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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Hip Hi’s Little Joke !
(13 E'S a good sort,” said Dieky
Nugent eof the Second Form at
i Greyiriars.
“I don't he
ty irritably.
Oh, he's all righ

say isn't,”

* remarked Myers. “The
2 he stood us was a treat!”

It was joily decent.”

“All the. same,” observed Tedd, “I den’t

t with a new boy.
eoming here every day.

“Hear, heéapt™

“Oh, let him alone,” said Nugent minor.
“¥ou can’'t break bread with a chap, and
then rag bim.  Don’t be an outsider.”

“Well, I dida’t break bread.” I broke
tarts and buns,” said Tedd.
*“Oh, don't be funny, Toddy !

We don't get 3 Chinese

Todd rose and whistled, and strolled away |

towards the object of their remarks. The
Second Form of Greyfriars were mostly in
the
brother of Wun Lung, was there.

Hop Hi was curled up in a chair before

the fire, blinking at it with his almond
x}zges,, and looking very much like Wun
Lang. :
His cheery little face was very goed

hamoured and contented.

He bad started with the Seecond Form
very well, and things bade fair %o go quite
sncothly for the new bay.

But there were some of the Second who
{houwght they were being defrauded out of
the expeeted fun, and when the first flush of
cntiusiasm about the great feed which Hap
Hi had stood them had passed off, they
wanted the fun to begim.

'&Nugén& mingr set his face against the
“idea.

Dicky had a sense of homour, and after
making much of the ttle Chinee on account
of the feed, he felt that it would be “rotten *
te rag him all the same. "

But other felfows had ether opinions.

Bicky looked rather angrily at Todd as
the latter walked towards the Chinese boy.
He krew that Todd intended some jape
Bub he was mot disposed to interfere. He
Hd ot consider that he was expected to go
s far as that.

Hop Hi secemed to be quite unaware of
Todd’s approach. Perhaps his bright little

brightly.

His impassive features gave no sign.

He sat in the ‘chair with his feet curled
vader him, aud his pigtail hanging down ever
the baeck of the chair.

Todd .stepped behind him with a  grin.
Gatty joined him, and then Myers, and then
two or three other fellows.
odd had taken an idkpot from the tahble,

he proceeded to tie a piece of string
vound the metal lid,

The string was then ecarefully attached
te the end of the Chinee’s pigtail.

The inkpot rested on the floor; but when
the little Chinee rose, it would be swung up
7 the open Jid, and there would be a shower
ei ink, of which Hop Hi would receive the
caief henefit.

Todd grinned and retreated.

Hop Hi had not moved a musele; he
cared to be wholly unaware that his pig-
had been tampered with.

The Sccond-Formers burst into a chuckle.

Even Dicky Nugent grinned.

Trom 'bis seat on the tahble
little Cclestia}, wondering what would be

said

see why the Second shouidn't have a litile |

Form-room, and Hep Hi, the younger |

b,
s twinkled at the fire a little more |

he watched thé ‘

the Chums
By FRANK

‘A Splendid Long, Complete Tale, dealing with the
Early Adventures of Harry Wharton & Co.,

THE BENNY POPULAR-Every Friday.

of Greyfriars,
RICHARDS,

the eoutcome of the jape. Hop Hi did net

Hove. ) A £
i The Second-Formers grew impatient.
“Y say, Hop Hi!" called out Todd.
ot
The little Chinee blinked round.
“Me allee lightee.”
“Oh, get up!”
“Whattee why?”
The little Chinee
. chair. . $

The Second-Formers stood in a ring round
him, waiting with anticipatory grins for the
result.

i The resuit hsppened, and it was an un-
expected one. s

Eop Hi swung his head, and the pigtail
tautened out to its full length, and the
inkpet was jerked off the floor and swung
round in a circle.

“Ow ™ roarcd Gatty.

“Yow ! gasped Todd.

“Aht OR!” 4

“@Grog ¥’

“Oocl: " : : ;

From the inkpot, as it was swung round in
| a cirele, swept a strears of ink, and it splashed
| upon face after face of the wunprepared
Second-Formers. %

In a twinkling a dozen faces had been
blackened, and then the inkpot was emptied,
and the fags were ¥ 1 with fary.

The inkpot clinked against the chair, and
Hop Hi looked down at it"with an expression
- of childlike wendér.

. “Inkee-potee om pigtaill”
- unfastening  the string.
tlickee.” :

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Nugent minor.

Dicky did not believe for a moment that
the little €hinpee had been ignorant of the
inkpot being there.
tail was too well done for that.

It was another sample of the “ways that
are dark ¥ which are supposed to helong to
the smiling ehildren of the Flowery Land.

Todd rubked the imk out of his eyos
furiously.

“¥You heathen beast!” he roared.

“You yellow rotter!” shricked Gatty.

“Bump him !

“Thump him!°

“Squash him £

“Coltar him?!”

Hop Hi looked alarmed.

“No collee!” he exclaimed. “No bumpee!
Me no savvy! Me no playee tlickee!”

“Let. him alone!” shouted Nugent minor
“He didn’t play the trick. Let him alone,
and bump Todd, if you want to bump sorue
Qd $F

“Get

stowly rese from the

he exelaimed,
“Velly funnee

“Here, shut up!” exclaimed Todd.

“Nugent's right!” hewled Gatty. “If was
Fodd played that rotten silly jape—

“Why, vou—-"

“Bump him !

“Hands offt T—".

“Ratsf! Bump the silly ass!”

And Todd was foreibly bumped.

Hop Hi, who had a suspicion that he might
‘eomie in for the next attentions of the Second
Form, glided quietly from the Form-room. .

He was followed down the passages by the
yells of the unfortunate Todd.

“There!” exclaimed Gatty. “That’s
lesson to you not te play rotten tricks.”

“Owt”

a

“Now let’s bump the Chinese beast!” ex-
claimed Myers. “He ought to have his turn,

“Good egg I
“Why, where is he?”
- “Where's that giddy heathen?”

“He’s gone.”

That sweep of the pig-}

i

“He's bunked.”

“Never mind,” said Gatty:
Todd again.”

“Good!?

Todd made a rush for the door—but ico
late! He was premptly eollared, and in spite
of his yells, he was bumped again, harder
than before. 4 <
| 4And he. was left sitting on the floor, dazed
and dusty, with his collar torn out, and
fervently wishing that he had never thought
of playing & jape upon Hop Hi, the Chinee.

“let’'s bump

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Hop Hi Does Mot Get the Licking.
OP HI glided down the passage, losing
no time in putting a goed distance
between himself and the Second
Form-room,

He did not know the interior of Greyfriars
very well se far, naturally.

He wanted to get to the Remove passage,
to join his brother in No. 13; but he found
himself in the Sixth Form passage ere long,
and there he stopped to look about him.

A junior passed the end of the passage, and
Hop Hi started towards him.

“Pleasee you tellee me—"

Then he stopped, recognising the junior.
For it was DPulstrode, the bully of the
Remove. . .

Bulstrode looked at him and stopped.

He ecould hardly believe in his good luck,
There was the new junier—at his merey.

There was very little merey .in Bulstrode’s
breast at that moment. B

He had gone through enough thaf affernoon
to make even a good-tempered fellow angry,
and Bulstrode was not a geod-temapered feliow
by any means.

He came towards the little Chinee quickly,
and Hop Hi shrank back against the wali of
 the passage.

He read the bully’s intentions enly teo
clearly in his face.

“Yes,” said Bulstrode, with an unpleasant
arin.  “What do you want me to tellee yeu,
you little yellow-skinned imp?”

“You tellee me findee Lemeove sfudee,”
stammered Hop Hi.

" Bulstrode chuekled.

“Not just yet! Comte here, you imp!”

Bop Hi dodged away.

“You lettee me lonee!*

“Come here!” roared Bulstrode. “I'tl make
it warmer for you if you give me the trowble
of catching you.”

“No ecmee.”

Bulstrode rushed at him, and the litile
Chinee dashed away. The bully of the
Remove, with his great strides, rapidly over-
took him. :

There was no chanee of getting clear; and
fop Hi dashed imte an opem dgor, and
slammed it behind him. ;

It happened to be the study belonging to
Ionides, of the Sixth; but fortunately for Hop
Hi, Tonides was not there.

The Greek was a very unpleasant fellow fo
disturb, as many a junior had found te bis
cost before now.

Bulstrode halted at the door of the study.

If Yonides was there, he didn’t want to
enter; and he knew that the senmior would
make it hot enough for the intruder.

But no sound came from the study save
the hurried breathing of Xop Hi; and
Bulstrode, looking in, saw that the reom was
empty save for the little Chinee.

Ionides was absent, but he had prébably
only just stepped.out of the study, for the
table was laid. for tea, and the kettle was
singing on the heb. . :

fcamfrightmﬂm Uniited States of Amearicen)
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»de- sfrode into the study.
“Now, you young sweep: 2
.Hop Hi dodged round the table.
“You keepee off!” he panted.
“Come here!”
- “No catehee!” : v e

YI'I jolly soon cateh you, you alien cad!”

Bulstrode rus rcund the table. Hop Hi
dodged round it quickly, and they changed
sides, but Bulstrode was no nearer.

The Remove bully panted with rage and
exertion. ?

“Stop, you yveung hound!” he shrieked.

“No stopee!” -

Bulstrode made another rush, but Hop Hi
codged him agoin,

The Remove bully made a clutch at him
acrogs the table, and there wag a crash as two
or three articles of crockery went flying to
the floor.

“ Bleakee clockely,” grinned Hop Hi. “No
eatchee. What you tinkeef” ;

L5 O D ) D

“Bulstiode gleat duffel.”

fhe Remove buily made a furious round of
the table, so fast that the little Chinee could
not, dodge in time.

His outstretched hand caught the little
Celestial by the shoulder, and Hop Hi caught
at the table to save himself from being
dragged back.

His grasp closed on the tablecloth, and tore
iy away, and with it all the preparations for
Yonides' tea.

Crash! Crash! Clatter!

“My—m¥ hat!” gagped Bulstrode, letting
go Hop Hi in his dismay.

The tea-things, the eatables, and the table-
cloth, were in a heap of ruing on the floor.

Hop Hi darted away.

Bulstrode sprang after him, trod on the tea-
pot, and smashed it, and stumbled. Before
hie could recover himself, Hop Hi was out of
the study, and fleeing along the passage.

-The little Chinee went down the passace
Yike . lightn with his pigtail flying
bzhind.

He almost ran into two fellows who were
coming cut of Loder's study.

They were Loder himself, and Ionides.
Yonides Lad called on his chum to bring him
in to tea, and they were just confing.
~ Loder rted back just in time to aveid a
ecllision. and Hop Hi went flying on.
owled after him.

" he muttered.

B Chinee kid,” said Loder,
been up to scme trick here, 1 suppose.
I thought I heard a nolse in your study.”

Yonides  did not reply, but ran quickly
fowards his study. He was just in time to
meet Bulstrode coming out of the doorway.

PBulstrode stopped in dismay.

It was .an wunlucky meeting for him.
Tonides blocked the docrway, and Loder was
iust behind him, and the Removite's escape

you doing there?” exclaimed

Then the Greek caught sight of the wreck
upon the floor. His olive face flamed crimson
with rage.

“What! What!” he exclaimed. “You—
¥ou dare to play tricks like that on me! You
bave broken my crockery—"

“It was that yvoung 4

“You h

e apoiled everything—"
“I didn't. It was—"

“The young hound!” exclaimed Loder.
“This is a Remove jape, and I suggest that
we make the japer sorry for it, now we've
caught him.”

“I will cut him to pieces!” exclaimed
Ionides. . ° e
Bulstrode made a wild spring to escape.

The Greek grasped him, and swung him
back, Powerful as ke was, the Remove bully
was no mateh for the senior.

Yonides swung bim back into the study, and
Loder clesed the door. Then he picked up a
cricket-stump.

“Good!” exclaimed TYonides. “I will hold

Lim upon the table, Loder, while you thrash
him. X will teach the brats not to play these
tricks upon the Sixth!”

“Right-ho!”

“I didn't do it!” velled Bulstrode, “It was
tha ‘Ir Chinese jmp—"
dar?”

foreign c¢ad!” howled Bulstrode.
$Leggo! 3%

Tonides gritted his feeth, and forced
Bulstrode acress the table, face downwards.
The Remove bully struggled desperately, but
the sinewy Greek peld him fast there.

“Now, Loder, thrash the young scoundrel!”

“What-ho!” grinned Loder.

The crickef-stump rose and fell, and _the

-dust rose in clouds from Buistrode’s garments.

The Remove bully squirmed and struggled,
and kicked out savageiy, : i
“Ow!” yelled Loder.

Bulstrode’s heavy boot had caught him on |

the chest, and he staggered hack.

“Lemme gerrup!” roared Bulstrode. “Cads!
Bullies! Yah!”

“I'll—I'll smagh him!” gasped Loder.

“Go it!”

Tonides held the Removite fast, and Loder,
carefully avoiding the lashing legs, iaid on
with the cricket-stump.

Bulstrode yelled and roared and struggled
in vain. Loder did not leave off till his arm
was tired.

Then the Removite was allowed to slide
to the floor.

He stood wriggling with pain and rage.

“You cowards!” he roared. “You cads!”

“Oh, he wants some more!” said Ionides,
with a grin. “Collar him!”

Bulstrode tore from the study, slamming
the door behind him. With an ache in
almost every bone, he tore away.

He caught sight of Hop Hi in the distance,
but did not take any notice of him then.

At this moment Bulstrode was not feeling
fit even for vengeance upon Wun Lung
minor.

He only wanted to get into o quiet corner

and groan.
The Remove bully had only re-

ceived what he bLad intended to

bestow upon the little Chince, and Hop Hi

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Cornered !
OP HI grinned as he saw Bulstrede
limp away.

_could not he expected to feel much sympathy

for him.

The Celestial was still grinning, when there
was a rush of footsteps in the passage, and
he caught sight of the heroes of the Second.

They had sighted him, and were hearing
down upon him.

Hop Hi dodzed away.

“There he is!” exclaimed Gat

“After him!"” shouted Myers.
_ “Collar him!”

Hop Hi ran at top speed. He ran up a
side passage, and down another.

The Second-Formers were only half in
earnest, but Hop Hi weuld have been ragged
if he had fallen into their haunds, without a
doubt, and he took care to give them a wide
berth.

He ran and dodged till they wers thrown
off the track, and then Lic halted breathless

in a wide passage, with study doors on
cither side of it.
He was in the Remove passage now,

although he was not aware of the fact.

A fat junior came along from the direc-
tion of the staircase, and Hop Hi recognised
Billy Bunter, whom he had seen at the tuck-
shop.

He approached him to ask the way to
Study No. 13 in the Remo Billy Bunter
blinked at him through his big spectacles.

“I say, Wun Lung—"

“Me Hop Hi!"”

“Oh, you're the mew kid, are you?” said
Bunter, with a grunt. “The new beast who
wouldn’t let me take a snack in the feed!”

“Hop Hi solly,” said the little Celestial, in
his smoothest tones. “Me likee handsome
fat gentleman velly much!”

“Who's fat?” demanded Dunter, who was
a little touchy on his girth—Bob Cherry had
remarked that he had enough to be touchy
about.

“Handsome young gentleman,” said Hop Hi,
leaving out the other adjective this time,
“you showee me way {o Wan Lung’s studee.”

s V?’ell., I don't mind,” said Bunter. “This
way!”

Billy Bunter led the way. Wua Lung’s
study was only a dozen paces distant, as a
matter of fact, but Billy Bunter did not lead
the little Celestial in that direction.

He opened the docr of Bulstrode’s study
and looked in. .

The room was empty. Buster knew that
Tom Brown and Hazeldene, who shared the
study with the Remove bully, were in the

gym.

Where Bulstrode was he did not know--he
had hoped to see him there. But he was
certain to return cooner or later.

“Here you are,” he said. :

Hop Hi entered the study wunsuspicicualy
enough.

“I'fl tell your major
Bunter. :

“Muchee tankee!"

Bunter closed the docr, and grinned, and

you're here,” said

_trotted away.

Friday, 3

] Iiop Hi s2f, down in the arm-
chair before the fire.

In a ‘Remove study he was safe from the
pursuit of the Second-Formers, and he did not
for. a moment suspect the trick the fat
junior had played on him.

He curled up in the armechair and dozed
oft to sleep in the uiet of the study. He
did not hear the door open a little later.
Bulstrode came in, and closed the door, and
turned up the gas.
~ Bulstrode was looking decidedly savage. He
was still aching from the eastigation he had
received from the Sixth-Form bullies.

He did not see the Chinese lad, who
hidden by the high back of the chair,

The window was open at the bottom, and
Bulstrode crossed towards it to close if, and
then he caught sight of the recumbant figurs

He gave quite a jump.

“Hop Hi!” he ejaculated.

The little Chinee awoke at once.
bolt upright in the chair,
dilating eyes at Bulstrode.

The Remove bully grinned. Hop Hi mads
one bound towards the door, but Buistrods
reached it first. 3

“So you've paid me a visit, have you?”
he said grimly. “What are you deing in my
study, you young hound?”

Hop Hi's eyes opened.

“No savvy. Buntee sayee Wun Lung’s
gtudee.”

“Ha, ha! Wel}, it's my study, you young
rotter, and now I'm going to pay you!”

Hop Hi retreated as the burly Removite
came towards him. He retreated as far as
the window, and there he stopped, facing
the savage junior with dilated eves.

“No touchee Hop Hi,” he faltered,

Bulstrode laughed savagely.

‘.‘I'll give you an ache in every hone!” he

said. “You won’t he able to sit down for a
week after I've done with you!” And he
{gached out for the little Chinee and grasped
him, :
. Hop Hi struggled, but he was like an infant
in the hands of the burly junior. But sud-
denly Bulstrode gave a fearful yell and
released him. Hop Hi's teeth had closed
upon his wrist.

