merry.
Lnow about this,
catch the rotter,”
. “1 don't see why we shouldw’t !” said
Blake, “T'd trudt a Boy Seout to follow
a track better then a poheemsm any day !
Look here, it’s s hali-holidey to-day, and
I think we might do worse ﬂwux run. him
down i

hirn

tailton,”
“The polica ought to
* They ey be able to

Third. “Yoau see a buvrgler in every
shadow, vou Lknow !.” .
“That’s just = the motier 1’V
agreed Curly.
Mounty Loswther made a wovement |

&
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“ Jolly good idea!” saidl Tom Merry.
*What do you fellows say ? 7

“T'm game!” said Kangaroo.

“So am I!" g.id Figgins,

“And I17 said several other juniors.

‘“ Right-ho ! ” gaid Tom Merry, * We'll
8ll meet directly after dinner and follow
up the footprints,”

“ What-ho 1 7

Juniors of both houses were keen on
tracking the cracksman, and as soon ag
dinner weag finished they met in the quad
and marched out towards the gates.

“Let’s look for the tracks slong the
road,” said Blake., “ My idea is that the
villain, bolted after he was alarmed last
night, and very likely he came over the
wall, and ran right across into the wood.
He might have been afreid of having
Tageles’ mastiff after him. Don’t you
think go 17’ '

“Very likely,” said Tom Merry.

“Then we’'ll begin here.”

Opposite the school wall, across the
high road, was the wood, and a deep ditch
separated it from the highway. = Therc
were planks acrosd the ditch in several
places, and the ground up and down by
the border of the wood was very soft and
spongy from recent rain. The juniors filed
over the ditch by the planks, and phnged
in among the trees on the edge of the wood.

Certainly, if the cracksman had been at
St. Jim’s, and had fled suddenly, it was
very probable that he had taken directly
to the wood to avoid purduers. = The
juniors had high hoped of discovering
tracks among the trees and underbrush,

“ Mind you don’t trample on any foot-
prints | ” Tom Merry called out, ad the
juniord geattered to search for traces,
* Look where you go!™ -

-* Yes, that’s all right 1™

“'The chap who finds e track can whistle
to the rest,” said Figgins,

‘“ All gerene }”

" To and fro, in the trees and bushesd, on
the border of the wood, the junicrs went
cautiously., All of them hed ineasure-
mentsd of the hoots which had left tracks
under the windows of the Shell dermitory,
ready to measure and compare any tracks
they might find in the wood. The ground
wad soft, almost sloppy, and there was no
doubt that if anybody had heen tramping
there traces would be left. Wherever-the
juniors moved now, they left tracks in the
damp aud elinging soil.

Rein-drops fell” upon them from the
branches ag they moved. There was much
rain left in the wood, though the weather
wag dry and sunny now, But they did not

" mind a little wet. They were too keen on

the search to heed little disecomforts like
that.

Arthur Angustus D’Arey plunged further
into the wood than the other fellows, and
disappeared from view.

“Don’t lose yourself, Gussy!™ ecalled
out Blake,

“That’s all wight, deah boy !

“ And don’t run into danger, you ass!”
said Figgins,

*Watg 17

- “1 think I'1l keep cloge to him, in case
of accidents,” said Bleke. “He’d an
exasperating ass, but I shouldn’t like him
{o run uf)on the burglar alone.”

And Blake pressed on after the swell of
St. Jim’s., Suddenly, a3 he came upon an
open patch of ground under the trces, he
uttered an exclamation. . There was a
streteh of muddy soil before him, and the

-t

tracks of Arthur Augistus’ elegant boots
led acrosd it. But, apart from 1D’Arcy’s
tracks, distinet to the view, wad the mark
of a large and clumsy boot.

“ My hat!”

In a moment Blake was on his knecs on
the ground, regardiess of the mud and of
hig trousers, and wad measuring the track,

It fitted exactly !

Blake rose and gave a& shrill whistle,
The signal wad snswered from all directions
and the juniord came running through tho
bushes,

“ Found it ? 7’ shouted Kangaroo,

“ Yes!”

“ Hurrah ! ”

“Stand clear?!
shouted Blake,

“ Right-ho! By Jove, here it is!”

Tho juniors gathered round the track
in glee.  They were almost as much
surprised as they were pleaded. They had
hoped to find the trail of the cracksman in
the wood, hvt now that they had found it
they realised how slight their expectation
had heen, thongh their hope wad strong.

But they had found it { Tt was the track
of a right boot—only the one hoet, but it
corresponded exactly with the track that
had been found under the windows of
the Shell dormitory at St. Jim’s, Half a
dozen of the juniors measured it, and it
fitted the measurements to & hair,

** There’s no doubt about it,” said Tom
Merry, drawing a deep breath, * Look
here! Here's the very mark of a patch on
the sole of the boot, just the same.”

“It's the same, right enought”

“ Queer there’s only one track, thougl,”
said Mannerd, with a puzzled look.
“Where did the chap put his other foot 27

“The track must be here somewhere.”

“I can’t see it.” |
. * Perhaps he hopped along on one leg,”
said Blake.

“Rot 17

‘“ Well, there’s only one track, anyway.
That’s enough to follcw. Let’s look round
and gee where it leadd.”

“1 dropped on thid quite by chance,
following Gusdy,” Blake explained. He
put hid hands to his mouth, and called out,
‘ Gusay, Gussy! Hallo!”

“ Hallo, deah boy!” c¢ame back an
answering shout through the wood.

“ Have -you seen amy more tracks ? "

“No, deah boy.”

“Well, the silly ass would iniss them,
anyway ! ” said Blake, with a sniff. “ Let’s
get on in this direction.”

And the juniors pressed on eagerly in
the direction in which the wolitary foot-
mark pointed. They were on the track,
at all events.

Don’t tread on it!"

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
’ Amazing !
EEPING a keen look-out now, and
K their cudgels ready for wor, the
St. Jim’s jupiors pressed on.
Towser gave a growl occasionally,
and their hearts leaped into their mouths ;
but each time it proved to be a false alarm.
Towser wad apparently simply exercising
his voeal cords. .

“ Keep that blessed dog quict, Herries !
said Tom Merry at last. ** We don’t want
to give the rotter the alarm when we get
near him.” -

Herries grunted. .

“Ratg! Towser won't give the alarm.”

“ Well, keep him quiet. Hallo, what
i3 he after now ?”

Mr. A. DANK
British ‘Athlets, wishes to announce for the
benefit of those who bave not avail-d them-
selves of his recent off r, that the offer wiil

Towser had sud-
denly strained upon
his  chain, and he

‘World's Champicu and

be kept open ouly until-the remaining fres , trl'ﬂ to bolt into the
Sirength Developers have been distributed. * bushes, :
)

y  pplicantssheuld therefore apply immed: .
The free-gift-strength-developer will be given
entircly withcut cost to al: boys of British

. nationalitv who seund 2/4 for Mr. Danks’ widely
known Half-Guinea Course of Lessons, and who

! promise_to practise. regulugy. Bend
ificent Deve!

postage and the

- Herries held fast
on the chain.
“ Hold on, Towsy!

