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S FIFTEEN!

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
No Tarts for Bunter.

6 AIN!? .
i “Rain?”
“Listen to it!”

“Oh, blow!”
“Beastly!” .

“Just our luck!”

“Rats!”

* Rotten!” )

These remarks, and many more of the same
tenor, might have been heafd, as a novelist
would say, in the Remove dormitory.

The Remove were getting up in response
to the clang of the rising-bell, and mingled
with the bell’s clang eame the sound of the
drops pattering against the windows.

It was raining! :

Just when the Remove wanted to squeeze in
every possible moment at practice on the
téqo“tha)l—ﬁeld, the rain was distinctly exaspera-
ing.

“Rain!” growled Bob Cherry, looking out
of the window. *Coming down in buckets-
ful! It looks as if it’s going to last, too!”

“Well, if it lasts over next Saturglay, the
match with Bolsover will be put off,” said
Ogilvy. '

“My dear chap, it will clear up as fine as
you please on Friday, all ready for Bolsover
to lick us on Saturday,” said Bob Cherry,
with a snort.

“Yes; very likely.”

- “The likefulness is great. The uncertainful-
ness of the honourable climate in this
esteemed country is terrifie,” remarked the
Nabeob of Bhanipur.

Harry Wharton shrugged his shoulders.

“Well, it can’t be helped. We shall have to
get some practice indoors, that’s all.”

And certainly that was all that was to be
done.

The Removites went down with glum faces.
They were anxiously looking forward to the
match with Bolsover, for it was to be a
Rugby game, ‘The Remove had played very
little Rugby, and the wet weather had greatly
interfored with their practice,

Wingate of the Sixth nedded to Harry
Wharton in the hall.

“This is rough onr your footer practice,
Wharton,” he remarked.

“Yes; can’t be helped, I suppose.” -

“I’'ll arrange for you to have the gym for
a certain time to yourselves this evening, if
you like, for such practice as you can geb
indoors,” said Wingate.

“Thanks! You're awfully good!”
Wharton gratefully.
he ripping!”

“The rippingfulness would be terrific!”

“Then it’s cettled.”

The rain was still coming down when the
hoys went into morning classes. They worked
to the aeccompaniment of drops dashing
against the panes of the Form-room windows.

When morning lessons were over, the rain
was still descending, and the Close was run-
ning with water.

A group of ‘jpniors gathered in the bhig
doorway and looked out into the Close. The
rainfall was a little less heavy, Lut it was
still coming down thickly.

Billy Bunter joined the group at the door.

“I say, Wharton,” he said, “can you lend
me a hob till to-morrow morning. 1 have a

said

postal-order coming by the first post, you

know.”
Harry laughed.
“My dear ass—" - -
“0Oh, really, Wharton! I'm awfully hungry,
and I feel I chall sink if I don’t have some
tarts. Suppose you advance me a bob off my
postal-order, and have it back first thing in
the morning.” > =
“Rats?”
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“Of course, that would |

“If you have any doubts about the postal-
order——"

“1 jolly well have, Bunter!”

“If you doubt my word, Wharton, this dis-
cussion had better cease,” said Billy Bunter,
with -a great deal of dignity.

“Much better,” agreed Wharton.

“Qh, look here, Wharton, you might make
it a bob, you know. The peostal-order—"

Harry groped in his pockets. He generally
ended by conceding what the fat junior
asked. Billy Bunter was a merciless and un-
scrupulous borrower, and he had a way of
getting what he wanted. |

“I'm short of tin!” growled Wharton.
“You had some yesterday, and some the day
before.”

“I'm going to settle up to-morrow morning
out of my postal-order—"

“Oh, do get off that, for goodness’ sake!”

“QOh, really, Wharton—"

“I've got fivepence here,”
ing out the coppers.
like.”

Bunter eyed the coppers disdainfully.

“Is that all the tin you've got, Wharton?”

“I've got some more in the study.”

“Well, if you’d like to run up and fetch
some; 7

“I shouldn’t!”

- “T'll tell you what,” said Buuter, with a
burst of generosity. “I'd do a lot for a fellow
I like. I always would, you know. I'll go up
and feteh the money, if you’ll tell me just
where it is.” =

“No, you won't!”

“Look here, if you don’t want to lend me
money, Wharton—"

“You know I don’t!” said Wharton bluntly.

“Ahem! I—I mean, I'll take the fivepence,
if you like. I don’t like to see a fellow aeting
meanly; but that’s your look-out, I suppose,
if you choose to do it.”

“Oh, here you are!” said Wharton, and he
handed the five pennies to Bunter.

said Hafry, fish-
“You ean have it if you

The Owl of the Remove grabbed the coins

and stipped them into his pocket.
“Oh, thank you, Wharton,” he said, and
darted across to the tuckshop.

Bunter did not like the rain, but he wouldr

have gone through the bizgest storm imagin-
able for the sake of a feed.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
The Upper Fourth’s Wheeze!

ROMPTLY at seven o'clock the Grey-
friars fifteen turned up in the gym for
practice. Most of the Remove turned
up, too, to look on,

them to help in the practice.

The rain was still descending in heavy
drops in the Close, and dashing against the
big panes of the gymnasium windows.

Wingate had arranged that the Remove
should have the great building for an hour.
The other fellows could enter it if they
Jiked; but all tbe usual paraphernalia had
been cleared away, and if other fellows en-
tered, they could only do so to line the walls
as spectators.

As the sight of the junior team getting in
practice at a mew game was not likely to be
particularly interesting, Harry Wharton did
not expect any spectators outside his own
Form. He was surprised, therefore, to see
Temple, Dabney & Co. come in.

Temple nodded to him aftably.

“We've come to see the show,” he re-
marked. “I've paid money in my time to
see things less funny than this will be.”

“QOh, rather!” said Dabney.

“We're just going to look on,” said Fry.
“You will excuse us if we smile. 1t may
prove to be an irresistible sight. A smile
or two allowed T suppose?”’

and some of

“Oh, go and eat coke!” said Wharton.

Temple, Dabney & Uo. allowed themselves
the liberty of a smile, and took up their
station against the wall of the gym. Mor
of the Upper Fourth followed them . im, and
took up their station along the same wall,
till nearly the whole of the Form was there,
all standing in a solemn row.

The Removites exchanged dubious looks.

Some of them felt. a little nervous and
uneasy at setting to practice under the eyes

of the rival Form; others anticipated
trouble.  Wharton strode over to Dabney
and Temple. :

“Look here,” he exclaimed, “what’s the
little game?- We're here on business, and -
we don’'t want any rag this evening!” :

Temple looked at him with an expression
of great surprise.

“My dear chap, who's talking about a rag?”
he exelaimed. “We’'re here iust to loek on.
We feel interested. We want to see you play
the game. We want to learn. We're always
willing to learn.”

“0Oh, rather!” said Dabrey.

“Look here—" :

“My dear fellow, that’s just what we've
come here to do,” said Temple blandly.
“We're going to look. We're here to look.
As your inky-complexioned friend would re-
mark, the lookfolness will be terrific.”

Wharton’s brows contracted. i

“ Well,-if there's-any rotting, youll get the
order of the boot, and sharp!” %e exclaimed.
“We are here for work, not play!” >

“My dear fellow. don’t get your rag onb
for nothing. We sha'n’t do anything more
than smile, and you must admit tbat the =
Remove playing football is a just cause for a
smile from anybody.”  « ‘

Wharton walked away “without replying.
He had selected his fifteen, and picked out
another fifteen from the Remove for them
to play against. It was not to he a matceh,
however, but simply practice, mingled with
instruction from Brown, Linley, and Morgan.s
The ball was kicked off, and the Removites
set to work, passing and tackling and
serummaging.

“Ha, ha, hal!” : -

It was a loud, staccate laugh from the -
Upper Fourth.

Harry Wharton glanced round
Temple had raised his hand. evide
signal, and at that signal the loud
the Upper Fourth had rung out.

“Ha, ha, hat”

It was a sharp staccate laugh,
sounded as-if it were delivered |
every fellow enunciating the syllables at th
same moment. -

Wharton's eyes sparkled with annoyance.
He could see that the Upper Fourth
have rehearsed this heforehand. Temple s
managing the affair like the conductor cf
an orchestra. =

Harry Wharton ran across to the laughing
tine in a few minutesz.

“Look here!” he cxclaimed.
that! Chuck it!”

“Chuck what?” asked Temple.
referring to my watch?”

“I'm referring to your siily cackling.”

“QOh, my dear fellow i

“We don’t like it. and we're not going to
have it. You may he funny merchanti
we don’t want your funning here! btk

“But the gym is free to everybody, and
you can't expect a chap to remain quite
orave while the Remove are playing foct-
ball!” expostulated Temples

“0Oh, rather!” said Dabney. -

“Well, I've warned you,” said Wharton, =

“Thanks, very much!” ° ;

“You're not going?” :

“No, 1 think not. We don’t ofien see any-
thing as funny as this, and we're not going

“Enough of =

“Are yom
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40 lose a chance. We're here to enjoy our-
selves. My dear chap, if you fellows could
see yourselves, you'd aiways watch yourselves
playing football instead of paying to go into
a Punch and Judy show.’

Wharton returned to his comrades. The
play had ceased for a few minutes. The
stares and the absurd laughter of the Upper
f‘ourth had quite thrown the players off their
orm.

Fellows who have played in football matches
with the spirit of the crowd against them,
and who know the peculiar effect it has on
the nerves, will understand how Temple’s
tactics put the Remove off their form.

“It's a jape,” said Harry Wharton, with
a grim smile. “They're going to keep it up.
They think it's awfully funny.”

“Well, s0 - ib 15, in a way,” remarked
Nugent. “But we’re here for woerk now, not
for fun. They ought te chuck it.”

“They’re going to chuck it.”

“But you said—"

“They think they're going to keep it up,
and I think they'ré going to chuek it,” ex-
plained Wharton. “Look here. When we re-
commence playing, I shall knock on the ball
towards that wall, where the silly asses are
standing in a row. »

“Yes; what then?”

“Vou'll all follow it at top speed, as hard
as you can, I'll take care that the ball
reaches the wall. Only you won’t take any
notice of the ball. When you reach the
Upper Fourth, you'll tackle them see—and
yank them all over and roll 'em on the
floor. They will be taken by surprise, and I
think we can give them a buvnpm" that will
make them sorry for themselves.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

‘the floor, yelling and gasping,

ing, and it was the turn of the Remove to
laugh, which they proceeded to do with a
right good will.

“Ha, ha, hal”

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Qetting Rid of Temples & Co.!

££; A, ha, ha!”
Loud and
Remove.

It was indeed a comical sight!
Dabney & Co. were sprawlmg on
and half the
Remove were sprawling over them.

It was a sudden-and complete fall for the
Upper Fourth.

"Femple tried to struggle to his feet, but
Nugent was sitting on his chest, and Bob
Cherry was standing on his leﬂ< Temple
sank back again.

long laughed the

Temple,

“ Lemme gerrup' he gasped.
“Ha, ha, hal”
“You beasts! Get off!”

“Ha, ha, hat”

The Removites simply yelled. The TUpper
Tourth-Formers gasped and shrieked and
struggled. A few of them succeeded in
getting up, but were promptly tackled, and
hurled down again, mostly with Removites
sitting on them.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Yah! (Ads'

*Ha, ha, hal’

“PI-Tl brexxl\ your necks for this!”

“Ha, ha, ha!” £

“You're done for.” said Harry Wharton,
laughing. “You'd better give in, Temple.
We'll let you go il you agree to get out of
the gym, and not bother us any more.”

Lemme get up!”

Friday. 3
::§0w then, Temple, are you going?”
Spank!

“Oow

“Are you going?”

“No—yes! Yes!”

““Ha; ha; ha!”

“Let him get up!”

Temple staggered to his feet. His
was crimson and furious. He gave
wrathful glare round at the grinning
movites, and left the gym.

A roar of laughter followed him. The
surrender of the great Temple was distinctly
amusing to the Removites.

“Now for the esteemed Dabney,”
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. “I will hold him
tightfully, while the honourable Cherry ad-
ministers the eateemcd spankfulness with his
large hand.”

“Here, hold on!" exclaimed Dabney, in
alarm. “I'll go quietly.”

And he wriggled in the muscular grip of
Tom Brown and Morgan.

“Sure?” asked Bob Cherry politely. “It’s
no trouble to me to give you a spank or
two, if you prefer ‘it.”

“I—I'll go, I tell you!”

“Are all you fellows going quietly, or
shall I come round to you?” demanded Bob
Cherry.

And the Upper Fourth chorused eagerly:

“We'll go quxetl) 12
_ “Very well,” said Harry Wharton, laugh-

facs
one
Re-

said

ng.

“Let them go.”

And the Removites got off their prisoners,
and allowed the ruffled and defeated Upper
Fourth to struggle to their feet and depart
in peace. .
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“Now, then, ready!”

The practice recommenced. The juniors
passed the ball, and formed a scrum, wait-
ing for the signal from Wharton before
acting on the offensive. Meanwhile, Temple
was txm‘nv the laughter of the TUpper
Fourth as before.

“Ha, ha, hal?

Every time Temple's hand went up as a
signal, that staccato laugh burst forth, with
rhythmic regularity. The Removites wers
smiling now, however, as they thought of
theL surprise that was preparing for Temple

Wharton knocked the ball on towards the
wall of the gym, where the Upper Fourth had
stationed themselves. The Remove dashed
after it.
ing, but suspu,ted nothing. The players
had rushed in their direction a dozen times
before. But this time the Remove were on
the warpath.

They overtook the ball, and passed it, and

then they burst like a thunderbolt upon the

Upper Fourth.

Before the laughers could realise that the
Remove had adopted offensive tactxcs, the
juniors were upon them.

The TUpper Fourth, scized by countless
hands, went whirling and reeling and bump-

,mr,lz] on the hard floor amid a ?)Mbel of wild
yells.

In three seconds not a fellow was stand-

The Upper Fourth saw them com- |

L . curly Gibseon,

: 2. Ernest Jameson.
3. Waity D’Arcy.

“1 won't—I won't—I. v
“Ha, ha, ha!”
£ W\li you get out,

T“mplu?"

“No, }elled Temple, “1 won't! I’II——

‘Then you'll jolly well be spanked,” said
Wharton determmcdly “We've only got the
gym for an hour, and we're not going to
have our time wasted. This jape has gone
far enough. Will you get out?”

“No!” shouted Temple, who had quite lost
his temper at the failure of his jape, and the
ridiculous result of it to himself and his
comrades. “No, no!”

“Turn him over and spank him, Bob!”

“What-ho!”

- “Don't you dare!”
“Spank him!”
Nugent and Hurree Singh rolled Temple

over, and held him fast, in spite of his

furious struggles. Then Boh Chern raised
his hand, which was not a sman size in
hands.

“Are you ready, Te*nple”’

“Don't you dare—"

“W m you go out?”

“No

Spank'

Bob Cherry’s hand descended with a re-
sounding spank. Temple gave a -terrific
yell, and struggled wildly. Nugent and
Hurree Singh, choking with laurrnter, held
him fast.

yelled Temple. “I—

No. 9 NEXT FRIDAY.
Dame Taggies, Cutts,
Knox. -

In a minute more the Remove had the gym
to themselves. :

“Good!” exclaimed Bob Cherry. “1t was
a funny wheeze of Temple’s, but I think
that even the Upper Fourth will bave to
admit that we scored.”

“Ha, ha! Rather!”

“Half our time gone,” said Harry. *“Never
mind. I think Temple & Co. will leave our
practice here severely alone in the future.
Let’s buckle to, now.”

And they buckled to.

There was no more trouble from the Upper
Fourth, and until eight o’clock the juniors
worked hard at the game.

The improvement in their form, visible
even in that short time, was great, and
it gave Wharton the lnelleot hopes of what
was to come.

At eight they left off, pretty well satisfred
with their progress.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Billy Bunter Gets a Postal-Order.
OB CHERRY jumped ouf of bed in
the Remove dormitory at the first
clang of the rising-bell in the morn-
ing. He ran to the window and
looked out into the quad, and gave a shoutf
of satisfaction.
“It’'s all right, you chaps!”
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“Ehp”

“XNo more blessed rain!”

“Good!” exclaimed Harry Wharton, jump-
ing out of hed. “Jolly good!”

He joined Bob at the window and looked
out. The Close was dry and fine in the
rising sunlight. The rain had completely
disappeared oyer night.

The Remove footballers dressed in cheerful
spirits.

There would be a chance now of getting
some real practice, and they needed it with
Saturday drawing mnearer, and the Bolsover
mateh ahead of them.

Most of the fellows got down very quickly,
and went out into the Close for a run before
breakfast, and joined in the novel practice
of carrying the ball instead of passing it by
footwork. -

Billy Bunter was also up early for once.
Sometimes the post came in early at Grey-
friars, and Bunter was anxious about the
post that morning. Instead of lying in bed
till the last pessible moment, he jumped up
with the others, and commenced his brief
ablutions; extremely brief in the ecold
weather.

The others looked at him in surprise.

“Teeling ill, Bunty?” asked Bob Cherry,
with friendly solicitude.

Bunter blinked round at him. Bunter had
a dab of soap on the centre of his face,
and was about to rub it off. That consti-
tuted Bunter’s’ morning wash.