“Ow! Oh! Yarooh!”

He staggered back, clasping his wrist with
the other hand. Hop Hi leoked round wildly
for an avenue of escape, and scrambled
through the window. Bulstrode, who was
rushing at him furiously, stopped aghast.

“Come back, you silly imp! You'll break
your neck!”

“No comee backee.”

“That window's fifty
ground.”

“No mattel!”

Bulstrode gritted his teeth.

“You young hound! Yeu think you can
frighten me!” he exclaimed.. “Come in, I tell
you, or I'll jolly well yank you in by your
pigtail!”

Hop Hi blinked in at him from the dark-
negs outside.

The little Chinee was quite out of the
window, hanging upon the sili with both
hands, his body invigible in the gloom out-
side. The fact that he was fifty feet from
the ground, and that a fall meant certais
death, did not seem to affect him.

Either he did not realise his peril, or he
had a wonderful nerve. ;

“Will you get in?” roared Bulstrode.
© “No getee in.”

“I'll yank you in, then!”

Hop Hi let go with one hand and lowere
it beyond the sill. He was hanging on with
only one arm now.

Bulstrode turned pale.

“You mad young idiot! Get in!”

“No getee.”

Bulstrode rteached forward, intending te
seize the jupior and drag him in—rather te
save him from his peril than anything else,
though he would certainly have licked him
when he was once in the study.

Hop Hi's hand siid from the window-sill,
and the pictailed head disappearcd in the
darkness.

Bulstrode uttered a cry of horror.

“Good heavens!”

Hop Hi was gone!

wasg

He sat
looking with

feet from the

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Bad for Bulstrode.

ULSTRODE stood transfixed for scmé
moments. -

. He listened with straining ears fe1

the sound of a thud quad

below.
But the distance was doubtless too greabs
ToE PENNY PoprLAR.—No, 1
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there was no sound, only the soft sound of
the night breeze stirring the branches of
the old elms of Greyfriars. .

Julstrode was white as death.

ft the little Chinee had fallen, he was
dead on the ground fifty feet below; no one
eould have survived so terrible a fall.

The Remove bully sprang to the window
at last and Jeaned out, and sought mm the
darkness with a wild and anxious gaze.

He could see nothing.

There was hardly a star in the sky, and
the Close below was wrapped in deepest
gloom.

“Hop Hi!” he murmured.

Silence.

“Hop Hi! I-I didn’t mean to—to—"

His voice died away.

The little Chinee must be dead, and the
very thought of lu froze Bulstrode’s soul with
hierror.,

True, he thought less of Hop Hi than of
himself.
~What were the consequences likely to he
to hi He stepped back -into the study,

ssing his bands upon his throbbing brows.

What was he to do?

“Hallo! What’s the matter?” asked a
chieery voice, as Tom Brown camc into the
study with Hazcldene. “Got an ache in
)unr napper?”

“I Lear you have been having a high oid
time with Ionides, Bulstrode!” said Hazcl-
dene, with a grin. “Hurt?”

nlstrode stared at them wildiy. TFor a
moment he could not find his voice.

Yes—no,” he muttered thickly.

“Well, that’s jolly ducid, anyway!” said
Fom Brown, laughing. “But I say,” he

went. on more seriously, “what’s the maiter?
‘L«m look ghastly!”

N-n-nothing.”

bat were you staring out of the window
Anything going ont”

1n-10."

The two juniors looked ab Bulstrode very

curiously. They saw plainly enough that
something unusual had happened, though
they did not knew what it was. Bulstrode

utterly shaken up, and he strove to
over his self-possession in vain.
iilly Bunter blinked in at the door, with
hiz fat chuckle.

“Have you licked him, Bulstrode? Oh, I
suy, you fellows, I—I didn't see you!”
cked who?” asked Tom Brown suspi-

y-

“Oh, nobody! I-I didn’t tell Hop Hi this
was Wun Lung’s study, you know. It would
tiave been a good jape, but I didn’t do it!”

Tom. Brown grasped the fat junior by the
shoulder, and dragged him into the study
snd shook him.

“Now, then,” he said grimly,
wbout Hop Hi? Quick!”

“Ow! Oh, really, Brown—-"

ot Answer me, you fat young sweep!”

*1—I really wish you wouldn't shake me
lme that, Brown. It—it disturbs my diges-
stem and—and you might make my
fall olf and if they get broken yow'il
bave to pay for them.”

Shake, shake!

“Ow, ow{”

Now, then, explain!”
“There’s nothing to said  Bui-
3 ¢ thickly. “Bunter secms to think that
Hop Hi has been here—-"

“fxactly. You see, you fellows——"

‘fom Brown glanced at the open window
lmd at Bulstrode's ghastly face. A ierrible

tonght crossed his mind.
${ood heavens, Bulstrode—-"
What—what are you babbling about?"” ex-
ed Bulstrode fiercely Lo you think
He broke off, real : that he was
yving himself.
)tm Brown’s grasp tightened uvpon Billy
anter.
“Was Hop Hi here, Bunter?” he esclaimed
sharply. “Tell me the truth!”

Yes,” ctammered Bunter, scared Hhy

“J——I made him think this
s study, for—for a joke, you

tions!

“what's thls

cxplain,”

o geb him a licking from Bulstrode, you
n, you young cad!”

Oh, really, Brown, of course, I never
nt anything of the sort! It was horridly
n g,f him not to lend me a few bhob,

»m Brown slung Bunter to the door, and
recled into the passage, and fell there
i o heap. Then the New Zealand jumior
B uwd fiercely upon Bulstrode.

* Where is Hop Hi?” he exelaimed.

*I don't know.”

“He has been here?”

I don’t know.”

Jup PENNY PoruLAR.—No. 15,
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“What have you done with him?”

“Find out!”

Tom Brown gritted his teeth.

“I will find out,” he exclaimed,
think it will be a bad thing for you, Bul-
strode! Do you think I have forgotten the
time when you were bullying Wun Lung, and
he jumped into the river to get away from
you? If you have played the same game
over again with bis minor—--"

“I—I haven't.

“Come on, Hazel! Let’s look in the Close.”

Hazeldene nodded, and they left the study
without another word to the Remove haully.
Bulstrode remained alone, with white face
and throbbing brow.

He staggered rather than walked from the
room at last, leaving the gas at full flare in
his agitation.

When his footsteps died away the study
was silent, and for some minutes it remiained
quite silent and uncecupied.

Then a head rose over the window-sill and
looked slily in. -

It was the little pigtailed head of Hop Hi.

The little Chinee grinned as he looked into
the empty study and climbed in actively
over the window-sill from the rain-pipe he
had bheen clinging to.

The Celestial had played a cunning trick
upon the Remove bully.

As a matter of fact, Hop Hi had no desire
to break his neck, and he would have taken
any number of lickings from Bulstrode rather
than a fall from the window into the Close.

As he hung from the sill he had felt the
rain-pipe that ran level beneath, and he had
grasped it with the hand he lowered from
the sill, and when he appeared to fall he was
simply hanging to the pipe instead of the
window-sill, though in the thick darkness
outside Bulstrode could not see the diminu-
tive figure.

As soon as he was sure the room was empty
the little Chinee climbed in again.

Down below in the Close there was a glim-
mer of - lantern-light. Tom Brown and
Hazeldene were looking for Hop Hi below
the study-window.

There was no trace of the little Chinee
there, of course, and the juniors were con-
siderably puzzled. They had certainly judged
ifrom Bulstrode’s manner that‘a tragedy had
oceurred.

“and 1

; Pt

“He can't have fallen here, after all,” said
Hazeldene.

“Doesn’'t look like it.”

“Then what was Bulstrode so ghastiy

about?”

“He must have thought—— Ah, look!”

Tom Brown and Hazeldene looked at one
another, and burst into a simultaneous
ehuckle,

Against the square of light was visible the
form of the little Chinee as he clambered in.
The dark shadow disappeared in a few
seconds,

“The young rascal!” said Tom. “He has
been playing a game with Bualstrode. I for-
frot about the rain-pipe under the window.”

“So did I. But how came he out of the
window at all?”

Tom Brown’s brew darkened.

‘Bulstrodc must have been bullying him, I
~npposef

“And he's giving Bulstrode a fright in re-
turn !’ chueckled Hazeldene.

“That's it, and serve him right!”

“What-ho!” agreed Hazeldene. “We won't
say a word!”

“Not a whisper!”

And the two juniors, greatly relicved to
find that Hop Hi was safe aiter all, extin-
;j;uished the lantern and- returned to the
house.

i Hop Hi intended to give the bully of
the RBemove a scare by way of pumsl;mem,
they were not at all inclined to interfere,

awful, terrific look-—"

what hast

Truthful Bunter.
41 H,
“I say, you fellows, it's the =olid
him standing by the open window, with a
“My only hat! How did he manage it9?” :
“It was a fearful,
! Bulstrode,
thou done?'”

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
cheese it, Bunter!”
“Draw it mild!”
truth! I went into Bulstrode’s
study to repay him a little loan, and found
arim, Lhaqtlv gho~tly horrible, uncanny look
upon his face—"
“He must bave looked fascinating!” said
Harry, laughing.
Good!
“I said to him,
“Ha, ba, hal?
“I—3 mean, 1

1 44ié, ‘ Bulstrode, what have

you done? ® corrected Punter hastily,
realising that he was getting a little
dramatic, “and he fred me with his
and——"

“Phew!”

“And gave me a ghastly.
fearful Jook—"

“Did it hurt?”

“And said, ‘Be is dead!””

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“* His blood is upon my hands!'®

“Let’s look!”

“Ass! I mean, Balstrode’s hands™

“Ha, ha, hal”’
and Her(m

“Ha, ha, hal”

“'I‘bey will be hringing it in now.

“Oh, good.”

“And I thml\ Luolstrode ought arrezted
before he ecan ape.”

“Ha, ha, ha

“You see; he

“Too bad!”

“We must ask

“Ha, ha, h

“Well, here come Br
exclaimed Billy Bunter
them !”

Hazeldene and the New Zealand ju
entered the Common-room. The grot m of
juniors turned t rds them at once.

“I say, you fello ned Billy Bunter,
“have you found the

“The bod} 12

“Yes; Hop Hi's

"Oh Hop Ei's body?

“Yes, You know Bu
from the window——"

“Did he?”

“You know he did!” exelaimed Ry-13 T«‘um J
indignantly. “You \nm ut it
to find the hody

“Alast” said
the other juniors which t
of the Remove did not

“Bo0-hoo!” said H
from Tom Browin.

“Poor Hop Hil”

“Boo-hoo !

€yis

grim, nnod

roshed forth and

"

to be

Hep

uiumphamly

“Alas!”

“Boo-hoo !*

“There you ar exclaimed v Bunter
triumphantly. t I 1ell yo t Brown

and Hazeldene wounld bear me out.”
“Somebody ought to bear you out aud
nearest rubbish-heap, ¥
r!” growled Boh Cher

“Can’t you see Brown and Hazeldene
ing over—

“Ha, ha, ha!

“Boo-hoo! Boo-hoo!”

Brown and Hazeldene walked sway. ¢
come with dramatic emotion, They had
handkerchiefs out. and cveryone but B
Bunter couid see them fmm:nnfr behind their
handkerchiefs.

“There!” said Bunter. “I say, your fellows,
you can’t have any doubt new, I suppose.
Poor old Hop Hi is done in, and Buletrode
will be hanged. of courze. I think I ha
hetter go and ' the Head at once, &
that he can b 2

“Ha, ha, ha!

“Blessed if I can se¢ anything to cackle
Tlns is a tragedy.

*“Ho, ho, hol”

“Don’t you understand? I ihi
avviullv héartless!” said JBunter indignantly.

“There’s poor old Hop Hi wallowing in his
gore under Bulstrode's window, and—— Oh!”

A diminutive ﬁqme walked into the room
as Bunter was, speaking, and the fat junior
was interrupted.

It was Hop Hi!

“M-m-m-m-my word!” stammered Ba

Hop Hi blinked at the almost 5
juniors in his sleepy way.

“You young sefmp!” roared Bob
“What do you mean by walking in he
you ought, to he wallowing in your g
the Close? You've come to life just i
to spoil Bunter's stor_).

“Ha, ha, hal

“It's Hop Hil” gasped Bunter.
harled forth from the \.mdn“— t1
thought he had been hurled forth-

~Ha, ha, hat’

“Perhaps it’s a ghost.”
Brown. “A chap can't
and walk around the
It may be a gi

: you're

suggested Fom

“Pinch him and see
“No pinchee,” s'ud Hop Hi ha
“It, can speak,” said Nugent.

this mean, that thou, sead e¢

thus the ghmpw of the moont”
“Ha, h’l, hal®
“There are more things in the hes
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earth, as the esseemed Shakespeare remarks,
t are dreamt of in ,wur geometry,” ob-
served the Nabob of Bhanipur,
‘Ha, ha, hat” : .
“It's alive,” sald Wharton, “It's really
Hop Hi. It’s rather inconsiderate of him

to come to life in this way, but there you
are, Bunter. Now, confess that it was all
lizs from beginning to cnd' ;

“Oh, really, Wharton—"

“Me alive!” said Hop Hi, grinuning. “Me
pletendee fallee flom windee, flishten heastly
Bulstlode. What you tinkee?”

~Oh, that's it, is it?” said Harry, !augbmﬂ

"Rotten heathen outsider!” growled Billy
]Emutol, “I say, you fellows, I t‘nnh he ouﬁht
LU be mv-fed—-—»—

“ Shut up. Bunter!”
Yes, but I say—-"

“Cheese it! Halle, kallp, hallo! Here
comes Bulstrode!” said’ f‘mb Chierry, in a quick
whisper, “Get out of sight, Hop Hi.”

The little Chince eaught on to the idea
at once. He dodged behind the sturdy forms
of the Famous Four, and the grinning juniors
formed a ring round bim to conceal -him from
the view of the bully of the Remove. Bul-
strode entered the room the next minute.

THE 8i1XTH CHAPTER.
A Surprise fsr Buistrode.
TLSTRODE waz looking white

worn, 5

He had been iramping
: himself for some time, tr
what to

aud

about by
ng to think

do; but his thou were ‘in &

W
Hallo, halle, - halla!” laimed Bob
Cherry, coming up with se veral other fellows,

“You're looking seedy, Bulstrode.”
'rhc Remove bull dni not reply.
& mth-v‘u WwIong asked Snoop.

ye you seen Hop Hi?” asked &

v
Bulstrode started.
2N

Bulstrode

“Oh, rteally, hegan Billy
Punter.

The Remove bully gave him a fierce look.
Wharton glanced curiously at Bulstrode.

He wondered what maze of falsehoods the
Remove bully would entangle himself i to
cover up his imaginary guilt.

Some of the fellows could not help grin-
ring as they saw little Hop Hi hidden behind
the group of juniors, within six paces of
Bulstrode, who had not the faintest idea, of

s¢, that he was there.
Bulstrode was too confused and red
their grins. He was thiuking only of
upposed danger.

sca

Yes, tell us what you know, Bunter!”
chorused half a dozen wwes
“He
flercely.

i !] knock them down his throat again!”
“Oht I say, vou fellows—"

“well lo aftg-r you, Bunter,” said Tom
Brown, getting in front of the Owl of the
Remove. “Bulstrode sha'n’t touch you.”

“Go ahead, Bunter!”

“Pile it on”

“Unfold the ghastly tale!”

“Well, alt I knew of it, I played an awfully
r.uu trick on Hep Hi,”” said Billy Bunter.

“1 told him Bul%rodn s study was Wun
Lvnrvs you &

“You young Arx,lnus.

“0Oh, really Cherry!
krow.” .

“Only a cad would tell a lie for a joke.”

“Well, Bunter is a cad,” said Umh ¥. “No
need to go, into ’rha* now. Geot on with the
W ing, Bunter.’

It was a joke, you

Oh, reallv Ogilvy—"

“Buek up !

‘“(ll you see, Hop Hi stayed in the
tudy, and then Bilstrode came i—"

it’s a lie!” said Bulstrede.
“0Oh, really, vou know-—-"
“Hop Hi never was in my study, as far as
I konow,” said Bulstrede.

“Oh, really—"

“1—I had gone in,” said Bulstrode halt-
ingly, “I saw the window open, and was
it, when Brown and Hazeldene

: to close
> i,

“Brown and Hazeldene, give your endenme e
you

“1 say, 1 haven't Bnished
re,” said Bob Cherry,
> fat ;umo‘r awa
d in this scene.

We eame into

fFH(;‘A S

pushing

Now, then,
the  study,”

Bm wney-——"
said Tom

Brown. “Wg found Bulwtrude Qta.rma at the
epen ow, 93 if—ag if—"
‘As if he'd dropped a sovereign out ¥ gaid

1C.
H ke'd zesn a ghost,” said Bmz\n.

Hazreld
oy

“You ring off; you're-

“Dld you see }Iog Hi?”
7 he wasn't there”

‘Had you reason to suppose that he had
been ?”

“Yes; Bunter said so.”

“Stufft  If Bunter said so, that was a
reason to suppose that he hadn’t been there.”

“Oh, really, Cherry——"

“Any other endencc‘)’ asked Bob Cherry.

“No; only Bulstrode scemed to be fright-»

ened ouf of his wits abont something.”

“It's not true!” said Bulstrode fiercely.
“Why should I be frightene I wag a little
bit startled at your rushing in on me like
that, that's all—-"

“Then Hop Hi i3 all right, as far as you
know?” demanded Bob Cherry.

“Ye-es, of course,” said Bulstrode. o
don’t see any-—any reason to suppose that—
that he’s not all right.”

His trembling lips as he said it hetrayed
him. The juniors looked at one another. A

towards tIxL little Chinee.
nolmv me

i I\Nlhat you tmm\,"

“You lxcep your paws off the kid!” said
Harry Whartoun coolly. I should think yoit'd
had a lesson which would stop your bullying
for a bit!”