2/ and 4d. for “ Groreerr} ”? osaid

free—absolutely free. Abroad, 1/- extre.—fu DANE!
{Dept.U; 50, Crescent'Rd., Aléxandra Park, Loddon, N.

per will be Towser.

“He's on the

Friday. - 13

track 17 exclaimed  Heriles
“ He’s smelt out the villain t
Towser wiil lead the way!”

*“ More likely smelt out a rabbit,” said
Blake.

“Look here, Blakow——"

* We're sticking to the trail,” su2id Tom
Merry.  *“Pull Towser in!”

“Rott T'm geing to follow liis lead,”
said Herries,

And Herries followed the excited Towscr
into the bushes and disappesred. Tom
Merry & Co. kept on the treil. They did
not share Herries’ implicit faith i the
sagacity of the bulldog. And they were
soon satisfied that they were right, for the
footprint appeared again and again in the
depthe of the wood.

Affer a while the track led through the
wood, heck the way they had come. Ths
fugitive had doubled on his tracks, that
was evident. The juniors hurried on.
Every now and then they lost the track,
and some minutes were spent in seeking
it; but they always found it ngain, and
pressed on more eagerly than cver,

They reached the edge of the wood
on the high road, opposite the wall of St.
Jim's, within a dozen paces of the apot
whero they had entered the wood to begin
the searcli, a good two hours before,

There they halted, looking at one an
other in wonder,

“ He's doubled right back to where he
came into the wood,” Tom Merry said, at
last. “ Of course, he thought that would
throw us off the track. He must know we’re
tracking him.”

" Not so easy to throw the St. Jim's
Boy Scouts off the track!” said Blake,
with some satisfaction, which was surely
justifiable uuder the circumstances. ¢ He's
taken to the road now.”

Tonm Merry wrinkled his brows,

“JIt’s odd if he ventured on the high
road in broad daylight,” le said. “ His
deseription is known all over the county.
I wonder—--"’

“What 77 asked Redfern.

“ Let’s look across the road,”

Tom Merry crossed the ditch by the
plank, and exemined the roed. Thero
was a fresh track in the mud by the end
of the plank, and another close by the
school wall. Then another and another,
leading along the wall,

“ He's gone along here, keeping close
to the wall,” said Figgins,

“ Looks like it,” .

At the end of tlie school wall were the
pelings of a plantation. Tom Meny
exsmined the pslings, The tracks ceased
there, and on the damp palings were plain
signa of someone having climbed. ~The
wood was scored with scratehes as of
nailed boots.

“ He’s gone into the plantation,” said
Tom Merry.

“And we’re after him,” said Blake.

“Come on!”

Tom Merry eclimbed the palings, ¥e
dropped down inside among the trees,
and the other fellows followed him fast.
Excitement was now at fever heat. - It
seemed almost incredible that the fugitive
should dare to seek refuge in the planta-
tion under the very walls of St. Jim’s, But
the tracks told their own tale,

Among the firs and beeches of ihe
plantation, the tracks were visible wheres
ever the ground was soft and muddy.
With beating hearts the juniors Tollowed,
and the frail led them by & roundabout
way. through the plantation to the east
wall of the school. There they stopped,
at the foot of the wall, and the juuicrs
stopped, too, thunderstruck.

There was no doubting the- amozing
truth ¢ ‘ :

Whoever had left that trail had climbed
the walls of St, Jim's on the east -=id
from the beech plantation, and was now
within -the preeinets of the school.

Tom Merry & Co. were silent with shoer
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excitedly.
Come on,
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mazement, They knew that theyr muyat
lhave been close upon the track of the
ungeen fugitive all the time, and they
oould easily guess that he bad beon
rendered desperate by their elose pursuit.
But that he should adopt such w desperate,
unheard-of resource as taking refuge in the
precinicts of the school itself was Bstound-
ing.

Yet there could be no doubt. The trail
gtopped at the foot of the well, and there
wo3 ro sign that the fugitive had turned
baclk.

“My hat!” seid Blake, breaking a

long silence.. “I never heard of such
nerve ! The fellow is in St. Jim’s—3t,
Jim's itself.”

“He must be. Yet—

“It's a eunning dodge,” sail ¥iggins.
“Of course, he never thought that any-
body would dream of lookmn for him
in the sehool itself, and there are lots of
eld nooks and crannies in St. Jim’s whers
a dozen men could hide. Only it wanted
e jolly lot of nervoe to try it in the day-

Heht.”
“ Blegsed if I catch on to it,”" said Red-
fern. “1 sa ”’  Ho -paused.

Y
“Well 27 seid Tom Merr_y.

“I suppose there can’t be auy spoof
about it 7"’

“8poof! What do vou wutean ?’

“ Well, it sesma jolly queer, that's a“’

said Redfern hesitatingly.

“Whet rot!” said Bleke warmly.
“ We've tracked the fellow for miles, and
it's been the same track all the time.
How could there he any spooi about it ?
You're an asz!”

“ Anywey, © we're going to
bizney now,” sﬂ.id.-Tonl Mezrry.
your leader.”

He leaped up, ar-d caught the top of the
wall in his hands, He clambered over.
and the other fellows elambered over after
hin.

Inside- the school wall at this side was
a shedy walk, shadowed by big elms.
Tt way quite possible that the mgwtne
had climbed the wall, and dropped inside
without attracting any attention,

Most of the St. Jim's fellows who were
not out of gates were on the playing-
fields. The elm-shaded welk was quite
deserted. The gravel was wet with the
late rein, and in the soft ground the juriors
soon picked up the trail again.

There, in the soft gravel close te the
wall, wag the imprint of the burglarious
boot—the same treck that had beon
found under the Shell dormitory windows
that morning—the same track that had
led thern onthe long trail through the
wood to the old castle, and back™ agein
to the walls of St. Jim's,

There it was, as clear snd distinct as
ever—ag diastinet, as Blake sagely re-
morked, as if the fellow had deliberately
made it go to help them track him. There
were other feoiprints mear it, but they
wers not go easily discerned.

"There was one most prebable place where
a fugitive might seek a hiding-place, and
that was in the old tower of St. Jim's,
The old tower was in s shaky condition,
and slthough the fellows wore. allowed
to enter it, they were mnot permitted to
ascend to the top of the spiral staircase.

On the third story of the tower, the
staireass was barred acroas, and any follow
who had gone farther, and wes discovered,
wad certain of lines, if not of & licking. I

finish the
“ I'oilow

Write to the Editor of

H yow are net getting your right |
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| Merry emrnestly.
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the fugitive knew of the place, what more
likely spot for him to conceal himself in ¢
And the track was found again, in the
very doorway of the tower.