“Eh? No,” he said, “I'm all right.”

“Then what are you getting up for? You
might have had another three minutes and
a half.” . 3

“I want to see if the post is in.”

“What does it matter?”

“I'm expecting a postal-order.”

“Ha, ba, hat”?

“Oh, really, Cherry——-"

“Now, draw it mild, Billy. You den’t
expect us to swallow that you really believe
in that postal-order yourself?”

Bunter snorted, and turned back to his
washstand. Me rubbed the patech of soap
off his nose, and rubbed his fat face with
a towel till it glowed. His abluticns were
finished. Billy always dressed before he
washed, perhaps so that he should not be
tempted to injure his health by over-washing.

Bob Cherry looked at him curiously.

- “I say, Bunter,” he exclaimed suddenly,
“what would you do if the Head suddenly

. discovered the reckless way you waste the
school soap?”

“Oh, really, Cherry—"

“The dirty young brute ought to be bathed
by force,” growled Bulstrode.

“What-ho!” said Skinrer. “Let’s wash him
now.”

Bunter blinked at the two through his

big glasses, and dodged out of the dormitory.
Bulstrode and Skinner went downstairs to-
gether, talking in low tones, and from their
frequent chuckles it might have been sur-
n}xli.sefd that they were planning some mis-
chief. -

But the other fellows had no eyes for
Skinner and Bulstrode. They were thinking
of some Rugby practice before breakfast.
Bunter was thinking of his postal-order. He
found that the post was not in yet, and
grunted discontentedly.

“Blessed if it’s any use getting up early in
this blessed place!” he said. “I wonder how
long that blessed postman is going to he?”

And Bunter took up his position on the
steps outside to wait for the postman. Harry
Wharton called to him.

“Come and have a run, Billy, and keep
yourself warm.”

“Do you want me to play in the fifteen?”

“Ha, hal No.”

“Then I'm jolly well not going to waste
any time in practice,” said Bunter. “It's
useless for me to try to get on in football,
with so much petty jealousy to contend
with {”

The postman came along at last, and
Bunter trotted to meet him.

“There’s & registered letter for me, I
think ?” he remarked.

“No registered letters this morning, Master
Bunter.” 3

“Ahem! As it’s a postal-order, very likely
the letter’s not registered,” remarked Bunter.
“I suppose there is one for me?”

“No, . sir.” g :

“0h, dear! I think ycu must have made a
mistake ! ‘Why, what is that one in your
bhand? I can see a capital ‘B.””

“That’s for Master Bulstrode.”

“Are you quite sure? The names are very
much alike.”

“Oh, yes!” grinned the postman. ®

And he went on to the House. Billy
Bunter blinked after him discontentedly. He
drifted into the House a little later, just
before the breakfast-bell, and looked in the
rack where the letters were generally placed
after delivery. Sure enough, there was the
envelope addressed to Bulstrode.

Billy Bunter took it down, and turned it
over in his hand. He knew that Bulstrode’s
people were-rich, and that the bully of the
Remove was constantly receiving postal-
orders.

Bunter was extremely short-sighted, but
even he could hardly mistake the word
Bulstrode for Bunter. But the desire to take
pessession of the postal-order inside the letter
was strong. The longer he held it in his
hand, the more and mere he betame per-
suaded that the name on the letter was really
intended for Bunter.

“After all, if it’s really for Bulstrode, 1

ff Now,’’ said Beb Cherry, taking a Srm grip on the back of Billy é
Bunter’s collar—*“noew we’ll go and look for Bulstrode!”

Y

_after morning scheol, the fat junior d

. Mimble,
- businesslike.
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can explain to him that it was a mistake,”
Bunter reflected. “I may as well make sure
that it’s for him.”

_ Temptation could be resisted no
Bunter inserted his fat thumb
envelope and slit it open.

There was indeed a postal-order in the
envelope. It was an order for ten shillings,
made payable to Bulstrede.

There was a brief lefter with it in a man’s
hand, evidently from an uncle of Buistrede’s.
Bunter read it through—perhaps to imake
sure that it was for Bulstrode.

He shook his head.

“It veally seems that the letter’s for Bul-
strode,” he murmured, “uniess the postal-
order’s got into it by mistake. The postal
authorities are always making blunders cof
some sort. It might be my postal-order, Al
sorts of mistakes happen in the post-office.
As for the name on it, that might be an
error. ‘Anyway, if Mrs. Mimble will take it,
that will prove that it’s for me.”

Bunter was about to hurry out te the
tuckshop, forgetting that it was not open at
that early hour, when the bhell raug fer
breakfast. The Remove came tro .
Buriter thrust the letter hastily intc his
pocket.

Bulstrode paused to glance at the
hefore he went into tie dining-room.

“Nothing for me,” he remarked to Sk
“I was expecting a postal-order
morning.”

“Ha, ha! That sounds like Bunter.’

Bulstrode grinned. =

“Yes, but mine was a real postal-crder. It
nasn’'t come, though.”

Bunter trembled a little ag he follow
Bulstrode into the dining-room. That postal-
order was reposing in his pocket, and it
occurred to him that if it was discov
there, a very ugly word might be use
describe the way he had gained possession
of it.

After breakfast came prayers and morning
classes, and all the time the postal-order
remained in Billy Bunter's pocket.

Immediately the Remove were dis:

longer.
into the

rack

s

off to the tuckshop.

Mrs. Mimble came out of her little parlour
as he rapped on the counter.

Mrs. Mimble had a fixed smile with which
she came into her little shop to serve her
youthful customers. Only for one customep
did that smile fail; and that one customer
was William George Bunter.

Bunter would have been Mrs., Mimble’s
hest customer, on a system of unlimited
credit, if she bad aillowed it. Bub hirs,

as Bunter complained, was nob
He had tried te explain that
the whole modern financial system was huiit
up on lines of credit, and that if Stock Y::x~
change brokers and bankers and so on de-
manded cash in all their dealings the wheole
system would break down. T2

But Mrs. Mimbte was obstinate. She didn't
knew aunything about the Stock Exchange or
henking ; but she did know that she did rot
intend to part with any of her goods u
she were paid for them with som nE T
substantial than a vague promise t
date in the néxt term. Hence t!
perennial smile generally changed
frown for Billy Bunter.

“Oh, Master Bunter! I didn’t know it was
vou !” said Mrs. Mimble, her manner implying
very plainly that if she had known she weuld
not have taken the trouble to answer that
imperative rap on the counter.

“0Oh, really, Mrs. Mimble—"

“Tio you want anything, Master Bunter?”
“Yes, certainly! I've & postal-order here
for ten shillings. I think I mentioned to
you that I was expecting one.”

“Yes, you did!” said Mrs. Mimble, with a
sniff.  “1 should like to see it.”

“Well, it came this morning. I want you
to cash it.”

“Certainly—if you have it.” -

“Oh, really, Mrs. Mimble, I hope you den't
doubt my word !’

Mrs. Mimble sniffed. That sniff told a
great deal about her private opinion of the
veracity of William George Bunter. 3

“Well, here’s the postal-order!” exclaimed
Billy Bunter indignantly; and he drew it out
of his pocket, holding it so as to show the
amount without letting the name written on
the order be seen. “Look at it!”

Mrs. Mimble’s expression changed a little.

“But is it really yoursa Master Bunter

“Oh, Mrs. Mimble!”

“Well, you know, you brought me a five-
sound note to change and it turned out
io be somchady else said Mrs. Mimble,
with asperity, “and but for the kindness of

mnoest
intor a

ered .

&
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Master Wharton and his
have lost the money!”

“That was a mistake.”

“Yes, and perhaps this is a mistake, Master
Bunter!”

“1 suppose my name on the postal-order
will convince you, Mrs. Mimble?” said Billy
Bunter, with a great deal of dignity.

Oh, yes!” said Mrs. Mimble, thawing a
little. “Let me see it.”

“There you are!”

And Bunter threw the postal-order down
~upon the counter with'the air of a prince.

was realiy for ten shillings. There

: was no doubt on these points. She

did not see the name very clearly for the
moment, but it “certainly began with a B.
But Mrs. Mimble had learned caution at her
time of life. She picked up the postal-order,
adjusted her glasses, and read it carefully.
Then she put it down on the counter again,
and gave Billy Bunter a look that made the
fat junior wish himself well outside the shop.

“Master Bunter!”

“Eh?  What's the
Billy.

“This postal-order is not yours!”

“0Oh, really, Mrs. Mimble 2

“It is Master Bulstrcde's name upon it!” -

“Nonsense, Mrs. Mimble! ~ You're short-
sighted!” remonstrated Bunfer. “You can
see the name begins with a B, and the rest is
a serawl.”

“It is Master Bulstrode’s name!”

“Look here, if you refuse to cash it 1 can
take it to the post-office!” exclaimed Billy
Bunter, grabbing the postal-order, half afraid
that Mrs. Mimble might keep it to return to
Bulstrode. “That means a waste of time.
I'm hungry now.”

“Did Bulstrode give it to you?”

“Certainly not!”

“Then it is not yours.

“Mrs. Mimble!”

. “Listen to me, Master Bunter,” said the
good dame seriously. “I know how silly you
are, and I suppose you do not realise what
you are doing. You must take that postal-
order to Master Bulstrode at once!”

“] suppose I can please myself about that,
Mrs. Mimble!” said Bunter haughtily.

“No. If you do not give it to Master Bul-
strode I shall speak to the Head. Now,
remember, Master Bunter, I shall ask Master
Bulstrode the first time I see him whether he
has had his postal-order!”

“0Of -course,” said Bunter, changing his
ground—*“of course, if the postal-order is
really Bulstrode’s he’s welcome to it! I
think I will show it to him, and ask him his
opinion as to whether it’s his name or mine
on it.”

“You had better!” said Mrs. Mimble signi-
ficantly.

Billy Bunter left the tuckshop discon-
tentedly, He was very hungry, and it was
hard to have ten shiilings in his hand and
not be able to spend it. The fact that the
ten shillings belonged to somebody else was
quite a minor point. Billy already looked
upon it as his, and that was quite enough
for him.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!” exclaimed Bob
Cherry, meeting the fat junior outside the
tuckshop, and- noticing the postal-order still
in his hand. “Ye gods! Has the famous
postal-order really arrived at last?”

“Qh, really, Cherry, I told you I expected
a postal-order this morning -4

“You told me so, certainly,” agreed Bob
Cherry.

“It’s for ten shillings,” said Bunter. “If
vou care to cash it for me you can have the
postal-order. It’s a long way to the pust-
office, and Mrs. Mimble won't cash it for

friends I should

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Bob Cherry is Wrathful.

RS. MIMBLE thawed still more. If
was really a postal-order, and it

matter?” stammered

You have stolen it!”

“Why not? She cashes the orders for all of
usX ;

“Oh, she’s an obstinate old woman, you
know. I suppose it’s because I owe her an
account,” said Bunter, who always said the
first thing that came into his head without
stopping to reflect whether it was true or
not. “If you could cash it for me I should
be very much obliged.”

Bob Cherry chuckled.

“1 haven’'t ten shillings, or anything like
i,” he said. “I could raise three, if that's
any good.”

“Well, lend me three, then, and I'll return
them when I've cashed the postal-order,” said
Billy Bunter eagerly.

“You jolly well won't! I know you, Bunty,

" fingers closed on it with great relief.

Qreyfriars full-back tackled him and brought him down.

¢ -
2 As Fitzgerald came dashing through with the ball in his hands, ths
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you sgee, and you're not going to scoff my
three last bobs in that way. I'll take the
postal-order to cash, and give you the other
seven bob afterwards.”

“0Oh, very well! Hand over the bobs.”

Bob Cherry groped and fished in his pockets,
and brought three shillings to light, and
handed them to Bunter. He took the postal-
order and glanced at it. Billy Bunter was
already re-entering the tuckshop when he
felt a grip of iron on his shoulder and he was
swung back with a suddenness that took his
breath away.

“0-0-0-0-0-oh ! Really— Oow!”

“You young sweep!”

“]— Oh! Ow! Yarooh!”

Bob Cherry, with a face flaming with
wrath, shook the fat junior till his teeth
rattled. Billy Bunter sagged to and fro in
his grip as helplessly as a sack of wheat.
He gasped and wriggled and squirmed help-
lessly.

“You young swecp!” repeated Bob Cherry.
“This postal-order isn’t yours! It's that five-
pound note business over again, I .suppose!
Give me my three bob!”

“Ow! Oh! ¥Yowl”

“Take that—and that—and that!”

Each “that!” was accompanied by a power-
ful shake. Bob released the fat junior at
last, and Billy Bunter staggered against the
wall, gasping spasmodically. He blinked at
Bob over his glasses, which had slid down his
nose.

“Oh! Ow! Groo! Oh, really, Cherry! If
—if you had made my glasses fall off they

Cherry!

_—they would bLave brokeu, and you'd have

had to pay for them.”

“You young thief!”

“0Oh, Cherry!  I—I—"

“@Give me my three bob—sharp!”

“Here you are, you beast! Ow!”

Bob Cherry restored the three shillings to
his pocket. Then he flourished the jostal-
order threateningly in the face of Billy
Bunter. :

“This belongs to Bulstrede, you fat young
beast!”

“Qh, really, Cherry——"

“You've stolen it!”

“ I—I—"

“Take it!” 1

Bob thrust it into Bunter's fat hand. Bill}y{'s

€
had feared that it was not to be given to
him again. :

« And now,” said Bob Cherry, taking a firm

‘B

grip on the back of Bunter's collar—“now
we'll go and iook for Bulstrode!”

“Oh! Ow! Yow! Yarooh!”

“What are you squeaking about?”

“You—you've got your beastly knuckles
jammed in the back of my neck!” gaspud
Bunter. “Yow! It hurts! Yow!”

“Serve you jolly well right! Come on!”

“Yow! Ow!l”

Bob shifted his grip a little, still keeping a
tight hold,«and marched the fat junicr away.
Billy Bunter wriggled spasmodically in his
powerful grip. There was no escape for the
fat junior.

He was marched away from the tuckshop,

with the postal-order still in his hand, and
Bob’s grip on his cellar,
_Bob Cherry looked round for Bulstrode.
Nugent was the first fellow he met, with
Hurree Singh, and the two starcd at Bob
in amazement.

“Oh! Help!” gasped Bunter.
is choking me! Ow!” -

“What on earth’s the matter, Bob?”

“The matterfuluness must be terrific to call
up that frownful scowl upon the esteemed
brow of the worthy Cherry.” :

“This fat beast has reached the
that’s all!” said Bob.
to disgrace our Form!
postal-order!”

“What!”

“0Oh, really, Cherry——"

“He’s got a postai-prder here belonging to
Bulstrode, and he tried to pass it off on
me,” said Bob Cherry. “I'm looking for
Bulstrode. Have you seen him?”

“He’s in the gym.”

“Good!” =

And Bob Cherry marched his prisoner off.
Billy Bunter was squirming in a state of
extreme apprehension now. He was alarmed
as to the view Bulstrode might take of the
opening of his letter.

“I—1 say, Cherry!” he gasped. “I—I found
the postal-order, you know, and—and I-—1
really meant to return it to Bulstrode, you
know.”

“Don’t tell lies!”

“I—I really did, you know. I—I—"

“That’s why you tried to pass it of on
me, I suppose!” said Bob, still propelling
Bunter forcibly towards the gymnasium.

“You—you see, that—that was only tem-
porary. It was merely taking the postal-
order as a loan till my own one came, you
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“He's trying his best
He has stolen a
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Eee. Mine js certain to be here by the
second post this afternoon, and then I should
have settled with Bulstrode. Ow! Don’t
shake me like that! You might make my
glasses fall off, and if they get broken you'd
have to pay fer them.”

“(Come on, you worm!”

“But—but I—I don’t want to see Bulstrode
just now. I—I've got another engagement,
you know. I—I—"

Boh Cherry chuckled.

“Yes, I dare say you have, but you can
put it oft for a bit, my pippin. Come into
the gym. If you try to hang back I'll roll
you in.”

Billy Bunter did try to hang back, and
Bob Cherry exerted all his strength, and
rushed him in at full speed. He rushed him
in too quickly to quite see where he: was
rushing him, and he rushed him right into
Bulstrode, who was coming out. Bulstrode
rave a roar, and sat down violently, and Billy
; unter sat down opposite him, blinking at
him.

THE SIXTH CHAPRTER.
Bulstrode is Indignant.
BULSTRODE scrambled to his feet, red

with rage.
“You silly ass!” he roared. “What
are you up to? What’s the litile
game? What'do you mean by it?”
“Ha, ha, hat”
“You howling ass!”
“Ha, ha! I'm sorry, Bulstrodc! Ha, ha,
ha! I was just looking for you. Billy Bunter
_has got something for you, and I was bring-
ing him to see yow, as he has another
engagement he’s anxious to keep.” =
“Oh, realty, Cherry——"
“What's that?” exclaimed
catching sight of the postal-order
Bunter's hand. “Is that my postal-order? I
was expeeting ome this morning, and it
didn't come. Has that young thief collared
it, 2s he dil Wingate's fiver?”
“Oh. really, Bulstrode——""
“It’s vours,” said Bob Cherry.
over to Bulstrede, Billy.”
Bunter staggered to his feet.  Bulstrode
snateched the postal-ordér from his hand,
glanced at it, and then bent a very grim
lecck upon the fat junior.
“How did you get hold of this, Punter?”
Bunter gasped. He began to understand at
fast that he had got himself into a serious
scrape. Fellows were gathering round, all of
ther looking grim.
“J—I found it,” stammered Bunter.
“You found my postal-order?”
“Ye-c-eg!” :

Bulstrode,
in Billy

“Fand it

“Where?” -

“In—in a letter—— °T1—I mean, in the
Close.”