“Yes, rather!”

“Mind your own business!” said Bulstrode
savagely. *“Do:you think I'm going to have
a tnck ‘like that played o me? " $

“So you werg

)

“Oh, shut up!” said Bob Cherry con-
temptuously. “The less you have to say now
the bhetter, Bulstrode! You've stood up

hef(])u us all and lied—
‘You've rolled cut lie after lie, and shown
yourself in your true colours!” said Nugent.
“You'd better shut up now!”
“What-ho!” said Tom Brown. “Least said
the soonest mended; but I really think that

Buistrode was a match for

any three of the fags, but against such numbers
even the powerful buliy of the Remove had little chance.

(Sze page 7.)

punishment was coming for Bulstrode,
adeguate to the ease.
“Then you wouldn't be surprised to see

guite

him walk into the room here?” said Boh
Cherry.
Bulstrode cast an inveluntary glance

towards the door; a look f{ull of such fear
that Bob Cherry, in spite of himself, relented.

“You ass!” he said. “You've lied betfore
us all, and I hope the Remove will keep the
sortt of chap you are in mind when you
hegin swankmg again. Hop Hi is all right,
as a matter of fact. Show yourself, young
‘un!

The juniors parted,
vealed to view.

Bulstrode reeled hack.

The little Chinee grinped at him.

“Allee lightee!” he remarked. “No fallee
flom windee, you savvy. Playec little jokee
on_ Bulstlode.”

and Hop Hi stood re-

The Remove bully gasped. For some
moments he could not get his breath; the
relief was so great.

He found hls voiee at last.

“Hop Hil!”

The little Celestial nodded cheerinlly. He

was not afraid of Bulstrode with the }'amous
Four round him.

“Me allee lightee!”

“You young hound!” shouted Bulstrode,
guite himself again now, and making a step

ought to be taken
presented to Bulstrode!
Bulstrode

the palm for lying
from Bunter and
When it comes to real, solid lies,
is an easy first!”

“Oh, really, Brown-——"

Bulstrode gave the Removites a
ook, and then thrust his hands decp i
peckets and strode away.

“Where’s the grub?” asked Gatty, in the
Second Form® dormitery after ©Lights out®
that night.

“ Allee light!»

Hop Hi pulled a big bag out from undet
the bed, It -was a huge travelling-bag, and
looked large enough to carry the personal
property of a family in it.

The fags gathered round eagerly.

Yop Hi opened the bag, and began to hard
cut the contents.

The fags received them, and they wors
arranged on the floor, there being no fabla
in the dormitory for the feast to be arranged

0

upon.

But the fags were not particular.

So long as there was plenty to eat, they
were quite willing to pienic on the floor of
the dormitory.

And there waz certainly plenty to eat.

“My hat!” said Gatiy, forgetling his black
eye, as he surveyed the prov ns with the
other % This is ripping!»

Tag PENNY POPULAL
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“ Gorgeous !” said Tatton,
“ Spifing 12
“Tirst chop!?
& le Remove don’t often have
3 Nugent minor reinarked;
nurd Tnevert”
“ Good I
“The Fiith jolly well don'¢!)
4's first chop; and I propose,
pass a vote of thanks to Hop Hi.»
“Hear, hear!»
“That comes after the feed,
=ill have to make 2 eech,”
niinor.  “The feed fir

“Qh, yes, rather!”
beartily,

a fced like
“and the

said Myers.
cond, and

and Hop. I}
said Nugent

said a dezen voices very

Better fasten the deor,” said Tatton:
“They don't give us a key in the lock!?
m»lod Clatty.

“Shove a t‘h.lr under the handle, then.”?
“That's a good wheeze.”

Gatty took a chair; there were only two in
the dormitory, and r,he, were of the cane
variety, with round-topped backs.
- He shoved the back of one of them under
the handle of the door, and jammed it tightly.

The door would not open from without now
nnless the chair slipped from its place.

In case of a master or a prefect demanding
admission, of ecourse, the door would have
to he opFnu] The idea was to keep out Bul-
ttrode or any other raiding junior.

The door secured, the Second Form ¢
Zown to the feed.

Seated on the floor, cn pillows or on the

eds, they handed 1ound the good things, and
the mpply seemed to be almost endless.

Hop Hi beamed upon his Form-fellows.

The little Chinee spent most of the time in
'hpuably handing ouf the provisions and
1tng after the wants of his numerous

settled

But he was evidently enjoying ihe feed as
such as anybody.

Suddenly Gatty stopped a spoon on its way
s ;\n'nuth laden with jelly,
129
e fags listened.

There was a creak in the pas
sud that creak was a suflicient
@ stealthy footstep.
footstep.

Creak again!
Some blessed snenk creeping along there !’
8 nl Myers.

It can’t he a prefect.
tintoeing,” said Todd.
< hulstmde very likely.”
Never mind him; get on with the feed.”
Rather! Pass the jam!”

And the cake !”

! fags fed. But they started a little
2s the door was tried from the outside.
1% did not open, of course.

Dicky Nugent chuckled softly.

“It’s only a giddy raider,” he said. ©A
senior wouldn’t be sneaking about like that,
He can’t get in, so it's all right.»

The fags ate on unconcemedly
them looked at the door.
pressure from without, and the chair jammed
under the lock began 10 creak.

But the door did not open.

2 outside,
ication of
They did not hear tihe

He wouldn't be

Some of

The prunure increased, and ihe chair
creaked again and again. But it did not
hudge. T[bm the pressure ceased, and there |

was silence for a few minutes.

“He’s done!” grinned Gatty.

But Gatty was mistaken. A sharp tap
came at the door. The fags grinned, and toolt
1o other notice of it,

Tap, tap!

“Yes, I can see us opening the door—T
don't think 1» murmured Dicky Nugent, help-
ting himsell to seed-cake.

“Tap w.*ayhﬂ grinned Gatty, You
tap till you're tired, but that biess
won’t come open !¥

And the fags chuckled,

* “Open this door!»

It was a voice from outside—the voice of

scmecne speaking thickly through his nose.

" Home of the fags started anxiously.

Mr. Filmer, the master of the Second, had
a way of :peakmg through his nose.

“Hallo!? called out \h'rert minor ccolly,
‘Hallo’ Who's there ?»

“Your Form-master!»

“Ratsg!®

“T am Mr, Filmer!®

“More rats!»

“Open this door immediately !”
“I—T say, it svunds like Tilmer's
sald Tatton nervously. E

“ Stuff It‘s somebody Imitating him!»
said Nugent minor. “Filmer wouldnt creep
zbout like a blessed burglar 1

“Gf  eourse he wouldn't 1

ean
door

vofee | *

said Gatty,

é Shove the jam over here,- young 1} \Iyera 2k

THE PENNY POPULAR.~=NO,

15,
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“Qpen this deor!?

“Go and eat coke!?

“Nugeat minor, I shall cane you severely I»
“ More rats{? =
“Will you open this door?”

“And many of them!” said Nugent minor,
The fags chuckled gleefuily, There was- a

heaw shake at the door, and Bulstrode's

voice, uudxcguhed now,

roared through the

}e_\,hm

“'Open this door, you young cads, or I'll

lick the 1ot of you when X get in!?

~ And the fags

g
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ell of laughte

“Ha, ha, ha!» roared Nugent minor.

took up the yell. And that
was all the reply Bulstrode
ceiveqd as he rattled and shook at the door.

GREAT
SURPRISES
COMING!
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PREPARATION

FOR-

THE
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OWEN CONQUEST

and
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I

i ereaked again as the door was

i under the

| alien rotter!®

] 113: many a fellow in the

vid t-at*v.
)nmt T

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Hop Hi's Triumph
[ ASS the jam-tarts!”
minor cheerfully,
rattle and bang i
until a prefect come
He can’t hurt us
“The rotter!
out of the Rem
visit. ‘Whart
if he’d known.?
“Well, be can’t hu
“No getec in,”
% Bulsl,lode donee blown this
“ Quite brown !’
Bulstrode shook
But he was afral
tion of a prefect or a mast
tainly have wanted to knov ‘why h
of the Rem 10ve dormitory at that h
could not make much no
He desis ted at las ﬂrd the f:
sound of “whispering o 5
showed that, the Remove l,ul
Then there was another t
\'oice, subdued, through
“You young cubg—-
“Oh, get out!”
“ Will you open this door?»
“Yes—to-morrow 2

“Look here, T d

you. I'm goi ,z to lick T
shall let the rest of you alone.”

“Go hon!*

“1It doesn't matier {o you ¢
nim.»

“My dear chap,” said Nugept minor,
our best friend at the pXLSEIw moment
the founder of 2 jolly good feed, an
ninety of you,»

“Yes, rather!®

“You can't come
better go back to bed

“Ha, ha, ha!»

Bulstrode made no reply, but

5 if I ick

chorused

v.l 2
uke; go0

from outside. Gatty
“Hallo, it’s slipping!
He ran towards th
round top of the ¢
lock as

miped up suddenly,
My hat!®
1001

jerked,

Gatty reached the door, and had only t
to jump back again to avoid a nasty kv
as it flew open.

Bulstrode and Skinner

The fags Jumped to the
tarts and cakes and ginger-p
to the floor in con?

“Shut the door,
savagely,

“ What-ho !»

Skinner slammed the d
against it. Bulstrod
fags, his eyes ablaze,

“Well, I've got
sneeringly.

“Yes; and now
out again!® exelai
dauntedly, “You're not w
bhully !»

The burly Removite scowied at

“Not so much of you

claimed. - “I¥t wouldn't be
give you a -iicking
minor.”

“ Look here———=

“Hold your tongue, you cub!
Chinee cad??

Hop Hi had promplily p
himself and Bulstrode.

he

£eests

suid

in,

rou

lxi‘ to

25 Vitn Lung

Where's that

Remove bully.
Bulstrode caught

towards him with

dodged round the beal:
% Come here, you Liunup enh !

strode angrily.

“No comee!?

“I'll break every hoie in your hady !

“No catchee !

“Won’t I? I'll jolly

< x(,p«ﬂ(l Bul-

soon show you, you

And Bulstrode
Celestial,
“Hop it, Hop Hi!»

> rushied in pursuit of the little

shouied Gaity., “Don't

1 let him catch youl»
it

Hop Hi did not mean io if he could help
He ran and dodged desperately, eluded
Bulstrode at the end of © 1itory, apd

do;

| came pelting back,

The Remove bully rushed after i
gpeed, knocking out of ilie w
who purposely got into his pat

Nugent minor frowned dfxvlny

It was no light matter for fa
the burly Removite, who

itth, - - 2 =
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Bub the Second-Tormers were by 1o means
disposed to have their dormitory invaded in
this way, and least of all Nugent niinor. Hop
IIi was under his protection,

“ Look here, we're not going to stand this!>
he exclaimed,

“Nob much!» growled Gatty:

“He can chase Hop Hi as much as. he likes,
but if he touches him we’ll pile on him!¥

said Nugent minor resolutely.

“That’s the ticket!”

“He's a big beast, but there's enough of us,
T should think,” said Tatton.

“Yes, rather!”

“Stop him, Skinner!” shouted Bulstrode.

Skinner ran out from his post at the door,
and intercepted Hop Hi as he came racing up
the dormitory,

The little Chinee Ilowered his
desperately and charged at Skinner.

“Ow!” gasped Skinner.

He reeled backwards and rolled on the floor
in anguish. Hop Hi's hard round head had
knocked every ounce of wind out of him.

“Stop him!” yelled Bulstrode.

“Ow-w-w!”

“You asg—"

“Gro-0-00!”

Skinner lay on the fleor and gaspcd and
Buistrode rushed on after the elusive Chinec.

Hop Hi dodged him once more and came
tearing hack tlie length of the dormitory.

The Remove bully was flaming with rage by
this time.

lost of the fags were laughing at him.

He made a supreme cﬁort and caught up
with the little Chince, near enough to grasp
his streaming pigtail.

He grasped the pigtail, and jerked, and Hop
Hi came to a sudden halt with a howl of
pain.

“Now, you young cub!” gasped Bulstrode,

head

as his strong grasp closed upon the diminutive

form of the Chinese boy.
“Heipee Hop Hi!” gasped the new I’ig
“Keep off, you young cads——"
“Come on!” said Nugent minor,
teeth.
“Down with the Remove!”
“Scek it to him!”
A flood of fags swarmed upon Bulstmde
They were upon him, and round him, and
over him, like flies, in the twinkling of an
eye.

between his

He was a match for any three of them, but

against such numbers even the powerful bully
of the Remove had little chance.

He was forced to release Hop Hi to defend
hiinself, and his defence availed him little.

He was borne to the floor, and pinned there
under an overwhelming weight of fags.

“Rescue, Skinner!” he yelied.

But Skinner was in no condition to rescne
anybhody. He was gasping on the focr of the
dormitory, painfully trying to get his wind

ack.

“Got him!” said Gatty.

“Got the beast!” *h!&nl“d Nugent miner
trinmphantly.

“Let me go—"

“No fear?”

“Xick him out!”

“Chuck him out!”

“No goodee!” interposed Hop Hi, “He
comee backee again. Tie Bulstlode up, and
letee him lookee while we feedce. What you
tinkee?” s s

The fags yelled with laughter at the idea.

“Jolly good ideaf”

" “Got a rope?” demanded Nugent minor,

“Twist up a sheet; that will do.”

“Good!”

“Let me gol” roared Bulstrode.

“Yes—when we've done with you,” said
Nugent minor cheerfully. “Yank the beast
to the nearest bed, and tie him up!”

And the Remove bully was rolled over
towards the bed by many hands, and a
twisted sheet speedily -hound him to the leg
of the bedstead.

He struggled furicusly;, hut he struggled in |

vain.

He was soon secured;

Skinner.

Skinner was tmmg to crawl away towards |
“the door:

but the fags pounced upon him
hefore he. could reach .it.

“Collar:the cad!™

And they collared him—nct gently.

“Lemme go!” gasped Skipner.
go. quietly! I—I only came
Bulstrode. 1'll get out!” -

“Yes, and send a prefect to stop the feed,
perhaps,” sniffed Gatty. “You'll stay here
with Bulstrode. Yank him over!”

Skinner was “yanked” to a bed, and his
wrists were tied to the leg c¢f it, behind him,
so that he could sit up and watch the feed.
Bulstrode was writhing with rage

“Untie me!” he said hearsely. “I'll yell,
and bring the prefects here if you don’t.”

“Will you?” said Nugent minor coolly. “I'll
see that you don’t!
Myers.”

Bulstrode opened his mouth

L G i

furiously to

yell; and Nugent minor jammed the cake of
soap into it. Bulstrode sputtered and
spluttered wildly.

Nugent minor cooliy precceded to tie a|
handkerchief over his mouth to keep the soap
in place.

The Removiteé glared at him speechiessly.

He gasped and’ gurgled, but he eould nch
get rid of that unsavoury gag.

“I hope you can breathe through your
nose,” said Dicky Nugent. “I should he sorry
to have the trouble of disposing of your
body.”

*Ha, In hat” yelled the {ags.

4

and then the
victorious fags turned their- atttntmn to

here with |
{ mouth full.

Hand me a cake of secap, |

g@%‘ﬂﬁﬁ%‘%&

Bulstrode could breathe through his nose.
"He sat and gasped and gurgled, while the

fags resumed their interrupted feed. Skinner
‘made no attempt fo yell,

He didn’t want fo be gageed with a cake of
50aP.

Under the sves of the eaptured raiders,
Second-Formers resumed the feed, and it pro-
ceeded merrily.

Unmindful of the glares of rage begtowec
upon them, they ate and drank and made
merry. - :

Hop Hi’s health was drunk dozens of
times in ginger-beer and lemenade, and the
corks popped merrily till the last ho‘th had
been opened and emptied. v

There was very little left of the feed by
this time; and the fags finished up the frag-
ments in 4 conscientious manner.

There was nothing wasted by the Second
Form when they were having a feed.

Dicky Nugent gave a long sigh of satis
faction a3 he finished the last tart.

“Well, you chaps, I must say this hag hecn
a ripping feed!” he exclaimed.

“Magnificent?” said Gatty.

“1 propose a voie of (Oﬂﬁdtl‘l(‘(\~1 rumm A
vote of thanks to the for
feast

“I second it!” said Gatty, fini
of the currant jelly.

“And I third it,” said

Myers, with his

“Hear, hear!®

“Passed unanimously,” said Nugent m
with a leok round. “Hep Hi's a iolly g«
fellow, and we're goinz to stand by him,
especially against Remove cads. Kick thoss
rotters out, and let’s get to bed!”

“Hear, hear!”

Bulstrode and Skinner
promptly kicked out.

They offered no resistance.

were untied, and

They were aching all over, and in nowise
{ inclined to renew the combat.
They disappeared into the passage, aud

the Second Form put away the traces of the
feed, extinguishing the lights, and went to
bed, very well satisfied with Hop Hi and with
one another.

The next morning Wun Lung grinned with
satisfaction 2s he beheld Hop Hi parading the
Close, arm-in-arm with Nugent minor —and
Gatty.

Hop Hi had started well; and henceforth
there was to be no trouble—at least, as fal

as the Second Form was concerned-—for Wl
Lung minor.
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
A Startling Discovery.

13 OUD-NIGHT, Knowles!”
“Good-night, sir!”
Knowles, the unpopular prefeet

of the Sixth Form at Rookwood,
left the Head's study. with mixed fcelings
siruggling for mastery within his breast.

Heg had that evening -suffered an unpre-
ccdented outrage.to his dignity and a great
deal of personal discomfort.
hand, he looked

like getting ecven with

Jimmy Silver & Co. of the Fourth Form at

last—and that was something that he had
wanted to achieve for a long time past.

