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AMPS

By FRANK

IRE HEROE

A Splendfd New Story, deaiing with the Adventures of HARRY
WHARTON & Co., at Greyfriars.

RICHARDS.

Within a ring formed by the Greyfriars juniors and the boys of
Hampshire, the two Bobs faced each other.

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Not According to Programme !
14 ALLO, hallo, hallo! Here's a letter
for you, Harry!”
The Famous Five had just
come in from cricket practice
when Bob Cherry spotted the letter on the
table in Study No. 1.

“A° remittance, p'raps!” said Nugent.
“Remittances always eome at the wrong time.
We're all flush, and we're just starting on
a merry tour, and fivers start rolling in!
Now, if we were all stony broke, nothing
would turn up.”

“It’s not a remittance,” said Wharton,
laughing “The postmark’s Southsea,  Who
on earth do I know at Scuthsea?”

“Some charming mermaid of the deep?”
suggested Bob Cherry.

“Dry up, Beb, you ass!
be from?” A

“1 suggestfully propose that you ripfully
tear open the esteemed envelope!” said
Hurree Singh.

“Good wheeze, that!” grinned Johnny Bull.
“Why don't you think of these things,
Wharton ?”

Harry smiled, and cpened the envelope.

Frank Nugent promptly heid his hands in
position to catch the remittance as it flut-
tered out.

But no remittance came.

“Nothing doing this journey!” said
Wharton. “It’s a letter only—and it’s from
Bob Weston, the Hampshire skipper.”

“ What’s he got to say for himself?” said
Nugent. “Hope the Hampshire fellows aren’t
crocked, or something !”

Harry Wharton read the letter aloud:

*“* Southsea.

“‘Dear Wharton,—We are awfully bucked
to know that your fellows are coming down
from Greyfriars to meet a representative
Hampshire team. ;

“*I've got my ecleven all ready, and the

Now, who can this

(Cepyright in the Un

cricket-match will commence to-morrow after-
noon at two.

“*We have decided to bold the sports at a
small place near the New Forest. The nearest
station is Marchwood, and anyone will direct
you to the local cricket-ground.

*¢1 shall not turn up till late. But don’t
wait for me. Go right ahead with the match.

¢ Please remember me to all the Greyfriars
feliows. :

“! Bincerely yours,
¢ Bop WESTON.” ®

The Famous Five exchanged curious glances
when Wharton finished reading the letter.

“This is jolly curious,” said Wharton. “I
understood the sports were to be held at
Southsea—at a place cailed the Governors’
Green.”

“Same here,” said Bob Cherry. “I thought
we were going to play the cricket match
before a terrific crowd of Pompey people—
Tars and Tommies, you know.”

“Instead of which,” said Johnay Bull, “the
matech is going to be played-on some tinpot
village-green close to the New Forest—far
from the madding crowd!”

“It’s very queer,” said Nugent. “Why
should Bob Weston want to alter the exist-
ing arrangement?”

“Q@ive it up,” said Wharton.
puzzle to me!” 3

Harry Wharton & Co. had been instructed
t0 proceed to Southsea, where they would be
met by the Hampshire team.

Why the venue of the sports had been sud-
denly changed from Southsea to the New
Forest was a mystery. g

“Why not wire to Bob Weston for con-
firmation?” suggested Nugent.

“No time,” said Wharton. “We're starting
on the tour in an hour, and Weston will ex-
plain matters when we see him, I expect.
Meanwhile, let’s buck up and get ready.
Are all the cricket-bags packed?” :

Nugent nodded.

“It’s a giddy

sa

“They're outside the pavilion,” he said.

“Good!”

There was a tap on the door of Study
No. 1. ;

“Come in, chump!” sang out Bob Cherry.

The “chump ” proved to be Wingate of the
Sixth, who was to take charge of the touring-
party.

Bob Cherry flushed crimson.

“Sorry, Wingate, old man! I—I thought
»

it—

“That’s all right!” said Wingate good-
hungouredly. “Are you kids ready for South-
sea?”

“Southsea’s off!” said Harry Wharton.

“What !”

“I've just had a letter from the Hampshire
skipper!” exclaimed the captain of the
Remove. E :

And he handed the note to Wingate.

“So it’s the New Forest instead of South-
sea—what?” said Wingate. *Well, that’s all
right. I prefer the Forest myself. It’s a rip-
ping part!”

“But—but don’t.you think there’s some-
thing fishy about that letter, Wingate?” ex-
claimed Nugent.

“Not a bit of it! The explanation probably
is that the Hampshire fellows were unable to
obtain the use of the ground at Southsea. So
they had to look round for another place
to hold the sports, and they hit on this one.
That seems pretty clear.”

“You don’t think the letter's a hoax?” said
Wharton. : :

“Great Scott, no! Why should it he? The
postmark’s Southsea, and there’'s no reason
to suppose the handwriting isn’t Weston’s.
And who would want to play a jape on us,
anyway?”

“That’s what I was wondering.”

“Well, don't be a young ass!” said Wingate,
rather sharply. “That letter’'s ~genuine
enough. Buck up and geb rcady, and meet
me at the school-gates in half an hour.”

lted States of America.)
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#All serene, Wingate!”

At the appointed time, the juniors trooped
down to the gates,

“These cricket-bags seem jolly light,” said
Johnny Bull, who. was carrying a couple. “I
suppose all the tackle’'s inside?”

Harry Wharton nodded.

“They'll feel heavy enough by the time
¥ou get to tae swation,” he said.

Quite a number of fellows turned out to
sce the Removites off. Even Harold Skinner,
the cad of the Remove, turned out to speed
the tourists on their way.

- “Jolly good luck, you fellows!” he chuckled.

“Ha, ha, ha!” :
what on earth’s the matter with Skinney?”

exclaimed Nugent, in astonishment.

“The poor old chap can’t control his facial
muscles!” said Bob Cherry. “Hark at him!”

Skinner was laughing uproariously. 3

Had the Famous Five and their friends
stopped to consider the matter, they might
have realised that the cad of the Remove had
something up his sleeve.

It was a very merry party that boarded
the train at Friardale.

The Famous Five looked fit enough to tackle
not only Hampshire, but the entire South
of England. :

And Mark Linley, Squiff, Tom Brown, Micky
Desmo‘nd‘ Monty Newland, RBolsover me.jor,
and Piet Delarey all looked in the pink of
condition,

: _f‘“{e‘ve a long, long way to go,” said Squiff,
"Strikes me we shall arrive rather late for
the match.”

“Ne;” said'Wingate. “There’'s a non-stop
train from Waterloo to Southampton. Then
we change on to a local line, and we should
arrive on the ground with several minutes to
spare.
~The train soon reached the capital; and
then, after making a desperate attack upon
some railway-sandwiches at the Waterloo
buffet, the party boarded the Southampton
express.

“It's full steam ahead now!” said Boh
Cherry, with great satisfaction. “Thank
goodness this isn't the South Eastern and
S};n;}fhem Ime,.lv.'h%re you can gather bunches
of flowers while the train’s i gress!”

;Ha, ha, ha!” R e

he train sped on th > 8 ¥ pine-
s n sp through the Surrey pine

It flashed through Woking, and shortly
afterwards the juniors caught 2 flying glimpse
of Farnborough—the home of the Flying
Corps. s

Then on through the smiling meadows of
i{h;untpshire& éhro;ghh Basingstoke, and Win-
“hester an astleigh, till a jarri f i
heralded Southampton. e

1t took only a few minutes, as Wingate had
;Cfrreldigted.dto reaﬁ-h the little station of
Marchwood, on the outskirt 3 N
sy ) skirts of the New

The country around was beautiful in the
extreme ; but.there was one point—a very
important point, too—which Wingate had
ieft ont of his caleculations.

“By Jove,” he exclaimed, as the party
{1lafgésg’,in the roadway, “I've Sverlopker ane

“What's that, Wingate?”

“The question of accommodation, I haven't
se_t‘_t(ljehdw\vhere we're going to sleep.”

“Rooms had been boeked for us at the
Queen’s Hotel, Southsea,” explained Wingate.
“Of course, we can't possibly take them if
the sports are going to be held in this out-
of-the-way place, And there ain't any hotels
Sar‘gabouts. I dor’t quite know what we can

0.

“We shall have to beg, borrow, or steal
a couple. of caravans,”” said Tom Brown.
“Ripping weather for that sort of thing!” ¢

Wingate looked worried.

“We shall certuinly have to do something,”
he said. “However. that problem must stand
over until after the cricket-match. Wonder
where the Hampshire fellows are going to
sieep, by the ‘way?”

“Give it up!” said Harry Wharton. “It
seems jolly curioug altogether!”

Wingate hailed a stolid-looking rustic who
was plodding along the road. 5

“Can you direct us to the nearest cricket-
ground, please?” he asked.