The juniors halted in the low, arched
doorway with beating hearts. The track
led inwards, but it did not lead outwards.
And from the gstone tower there was
certainly no other exit. The rascal eonld
not escape. He was fairly comered at
last.

On the lowest step of the tower was
the print of a muddy boot. The stair
was dry and dusty, a,nd the muddy foot-
print was quite plain to see. It was the
old familiar footprint u.gsm.

““ He's here !'”

“Come on "

The juniors reached the second story
of the tower. There was a wide landing,
onthe other side of which the spiral stair

recomumenced. On the landing were two
daors, and one of them was closed.

Qutaide the closed door, clearly legible
in the dust, was the final track of the boot
they had followed so far. Further it did
not go.-

On the upper stairs the dust was un-
disturbed. It was clear that whoever
had made that track had stopped at the
second story, and the closed door told the
resb,

Outside ‘the door the juniors halted,
breathing hard. Tom Merry tried the door,
and found that it was fast. There was
a ponderous lock on the door, and there
should have been & key in 1t—the juniors
remembered the big, heavy iron key that
belonged to it. They did not doubt that
it had been shifted to the inside. At all
eventy, the door was locked.

““ He's in there ! ” gaid T'om Merry.

“ Cornered at last ! said Redfern.

Tom Merry knocked on the door. -

“You are run down, you scoundrel !
he called out, through the big, old-
fashioned keyhole. “You had better
give in!”

Thero was no reply.

‘“ Obstinate brute !’ said Monty Low-
“ He wants to make us fancy that
he isn’t there. If he isn’t, what’s the door
locked for 2’

Knock, knock, knock !

‘“ Open the door, you rascal !

Silence.

“ We shall have to break in the lock
somehow,” said Tom Merry, looking
rather doubtfully, however, at the pon-
derous door.

*‘ Better have Kildare up here first,”
said Blake. °‘It will make a fearful row
and the Hoad might be waxy if we bust
it in.

Tom Merry nodded.

“ Good ! he said, *“It's pretty pln,m
that the villain doesn’t mean to surrender,
and Kildaro will be useful if it comes to
a scrap. . I'll go and feteh him.”

Kildere had just changed after playing
football, and was chatting with Darrel and
Rushden, of his own Form, when Tom
Merry camé panting up. The zeniors were
already aware that something very unusuel
was proceeding in the quadrangle, and they
looked inquiringly at the hepo of the Sheil.

“ What’s the row -over there on the
east side ? 7 asked Darrel. *‘ Bome of you
rascals exploring the tower out of bounds? ”

“ No,” gasped Tom Merr) ; ‘“it’s the
cmcksman A

“The what ?”

“The cracksman !

Kildare looked et hirn sternly.

“1If you are trying to play a First-of-
April wke on the Sixth, '.[Pom Merry, you
are gomg the right way to work to get &
licking !V he exclajmed.

“It’s nob a ]oke, Kildare,” said Tom
“It’s honest 1Injun!
We've been tracking the villain'down, and
he’s been dodging us. He's hidden him-

1

{self in the reom on the second flgor in the
| tawer, and locked hlmaelf in.”

_Kildare jumpped.

Friday.

' Are you sure, Tom Merry 1* hae
ejaculated. ’ . v

* Quite sure 1 ;

* “You've seen him 7

“No; he kept out of sight.
tracks "

“Fhe same tracks that were lmder the
dormitory windows ? ”’ asked Darrel. »

““Yes. Wo followed him by them, and
they lead right inte the tower, and up to
tho door of the room on the gecond story.”

Kildare whigtled softly.

¢ Blessed if I quite underatand this,” he
said. “Iv’s jolly extraordinary. But I
suppose we ought to look into it, if it's
not a jape.”

“ Honour bright, Kildars !>

““Well, 'll come.”

The three meniors hurried with Tom
Mezry to the old tower. There wes a buzz
in the crowd as they appeazed, and & sound
of laughter

“ You're being spoofed, Klldﬂ,re 1

¢ First of April, old man 1"

““Ha, ha, ha!" -

Kildare took no notice of the remarka.
He entered the tower, followed by Darrel
and Rushden and Tom Merry, and
ascended the apiral staircase to the second
landing, where the burglar-hunters were
awaiting his arrival anxiously. Kildare
looked at the door, and tried it with hig
hand.

¢ It's locked ! maid Blake.

Kildare cast a sharp glance round upon
the juniors.

““ Look here, vou kids, I know it's the
firat of April,” he said, * This door may
he locked ou the inside, but the key isn't
in the loek. It may have been locked ou
the outside, and the key taken away b
practical joker. Do you all say that t 15
iy not a jape, and that you have really
followed the tracks here ?”

*“Yes, Kildare.”

“ Honour bright ! ** said BlaLe

Kildare could not doubt their earnest-
ness. If there was eny prectical joke in
the matter, they were the victims of it,
not the perpeirators, that was clear.
They were all'in deadly enmoat.

Kildare nodded.

* Very well,” he said. ‘‘ Buzz off and
fetch Taggles, one of you, and tell him to
bring hig tools for forcing a lock ! ”

““ Right-ho t " said Blake,

And he dashed off.

Tom Merry pointed out the track of the
famous foot in the dust of the staircase
to Kildare, and the captain of St. Jim’s
could not help being impressed. It was
the seme. track that he had examined under
the dormitory windows in the morning,
and if it was genuine then, why not now Y
And yet—the locked room was very silent
—it was not easy to helieve that a desperate
criminal was lurking. there. But zoon all
would be knewn, for in five minutes Blake
returned with Taggles, the school porter
and his tools.

Taggles was not in a good humour ; hiz
surly expression was evidence enough that
he suspected a Firgt of April jape, But he
had to obey Kildare. -

“ Break m that lock, Taggles !V snid
the 8t. Jim’s eaptain.

“ Werry well, Master Kildare.”

The lock, onderous as-it was, was old
and rusty. Taggles drove an iron chisel
between the door and the jamb, and
dragged on it. There was & loud-sounding
craek ag the locl\ vielded.

Crack !

Kildare* drew a ‘deep breath. The
juniors grasped their cudgels, and stood
veady. Taggles hastily backed away. If
there was danger in the room, Taggles had
no mtennon whatever of bearing the brunt
of it

“ The lock’s hroken, Mastar leldare ” he
spid, frém the rear,

& Vory good, Taggles 1"

Kildare, with & frm hand, threw ‘the
heny door open.

* ¥ollow me 1 ¥ , .

Buc -hia
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“The csp’cam of St. Jim’s strede into the-
room. Tom Merry & Co. dashed in after
him, with cudgels uplifted. . «

They were ready for the foe !