Cn the whote, perhaps, Knowles was pretty
well satisfled. 1t was worth a goou deal of
discomfort, in his opinion, to get Jimimy Silver
& Co. a ﬁogg'ng from_the Head. And tbat
was what was in store for the heroes of the
Fourth on the morrow. The Head himself
had passed the semtence.

Jt had come about in this wise.

‘When crossing the quad in the dark, earlier
in the evening, Knowles had suddenly been
coliared. TUnseen hands had scized him, a
sack had been unceremoniocusly jammed over
Lis head, and in a twinkling he was at the
mergy of his assailants.

Knowles had raved and struggled 'md tried
to shout, naturally, bunt - the sack had
smothered his voice, and a rope wound round
and round him, outside the sack, had sotn
restrained his stru;"lee

Knowles was not long in realising that he was
ihe victim of a rag. His aSSaxlants numbered

, nb least three or four, and were evidently
juniors. Knowles' susp fons had at once ﬂovm
to Jimmy Silver & Co. 'They were always “up
against ” the bullying prefeet, and only that
day Knowles had given them a severe licking.

Knowies was carried to the old abbey ruins
In the seheol grounds, and left there.. It was
several hours before he could manage to
loosen his bonds sufficiently to enable him to
get rid of the stifling sack.

Then hé had shouted and shouted, and
Bulkeley and Neville of the S8ixth had
uitimately rescued him, but they were

piloted to the spot by Jjimmy Silver & Co.!
The Fourth-Formers had declared that they
had heard Knowles® shouts from their dormi-
tory, but Knowles was too furious to listen
o that explanation. He tock them belore the
ead then and there, and accused them of
the outrage. Things looked black for Jimmy
Silver & Co., but they stoutly maintained
their imocence—for innocent they were.

Reluctant to eondemn them on cireum-
stantial evidence alone, the Head had asked
Knowles if he had any sort of direct proof.

It was then that the revengeful prefect
made up his mind to stick at nothing to
procure the punishment of the juniors he
hated. He told a deliberate lie. He declared

that he had recognised Jimmy Siiver’s voice
when his unseen assailants collared him in
the darkness of the quad!

Br,
L!nmdc‘

Chisholm’s brow had become like
as Knowles uttered this damning
1t in cool, deliberate tones. Jimmy
. silver & Co. had been almost tco staagerﬂd
to protest, and the Head seon cut short their
stammered denials. Dr. Chisholm’s. last
doubts had been removed, and Jimmy Silver
& Co. uad been dlud;,ed guilty, and dis-
imizsed to their dornntory to spend the night
in miserable anticipation of the puullc flog-
- ging that awaited them in the morning. .
As Knowles reached this point in his train
i thought, his thin lips parted in an evil
smile. The events of the night, unpleasant
28 they had been, had at leash Theen disastrous
for Jimmy bnver & Co. As Knowles strode
seross the dark quad towards the Modern

vatistaction, looked as’ though notbing
TEE PENNY PoPULAR.—No, 15,
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could save the juniors he detested from a
severe flogging — and the thought was very
pleasant to the Modern prefect.

A moving shadow under the old beeches
caught his cye, and be stopped. It was not
likely that a second attack on him was
planned, but he was on his guard. It was
most’ hke)y some junior who had heen out of
bis  dormitory at forbidden hours, and
Knowles was in the mood to punish somebody
—anyhody—just then. He made a spring to-
wards the shadow, and he heard a footsiep
and hurried breatbing.

The footsteps pattered away swiftly in the
dark. Knowles set his teeth and dashed i
pursuit.

He caught a ;,mem of a running figure for
a moment and then it vanished round the
new wing. Knowles dashed after it, guessing
that it was a Modern junior out of bo ds,
and that he was seeking to re-enter at the
back of the house.

He was right.

Ag he camé running round the house, he
saw a little window at the back half open,
and a dark figure elamhering in.  Knewles
came up, panting, and grasped the legs of the
vanishing junior. There was a startled cry.

“Oh!”

“You ean come oub, you ¢ said
Knowles, holding on tight to th L Hve
got youl!”

The junior made a terrific cfiort to drag

himself in through the w hut }\nonee
held on like a vice.
the junior gasped.
bodily from the window, i

the ground, panting.

“Get up!” growled the prefect.

The junior rose. Knowles peered a
and recognised Tommy Dnﬁd of the
Dodd was looking very pale, and breathing
hard.

“So it’s youl” said Knowles,

Tommy Bodd looked sullen.

“Yes,” he said defiantly.

“What are you doing
mitory #”

Tommy Dodd did not answer, hut hi
were fixed on Knowles withh a peculi
pression, which the prefect could not fail to
notice, dark as it was.

“Why don’t you answer me?” cxela
Knowles roughly. “Hs you been pis
larl\ﬁq on. the Classics =

No."

ocut of your dor-

“Then what have you heen np to?’
“I’ve been out in the gquad.”
“Nowhere else?”
“No.»

“You were going
said Knowles. .*
you met me.

Silence.

“Why don't you a
as surprised as angry.
take you to the Head?”

“I don’t care.”

* Knowles stared at hira. T¢ was unot like
the cheery Tommy Dodd  to be silent and
sullen. Perbaps he had npot forgotten that
tremendous licking of the afternoon, from
which his® hands were sti ,.chma Tommy
Podd was certainly s
reckless now.
“You were up to something,

e on you,”
i i ran when
Where were you going?”

¢ Knowles,
1 want me to

sajd Knowles,

mystified and curio ‘You may as weli own
up what it was. XMy hat!” he cjacu , 4%
a sudden thought struck him. “Yoeu .were

going to sce Sslvcx A

“T wasn't.”

“Perhaps you were with him m W im he
did this evening,” said Knogwles, q
tcxmg, and his grasp
junior’s shouider. Yo
wight have guessed tha

Y wasn’t going 10 _see
know what he's done, and I don't care,”
Tommy Dodd sulkily,

said

Sitver, and I don't’

“Then what were you daing out of deor

No reply.

) thli)n}},{ I know well enough,” said

Knowles savagely. “Those Li.}ﬂszt’al cads

were not alone in it. Perhaps-youn helped

them to collar me. ©wn up, you young cad!”
Tommy Dodd started viclently.

‘8o that touches you, does it?” snrexcd
Knowles, “Were in the gang? There
were four of them at least-~there might have
been meore.”

i

4

I

“Good! an can take the flogging along
w itu the rest,” said Knowles. “Co ome with me;
you’re going straight to the Head.”

“J—1 smay > gtammered Tommy Deodd.

“You needn’t say anything,” said Knpowles
grimly. “I'm pretty certain that you were
one of them, and, anyway, you can explaln
to the He.xd \\‘Mr you're -]omg out of thoe
dormitory at half-past You young
hound, that's because I ou to-day.
You've heiped those ¢ assl s to assauit
your own prefect

“They're gomg te be f‘ozc asked
Tommy Dodd, in a husky voie 5

“Yes; and you with them, yon had a
hand in it.”

"J-mmy Silver and his friends, do you
mean

“Yes.?

“For—for goﬂarm

“T see ¥ i t, ared
Knowles. 're going to he ﬂog"mi to-
IMOTTOW. ish tbey could be sacked.

Tommy Dodu drew a deep, deep hrcam.

“Then I'll come to the Head,” he said.
“I—I'm glad yon dropped on me, Knowles.
I—I hadn’t the faintest idea they might he
suspected. I never thmn.hi But I'd

have owned up as s
going to be flog
“R¢ you admit g
“Yes, you brute! Yes, you bully! T
lared you, and serve you 1 i
sha’n't tell you who heiped n

& they were

cel-

‘The‘y had nothing to do with it,” sajd
Tommy

]&now!es started. Ti began
mm that he had discovered a

“Don’t tell 1

io dawn lxpt"l
littie too much.
xid savagely.
“Im not g lies, you cad! Modern
chaps helped n‘e I shouldn't be likely to
20 to the Classical rotters for help!” said
'l(}mmy Dodd d dfnnfu]ly “Now, take me
to the Head. I’'m ready to own up, and-1'il
show him my hands, teo, and let him sce
how you licked me this afternocn, you bully !”
Knowles released Tommy Dodd. ” He st
at the Modern junior blankly in the
He understood now. It wag nob the bia
at all. The juniors of Ris own side,
he had savagely punished,
vengeance and earried jb 01.t There were
four of them--Dodd and Doyle and Cook, un-
doubtedly, and andther. If was ni*erly ui-
likely that the Modern chums would have
called on Classical juniors for aid ir ch an
enterprise.  Knowles knew that. His cags
against Jimmy Silver & Co. erumbled away.
He had discovered too much.
For, oddly enough, though Tommy Dodd
lmd collored him and tied “him up, Knowles
ould have preferred Jimmy Siiver to be
ﬂogged. And the lie he had told in ihe
Head’s study came hack to his mind with
staggering force. He had declared that he
had recognised Jimmy Silver's veice. ~ And
Tommy Dodd was the guiity party, and ready
to own up that my Silver had had nothing
to do with it, and had not Heen on the spot
at all.
“It—ib was youi? s
“You and Doyle and Cool
“Find out!”
“Oh, you
almost dazed

2 he

s
whom
had phumd that

ered  Enowles.

Knowies was

young hound!”
His e bad

hig @iscavery.
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core home 1o rosst now, with a vengeance.-

“ You—you young scoundrel!”

“Pile it on,” caid Tommy Dodd recklessly.
“3 made up my mind you’d go through it, and
vou have. I don’t care if you take me to the
Head! I was a fool to care what happened
10 you at all, that’s all. I don’t care if you
know the rest. I meant to leave you tied
up in the old abbey for a few hours, and then
eome and untie your legs 50 that you could
walk, if you hadn't got help sooner. I was
‘going to the abbey to gee if you were still
there, when I ran into you just mow. Still,
I don’t care. I'd have owned up to-morrow
miorning, anyway,” rather than see Jimmy
Bilver flogged.”

Knowles panted.

He knew the truth now, and it was easy
enough to take Tommy Dodd to the Head,
and get the right party sentenced to condign
punishment. Buat how was he to explain the
lie he had told? He had told it, in the con-
vietion that Jimmy Silver was guilty, and the
lic could not be explained away.

If only he had had sense enough to keep to
the truth! He gritted his teeth with rage as
he thought of it. Even now he would rather
that Jimmy Silver had the flogging- than
Tommy Dodd. 70

“Well, why don't you take me to the
Head?” growled Tommy Dodd. “I'm ready.”

Knowles drew a deep breath.

“Because 1 don’t believe vou,”
deliberately.

Tommy Dodd jumped.

:j%m}?you don’t believe me, Knowles?

No

he

“But—but I've owned up!” stammered
Tommy Dodd, in utter amazement. He had
not, the faintest idea of what was working
n Knowles’ mind, and he was astounded.

“1 believe youw've been trying to pull my
leg,” said Knowles calmly. “I dew’t believe
you know anything about the matter .except-
ing what I've told you. Go back to your dor-
mitery.” .

“But—but—-7>

“Get in at that window, and go back to
your dormitory,” said Knowles harshly. “If
you have the sense to hold your tongue, I wiil
say nothing about this. Get in!” =
.He pushed the amazed junior towards the
window. Tommy Dodd, with his hrain in a
whirl, (;Iam{)ered in, and disappeared in tle
‘!ax_-kqoss within. Knowles went round the
huilding and hurried to his own study.

‘The. prefect’s face was pale with rage and
chagrin. What was to happen now? If
fommy Dodd had se enough to hold his
tongue he could eses punishmené, and
Knowles would say nothing. The real per-
;retmto'r'of the outrage c¢ould eicape scot-
free, with Knowles’ blessing for that matter.
80 Jong as Jimmy Silver was flogged, and
Knowles’ falschood was not brought to ligit.

Would Tommy Dodd hold his tongue?

After some reflection Knowles decided that
he would. A flogging was not a light matte 3
and_he was pretty certain that the junior
would keep silence, so long as the prefeet
held his peace. If nothing was said Jimmy
Silver weuld be flogged, and Knowles’® false-
hood, which had come home so uncomfort-
ably to roost, would never be brought home
to him.

: Ktno'wles went to bed fceling more com-
orted.

-Tommy Dodd was sure to have enough
sense to bhold his tongue. Unfortunately for
Wnowleg, Tommy Dodd, though quite a sen-
sible youth, was not blessed with the kind
of sense that Knowles gave him credit for.

i}

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Coming to Terms.

IMMY SILVER & CO. turned out in the
morning at the clang of the rising-beli
in the lowest spirits, ¥
.. As a rule, they greeted the rising

sun with iaces as sunny as his own. But on
this particular morning they were decidedly
downhearted.

The fiat had gone forth, and there was no
arguing with the Head. Aiter prayers, before
morning classes were assembled, the Fistical
Four were to be hauled up before the whole
school and flogged.

The disgrace of that punishment, as well
a8 the pain of it, troubled their minds. The
consciousness of innocence made it all the
more hitter.

They eame down in glum spirits. TLong
before breakfast all the Classicals were in
possession of the story. Smythe of the Shell
and bis {riends, who were very much up
against the Fistical Four, deciared that it
served them right. Smythe of the Shell, in
faect, seemed to look forward to the occasion
with rome pleasurable anticipation. -But the

chams of the Fourth were teo dispirited even
to knock Smythe’s hat off.

“It’s rotten!” groaned Lovell dolorously.
“It wouldn't be so bad if wc’d had the
satisfaction of ragging the cad. But to be
flogged for ragging the beast when we didn't
do it—that fairly puts the lid on!”

“Qur luck’s out!” grumbled Raby. *“The
cads who did it ought to own up! Might be
Smythe and his zef, for all we know. Oh,
it’s rotten!”

“They may own up, whoever they are,”
said Jimmy .Silver hopefully. “We're not
flogged yet.”

“We soon shall be!” grunted Lovell.

It was exasperating, too, that most of the
Classical fellows -seemed to believe that the
Fistical Four had “done it.” Most of them
highly approved of doing i, too, and com-
miserated the quartette on being found out.
But they only smiled at the Fistical Four’s
almost frenzied assertions that they hadn’t
done it. It was a good deed, and they

wished they had done it; but they hadn’t.
The order had gone forth for the whole

Friday. g

study. Xnowles had hcen watching his faeca
during breakfast. He was sure—almost surc
—that Tommy Dodd wounld do the sensible
thing. But he wanted to be guite, quite
sure.

“You remember that rot you were tfelling
me last night, Dodd?” said Knowles,” when
the door was closed. g ;

“Yes,” said Tommy. - i

“I told- you I didn’t believe it. I dor’t
believe it now. And I sha’n’t say anything
about the matter,” said Knowles. 3

Tommy Dodd’s lip curied. - Azin

“I know !” he said.. “You've got your knife
into Jimmy Silver, Knowles; and you’d rather
ggadw_:s flogged than me, though you know I

id it.” -

Knowles breathed hard through his nose.
He had hoped that Tommy Dodd would have
sense enough to avoid plain speaking, Tommy
Dodd seemed to be singularly lacking in
sense upon -some subjects.

“You do not mean to say that you intend
to répeat this preposterous story, Dodd?”
said Knowles, after a pause.

crys

to the legs.

Knowles grasped the legs of the vanishing junior, and there was a startied
“ You can come cut, you sweep ! ”’ said Knowles, helding on tight to
‘ )’ve got you ! *?

(see page 8)

school to assemble in Big Hall after praycrs
to witness the floggi fic order caused
much heart-searc
on the Modern

For the three 1
had helped them on that gre
not like the idea of i flog
But they agr doletully
there was I for
music.

“We couldn’t keep quict and let it go on,”
said Tommy Dodd. “It’s all my fault.
got you chaps into this scrape-—-"

“Sure you didn’'t inboirely!” said Tommy
Doyle loyally.: “We can stand it, anyway.”

“I’'m going to own up, and 1 sha’'n’t name
you ehaps,” said Tommy BDodd. “No nced
four getting licked if oze will do. And T per-
suaded you, anyway.”

“Rot!” said Tommy Cock.
up, we're going te.”

“Well,” said Tommy Dodd, “lel’s go out
and look for those Ciassic worms, and ease
their minds a hit.”

“Right-ho !” ;

“Podd ” Tt -was Knowles’ voicc; he was
Jooking for the checrful youth.

“Hallo, Knowles!” said Tommy Dodd, with
the respect due to a prefect conspicuously
ahsent from hjs manner,

- “Come into my study,” said Enowles.

“Wait for me, you chapsi” =
Tommy Dodd followed Kno

Towle, who
oceasion, did
ged themselves.
enough, that
it but to face the

“1f you own

les into his

Tommy Dodd looked him straight in the
eyes.

“Do you want me to kcep quict about it??
he asked. -

“It would be hetter, for your own sake.”

“And what price Jimmy Silver?”

“What does it matter about Silver? Yon
don’t like the fellow, anyway. I caught you
fighting him yesterday.”

“Yes, fighting him!” sald Tommy Dodd dis-
dainfully. “I’ve fought him a round dozen
times since he’s been at Rookwood.  Bug
playing him a dirty trick——that’s another,
matter.”

“Do you want to be flogged, you young
idiot?” :

“No fear!”

“Then hold your tongue!”

“I can’t! And I won’t! What do you
want me to hold my tongue for?” demanded
Tommy Dodd. “S8o that Silver may be
flogged, when he hasn’t  done  anything.
You've still got it in for him over that bare
ring-out, 1 suppose. Well, as soon as_we'ra
in Big Hall, if Silver is to be flogged, I'm
going to own up.”

“You—you mean that?”

“Yes, I do mean it! You ought, as a pree
fect, to have reported my confession to the
Head already!” said Tommy Dodd. =

Enowles ground his feeth. It had come
to that through his crocked ways. A junior

TBE PENNY PoPrran.—No. 15,
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of the Fourth Form was coolly lecturing
hLim,a prefect of the Sixth, on what he ou"h"
to have: done!