“(Cricket-ground, sur? Oh, ah! 'E be
about six moile away.”

“What!”

“You goes straight on, zur, down this ‘ere
road, an’ turns to the right when you comes
to the Pig an’ Whistle. Then you turns to
the right agen when you comes to¢ the Dog

an’ Pheasant, an’ you keeps straight on, past
the Coursin’ 'Ound, an' the cricket-ground
lies on your left. It be about six moile, as
the crow flies.”

“0Oh, my hat!” 5

The Greyfriars juniors chuckled at their
quaint instructions.

“Much obliged!” said Wingate.

The rustic plodded on his way, and the
tourists plodded on theirs.

A six-mile tramp was not quite what they
had expected.

They were already beginning to feel rather
fatigued with travelling; and this, as Bob
Che_rtlry observed, fairly put the golden helmet
on if.

The Greyfriars juniors were very dusty and
perspiring as they came on to the ground.

A team.of fellows were already at practice.

Harry Wharton stopped short in amaze-
ment. o

“Why, great Scott, surely this isn’t the
Hampshire Eleven?” he exclaimed.

“Why shouldn’t it be?” said Squiff.

“But—but they're no bigger than Second
Form fags!”

“Talk about Lilliputians!” said Bob Cherry.
“Why, I've carried pigmies like that in my
waistcoat pocket before now!"

“Ha, ha, hal”

There was certainly something very
astonishing in the size and build of the
cricketers.

The biggest fellow among them would
scarcely have come up to Harry Wharton's
shoulder.

“Why, we shall simply wipe up the earth
with these funny little freaks!” said Bolsover
major.

Harry Wharton & Co. dumped their cricket-
bags down in the pavilion—which was little
énore than a barn—and made ready for the
ray.

Bob Cherry wrenched open one of the
cricket-bags, and uttered an exclamation of
surprise and dismay.

“Mum-mum-my hat!”

“Anything wrong,
Wharton.

“1 should jolly well say so! Look here!”
: The juniors crowded ~ound the open cricket-
bag.

Bob Cherry fished cut the articles it con-
tained, and there was a general gasp.

“Great pip!” exclaimed Frank Nugent.
“What the merry dickens——"

For the bats and pads and gloves that Bob
Cherry brought out were not the Remove's
property at all!

They were very tiny—a cricket-set on a
midget scale.

The bats were of the sort used by small
children in public parks. And the pads might
have admirably suited the pupils at a kinder-
garten.

“This is a trick!” said Wingate sternly.

“Yes, rather!”

“No wonder the bags felt licht!” growled
Johnny Bull, “I counldn’'t make it out.”

“What's to be done?” said Squiff, “We're
fairly stranded now!”

A diminutive boy with a freckled face ap-
proached the pavilion. ¢

“Is this the Hampshire team?” asked Win-
gate, indicating the pigmies at practice.

The freckled youth shook his head.

“We're Marchwood Juniors,” he said.

“0Oh, my hat!”

“Do you mean to say you haven't a fixture
with Greyiriars this afternoon?” said Win-
gate.

“Not that I know of, sir. We're supposed
to be playing a New Forest team at two-
thirty.”

“Great Scott!”

_“What's more. we've never heard of Grey-
friars,” said the bcy.

“Then this is a jape!” said Wingate.
“There can be no-<further doubt about that.
We've come to the wrong place. That letter
you had, Wharton, wasn’t from Weston at all.
We've been fairly spoofed!”

The juniors looked at each other blankly.

They had travelled over a hundred miles to
the glades of the New Forest, only to find
that they had come on a fool's errand!

“It's too thick!” said Nugent indignantly.
“1 should like flve minutes with the cad who
organised this little jape! I'd jolly well 1

Frank Nugent stopped short, with a gasp
of astonishment.

His young brother—Dicky Nugent of the
Second—came speeding into view on a bicycle.

The cyeclist swerved through the entrance
to the cricket-ground, and flashed aeross the
intervening strefch of grass to the pavilion in

Bob?” asked Harry

&
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front of which he dismounted, pumping for
breath.

.“Dicky, you young hounder!” exclaimed
Frank Nugent, “What does this mean?”

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
A Race Against Time!

ICKY NUGENT turned a-flushed and
excited face to the Greyfriars
cricketers.

“I've got news for you fellows!” he
jerked out.
Wingate regarded the speaker grimly.
“Have you permission to be absent from
Gte%friars, young Nugent?” :
“No.»

“You mean to say=you've played the
truant?”

“That's what it amounts to, T suppose,”
said Dicky Nugent. “But I couldn’t sit tight
at Greyfriars and do nothing. As soon as 1
got wind of Skinner’'s shady scheme, I hurried
down to Hampshire,”

“Skinner’s scheme!”
‘Wharton.

Dicky Nugent nodded breathlessly.

“I found out, through that spying beast
Sammy Bunter, that Skinner had faked a
letter, telling you to come to the New Forest
instead of Southsea. And it was Skinner who
swopped all your cricket things for this toy
set. - Sammy Bunter heard him swanking to
Stott about it.”

“My hat! The thumping cad!” said Win-
gate.

“I asked old Twigg if T could come down tu
Hampshire,” continued Dicky Nugent, “and
he refused. So I took French leave. Don't
glare at me like that, Frank. It was the
only way. I hurried down to Southsea, anil
saw that you hadn’t- turned up there, go I
knew Skinner’s shady trick had been success-~
ful.”

“And how did you get here?”
Wingate.

“Hired a bike from Pompey, and rode lik2
the very dickens!” said the fag. “Bob
Weston and the others are waiting for you
on the Governors’ Green, at Southse
They've arranged for the match to start at
three.”

“Three!” gasped Wingate. “Why, it's
quarter-past two now! We shall never get
there!”

“Bob Weston gaid he couldn't start the
match any later,” explained Dicky Nugent,
“because the light would be too bad at the
finish. You'll have to get from here to
Southsea by three, if you can possibly manags

ejaculated Harry

exclaimed

“Don't be absurd!” said Wingate. “We're
¢ix miles from the nearest railway-station, to
begin with.” ; z

“Can’'t we dig up a car from somewhere?”
asked Tom Brown.

Wingate shook his head.

“It is hopeless,” he said. 2

The tourists were certainly up against it.

Thanks to Skinner’s scheme, they were
stranded miles away from anywhere, with no
hope of getting to Southsea in time for the
cricket-match. =

“The match will have to be postponed till
to-morrow, that's all!” said Wingate at
length.

“One moment!” said Monty Newland.

Monty’s eyes were sparkling, and he counld
not conceal his excitement. E

“Well, Newland?” :

“There's an Air Force squadron stationed
only half a mile from here!” he sald guickly.

“Well?2”

“And there’s a Handley-Page pilot named
Jones—Ivor Jones—who's an old boy of
Greyfriars.”

“My hat!” =

“If we seoot g¢ver to the squadron,” said
Newland, “there's just a chance that Jones
will be there. He'll remember us, and he
might, if we put it to him very nicely, give
us a trip in the Handley-Page as far as
Gosport, where “there’'s a decent landing-
ground. We're practically at Southsea then.
It only means crossing by a ferry.”

“Good!”

“A ripping idea, Monty, old scout:” said
Bob Cherry.

And he thumped Monty Newland's back
with such heartiness that the Jewish junior
gave a howl.

Bidding farewell to the pigmies, the Grey-
friars party, led by Monty Newland, headed
for the Air Force squadron.

They sighted it at length—a number of
enormous hangars and scores of white tents

A corporal was on guard at the camy
entrance.
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“Is Licutcnant Ivor Jones
here?” asked -Monty Newland.

The corporal nodded.

“He’s a captain now,” he said.

“We should like to see him, if possible.”

“Is it urgent?” asked the corporal.

“Yes! Every minute’s precious!”

“In that case I'll send my man over to the
officers’ mess. Captain- Jcnes will be along
in a_jiffy.” :

And the corporal of the guard despatched
ene of his mechanics hot-foot to the mess.

Captain Ivor Jones appeared in a few
moments.

e was in his flying kit, and he nodded
cheerfully to the Greyfriars fellows, many, of
whom he immediately recognised.

“Anything I can do for you?” he asked,
shaking hands with Wingate.

The captain of Greyfriars nodded.

“1 know it sounds awful cheek,” he said,
“hut we should like to be taken to Gosport
in a Handley-Page at once.”

Captain Jones smiled. :

“Is it a life and death matter?” he asked.

“Iardly,” .said- Wingate. “We've got to
be in Southsea by three for a cricket-match.”

“In that case I'll sece what can be dene.
] don’t suppose the squadron-commander
will be averse to my making a trip in a
Handley-Page to Gosport. It's a very short
flight. 1’1l go along and get his sanction to
take a dozen passengers -on board.”