“Where's the letter?”

Bunter extracted the letter from his
pocket, and handed it to Bulstrode. Bul-
strode looked through it.

“You young rotter!” he exclaimed. “You

opened this letter!”

“You opened my letter!” roared Bulstrode.

“You see, ? 2

“And stole my postal-order!”

“I—I—— You see, I thought the letter was
for me, the pames arc so much alike,” Bunter
gasped. “That’s how it was. T—I found it
wasn’t for me when I looked into it, and 1
was—was bringing it to you.”

Bulstrode glared at him suspiciously.

“I don't. believe a word of it!”
exclaimed. .

“QOh, really, Bulstrode——"

“1f'you were eoming to me, why was Cherry
dragging you along?”

“He—he “was showing me the way,” said
Bunter, with an imploring blink at Bob
Cherry to bear him out.

“He was shoving you along,” said Ogilvy.
“I _saw him!”

“Well, that’s—that’s his way, you knew.

- He’s always doing things like that.”

“Ys he telling the truth, Cherry?”

Boh Cherry looked uncomfortable. In his
first wrath at Bunter’s dishonesty, he had
rushed the fat junior off to the rightful
owner of the postal-order. But he was begin-
ning now to feel a little sorry for the
wretched Bunter. Bunter, after all, was too
stupid to really realise that he had acted
dishonestly.

“Oh, I've nothing to say about the maiter
at all!” said Bob. “I thought he’d better come
to you at once with the postal-order, and I
helped him along.”

“He was going to keep it!”
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“Oh, really, Bulstrode—"

“You young thief !”

“If you doubt my honesty, Bulstrode, this
discussion had better cease,” said Billy
Bunter, with dignity. “I must say 1 am sur-
prised at you. All the fellows here know me
too well, I hepe, to place any faith in such
a suggestion. I was coming to you as fast
as 1 could to explain that I had opened the
letter hy mistake. You know I am a little
short-sighted. Of course, I mistook the name
for Bunter, as I am expecting a letter.”

Bulstrode thrust the letter and the postal-
order into his pocket.

“Y believe you’re lying!” he said. “I've a
jolly good mind to go to the Head and give
you away for it, you worm!”

* Oh—oh, really, you know——"

“If you ever open any more of my letters
by misthke, it will be the last mistake of
that kind you’ll make at Greyfriars!” growled
Bulstrode. :

And he walked away.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
The Rugby Match.

HE weather had changed for: the
better, and fine, cold days succeeded
one another, and every day the

3 Remove spent every available hour
of daylight on the fosthall-field.
The days were too short to bhe any danger

B
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of overdoing it, and becoming stale. They
played the Rugger game -as keenly and
onthusiastically as ever théy had played
Association, and there was 1o doubt that
their form wasg improving wonderfully.

They were already in good cendition ; there
was no need of training; it was simply 2a
question of mastering the ways of the new
game; and with Linley, Brown, and Morgan
to help and instruct, they naturally made
great progress. -

By the time Saturday-arrived Harry Whar-
ton was well satisfied, and he locked forward
to the Bolsover mateh with some confidence.
Wingate, whom he Often consulted, was
satisfied, too.

“You're in good form, and you've got a
good chance, Wharton,” the captain ef Grey-
friars remarked.. “I think you'll give a gecod
account of yourselves, at all events, when you
meet Bolsover. You deserve to win.”

Wharton’s eyes sparkled.

“Thanks, Wingate! We’re going to do our
very best, at all events, and I suppose nobody
can do more than that.”

“Have you arranged about a referce?”

“Well, no. We were thinking of—of asking

Wingate laughed.

“Whe ?” >

“You!” said Wharton. ~“You're the only
senior herz who has played the Rugger game,
and who is good-natured enough to give up
an afternoon to the juniors.”

“Qh, draw it mild!” said Wingate, langh-
ing. “Still, I was thinking I might stand by
you. I'll referee with pleasure.”

“Thanks awfully! I'll tell the fellows!”

The Remove fifteen were naturally
delighted.. The fact that Wingate thought
%hey had a chance was inspiriting to them,
0. :

“If Wingatersays we’ve got a chance, we've
got one,” said Bob Cherry, laying down the

-the Bolsover fellows, Bunter hung 1

‘going to leave me until after the matce

' themselves at the ropes to

. the match.

-attract most of the Grey

Friday.

law. “My private opinion is that we shail
crawl all over Bolsover.”

“Well, we've got a good team,
play the game,” said Whartcn.
leave the result to Fortune.”

“I say, you fellows
“Bunter’s got a snggestion
grinned Bob. “He thinks we sheo
our ehances by playing him as ¢

“Really, Cherry, I was only going
T should mind the ‘feed ’ which vou will have
to give the Bolsover ps after the game.”

and we can
“We can

o ‘male,”
improve
»

o
»
n
=
=4

“Can’t be done, Billy,” said Wharton. “It’s
going to be locked up in the study, though,
so you won’t get a chance at it, and I'm

1

ur

going to ask Stott to keep an eye on you ¢
the time, in case you get up to any of yo
tricks.”
“Qh, really, Wharton! IT’'m not going to be
locked out of my own study, you ow.”
“Your mistake! You are!” said Harry
coolly. 2
And Bunter grunied discontentedly.
And locked out cf the study he was
the Bolscver team ‘arrived at Greyf
While Harry Wharton & Co. were wel

door of the study, and found thati
really locked.

He was debating in his mind w
hamme chisel, or a crowbar woul
best instrument to use on the lock, w
Stott and little Wun Lung of the Ren
came up, took his arms, and walked
away.

Bunter was so taken by surprise tha
allowed himself to be walked half-way
stairs before he began to resist. Then
struggled.

“I—I say, you fellows
he exclaimed indignant

hin

what do you
“I den’t v

-go out!”

“You're going to watch the fcothall-mateh,”
said Stott.

“I'm not!”

“Oh, yes, you are!” said Stott cootly.
‘going te, and you'll ‘have to.

¢ not

And Billy Bunter, willingly or unw
had to go. Stott and Wun Lung

and Bunter had to stand between then.
whenever he showed any disposition to
away Stett pinched his arm, and the
junior had to groan and give in.
Meanwhile the teams were prep
The Bolsover fellows were
into their dressing-room. and they soc
peared in the field -in their green shirts,

decking very fit and well.

But Fitzgerald minor ‘had to admit that

Greyfri looked as fit as Boisover.
s ‘re a decent-looking set,” he con
to Hilton; “but, of course, they don’t ¥
our game. It was like Wharton's cheek to
take us on for the return match.”

“Yes, rather!” said Hilton.

“We must give 'em a good licking as a hint
to kecep their conceit within bounds, en-
tirely!” grinned Fitzgerald. ’

“What-ho!” said Bull.

Wharton "won the toss
one another jn the field,
buzz of expectation from the Greyfriars crowd
round the ropes.

The sight of a R v
Greyfriars ground was

The tecams faced

s {eilow

it. Be it said that very few of
any expectation of seeing Greyfriars w
their wishes for the success of the R
were cordial—even Temple, Dzabney &
were keen about it

“Go it, Wharton!” said Temple to his old
rival.. “I hope you'll pull it off—-if you do,
you'll hear m& yell.”

“Oh, rather!” said Dabney.

“Thanks,” said Wharton,
“We'll do our best—and I rea
may as well get ready to yell!”

The whistle went, and the ball relled.
the match- began. Boisover
smiles on their faces, evidently an
an easy task.

And indeed, at the first blush, it locked zs
if their task would be easy.

Hilton got away with the ball, and ran up
the fleld, and v not brought dewn till he
was within two yards of the home goal-line.

And then, when the whistle went for a
scrum, the Rolsover pack, more accustomed
to the work, shoved@ Greyfriars 13
the line. and scored a try, amid ehy and
grins. And as the try was taken almost in
the centre of the line, it was the easiest thing
in the world to ccnvert, and the goal was
taken by Hilton in easy style.
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One goal up for Bolscver—five points within
the first five minutes!

1t did not look well for Greyfriars. Many
of the fellows, remembering the result of the
previous mateh, jooked glum.

But Harry Wharton's face never changed.

He knew very well that that set-back at the
start was simply because his men had not
got into their stride yet, and it was not an
omen. -

When the game was restarted, Greyfriars
played a better game. - Hilton was sailing
away again with the ball, when Wharton, who
was playing three-quarter, ran at him and
tackled him, and brought him down with a
bump.

Hilten tried to pass out to Bull, but failed,
falling on the ball, and the whistle went for
a serum.

From the scrum, Bob Cherry, playing half,
captured the ball and threw it to Tom Brown,
who raced away with it, and passed back to
Wharton as Bull brought him down.

Wharton streaked through the Bolsover
team like a knife through soft cheese.

. Three heavy forwards had flung themselves
in his way, but be cluded them, and the
halves seemed nowhere.

He had only the full-back to fear, and the
full-back he avoided by a sudden swerve that
enabled him to just escape the tackle.

The back darted after him, and they ran
almost  neck and neck to the goal-line
close to touch, and within three feet of the
line the back’s grasp closed upon Wharton.

But with a desperate wrench the captain
of the Remove hurled himself over the line,
falling heavily—but he touched down, and it
was a try!

He rose, gasping and a little dizzy, with a
loud cheer ringing in his ears.

“Tpyl Try!” -

“Hurrah!”

And there were Temple, Dabney & Co.
waving their eaps and cheering like madmen;
and the Remove—=all whe were not in the
team—yelling themselves hoarse.

“My hat!” said Hilton. “That chap knows
something, anyway!”

“Faith, and he does!” said Fitzgerald.
“And it’s glad I am intirely! It’s goin’ to be
a better game than I thought, bedad!”

And the Bolsovers, warned by that experi-
ence, played harder and more keenly. “The
try was not converted; but it was three
points to Greyfriars, and three points meant
much to them, for it showed that they could,
at least; score against their adversaries, and
that their training and practice for ‘the past
week had not been thrown away. And during
the remainder of the first half the tussle was
hard and obstinate.

Bolsover scored again, Fitzgerald dropping
a goal from the twenty-five, making the
Bolsover score nine points when the whistle
went for half-time. >

“Nine to three!”
walked off. “Good!”

“But it shows they can play,” said Fitz-
gerald. “Sure, and I'm thinkin’ we - shall
have a tussle in the second half.”

And Fitzgerald was right.

“We're behind, kids,” said Wharton, as he
sucked a lemon, “but we’ve got to pull up in
the second half. Mind, we've got to!”

“We'll try,” said Hazeldene. ‘““We've more
than held our own so far, and that was more
than Bolsover expedged.”

“What-ho!” said Bob Cherry.
Hallo, hallo, hailo!”

He broke off, and stared towards the ropes.
Two charming faces under charming hats

said Hilton, as they

“We

were looking into the field of play. Bob
Cherry turned pink as he recognised Marjorie
Hazeldene and her friend Clara.

“I didn't know my sister was coming over,”
said Hazeldene. “Oh, I say, we must play
up for the second half, or we shall get
chipped at Cliff House!”

- “Qh, rather!” And Harry Wharton & Co.
went into the field with the determination to
do or die in the second half of the match.

Marjorie waved her hand to the juniors,
and Wharton halted for a moment near the
ropes where the two Cliff House girls stood.

“ Awfully good of you to give us a look in,”
he said, “We’re playing a new game,”

“Yes. Hazel told me, and I was deter-
mined to see it,” said Marjorie brightly. “I
hope you will win.”

“Well, we're going to make a hard fight
for it, but, of course, Rugger is new to us,
and the Rolsover chaps have played nothing
else; but we hope for the best.”

“Qood luck!” said Marjorie. :

And Wharton rejoined his men, and the
tussle recommenced.

Bolsover had had the best of the first half, |
but as scon as the whistle had gone it became

clear that they were to have a harder
struggle. for points in the second half.

Tom Brown scored a try in the first ten
minutes, which was successfully converted
hy Mark Linley, and Greyfriars now counted
eight points. :

A dropped goal by Morgan brought the
points up to twelve, and there was a wild
cheer from the Greyfriars crowd.

Por Greyfriars were now twelve points to
the Bolsover nine—three ahead, and fighting
hard to keep there.

“«Bedad,” said Fitzgerald, “this
work! Wire in!”

The Bolsover men wired in. The play was
hard and fast. Scrum followed scrum, and
the gruelling game told on all the players,
but the fierce attacks of Bolsover did not
materialise. The home defence was sound.

At last, as the second half is growing old,
comes a desperate combined attempt from
Bolsover, and the green shirts come fiercely
down the field. { :

Fitzgerald is through, the ball in his hands,
and the Greyfriars full-back tackles him Iow
and brings him down, but the ball is tossed
to Hilton close bhehind, and caught, and
Hilton is under the crossbar, over the line,
in a twinkling, and the leather is touched
down. s

Another try to Bolsover. The conversion
of such a try is, of course, the easiest thing
in the world. It is taken, and the goal
counts five points more.

Teurteen points to Bolsover, and twelve to
Greyfriars, and five minutes more to play.

Wingate glances at his watch.

There is bated breath round the groundi
now. -

Even if defeated, Greyfriars will not be dis-
graced; their score is a good one, and they
have put up a splendid game. But will they
be defeated?

In his heart, Harry Wharton vows that
they shall not be!

But minute follows minute, and still the
But at

means

struggle, though fierce, is resultless.
Jast comes a break in the game.

From a scrum near the home twenty-five
the ball has come out to Nugent, who leaps
away with it, is dragged down by a heavy
Bolzover forward—but not before he has flung
the leather into the arms of Bob Cherry
behind. =

From Bob Cherry it goes to Tom Brown,
and the New Zealander is away with it like a

flash of lightning, his feet seeming scarcely
to touch the ground.

Away—away—with Wharton and Linley
racing to back him up—away—tiil Hilton
leaps at him like a tiger, and he throws the
ball to Linley just behind, and the Lancashire
tad rusihes on with it, while Tom Brown roils
blindly on the ground under Iilton’s tackle.

A shout, swelling to a roar, rises from the
Greyfriars crowd. Marjorie and Clara, teo,
are looking on with sparkling eyes.

Will they get through? “Time is very close
now. There will be no chance for another °
attempt.

He—Linley—is down—down! But the ball—
where is that? Safe in Wharton’s hands—
and Wharton is dashing on, while the Lanca-
shire lad disappears under two sprawlisg
Bolsovers.

The clutching hands of a Bolsover half are
close on Wharton—they touch—will the
tackle hold good?

Another and another foe seem to sbtart up
out of the ground before him. He will never
get through. It passes like a scene in a
dream.

Wharton feels the clutching fingers at his
shoulder—a slight swerve saves him—he
speeds on—to right and left reel two stagger-
ing foes—he is through—through, and speed-
ing down to goal!

Away! Away!

Louder swells the roar of excitement—
louder, louder—deepening like the roar of the
sea! Will he get through? He hands off a
charging Bolsover, just escaping him—he
swerves further to elude the full-back, the
last foe he has to fear.

But the Bolsover full-back
intercept him.

Will he do it?

Yes—he bars the way—he is tackling—no,
he has missed, and the two of them are run-
ning neck and neck for the far corner of the
goal-line—neck and neck!

Faster, faster—again a cluteh, again an
escape as by a miracle—then the full-hack
rolls on the ground from a desperate hand-
off, and Wharton has reached the line—the
line—and is over it, and the ball is touched
down, and Greyfriars has gained another
try, and goal or not, Greyfriars has won the
mateh.

The try is not converted, but nobody cares
for that! Greyfriars are fifteen points to
fourteen, and they have won the Bolsover
match by a single point—but one point is as
good as fifty, as far as winning the match is
concerned.

Greyfriars has won! :

Loud and thrilling swells the roar of cheer-
ing, and Wharton, who has scored the winning
try, is clutched up by the crowd that surges
over the field, and carried round in dizzy
triumph—and from his rocky perch on the
shoulders of his chums, he looks down at the

is racing to

bright eyes and sweet smile of Marjorie
Hazeldene—a charming face, glowing with

admiration.
. . . L]

The matech was over, and Greyfriars had
Wwon. S

In the feed that followed Billy Bunter, of
course, greatly distinguished himself, and
Marjorie and Clara were honoured guests.

The Bolsover fellows took their defeat good-
naturedly enough. They left Greyfriars after
planning more matches—for that victory had
made the Remove quite satisfied with their
Rugger, and there were more victories in
store for the Greyfriars fifteen!

THE END.

&%

o
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OLD SANDIFORD'S INVENTI

A Magnificent Long Complete Tale, dealing with the Early Adventures of
Jimmy Silver & Co. at Rookwood School.

By OWERN CORNQUES.

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
A Slight Upset!

L1 URNED out a lovely afternoon!” re-
marked Jimmy Silver.
“Jdeal for a spin!” agreed Lovell.
. The Fistical ¥our were sweeping
along the road to the village of Huntsford on
their cycles.