“And it wouldn’t-do you*any good if I
told how you've tried. to persuade me to
keep quiet and let Silver be flogged!” said
Tommy Dodd, with flashing eyes. “Blessed
it 1 haven’t a good mind to let it out, too!

1f I'm going to be flogged for nailing you

I'il give you a show-up, too! I'll het the
Head wouldn’t let you be a prefect after
\\hat 1 could tell him if I chose!”

“He wouldn’t believe a word of it!"
mered Knowles, pale with uneasiness.

“Very well, I'll tell him, and see.” -

Knowles bit his lip till the blood camc
Tommy Dodd swung towards the door, and
the Modern cap’fam called him back ir a
husky voice. -

“Dodd! Stop a minute!”

“Well?” said Tommy Dodd.

stam-

“You—you really mean that—that you're!

, going to take the flogging instead of %uvu?”
xmltter“d Knowles.
“Don’t you believe I mean it? You'll sce
soon; it’s nearly time for prayers.”
“Wait—wait a minute! Look here, Dodd,
1 wan{ you to keep your mouth shut! I—I'm

willing to look over what you did last mvht. E

Perhaps I was a bit too rough on vyou,”
Knowles unsteadily.
ficgged.”

‘Fat lot you care!”
“You want old Bilver flegged for nothing!
And you think T’m mean c¢ad enough to stand
by and see it done to save my own skin!
Well, you'll see. As soon as Jimmy Silver
i3 called out I shall trot up.”

“You know you'll be flogged!"
Knowles. y

“Of course I know it.”

“3f you held your tongue—-"

“Oh, cheese it!” said Tommy Dodd dis-
respectfully. “What sort of a cad do you
think you’re talking to?”

Knowles clenched his hands almost con-
n:lsively, and made a movement towards the
jenior. He looked dangersus at that moment,
bt Tommy Dodd did not flinch.

The junior looked the prefect steadily in the
face. e was very mearly as angry as
Knowles, And a suspicion was working in
his mind. It could not simply be the desire
te see Jimmy Silver flogged that moved
wwles to this extent. There was something
mere than that in it. Xnowles evidently had
zomething to fear if Tommy Dodd owned up;
and Tommy was not long in guessing what it
was. He gave a low whistle, and burst into
a laugh.

“0h, my hat!” ejaculated Tommy Dodd.
“¥You're in. for it, Knowles! You've told
the Head that it was Silver! Yon told lies—
toid ium you recognised him, or something,
and you're afraid of being bowled out! You
have put your foot in it this fime, Knowles!”

Tommy Dodd laughed again with enjoy-
ment. He seemed to find something quite
sing in the prefect’s predicament
You are in a fix, Knowles,” he said cheer-
“Fairly bunkued by gum! Il be

vorse for you than for me. You've told the
Hmd crams. My hat! What a nerve! 1
mizht have guessed it! He wouldn't flog old
Silver unless he thought it was pretty clear
against him! Now you’ll have to own up you
fibhed! No more prefecting after that! 1'd
1\“191‘ be flogged myself than own up as a

sa.ld
“1-1 don’t want you

stammered

bhut up, vou young cad!”

“Hallo! There's the bell for prayers!” said
Tommy Dodd. “Come on, Knowles. Mustn’t
be ifate, you know. 1'm r’omg to be flogged,
and you'res going to get it in the neck! The
Head will be pleaaed to hear how you tried to
get me to keep it dark, because you ‘d been
telling him whoppers! Oh, my aunt!”

“You—you will not tell him that stut—
tercd Knowles. “ He wouldn't believe you—"

“Bow-wow! I'Il give him the chance!”
erinned Tommy Dodd, thoroughly enjoying
the discomfiture of the bully of the Sixth.
“(4, crumbs, you have put your foot im it!”

Knomes pante;l with rage.

“You will hold your tongue, Dodd——"

A Magnificent Long,

said Tommy Dodd. |

i great a

]

& 1\0 jolly fear?”

“I—1 will get Silver off the flogging some-
how,” said Knowles at last, his voice quite
husky. “Then—then if you don’t say any-
thing you'll get off, t00.”

‘Fommy Dodd whistied.

“Now you're talking!” he exclaimed
heartily, *Put it like .that, and it’s a .go!
We'll keep the httle secret between us—
what?”

“Yes,” said Knowles, grinding his teeth.
“After the way we bagged you! I say, you}
are “a forgiving chap, Knowles! You am”s

i really the sort of fellow a chap would expect

to turn the other cheek h\e this!” chuckled
Tommy Dodd.

*“Qh, you young—you—-"

i wlllmn‘ to have it all out if you are!”
grinned Tomm v Dodd. “Oh, what a lark! 1
say, the bell’s stoppmg' Ta-ta, Knowlesy!”

Tommy strolled out of the study with his
hands in his pockets, whistling, and left the
door wide open. Any other fag who had done
that would have been dragged back by the
scruff of his neck and licked till he roared.
But Tommy Dodd was a privileged person just
now, and Knowles did not say a word.

The three Tommies joined Jimmy Silver &

Co. as they scooted across the quad for
chapel. Tommy Dodd gave Silver a thump
on the back.

“It's all serene!” he sai “Keep your
pecker up! There’s not g to be any
ﬂoggmg*’

“What!” ejaculated Jimmy Silver.

“It’s right as rain! Yow've got eft!”
chuckled Tommy Dodd.

“Eh? Who's got me off

“Knowles!”

. “My only hat!”

Jimmy Silver went into chapel in a state of
astonishment.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.

Scot Fres.
®. CHISHOLM was on his way to Big
ifall, where all Rookwood was
assembled for the flogging, when
Knowles came up to him. Knowles
was 1001\1[10 pale and troubled.

“What is_it, Knowles?” asked the Head,
pausing and regarding the Modern prefect
very curiously.

“1—3 feel that I must speak to you, sir,”
said Knowles, with an efiort. He had thought
it out, and decided upon the only possible
course of action, but he was very doubtful
how the Head wonld take it. “It’s about
Silver, sir.”

“His punishment about to be
ministered, Knowles.”

“It's—it’s about that, sir. T-—I've hzen
thinking it over. You see, sir, last night I
was very excited when I found myself
attacked in the dark, and—and a bag was
over my head, and—and after thinking it out
very carefully, sir, I've come to the econ-
clusion that perhaps I was mistaken.”

“Mistaken, Knowles?”

“Yes, sir. I think perhaps T was mistaken
in thinking that I recognised Silver’s veice.”

Dr. Chisholm’s face became very grim.

“Indeed! Last night,” Knowles, you
declared to me in the most positive manner
possible that you recognised Silver’s voice.”

“Y¥ know, sir. But since then I've reflected
very carefully You see, sir, I—1 thought
it was Silver, and—and I thought I knew his
veice.. But now I don’t feel at all sure ahout
it—in fact, I really think I was mistaken!”

“That is very strange indeed, Knowles.
Upon your positive assertion, I have sen-
tenced four juniors to be flogged. Now you
‘tell me that you have made a mistake.”

is ad-

“I felt that I cught to speak to you in|

time, sir, before. the punishment was
administered,” mumbled the wretched
Knowles.

“Quite so. That was undoubtedly your
duty. It would have been infamous if you
had allowed those boys to be punished, if
there is the slightest doubt in the matter.

§ But you have placed me in an absurd 1)o°1t10n,

Knowles,” said the Head severely. “The

‘am glad you have spoken to me in time.

‘escaped - causing
5 mjustlm =
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whole school has been assembled to witness
the flogging.”

“I—I am so sorry, sir!” s

“J trust so0,” said the Head ta rhly. - “1
But
I must tell you, Knowles, that you have acted
very foolishly and rashly. You had no right
to make that positive statement unless you
were absolutely sure. You have narrowly
me to commit a great

“I'm very sorry, sir!
on thinking it over—"
“Very well, I am glad to have made this
dlccoyery in time, at all events. Have you

I felt sure then, but,

4 any fresh supposition as to the authors of

the outrage?”

Tommy Dodd's
prefect’s lips.

But he dared not utter it..

It was maddening to let the junicr escape
punishment. But he dared not bring Tommy
Dodd in contact with the Head.

For, after hearing Tommy Dodd’s story,
Dr. Chisholm could hardly be left with any
doubt that Knowles had not made a

“mistake ” the previous night, but had teld
him a deliberate falsehood.

.There was no help for it—the Head must
never know that he had attempted to induce
the real culprit to keep silent while Jimmy
Silver was punished.

His crooked policy had led him to that
unpleasant position; -for by his attempt to
punish the innocent he was compelied to lcr,
the guilty party escape!

“Well, Knowles?” S

«I have no idea, sir,” falteréd Knowles. i &
—I think Lovell and the rest were telling the
truth last night, sir. I am sure they had
nothing to do with it.”

The Head frowned with intense annoyance.

He felt that he had been placed in a
ridiculous position. Still, he was glad that
this discovery had come before the flogging
had been inflicted.
. “Yery well, Enowles! I cannot say I am
pleased with you. There will be an inguiry,
and I hope the real culprits will be dis-
covered!” :

Dr. Chisholm swept on, frowning, leavipg
Knowles breathing more freely. The chief
worry ‘on_the prefect’s mind now was that
the inquiry might possibly be suecessfui,
Knowles, the victim of & urexampled ont-
rage, was in the curious poqt)on of prayinz
that the culprits might not bc discovered.
It was really a valuable lesson on the
advantage of sticking to the truth on all
occasions!

name trembled on the

There was no flogging that mor

The surprised school was dism

Big Hall, and the fellows went to their Form-
rocms in a state of wonder.

That day there was an ‘inguiry, but, as it
was naturally confined to the Cla ml side,
the facts had not much chance of coming to
light. Nobody suspected that Knowles
dasmlants came from his own side—except the
young rascals themselves.

And, fo the general surprise, Krowles did
not show himself at all keen to .get on the
track of the culprits. He seemed only anxious
for the whole unpleasant matter fo be
dropped and done with.

And dropped it -was. - For soms days Reok-

wood swrmised and wondered about the
mysterious affair. But it remained a
mystery.

Jimmy Silver & Co. were greatly puzzled.
But when Tommy Dodd and his chums came
to tea one evening in the end study, the
mystery was cleared up so far as the Fistical
Four were concerned. iyt

Jimmy Silver & Co. almost wept with
laughter over Knowles' peculiar predicament.
The mere idea of Knowlés scheming and
worrying to save from discovery the fellows
who had bagged him and tied him wp made
them shriek. But outside that select cirele
in the Fourth the mysterious happenings of
that night remained a mystery.

THE END,
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THE TYRANT OF ST. JIM’S!

A Grand Long,
Complete Story
of Tom Merry &
Co., the Chums
of St. Jim’s.

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Fatty Wynn’s Hunger Strike.

1 MEERY & Co., the famous chums
Jim’s; were looking for Fatty
y,,, the fat junior.  They had

just come down from the dormitory,
4 there was still half an hour before the
fast-bell would sound.
M:zrrv & Co. were
t Fatty Wynn.
taft of St.

)

feeling very
The previous
] Jim’s had received
whaole from an uncle, and in the
Iness of his heart had generously blown
the present at the tuckshop. U xurtun.ncl\,
3 ougn Mr. Ratelitf, the Housemaster—
t all tlmes very sour and bitter—had spoilt
jollification by forbidding such lavish
penditure of the “fiver,” and although
most of the money had “gone west,” Ratty
:arehed off with a Hy beautiful steak
and kidney pie. Fatty ynn thought this
ocedure was )‘.oisl gone mad, and
expressed itraged feelings so
rongly that Mr. }th(hil at once had made
up his mind to deal very severely with his
outraged pupil.

Tom Merry & Co. could find no trace of

Fatty Wynn, but nd Kerr were
in 'hv quadrangle extremely dis-
Ot

asked Tom

and

Thrw \xh;atle
!y thick,” said \onxt_\.' Lowther.
“Better than a flogg ini:, though.”

“Not for Fatty!” said 1‘1""1115 lugubriously.
“Fatty told me through the hole that
Il‘ \Aould re a hu'\«;m@fn-;

, too. A hunger
ynn certainly seepied a queer asso-
ciation of ideas.
“But poor old Fatty is in a bad way,”
Kerr. “He slanged Ratty right and
tt, and Ratty never forgives. Joskins, the
page, is taking in bread and water for
his breakfast. HMe says Fatty has finished
what he leit last nmt. so I suppose the
kid hasn’t started the hunger-strike

”n

“I fancy he won’'t!” grinned Monty Low-
ther. “It wouldn’t be safe for Joskins to
#0 into the room if Fatty hadn't had any-
thing to cay for twenty-four hours.”

'H.L, aa ha!”?.

“I'm going Tound to see him,” said Fig-
“I arranged a signal with him last

You fellows ‘can come n you like,
£ don’t let anybody see you.”
1he juniors skirted the New House, and
eutered the -bricked passage between that
ho

cuse and a portion of ﬂxe wall of the
ool museum. It was a “blind alley,” and
eral windows opened on it, but not of
abited rooms, so there was little danger
ohserved, once they were in the
High above them was the little
ed window of the punishment-room in
the New House.

Figging, after a cautious look round, began
8¢ \\msdu. The juniors kept their eyes fixed
ipon the little window high ahove, It was
nnpossxblr’ for Fatty Wynn to look out, the
hars being too elose together. But a strmg
vad seen fluttefing over -the little sill, with
o peneil tied Yo the end of it. The pejml
ue fluttering down towards the juniors.
Good  old Fatty!” said. Figgins. “He’
made a string out of his handkerchief, as I
told him, and he’s tied that pencil on it
to: x\-eight it.?

The pencil

came  within Figgins’ rez;ch.

By
MARTIN
CLIFFORD.

He ecaught it, 2
to show Fatty Wj
he drew a bha
and attached t

“Jolly cute

““I thought of
modestly.

Fatty Wy the bars of
the window vl.m-) string

bail for the
but very
ng a good
and the
barred

again, and Figgine
cord to
strong cord,
weight. The ha
end followed
window.
“He's got it!” said Manners,
Fatty Wynn r-h-)uﬁ the cord as a signal,
Fzgams cut off the remainder of the bhall.
(_‘ommummt.um are o w ! grinfed
Monty Low P the most
important p
“IIa, ha!
Kerr took
package of s
end oi the cord.
cord, and the pa
peared through the ba
Then a hand was th
and Fatty Wynn’'s ph.mp
in the dircction of 4l
hand disappeared a
“What does that
Figgins.

“It means that w
AMerry. “Somehody’s
“Cut!” <ud }\“"

A tne

smali
to the
¢ up the
2 disap-
window
into view,
efinger pointed
Thein the

said

e

d Tom

They had
stalment  of
and they
would pe

D

knew how welcome the

to Mr. Rateliff’s vic
And the. chums of

hreakfast cheered up

they had not

hour of need.
Fatty Wynn, in

went in'to
thought that
Wynn in the

onl, was

the :‘~:1;ﬁs§.mrﬂ

equally cheerful. Upon ble lay a
tray, with bread and wat s un the pre-
ceding night. He had no to.lv"h(—d it yet,
depending on Figgine and Kerr to come to

the rescue, and his heart had jumped at
the sound of Figginy’ whistle below. He
had received the Daf:'ﬂ‘:t of sandwiches
safely, and was aboud to open it, when he
heard a step outside the door. In a moment
he made the signal to the juniors helow, and
squeezed the sandwiches and the cord under
the mattress of the bed. He was sitting
on the bed looking quite undisturbed when
the door was unlocked, and Xr. Rateliff
came in.

Mr. Ratelif glanced at the wuntouched
bread and water on the table, and then
glanced at the F'}Istﬁﬁ of the Fourth.

“You have net caten your breakfast,
W;nn o he Rald =

*“No, sir,”

“Indeed! you are
already learning voracious
appetite, Wynn?”

No answer.
‘“Are you nob hungry?
“Yes, sir,”

“Why do you not eat hreakfast,
then?” -,

“Y'm not goi o ezt bread and water,
sir.”

“Ah! 1 think.you will probably change
your mind ahout that,” said Mr. Ratcliff,

with -a hard smile. “X think you made the
same declaration. last night, Wynn.”

Fatty Wynn ﬂu“]\_d

“I am going to hate a hunger-sirike, sir,
as & protest agmnst anr read and water diet!”

-he said firmly,

“Don’t be absurd,

“I mean it, sir.,”

“You will get nothing
cliff. - “Indeed, I think a
four hours would probably do f“
sidering the state of 0x‘e‘-rzut«n
you are in now, Wynn.”

“I'm not!” exclaimed Fatty
nantly, “I never really get

Wynn!?

" grossness

=

Vynn indig-
spough  to

“Your books and some paper will be
brought to you,” said Mr. Ratcliff unheed-
ing. “You will miss your lessons  to-day,
Wynn, hut I do net intend that you shall
he idle. This morning 1 sh expect ¥
verbs in

to write out a dozen depu ent
ful,”

Oh "

“Joskins "—the New House page came in—
books and

“you may place Master Wynn's
papers here, also pen and ink.”

“Yes, gl

“You will find your moruing
pied, Wynn. If you neglect yor
need not say that you will he
punished.”

“Can I have some tea, sir?”

“You may not.”

Fatty Wynn’'s lips set obstinately.

“Very well, it’s a hunger-strike,”

“Don’t be impertinent, Wynn. However,
I think you will be brought to your senses.”

Wynn's hooks and papers and pen and
ink being placed ou the table, Mr. Rateiiff
retired, locking the door and putting the
key in his pocket.

Fatty Wynn grinned as he was left alone.

He extracted the packet of sandwiches
from under the mattress and opened it, and
gave quite a gasp of delight. The sand-
wiches were packed tight “and close—there
were & dozen 01 them—ham and beef, with
a little packet of salt and mustard. Figgins
had forgetten nothing. Hungry as Fatty
Wynn was, there was ample for him there.
He could afford to turn up his nose at the
dry bread on the tray. Hunger-striking on
these terms was not really such a difficult
feat, after all.