But no foe was to he seen !

Kildare’s brows contracted into a
frown, and a gaep of amazement and dis-
may escaped the juniors,

The room was empty !

THE S!XTH CHAPTER.
Who'd Have Thought it ?

OM MERRY & CO. stared
them blankly,

There was no one in the room.

The little barred window in the

corner would harldy have afforded passage

for & sparrow ; it was quite certain that

the fugitive had not escaped that way,

Then where was he ? He was not in the
room !

The April sunshine fell in golden bars
through the little window, and showed up
every corner of the hare, wnfurnished
room. The man wae not there! Had he
vanished into thin air ¥ For a moment the
dumbfounded juniors were almost
pared to helieve that he had ¢

““ Great Scott!”

4 Gme [ 3R]

“He—he can’t have heen here!”
stammered Biake. ‘‘ He eouldn’t get out,
excepting by the door.  And it waslocked !
What does it mean ? " -

*It's i’z magic !

about

muattered Digby.

pre- I

this, How did the man get out, and hovw
did he come to leave a boot here behin
him 17

“ You young fathead | roored Kildare.
“ He basn’t been here at all !

* What 27~

“ Not been here ?”

“ Oh, draw it mild, Kildare !’

“He’s not been here, you silly young
asses ! It’s a jape—a first of April jope,
I suppose, though I can’t ELS who did
it, or how it was done. I

“Tt—it can’t be ! I tell yourwe followed
the tracks zall the way

“ And they led up here——"’

“Hallo!” exelaimed Darrel, who had
taken up the famous boot and was looking
at it. “ There’s a letter in this.”

“ My hatt”

Darrel had taken a folded paper out of
the boot. It had been pinned upon the
inside. He unfolded it in amazement, and
looked ar it, and then he simply staggered.
The boot fell-from his hand with a crash
to the floor, and Darrel reeled against tho
wa,ll gasping w1th laughter.

Ha, ha, ha!”

Kildare jerked the note from Darrel's
hand, and read it. Then he burst into a
roar, and the tears of laughter strenmedd
down his cheeks.

The juniors were amazced and exas.
perated.

“ Show ws tho letter!” yelled Jaclk
Blake.

Friday. .15

anught it up and read it zlowd. T'he juniors
looked ot one another. For a time they
could not even speak. The stupendous-
ness of the jape had taken their breath
away.

This, then, was the jape Arthur Augustis
had wished to propound to them tho
previous night ; this was the wheeze ho
had offered in btu 7 No. 6, and then to the
Terrible Three, and then to Figging & Co.,
and having been laughed to scorn by all
of - them, he had procceded to work it
against them, and to take them all n,
iz e body !

It seemed almost ineredible.. The pro-

| posal to follow the trail of the burglar,

and to hwnt him down, hed been simply
playing inte the hands of the practical
joker. -

Monty Lowther held the note in his
hand, gazing at it blankly, while Kildare
and Darrel staggered helplessly out of the
tower, weak with laughter. A shout of
inquiry greeted them from the crowd

utside, but the seniors could not veply
to questions--—~they had.no breath left.

* Have you found hirm 27

“ Where is he 177

“ Where’s the d)ddy burglar 77’

“Ask Tom Merry!” gasped Rildare,
“1 epa’t spesk ! Ha, ha, hat You can
;sk the hids in there ! Oh dear! Ha, ha,

at”

There wag a vush of the fellows into the
tower, Lumley-Lumley was the first in

THE GREAT DAY—APRIL 21st.
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& Co, -

Kildare frowned datkly. He did not
think there wagz ragic in it, though for

- the moment it seemed so to the thunder-

stricken juniors. Kildare strode across the
room, and pointed to a large, ragged,
meddy boot that lay in-the middle of it,

The juniors gazed at it. Their voices
seemed to bave left them ; they made no
sound. The captain of 8t. Jim’s looked
round at them angrily, then, as he saw
their dismayed faces, his own relaxed a
little,

“JYs that the hoot
tracks ? " he asked, °

X3 Oh ’ 1

“ Measure it,” geid Darrel, grinning.

Tom Merry silently measured the boot.
It was exact ! It wae a boot belonging to
the right foot, and it was the exact size,
and -there was the worn.down heel, and
the patch on the sale that the teoekers had
come to know so well { What did it miean ?
Had the man been there, and wvanished
into space, leaving only & boot behind ?
Their braing reeled as they tried to think
it out.

“That iy the hoot 2" asked Kildare
grimly,

“ Ye.e. ea; I—I think go!”

“ You young aeses!” .

“ But I—I don’t understand !’ stuttered
Tom Merry. * How did it get here 7 It's
the boet. that rhade the tracks under the
dorm window last night—or one of them
—there were left foot tracks as well undey
the dorm windew. I don’t understand

that made the

“ Hand it over!” rozred Tom Merry,
making » grasp at the letter. Kildare
was laughing too much to reply. Tom
Merry caught the letter from his hand, and
the juniors erowded round him to read
it as he held it up. They were able to
read it at last, and this is what they
rend ¢ .
“ April L.

*“ Dear Boys,~ I offered to take you iato
my scheme yesterday, and you treated me
with the grossest disrespeet. You all
said that 1 couldn’t possiﬁly take you in
on the first of April.

‘X rather think I have doue it !

‘“ The footprints outside the Shell dor-
mitory windows last night were made by
my miner, Wally, who put on an old peir
of boots discarded by Taggles for the
purpose.

‘' When you started to search for the

burglar to track him down, I went with’

you, with one of the boots in mwy coat
pocket. 1 made the tracks that you
followed threugh the wood, keeping # little
ahead of you all the time for that purpose.

‘¢ I rather think I hdve done you, dear
bays !

™I trust you will bear no malice, and
will all join me in a feed now that the
search is over, just to show that you can
take a little Joke. !

“ Yours always, A. A, D’Arov.””

Tom Merry read the letter, and ‘then it

fluttered from -his hand. Somebody eles

i

the reom where Ton: Merry & Co. wers
standing v dismay. He canght sight of the
note in Monty Lowther’s hand and under-
gtood. He eaught the note from Lowther’s
fingers and rushed downsteirs with it.

* Here, give that back ! 7 shouted Tom
Merry.

But Luwnley-Lumley was already read-
ing it out tou the crowd. '

‘u’eﬂa of laughter rose.

*Well, we're done ! ” said Tom Merry
at last. It was o jape of that hbounder
Gusgy ! Who would have thought it 77

“ }%v Jove-—who would ?

“ And we told him he couldn’t tule
enybody i ! murmured Figgins.

“My hat 1”7 .

‘“ The cheeky young villain ! We'll give
Lim the bumping of his life for this, any-
” exclaimed Digby wrathfully.

< Good egg!” exclaimed Redfern.
*“ Come on - let’s have him out !”