1t was a keen February afternoon, but the
exercise was keeping the youngsters warm,
and they were feeling in top-hole condition.

“Think we’ll be in time?” asked Newecome,
after they had gone on/a little farther.

“Expeet so,” said Jimmy Silver. “I shall
he disappointed if we are not. ‘1 want to see
young” Sandiford walk down the strect with
his V.C., and give him a shout. He's the sorf
of old boy that Rookwood ought to be proud
of.”

Raby chuekled.

“1 think they are,” he said. “Pretty nearly
all the school has gbne across there.”

Huntsford was honeuring their own parti-
cular V.C. that affernoon, and young Sandi-
ford, the recipient of the much-prized decora-~
tion, was an old Rookwood boy.

So it was certainly a red-letter day.

As the Fistical Four turned the next bend
tlie familiar figures of the three Tominies
hove in sight ahead. They were not going
very quickly, and the Fistical Four saw that
it would be an easy matter to overhaul them
if they did not make much noise.

They spurted forward and rapidly dimin-
ished the distance, and they were only twenty
yards behind them when Tommy' Dodd first
caught the sound of their wheels, and turned
his head.

“Spurt, you fellows!” he cried.

Jimmy Silver & Co. swept on.

Tommy Dodd & €o. responded nebly to the
shout of their leader, and their cyecles shot
forward. -

At the same time they sped across the
road, so that it would be more difiicult for
others to pass them before they had gathered
speed. -

Jimmy Silver rang his bell warningly.
Only a few yards separated them now, and
the Fistical Four were still gaining.

“Look out!’-roared -Lovell. -

Tg which Tommy Dodd retorted:

Exahd?

“We'll run you down!”
Sitver, as hie drew in still closer.

“{io and cat coke!” snapped Tommy Doyle.
“¥eep spread ount, you fellows!”

“Youll be spread out in the ditch in a
minute!” grunted Jimmy Silver. “IMind your
backs!”

“Rats!”

Jimmy Silver drew  in between  Tommy
Doyle and Tommy Dodd. As he did so he
put all his repaining energy into the pedals.

The two Tommies saw what he was doing
at that moment, and by a common instinct
drew in together, to make it impossibie for
the leader of the Fistical Four to pass.

But they were just too late. Jimmy Silver
shot through the gap, wissing their front
wheels by a fraction of an inch.

Tommy Dodd and Tommy Doyle were not
so fortunate. They had closed” a little too
much, and the next second their eycles were
almost touching.

Tommy Doyle threw out an arm to grip the
other, and in doing so upset Tommy Dodd’s
balance. 5

He veered sharply to the left, and the two
cyelists shot across the road and disappeared
into the ditch.

Splash! Bang!

“Yarooooh!” roared Tommy Iredd.

“Groooooogh !” howled Tommy Doyle.

Jimmy Silver turned his head and grinned,
and eased up as his companions joined him.

“Serves them jolly well right!” said New-
come. “They did it themselves. They were
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shouted Jimmy

trying to sandwich you. They wouldn't race
fairly.”

A chorus of howls came {rom the wet ditch
behind as the two disconsolate Tommies
dragged themselves out of the mire.

The Fistical Four turmed round to look.

“Hg,~ha; hal?

The unfortunate eyclists certainly did look
rather funny, and even Tommy Cook, who
had pulled up when he saw the catastrophe,
was laughing at them.

“Don’'t think they're hurt, are they?” asked
Jimmy Silver, still looking back. =

“No! ‘*Course they ain’t!” smapped Lovell.
“Why, theyre having a row with Tommy
Cook !”

Jimmy Silver put on his brake and dis-
mounted, and the others followed suit.

As they looked back along the road they
saw that the two Tommies had evidently
suifered little hurt from their fall.

They were shaking their fists furiously at
the grinning Tommy Cook, and suddenly that
worthy turned, and, springing on his bike,
started pedalling furiowsly along the road.

The two muddy figures of his late com-
panions followed him, breathing threats of
vengeance.

“Ha, ha, ha!” laughed the Fisthcal Four.

Tommy Cook spurted just as the others
came level with him, and managed to escape
without any more damage than a sprinkling
of mud as the two Moderns sprang at him.

“Pax!” he yelled, as he came abreast of the
Fistical Four.

“We sha’n’t hurt you,” said Jimmy Silver.
“We're kinder than your own pals.”

The Fistical Four mounted thcir cycles and
rode on, Tommy €ook keeping with them.

They had wasted enough time, and they
did not wish to be late in reaching Huntsford.

“Sandiford !” mused Jimmy Silver, as they
sped along the road again, leaving the two
muddy and disconsolate figures ot the unfor-
tunate Moderns far in the distance. “Isn’t
Sandiford the name of the inventor johnny
who, lives over here?”

Raby nodded.

“He’s the father of the chap who's won the
V.C.,” he.said. “Quite a decent old c¢hap;
but he can’t held his tongue. He's brought
out a wendcrful electrical war invention, you
know, but he doesn’t believe in keeping muimn.
Everyone was talking about it last time I
was over here.”

“That’s rather silly,” said .Jimmy Silver.
“Anyont might pinch it. Those things are
best kept silent.”

“0Otd Sandiford seems to think that he
knows best,” said Raby. “He always cariies
a couple of loaded revolvers about with him,
and he thinks that is sufficient protection.
Ie’s a.splendid shot.”

“H'm?! I suppose that alters things a bit,”
replied Jimmy Silver. “Still, it’s pretty silly

‘to gas about the thing.”

“He doesn’t worry about that,” said New-
come. “We’'ll probably meet him to-day. If
we-do, he'll tell us all about it. He believes
in advertising the thing, so that the War
Cffice will be influenced, or something like
that. Hallo! We're nearly there!”

The straggling little village of Huntsford
had just come in sight as the cyelists turned
a corner in the road. =

As a'rule it was a very quiet little place,
but to-day the houses were gay with flags,
and a band, which was loud if not very musi-
cal, was playing a military march, with an
abandon which would have turned the com-
poser’s hair white with sorrow if he had
heard it.

“Go it, ye cripples!” muttered Jimmy, as
the cyeclists passed, and the village butcher
blazed forth discordantly on a cornet which
was plainly suffering from internal trouble.

The street was alive with people, and, a
few yards further on, the cyclists were com-
pelled to dismount and put their bikes up
at a little shop.:

.| to which Joe Sas

Then they joined the crowd cn the pave-
ment.

A short time later there was a cheer higher
up the street, and the youngsters knew that
the hero was being led round the village by
the local dignitaries.

Then they raised their cwn caps and
shouted, as Joe Sandiford, a stalwart, blushing
young soldier, was carried shoulder high past
them, and the brass band rose to the occa-
sion, the result being a discordant blare.

THE SECOND CHAPRTER.

Honouring a Hero! =

8§ URRAH!”
The Fistical Four jeined in the
general shout as the herc passed

; by and acknowledged the ovation
with a smart salute. .

Then they cheered as the bearer
and brought the hero back along t
again.

A little further on a presentation in the
name of Huntsford was made by the mayor
of the district, and several speeches followed,
in a few

s turned
street

rd repli

simple words.

Then, amidst more cheering, he was allowed
to make his way home, where it was pret
certain that another warm welcome weuid
be awaiting him.

Jimmy Silver & Co. hung about Tunts-
ford for a little while, chatting with various
Rookwood fellows whiom they met.

But they soon found that things were
getting rather slow, and when Raby sug-
gested taking a walk they fell in with the
suggestion immediately.

“I spotted rather an inviting path over
the fields as we were coming in,” said New-
come. “We've plenty of time yet, and there
will be a little moon for riding back to-night.
Let’s sece where it leads to.”

“Good enough!” said Jimmy Silver. “Lead
the giddy way, O guide! We'll follow.”

The path aeross the fields was struck
about five minutes later.

It led to a pleasant walk amongst the
trees before it came out into further ficids
bounded by a lane. £

“What do we do now?

“Go right on, juggins!” snapped Jimmy
Silver. “The path goes right over the ficlds
over the other side. You're not tired yet,
are yon?”

W

asked Lovell.

“'Of course not!” snapped Lovell. *Come
on!”

The Fistical Four crossed the lane, and
took to the fields on the other side.

“Someone’s beéen wheeling a barrow along
here pretty recently,” said Jimmy Silver
casually, pointing to a deep rut in the
earth. “It’s rather strauge that anycne
should be working here to-day. By the maob
in the village I thought they had all taken
a half-holiday.” *

Raby held up his hand warningly. :

“Not so much wisdom, Jimmy!"” he said
warningly. “I spy the enemy ahead.”

“Who?” ~

“The giddy enensy.”

“And who is the giddy enemy?” demandes
Jimmy Silver impatiently.
. “Smythe & €o.,” said Raby.
just now. They're ahead of us, taking this
path. They were in the village this after-
‘noon, I know, but I suppose there are too
many masters about there for them. I
expect they’re coming out here for a quiet
smoke.” =

“That's about it.” said Newcome. “Look!
You can see them now. They seem in a bit
of a hurry. They’re evidently looking oub
for some spot where they can enjoy them-
selves to their own way of thinking.”

“Well, let’s go and give ’em the usual
cure for blagging,” said Jimmy Silver, with

“I saw therx
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the air of one who has a solemn duty to
perform. “They’d be rather disappointed
if they didn't get it.”

“Ha,-ha, hal?

The figures of Smythe & Co. could still be
secn bobbing about as they came into view
occasionally.

Suddenly, however, to the amazement of
Jimmy Silver & Co., they disappeared.

“They’ve gone now,” said Jimmy Silver,
when they did not reappear. “I suppose
they've found some nice little place for
blagging.  This is where we roll up, I
believe.”

The Fistical Four advanced cautiously.

When they reached the spot where it
seemed that Smythe & Co. bad turned from
the path, they saw that a track led away
at that point in the direction of a clump
of trees. ;

“Must have gone down here,” said Jimmy
Silver.  “And——  Hallo, here’s ‘the track
of my wheelbarrow again!®

“Oh, hang your wheelbarrow!” snapped
Raby shortly. “We're not following a blessed
barrow, are we?”

Jimmy Silver grinned and said no more.

The Fistical Four approached the trees
cautiously, and as they drew nearer they
heard the voices of the nuts of Rookwood
ahead of them.

From the snatches of conversation whieh
they caught it was evident that something
was wrong, and they went on a little faster.

A moment later they came in sight of 2
little glade, in the middle of which stood
Smythe, Townsend, Howard, and Topham.

Each held a cigarette in his hand, but not
one of them was smoking.

To the amazement of the Fistical Four, the
gay Classical blades were holding handker-
chiefs to their eyes.

“M-m-my word!” gasped Lovell. “What's
the matter with the chumps?”

The Fistical Four gazed upon the scene in
amazement.

Smythe & Co. were walking about in the
hollow as though they were dazed.

Their cigarettes had been dropped now,
and tears were streaming down their faces.

“They've come out here to be sorry for
blagging!” gasped Jimmy Silver. “Oh, my
hat!” -

“Ha; ha—-ha!’

“Don't they look seorry!”

“My aunt! They do!”

“Ha, ha, hal”

The Fistical Four roared with laughter at
the sight of the nuts of Reokwood.

What could be the matter with them was an
absolute mystery, but they certainly appeared
to be all right, except for the fit of erying.

And it was certainly a very funny sight.

“Been having a quiet feed of onions,
Smythey?” yelled Jimmy Silver.

“Gooocoover!” rame from the hollow.

“Seem jolly repentant, don’t they?” asked
Newcome, with another grin. “I suppose
they felt ashamed when they saw Joe Sandi-
ford, and resolved to turn over a new leaf.”

“That's about it!”

“1 say, Smythey!” called out Jimmy Silver.

“Grooogh!” retorted the red-eyed leader
of the nuts.

“We're jolly glad to see you're going to
turn over a new leaf!” 3

“Qooooooer ! >

“But don’t cry too much, you know!”

Groan!

The Fistical Four exchanged significant
glances. -

It was just beginning to strike them that
there might be something really wrong with
the nuts. '

They were staggering about blindly in the
hiollow, and it was evident that they could
not see each other.

“Look here,” said Jimmy Silver suddenly.
“There’s something the matter with those
bounders. Let’s go down and see what’s up
with ‘em!”

He ran forward, and descended into the
glade, the others following.:

“What's the matter, Smythey?” asked
Jimmy Silver anxiously, as the nut of the
Shell, in a blind, unseeing rush, dashed past
bhim and tripped over a boulder.

“@roogh!” roared Smythe,
answer.

Jimmy Silver rubbed his eyes:

They seemed to be smarting, and his head
was beginning to swim. .

¥le turned, and looked at Lovell. A large
“ar was running down that worthy’s face.

by way of

“M-m-my hat!* gasped Jimmy Silver.
“You're beginning to cry, too!”

“So are you!” retorted Lovell, dabbing his
face with a handkerchick. “It’s something
in the airl”

“What on earth is it?” gasped Raby, who
sccmed suddenly fo become afflicted like the
others.

*Dunno!”

And the Fistical Four dabbed the tears
silently from their eyes.

Smythe & Co. were blundering about
biindly, forgotten for the moment. But
a sudden idea struck Jimmy Silver.

He saw that there was evidently something
very mysterious happening, and if they were
not very careful they would soon be in the
same state as the nuts themselves.

“Look here!” he smapped. “There's some

gas or something like that hanging about
in this hollow.
out of it as quickly as possible.
I'm nearly blind!”

Lovell wiped his eyes.

We'd better get theze fellows
My hat!

“

Fr iday-

better, and evidént-ly getting over the effects

.of whatever gas the hcllow must have been

filled with.

“M-my word!” gasped Jimmy Silver.
was ‘a pretty rum go.
set of jugginses!
nothing at all!”

“It was gas!” gasped Lovell. “Lachryma-
tory gas, or something like that. I've read
in the papers that they fill shells with it,
and it makes a fellow ¢ry so that they ecan’t
see what they are jolly well doing!”

“Wonder how on earth it came to be
there?” speculated Raby dazedly. *This is
a bit of a mystery, and we ought—— Hallo!
What's up now?”

He broke off, and pointed through the trees
to the flelds on the other side.

Two men were running rapidly in their
direction, and it was not difficult to rccog-
nise in the ome dressed in khaki the figure
of Joe Sandiford, the V.C. hero.

“Sandiford and his pater!” gasped Jimmy
Silver.

“That
And dob’t we look a
Weeping like anything over

Jimmy Silver scanned the road as they went, and in order to make sure
that they should not miss any signs, he snatched off his front lamp and

flashed it across the road,

“Same here!” he muttered. “It’s horribie!”

“Then come on!” snapped Jimmy Silver,
seizing Smythe by the arm. “Quickly!”

He ran the leader of the nuts up the slop-
ing side of the glade to the spot where they
had stood before and felt no ill-effects of
what was evidently causing such trouble in
the hollow.

Lovell followed quickly with Howard, and
Rany and Newcome were not long after in
bringing the blinded Townsénd and Topham
after them.

Then, for a couple of minutes, the eight
fellows stood wiping their eyes frantically.

They were not feeling by any means fit, for
their heads were aching, and they felt rather
sick.

The Fistical Four recovered first, and were
able to look at each other with red, but dry,
eyes. i

By that time Smythe & Co. were much

Lovell followed suit.

NANANANNANNANANNANNH

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
A Night Cycle Ride.

O one spoke for a minute. Then |
Jimmy Silver voiced his theughts
rather solemnly.

“There must be something very
much wrong,” he said. “0Old Sandiford
hasn't left the house since he finished his
invention. He’s been there on guard, night

| and day, with his two revolvers. He didn't

even come to Huntsford this afternoon to see
thesgiddy celebrations!”

“My- hat! Then there must be something
serious happening!” said Raby. *“I've never
seen him running at all befcre, and now he's
stepping out like a blessed hare!”

The youngsters waited while the twa
figures drew nearer, and crossed to the fieid
so that they would meet them as they passed.

“Is anything wrong, sgir?” asked Jimmy
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Silyer, touching his cap as the two came
up.

“Wrong?” gasped old Sandiford, pulling up
and wringing his bands. I should think
there ist I’ve been robbed! My invention
‘has been stolen!”

“Stolen?” ;

“Yes; this afternooni” said the inventor.
“Taken right under my very nose, and I
could. not do a thing. I was blinded by
some beastiy gas! Tgh! I can smell the
stuff still!  And my invention is—is any-
where now!”

Jimmy Silver & Co. exchanged looks. Their
worst fears were confirmed.

«T was in the experimental-room,” said
the inventor, “when a stranger called to
see me. He seemed qui friendly, until

suddenly I felt that T w
dizzy and my eyes were watering.
looked across at him he was holding a sort
of mask to his face. 1 pulled out my pistols,
but at the same moinent he squirted some-
thing at me, and I could not see a thing.
When my eyes stopped watering I found
that he had gone and my invention had been
stolen.”

“My hat!” ejaculated Jimmy Silver.

Jee Sandiford touched his father's arm.

“¢ome on, dad!” he said urgently. «These
youngsters won't know anything about it.
We don’t want to waste time, you know.”

“«RBut what can we do?” demanded the
other. . “I have telephoned to the police.
We cannot say which way he went. He was
seen to run in this direction, and that is
all.?

“How was he ca
asked Jimmy Silv

“In a sack, 1 hear,” said the other in
reply.