Fatty Wynn piled into the ssndwiches.
He ate six of them without a pause, and
then slackened down a little. The next
three followed more slowly, and he washed
them down with draughts of water.

With heroic self-denial he put the remsain-
ing three sandwiches away, to be eaten later.
He started on the deponent verbs.

He had made; as a matter of fact. a
heartier breakfast than usual. He worked
quite cheerfully at those troublesome verhs,
which are passive in- form and active ia
meaning. - He was not in the least tempted
to touch the dry bréad on the tray.:

Later in the morning he demolished anoather
sandwich; - later on, another. And - finally
the third disappeared just before dinner-
time, - He felt certain that Figgins and
Kerr would contrive somenow to come to
he rescue for dinner. X

He was industriously
deponent verbs when Mr.

he said.

grinding away ab
Rateliff came in,

| having finished his morning’s duties in the

Fifth Form-room. The Housemaster started
a little at the sight of the bread untouched

on the table. Fatty Wynn rose respectfully
to his feet.

“You "have mot eaten your bhreakfast,
Wynn.”

“I told you I should not, sir.”

“You must be hungry!”

. “I should like my . dinner, sir.”

“You will have bread and water for voue
dinner. As you have not chosen to €as
this for your breakfast, it will be left for
your dinner. If you find it somewhat spare
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You will have enly your own cobstinacy to
thank, Wynn”

“I shall not touch if, sir.”

“Io shall sce.”

Mr. Ratelifi departed, frowning.  Fatty
Wynn chuckied softly, and, Ilcaving his
verbs, went to the window and waited for
another signal from Figging,

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Arthur Augustus Does His Best.
hl THINK I had bettah step in, deah

bo
Thus Arvthur Augustus D'Arey.
The Fourth-Formers, of course, had

ed- Fatty Wynn from the, Form-room
that morning. Mr. Ratelift had been seen

speaking to Mr. Lathom., and it was ob-

served that Mr. Latbom was looking very
voncerned. Wiggins and Kerr soon explained

te the rest of the Fourth what had hap-
pened to the missing junior. The _sym-
pathy of the Fourth was unbounded. Fatiy
Wynn confined on bread and water, and all
the trouble arising out of the fact that he
had received an unexpected fiver and wanted
to “blow ” it in a general treat to all the
fellows he knew. It was too had; the
Fourth Formx agreed as one man that it
was too bad. = Arthur Augustus D’Arey
felt that it was up to him to step in, and
fic explained the same to his ehnms after
morning classes were dismissed.

““You see, somethin’ will have to be done!”
said Arthur Augustus seriously.

“Fatty Wynn's being done at present,”
Blake remarked

“It is not weally a laughin’ mattah, Bl
Figgy has taken the poor kid some sand-
wiches, but you know what Fatty is like.
What is a stalled ox to us is only a dish
pf herbs to him.” =

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Yaas, I think I bave put that vewy
well,” said Arthur Augustus, with a satisfied
nod. “I kinow those New House chaps are
poin’ to twy to get some dinnah to him,
but Watty is vewy sharp—vewy sharp
indeed! I shouldn’t wondah if he keeps an
on Figgins and Kerr, knowin' what
d be Jikely to do.”

“aust like him!” said Dighy.

“Yaas, Therefore, I considal that it is up
to me to step in. Those New House
boundahs are not weally up to Watty., I

considah that a School House fellow had
bettah take the mattah in hand, and as

it wequires a fellow of tact and judgment,
I'm goin’ to do i

“Don’t you gd
House,” grunted
sure $o spot you.
little game away.”

“Wats! But I wasn't thinkin® of that! I
am goin’ to get Mr. Lathom to chip in.”

“Well, it’s not a bad idea,” said Blake
Ehourghtfu.ﬂy. “How on earth did you come
i

“Oh, I think of these
faid D'Arcy modestly.
my bein’ a hwainy 2

“Yes, it must be,” agreed Blake solemnly.
“You'd be the bwainest chap going if you
didn’t suffer from water on the bwain,”

“It's a good idea,” said Herries,

“Yaas, wathah!”

“Let’s go and gee TLathom,” said Blake.
“He's in his study now, and we can cateh
him. He's a good little ass, and 1 kpnow he
doesn’t like Ratty’s rotten ways. He may
chip in and get poor old Fatty out of chokey,
perhaps.”

And the chums of the Fourth made their
way to the Form-master’s study. They found
Mr. Lathom looking werried. He was think-
ing, as a matter of fact, about Fatty Wynn.
Mr, Lathomn was a sensitive little gentleman,
and had a great delicacy about interfering in
the affairs of Mr. Rateliff in his own House,
But Wynn was in Mr. Lathom’s Form, and he
could not help fecling that he should have
been consulted before the hoy was kept away
from elasses. It was a juncture when the
authority of the Form-master clashed with
that of the Housemaster—and little Mr.
Lathom wag not able to “keep his end up”
against the pushing and obstinate Ratty. He
was thinking about it when the chums of
No. 6 came in.

“Well, my boys, what can I do for you?”
asked Mr. Lathom, with the gentle benevo-
lence which was repaid with derision and
mockery by fellows like Levison and Meilish,
and with affectionate regard by all the rest
of the Fourth,

“If you please, sir-——" began Jack Blake,

Arthur Augustus IVArey nudged his chum,
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'sc()u‘.ring round the New
Blake. “Ratty will be
and youll give Figuy's

things, you know,”

“T suppose it’s due to
”

P

“Bettah leave the talkin to me, Bi;\ke, oid
man,” he whispered.

“Shurrup!” murmured Herries,

“Weally, Hewwies—"

“We've come about
Wynn,” said Blake.

“Yaas, wathah, sip!”

“We weckoned that you might speak to
Watty, sir—"

" What1” :

“To Mr. Wateliff, sir, and get poor old
Wynn off, sir.”

“Very well,” said r. Lathom, after a
pause. “As Wynn is in my Form, 1 will speak
to Mr. Rateliff. Of course, I cannof inter-
fere with a Housemaster in his own jurisdic-
tion. But I will see what can be done.”

“Fhank you, sir! You are very kind.”

“Vewy kind indecd, sir. Didn't I tell you
fellows that our Form-mastah could be welied
on to do the wight thing?” cxelaimed Arthur
Angustus triumphantly.

“Ahem! You may go now, my boys,” said
Mr. Lathom hastily. “I will see what can
be done.”

And the chums of the Fourth went, with
their hopes high. A few minutes later Mr.
Lathom was seen crossing over to the New
House.

“He’s gone to see Ratty,” said,Blake. *I
wish Lathom was a bit stiffer; it needs a
regular prizefighter to deal with Ratly.
Railton would shut him up fast enough, if a
fellow in Railton’s Form was concerned. But
let’s hope for the best.”

Mr. Lathom went directly to 3Mr. Rateliff's
study, where he found the master of the New
House. The latter received him cordially
enough. He thought that the Fourth Form
master had come with a complaint—and per-
baps the wish was father to the thought.

“I have come to speak about Wynn,” said
Mr. Lathom, plunging into the subjeet at

Futty, sir—I mesh

once.

Mr. Rateliff’s manner became extremely dry
at once.

“Indeed?” he said coldly.

“Yes; and I thought I would put it to you,
Mr. Rateliff, that he.might be releazed from
detention, and allewed te return to his
Form.”

“There is a clight misapprehension here,”
said Mr. Rateliff. “¥ am not punishing Wynn
for his cenduct towards you, Mr. Lathom.
He is being punished for his conduct towards
me, in this House, last night.”

“It is unfortunate that Wynn should be
kept away from his lessons,” said the master
of the Fourth.

“I have seen to that. He is oceupicd in
studying his Latin grammar.”

“Ahem! He has now been confined for a
whole morning, and, I understand, upon a
very spare diet.”

“Bread and water!” assented Mr. Rateliff,

“A gevere punishment for a boy like Wynn,
don’t you think?”

“My object is to teach him to keep his in-
ordinate appetite within bounds. I think it
will have a markedly beneficial effect upon

Jiim.”

“Then you do not think that, under the
eircumstances, Wynn might be released!”

“I hardly think so, Mr. Lathom.”

“Then I need trouble you no longer, sic,”
said Mr. Lathom, with a great deal of dignity,
and he took his lcave at once.

The chums of the ¥ourth did not venture
to ask their For
visit to the New ¢. But when the
Fourth Form assembled for afternoon classes
they knew that he had failed. Fatty Wynn
was not in his place.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Tom Merry Takes a Hand,
FATTY WYNN had been looking at his

wateh anxiously for a long time. He
knew that dinner-time had passed,
and, in spite of the sandwiches, he

| was feeling hungry. He was sure that Figgins

and Kerr would not fail him if they could
help it—but there was a danger that the
obnoxions Ratty might be keeping a careful
cye upon them. Mr. Ratcliff would naturally
guess that Figgins and Kerr would get into
communication with their chum if they could,
and he might be too clever for them. 'In‘that
case, Fatty Wynn would be reduced to ter-
rible straits. The bread was still on the table
—and Fatty Wynn was determined not to
touch it. But if no dinner arrived-—- Fatty
Wynn had read of the Suffragette hunger-
strikes, and he had wondered greatly how
those extremely. determined ladies had been
able to “stick it out.” He was not quite surc
t{xat_ his own fortitude would be cqual to the
strain. :
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And so he watched the minute-hand upon
kis watch, and waited and hoped. Buti. the
signal whistle did not come from below, and
his hopes sank down to zero. It would be
time for afternoon lessons soon, and then
Figging and Kerr had to go into class. And
then—— The whole afternoon minus dinner!

Where was Figgins? ~Fatty Wynn was 3
Welsh boy, and therefore, nesdless to be said,
he was fond of music. ~Buf he had never
listened to the sweetest or grandest straina
with as much pleasure as he would now have
listened to “Bill Bailey,” if only he ecould
have heard Figgins whistling it under his
window.

He was sure that Figgins had not forgotten
him, and was not neglecting him; and he
was right in that. As a matter of fact,
Figgins and Kerr were thinking of him at that
moment—and worrying. Ratty, as Fatty
Wynn feared, had been one too many for
them.

The New House master had suspected, nof
what Figgins had done in the morning, but
what he might attempt to do. And, after
dinner, he had taken his newspaper, and
seated himself on one of the old benches
under the elms in the quadrangle, where he
could keep an eye on the New House. Figgins
and Kerr could not approach Fatty Wynn's
window now without being seen as they went
into the entry; and that, of course, would
give the whole game away at once.

Figgins and Kerr consulted in a state of
desperation. Figgins had expended quite a
little sum at the tuckshop on provisions for
Fatty Wynn, and he had them fastened up
in a set of little packets smali enough to pass
through the bars of the window. But there
seemed no means of conveying them to the
prisoner.

“The awful rotter smells a mouse,” said
Figgins, in despair. “He knows we should
think of the window. What's to be done,
Kerr, old man? He won’t take his beastly
eyes away till we have to go into class. Can't
you think of something? What's the good
of being a blessed Scotsman if you can’t think
of things?”

Kerr was. thinking his hardest.

“We shall have to get out of class.”
said. “Jolly lucky we're not in the Fifth.
We shall have to make some excuse to get
out of the Fourth Form room, Figgy, and
get to Fatty when Ratly is taking the Fifth
this afternoon.”

“Well, we might—Lathom's a good chap,
and—and we might work it—— Hallo!
There is the beast beckoning to us!”

Figgins and Kerr reluctantly obeyed BMe.
Ratelifi’s  beckoning  finger. The Ho
master's eye had been upon them for so
time, and probably the expressions upon ti
faces had told their own tale. Mr. Ratelif
laid his newspaper upon his knees, and looked
at the two juniors with his keen, greenish
eyes.

“May I ask what is causing your pockets
to bulge, Figgins?” he asked. “It looks ex-
tremely slovenly.” 5

“I—I've got something in them, sir,” said
Tiggins, turning red.

“And you, Kerr?”

“I've got something in them, sir.”

. “Indeed! Kindly show me what you have
in your pockets that causes them to bulge in
that slovenly manner,” said Mr. Ratcliff. I
do not like the boys of my House to look the
most ill-dressed and careless in the school.

“I—I'll go and take the things out, sir!”
stammered Figgins.

“I'll go at once, sir!” said Kerr.

“You will take the things out now and
here,” said Mr. Ratcliff acidly, “and at once.”

Figging and Kerr exchanged a hopeless,
furious look, and turned out their pockets.
All those neat little packets prepared for
Fatty Wypn came to light. Mr. Rateliff re-
garded them with an acid smile.

“I need not ask what those packets con-
tain,” he remarked. “I have no doubt that
thgy contain food of some kind. Is it not
502" ~

ha

“Yes,” grunted Figgins.

“Since when, may I ask, have yoa faken
to carrying about food in packets in your
pockets?” asked Mr. Rateliff,

No reply. -~

“Perhaps I should not be wrong in assuming
that you intended to attempt to convey these
packets to Wynn!” -

Silence! The Housemaster's smile
SOUTer. ;

“I suspected something of the sort,” he
said, “As a matter of fact, Figgins, 1 saw
you go into the tuckshop befcre dinuner.
These packets will be confiscated, and you
will take fifty lines each. I shall also speak

grew

. to your Form-master, and request him to take

care that you do not leave the Form-rocm




Y
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during {he afternoon in order to carry out
Yyour lawless and nefarious intentions.”

Pigging and Kerr were silent. They had a
wild desire to collar Mr. Ratclif and bump
him on the ground.

“You will take this rubbish and place it on
the table in my study,” said Mr. Rateliff,
counting the packets, “and if there is any
further attempt at anything of the kind, I
shall consider whether to order you to share
the punishment of Wynn. You may go!l”

And they went. X

The packets were duly deposited upon Mr.
Rateliff’s study table, and Figging and Kerr
wandered away disconsolately. Ratty had
been one too many for them; and it looked
as though PFatty Wyon would have his
hunger-strike put to a severe test.

The two worried juniors went down to the
ericket-ground.,  The Shell fellows were at
practice there. Figgins and Kerr ran Tom
AMerry down outside the pavilion. The
vaptain of the Shell was just going in to bat
1 Piggins collared him.

“Sheer off!” gaid Tom Merry.

“Hold on; it’s important!” said Tiggins.
“%We want you to help us. This isn't a time
ior House rags, asst”

Tom Merry was cordial at once.

“Right-ho! What is it? Something for
Fatty 1

Figgins explained the disaster that had be-

n the consignment of provisions destined
* the prisoner of the punishment-room, Tom
Merry listened sympathetically.

*Just like Ratty!” he said.

“Will you help us?” asked Kerr.

“Yes, rather—anything you like,” said Tom
iterry, at once,

“We can’t get out of the Form-room this
aiternoon ;: Ratty's going to speak to Lathom
about it. Same thing would apply to Reddy
and the rest. But one of you Shell chaps
ntight manage it. Will you do it—get out as
soon as you can, and get some grub to
Fatty? You know the signal? The grub
will have to be done up in packets to pass
through the bars. The worst of it Is that
we've blued all our cash on that little lot,”
said Figgins ruefully, “and we're stony now.”

“That’s all right; I've got some tin,” said
Tom Merry, “We all stand in together in
time of trouble like this. That's all right.”

“You’re a good chap. You'll do it?”

“Yes, rather! Tl be late for elass,” said
Tom Merry. - “Linton will give me lines, but
1 can stand that.”

*We'll help you do the lines,” said Kerr.

And when the bell rang for classes that
atternocn, Tom Merry did not go in with the
rest of the Shell. He had confided to Manners
and Lowther, so they did not .look for him.
Just hefore the bell rang, Tom had gone out
on his bicycle,

Mr. Linton, the master of the Shell, noticed
hig absence immediately. He made a note of
it, keeping the vials of his wrath ready for
Tom Merry’s devoted head when he came in.

But Tom Merry was not in a hurry to come
in. First lesson was half through when Mr.
Linton asked Lowther if he knew where Tom
Merry was.

“He went cut on his bike, sir,” said Lowther
demurely.

“Indeed?? said Mr, Linton, compressing
his lips.

It was 4 quarter of an hour later when
Tom Merry eame in, looking ruddy and dusty.
The master of the Shell gave him a severe
glanece.

e Merry ! he rapped out.

“ Yes, sir?” said Tom Merry meekly.

“You are half an hour late!”

“1 am very- sorry, sir.”

“You will be detained an hour after class,
and will write out two hundred lines!»

“¥es, sir.?

And Tom Merry went to his place.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Qoing Strong.
OM MERRY suffered cheerfully in the
good cause.
But Fatty Wynn was not suffering
just then; so that was all right.

The prisoner of the New House had heen
almost in despair wheun the signal whistle had
Talien upon his ears at last. TFatty knew that
it was past time for afternoon lessons, and
hie had almost given up hope. He sat with
his eyes fixed on the bread on the table. The
dry bread did not look very appetising, cer-
tainly. Bub Fatty Wynn was quite prepared
to bolt it as if it had been the most delicate
of morsels.

But he was on hunger-strike. In his mind's
eye he could see the satirical smile that would
curl Mr, Ratclifi’s lip when he came in and

saw that the bread had heen eaten. Fatly
Wynn swore inwardly that he would not give
his ohnoxious persecutor that gratification.

But the temgtation was growing stronger
and stronger, Figgins and Kerr would not he
released from elass until four o’clock. Flesh
and blood could not hold out that length of
time. Fatty was hovering round the table
now--when in the niek of time, as it were,
he heard a soft whistle from below. :

It was not Figging' whistle, he knew, but it
was the signal. Fatty fairly jumped to the
window, and let the cord run out hetween
the bars.

In a minute or less came a shake on the
cord as a signal to haul, and Fatty Wynn
pulled it up. His eyes danced as he saw the
series of packages tied on it, one helow
another, of a handy size to pass through the
bars of the window.