And Captain Jones disappeared.

* When he returned, a few moments later,

still stationed

he explained that the squadron-commander |

had no objection to the trip being undertaken.

“But you travel at your own risk,” he
added. “Understand that.”

“We shall feel perfectly safe with an old
Greyfriars fellow,” said Harry Wharton.

“Yes, rather!”

“This way, then!”

And the young captain conducted the party
to the massive Handley-Page, which was
seing. put in readiness by a group of
mechanies.

“My hat! Won’t it be prime?” ejaculated
Bob Cherry.

“The experience will be one which we shall
cherishfully remember all our bornful days!”
murmured Hurree Singh.

‘“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Hop in!” said Captain Jones. -

The juniors went on board, where chairs
had been provided. The engine hummed
and throbbed, and then:

“Now we're off!” exclaimed Dicky Nugent
sxultantly.

The huge machine soared into space.

Looking downwards, the jumiors
charmed and awed at the view.

The New Forest lay heneath them like a
garden in fairyland.

Small streams glistened and sparkled in
the sunlight, and the dwellings had the
appearance of dolls’-houses.

1t. was a glorious .scene, a scene which
ihrilled even the usually unemotional Win-
gate.

There was only one drawback to the flight.
It was not long enough!

The tourists would cheerfully have con-
tinued the flight until further notice, but
for the fact that the boys of Hampshire were
awaiting them,

Captain Jones landed at Gosport; and the
juniors, scrambling out of the machine,
thanked their Good Samaritan, and made
hurried tracks for the ferry-boat.

“1 don’t quite know what to do.about you,
young Nifgent,” said Wingate. “You really
ought to be sent back to Greyfriars.”

“Put off the evil day as long as you can,
Wingate!” -implored the fag. “I -shall get
it in the peck, in any case,-so there’s no
reason why I shouldn’t have a good run for
my money.”?

“Somecthing in that,” said Wingate, laugh-
ing.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!” boomed the dnlcet
tones of Bob Cherry. “Boat’s in, you fel-
lows!”

* What's more,” said Harry - Wharton,

“she’s just going to start!”

“Run for it!” said Wingate.

And the tourists pelted down the
Street of Gosport.

“Hurry up, -there!”
hoatmen.

The juniors hastened on board.

When the- bell sounded for the boat to
start there were still two fellows left behind
sn the quay. %

They were. Bolsover major and Piet Delarey.

“Jump for it!” shouted Bob Cherry.

Bolsover major took the leap, and
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shouted: one of the

he

were

H

landed on the deck; but in doing so he gave
his ankle a sharp wrench.

Though not an actual sprain, it was
encugh to keep Polsover out of the cricket-
match. x

Delarey fared worse.

The ferry-hoat was -gathering spced when
he sprang, and his leap took him far short
of his objective. i

With a splash Delarcy landed in the swirl-
ing waters of Portsmouth Harbour.

Fortunately, he could swim.

“Never mind me!” he shouted to the
anxious Friars looking on .from the boat.
“I'll come over to Southsea later!”

And then Delarey swam ashore—to the
amusement of the crowd on the quay—and
squelched away to the nearest hotel

“What beastly luck!” said Harry Wharton.
“Bolsover’s crocked, and Delarey won’t be
over for some time. He'll have to wait
hours  in Gosport: while his togs' are being
dried!” . -

“We shail be a man short for the match,”
said Johnny Bull.

;Exacclyl What are we going to do about
ity ;

Dicky Nugent chipped in.

“Won’t 1 be of any use?” he asked.
SYoul

“Yes. I'm not a Jack Hobbs, but I think
could manage to keep,my end up.”
“Hear, hear!” said Frank Nugent. “Give
the young rascal a chance, Harry, for his
cheek !”

-“Qh, all right!” said Wharton, laughing.

The juniors landed at the jetty near the
harbour station and boarded a tramcar to
Southsea. g

A few moments later the Friars arrived at
the Governors’ Green, an open stretch of
ground close to the Garrison Church.

Some of the juniors had played on this
green before.

They had met the boys of Hampshire in a
football-match, whieh, after a hard-fought
game, had resulted in a draw.

-

Bob “ Western came forward with out-
streteched hand. ;
“Welcome, little strangers!” he said.

“Thought you were never coming!”

“We've been japed, as young Nugent has
probably told you,” said Harry Wharton, as
he shook hands. “A fellow called Skinner
caused us to go wandering in the New
Forest. We'll settle Skinner’s hash when we
et back to Greyfriars. Meanwhile, we’ll
settle yours!”

“Perhaps!” laughed Bob Weston. “By the
way, there are two old friends of yours
here. Step forward, you fellows!”

And then, to the surprise of the Friars,
Jimmy Silver and Tommy Dodd, the respective
leaders of the Classical and Modern side at
Rookwood, came to the fore,

« What are you fellows doing here?” ex-
claimed Bob Cherry.

«Playing for Hampshire, of course!”

¢ But—but it isn’'t allowed——"

“Why not? Rookwood’s in Hampshire,
isn't it?” 2

" Oh!”

« And therefore we're entitled to turn out
for our merry county!”

«I—] =uppose s0,” said Bob.

The voice of the ITampshire skipper broke in
upon the conversation.

“Time we made a start,” he said. “Hallo!
What made you bring all these funny little
toys along?”

Harry Wharton flushed as he hauled forth
the midget cricket outfit. :

«This was part and parcel of Skinner’s
jape,” he said. “Have you fellows any bats
and things you could lend us??

Weston nodded. :

“We can fix you up,” be said.

“Goad 1? ; ,

Harry Wharton spun the coin, and Weston,
winning the toss, decided to hat first,

The next moment the great cricket-mateh,
which Harold Skinner Lad heped to postpone
indefinitely, had hegun,

93
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THE THIRD CHAPTER.

A Gamse for the Qods!
AMPSHIRE boys are cricketers to the

core.

Other  counties - produce fine
runners, strong swimmers, and keen
footballers. : :

But Hampshire—the very cradle of cricket—
teaches her sons to excel in-the grand summer
game, .

Quite a crowd had collected inside the -iron
railings which skirted the Garrison Ground.

There were sailors. and- soldiers and
civilians, %

‘Bob Weston and Jimmy Silver, as they
stepped out to open_the innings for Harhp-
shire, received a rousing cheer

The game opened briskl
for Jimmy Silver's liking.

Hurree Singh was bowling, and his first ball
spread-eagled the Rookwood junior’s wicket.

Jimmy Silver strolled disconsolately back to
the marquece which had been erected to serve
as a pavilion, He was thinking, with the
poet :

y—much too briskly

; ‘;!]i‘!mu wast not made to  play, infernal
sall 1» .

But Kennedy, who followed on, performed
yeoman service for Iampshire,

e and Weston made merry at the expense
of the Greyfriars juniors.

The score leapt up in rapid style.

Harry Wharton & Co. had visited Lanca-
shire, and they had visited Kent, but they
knew that they were up against a much
sterner proposition this time.

Fifty runs were on the hoard when Kennedy
was caught in the slips by Squiff.

“That’s put the kybosh on this merry
partnership, anyway!” said Bob Cherry.
“Who is this coming forth now? Tommy
Dodd, unless my aged eyes deceive me. Play
up, Inky! Make his middle-stump lcop the
loop, there’s a good feliow !”

But Tommy Dodd did not share the fate of
his schoolfellow.

He batted with skill and vigour, and he and
Weston took the score to 90 before Tommy
Dodd got out. z

Dicky Nugent was the cause of Tommy's
downfall.

The fag was given a difficult catch, high
up. .
But he got his right hand to it, and there
was a cheer from the crowd as the hall was
seen to repose safely in his palm. .

“ Well held, Dicky!” said Frank
heartily.

Dicky Nugent grinned.

«1t takes a Second-Former to show you how
these things are done!” he said.

« Well, you've justified your inclusien in the
team, anyway,” said Harry Wharton,

And Wingate, from the umpire’s
added :

“ Bravo, kid!? :

Hampshire rather went to pieces after this.

Hurree Singh’s bowling, backed up as #
was by brilliant fielding, caused a collapse. 1

Nevertheless, the home side put together
3140 lin their first innings—a very creditable
isplay. 35

« And now, who says tea?” inquired Squiff. ’

“Tea !* chorused the juniors, in unison.

And the Greyfriars party went along to the
Queen’s Hotel for much-needed refreshment.
They had not had a meal since their terrible
tussle with the railway sandwiches at
Waterloo.

The spectators were treated to some lively
cricket on the resumption. 3

The Friars went in, and batted with great
spirit. : 4

So persistent was the Hampshire attack,
however, and so smart was the fielding—even
to the verge of being uncanny—that Harry
Wharton & Co.’s first innings yielded only 70.