‘ Hear, hear ! ”

The .jumors tramped furiously down the
staircese, and wild yells of Jaughter
greeted them from the erowd in the guad..
All the fellows, of all Forms, School Hous2 -
and New House alike, were shrieking with
merrimeént ‘over the first of April burglar-
hunt.

“ Here they come !

* Have you-esught him 174

“ Ha, ha, ha 1>

“« Pirat, of April t”?

Tom Merry & Co. tramped through the
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crowd: w1th erimeon faces, mukmvf dxrectly‘

for the School House. The crowd followed
them, yelling and jeering, and reciting
parts of the letter D’Arcy had left in the
boot. Qne roar of laughter scemed to sweep
across the guadrangle:from 'thé old tower
to the School House.
to the house aiwell-known voice hailed
thern from ' above. -Arthur Augustus
D'Arcy was standing 8t the -window of
Study No. 6, and his eyeglass gleamed in
his eye as he ga,zed urbanely down upon
the excited ‘crowd.

““ Gentlemen

* You rotter { ” roared Tlggms

“You'ass!”

“ You bounder!”

“ You spoofer !

% Clentlemen and deuh boys gaid the

rwell of St. Jim’s, * pway listen to ne
for a minute. T have locked the door of
thig study, and bawwicaded it with all the

53

imn‘ ture, 50 vou cannot possibly get at me,
{ yen sre willin’ to make it pax I am

As’they drew near-

“looked at one another.

willin’ to ovahlook jour gwoss diswespect
£6 me yestahday, n’ w that T have pwoved
to you.that I can take you in quite
eagily. i .

€ Yuu——you—«y on-—-'

“ Pway take it smiling, deah boys, and
come up, and have a feed instead of ‘getting
watbty,” suggested Arthur Augustus e I
am quite willin’ to be fwiends,” -

. The " juniors looked at D’Arcy,. and
The crowd round
them were still laughing, and certainly
they. would not make - the fellows laugh
any the less by rapging the swell of St.
Jim’s. 1t -occurred to them that it would
be more sensible, and more sportsmanlike,
to take the matter in & good humour.
Tom Merry had already recovercd his
temper. He burst into a laugh.

“ Gusay’s right ! he exclaimed, * It’s
no good feelmg sore about 1t——imc1 it was
a jolly good jape! Make it pax.’

““ Yes, rather!’ . said Fatty
“T’m hungry "

o

Wynn,
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¢ Oh, ol right/” " groutéd™ ‘Blake,-
¢ Buk 0y .o
“TIs 1t pax, deah boys-? L
“ Yes

£ Vewy good. P’w ay come up-—I've
go» a weally wippin’ feed, and I’ m sure
you must be hungry.”

They were. They had not noticed it in
the excitement of the chase, but they were
certainly wvery hungry; and when they
crowded into Study No. 6, and found
what a really royal spread "the swoell of
St. Jim'’s had prepared, they were glad
that they had made it pax !

Arthur Augustus did not crow over his
victory, and ere long, under the influence
of the good cheer, Tom Merry & Co. were
able to laugh heartﬂy themselves over the
great jape with which the swell of St. Jim’s
had celebrated the historic date, and eansed
them to be pointed out by the whole school
for some time to come as Gussy’s April
Fools.

THE END.
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PETE AND THE SMASHER

4 Thrilling Leng Complete
Tale, dealing with the

Adventures of o
JACK, SAM, and PETE

titc Three Famous Comrades.
!

‘

— BY —

S. CLARKE HOOK.

THE FIRET CHAPTER.

Pete Accepts & Challenge—A Jdob for
Raja-—The Arrival of Boppy.

TRAVERS,
It took a

1531
J prietor, wuas savage.
i g.u d lut to vex him; but the rival
shownian, Boppy, as e called him,
could always do it b pAtLuing his circus
close 1o J,zpmv «, and this is exactly. what
ho had done on this occasion. Pete, the
negro lad, was making various sug-
gestions. many of which were amusing to
iiis comrades, Jack and Sam.
“1f scme of your sugges'mns were put

the circus pro-

into practice,” said Jack, ‘‘we should
soon all find ourselves in gaol
“That's a fact, we should,” declared

Sam. “But Pete never gives a thought
to ihe consequences.’ »

“Tt geems not,” smiled Jimmy.

“You don't tink, Jimmy,” said Pete,
*if I was to tuwrn Daisy, the elephant,
loose, dat she would smash' up his
circus §”

“8he might; bu that isn’t legal!”

“Well it ain’t legal for him to come
and take half your profits, is_it? And
he’s got a price-fighting boy dere dat he
i8 ad\ertmug all over de town. If dat
boy is anyting like his pxﬁtme T should
zay bhe wasn't sg mighty pretty; but
denn, I know I dow’t always come out too
beautiful in de picburcs. His bills hab
offered anyoue ten pounds who knocks de
Smasher out.  De Smasher is de prize-
ighting boy, you know. Now, what is
10 stop me Vl\lll)( king de Smasher out?”

- He might!” grinned Sam.

“YI weuld gain nothing by that,”

znswered Jimwy. ' Boppy weuld never

pay the ten pounds, and the fight would

fill Lis eireus. Then I should lose your
<ervices for the night, and he would gain
them: No! T see nothv ¢ for it but to
shift our pitch agein! What do you
think, boys?™

“Pat ain't a wise move, Jimmy,” said
Pete. *“Would make de man-tink dat he
could shift you “honeben he chose. Yah,
valk, yah! What?

“F “didn’t speak.”

“1 know you didn’t, Junmy Yaly,
vah, yah! Ebt?

“YWhat are you guffawing at?” -

“Was smiling at my toughts. We

want a few posters to stick underneath

bis. Someting to dis effect:
¢ Pete, " the negro lad, accepts
Smasher’s challenge.” for' a hundred

pounds a-side, ~to kneock him out ob
t;me -De fig! 1t to take place in Jimmy

Pete stepped on one sids, am:“hils adversary went sprawling over
s leg.

Travers’ cireus to-morrow mght Come
in your thousands to witness the great
combat 1’

“T'll vowsp dose posters underneath
his, and if dat doesn’'t fetch de people,
de few thousand handbills T distribute are
‘most bound to! What do you tink ob
dat, Sammy?”

“Not at all bad,” replied Sam; ‘““but
I suppose you'd beat him?”

“Suppose this fmasher beats you?”
said Jimmy.

“Don’t see dat dat matters, Jimmy.
We shall hab got de pecople, and Boppy's
show will be empty. Dat’s about what
you want, ain't i’ -

“Yes! It’s not a bad idea, Pete.
Let's come and do it at once. I'll start
Raja delivering the handbills. He will

like to come down town with us, because
ke will think he is going to get a dinner.,
You two had better stay behind and keep
an eye on things,” he eontinued, address-
ing Jack and Sam.