There was a note pinned to the first of the
packages, in Tom Merry’s handwriting:

“Sorry late—Figgy couldn’t come! Cheero!
—T0oM MERR

Fatty dragged in the string of packages.
Tom Merry had donc the thing in style evi-
dently. There were nine packages, and ali
pretty heavy., Fatty Wyna felt so relieved
and joyful and grateful that he did not open
them at once, but seribbled a note on a sheet
of impot paper, and dropped it from the
window,

“Thanks! 3Much obliged.
sport. Still hunger i

“P.S.—Next thue sce
a hit of chalk.”

There was a whistle from below to tell that
the note had heen received. Fatty Wynn
proceeded to open the packsges., The first one
contained s half-dozen hard-hoiled eggs, and
Fatty Wynn bolted them one after another to
go on with. He felt beiier immediately, and
turnad an eye of scorn upon the bread on the
table.

Then ihe whistle floated up from below,
Fatty Wynn whipped out the cord, and when
he drew it up he found a large stick of chalk
tied on the end.

Whether Tom Merry guessed or not what
the chalk was for, he had lost no time in
supplying the want.

“What a ripping chap he is!® murmured
Fatty Wynn, as he concealed the cord under
the mattress, and placed the chalk in his
pocket.

Then he set to work on the packages again.

His eyes almost bulged from his head in
delight. There was a little beefsteak-pie,
quite enough for dinner for anybody but Fatty
Wynn. There was a cake, There were tarts.
There were doughnuts. ‘I'here were oranges
and apples and nuts and a bunch of bananas.
There was ginger-heer.  There was more, in
fact, than Fatty Wynn even could negotiate
at a single sitting.

He did his best,

When he had finished there was a beatific
smile of rapture upon his plump face, and
there still remgined a supply of provisions
on the table,

Fatty Wynn washed down the repast with
ginger-beer, He could now despise the water
as well as the bread that Mr. Ratecliffi had
supplied him with,

With a cheerful grin Faily set to work
clearing away all traces of the feed. Paper
and string from the packages and the empty
ginger-beer bottle he concealed carefully in
the chimney, In the chimney, too, he care-
fully concealed what remained of the pro-
visiong, ecarefully wrapped up. Then he
cleared away every crumb that could have
betrayed him. He was prepared to face
Ratty now; and he went {o work quite cheer-
fully on deponent verbs.

When four o’clock sounded from the clock-
tower of St. Jim’s, Fatty Wynn took the gtick
of chalk from his pocket. He knew that he
would receive a visit from the Housemaszter
soon.

Standing hefore the litile glass over the
waghstand, Fatty Wynn daubed his ruddy
cheeks with the ehalk, and rubbed it cave-
fully in with his firgers. When he had
finished his face had assumed a pallid look,
and it would have required a very intent ex-
amination to discover that the pallor was
not natural,

Fatty Wynn chuckled at his pale and sickly
reflection, and sat down to his verbs again.
A quarter of an hour later the passage out-
side creaked under the steps of Mr. Ratelift,
and the door of the punishment-room opened.

Mr. Ratelif eame in.

The Housemaster’s glance went at once to
the tray on the table. He expected to find
that every crumb had vanished. His brow
darkened as he saw that the bread had not
heen touched. >

“Wynn!? ke exclaiméd sternly,

You're a real
—~WYNN.
you can send me
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Fatty Wynn rose lanzuidly to his feet,

He was not feeling ai all languid—in fack,
he had never felt better in his life.” But he
was aware that a fellow who bad been hunger-
striking all day ought to look pale and
languid, So he assumed languor, and he was
certainly pale enough, thanks to the aid of
the chalk,

“Yes, sir?® he said, in a weak, faint voico.

“You have not touched your food, Wynn!»

1 told you I should not touch it, sir.”?
‘This is direct disobedience, Wynn!»
“I am sorry, sir., But [ was not sent to
St, Jim’s to be fed on bread and water,?
sald the junior, “It would be against my
principles to touch it, sir.”

Mr. Ratelifi frowned datkly.

“You doubtless hope that your friends will
be able to convey food to you!» he exclaimed
angrily. 1 may tell you that Figgins and
Kerr _have heen discovered "attempting to da

The food jhas heen confiscated, and they
ave been punished.” ¥
“1 am sorry for that, sir.”

“Are you hungry now, Wynn?»
“I should like to have my tea, sir, if I
may.”

“Your ten is ihere,”
peinting to the hread and v
¢ You will have nothing ¢l:e.

“Very well, sir.»

“You will eat that, Wynn!»

“1 cannot, sir.”

“ Do you dare to dicobey me, Wynn$»

“I eannot touch that, sir.»

“Ah! You are rersisti
and foolish freak which yc
term a hunger-strike, 1 p

% ¥eg, sir.?

Mr. Rateliff set his teeth,
Wynn’s face made him uneasy. If the hoy
should become iil the consequerces would not
be wholly pleasant for Horace Rateliff. And
corltlainly the Fourth-Former looked far from
well,

“Are you aware, Wynn, ihat your health
will suffer if you persist in this wretehed
obstinacy 77 exclaimed Mr. Ratelift rshly.

%1 can stand ‘if, si

“You will have c
Wynn, if the conzequ
sericus for you.»

S Yes, slr.?

“You are attempiing {o influcnce me, hey,
by risking your health!” exclaimed the
Housemaster.

“You will do as you think best, sir.?

“Wynn, 1 order you to eat that bread at
onee!®

“1 ecannot, sir.

8
%

atelif?,

1 Mr,
i able,

The paleness of

yoursell to blame,
ences should turn out

It would choke me,” said
Fatty Wynn. And, indeed, there was some
truth in that—in fact, it was quite true.
Fatty Wynn was so full vp wiih good things
that it would have been very dificult for him
to cram dry bread down on top of them.

“I will send you nothing else!® snapped
Mr. Ratecliff,

“Very well, sir.”

“You will be sorry
Wynni”

“Do you mind if I

for ihis obstinacy,

sit down, =ir?” asked

TFatty -Wynn, staggering a little, “Starva-
tion makes me rather wealk, sir.»
Mr. Rateliff strode out of the room and

slammed the door. Tailty Wynn chuckled
silently. He knew that his Housemaster was
alarmed and uneasy, and he hegan to feel that
he was getting a little of his own back on
the tyrant of the New House

Mr. Rateliff, indeed, was in a most unp]eu-
sant frame of mind, and his brow was knitted
as he went down to his study. He knew that
his harshness was disapproved of in the House,
The House-dame was very eold and format to
him, The boys looked upon him as a harsh
tyrant—the prefects hardly took the troubis
to conceal their disapgproval. The very maids
looked at him with horror, as if he were a
kind of monster. Josking, the page, had
spread the story of the hunger-strike through
the kitchen regions. The whole House knew
that Fatty Wynn was refusing the spare dict
accorded to him, and regarded Mr. Ratelify
with disgust and scorn for allowing the une
fortunate junior to starve in the punistunente
room, o

But Mr. Ratelifl’s position was diffieult
indeed. To release Fatty Wynn because of
hia himnger-strike was to allow his authority
to he condemned and defied.

He had been too harsh, He bad gone tco
far; but he had left himscif no retreat with-
out bringing hiz authority aud himeelf into
ecntempt.

Forcible feeding, which has heen found im-
practicable even in dealing with prisoners in
the prisons, could hardly he resorted to in
the ecase of Fatty Wynn,

THE PENNY POPULAR.—No, 15
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Mr. Rateliff. nad the alternative of reseind-
ing his own sentence, or of allowing the
matter to go ou as it was. ~And if Wym
became ill—as was 1
Head made a eh
—as he certai i fore-
saw very unpieasant consequences to himself.

Mr. Rateliff was punishing Wynn of the
F¥ourth; but, a5 a matter of fact, Mr. Rat-
cliff, in his study, was in a far more uncoin-
fortable state than Fatty Wynn in the
punishment-room,

matter

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
No Qo ! -
morning, after breakfast,
Figgins of the Yourth ventured: to
approach Mr. Ratcliff, as the master
was about to start for the School
Mr. Ratclitf’s expresgion was not
His manuer

HE next

House.
inviting, but Figgins risked it.
was very meck.

“If you please, sir, is Wynn to come
thiz morning?” be aske

“No, Figgins; h

“But the twenty

“Wynn will be
foom for an addit
said Mr. Ratelift, er
Figgins’ expressive face .
any junior attempting to convey
will be most severely punigshed!”

“But, gir, it's a half-holiday to-day,
Wynn was to play in a match tids afternoo
sir!” said the dismayed Figging.

“1 have nothing to do with that,

“Bub, sir, T——"

“That will do,” said Mr. Rateliff.

‘And with a frown at the junior he walked
away. He had visited Fatty Wynn in the
punishment-rcom and found the bread still
untouched. The fortitude of the fat junior
amazed him. Mr. Rateliff was determined to
see how long Fatty Wynn's obstipacy would
iold out. :

Figgins gritted his feeth as the House-
master strode away. Sefton, the bully of the
Sixth, who had old grudges against Figel
was keeping an eye con him; but F
determined to get a word to Wy
morning classes. He had recourse to
Redfern was only teo willing to
fern, Owen, and Lawrence, the 2
might have had their little rows with
Co., but just now they were all i
few whispered words were ¢1
Redfern.

Figgins went upstairs and into the passage
where the punishment-room was situated, aud
Sefton of the Sixth was promptly on his

to class

»

ined in th
1 twenty-fo
ing the

ay in
dd that
cod to him

and

track. The prefect hore down on him.

“Where are you going, Figging? he de-
manded.

“I'm going to lesscns,” said Ficging
innocently.

“By W of the puniahmentrcom?” asked

the prefect sarcastically.

“How did you guesz that, Sef
¥Figgins cheerfully. *Blessed if 1
are such an idiot as the fellows make out,
Sefty!”

The prefect stared at him blankly for a
moment, too enraged to speak. ‘Then he
rushed at Figging, graaped him by the
shoulder, and marched him off to his study to
be caned,

Little as Seften would have guessed if, that
was exactly what Figzing wanted.

While Figgins was heing caned in ili¢c pre-
feet’s study the coast wag left clear for
tedfern, and the latter, who was ca the
watch, scudded up to the punishment-roem in
next t6 no time. He tapped at : door
softly, and whispered through the keyhole:

“Fatty, old gson!”

“Hallo!” said Fatty. “That you, Ted

“Yeg; I've got a meesage from ¥ 8.
‘0ld Ratty is watching like a dozen ecats, and
he’s got Sefton on the job, t¢ It will be
difficult to get you any more grub, so you'd

o

o

better be careful' with Tom Merry’s lot, and
make it last—see?”
“There’s some left,” said Fatly

Wrynn;
#enough for my brekker,” -

Redfern chuckled

“Enough fer the whole day for any cther
chap!” he said. “Make - it lazt, Fatty.
We're all putting our heads together, and
we'll get some more to vou someliow, if we
can. It will. be jelly bhard, but we’ll try.
Only don't think we've forgotten you: we
haven't.”

“Right-ho! Get in some grub if ycu can,
Reddy, for gnodness’ saket” said Fatty Wynn
anxiougly. "I want to keep up the hunger-
strike, you know.”
© “Ha, ha! Right-ho! So-long!”
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And Redfern scudded off, Figgins came out
of Sefton’s study with a red face, and rubbing
hia palms together. Redfern joined him in
the quadrangie.

“All serenc. I've jawed to Fatty,” said
Redfern. *Did Sefton lay it on?”

Figgins grunted painfully.

“Two on each hand, and regular nippers!”
he said. “Never mind; we've done him in the
eye, so it’s all right.”

And they went into the Fcurth Form-room.

Fatty Wynn was not with them, so it was
evident to the rest of the juniors that he was
stil! under detention in the punishment-room.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
A Startling Discovery !
INNER-TIME had come. Fatty Wynn
heard the bell. But there was no
dinner for the prisoner of the
punishment-room.

The last of the provisions had been con-
sumed—and nothing remained to he eaten but
the dry bread upon the table, which the
hunger-striker was determined not to touch.

Fatty Wynn knew that his friends had done
their best for him.. But they had not
succeeded in conveying any further supplies
into the punishment-room. They were at the
end of their resources, and the hunger-striker
was at an end ¢f his tether.

Fatty Wynn walked round the punishment-
room, revolving round the loaf upon the table,
50 to speak, like the earth round the sun,
with a strong attraction towards the centre.
Conflnement had not told upon his appetite.
His appetite was as keen as ever; in fact, it
secmed growing keener,

The loaf upon the table was decidedly stale
by this time. But it was eatable, and Fatty
Wynn was in a humour to eat anything, But
he would rot touch it. He would show Mr.
Rateliff that he meant business in declaring a
hunger-strike. -

Mr. Rateliff came into the punishment-room
scon after dinner, He found the prisoner in
a truculent mood, and the loaf untouched.
But Fatty Wynn was not looking pale now
that the chalk was washed off; his fat, rosy
face was the picture of hcalth., That little
dodge had failed. But another scheme was
working in Fatty Wynn’s mind.
were sharpened by privatien.

“I see that you are keeping up your foolish
obstinacy, Wynn!” said Mr. Rateliff, with a
clance at the uncut loaf,

“I ghall not touch that loaf, sir!"

“If you prefer to remain hungry, you may
please yourself, Wynn. I have no doubt that
a little abstinence will be beneficial to you,
considering the state you have put yourself in
by greedinesy and cver-eating.”

“I'm perféctly fit, sir,” said Fatty indig-
nantly, “I'm due to play in the match this
afternoon, too. If you don’t think I'm fit,
you can come and see me howl.”

“I am glad to hear that your confinement is
not telling upon your health, Wynn,” said Mr.
Rateliff, with a sarcastic smile.

“I didn't mean that, sir!” said Wynn.

“Probably not. Well, as it would not bs
good for you to be unovcupied this afternoon,
vou may write out and constroe a hundred
lines from Virgil.”

“It’s a half-holiday, air!™

“I am aware of that.”

Mr. Rateliff turned to the door. Fatty
Wynn’s eyes burned. 5

“I want to be let out,” he said. “It’s a
half-holiday, and you've no right to keep
me here, Mr. Ratcliff.”

“No impertinence, Wynn!”

“If I should do anything desperate, sir,
you'll be to blame,” said Fatty morosely. “It
would give you a she it you found I had
hung myself next time you came in!”

“Fortunately I have brought my cane with
me,” gaid Mr. Ratclitf. “Hold cut your hand,
Wynn., You must not make absurd speeches
like that.”

“Very well, gir!”
teeth. “You'll see!”

“Hold your foolish toengue!” said Mr. Rat-
cliff harshly.

And the Housemaster went ocut and locked
the door, leaving Fatty Wynn with smarting
palms, &

The afterncon was {ong and weary to the
imprisoned junior, Hs was hungry—really
hungry now. But he would not tcuch the
loaf. After all, a loaf would not have made
much difference. to a first-cluss appetite like

said Fatty, between his

Fatty Wynn's, when he had missed his
dinner, g

He had some b that one of the Shell
fellows might. get inte communication with
him™ again, He dragged the table to the

. A5 1 the esteemed Latin poet, and kicked it rc
His faculties

THE PENNY POPULAR—Every Friday.

window, and stood upon it, and looked out,
He had a view of a blank wall and & strip
of gky between the bars of the window. No
one came in gight. -

As it wag a half-holiday, the juniors would
all be on the playing-fields or the river. But
Fatty Wynn knew that they would leave ne
stone unturned to help him if they could.
The fact that they did not come proved that
Ratty was on the watch.

Fatty Wynn could picture the sour-faced
man, sitting on the bench under the elms with
his newspaper or & book. Later in the after.
noon there came a tap at the door of the
punishment-room. Fatty Wynn hurried over
towards it.

“Hallo!” he whispered.

“How are you getting on, Fatty?”
Figging’ voice.

Fatty Wynn groaned.

“Rotten!” he replied. “I'm famished!”

“We can't get anything to you—Ratty i3
watching. Sefton’s on my track, teco—I
can’t stay a minute!” said Figgins hurriedly,
through the keyhole. “I'm sorry, Fatty!
We're holding a council of war about it -
we'll do what we can.”

“Thanks, Figgy, old man; I know you wili!”

“We're trying to get Lathom to interfere,
You've got the bread there, I suppose?”

“I haven’t touched it,” said Fatty Wynn.
“I'll die first. 1'll show -old Ratty that 1
mean business, hang him!” i

“Poor old Fatty!”

“I say,” whispered Wynn, through the kerv-
hole, “I'm going to take it out of Ratty!
Don’t be alarmed when you hear. 2
Fatty Wynn broke off, as a sharp voice w
heard in the passage outside--the voic:
Sefton, the bully of the Sixth.

“Figging! You young rascal!
to my study at oncet”

“Good-bye,. Fatty !”

“Good-bye, Figgy—sorry!”

g Fatty Wynn was left alone again. He wa
in a furious temper by this time. It meant.
the cane for Figgins, he knew that. And
Figgy had not been able to help him, either —
only to whisper a few words of encour -
ment.

Mr. Ratcliff had set Fatty Wynn a fask
Virgil. Fatty Wynn picked up the volu

T was

Fellow m2

the room, and dribbled it to and fr
the covers came off. That relieved his
ings a little, but his hunger was sharper
ever.

But he did not touch the lIoaf. The t
Fourth-Former was in deadly earnest; be was
of the stuff of which heroes are made.

He knew that Mr. Ratelif would come ia
again, or send Joskins in, about tea-time:
and towards that hour he began to make
preparations.

His first step was to strip off his clothes.
The afternoon was warm, very warm indeed,
in the confined space of the punishment-reom,
and it was rather a relief than otherwise to
get rid of his Etons. He twisted up the
bolster, pillows, and sheets from his bed, and
stuffed out the clothes with them, but :
the jacket over the bolster, and pincin
to the stuffed trousers.