There was silence for a moment. Then
suddenly Jimmy Silver looked up with shin-
ing e

“JIt's certain that the man came along
this way, sir,” he said quickly. “We've just
found a little place amongst the trees which
is filled with tear-gas. We all got in it.
That seems to indicate that the chap has
been along here and spilt some of it.”

“ Really 72 asked Sandiford keenly.

“ft’'s a fact, sir,” said Jimmy Silver ex-
citedly. ©We wondered how on carth the
gas came to be in the hollow at all. But
that explains things mow. And I'll tell you
another curious thing we noticed as we
came along from the road. That was the
freshly-made track of a wheelbarrow.”

¢ Good gracious!®

Raby gave Jimmy Silver quite a selemn
look as he proceeded:

«T noticed it at the time, and remarked
that. it was rather curious to find anyone
working at all to-day. They've all been
taking a holiday in yemr son’s honour. It
led all the way from the road up to the
hollow where we found the tear-gas. It
rather looks as though-—as though: i

“Jle had a wheelbarrow in which to put
the sack!” snapped Sandiford. ¢ Why, you
boys have hit the nail right on the head!
Where is this track? Quickly! We may
cateh the fellow after alll”

Jimmy Silver nodded, and
back through the trees.

1t was not difficult to find the track of the
wheelbarrow ; and now, in the light of what
they had heard, the youngsters did not fail
to note what a heavy impression it had
made in the softer earth. 2

Yvidently it had carried something heavy.

Sandiford ran along like a man crazed. .

The road was reached in record time, and
here the search-party found that they had
come to something like a standstill.

Search where they would, they cotld see
no more tracks of the wheelbarrow.

'ving thne invention, sir?®

led the way
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It was certain that it had not crossed the
fields opposite; and also it was not likely
that it had gone up the lane, for there was
a steep hill a little further on which would
have been almost impossible to negotiate.

“fle must have gone down the lane, sit,”
said Jimmy Silver, when five minutes’ close
serutiny of the ground bad yielded no
result. 3

“Then T shall follow that way,” said old

Sandiford. - “ Come on, Joe! Are you young-
sters coming?»
. “We'll nip back to Huntsford to get our
bikes, sir,” said Jimmy Silver. “There's a
road from Huntsford that joins this one a
little lower down, and we'll meet you along
there. Perhaps the bikes will be useful.”

“Fetch them by all means!® said old
Sandiford, as he broke into a trot again.
“See you later.” =

Jimmy Silver & Co. set off at a run for
Huntsferd. 5

None of them spoke until they reached the
village and eased up as they procceded along
the crowded pavement.

“Hallo!” exclaimed Jimmy suddenly, as
they reached the  shop. “Here’s Tommy
Cook, too! Coming for a ride, Tommy ??

“ What's the matter?” asked the Modern.

Jimmy Silver explained in a few brief
words as they got their cycles cut of the
little shed, and Tomimy Cook fired with
enthusiasm at once, =

«Rather!” he said. “Even if we're late
getting back, we'll have a jolly good excuse.

And we might catch the jolly burglar
fellow. If he's strong enough to carry that

heavy sack, he must be a pretty hefty felow.
You'll want all the help you can geb.”

& Well, light your lamp,” said Jimmy Silver,
glancing up at the darkening sky. ©There’s
goinig to be a precious small moon after all,
and we shall w the lamps in a minute.
it's nearly dark ¢ 2

A couple of minutes later the cyclists were
off, their lamps lit, and all of them feeling
ready for exciting work.

They struck the road which  joined the
lane along which Sandiferd had been pre-
ceeding; and whizzed down it at their best
speed,

They reached the lane swithout
and, turning to the right, swept on.

Five minutes later they caught up with
Sandiford and his seldier son, still running.

“Don't get off, boys!” called the inventor
as they came up. “The wheelbarrow has
been along heré. We've seen the marks in
several places. You'll stand a better chance
of picking up the thief than we shall.”

“ Right-ho, sir!?

“«Good luck!” shouted Joe Sandiford. And
the five cyclists swept on again.

Jimmy Silver led the party, He was scan-
ning the road as they went, and, in order
to make sure that they should not miss any
signs, he snatched off his front lamp as they
went and flashed it across the road.

Lovell, coming next, did the same, and in
that way they proceeded.

It was. just as they were mounting a steep
little hill that Jimmy Silver gave a sudden
ejaculation of surprise, and dismounted.

Flashing his light into the ditch, he
pointed to what had attracted his attention.
It was an old wheelbarrow, the wheel of
which lavy a little further on. The rusgy
crank which held the wheel in position had
,-and that was evidently the reason
had been abandoned.
is a bit -of Iuck!” exclaimed Jimmy
“The fellow's jelly well got to carry
He won't be able to go on

incident,

is
Silver.
the sack now!
at much of a pace, and we ought to catch

him pretty easily., Come ou!”»

‘who was not taking any

!

The cychsts mounted again, and, topping
%hﬁ rise, descended the other side of the
il

Jimmy Silver flashed his lamp on each side
of him as he free-wheeled down, and at the
hottom he saw something which caused his
eyes to open wide .with astonishment.

In the dust of the road was the mark
where something bulky and evidently very
heavy had recently been dragged across.

Lovell’s lamp lit up the tell-tale mark
almost at the same moment, and he and
Jimmy Silver dismounted together.

Seeing that something had evidently been
discovered, the others followed suit.

“What's the matter, Jimmy?”
Raby, coming up. -

Jimmy pointed silently to the mark across
the road, and, with his lamp, indicated where
it disappeared through a hole in the hedge.

“Prop your bikes up against the fence,
you fellows,” he said. “This is where we
do a bhit of tracking on foot. The fellow’s
taken to the fields, but he won't be feeling
very lively with that load on his back. He
was evidently rather overcome, to have to
drag it across the road.”

The others nodded quickly.

They stood their bikes against the wooden
fence which ran- along the road, and then
followed Silver through the gap in the hedge
into the field.

“Put out your lights!” muttered Jimmy
Silver warningly, as they crept through the
hedge. “There he is—just ahead!”

The lamps went out as though by magic.

For not a hundred yards away, staggering
along under the weight of a bulky sack, was
the figure of a man.

Jimmy Silver & Co. covered that hundred
yards in record time, and bhefore: the man
g(_)uld even get any warning they were on
him.

The sack was knocked from his shoulders,
and he turned, to find himself in the fierce
grip of five determined youngsters,

For a minute the man hit out desperately,
and, under ordinary circumstances, he might
have managed to make good his escape.

But he was fatigued from carrying the
sack, and, when he was knocked backwards
a strong -right-hander from Jimmy
Silver, he fell on the grass and lay still.

«T give in!”» he said, “1t’s a fair cop this
time !

“Bind him up!”

asked

snapped Jimmy Silver,
chances. “We'll
make sure of the scoundrel first. The chap
who would pinch a war invention would do
any blessed thing!”

The prisoner, however, made no effort to
escape while he was being trussed up by the
Rookwood fellows, and five minutes later
escape was out of the question.

Then, and only then, Jimmy Silver left
the party, and, mounting his cycle, rode
back to meet old Sandiford and his son.

The inventor was naturally pleased beyond
measure to get back the contents of the
sack, and it was evident from what he said
that he would be more careful in the future.

With the help of the five juniors and his
son he carried the sack back along the road
until they fell in with a cart, the waggoner
of which was only too pleased to do what he
could when he recognised old Sandiford and
saw the V.C. dangling on his son's tunic.

Jimmy Silver & Co., with Tommy Cook;
reached Rookwood an hour later, with all
sorts of good wishes still echoing in their
ears, and the knowledge that, at any rate,
they had made the best of their time. Nor
were they likely to forget for some time $0
come old Sandiford’s invention,

.

THE END.

[Siofololojolololelololelolololo]
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A Magnificent Long Complete Story, dealing with the
Early Adventures of Tom Merry & Co.at St. Jim’s.

By MARTIN

“«What are you doing here, Higgins 7 *’ asked Tom WMerry.
‘“ You’ve been wrecking the study!?”

faltered the red-headed boot-boy.

CLIFFORD.

P15 S [ [N

exclaimed Bsrnard Glyn indignantly.

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
‘A Lesson for Levison.

ot H, Gussy!?
&G Fm shocked!”
G how could you?»

rthur Augustus ’Arey, of the

wurth Form at St. Jim’s, adjusted his eye-
;2 very carefully, and stared at the juniors.
was ding in the Fourth Form
, and he held in his hand a little gold-
and-green packet,s wl*u*h he was examining
very attentively as the juniors came along.
Tom Merry and Manners and Lowther, the
Terrible Three of the Shell, were hurrym«?
down the p. oe, but they stopped at the
of Arthur Augustus with that sus-
D us-looking packet in his hand. Three
exclamations of shocked surprise werg uttered
at tme same moment.
rettes?? said Monty Lowther, eyeing
the little packet. “Oh, Gussy! Gussy has
taken u) smoking! Gussy, who has always
r model! Gussy, the glass of fashion
am‘ he mirror of form' Oh, Gussy!»
“I'm surprised
s how we all take ex-

ample }/v him.
to LC"X"\IDt the whole schocl!®
And the Terrible Three chlmed in together:
“Gh, Gussy!”?

“You uttah asses » began Arthur
Augustus.
“(igarettes!” said Lowther. “Gelden

Hyacinth—ten a penny. Warranted made
from carefully selected sawdust and coffce-
grounds., Gussy:

is awfol thing is enough}

ANANNNANANNNNANN B

“You fwightful ass, Lowthah! If you
mean to imply—>

“I'm disgusted with you, Gussy,” said Tom
Merry solemnly. “Gentlemen and chaps,
we're in a hurry to get down to the footer
hut we can spare a few minutes to bunp
Gussy back into the path of virtue.”

& Yux feahful ass!® shouted Arthur
Augustus indignantly. “I am not weelin’
wecklessly on the woad to wuin! I picked
this up
id now you've got to drop it again,?
m Merry severely. “Ycu.can pick up
g you like, excepting the habit of
smok mg. That's barred.”

“I picked it up,” exclaimed D’Arcy. “It
belongs to Levison, and weflectin’
whethuh T should weturn it to him or chuek
it into the fiah.”

“ Where is Levison?”’ asked Tom Merry.

«71 think he has gone up to the box-woom.
He went in that diwection. I sheuld wegard
it as my dutay to thwow this wubbish into

the fiah, but I have a gweat wespect for the |

wights of pwopahty.
you know.”

“Are you fellows ever ce min«z?’ hawled

Jack Blake of the Eouxfb from the staircaze.

« Biake, old man, you're wanted. Awfully
serious !?

Blake came along the passage from the
stairs. He, too, cast a look of great surprise
at the packet in D’ Arcy s hand.

“We've found Gusey\ in possession of cigar-
ettes,” explained Tom Merry.

“« Why, the silly ass—” began Blake,

« Weaily, Blake——>

«Let me catch you smoking!” said Blake,

It bhelongs to Levison,

juniors. with a savage scowl.

Friday. 11

in a tone that implied that D’Arey bad really
better not let him catch him sinoking.

“Weally, deah bey, 1 should judge the
mattah for myself,” said Arthur Augustus
loftily. “I do not smoke, because it is bad
form for boys to smeke, and it is vewy bad
for the wind. I was debatin’ in my mind
whethah I should thwow this packet into the
fiah or weturn it to Levison, and give him a
feahful thwashin’ for disgwacin’ the Fourth.”

“Oh, it belongs to Levison, docs "it?”
Blake. “Let's talk to Levison. I'm fed up
with his doggish ways.”

“Yaas, wathah! 1 considah——>

“Hallo! Here he is!” said Manners.

Levison of the Fourth' came aleng the pas-
sage, looking about him as if for something
he had lost. He cast a suspicious glance at
the chums of the, School House. “Fhen be
caught sight of th® green-and-goid p‘u‘l\et in
i Arc} s hand, and uttered an exclamption.

“That belongs to me}»

“You admit it?> demanded Tom Merry,

Levison shrugged his thin shoulde

“Of course I do! i What
te do with you, Tom Merry? You've
been made a prefect that 1 know of.”?

“I'mnot a prefe(t id Tomn Merry, “I
P'm a decent chap, and I'm up against t
kind of rot. If you were in the Shell I
serag you for jt. As you're im the
P'm willing to lend Blake a h:md."

“Yes, rather!”» said Lowther. What shai
we do with him? Bum mg, or froqs -marel,
or something with boiling

“ Look here ? hegan Levi

“It would serve him right to
smoke the rubbish, id Tom Merr
we won't be too severe.”

“Ha.-ha, ha!?

% You mmd your own mmn S
son. “Give me my pa
D’Arcy isa’t going to steal xt?”
D’ Arcy reddened. =

“You fwightful wottah!
wotten packet!”

And he tossed it to Levison, who
it—with the end of his nose.

“Ow! You silly idiot!»

“«1 wefuse to be calle

“You should break ¢
Gussy,” murmured M

“ Weally, Lowthah——

“ Gentlemen, chaps, and fellows,” said Tem
Merry, “it is up to us to take Levison ,n
hand and ‘teach him thie error of his wa
Step him !»

Lowther and Blake canght Tevison as he
was retreating, and pinioned his arms. Th
cad of the Fourth struggled angrily. @

“Yet me go, you beasts!”

“Not just yet,” said Lowther agreeably.
“If you wriggle like that I shall twist your
arm. There, I told you so!”

SN awi2

“ Bring him into his study.”

Levison struggled again, but he was
marched into his study. Lumley-Lumley of
the Fourth, who had the doubtful honour of
being Levisom’s study-mate, was there, and
he jumped up in surprise.

“Hallo! What's" the trouble?”
claimed.

“These silly fools are playing the giddy
ox as usual!® growled Levison.

«Levison is playing the rotten cad as
usual,” said Tom Merry. “He’s got a packet
of mgarettes here, and he is going to purn
them, and we're going to wabeh him.”

“Pm not!” roarcd Le

“ Your mistake You are!? said Tom AMeiry
calmly. “There isn't a fire here, so you will
have to light one. Buck up!”

O won't !’

“1 give you one minute to start,” said Tom
Merry omxrt ously.

The juni®rs had teleased the cad of the
Fourth, but they stood hetween kim and the
door, and he had no chauce to cscape.

Lumlei -Lumley grinned, and sat

Tourtly,

» gaid Levi
1 supp

There is your

caught

a sillay idiot 1”?
¢ truths gently {o
Lowther.

he ex-

again. He was not disposed to help
study-mate. Levison glanced at the nn
faces round him, an sulienly gath"rcd

materials for lighting a fire. Paper and weed
were soon blazing in the grate.
‘ow shove that mckn of cigavettes on
the fire!” said Tom BMerry.

Levicon thrust the packet into”the flames,
‘and it flared up. Then he turued upon the

“Now get out study, confound
‘you!” he evhmwd

«No hurry!”? said Tom Ner TY.
that isn’t the ouly packet you've got. T
out your pockets 2

«1 won't!” yelled Levison.

«7Tyurn them out for him, you fellows!”

“What-ho!”

of my

«1 faney
$
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Levison made a wild spring for the door.
ife was grasped and dra back, and his
jockets were Zzirned out on the floor. Quite
an interestgy collection came into view—two
rore packzts of cigarettes, and a cigar, and
a pink sporting paper, and a list‘of racing
iixtures.

“My only hat!™ said Blake. “This is get-
ting thicker and thic ! 1 wonder what the
Head would say if he saw this little lot.”

“Yaas, wathah!"

“You're going the right way to gel sacked,
Levison,” said Tom Merry.. “ You can't kcep
this sort of thing up long without geiting
howled out. Shove all that rubbish into the
fire, and then we’ll bump you. We can't
waste all the afternoon over yeu.”

Levison, his face white with fury, piled his
precious possessions upon the fire, and sul-
lenly watched them burn away. When they
were quite consumned the chuwms of the Schoo!
House collared Levison, and he descended on
the floor with a bump and a yell. MHe kicked
out furiously, and Arthur Augustus D’Arcy
yelped as his shin was caught by Levison's
heel.

“Ow! ~-Ow! __Bai Jove! . The
kicked me! Ow!”

heast has

“Never mind; you're suffering in a good
cause!” said Tom Merry. ; =
“That does not diminish the pain. Ow!

“Give him another bump to teach him not
to kick,” said Lowther,

Bump'! : ]

“And another for his uncle, and one for his
aunt!”

“Hay-ha, ot

Bump! Bump!

Then the juniors streamed out of the study,
leaving Levison sitting on the floor, gasping
with rage. He staggered up, and scowled at
Lumley-Lumley, who was chuekling.

“The rotten beasts! I'll make them sorry
for that!” said Levison; hetween his teeth.

Lumley-Lumley only chuckled.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
The Uaexpected Happens.
~, UITE a little crowd were gathered on
the steps of the School House, an
_ hour or two later, at the time when
- Blagg, the postman from Rylcombe,
usually arrived.

There was a dearth of funds in some of the
studies—as will happen sometimes in the
best-regulated studies.” -

The Terrible Three were ready for tea; but
tea was not ready for them.

Tom Merry was expecting a remittance
from his old governess, Miss Priscilla Fawcett,
and Monty Lowther had some vague hopes
that his uncle ‘might -have remembered his
existence. .