Of this total, the hightest score was a dash-
ing 25 by Mark Linley.

Hampshire followed on; and again Weston
and Kennedy got together and made the fur

Nugend

stool,

fly.

But the afterncon was ebbing away, and
Weston—a very wise skipper—realised that
it would be good policy to declare the innings

closed, thus giving the Friars a sporting
chance of winning the game.
Shortly afterwards, Weston actually de-

clared ; and Harry Wharton & Co. were faced
with the task of scoring 120 runs.

They started well.

Harry Wharton and Bob Cherry, hitting out
in great style, evoked many cheers from the
erowd.

«We shall pull it off yet,” said Squiff, lcok-
ing on from the marquee entrance.

But even as Squiff spoke Bob Cherry's
wicket fell,

A collapse followed.

Mark -Linley failed to repeat his earlier
performance; and Tom Brown, Monty New-
fand, and Micky Desmond compiled two. runs
hetween them. 2

It now looked as if Hampshire would win,
and win handsomely.

It fell to Frank Nugent to stop the rot.

Nugent was by no means the Remove’s best
batsman; but when at the top of his form Le
was irresistible. -

And he was at the top of his form now.

“Franky’s going all out,” said Bob Cherry
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With a splash, Dalarey landed in the swirling waters of Portsmouth Harbour.

deiightedly. “He may pull the game round
yet .2

Harry Wharton looked doubtful,

“He's got no one to stay with him,” he
said. “There goes Johnny Bull's wicket !”

Hurree Singh followed on.

The nabob shone more as a bowler than a
batsman, and although he stayed in a long
time with Nugent, he only scraped together
seven runs. :

The hundred was reached at length.

When the last wicket but oune fell, the
Remove needed twenty runs to give them the
victory.

It seemed a hopeless task, for two reasons.

Firstly, only another ten minutes remained
for play; and secondly, the last man in was
Dicky Nugent of the Second!

¢TIt would be too much to expect a fag to
hold his own ggainst this sort of bowling,”
said Wharton.  “The poor kid's bound to
come a cropper.”

“That's so0,” agreed Bob Cherry
booked for a licking, Harry, old man.”

Dicky Nugent went in to join his brother.

Frank smiled encouragement at him across
the pitch.

Dicky looked a comic little figure in Piet
Delarey's flannels, which were several sizes too
big for him.

But he took the game quite sericusly; and
the Hampshire howlers failed to shift him.

Weston whispered a few words of advice to
Kennedy, who was bowling.

“Give him some slow ones,” he said, “He's
bound to scoop 'em up in the air.”

Kennedy nodded.

But Dicky Nugent, who quite underztood
that a trap was being prepared for him, was
careful to keep the ball down.

He left all the hitting to his major, and
aon{t}ented himself with stopping each ball

ead.

“We're

The onlookers marvelled that a mere fug‘

should keep the Hampshire eleven at bay, co
to speak.

Dicky Nugent was given a variety of tempt-
ing balls; but he rever yielded to the
temptation to hit out.

And meanwhile, his brother Frank was add-
ing to the score.

The last over of the match wag about to be
bowled. - .

There was no liope of a Greyfriars victory.
Time did not permit of that.

The most the ¥Friars could hope for was to
make a draw of if.

If only Dicky Nugent could keep his end

t

Kennedy, of Hampshire, prepared to bowl.

He came down, as Dicky Nugent said after-
wards, like a wolf on the fold.

But the fag doggedly stood his ground.

He—a mere kid in the Second—was all that
stood between Hampshire and victory.

The last ball of the match was bowled just
as the neighbouring clocks chimed seven.

It was a swift and deadly ball, and Dicky
Nugent had all his work cut out to deal
with it.

But he succeeded.

His bat met the oncoming leather, and then
the umpires came forward,

The match was over.

Thanks to the determined exkibition of
Dicky Nugent, the Greyfriars Remove had
drawn with one of the finest jimier cricket
elevens in the country!

“Jolly well played, kid!» said Wingate to
Dicky Nugent, as the two brothers came off.

“Rats!? said Dicky. ¢I didn't do any-
thing more than keep my end up.”

% That was just what we wanted.”

«Well, T sha’'n’t mind getting licked when I
get back to Greyfriars,” said the fag. “I'm
having my money's worth.”

“That kid saved the game for you,” said
Bob Weston to Harry Wharton,

Wharton nodded.

“I realise that,” he said.

And a ringing cheer from the crowd showed
that they realised it, too.

“ What's the next move?” inquired Bob
Cherry. S

“No more sports to-day,” said Wingate,
“The swimming races come off to-morrow.”

“Then we'd better go and practize
paddling.” 3

% Ha, ha, ha!»

“There's a concert on the Clarence Pier,”
said Johnny Bull. “Shall we toddle im that
direction?” - 5

“Yes, rather ! : ;

% Hallo, hallo, hallo!” exciaimed Boh
Cherry suddenly. “Here's Delarey! Had a
good time, old scout ?*

The African junior grunted.

“Y've been spending a bappy afternoon by
the fire, watching my togs dry,” he said.
“I've never been so near suicide in my life.
How did the match go?”

“We drew,” safld Wharton.
saved us from a licking.”

“My hat!- And what's
now 9”

“ Concert on the pier,” said Jehnny Baull.
“Pack up your troubles, and come along

“ All serene,” said Delarey.

The concert:proved to be a particularly good
one. And it=was a very weary but cheery
procession of juniors that walked back across
Southsea Common late that evening to the
Queen’s Hotel.

The day had been an eventful one,

A journey to the New Forest; a trip in a
Handley-Page machine; an exciting cricket-
match with the boys of Hampshire; and a
first-class concert to wind up with.

“We seem to be seeing life,” said Bob
Cherry. “This is the grandest tour of the lot,
so far 1»

¢ Nugent minor

the programmc
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Ang from the rest of thé.jmﬁors, as they
Yrooped gaily up to bed, came the answering
ccho:

“ Hear, hear!?

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Through Storm and Tempest]
1] /@ Y hat! Whata sea!”

M Bob Cherry stood at his bed-
room window early next morning,
and gazed . across Sc»\_zt‘hgea

Common  at the heavy rollers which dashed
upon the beach,

“Is it stormy?” yawned Harry Wharton,

from his bed.

“Stormy jsn't the word for it!” said Boh.

“1 was thinking of taking an early morning
dip, too!”? %

“ The swimming races will be knocked on the

kead,” said Nugent. B

“Afraid so,” said Bob Cherry. “It would
take a Webb or a Burgess to swim in a sea
like this!» :

Shortly afterwards the Removites trooped
down to breakfast.

Dicky Nugent, still playing the role of the
bhappy truant, joined them. :

““T'oo rough for the swimming sports, kids,”
:aid Wingate. * We shall bave to hold the
renning races to-day instead.”

« Looks like it,” said Wharton.

But a few moments later a note was
delivered at the hotel.

It was addressed to Harry Wharton, and
ran as follows:-

-“PDear Wharton,—I think we ought to stick
to our original programme, and hold the
swimming sports to-day—don’t you?

“ We shall have a rough passage, I know;
“but Hampshire fellows don't funk a heavy
sea, and I'm pretty certain Greyfriars fellows
.don’t! ]

“We'll mest you at the South Parade Pier
at ten,

«Yours sincerely,
“BoB WESTON.”

Wharton grinned, and handed the letter to
Wingate, .

“That amounts to a challenge,” be said.
“We simply can’t back out. If the sea isn't
too rough for Weston & Co., then it’s not too
rough for us!?

« Hear, hear!” said Bob Cherry.

Wingate looked dubious.

“The silly ass is asking for trouble, to want
to swim in such a sea!” he said. *Still, we'll
give him his head. To back out would look
fco much like showing the white feather.”

%t ten o’clock, thercfore, the Greyfriars
fellows, with the wind beating full in their

faces, proceeded along the Esplanade to the
South Parade Pier.

The bathing-machines were not being used,
and, although the weather was hot, not a
single swimmer was to be seen. 3

Stormy seas were not usual at Southsea.
Fhe Isle of Wight sheltered it a good deal.

But this was an exception. 5
+ The waves curled and leaped against the
supports of the pier, and their angry hiss
seemed to convey a. warning to the would-be
competitors,
©-%“Top  of 'the morning!” sang out Bob
Weston, who, with his towel slung over his
shoulder, stood close to the .pier with his
“colleagues.,

“Do you think it’s altogether wise to swim
under these conditions?” asked Wingate.

- “Why not? I've swum in heavier seas than

nig.? G .

“Very well.”

The juniors chartered a row of bathing-
.machines, and a few moments later they lined
ub on the beach in their costumes.

The first race was a sliort one—only thirty
yards. - i .