Raja, the lion-tamer, raised no objec-
tions at all when J]mmv invited him to
come down town. He did net seem to
be quite so pleased when he found that
is old enemy, Pete, was also coming,
however. MHe was soon ready, and

1 Jimmy got out some posters and short

ha.ndbllls, against tmw

“* Now, dear boy,” he exclalmed as he
emerged from the prinfer’s, “come and
kave a cup of tea, and I will explain to
yeu what I want you to do. By the
time we have finished, the bills will be
ready. There are ouly a fow words on
them, but they are to the point!™ 4

'

.

“Tea be hanged,” growled Raja. “I
hate tea!”

“But it’s a soothing ihing for hle
nerves, and you've got a heavy night’s
work before you!”

“Perdition’! What do you mean?”?

“Only that vou will bave to distribute
a thousand or so of handbills, T shall be
keeping my eye ot you, so that if you
don’t give them to the likeliest pariics
there will be trouble for you. Come
and have that tea!”

“Y would rather have a dinner!

“Yah, yal, yah! He ain't a bad
judge, dat man, is he, Jimmy?”

“You keep your beaqtl\ mouth
you black nigger!” growled Raja.
body asked you to make any mmarl.s .

“I neber wait to be asked,” vetorted
Pete. “It doesn’t do; esides, if I
waited for you to ask me, I might be
cberlooked.”

“I suppoze your idea is Lo seb me to
do.all the work, and then when Dve
started on it, vou and this dirty nigger
will go and have a big dinner on your
own!

“1 shall waut it by the time I've got
yon to start work!” declared Jimmy.
“Don’t be sd dizgustingly gre@dy You
have had your dinner, and don’t require
another one. Here's a place. We can
get a cup of tea here for twopence.”

The tea suited Pete all' right: -he
guessed there would be supper to. follow
it. He had two eups, but the waitress
took away the sugar-basin before he had
the second one, because he had helped
himsélf to about a dozen lumgps, and was
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crunching up others fo zuve a
his bread-and-butter.

“ A little_more sugar, hetvg,
please!” he exclaimed.

“Your dear, indeed; and
no move sugar{”

“You seems mighty careful wid dat
gugar!”

“It’s more than you are. for vou have
nearly emptied the basin!”

“Should say dat basin could be filled
‘again !”

“You’'ve got enough sugar in your
fea, and you will get no more !”

- *“’Spect I'll do widout it, den; but 'm
fond ob sugar, my dear!”

“8o I have noticed, and I wish I had
noticed it before you had emptied the
basin!”

“Yah, yah, yah! Funnr how careful
some people are wid litde tings! It
won't take Raja long to deliver dose bills,
Jimmy.”

“No; it 18 merely child's play!”

“Den it is exactly suited for Raja.
What's de man muttering at now?
Fuuny ting I neber can please dat man,
no matter how I try. ~ But should say
dose bills onght to be bout ready by dis
time!” .

At about nine o’clock that night, Pote
had got his. work dome to his complets
satisfaction.  Whether it would be to
Boppy's <atisfaction was another matter,
and one that did not trouble him in the
slightest.  Jimmy was so pleased with
the result, and the notice taken of the
bills, that he invited Pete to supper.

“How is Raja getting on wid his job,
Jimmy?" inquired Pete, as they were

my dear,

vou will have

scated at supper.

“He is looking about as amiable as a
rattlesnake every time he hands a bill to
unyone. [ have told him I will meet him
Jater on., and that gives him the im-
pression that T am going to invite him
to supper; but he is mistaken there. I
don’t like the fellow!
this Smasher i1s like. It’s a bit risky to
accept a challenge as you have done,
witlout seeing the man first,”

“’Bpect it'll be all right,” replied Pete
confidently, =~ “‘I. generally manage to
come out on top wid ‘dese travelling
fighters.,  Anyway, we shall soon sec,
’cos Lie'll be obliged to come to our
circus for de fight. Won't old Boppy be
angry! Yah, yah. yah!”

*“You shouldn’t be too confident about
beating him,” said Jimmy, with an ex-
pression of slight anxiety on his face, “I
wonder what-he’s like?”

‘& dunno, Jiminy; but if he’s anyting
like his portraits, he’s mighty hideous!
Why, golly, if dis ain’t Boppy coming
int”

“Ho it is. He must have seen the
bills and followed us!”

“Dat wman ain’t seen the bills yet,

Jimmy. 1 can- tell by the cast ob his
countenance!”

flavour to .

I wonder what|

My, Boppy, dressed in a frock-coat and
tall hat, strode into the roow, and, with
a theatrical wave of his avm, ordered
supper. Then he seated hiseli opposite
to Jimmy, and glared at him. .

“Well, dear boy!™ exclaimed Jimmy.
“This is a pleasant surprise!”

“If you refer to our meeting, sir, it
may be a surprise, but I do not see
where the pleasure comes in'!”

“Well, it's lucky, at any rate, because
I am going to accept your challenge. My
young friend Pete, here, has kindly con-
sented to smash up your Srmasher!”

“Ha, ha, ha! Ho, ho, ho! You
amuse me. Oh, dear me! ‘This is truly
funny! So you're going to meet the

Smasher, are you, my lad?”

“You'm guessed first time. old hoss!”

“PDon’t you address me in that familiar
strain 1”

#Nunno, my poor old hoss. T say,
Boppy, you hab taken on flesh since I
saw you last. I'm tinking vou take too
much food and teo little work. You
should change about for a bit!”

“You insolent young vagabond, I'll lay
my stick across your shoulders if you
address me like that! What time is the
young fool coming to my circus?”

“He is not coming to your circus,”
answered Jimmy. ¢ Your man is coming
to ours!” :

“Tll see you
quartered first!”

“You can't help voursell, dear Loy.
We have arranged it all, and if your man
doesn’t turn up, I should not be a bit
surprised if my spectators go for lim;
then I pity you and your miserable little
show. ou will come and pitch it
against mine once too often one of these
days, and so [ tell you, Boppy !~

“] regard vou as the scum ol the
earth!”

“T don’t care a brass button how you

hanged, drawn, and

your show just by mine. You have not
got the gumption to find a suitable place
for yourself, but have to look through
my spectacles; bnt it won’t come off this
time !

“Why not, miserable creature?”

“Never you mind why. You will
know why to-morrow morning, Besides,
if T say 1t won't come off, you cau bet
that 1 am right!” .

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Boppy. Sees the Poster—The Fight—
Jimmy Scores Again.