If a remittance did not come for somebody,
the chums of the Shell would be reduced to
looking into some other fellows’' study with
sweet smiles, till they found somebody &t
tea, with enough to go round.

Levison of the Fourth came out of the
House, and cast an anxious glance into the
quad.

“Seen the postman?” he asked.

“Not arrived yet,” said Herries. “You
expecting a remittance, tco?”

“Yes, rather!” said Levison loftily. *“And
a whacking good one, too! I shouldn’t

wonder if it's twenty quid.”

“Twenty rats!” said Herries grufily.

“Bai Jove! 1t would be wippin' to have
twenty sovewtigns at once,” gaid Arthur
Augustus.  “You will be wollin' in money,
deah boy.”

Levison sniffed.

“I expect to be rolling in money, as a
matter of fact!” he said. “My father's
engaged in a big thing now on the Stock

Ixchange, and he will most likely be a
millionaire next week. It’s -a jolly sure

thing, and he had inside information, and he
is. simply. whacking in the ioney. Some
fellows who have been against me will be
jolly civil then, I expect!”

Tom Merry's lip curted.

“You won't find any difference from me, for
one!” he said. “And you'll stiil get bumped
if you're ifound with cigarettes in your
pockets!”

“Yaas, wathah!”

Levison sneercd. -

“You'll change your tune, I expect, when it
comes off,” he said.

“Oh, rats!” 4

“Levison’s got pals to stand by him, any-
way,” said Mellish of the Fourth, Levison's
study-mate and croney. “And he won't forget
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old friends wh
will you, Levison?

“No fear!” said Levison. “And I sha'n’i
forget those who have been rotten te me.”

Blake uttered an exclamation of disgust.

. “Look here, Levis nohaedy here cares
twopence whether your pater’s a millionaire
or-not!” he exclaimed. It won't make any
difference to us. We wouldn’t touch your
money, if you offered it to us by the fistful—
and you haven't got it yet, either. You're such
a giddy Ananias, that I sha'n't believe in the
golden quids, for one, till I've seen them!”

“Wathah not!”

Levison shrugged his shoulders

“You'll see them jolly soon, then!” he said.
“Here comes the postman!”’

Blagg, the local postman, had heaved in
sight. And there was a general shout from
the juniors:

“This way, Blaggy!”

And Blagg grinned, and came towards the
School House steps.

Blagg understood that it sometimes hap-
pened to juniors {o become very anxious for
letters from home.

Gore and Cooke of the Shell joined Levison.

The news of Levison's expected wealth
had spread—Levison had talked a great deal
about it.

Levizon was not a fellow with many friends
—seme  fellows had expressed wonder that
even Mellish and Crooke could stand him.

But human nature is human nature, all the
world over, in school and out of school; and
Levison as a millionaire’s son was likely to
be much more popular than he had been of
old. Cutts of the Fifth had been seen speak-
ing to him very civilly; a very great honour
ifrom Cutts of the Fifth. To Tom Merry &
Co. it did not matter anything at all whether
Levison was rich or poor. But all fellows are
not built the same way. 2

“Letter for me, Blaggy?” asked Tom Merry.

“And for me, Blagg, deah boy?”

Blagg shook his head.

“Nothing for you this time, Master Merry.”

Tom Merry groancd.

“That gives our giddy tea-party the ky-
bosh!” he remarked. “It all depends on
Gussy's fiver now. A registered letter for
D’Arcy, Blagz?”

“No, Master Merry.”

“Bal Jove! I wegard this as weally we-
markably carcless on the patah’s part. 1
w'ote to him specially to explain that I
should expect a fivah by this post!”

“These paters are so careless!” grinned
Lowther. “You can't have been very care-
ful in bringing him up, Gussy. In his tender
yvouth you should have impressed upen him
the sin of forgetfulness—"

“Letter for Master Levison!” said Blagg.

Levison grinned as he took the letter.
Blage shouldered his bag. Some of the
juniors there gathered round Levison.

“From your pater?” asked Gore.

“Yes,” said Levison.

“0Oh, good!" said Meliish. “I hepe it's
twenty; but if it's only ten we'll have a
gorgeous celebration—what?”

“What-ho!” said Levison, as he slit the
envelope. “And I shall make up a list of the
fellows who're going to comé to the cele-
bration, and Tom Merry & Co. won't be on
the list!”

“Oh, rats!” said Tom Merry politely.

Levison’s friends hung round him as he
unfolded the letter and began to read it.
The Fourthi-Former's face changed suddenly.

“Halle, there’s nothing in the letter!" said
Mellish. “Did your pater forget to put .the
cash in, Levison?”

Levison did not reply.

His face had gone quite white.

The band that held the letter trembled.
Levison was devouring the page with wild,
startled eyes. And the juniors stared at him
in amazement. Mis expression was certainly
not that of a fellow who had received news
of great success and a liberal remittance.
His face told plainly as words could have
done that he had received bad news—news
that was very bad indeed.

“What’s the matter, Levison?” asked Mecl-
lish uneasily. “Isn't your pater going to
send you any cash after all?”

Tom Merry & Co. were looking at Levison,
too. They did not like Levison; hut they
would have felt sorry for any fellow who
looked as Levison looked at that moment.
The cad of the Fourth was so white that his
face seemed bloodless, and his eyes seemed
starting from his head.

“What's the matter, old chap?” said Tom
Merry. “Some of your people ill?”

Levison shook his head.

en he's rolling in giddy riches,
on 9"

“Bad news, deah boy?” said D’Arcy sym-
pathetically. i

“Good heavens!” muttered Levison.

“What is it?” snapped Mellish.

“My pater’s ruined!”

“What!”

“The—the speculation hasn’t turned out as
he expected,” said Levison huskily. “He’s
lost all his money—instead of making a for-
tane—and—and 1'm to go home!”

“Leave St. Jim's?”

Y ¥es. -

“Well, my hat! The feed’s off, for a cert,”
said Mellish. And he walked away.

Levison did not look at him. He erumpled
the letter in his hand, and went slowly into
the School House. -

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
_ The Last of Levison.

EVISON'S bad luck was soon known aii
over St. Jim’s.
He had been in a fair way to
making quite a large number of
friends, when it was supposed that his father
was about to become a millionaire.

Matters were changed now, with a ven-
geance.

Percy Mellish declared that he had thought
there was something fishy ahout it all
along: and Crooke of the Shell delivered the
opinion that Levison had swanked a little
too soon. Gore said it was a bad habit to
count one's chickens before they were
hatched.

Quite unexpectedly, so far as Levison was
concerned, he received most sympathy from
the fellows who, as he said, had always been
against him.

Tom Merry & Co. were not likely to allow
hard feelings to reign in their breasts at such
a. time of misfortune for the cad of the
Fourth.

The fellow was a cad, that was undoubted;
but he had bhad cruel luck. St. Jim’'s would
be all the better off without him; but they
were sorry for a chap who had to go! His
prospects would be ruined—all things were
at an end for him. For the rest of that
evening Levison seemed stunned.

Mr. Levison had written to the Head by
the same post, explaining that his son would
have to leave St. Jim’s, as he could no
longer afford to keep him there. It would
be necessary for Levison to work, and to
share the fallen fortunes of his family.
There was an opening for him to begin in
an office, and he could atford to lose no time
abeut it.

Dr. Holmes sent for Levison, and was very
kind to him. He did not like the hoy—
Levison had given the good old doctor more
trouble than any other junior in the school.
But the Head was kindness itself now, and
he said that he hoped matters would soon
wear a brighter aspect, and Levison would
be able to return to school.

He was to leave in the morning.

Levison left the Head's study after that
interview, his hard heart not at all softened
by the doctor’s kindness and gentleness.

That night the cad of St. Jim’'s packed his
hox. Percy Mellish helped him to pack,
but Mellish did not waste much sympathy
upon him.  There was little comfort for
Levison in Mellish’s company.

As a matter of fact, Mellish was not sorry
to see him go. They had been “pals,” but
Levison had always had the upper hand, and
when he was gone, too, there would be more
room in the study.

As for Crooke of the Shell, he did not
speak to Levison at all. Crooke was the son
of a millionaire, who had made his millions
in the same Steck Exchange gamble where
Levison’s father had lost his all.

In a gambie there could not be all winners
#nd no losers—somebody must draw the
blanks. Levison’s father had drawn a very
blaiik blank, evidently, and Crooke had no
use for an acquaintance who had nothing,
and was never likely to do anything for him
but to borrow money of him.

Levison bestowed a bitter look on the
chums of the TFourth when the juniors came
up to bed.

“You think you're going to see the last of
me, I suppose?” he said. .

Blake looked at him.

“I haven’t thought much about it,” he
said. “But, if you're going, I suppose we
shall see the last of you.”

Levison gritted his teeth.

“Well, you’re mistaken. 1'm not leaving
St. Jim’'s for long; 1 shall be. coming back.
You won't get rid of me so easily.”

“I don’t know that we want to get rid
of you,” said Digby uncomfortably. “And
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I'm surc I hope that your pater’s affairs will |
jook up.”

“Yaas, wathah!” .

“Whether they do or neot, I shall come
back,” said Levison. “My father wants me
to stick in an office, and earn money to help
the liome. Help the home! Catch me! Ii I
earn any money, I'm jolly well going to
gtick to-it!”

“Bai Jove, Levison, I should think you'd
be jollay glad of a chance to wally wound
your patah at a time like this!”

“My pater’s served me a pretty rotten turn
in sticking me like this,” said Levison
bitterly. “Me can look after himself; I've
got to look after myself. And I can tell you
fellows that you haven’t seen the last of me.
I'm not going home!”

“Not going home!” said Blake.

“Going home—to see faces as long as
fiddles, and to hear them all smivelling?” said
Levison fiercely. “No fear!”

“If that's the way you look at it, your
pater will be hetter off if you don’t go
home,” said Herries.

“Better off or not, I sha’n’t go!”

“But where will you go, then?”
Blake,

“That’s my business!”

“QOh, certainly! Only asking out of polite-
ness, you know,” Blake explained cheerfully.

Levison went to bed, but not to sleep.

Long hours he lay awake that night, while
the rest of the Fourth were sleeping the
sleep of healthy youth.

When he rose in the morning his face was
pale and his eyes burning.

Taggles, the porter, carried his box down.
Toby, the Schocl House page, lingered in the
hall as Levison came down to take his ptace
in the trap to go to the station.

“Good-bye, Master Levison¥” he said.

Levison looked at him with a sneer.

“@ood-bye’s no good,” he said. “I'm stony
broke now, and there won’t be any tip.”

Toby fiushed to his ears.

asked

“1 wasn't thinking of a tip, Master
Levison!” he exclaimed indignantly. “I

“wouldn’t take it if you offered me, seeing as

you are down on your luck, sir. Master
Merry weuldn’t have thought I was hintin’
for a tip.” :

“Qh, rats!” said Levison. :

“The fellow’s an utter cad,” said Tom
Merny, in o low voice, as Levison went out.
“He knew very well that Toby wasn’'t asking
for a tip.”

“Jolly well
Herries.

And Tom Merry had to agree.

But were they rid of Levison? Tom Merry
wondered. as he saw Taggles drive the trap
away, with Levison and his box in it.
Levison was a born schemer, and so long as
ne gained his ends he was mnot at all par-
ticular as to whether his schemes were right
or wrong.

rid of him, I think,” said

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
D’Arcy Chips In.

L - ¥V hat, what a mop!”
. Gordon Gay, of the Fourth

_L B Form at Rylcombe Grammar

Schoo!, uttered that exclamation.

It was the day after Levison’s departure
from St. Jim’s, and Gay and Wootton and
Frank Monk were sauntering along Ryleombe
Lane. 'They were not doing anything in
particnlar, excepting keeping an eye open for
St. Jim's feilows to relieve the monotony
with a “rag,” if the chance came their way.

And they suddenly caught sight of a fellow
turning eut of the cross-road from Wayland,
and Gordon Gay uttered that disrespectful
ejaculation.

Wootton and Monk glanced at the stranger
and grinned. He was a lad of about their
own age, dressed very shabbily, with a face
so dark as to suggest foreign blood.

His -hair, however, was of a specially
aggressive shade of ginger, and his eyebrows,
large and thick, were of the same hue. The
effect, along with his swarthy face, was
striking.

“What a giddy mop!” said Gordon Gay.
“If ginger stands for pluck,” that merchant
must be a regular paladin!”

Gordon Gay did not intend the stranger
to hear his remarks. Careless as he was,
he would not willingly have given offence
to a stranger. But the boy with the red
hair seemed to have unusually keen ears;
and, although he was still at a distance,
the look on his face showed that he had
heard.

He slackened his pace as he came nearer
to the Grammar School juniors, and stared
at them, with a peculiar glint in his eyes.

said

the

“Well, youll know us again, kid,”
Gordon Gay good-humouredly.

“Not if you wash your face,”
red-haired youth.

said

Wootton major and Monk chuckled, and
Gordon Gay turned pink.
“I suppose it is a face,” went on the

gtranger, regarding Gordon Gay attentively.
“There is what appears to be & nose, unless
it is a strawberry, and a mouth, unless I'm
making a mistake, and it’s a cupboard.”

“Look here,” exclaimed Gordon Gay wrath-
fully, as Wootton and Monk chuckled again,
“don’t you be so jolly free with your re-
marks, or you will get a thick ear!”

“Well, you started it,” said the red-haired
youth. “Why can’t you let my hair alone?”

“Well, T wouldn’t touch it for anything;
might burn my fingers,” said Gay. £t
didn’t know you could hear what I said.
You've got jolly long ears. Still, T admit
I oughtn’t to have remarked on your
ginger top-knot, and I apologise.”

“Good thing for you,” said the other.
“I was just thinking of wiping up the
ground with you!”

Gordon Gay looked warlike at once.

“PBetter wire in, then!” he exclaimed.

«y
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the right road; keep straight on, and you'll
pass the gates of the school.”

“Thank you kindly, siri”

And the stranger touched his shabby cap
and passed on.

Gordon Gay locked
curiouslty.

“That’s a jolly queer merchant,” he said.
“Did you notice how differently he spoke?
Quite all right at first, and then dropped
into a horrihle twang. Some kid whe's seen
better days, persps. Sorry for him, if that's
the ease. And if any of you fellows see him
again, and chip him about his ginger hair,
I'll squash you!”

affer . him  very

“Bubt we didn’t!” exclaimed Wootton. “It
was you did it!” s

“QOh, rats!” said Gordon Gay. “Don't
argue!”

“But you said—"

“Rats! CGome into Mother Murphy’s and
have some ginger-pop, and don’t jaw on a
warm afternoon |” -

And the Grammarians walked on, and
soon forgot the cxistence of the red-haired
youth, who was going te St. Jim’s to apply
for the position of boot-boy there. The red-
haired youth walked on, too, in the direc-

m

R 2
<

The boy with the red hair slackened his pace as hs came up with the

Grammar School iuniors, and he stared at them with
“ Wall, you’ll know us again !’ said Gordon Gay good-
st Net if you wash your face !’ said the red-haired youth.

in his eyes.
humouradly.

a peculiar glint

Weetton major and Monk chuckled, and Gordon Gay turned pink.
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wag rude, and I've apologised, and that
ends it, but if you’re looking for trouble,
I'm the very merchant you want.”

The stranger backed away a little.

“It’s oriright,” he said. “Den’t you worry.
P'rlaps you young gentlemen could tell me
whether I'm on the right road for St. Jim’s.”

The three Grammarians stared at him.
The youth had spoken, in the first place,
like one of themselves, and he had suddenly
dropped into a Cockney accent that was
most pronounced.

“You’re going to St. Jim's?’ asked Gay,
with a curious look at the boy’s shabby
clothes and pateched boots. :

“Yes, sir.”

“New fellow—eh?”

The stranger grinned.

“New boot-boy,” he explained. “Jeast-
ways, I'm trying to get the job, and I ’ope
as ‘ow I shall be able to.”

«Oh, I see!” said Gay. “Well, you're on

tion of St. Jim’s. Although he had

the Grammariuns the " way, he seemed to
know it very well. There was a sud yeil
as he came in sight of the distant schoel
gates.

“My eye, it’s a fire!”

The red-haired youth Isoked round. He

knew that it was another reference to the
peculiar colour of his hair. Two  8t. Jim’s
follows had sfopped in the lane, and were
grinning at him. They were Creoke of the
Shell and Mellish of the Fourth.

The. red-haired lad started as he «aw fthem,
and drew a quiek breath. Anyone observing
him might have surmised that he had se
the two cads of the School House b
But the expression on his face was fles
it was gome in an instant. A lonk
stupidity took its place at once.

“Where did you get that mop?” asked
Crooke

THE PryNY PopULAR.—No. 278.
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“Why don't you put your bead in the
ditch and extinguish it?” asked Mellish.

The red-haired youth showed no sign of
anger. :

“Tf you please, young gentlemen, is that
St. Jim's?” he asked.

“Yes,” said Crooke, with a stare. © What
do you want at our school, young Rufus?”

“Please, I'm the new boot-hoy.”

“Qh, youwre the new boot-boy, are you?"”
said Crooke. “Dangerous to have you about
the house, I should think, uniess it's  insured
against fire.” .

“He, he, he!” cackled Mellish.

“Chance for Tom  Merry's
brigade!” grinned Crooke.

“He, he; he!”