To the ends of the trousers he atta
his hoots, jabbing holes with his penk
and using the laces to fasten them in plac

By that time he made up a dummy in
good imitation of himseli, but minus
head. That important part he manufactured
of a pillow, stuffing the end of it into the
neck of the jacket, and fastening the collar
round it.

With his penknife he cut fragments from
the hearthrug, which was of a coarse 'm
ting. These he fastened up in the dumm;
head to represent hair.

In the light from the window the dummy?
could very easily be seen to be a dummy.
But Wynn did not intend it to be seen in the
light.

In the corner of the room were a couple ¢f
pegs for hanging clothes. Fatty Wynn put
his braces round the neck of the figure, and
hung it to the peg nearest the corner, where
it was in the shadow. The effect was so life-
like—or, rather, so deathlike—that it startled
Fatty Wynn himself.

To anyone entering the room, the fizure
looked exactly like a junior in Etons hanging
by the neck from the peg.

The head, naturally, dropped over
breast, so the face would not be seen; and in
the shadow the matting looked sufficiently
like hair, -

Fatty Wynn surveyed his handiwerk with
considerable satisfaction.

“I told him he'd be startled if he came
in and found that I'd hung myself,” mur-
mured Fatty Wynn.  “If that doesn'd startle
the old bird; I'll eat my hat!”

the
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- ung bisself!
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And Fatty Wynn sat down in his under-
clothes to wait patiently for the advent of
Mr. Ratelifl. :

hiere was a step in the passage at last:
and quick as a flash Fatty Wynn slipped
under the hed, :

He lay there, completely concealed from
sight, as the door opened.

Joskins, the page, came jn, carrying a tray
upon which were a new loaf and a jug of
water. ! 5

Joskins paused, looking round in surprise
for the junior.

-Then he caught sight of the figure hanging
in the corner, 2

Josking stared at it blankly for a moment,
his eyes nearly starting from his head, and
then he let out a terrible yell.

The tray slipped from his nerveless fingers,
and crashed upon the floor at his feet.

Toski

ins, pale of face, and frightened out |

Josk
of bis wits, tore towards the door again,

“Help! Murder! 7Ow, he’s hanged hisself !”
shriecked Joskins. “Help! Master Wynn ‘ave
He's dead! Help!”

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Not Felo-de-Se !
HE yell of the terrified page rang
through the New House.
Mr. Ratcliff, who was about to
follow Joskins into the room, was
bumped into by the page as he rushed out,
and very nearly floored.

He grasped Joskins fiercely by the collar.

“What do you mean?”’ he shouted.
“Filence, you fool!”

But Jockins was not disposed to silence
+ then.

'Elp!” he shrieked.
‘ave "ung hisself!”

There was a crowding to the spot immedi-
ately. Mr. Rateliff, pale as death, released
Joskins and rushed into the punishment-room.
Monteith and Sefton were only a second after
him. Other fellows crowded in. Voices were
huzzing through the House.

Like wildfire the news ran through the New
Fouse—Fatty Wynn had hanged himself in
the punishment-rcom, and Joskins had dis-
eovered his dead body.

A thrill of horror ran through the House at
fie news.

It was buzzed forth from the New House to
the quadrangte; it reached the School House,
and sent a thrill of horror there.

Fellows came flocking over to the New
House.

It was marvellous how gquickly the dread
news spread over the whole of St. Jim’s, from
end to end. 7

Fatty Wynn had committed suicide.

His body had been discovered hanging in
the punishment-room. Ie had been driven
to the desperate act by the cruelty of Mr.
Rateliff! The fellows, as they crowded into
the New House, were in a mood to lynch the

Jr

“'Blp! Master Wynn

- Housemaster.

Ratelif was in the
punishment-room. He had doubted Joskins’
news—or he had tried to doubt. But the
sight of the still form hanging in the corner
of the room convinced even Mr. Ratclifi.

His jaw dropped. s

He gazed at the form hanging by the braces
from the peg in the dusty corner, his eyes
bulging with horror. and fear.

For a moment compassion for the reckless
boy made itself felt in his heart.

But if so, it was only for a moment. Mr.
Ratcliff was thinkirg of the consequences to
himself. What would the school say? What
would the Head say? What would the news-
papers say? .In the dreadful moment Mr.
Rateliff realised that there must be an in-
quest; the story would be all over the king-

om.

Mr. Ratelif and his drastic methods of
governing his House at St. Jim’s would be
discussed in- every newspaper in the United
Ringdom. He would be held up to execration
from Land’s End to John o’ Groats. He could
see it all in his mind’s eye—pictures of the
hanging boy in the cheaper papers; photo-
graphs of 8t. Jim’s and the New House;
articles headed, “Public School Methods of
To-day ”; or, “Mr. Wackford Squeers is Still
With Us!” “Home Office Inquiry!” “Inquest
on a Schoolboy—Housemaster and Coroner!”
\%r Ratelifi’s brain swam with the horror
of it.

“Good heavens!” exclaimed Monteith, so
taken aback that he had not the -presence
of mind to do the obvious thing—cat down
" the hanging body. “The young ass!”

“He’s hanged himself!” stuttered Sefton.

Meanwhile, Mr.

Figgins dashed into the room, with Kerr
&% his heels. G

Figgins rememhered what Fatty Wynn had
whispered through the keyhole—that he was
not to be alarmed whatever he might hear;
but he was alarmed, all the same.

He dashed in so hurriedly that he bumped
into Mr. Rateliff, and sent him staggering.
“Get out of the way, can’t you?” yelled

“Figgins!” gasped Mr. Ratecliff.
“Oh, shut up!”

That was how Figgins addressed the House-
master, and Mr. Ratcliff was not even angry.
He had not nerve enough left to be angry.

Figgins sprang towards the hanging body
to cut it down.
when his expression changed. He turned to
Kerr, who was close behind him, and elosed
hig left eye. Kerr understood.

“No good eutting him down,” said Figgins.
“There’s not a breath—not a sign of it! He
must be left for the police!™

“The police!” groaned Mr. Rateliff.

“Will you telephone for the police, sir?”
said Figgins.

“Good heavens! I—7

“Nonsense!” said Monteith, recovering him-
self. “The body must be cub down at omce.
Better telephone for a doctor, sir; there may
he a chance yet!” :

Monteith caught hold of the hanging form
to jerk the braces off the peg. Then a look
ol wonder came over his face.

“Great Christopber Columbugi”

Figgins and Kerr groaned, Monteith gasped,
and then burst into a yell of laughter. He
could not help it.

“Hg, ha, ha!”

“Moateith!” yelled Mr. Ratcliff. “Are you
mad? This is not a laughing matter!”

“Ha, ha, ha!®

“Take the body down at once!”

“Ha, ha, ha! ~¥xcuse me, sir-—-it isn’t a
body !

“What!”

“It’s a dummy, sir!”

“Ohi{” gasped Mr. Ratcliff,

Then Monteith's laugh was echoed by 2
yell from the fellows in the room and the
passage outside.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

For g moment Mr. Ratclifi was almost giddy
with the relief. That dreadful mental pie-
ture of a coroner’s inquest, of articles, para-
graphs in the Press, faded from his mind like
a nightmare at dawn.

“Thank Heaven!” he panted.
then—-" =

“It’s all right. sir. The young rascal has
stuffed his clothes and husg thém up here,
that’s all,” said the prefect.

Monteith lifted down the dummy, and
brought it out into the light from the little
window. Then it was pateant to abl that it
was a dummy. The laughter redoubled.

“Bai Jove!” said Arthur Augustus D’Arey,
in the doorway. “Ha, ha! I wegard that as
a wippin’ joke on Watty! It thwew me iuto
quite a fluttah for a minute, though!”

“My hat! So it did me!” gasped Tom
#Merry. “Ha, ha, ha!”

Mr. Ratelift's fhce was like a thundercloud
now. For a few moments relief had hzen
his predominant feeling; but now he realised
that his terrors had all been for nothing—
that he had been the victim of an astound-
ing *“jape.”” He was almost stittering with
rage as he thought of jt. His feelings now
justified that eloquent expression of Arthur
Augustus D’Arey concerning the rabid rage
of Ratty,

“Where is Wynn?” he thundered. “He
must be here! Figgins, fetch the cane from
my study instantly!” :

Figgins did not move.

“Do you hear me, Figgins?”?

“1 hear you, sir.”

“Then ohey me!”

Figgins stood quite still. Mr, Rateliffi was
almost foaming. From under the hed Fatty
Wynn crawled out, his plump form encased
in his underclothes, which fitted his fat Hmbs
exceedingly tightly. There was a broad grin
upon Fatty Wynn's ruddy face. -

“Hallo!” he said calmly.

“Ha, ha, ha!”?

“Wynn!” stuttered Mr. Rateliff. “How
dare you! How dare you, I say! You shall
be punished for this! You shall bs flogged—
flogged !”

Fatty Wynn looked surprised.

“Flogged, sir! What have I done?”

“What ! shricked Mr, Rateliff. “You dare
to ask what you have done?”

“Yes, sir. ¥ suppose there’s no harm in

“Then—

taking off my clobber on a. warm afternoon,

is there, sir?” asked Fatty Wymn innocently, i

“There arc no ladies pr

His hands were upon it, |

(/)

it, sir. - And €

wasn’t expeeting company.”

“Ha, ba, hat’

“You-—you hung up that—that efgy,
Wyny, in order to make me snppose that you.
had committed suicide!” roared Mr. Rateliff.

“No harm in a fellow stuffing his clothes
to preserve their shape, is there, sir?” said
Fatty Wynn.

“Ha, ha, ha!”? : ;

“Don’t dare to handy words with me,
Wynn I spluttered the Housemaster, ©Get
out of this room, all of you! Wgynn, resume
your clothes instantly! 1 shall cane you now,
and then you shall be flogged-flogged as you
deserve, you young scoundrel! F——

Mr. Rateliff hroke ofi as Mr, Lathom, the
master of the Fourth, hurried into the room,
the fellows making respectful way for him.
The Fourth Form master was looking very
much alarmed. ;

“What is this I hear?” he exclaimed. “Ts

it possible that Wynn—- Why, bere is
Wynn, safe and sound! Thank goodness!
Wynn, my dear boy, I was sure you would
not be so wicked and foolish as to do sneh a
thing! T was sure there must be some mis-
take! Thank Heaven, I find yon alive! Dear
me—dear me!”
“It was a trick,” thundered Mr. Rateliff—
“an infamous trick! Wynn - hung up a
dummy, sir, to give me the impression that
he bad committed suicide! What is your
opinion of that, sir¢”

Mr. Lathom biinked at him over his
spectacles,
“My opinion is that we should all be yery

glad that the matter is no worse, Mr. Rat-
eliif !” he said tartly. =

“Hear, hear ! sang out the juniors.

Mr, Ratelifi glared at them. :

“Clear away immediately, all of you!" he
._shouted._ “Mr, Lathom, I shall be obliged
if you will retire also. I am going to punish
Wynn so severply that he will never wish to
play such a trick again!”

Mr. Lathom’s eyes gleamed
spectacles.

“Indeed! Y do not say that I approve of
such a joke, Mr. Ratcliff, but I think that
Wynn has been sufficiently punished.”

“I don’t agree with you, and I am ahout
to make an example of him! Pray leave me
to regulate affairs in my own House, sir!”

“Wynn belongs to your House, certainly,

He also belongs to my Formg

behind his

Mr. Rateliff.
and it is the duty of a Form-master to pro-
tect kis boys from eruelty !* said Mr. Lathom.

“What ¥’

“It you wish fo inflict farther punishment
upon Wynn, I do not agree.”

“I do not care twopence, sir, whether you
agree or not!” shouted Mr. Ratelitf, who was
too furious to care what he said.

“Very well. If you wish the matter to a0
further, we will take it before the Head, and
leave it to his decision.”

“I deeling to be meddled with in my own
House! I request you to retire immedistely,
Mr. Lathom ®

“I will do 20; and I will tuke Wynn with
met? S

“You will do nothing of the kind!”

“Wynn, dress yourself,” said Mr. Lathom,
paying no heed to the infuriated Housemaster,
“You will accompany me immediately to the
Sehcol House!” ¢

“Yes, sir!” sajd Fatty Wyon with alacrity.

e was already dressing, Figgins and Keir
helping him.

“Wynn, 1 forbid you te quit this room!*
said Mr. Ratcliff, almost choking with rage.

“I am hound to obgy-my Form-master, sir,”
said Fatty Wynn. - =

“You wiil obey me, Wynn!”

“Mr. Lathom comes first, sie)”
cheerfully. “I eould not pos:
master whom I respeet, sir!”

There was a chuckle from the juniors a
this plain intimation from Fatty Wynn that
he did nob respeet Mr. Ratcliff,

The Housemaster made a furious stride
towards him. Mr. Lathom ealmly stepped in
between. i .

The little Form-master looked at Mr. Rat-
cliff calmly over his. spectacles. It was, as
Tom Merry remarked alterwards, something
like David defying Goliath, and FLumley-
Lumley added that the odds were on David.

Mr. Rateliif paused. He could not prececd
further without committimg assault and bat-
tery upon Mr. Lathem, and even the in-
furiafed Ratty stopped short of that. . The
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:ibly disobey a
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ors hoped thut hie would do It; they only
ted him to lay a finger cn the master
: Fourth, and they would have rushed
upon Lim and dragged him off, and bumped
him and ragged It Housemaster as he was.
But  forfunately Mr. Ratcliff had sense
¢nough not to go too far.

“Véry well, Mr. Lathom,” he said, in a
3 ce, “you have ventured to in-
» with me in my own House; you will
answer for it before the Head!”

1 am perfectly willing to do so!” saidl
Lathem. L fact, I shall proceed
ircetly to Dr. Holmes, ‘and take Wynn with
he. Are you rcady, Wynn?™
es, Sir.”

Then comc!”

Fatty Wynn walked out of the room under
the wing of hia Form-master. The juniors
burst into a roar of cheering.

“Hurrah! Hip, hip, hureah!”

“Silence ! shouted Mr. Ratcliff,

“Hurrah! Iurrah!”

Me. Rateliifs voice was drowned in the
foar.

i

-, THE EIQGHTH CHAPTER.
“Bi’s Well That Ends Well.
R, HOLMES hrow was very stern as
D _he listened to what the Fourth Form
mas had to tell him.
Fatty Wyne stood silent while Mr.
Lathom was speaking.
~ My, Rabelif entered the Head’s s study a few
minutes later. He realised that it w
do to Liave the opposite version told- fir
withiouf interruption. Mr. Ratclif had dons
his best to'calm himself. It would be worsc
than wuseless to present himself befere Dr.
Holmes in a towering rage. But, try as he
would to calm his nerves, he was trembling
and excitement as he came in.
s met him with a cold glance.

“I am sorry to sce that a dispute has arisen
between £wo ‘masters,” said the Head. “Such
a 'di~m"- is calculated to bring authority
intc contempt in the school. Wynn, you may
rr(,-"

- “Am 1 to go back to the punishment-room,
sir?” asked Fatty Wynn.

~*No. "You are excused.”

© “Thank you, siri”

And Fatty Wynn quitted the study
out a glance at his Housemaster.
*“I’am sorry to see this!” Dr. Wolmes ro-
afed with emphasis. “On certain points
the authority of & Form-master and House-
yeaster must overlap, bub it should be the
gpecial ‘care of sach that there should be no

pe

 ean “only have 2 bad

boy might have been excited to the
doing
stueh
foliov

wishes shall be obeyed, sir.

from ‘cruelty and

tremely comfortable and well-paid position al
St. Jim's; but it came into his mind

punmhment ruum,

of the fellows in his Hou

of the Lower School.
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“The mattm is . now end 1 Mr. Latho

1 cannot ﬁnd any

he quitted the study.
man had never been
warpath bcfora, and Ef i

K frs halm tu hiz t
But the Hv ad’s words to Mr
the Fourth Form rmste.
6o means balmy ot (‘
“I don’t think we
Mr. Ratcuff lon m"’ crred upon the sid

> meust thank our

thing very foolish, My, Rateliff,
1 of punishment as yeu ha:

\1r. Rateliff found it d ‘Tib
“Yery well be gasped, «

Your

d if 1 find it impossible to me ur
Holmes, 1 shall have no receurse but o
gn my position in this schooll”
Raleliff intended tluvds a th
Head ved the thunde

ferbiolt;

1t with

gorry, of course,
ich a step, Mr.
you censidered it advis-

feli

able to do so, I should be the last to place
any obsata in
Mr. Ratcliffi”

your way. Geod-afternoon,

from the
gn his ex-

Ratoliff  almost

the Head might request him to resign, and he

realised that it wounld be best for. him to
be extremely carcful. - For once Mr. Rateii

was cow:d, and to the surprise and delight
‘he showed unmi
takahle signs of a disposition to “lie down.”

. . . - w7 © .- .

Fatty Wynn, neediess to

He had taken a rise out <
put the obnoxious Housemaster iuto his
and taken him down several pegs.

He had carried out his hunger-str
after the qupphe's had been cut off, and
fellows who knew Fatty Wynn best kpew
what a terrific strain that must have beea
apon his constancy and courage.

But he made up for the hunger-strike u

His friends—and their name was legion—
marched him off to thn tudwho" angd they
planked down their cash w cal liberal
standing Fatty Wynn such a foed as
seldora been -stood him befare.

Fatty Wyan did \‘remrm s justice to ¢
iechhh !ﬂm"er :ared hinr Em
ire—and as

< a treat @ itseld

'I‘um Merr; em'xrl\-ed, it wa
to stand and sce him eat.

The smiles had returned t5 Fatty Wynu's
plump face, and when he had n.mhed thut
tremendous feed, and had uo room lefs even
for’ another jam-tarf, hiz expression - was
simply beatific. Which was
ending to Fatty Wynn's Hung
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