OPPY looked rather uneasy.  Past
B experience had taught him that
Jimmy was a resourceful man,
and there was no telling what
move be was going to take. owever,
he ate his supper, just making as many
nasty remarks as came into his head.
“ All de same, dat Smasher has got to

fight me to-morrow night, unless de

regard me, so Jong as you don’t pitelr
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it, and dey won't do dat,
show dein some highty
heavy gloves. Ic has got to bo dere at
seven o'clock sharp.  And I somehow
tink he will get de biggest hiding he's
cber had in his life. -~ When I haly done
wid him, he’ll be de Smashed, not de
Smasher!. " Yah, yah, yaht!" '

“1 suppose that is a nigger’s idea of «
joke?” said Boppy, in a superior tone.

“1 do tiuk dat was rader a good one,
dor’t you, Jimmy?’ vretorted Pete.
“But mind dis Smasher ob yours arrives
in good time, old hoss! 1f he doesn’t
turn up, we shall hab to send Jack and
Sam along to feteh him ¢

“You must take me for a fool, boy,
if you fondly imagire I would allow any
such thing!” : i

“Well, T certainly do dat. How
would it be to show him one ob e bills,
Jimmy 2"

“Yes.© CGdve hiin one. 1It's too late
for him to back out of it now., If he
does, it will so disappoiut the people that
they will cut his show !

Pete placed one of the handbills in
Boppy’s hand.  There were only a few
words to rvead, and they were in large
type, but Boppy sat staring at them us
though in a dream.

*What!” he roared at last. rubbing
his eyes, aud looking at the bill ~gain.
**You don’t mean to dare to tell me you
liave done this, Travera?"”

*Cortainly, dear boy.  Why not?”

“ You have distributed these bills?"

“ About a conple of thousand. [ am
going to have the rest distvibuted to-
morrow.  You sce, they take some little
time to strike off. but we afe getting
s fast as we possibly can.”

“You dastardly vagabond ™ . )

“TLibel, dear boy, Did you Lear what
hie called 1, waiter?®”’ E

ST did so, sir, and I would say the
people in the stveet heard it also.  You
must riot mnake that noize here, sir!™ ®

“T'll make what noise 1 like!” lLooted
Boppy. ‘“‘Ilere, this scoundr.l has been
and queered my pivwch!”

“Y don’t know mnothing about that;
but if you kick up this row in this house
there will be a bother, and so [ tell you
straight I L

“TUH—T1 bave these bills destroyed.
and PI—Til—--—""

Boppy did not say what elze he would
do; perhaps that was because he did not
As a matter of fact, there was
not-much to be done; and the following
morning, when he went round the town
and saw the notices plastered under his
posters, ho raved so much that a con-
stable ordered him to move on. At last
he decided on making the best of a bad
job, and hke-waited on Jimmy, accom-
panied by the Smasher. :

“This is your opponent, Pete,” said
Jimmy, whew that worthy entered the

police prevent
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caravan, where Boppy was speaking some
of his mind, N

_ Smasher’s  personal  appearance was
not preposeeszing.  He was a trifle taller
than Pete, and apparently he had hot
shaved that day. Hig nose had been
broken in one of his previous encounters,
and his bair was cropped short. His age
might have been anything {rom fifteen to
thirty ; but, judging by lis stubbly beard,
he was nearer the latter age.

“Golly!” exclaimed Pete. “It's a
mighty long time since you were a boy,
old hess.  Still, dat dor't matter. You
see, our ohject is to fll dis cireus, If
you heat me, it will uwie all de differ-
ence to-morrow ; biut we shall hab taken
de pieces {or to-night, and dat’s Jimmy's
object.” .

“Tt i3 to be for & Lundred pounds a-
side.” declared Boppy.

*Certainly, dear boy,” auswered
Jimany ealmly, -~ “That is, of course, if
vou sre prepared to stake that amount
of money,” .

T4 Who is to hold the stakeg?”

“(h, ¥ ean do that!”
“ Do you think I would irust you with
hnndred pounds?”

“I am quite sure you would not—for
the simple reason that you ha
the hundred pounds to trust, you
walit to put any money on the event, youn
will have to stake it, and we can plice
it in the lLands of some party to be
agreed on,  Or 1 tell you what T will do,
Ig ¢ beats Pete—and he ought to
sing that he is a men, while
s only a lad-—we will have the
veturn muteh ag + show  to-morrow
night. 1 Pete wins, then the Smasher
must fight again here to-morrow night.
You can use what -gloves you like. Is
that agreed?’’ .

“Yes!” cried Boppr. “You pay for
the billing 17

Ed

ing you pretty thoroughly.

“Well, I will even go as far as that;
but we are pretty sure of full houses,
especially if I get one to-night, and 1
think I shall!” :

Later, Pete was telling his comrades,
Jack and Sam, about the Smasher, and
gave theny a very amusing deseription of
his appearance. He then informed them
of the arrangement that had been made.

“Well, all T can say about it,” ex-
claimed Jack, *‘is that Jimmy is back-
He stands to
lose a great deal if this Smasher beats
you, my lad!”

“Oh, well,” said Sam, ‘“Pete gencrally
does manage to come through these
little affairs safely, and I supposc Jimmy
is trusting to luck that he’ll do it all right
this time!”

“We'm got to wait and sce,” declared
Pete. “But I fancy we’ll pull through.”

Jimniy wag perfectly right about the
full house, He was in that part of the
country where a fight draws, and the
cireus was cramumed.

The preliminary work seemed to give
satisfaction ; then, when Jimmy
announced the principal event, the
excitement became intense. :

“T would like to add a few words,
ladies and gentlemen,” he said, ““Pote,
the negen, has perforined before some of
you, and, as you will know, he is a mere
lad. 1 am sorry to say that I have been
deceived by miy rival, who inforined me
that his man Smasher was also a lad.
L find he is a man of twenty-five or
thirty years of age, and, as he is bigger
than your favouvite Pete, the contest is
scarcely a fair one.  Nevertheless, even
if Pete gets beaten, in his name I pro-
niise von a gool exhibition of strength
end skill. and remember that this is no
put-up affair. I know no more than yon
do who i3 going to win; but it Wwill be
the best man,”

19

“That was a very good little speech,”
said Jack t0 Mam, as they listened at i
. “Yes,” agreed Sam., “Jimmy has
such a frank, straightforward sort of way
of telling his audience what. be wants
them to know that it always goes down
well.  They know he is telling them the
truth, and they appreciate it.”