But the distance seemed ten times as long
to the swimmers, as they ploughed their way
through the lashing, feaming wabes.

1t- was a close race; and the verdict went
to a plump youth named Pryor—one of the
‘best- swimmers on the  Hampshire side.

Harry Wharton finished second, and Mark
Linley third; so Greyfriars were not entirely
out of the picture. damn :

The next few races also went to Hamp-
shire. )

The chief reason for this was that Harry
Wharton and some of his chums refrained

-from competing.

They were holding themselves in readiness
for the biggest event of all—a long-distance
.swinr to the end of the pier-and bhack.

There had been hardly any spectators at.

he start; bhut when the big race was about
‘T'HE PENNY POPULAR.~NG@. 22. )

to commence, the beach was thronged with
people. E 3

Swimming the length of the pier and back
was no easy matter in a calm sea; and in a
sea, of this description it was a Spartan
achievement.

“Are you ready?”
competitors lined up.

"lééa'dy, ay, ready!” said Bob Cherry.

“Gol”

The swimmers plunged to their task. |

There were twelve of them altogepher—slx
from Hampshire and six from Greyiriars.

Progress was difiicult—almost impossible.

The tide wps coming in, and the swimmers
had the disheartening experience of being
swept back at every few strokes they took.

Jimmmy Silver led at the outset.

The Rookwood junior- was a fine all-round
gportsman, and swimming was only one of his
many accomplishments. ;

But he did not enjoy his lead for long.

By the time the end of the pier was reached
quite half a dozen fellows, who found the
going too difficult, were picked up by boats;
and Jimwy Silver was one of them.

It needed iron fortitude to make progress
in that seething tornado of waves.

The return journey to the shore was less
difficult.

Weston led, and Bob Cherry sped along be-
hind him. The rest seemed to be nowhere,

Everything pointed to an exciting finish.

Although Weston was leading, he was more
than a trifle exhausted. :

Bob Cherry, on the other hand, was going
strong. :

The wind blew in great gusts, and the
waters were churned to angry foam. But
Bob saw that the end was in sight.

1¢ he could only overtake Weston——

“Come along, kid!” came Wingate's voice
from the shore. “Put your beef into it!”

Bob Cherry gained rapidly upon Weston.
It looked as if he would easily overhaul him.
But the Hampshire boy was not steering a
straight course. He swam in zig-zag fashion,
from one side to the other, and Bob Cherry
could not get past without a collision in the
water. ;

The Greyfriars fellow began to get annoyed.

Was Weston deliberately ‘“‘crossing ”?

Was he wilfully impeding Bob’s progress.

It locked very much like it.

asked Wingate, as the

“Swim straight!” blurted out Bob, at
length. E
But Weston still continued his zig-zag
career.

The heach was very near now.

Boh Cherry made several attempts to over-
haul Weston ; but on each occasion the Hamp-
shire fellow—either by accident or design—
got in the way.

Bob felt like barging into him—but he could
not very well make a scene hefore the spec-
tators.

A moment later, panting and victorious,
Weston emerged on to the shingle.

He had beaten Bob Cherry by a few yards.

The Hampshire fellows cheered him, of
course.

But there was a hush among the Greyfriars
juniors.  They saw that Bob Cherry was
angry.

Few fellows possessed such a sunny disposi-
tion as Bob Cherry. - But there were times
when Bob fairly let himself go. And this was
one of them.

When he stepped out of the water, he con-
fronted Weston with blazing eyes.

“Call that playing the game?” he flashed.
“You deliberately prevented me from win-
ning !”

Weston flushed cerimson.

“You—you really think that?”
claimed.

“QOf course! I had you beaten all ends up,
and, knowing that, you swam in such a way
that it was impossible for me to get past

he ex-

you, I always thought that -Hampshire
fellows were sportsmen. 1 know different
now!”

It was Weston’s turn to get angry.

“ After that,” he said, “there’s nothing for
it but to fight!” ;

“I'm quite game,” said Bob Cherry. “ When
and where you like. Might as well have it
out here and now.”

Wingate * strode - forward.

The captain of Greyfriars had overheard
the conversation, and he was sorry that things
should have come to such a pass.

“Look here, you. kids,” he said gravely,
“you can’t scrap -here. I knew. you're pining
to get at each other’s throats, but it will
have to wait. -A “fight on- the ' beach, in
hathing-costumes, would appeal to the crowd,
1 dare say; hut it doesn’t appeal to me. You
can settle your grievance later!” .

The two Bobs—Cherry and Weston—ex-
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changed bitter glances,

and went to their
bathing-machines.

“Cheer up, Bob, old scout!” said Harry
Wharton. |

Bob Cherry towelled himself with fierce
energy.

“That fellow Weston's a rank outsider!” he
exclaimed. “I should have won the race bub
for him. Did you see what he djd ?»

Wharton nodded, :

“It might not have been deliberate,
though,” he said, in an attempt to pour oil
on the troubled waters. - t

“Rats! 1 feel quite mad about this, Harry.
And I'll make the bounder look pretty blue
by the time I've finished with him!”

“You're going to fight?”

“Yes.”

“Well, you were due to meet Weston in the
boxing contest.”

Bob Cherry grunted. = ;

“It will be more like a prize-fight,” he said.

“You're determined to fight him?” ;

“Of course!”

Wharton sighed. 3

When Bob Cherry was like this, he was im-
pervious to argument. When the juniors
were dressed, Wingate used all the tact at-hig
disposal to bring about a reconciliation.

But he was unsuccessful.

: Bob Cherry felt that Weston had played it
ow.

Weston, on the other hand, resented the
suggestion that he had been guilty of un-
sportsmanlike behaviour. i

“I sha'n’t be happy until we’ve had it out,”
said Bob Cherry. “It’s very decent of  you
to try to put things right, Wingate; but only
a scrap can do that.” - 2

“Where do you propose to fight?” =

“Leave that to me,” said Bob Weston. “I
know a quiet little meadow just below Fortse
down Hill.”

“Ts-1b far?”

“Barely an hour's tram-ride.”

“Well, since you seem determined to wipe
each other off the face of the ecarth,” said
Wingate, “we’ll go along there.” -

Shortly afterwards the party boarded a
tram-car, and went speeding away north-
wards.

No casual observer would have guessed,
from their appearance, that a stern fight was
shortly to take place. .

_ The fellows looked as if they were proceegd-
ing to a picnic. .

But their thoughts were not in harmoay
with their outward appearance.

For in that Hampshire valley which the
were approaching one of the “fiercest fights
on record was about to take place!

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Peace with Henour.
{3 RE you ready, you two?” asked
« Wingate,
Bob Cherry and Weston nodded.
“Go ahead, then!”

And there, in that silent meadow, within
a ring formed by the Greyfriars juniors and
the boys of Hampshire, the two Bobs faced
each other.

This was to 'be no well-ordered contest,
split up into rounds. It was to be a fight
to a finish with bare fists.

The spectators said little. -

The Greyfriars fellows wanted Bob. Cherry
to win, of course; and the Hampshire: hoys
were backing Weston.

But both parties felt sorry that there had
been a rift in the lute..

Bob Cherry was the first to attack.

His anger was fiercer than Weston's. He
felt eonvinced that his opponent had won
the swimming race by unfair means, and hg
determined to teach Weston a lesson.

Bob Cherry could fight like a tiger when
he was roused.

Nobody in the Greyfriars Remove—not even
Karry Wharton or Dick Russell—could hold
a candle to Bob in the ring.

The Greyfriars juniors expected to see
Weston go all to pieces at an early -stage of
the fight. : s

But the Hampshire boy was sturdy, and
immensely plucky. - ;

Bob Cherry’s knuckles crashed ‘against his
jaw, but he did not yield an inch of ground.

It was to be a long and stubborn fight.
Everybody saw that now. :

Bob Cherry had the upper hand. but a
decisive knock-out blow would be necescary
to defeat Weston; and the latter’s guard
was so good that the knock-out was not likely
to come-yet. +

By the end of tem minutes the faces of
the comhbatants presented a very battered
appearance, :

Weston’s right eye had retired from active
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service, and Bob Cherry’s nose was swelling
visibly.

Wingate grew uneasy. ;

“I ought not to have allowed this,” he
kept telling himself. “If it gets too bad, I
shall have to chip in.”

Bob Cherry launched a furious attack upon
his opponent.

Weston stepped smartly to one side, and
the Greyfriars fellow, his fists meeting with
no resistance, toppled forward, and fell.

Had Weston wished, he could have dashed
in with a straight left as Bob Cherry was in
the act of falling. :

But the ‘Hampshire fellow dropped his
hands, and stood aside until Bob Cherry
was on his feet again.

“He can’t be such a rotten sportsman to
do that,” murmured Frank Nugent.

And the other members of the Famous
Five agreed.