And the cads of the School House advanced
upon the red-haired boy. They felt quite
safe in bullying him. They were two to one,
for one thing; and then a boot-boy in the
school seemed to Crooke 2 proper object for
ragging and bullying, as, of course, he could
nobt take his own part against one of the
fellows.

The red-haired boy backed away and dodged
them, and ran for the school gate. The sight
of the victim running was enough for Crooke.
He was bravery itself when the other party
was afraid.

“After him!” he exclaimed.

‘““He, he, he!” L :

And they dashed after tbe red-haired boy.
The later reached the open gates just as an
elegant form stepped into view there. 1t was
Arthur Augustus D’Arcy, taking a look down
the road for the postman, the famous fiver
not having arrived yet. The red-haired lad
ran right into him, whether by accident or
not, and the swell of St. Jim's sat down in
the dust with a yell.

“Ow! Bai Jove! You uttah ass!”

“Sorry, sir!” said the red-hairad lad meekly,
“Them young gentlemen is arter me, sir, and
they're goin' to duck me in the ditch, sir.”

D’Arcy struggled to his feet as Crooke and
Mellish panted up.

“Lend a hand, P’Arcy!” said Crooke.
“We're going to stick that flaming tep-knot
in the ditch and put it out!”

“«You uttah wottah, Cwooke! How dare
vou make vulgah wemarks to a fellow con-
cernin’ his personal appeawance!”

“Why, you silly ass——"

giddy fire-

“Let thut young person alone ab onece!”
exclaimed Arthur Augustus angrily. “How

dare you lay a fingah on him!”

And D’Arcy stepped in between the raggers
and their victim. In his anger at what he
justly regarded as the caddishness of Crooke
and Mellish the swell of St. Jim’s even forgot
his dusty trousers.

“Look here, if you don't shift we'll jolly
soon shift you!” roared Crook:, who was a
big, powerful fellow, a “head taller than
Arthur Augustus.

But Arthur Augustus never counted size or
odds before he plunged into a eombat.

*1 decline to shift, and I utiahiy wefuse to

be shifted! Oh!t  Ow! You wottahs!
Crooke, I -shall give you a feahful—ow!—
thwashin;! Yow!”

Arthur Augustus strugeled furiously in the
grasp of the two cads of the School House.
The new boots gianced at the three strug-
gling juniors, and walked away calmly to-
wards the School House, leaving D’Arcy in
the grasp of his enemies.

“Bump the cheeky cad!” growled Crooke.

“He; he,che! Yes, rather!”

Arthur Augustus was a great fighting man.
But he had no chance against two foes, one
cof whom was much bi I i
himself. Crooke and Meilish received several
hard knocks, which increased their fury, and
then D’Arcy was down.

And it would have gone very hard with
Arthur Augustus if help had not arrived, in
the shape of Figgins & Co. of the New House.
The three New House fellows bore dowa upon
the struggling juniors, and laid violent hands
upon Crooke and Meilish.

“Here, hold on! vir play’s a jewel!” ex-
claimed Figgins in disgust. “XNot two to onc;
you rotters!”

“Let go, you New House cad!” yelled
Crooke.

“New House what?’ asked Figgins, collar-
ing Crooke, and dragging him off D’Arcy, and
jamming him against the wall with a grasp
of iron. “New House what?”

“Ow! Ow! Rotter!”

Figgins jammed harder. Crooke was no use
in the powerful grip of Figgins, who was the
champion junior athlete of the New House at
St. Jim's. Crooke's head rubbed hard on the
rough surface of the wall, and he yelled furi-
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ously. He felt as if he Were being scalped,
and the fecling was not pleasant.

“Now, what did you say?’ asked Figgins
pleasantiy.

Kerr and Wynn had collared Mellish. Bub
Mellish was not giving any trouble. He was
not a fighting man—excepting when the odds
were in his favour. Arthur Augustus D’Arcy
sat up on the ground and panted.

“Thank you vewy much, deai boys!” he
gasped. “The awful wottahs! They have
simply wuined my waistcoat, and my twou-
sahs are fwightfully dustay

“It—it was only a joke!” mumbled Mellish.
“I—I'm sorry!”

“Bump him, deah boys!
me by bumpin’ him!”

“Certainly !” said Xerr.
oblige !”

And the Co. promptly bumped Mellish, who
yeged. and wriggled out of their hands and
fied.

Figgins was still sealping Crooke.

“You called me something. I think?” said
Figeins sweetly. “I think you used the wrong
word. Now, what was it?” 3

“Ow! Ow! Ow! You—you're rubbing
the skin off my beastly head!” yelled Crooke.
He would have liked to plant both fists full
into Figgins’ grinning face, but the result
would have been that Figgins' fists would
have returned the compliment, and Crooke
would not have liked that ‘at all.

“You called me something. I think >

“Ow! I take it back!” groaned Crooke.

“Sorry?”

SOw I Vesl

“You really meant, I suppose, that I'm a
nice, jolly chap, and that you respect me
most highly ?” suggested Figgins, still grinding
Crooke’s head against the rough wall.

You will oblige

“ Anything to

“Ow! No! Yes—yes!”
“Good! Nothing like making matters
clear,” said Figgins, releasing bim. “Now

you can cut off, and iind you're very careful
to say what you really mean the next time
you honour yourself by speaking to me.”

Crooke ground his teeth and stamped away.

“What was the trouble about?” asked Fig-
gins, grinning at the swell of* St. Jim's, who
was dusting down his elegant attire with a
cambric handkerchiel.

“The awful wottahs! They were waggin’
a kid who's come here for a jobh—a hoot-boy
or somethin!,” said D'Arey; “chap with a wed
head. I felt bound to g them a feahful
thwashin’, but—hut 2
“But they were giving you onc instead!”

. it “These things do work out

ever mind, Gussy;
ew House to look afie
sble. What's the good of
being cock-house of Jim's if we can't lock
after the School Ho kids sometimes?”

“Why, you uttah ass——" shouted Arthur
Augustus.

Figgins & Co. strolled away smiling. And
Arthur Augustus, with a despal glance at
his rumg waisteoat and h y trousers,
hurried off to the Scheol House for a clothes-
brush.

always rely on the
you in times of tr

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.

The New Booi-Boy.

OBY, the page. leoked at the
arrival, and grinned. °

The red-haired youth favoured him
with a stare in return. =

“'Ajlo, Carrots!” said Toby.

“Hallo, Buttons!” replied the other.

“1 s'pose you're the new hoot-boy.” said
Toby, with a disparaging glance at the red-
haired youth.

“Wotto !

“What's your name?”

“’lgging!” -

“Well, 'Iggins,” said Toby, “don’t you know
that a boot-boy ain’t allowed to come into
tha ’ouse by that door? You're to come in
by the entrance at the back.”

“{'ve come arter the job,” explained Hig-
gins. “I want to see the 'Ead! You show
me in to the 'Ead, and shut your mouth,
Buttons!”

Toby snorted.

new

“You don't see the "Ead,” lic replied. “The
'jtad don't engage boot-boys. The ’Ouse-
master engages all the servants for his own
‘ouse, you fathead! You'll 'ave to see Mr,
Railton!”

“Who's that?”

“Mr. Railton’s the ’Ousemaster of the

School ’Ouse—this 'Ouse!” 1
“Wetl .trot 'im out!” said Master Higgins.
Tohy snorted again. Mr. Railton a

great and respected person in the house, and;
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Toby did not like the way Master Higpins
spoke of him.

“You’d better larn your manners, if you
want a jobs 'ere,” d Tohy warningly.
“Boot-boys ain't allo to be cheeky. And
%'lout'll be hunder my horders, don't you forget

hat !”

~ “Hunder your horders, hey?” said Higgins.
“Who are you, Buttons?”

“I’'m Toby, the page!” howled Toby.

“Sounds more like a dog's name!”
mented Higgins.

“Look ‘ere, don't you gimme any more
of your lip,” said Toby, exasperated. “I'll
take you to ¥ ailton, but I must say
I ’ope he’ll give you the boot!”

“Thanks, awfully!”

Toby looked at the new' hoot-boy sus-
piciously. The change of accent in his voice
was very surprising to hear. But the page
led the way to Mr. Railton's study, and
tapped respectfully at the door, and informed
the Housemaster that the new boot-boy wished
to see him, and Mr. Railton ordered Higgins
to come in.

_The red-haired youth showed some slight
timidity -as he entered the Housemaster's
study. He contrived to stand with his back
to the light of the window as Mr. Railton’s
gaze fell upon him.

“Ah! You are—er—Henry Higgins,”
Mr. Railton, referring to -a letter on
desk,

“ Yes,msir ™

“You are applicant for a place vacant in
this House, and I understand that you are
recommended by Mr. Purkiss, the manager of
the Servants’ Bureau in Wayland?”

“Yes, gir. I'm a ’ard worker, sir, and I
‘ope as I shall give satisfaction, sir.”

Mr. Railton locked him over.

“Very well, you may report yourself to the
housekeeper. Toby, take the boy to Mrs.
Mimms!”

“Yes, sir!” said Toby.

“Thank -~ you kindly,
Higgins. 2

And he followed Toby out of the study and
then to the housekeeper's room, where Mrs.
Mimms subjected him to a rigid cress-
‘examination.

The things that a boot-boy in the School
House was expected to do seemed endless,
and to do them all, and to do them well,
would have required an Admirable Crichton
at least. Bub Henry Higgins succeeded in

com-

i

said
his

sir!” said Henry

satisfying the house-dame, and he was
engaged. =
“Toby wiil show you your duties,” said

Mrs. Mimms; and Toby, still sniffing, ied the
new boot-boy away.

“I'm goin' to show you your duties,”
Toby. “Your duties is to ’clp me in
work, and obey horders. You savvy?”

“Must T eall you sir?” asked Henry Higgins
respectiully.

Tohy gave him a sharp look. The humility

3 hoy had played vards Mr.
and D’'Arcy, and Mr mms was
But Toby had an ion

said
my

that it was all humbug, and ter
Higgins  was, in point of fact, 1 in
his sleeve at the various persons he -was

“spoofing.”

“1 suppose I ought to call you sir as you're
so superior to me?” Henry Higgins suggested.
“P'riaps you'd better,” said Toby, swelling
with importance at the idea of being called
sir by somebody. He had to call very many
people sir, and why shouldn’t he be called
sir in turn by a fellow who was under him?

Every dog has his day, according to the
proverb. “Yeps, you'd better call me ¢ir,
and I ’ope yowll learn your Dplace, 'Enry

‘Iggins {”

“I ’ope so, I'm spre!” said Henry Higgins
meekly.

“This ‘ere is the boot-room.” said Toby.

“Oh, this ’ere is the boot-room, is it?”
asked Henry Higgins, glancing round the
apartment as he entered. *“Orlright. I sup-
pose as ‘ow I does my work ’ere?”

“Yes,” said Toby. “'Cept when you're
wanted somewhere else. You ’'ave to ecollect
up all the boots of the young gentlemen,
and bring 'em ’ere, and clean 'em—and mind
you clean ’em proper, that's orl. Master
D'Arecy is werry pertickler about his boots,
but he ’ands out a good tip sometimes, and
if you're eivil, you'll make a geod thing out
of it. Regler young gent, Master D’Arcy is
—never looks at a ’arf-crown twice.”

“’Ow nice!” said Henry Higgins.

“Zome of 'em,” said Toby, “is bounders!”

“Some of the young gentlemen?” asked -
Henry Higgins. : =

“Yes,” said Toby. “Some of them i3 real
cents, like Master D'Arcy, and diaster Tom
Merry—they's the real thing, you know.
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Always civil to a chap, whether he’'s a page
or a boot-boy or wot you like. Some of ’em
_is bounders, as I said. ~Don’t think that a
page can ’‘ave any feelings, you know,
There’s Master Gore and Crooke, two of the
worst, And there was a bloke who's left
now—ijolly good thing, too—a beast named
Levison—" :

“What!”

“He was a cad, if you like,” said Toby
reminiscently. “Always lyin’ and tellin’ tales
and bein’ a rotten beast! He’s ragged me
orfen and orfen, cause in my place I can’t
complain of what they do, you know. Feller
like me has to grin and bear it, and Master
Levison ’ad a way of treatin’ you like dirt.
Fellers as isn't real gents always does that
with servants, I've noticed.” 3

“Look here >

“I've seen lots
*underds,” said Toby.
when I see ’'im, you bet!
real article is always civil to a
knowin’ as he can’t answer back because of
his place. Feller as is a bounder and a
spooter, pretendin’ to be a gentleman, looks
on a servant as mere dirt under 'is feet;
that’s becaus: he wants to make out that
he’s real class. But it ain’t the way; the
real nobs see through ’im, and so do the
servants. That there Levison was a 'umbug
all the way thropgh. Lucky for you, you
won’t ‘ave anythin” to do with him. There
wasn’t a servant in the ‘ouse who didn’t
’at,e()ltihe beast!”

COR A"

of ‘em—'underds and
“I know. the real sort
Feller as is the

“And he’s got it in the neck mow!” said
Toby, with relish. :

Henry Higgins 'was glaring at Toby in a
very peculiar way, but Toby didn't
notice it.

“If you ain’t got anythin’ else to tork
about——" began Henry Higgins, who had
been very restive for a long time.

“I'm goin’ to show you your duties,” said J

Toby. “'Ere’s six pair of boots, now—they
want cleanin’. One eof them belongs to
Master D’Arey, so take special care with
that. These ’ere are Master Crooke’s. You
needn’t be careful with them; he’s a slovenly
beast, anyway. Master Crooke will worry
you to death about your ’‘air, and you ean
getyour own back by chippin’ his boots. I'll
show - you ’ow 'to make little cuts in the
leather that won’t be seen, but they ‘make
a boot wear out werry quick. I’ve done that
on that beast Levison lots of times.”

“Oh, you have, have you?”

“Yes, I ’ave,” said Toby, with much satis-

faction. -~ “Feller ‘as to git his own back
}s}omteh’ow, you know. - Now you clean them
0ots.”

“Is that orl, sir?” -

“You'll have two 'underd to clean every
mornin’, and cdd pairs durin’ the day,” said
Toby. “Always be willin’ and ebliging, and
you'll get on. I shall want you te clean my
boots, too.” - =

*“Is that one of my duties?”

“You're hunder my horders, ain’t you?”

£¥es, sir.”

“Then you'll clean my hoots!”

“Yes, sir,” said Henry Higgins meekly.

“Get on with them there, then,” said

Toby.

And he left the new boot-boy in the boot-
room.  —

Henry Higgins closed the door after him,
and then a peculiar change came over Henry
Higgins. He executed a kind of triumphal
dance in the boot-room, and chuckled
gleefully.

“Here I am!” he said, and his voice was
not at all like Henry Higgins’ now, and he
did not drop his h’s. “I told the rotters
that they wouldn’t get rid of me from St.
Jim’s, and here I am! And I'H pay them all
out for bcing up aeainst me! I'll find the
way somehow, I'll settle up with all of
ith‘gfu, hang them! This is where I ccme
in!

If Tom Merry & €Co. had heard those
remarks from the new hoob-hoy, they would
have been very much astonished. ¥or now
that he was alone, and safe from being over-
~heard, the voice of the new boot-hoy was
‘nothing like the voice of Henry Higgins; but
it was very like indeed to the voice of
Levison of the Fourth!

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Tacks Collectors.
.“ W 1

Arthur Augustus D’Arcy uttered
that sudden and painful ejacu-
2 lation, and the fellows in the
Fourth Form dormitory turned round to lock

at him. . <
It was morning, and the rising-bell had

servant, |

clanged out, and the Fourth were dressings
when Arthur Augustus contributed that howl
to the hum of conversation in the dormitory
in the School Bouse. The swell of St. Jim's
was sitting 'on the side of his bed, putting
his boots on. He had one boot on, and was
making frantic efforts to drag it off again,

“Ow! Bai Jove! Ow! Yow!”

“What on earth’s the matter?” exclaimed
Jack Blake.

“Ow! Ow!”

“I told him his new boots were tco tight,”
growled Herries. “This is what comes of
being a silly ass, Gussy. You must expect
your boots to pinch you if they’re too tight.”

“Qw! You fathead! They're not too
tight! Yow!”
tJD’Arcy dragged off the boot, and dropped
it. ;

“Then what's the matter?” demanded
Dighy.

“Faith, and if you're not hurt, what are
ye howlin’ about, intirely?” asked Reilly.

“Ow! I am hurt! Some awful wottah has
been playin’ twicks with my boots!” howled
Arthur Augustus. *“There is a tack or some-
thin’ in my boot, and it has wun into my
heel !”

“Ha, ha, ha!” 2

“There is nothin® whatevah to laugh at,
you wottahs. It hurts.”.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“You fwightful asses—"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“QOh, wats!”

Arthur Augustus picked up the boot and
examined it. Inside, where the heel rested,
a tack had been fixed, with the business eird
upwards. The head of the tack appeaved to
be glued in -its place, and it had been done
very carefully. Arthur Augustus had jammed
his heel down on that tack, with painful
results.

“Well, that was a rotten trick to play.”
said Blake, looking-into the boot. “That’s
more than a joke—you must have been really
hurt!”

“Ow!
ow!” = <

“Just like ome of Levison’s tricks,” said
Lumley-Lumley. “I guess I should think it
was Levison, if Levison were still here.”