“Well, anyway, in spite of the fact
that it i3 an- uneven contest. 1 rather
think Pete will win, At all events, 1
sincerely hope so.” - :

“Same here,” replied Sum,

Then cheers arose as the commbatants

entered the ring, though some. rather
casty remmarks were made conecerning
Smasher’s age, for ho looked older than
when dressed in his ordinary clothes.
- Peto at once determined to act on the
defensive, ‘and he was so quick at guard-
ing and getting away that Smasher
began to lose his temper. "He had the
feeling that he would be able to finish
the fight with a single blow if he chose
to do so; but Boppy had given him
instructions to make a good fight of it,
and, from a_scientific point of view, there
is not the slightest doubt that he was
doing s0; but the spectators preferred
hard hiiting to science, and they tried
to urge Pete omn, . :

That worthy was always ready . to
pleaze the audience, but the iask before
him was too tough a one to throw away
any chances, so he watched his oppor-
tunity, waiting for the Smasher to take
the imtiative. ’ :

Suddenly Smasher darted in, and he
veceived - a blow in the chest, and a
sccond one on the jaw that staggered
him; then they went at it, and the spee-
tators clieered themselves hoarse. Boppy
had stipulated for very light gloves, bus
this - was all in Pete’s favour, for the
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Smasher ssidom got in a blow, while he
received a good many. N

Time after time Pete landed in his
chest, and these heavy body blows weve
causing him to pant., The Smasher had
lost hiz temper now, and was slogging
away with far more strength thun
wisdom.  He made a sudden rash at
Pete, who stepped on one side, and bis
adversary went sprawling over his leg.

“ Dat looks like de first round, Jimmy,”
gaid Peto,

“He hasn't a chance against you.”

“I tink he is a bit out ob training,

Jimmy;
long encugh.

winded,”

He gobt somowhat punished, but nothing
like so much as did Smasher.
worthy's face was taking on odd shapes,
while he got into such a state of fury
that he scarcely knew what he was doing,
Then Pete went in to win.
a couple of blows in Smasher’s chest,
and a third one bencath the jaw that
sent him to the greund.

“Don't tink he will fight much tore,
but de fight has
You might put me on
for do next turn to let dem see I ain’t
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fellow is only funking. It':s over tinds,
but I don’t #re. I'll give you half an
hour, if you want it, Ladiea and
gontlemen I claim my man fo be the
winner; and if my rival is not satisfied,
they shall fight again here to-morrow for
a thousand pounds a-side.  The only
stipulation that 1 make is that the mouey
must be staked!” -
And by the way Pete’s other perfornn
ances were cheered that night Jimmy
knew that he had made e great hit.
They did not fight on the next night:
Smasher ~ had had enough. Boppy

That

Ho delivered

lasted quite

Jimmy. 1 would rader ﬁf'ht bim dan] “Good! T will You look as fresh roahied that Jimmy 'l,ruv“h had beaten
Raja. Tink T could finish dis, bat we|as when you started. Now, then,] him again. and ke could see that there
hab got to make a fight ob it for de sake | Smasher ! Time! Pooh! W hai's the | was nothmg for it Lut to shift hix pitch:
ob de people.” good of shamming Lke that? If youj The public were not going to patronise

“I think he’ll win it right cnovgh! are beaten, own it like a man, and don’t{ his show after w m:e%mv Pete's great
now," said Jack. flicker your eyes like a giddy (ml' Are | performance.

“It's a dead  cerb—absolutely,” you coming up to the scratch?’ “You have scored again. Pete,” said
gnswered Sam, “He has.injured himself in falling,” | Jack.

For the mnext few rounds Pete cor-{ declared -Boppy. “Good for you!” declared Sau

tainly did maks a splendid fight of it. “Rats !

C\clalrﬂed Jimmy,
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ONED FOR ASSAULT!”

GLARKE

By 8.

and PETE is entitled :

HOOK.

Order your copy of the “ Penny Popular

in advance to avoid disappointment.

THE LAST WEEK!

This is the last week of our simple little competition. Yon
_ have very few more days in whick to collect the conpons, aud
) ’ﬂfmuld advise every one of you to make the most of the
time loft to you. Don't for get that every coupon helps, and
evei one coupon may make the diffetence between success and

failure.
Remember, all coupons must De sent to--The IENXY
Porurarn, Picture Competition, Gough House, Gough Squn

¥leat gncw_f' T.ondon, E.C., to reach that office not later than

Wedneada:. April 11th.

THREE OF THE BEST!

The thece stories in next Friday's issue of the PENNY
Porurir will, T feel confident, meet with general approval.
First apd foremost ig, of course, the long, complete slory deal-
-ing with the adventures of Tlarry Wharton & Co., which is
entitled:

“THE NEW SIXTH-FORMER

A new feilow named lonides avrives ab Greyfriars, and vight .

from the beginning he gefs on the wrong side of the
Removit The new fellow, who is an extraordinary fop,
attempts to ride the high- horse with the chums of the Remove,
and thers are rurtions with a vengeance. Wun Lung takes a
hand in the matter, and, cute little beggar that he is, managss
to take the new Sixth-Former down & peg or two, much to
the satizfuction of the Removites.

The Iong. complete tale of Tom Merry & Co., the chums
of 8t. Jim’'s, in our next issue, is Pntxtl“d

“THE SCHO0OLBOY Sy !”

Tom Merry is asked to keep a certain matior secret, and
plomt-N to do so. '1he~ secret comes out, however, and Tom

Merry i3 accused of breaking his promize. He is s
by many of the juniors for l)avmg broken his word, and
raaiters are Iooking very serious for him, when Wally D" Avey
aud his chums in the Third take the inatter in land, and
bring the rez! spy to book.

The third story in our next issue is that dealing with the
adventures of Juck, Sam, and Pete, the famous »mmfifw
This story 1z entitled :

“8U MMONED FOR ASSAULT:™

and is full of humorous iucidents from start to fnish.

QGREAT NEWS.

At lust T have much pleasure in informing all my loyal
veaders that I have come to a ision with regard to
replacing the stories of Jack, Sam, afd Pete witit stories
introducing Jimmy Silver & Co., and dealing \',?rh their
“early schooldays, at Rookwood.

Jimmy Silver & (lo. wiLL appear in the PExNY PoPrraR,
and the date of their appearance is the issue of the VPexny
Porurnar dated April 21st, With theintroduction of the Harry
Wharton stories, the P. P, greatly increased in popularity’
but I am confident that its popularity will be world-renowned
when Jimmy Silver & (o, appear upon the scene. N

‘With the issue dated April 21st, the Pexyy PorvrLAr will
become an all-school-story peper, "and will, T am confident,
bo cne of the most popular boys’ papers on tlie market.

Tell all your chums about this forthcomihg attraction, aud
persuado them to become regular readers of the PEXN
Porrvrar. -

A WORD OF WARNING! .

T want to impress upon my readers how necessary it is for
them to order their copies of the PENNY PoPULAR in advance,
Owing to the shortage of paper, it is quitc pessible that
within a few weeks you will be unable to sccure your copies
unless you order them in advance,

Take my advice, therefore, and run round to your rews-

1 agent at onea, and get him to save you a copy of the Prxxy
PorvLAr every week. It will cause you wery litHo troubls
to do this, bat it wil probably save you many kitter dis-
appointinents.

I’rn,tel and published weekly by the Propristors at The Fieetway House, Farringdon Btreet, Lonﬂgn, England. Subscription, 7s. per annum,
outh
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