On the resumption of the fight there was
a good deal of give and take.

Weston got in a number of powerful blows,
which would have floored a less sturdy fellow
than Bob Cherry.

Bob, on the other hand, left his mark
on Weston's face more than once.

After five minutes’ hammer-and-tong fight-
ing the two combatants were forced to take
a breather,

The pace had become too hot for both of
them.

Wingate stepped forward.

“Stop!” he exclaimed. “I forbid any
further fighting. Quite enough damage has
been done already.”

The words -stung Bob Cherry into action.

He rushed towards Weston, and Wingate
swung him back.

“I'm going on!” muttered Bob thickly.

“Oh, no, yow're not! You've knocked each
other about sufficiently.”

“Let them finish it off, Wingate!” said
Harry Wharton. §

“Yes, rather!”

“What's the sense in fagging right up here
and leaving the affair unsettled?” growled
Bolsover major.

“Look at their faces

“Well, they’re bound to get some hard
knocks. This isn’t a kid-glove exhibition.”

Wingate hesitated.

* hegan Wingate.

“Let’s finish it!” urged Weston. “There
won’t be five minutes to go.”
Whether Weston thought that in that

interval he would knock Bob Cherry out, or
vice versa, was uncertain.

. But Wingate, noting the earnest appeal
in the eyes of the Hampshire boy, gave in.

“Only five minutes more, mind!” he said.

Weston nodded,

The fight was resumed with grea$ dash
and spirit.

Weston struck the first
struck no more.

For Bob Cherry, summoning all his strength,
dashed in, and planted his left and right
in quick succession beneath his opponent's
jaw.

Weston went down like a log.

He struggled to his feet again, but not
before Wingate had counted him out.
_“Cherry wins!” said the Greyfriars captain
simply.

Bob Cherry picked up his coat, put it on,
and turned abruptly away.

“Aren't you going to shake hands with
Weston?” asked Kennedy.

blow; bhut he

It was not in Bob's nature to bear malice,
but he hesitated now. o

“You're a bit of an ass, you know,” con-
tinued Kennedy. “You seem to have the
idea that Weston fouled you. He always
swims in a zig-zag fashion, like he did then.
It's a bad habit, and it’s landed him into
trouble more than once. But as for deliber-
ately fouling you—why, Weston's far too
decent a sportsman to play a trick of that
sort.”

Bob Cherry looked Kennedy squarely in the
ace.

“You mean to say that Weston couldn’t
help swimming as he did?”

“Of course he couldn’t! That funny over-
arm stroke of his always causes him to
swerve from one side to the other. Bob
Weston’s not the sort of fellow who would
deliberately foul.”

“But I shouted to him—-"

“Yes; but all the shouting in the world
can’t alter a fellow's style. Do you still
think that Bob Weston played it low?”

“No, I don’'t!” said Bob Cherry; adding,
as he turned to his recent antagonist: “I've
been a priceless ass!”

“So have I,” said Weston, as he took
Bob Cherry’s outstretched hand. “ We ought
not to have scrapped. But—but it hurt a
bit when you said Hampshire fellows weren’t
sportsmen,”

“I take that back,” said Bob Cherry at
once, “I ought to have known hetter than
to say such a thing.” 2

The breach was healed now.

Bob Cherry was never likely to jump to
such ‘hasty conclusions again, so far as
Weston was concerned.

Traces of the recent combat were plainly
visible on the faces of the two Bobs, but
they did not seem to mind.

“Of course, that counts as a Greyfriars
victory,” said Weston.

“Ne fear!” said Bob Cherry.

“But it does! You've proved yourself the
better man. There's no need to have a
glove-fight after this. The result would be
just the same.”

So the Friars were fairly level with their
opponents in the matter of points.

The cricket-match had been drawn, Hamp-
shire had won the long-distance swimming
race, and Greyfriars the fistic encounter.

Next day the running races took place on
the TUnited Services Recreation-ground at
Portsmouth. 3

There were eight events in all.

Harry Wharton & Co. bagged four, and
Hampshire four.

The biggest event was the Marathon Race,
which, after a stern struggle, went to Jimmy
Silver of Rookwood.

The last day of the tour was spent in
visiting the places of interest in Portsmouth
and the surrounding district.

The grand old harbour was a gource of con-
siderable -fascination.

Harry Wharton & Co. were rowed out to
the Victory, and ther went all over the
historic craft. :

The old Victoria Pier and the Charles
Dickens' Museum came in for a good deal of
attention. But the titbit of the day was a
picnic on the summit of Portsdown Hill.

Several luncbeon-baskets were packed with
good things, and Harry Wharton & Co., to-
gether with their Hampshire friends, set out
in great spirits.

“This is prime!” said Bob Cherry, as the
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contents of the baskets were spread out
on the cool grass. “I can almost forzive you
for putting my nose out of joint yesterday,
Weston!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“What a treat to be able to gorge to our
hearts’ content!” murmured Bolsover major.
“I've been in training for a whole blessed
week—half a kipper a day, and all that sort
of thing!”

“Well, you haven't trained in vain!" said
Wingate, laughing. “I think Greyfriars has
given a very good account of itself in the
sports.”

% Hear, hear!” said Kennedy.

“It's been a topping time, anyway!” said
Tommy Dodd. “I don’t relish the idea of
going back to Rookwood and swotting at
mouldy Greek!”

Jimmy Silver groaned.

“Don’t dwell on it, old chap!” he said.
“Let us eat, drink, and be merry—for to-
morrow we go back!”

The feast progressed merrily, :

There was no lack of good things, and the
youthful sportsmen did full justice to them.

The scene from the top of Portsdown Hill
was a magnificent one.

Most of the juniors were more interested
in the cream-bung than in the scenery: hut
those who had an eye for Nature’s charms
enjoyed the view immensely.

Far heiow them lay the thriving seaport
and the glistening waters of the Solent; and
away to the north lay the pleasant pastures
of Hampshire—a county which has few rivals
for beauty of scenery.

Everyone was genuinely sorry that the tour
had drawn to a close.

Bob Weston only bade farewell to the Grey-
friars juniors on their distinet promise to
visit Southsea again, later in the year, for the
purpose of playing a footer-match on the
Governors' Green. To this Harry Wharton &
Co. readily consented,

It was a very contented party of juniors
that travelled back to Greyfriars after the
sports.

The Removites considered, and rightly, that
they had deserved well of their country.

Lancashire and Kent had proved formidable
opponents in the past; but Hampshire had
proved an even tougher proposition. “To have
shared the spoils with them was a tremendous
actgevement- on the part of Harry Wharton
¢ Co.

There was only one dismal person in the
railway-carriage on the way back, :

That was Dicky Nugent.

Dicky had thoroughly enjoyed himself. But
he realised that his innings was over now, and
that he must pay the penalty of playing
truant.

The fag expected either a terrific swishing
or a gating.

But he got neither.

Wingate made it his business to acquaint
Dr. Locke with details of the important part
Dicky Nugent had played in the proceedings—
firstly, in warning the tourists that a plot
was on foot against them; and, secondly, in
saving the Friars from defeat in the cricket-
mateh.

In view of these facts, Dicky Nugent was
let down lightly. s

The Head administered two hundred lines,
to be written out on the next half-holiday ;
and there the matter ended.

Skinner of the Remove, however, got -off
less lightly.

Harry Wharton & Co. could not overlook
the trick he had played.

A trial by jury took place in the Remove
dormitory that evening, and Harold Skinner
was sentenced to run the gauntlet.

“Line up, you fellows!” rapped out Harry
Wharton. :

The Removites lined up in two rows.

Every fellow was armed with a pillow. a
bolster, or a knotted towel.

“Now,” said Wharton, giving Skinner a
sudden push, “run!” e

Skinner started to run bhetween the
under a perfect deluge of blows. &

By the time he reached the end he!swas
smarting all over, @

“Yow-ow-ow-ow-0w!” he groaned.

Skinner crawled towards his bed,
lamenting his ill-timed jape. :

For a long, long time he lay writhing in hig
bed, glaring into the gloom.

As for Harry Wharton & Co., they were
soon in the arms of Morpheus, dreaming of
the many exciting adventures which had be-
fallen them since they set out to compete, in
the world of sport, witR the Hampshire
Heroes! .

lines

bitterly

THE END.
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JIMMY SILVER’S

RETURN!

A New Long, Complete Story
of JIMMY SILVER & Co., the

Chums of Rookwood.

By OWEN CONQUEST.

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
The Fight at the Ring.
0 ILVER!” )
The exclamation was accompanied
by a gasp of surprise from the four
juniors who sat 1n_seats near the
ring-side” at the Ring, in Blackfriars Road,
London. %

And good reason could be found for the
surprise.