“J suspect vewy -stwongly that it was
Mellish,” said Arthur Augustus, with a glare
at the cad of the Fourth. “He is as gweat
a wottah as Levison.”

“He, he, he!” cackled Melish.

“Pid you pub that tack in my boot, you
beast ?”

“He, he, he! Ng!”

Meliish sat down to put his own boots on.
He was still chuckling gleefully, but sud-
denlly his chuckle changed to a horrible
howl.

“Ow! Ow! Yarooh!” o

He leaped up from the bed. hopping on one
leg, and dragging at the hoot he had just
stipped his foot into. The juniors stare
at him. <

I am weally hurt, you fathead!

what’s biting you?” demanded

“Ow! My foot! Yow! My heel! Groogh!
What beast has been putting tacks in my
hoots?” shrieked. Mellish.

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Biake. “Mellish has
got it, too! Do you think it’s just as fumny
as you did, Mellish?”

*“Ha, ha, hal”

Mellish scraped the tack out of his hoot
with a furious lock. The ioke did not appezl
to him at all now that his own heel had been
punctured.

“The rotter who did that ought to be
seragged!” he yelled. “Which of you was it?
Gwn up, you rotter!”

“Bai Jovei” said D'Arey, in amazement.
“Tt wasn't Mellish! Even Mellish wouldn’t
be idiot encugh to play a twick on himseif.
But I weally don’t think there is anybody
else here caddish encugh to do it.”

"“Ha, ha, ha!”

“I'm jolly well going to look at my boots
hefore 1 put them on,” grinned Blake. “My
hat! Hcre’s a tack in my boot, too!”

“And in mine!” yelled Lumnley-Lumley.

“Faith, and in mine!” said Reilly.

“Some rotter has been deing this,” growled
Herries. “Some Tellow from another dorm, I
should say—unless the New House bounders
managed it somehow.”

“Hew could they have got at our hoots,
fathead?” said Blake. “Besides. Ficgins &
Co. wouldn’t do a rotten thing like this.”

“Well, it was somebody,” said Herries.
“Here’'s a tack in my boot, too. I wish 1
knew who had put it there. I'd pulverise
him bald-headed!” -

The Fourth were véry much puzzled. It
scemed impossible that their old. rivals of

-said Tom Merry.
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the New House had been able to get at their
boots overnight. Mellish, the first fellow they
would have suspected of such a trick, was
evidently innocent, as he had. suffered him-

- self

The natural conclusion was that it was
a raid from another dormitory, and when
they went out to go down, Blake & Co.
tackled the Shell fellows on the subject.

The Terrible Three were coming down the”
passage, and Lowther was limping slightly,
and looking furious. Clifton Dane, the
Canadian junior, was limping, too, and had
an expression of anguish on his face.

“Look here, you chaps ” hegan Blake.

“Look here——" Tom Merry started.

“Somebody’s been playing tricks with our
boots—-"

“Somebody’s been playing tricks with our
boots!? said Tom- Merry, at -the same
moment.

“And I want to find him!” growled Monty
Lowther. “I'm punctured! 1 want to get
hold of the fellow who put a tack in my
boot!”

“So do I!” groaned Clifton Dane. “Owl!
1 can’t get my foot on the floor without hurt-
ot I got nearly half an inch of tack in my
ee}!” -

“You fellows have had it, too?” exclaimed
Blake. “We've had it. Gussy and Mellish
are both punctured, and a lot of the boots
had tacks fixed in them.”

“Yaas, wathah!” said Arthur Augustus.
“We-concluded that it was some wottah in
the Shell—"

“We concluded that it wak some rotter in
the Fourth,” grinned Tom Merry.

“1 want to get hold of him!” gasped
Lowther.

“I want to get within easy punching
distance of his chivvy!” groaned Clifton
Dane. “I'd teach him to put tacks in iy
hoots!"”

“Blessed if I can understand . it!” said
Mannérs. “It’s just one of the tricks that
Levison would have played—"

“Yaas, wathah; I made the same wemark.
But—" s

“But Levison’s gone.”

“Who could have got at the boots?” ex-
claimed Tom Merry. “It might have been
some of the New House chaps—"

* “Figgins & Co. wouldn’t play such a roiten
trick.”

“Some of the other New Houge fellows
might. After all, it would have bheen easy
enough for one of them to get into the hoot-
room overnight, if e wanted to,” said Tom
Merry.

“Then Higgins would have found the tacks
there when he cleaned the boots.”

“Might have been done -after they were
cleaned. Chap might have got up very early
in the morning to do it, you know, before
the boots were brought up to the dorm. 17
speak to Higgins as we go down.”

The red-haired lad was in the hoot-reom
when the excited juniors arrived there. He
was in his shirt-sleeves, with an apron o,
and was polishing boots.

“Hallo! Not finished the boots yet, kid?”

“These Toby's,
Higgins.
“You clean Toby’s boots?’ asked Blake.
“Yes, sir. It's part of my duty, he tells

are sir,” “said < Henry

me.

a0 s

“Some asg has heen putting tacks in our
boots,” said Tom Merry. “Pid-any fellow
get at the boots while they were here, that
vou know of, Higgins?” - 3

*Oh, dear!” said Henry Higgins. “That
accounts for the window hein’ open, sir. I
left it shub arter cleanin’ the hoots, and I
found it hopen arterwards. I thought some-
body had heen ’ere, buf I conldn’t guess—-"

“The window open!” said Pom Merry.
“That settles it, you chaps! It was the
New House bounders, and they got in at the
window !

“We'll go and see Figging & Co. about it,”
growled Blake.

And Tom Merry and his comrades sallied
out inio the quadrangcie.
. Across the quad. oins, Kerr, and Wynn
were sauntering under the elms; enjoying the
freshness of the morning air. They started
in surprise at the Schoo! House crowd as
the latter bore down cn them.

“Hallo!” said Figgins. - “What's the—-
Hallo! Ow! Leggo!”

“Bump them!”

“Look herc—— What

Bump, bump, bump!

Figgins & Co., in the grasp of many hands,
descended upon the ground with painful
violence. They roared.
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Hallo!”
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“There!” gasped Tora Merry.
let our boots alone!”

“Boots!” roared Figgins.
about boots?
ehump ?”

“Somebody- got iate the boot-room window
and put tacks in our bhoots!” yelled Blake.

“You chump! You fathead! I didn’t do
it!” said Figgins. “You silly, frabjous
asges——"

“Well, it was some of you New House
bounders, anyway, and you can pass the
bumping on, when you find out the right
parties!” grinned Tom Merry. :

“Yaas, wathah!”

“Ha, ha, hat”

And the School House juniors walked away,
leayving Figgins & Co. sitting on the ground
and gasping for breath.

“Now you'll

“Who's talking
What do you mean, you silly

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
An Amazing Discovery!
IRECTLY lessons were over that
morning Bernard Glyn and his chums,
Dane and Kangaroo, went straight to
their study.

Just as they were nearing the room they
heard "the sound of somebody moving about
inside. -

““Wonder who it can be?” remarked Glyn.
““Dunno!” replied Dane. E
At that moment Jack Blake & Co. and
Tom Merry & Co. came up.

“Hallo!” * said Blake.
matter?” :

“Somebody in our study,” explained Glyn.

“You're not afraid to go in, arée you?”

“No jolly fear,” replied Glyn, and with
that he flung the door wide open. :

The juniors started back in surprise.

“Higgins!” they gasped. =

The red-headed hoot-hoy was standing in
the centre of the room.

And Higgins was not all they saw.

The study was in a state of terrific disorder.

Articles had been broken and scattered
about. The looking-glass was smiashed, and
the glass doors of the beokease shattered.

Polly, the parrot, was chattering away in
the cage at a great rate. She gave a scream
at the sight of her master. -

“Polly wants sugar! (o it, Blake! Smash
‘em up, Blake! —

“Blake—eh?” said Jack

“Pile” in, Blakc! Smash
Hurrah! Polly wants sugar!
some sugar! Hurrah!” 3

“What are you doing here, Higgins?" asked
Tom Merry quietly.

The rted-headed youth had cast a wild
glance towards the doorway. But it was
blocked with juniors, and there was no escape
for him. >

He backed away, his breath coming thick
and fast. Cool aud ready-tongued as the
young rascal was, he knew that he was in a
situation now that it would he +difficult to
escape from, lied h~ never so eleverly.

“I—I—1 * he began,

“You've been wrecking
Bernard Glyn. 3

“Me, sir? Oh, no, sir!”

“You've been teaching the parrot to say
things to make us think that Biake wreeked |
the study!” said Kangaroo.

“Certainly not, sir!” said Heury Higgins.
“I ’ope you don’t believe as ‘ow 1 would do
such a thing, sir!”

“Then what are vou doing nere?”

The juniors gathered round Henry Higgins
with grim looks. 'The hoot-hoy was breathing
auick and fast. But they gave him a chance
to explain before they laid hands on him

“Got anything to say?” asked Blake curtl

“Ye-e-es, sir—yes, certainly, Master Blake!

“Say it, then—quick!”

“T—I was passing down the passage, and—
and I heard something breakicg in- herel”
stammered . Higgins. 1 look in, and a
fellow went out—the fellow who had done ali
this damage!”

“What was the fellow’s name?” asked Tom
Merry. “I don’t believe a word of it; but
we'll give you every chanece! What was his
name ?”

The hoot-hoy hesitated.

“It was Master Wally D'Arey. of the Third
Form, sir!” he said at last.

There was an angry execlamation
D’Arcy.

“My minah! You uttah lyin’ wottali! Bai
Jove, you fellows, I'm goin’ to give him a
feahful thwashin’ for slandewin’ my minah

»

“Keep your wool om, Gussy! We don’t
believe a word the rotter says, but we’'ve got

“What’s the

Blake grimly.
the  glagses!
Give poor Polly

2

this study!” said

from

te give him a chance to clear himself, if he
can! Let him run on!”

“I wefuse—" :

“Oh, sit on him, somebody !”

“1 decline to be sat upon! I
Mind my waistcoat, you ass!’

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“We all know why he's made it a Third
Torm chap,” said Tom Merry quietly. “1f any
fellow got out of class to come here and do
this, we should know it if it were a Fourth
Form or a Shell chap. So he says it was one
of the Third, because we can’t be certain
whether a. fag got leave ount of the Form-
room !”

“Yaas, wathah: the slandahin’ wottah——",

“It—it is true!” stammered Higgins. “I--I
came into the study then, to—to put things
in order, and the door closed, and—and 2

“And you were ecaught!” said Bernard
Glyn grimly. The Liverpool lad glanced at
the juniors. “I think it's pretty clear, you
fellows.”

“Yaas, wathah!”

“Quite clear,” said Tom Merry. “What I
can't make out is, why he has done it? No
" fellow here has done him any harm that I
know of.” .

Tom Merry turned to the boot-boy.

“1 suppose you know you'd bhe sacked for
this, Higgins, if we complained?”’ he said.

‘I 'ope as 'ow yeu won't do that, Master
Merry——" . 2

“No, we won't; we don't want to make you
lose your job. We'll take you in hand cur-

ves, and give you such a ragging that you
won't want to play any more rotten tricks
on us!” said Tom Merry griml!y.

“Yaas, wathah!” s .

“Why did you do it?” demanded Blake.
“You can’t lie yourself out of it, Higgins.
Tell us why you did it, when we've never done
you any harm.”

e &

“Oh, no good asking him to tell more lies!”
said Herries. “Collar him, and I'll lather him
with a cricket-stump.”

“Hurrah!” shrieked Polly.
—pile in! Hurrah!”

Henry Higgins dodged desperately round
the table, but many hands were stretched
out to collar him, and he was easily captured.

*“Now. you cad,” said Tom Merry, “you're
going t&-have the hiding of your life.
him over the tabl

“Yans, wathah! ome heah, you wottah!
It's all wight, I've get hold of his hair. Bai
Jove!”

Arthur Augustus stagzéred back, with a
shriek of astonishment.

He had caught hold of the boot-boy’s mop
of red hair to hold him, as he was struggling
savagely in the grasp of the juniors.

And the red hair had come off in his hand!

D’Arcy staggered.

For a moment he was under the impression
that he had unintentionally scalped the boot-
boy.

“Gweat Scott! Yook here—what

But D’Arey’s voice was drowned by a roar
from the other fellows.

Oh! Ow!

“Pile in, Blake

”

THE EIQHTH CHAPTER.
‘The Last of Henry Higgins.

s o EVISON!”
“Gweat Seott!”

5 “Levison!” -
“The cadl?

“'T'he schemer!”

TLevison sprang back, panting.

He had made many skilful changes in his
appearance.” The dark complexion, the thick
and bushy eyebrows, changed his looks very

much, but the glaring red hair had been the
ehicf disguise.

Now that the wig had been torn off forcibly
his

and
reveal
the ©

own closely-cropped, “dark hair
the juniors knew him, in spite of
e of his disguise.

Tom Merry & Co. stared at him in blank
astonishment.

“Levison—in disguise! My hat!”
A giddy boot-boy!” exelaimed Blake.
“What on earth put it into your head to do
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honest work, Levison? It’s not-in your line
at all!”
boots!” growled Herries.

“Yaas, wathah!”

Levison grinned.

The sudden discovery had taken him aback,
but he was very quick to recover his coolness.

*1 -suppose the game's up now?” he said.
“It couldn’t go on for ever. I couldn’t have
stood the life—too much work, and too little
pay. Now I'm going out of this study——"
said Levison.

Kangaroo jumped into his way.

“Not until you've been- licked for what
you've done,” he said. “Henry Higgins, or
Levison, or whatever you like ‘to call your-
self, yoy're going through it for the rotten
tricks you've played us!”

“Yaas, wathah?!” 2
“If you want a fair fight, you can fight
any fellow Nere present,” said Tom Merry.
“We’ll give you fair play—more than you
want.” .

Levison backed away.

“I'm not going to fight you—>"

“No; I didn’t suppose you'd want to,” said
Tom Merry, with a curl of the lip. “You
prefer to hit in the dark; like a coward and
a cad as you are. But you've been bowled
over this time, and you've got. to face the
music. Stand up to me, or take a licking
with a cricket-stump, whichever you like.”

Levison gritted his teeth.

“Of the two, I'd rather fight
said; “but—"

"Pu.t up your hiands, then!”

Levison was cornered, -and he had the
courage of a rat in a corner. The furniture
was moved back, and the two juniors faced
cach other in their shift-sleeves. And then
was - witnessed.such a combat as the end study
had certainly never witnessed before, There
were no rounds—it was ing from begin-
ning to end.

For ten minutes it lasted, and by that {ime
son was in a sts > had never experi-
need before. It was the most terrible
ghrﬁa;ug he had ever known, and a flpgring

e had once received frem ad Wwas a
nothing to it. — = =

He went down at la and Jay
floor, panting. He could not get up!t

Tom Merry put on his jacket.

*Bwavo, deah boy!” said Arthur Augustus
D’Arcy, patting the captain of the Shell on
the shou “Well done!”

Tom dabbed his nose w
kerchief.

“Will you Kindly explain what this means?”
said a veice ot the deor; and the startled
juniors leoked round, to see Mr. Railten
looking in. == : -

Levison staggered to his feet, gasping.

“Levison!” said Mr. Railton. e

“Yes, sir!” panted the junior. 3 S S

“Am I to understand, Levison, that you
came here in disguise? That you were the
boy known as Henry Higgins?”

“I-I wanted to come back, sir,” whined
Levison. “I—I -couldn’t bear to leave the
school, sir. I— 2

“You had no right to play such a trick,
and I fear that your motives” were not so
good as you would have me bhelieve, Levi-
son,” said the Housemaster coldiy. “Your
schoolfetlows seem to have appraised them
at their real valuation, Levison. Hpwever,
I am glad you are found. You are, perhaps,
.not aware that your father has™communi-
cated with Dr. Hoin to the effect that
hig affairs have taken a turn so much for
the bpetter that you need not leave the
schooal.” s

Levison started.

“J—I didn’t know that, sir!”

“You bad  hetter go and remove that
trickery from yeur face, and changs into yonr
own clothes, and Tteport yourself to Dr.
Holmes,” -said’ Mr. Railton sternly.

“Yezas; sir?

And Leyvison departed.. Mr. Railton strode
away, without another word to Tom Merry & -
Co.; much to their relief.

Levison succeeded in m¢
planation to Dr. Holme
among the juniors of §
give him a hearty wele
nob that Levison cared f
that! = 3

The next morning Levison appeared in the
Fourth-Form room as usual. The schemer
‘kad two black eyes, a swollen nose, and a
decidedly thick ear, so he was by no means
unpunished for his rascally schemes.

you,” he

on the

s tand-

i

5

ing goed his ex-
, and he reappearad
. Jim’s, who did nob
by any me -
r a little thing ke -

THE END.

Printed and published weskly by tho Proprietors at The Eleetway House, Farringdon Street, London, E.C. 4, Ergland. Subscription, 7s. per annam.
* Agents for Au?tralasia: Gordon & Gocch.cMe}bourne. Sydney, Adelaide, Brishane, and Wellington, N.Z. South Africa, The Central News Agar;}oy. Itd.,

- 2pe Town, Johanneshurg.and branches.

Saturday, February 2nd, 1918,

“Now we know who put the tacks in the —