Kaby, Newcome, and Lovell of the Classical
I’ouse at Rookwood, and Tommy Dodd, leader
o the Modern House juniors, were the four
juniors concerned.

Days had elapsed since Jimmy Silver, the
captain of the Classical Fourth, had run away
from school to avoid a flogging before the
assembled school for an act of brutality which
tiad heen falsely laid at his door by BMr.
1irooks, a Coombe farmer.

Raby, Newcombe, and Lovell, accompanied
by Tommy Dodd, had set out to.find the run-
away junior, and, after a day’s search in
the great city of London, had been driven by
the rain into the Ring at Blackfriars.

And there, the first person they saw enter
the ring was their chum, Jimmy Silver!

The four juniors simply gasped in surprise.

“It’'s Jimmy!” hooted Raby excitedly.

Raby & Co. jumped up on their seats, shout-
ing Silver’'s name at the top of their voices.

Loud dissentient voices bade them sit down,
for the gloves had already been fixed, and the
fight was about to commence.

But Raby & Co. were far too excited to
listen to any such thing.

Jimmy Silver, standing under the glaring
lights above the ring, heard his name, and
sauntily waved his gloved hand.

The act only served to make Rook-
woodites more excited than ever.

“ You—you Jimmy!”. shouted
“You—you—"

Surprise checked Newcome's utterance, and
tie could not find words to fit the occasion.

But the people behind had come to the end
of their patience--they did not understand
ihe emotion which possessed the four juniors
{rom Rookwood.

Many hands grasped them, and bore them
to their scats.

“Leggo!” howled Raby. “I tell you that’s
our Jimmy!”

*Yes, rather—we’ve found him!”
excitedly.

“You’ll find something else if you don't
keep quiet!” said a burly man darkly.

Raby & Co. looked at one another as they
ve-arranged their collars and ties. They had
not -heen too gently handled by the sporti-
loving crowd.

“Better wait until the fight’s over!” mur-
mured Tommy Dodd. :

“Yes—and we’ll- bump the ass until he's
raw!” whispered Newcome. *“The giddy
spoofer!”

“I'l joly—" " .

But Tommy Dodd was interrupted by the
/bell-which announced that the first round was

the

Newcome.

said Lovell

to begin.
All eyes became centred on the two white
fignres in the ring, and silence reigned

supreme as the boxers shook hands.

Jimmy Silver's face bore a Jlook of con-
fidence. He realised his great advantage over
his opponent in that he bad seen him fight,
of himself, never having been seen in the
ring before, nothing was known of his capa-
hilities.

His opponent, whose name was Tide, looked
cqually as confident as he stared at the slim
form of the Rookwood junior. Perhaps he
felt that he had an easy fight before him.

But any such thoughts, he may have had
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were rudely shaken in the first minute of the
bout,

Fer Jimmy Silver, having touched hands,
lashed out with a straight left that stopped
very suddenly on Tide’s jaw. The profes-
sional boxer slipped, but rccovered himself
quickly.

In their seats, Raby & Co. chuckled.

“One to Rookwcod!” said Tommy Dodd
enthusiastically.

“Hear, hear!”
quickly.

Again and again Jimmy Silver hit out, but
his leads were parried skilfully. Tide, all the
smiles of confidence gone, settled down in
real earnest. The first round ended amidst
roars of applause from the crowd of spec-
tators—roars in which the encouraging voices
of the Rookwoodites were hopelessly drowned.

When the bell rang again, Jimmy Silver
leapt nimbly from his cormer, and the fight
proceeded.  Again Jimmy Silver got home
with his left, but he received such a lightning
right, that the scales, were balanced.

-All through that round it was a case of
give and take.

Not cnce did they clinch or hold, and by
the time the referee closed the round, both
combatants wanted a rest.

Raby waited until the cheering had some-
what subsided before he allowed a roar of
encouragement to go ringing through the
hall.

“Stick it, Jimmy!”

Jimmy Silver looked towards his chums, and
smiled confidently. The third round found
the combatants as fit and fresh as when they
had first started. Harry Kemp, the man who
had befriended Jimmy Silver when the junior
had accepted the ringside challenge, looked
at his protege, and nodded satisfactorily.

“He’s a go-er!” he murmured to a man
near by.

Jimmy Silver certainly did not let Kemp

down.
In the middle of the third round, Silver
saw an opening in his opponent’s guard, and
his right went through like a streak of light-
ning, to find its mark on Tide’s jaw.

Tide staggered for a moment, then slipped
heavily to the boards of the ring. Silver,
like the true sportsman he was, stepped across
to the farther side of the ring, and waited
for Tide to rise.

Five—six—seven! :

Tide sat up, and blivked round. The
referee would have called *Out!” the mext

assented his companions

T

second, but Tide got up, and staggered
towards Silver.
Raby & Co. sat breathless with excitement,

and_eyes nearly dropping from their heads as
they saw Tide in this plight.

« Jimmy's won !” shouted Raby excitedly.

But he was a trifle too hasty. .

With all the cunning of the ring in his
favour, Tide literally fell on Jimmy Silver,
and the Rookwood junior could do nothing.

The bell rang, and it undoubtedly came at
an opportune moment for Tide.

Into the corpers again, and the seconds
waved their towels frantically. Jimmy SBilver
did .not nzed this attention so much as did
Tide, but_all the same he was glad of the
little rest.. : y

Again -the bell rang, and Tide came up
considerably the better for the attentions of
his seconds.

He smiled at Jimmy Silver, and the Rook-
wood junior smiled back. 2

The next moment they were “ab it”
hammer and tongs again. It was Tide who
found an opening this time, and he sent

Jimmy Silver to the boards with a left swing
which took the junior clean off his feet.

The referce began to count, in a slow,
monotonous voice.

“One—two—three

Still Jimmy Silver did not move.

“Four—five—six——"

Raby & Co. looked wuneasily at one
another, and the silence was such that could
be felt.

“{lassies for ever!” sh
tically. “Jimmy——"

Jimmy Silver moved as the well-known voice
appealed to his dull senses, and stumbled to
his feet as the referee called “Eight!”

He could hardly see Tide now—dazed by
the suddenness of the blow. Again the en-
couraging voices of his chums reached him.
_“Rookwood—Jimmy——  Give him a Clas-
sical one!” hooted Raby.

To the credit of Tide, be it noted, he did
not attack Jimmy before he reached his
feet. True, Silver had done the same
for him, but Tide would have been well
within the rules of the game if he had gone
for the junior as soon as he was off his knees.

Ding!

The ringing of the bell was greeted by the
frantic cheers of the enthusiastic spectators.
Seldom before had they seen such splendid
sportsmanship in the famous hall.

Kemp leaned over his charge, and whispered
encouragingly in his ear.

*“Another right—like the first
you’il win!” he said.

Jimmy Silver smiled wanly.

A punch such as he had received wanted
some getting over.

The hell rang again, and he walked quickly
towards Tide, upon whose face again appeared
a smile of confidence.

Jimmy Silver was more careful this time,
and Tide found it more diflicult to get his
powerful left home.

Silver felt himself weakening, and for the
moment his heart fell. .

“Jimmy—your right!”

Tommy Dodd howled the advice out, and
there was a general grin from the spectators.
Advice from- a - schoolboy—even -if -they did
know the new boxer—appealed to them as
funny.

But Jimmy Silver had reccived that. incen-
tive he most needed.

Watching his opportunity, he feinted with
his right, again with his left, and lashed out
Witglt all the force at his command with the
right. g

It would have heen a good man who could
have stopped that lightning stroke. = Tide
capght the glove full on the point of the
chin, and, flinging his arms above his head,
he collapsed like a house of cards.

The referee started to count out the
seconds, but everybody in that Hhall knew
that Tide would not get up within the ten
seconds.

He lay, as if asleep, on the boards, and
Jimmy Silver, leaning heavily on the ropes,
watching him through eyes smarting from the
perspiration that ran from his forehead.

“Nine—ten—— Out!”

Jimmy Silver had.won! ’

A deafening roar of cheering, both for
victor and vanquished, shook the rafters of
the famous hall as Jimmy Silver ran quickly
forward and lifted Tide to his corner.

“Well tried, old top!” whispered Silver,
patting his heaten rival on the back with
his gloved hand.

Tide looked up dazedly and smiled.

“Good 'un—what!” he said.

Jimmy Silver nodded, and walked quickly
away. :

In their seats Raby & Co. were thumping

”

outed Newcome fran-

cone—anid

‘each others’ backs in sheer exuberance cf

spirits.  Rookwood had come well through
the contest indeed! .
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“Wait till we get the old ass!” chuckled
Tommy Dodd. *Did you see that right? It
went like this!” 3

And Tommy Dodd, to demonstrate his
views. lashed out with his right, Unfortu-
nately, Lovell stooped to pick up his hat from
under the seat, and Tommy Todd's fist caught
Lim on the shoulder.

“Ow! You—you—- Ow!” roared Lovell
“What did you do that for?”

Tommy Dodd sucked his knuckles.

“Ow! What did you want to get in the
way for, fathead?” he demanded angrily. “I
was hitting empty air!”

“First time 1've heard my shoulder called
empty air!” hooted Lovell. “I'll—" .

“If you two want to fight, try the ring!

And the two excited juniors turned round
to see an attendant in uniform standing by
ileir seats. They very wisely decided to
remain where they were—quiet.

“I suppose old Jimmy will come along as
soon as he’s dressed?” said Raby. ‘“He
koows we’re here all right!”

“Yes, rather. He heard us, never fear. 1
reckon he'd have lost if he hadn’t heard the
zood old call!” observed Newcome.

Which was extremely likely. Jimmy Silver
had been in pitiable plight until the voices
cf his chums reached his ears.

Five minutes later, and two more boxers
were taking to the ring, but there was no
sign of Jimmy Silver. The juniors looked at
one another uneasily.

“1 suppose he hasn't bunked again, has
he?” queried Raby, in a whisper.

“Just what I was thinking,” admitted
Tommy Dodd quietly. “I think we’d better
go and see what’s happened to him.”

The others acquiesced, and the four juniors
left their seats and made their way to the
back of the ring.

THE SECOND CHAFTER.
Qone Away!
14
Tommy Dodd called out to a man
who was striding quickly towards the
dressing-rooms. The man stopped im-
patiently.

“Well? I'm busy!”
chap who won the first fight?” asked Dodd
Lastily.

*“No,” said the other shortly. “He dressed
ando\}:'ent off.”

SAY—
“Sorry ! Have you seen Jimmy Silver—

Tommy Dodd and the three Classical
juniors uttered that exclamation in dismay.

“What on earth are we going to do now?”
asked Raby.

The others shook their heads.

“We'd better ask the man at the door,”
said Lovell.

The four juniors hurried away to the main
entrance to the Ring, and went up to the
attendant who stood there. i

“Have you seen gnything of the chap who
won the first fight?” asked Tommy Dedd at
once.

The attendant looked closely at the juniors.

“Well, and if I did?” he asked calmly.

Dodd stamped his foot impatiently.

“He's a chum of ours; we want to find
Jm,” he explained hastily.

The attendant smiled sarcastically.

“He'll have a lot of chums to-night,” he
said, with a sneer that made the four juniors
long to bump him. “With the nice purse
he won—oh, yes, he’ll have many chums
to-night!”

“You—you——->" :

Tommy Dodd broke off helplessly. He was
not to know that Jimmy Silver had lavishly
tipped him before giving Instructions to the
effect that if fours boys asked for him, not
to say where he went.

The attendant walked into the hall, smiling.

Tommy Dodd & Co. stood outside, locking
at cach other in dismay.

“What can we do now?” asked Raby im-
patiently.  “The - silly—rotten—senseless—
idiotical—maniacal—" .

“QOh, shut up!” growled Lovell. “That

for which the

won't help us find him."”

‘It had left off raining,
juniors .were duly thankful. But the night
was drawing on, and before many hours had
passed London would be asleep.

If anything was to be done that night, it
would have to be done quickly.

But the attendant came to their rescue,
although he did not know it. While they
were looking at one another, dismayed and
nonplussed, the juniors had not moved from
the doorway of the hall.

he attendant was talking to the box-
office man, and his loud voice reached the
juniors as they stood.

“Gone to Euston,” he was saying. “Give
me a ’andsome tip to keep my mouth shut
if the young gents came and asked silly ques-
t]»}ionts. I put ‘em off the scent all right,

ert.”

“Bert ” joined in the laughter which
followed this announcement, and Tommy
Dodd could not resist the temptatiom of
letting the attendant know they had found
out what they wanted to know.

He strode quickly to the box-office, and
tapped the man on the shoulder.

“Thanks very much for the information—
which you have kept so well,” said Dodd
cheerfully. “We’'re much obliged; we’ll tell
him what a fine and reliable chap you are!”

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Raby & Co.

And, followed by the hoarse commands of
the attendant for them to go back, Tommy
Dodd & Co. ran out into the street and
boarded a passing taxi.

They waved their hats at the outraged
attendant, and Raby fondly blew kisses of
farewell.

“Good-bye, duckie!” he shouted cheerfully.
“How nicely you put us off the scent!”

They did not hear the man’s reply, but
it probably was not worth hearing, in any
case.

The Rookwoodites leant bhack in their taxi
as it bounded northwards across the river.

“We’'ll have the bounder this time,” said
Tommy Dodd confidently. “ And when we do
catch him, I vote we give him a jolly hard
bumping for playing us that trick!” -

“What-ho!” assented Lovell emphatically.
“Fancy old Jimmy heing a deep old scoundrel
like that. I'm afraid our Jimmy will come to
a bad end!”

He finished up with a sigh, shaking his
head morosely.

“Fathead!” said Raby witheringly. “Of
course, the dummy thinks we are after him—
the Head sent us, and all that twaddle. I'd
have bunked myself.”

“You would, of course!” said Lovell sar-
castically.

“Look here—-"

“Shut up!” roared Newcome, so loudly that
the driver turned his head to see if they
wanted him. “Can't you leave all that
until we get hack to Rookwood?”

“Well, he shouldn’t——"

“If Lovell hadn't—"

Tommy Dodd and Newcome, exasperated,
grasped the two juniors, and bumped their
heags together with a crack.

“Ow

“Yoooow !”

“There, perhaps you'll shut new!” said
Newcome, leaning back in his seat with the
air of one who has done his duty, and done
it well.

“You—oh, you've busted my head against
his rotten block of wood!” howled Lovell.

“Wood! Yours is cast-iron, you dummy!
And I'll—7

But Tommy Dodd and Newcome had had
enough. They sprang at the cnraged
juniors, and sat on them.

“Now perhaps we'll have peace until we
reach Euston!” said Tommy Dodd.

And Newcome nodded cheerfully.

Lovell and Raby struggled desperately for
a few moments, but the evening was hot, and
they soon gave in, and contented themselves
with personal remarks concerning they that
sat upon them.

But Newcome and Tommy Dodd merely
chuckled.

Euston was reached without further
trouble, and the exasperated two were
allowed to alight! They straightened their
collars and jackets whilst Tommy Dodd was
settling with the cabman, and then their
attention was called to the all-important
business of finding Jimmy Silver.

“Euston Station. is a very big affair, and
the juniors found it no mean task to push
their Wway amongst the jostling crowds. But
of Jimmy Silver there was no trace.

“Let’s part, and meet later at the booking-
office,” suggested Raby. “We shall never
find him this way!”

Tommy Dodd shook his head.

“That would be all right if we knew Lon-
don,” he said. “But if we get separated,
goodness knows when we -shall meet again!”

“Besides, Jimmy might be in one of the
trains,” put-in Lovell.

“Exactly! And before we could get
togethex; the train would be gone!”

SHm

The juniors were at a loss—they knew not
what to do. J g .

“ Better look in all the traing,” said Tommy :
“that is, if we can pass the platform-
collector.” -

s 8

“Platform-attendant, you mean, ass!” said
Raby, with the confidence of superior know-
ledge. “Who ever heard of a platform-
collector? I suppose you think somebody
goes hanging round picking up platforms like
they would butterflies?”

“Ha;, ha, hal”

“Look here——"

. “Ticket-examiner is what you hoth mean,”
interrupted Lovell, with a chuckle, “Let’s
try, any old how!” = ¢

They found they could get on to the plat-
forms if they secured a ticket from auto-
matic machines placed near the platform
barriers for that purpose.

Toramy Dodd obtained four tickets from
the machine, and the juniors, not without
a curious stare from the ticket-examiner,
were allowed to go on to the platform.

A long train was standing there, bearing
hoards which announced its destination as
Glasgow. But the juniors were more
interested in finding Jimmy Silver than where
the train was hound for.

They went the whole length of the train,
but there was no sign of the runaway junioz,
and they walked slowly down towards the
barrier again.

“The giddy idiot!” snapped Raby. “If he
only knew how much troublg he is putting
us to, he’'d come along like a meek little
lamb and give himself up!”

“Yes, I can see him doing that, old scout!”
chuckled Newcome.

“Better try another train, and—"

Tommy Dodd’s voice was drowned in the
shrill shriek of the engine-whistle, and,
looking quickly round, the juniers saw that
the train was signalled out. =
_ Almost immediately the. guard blew his
whistle, and over the crowd of people on
the platform the juniors saw the green flag
waving.

Despite the pressing matter on hand, the
Rookwoodites could not resist the temptation
to stand still and watch the magnificent train
pulled out of the station by its great engine.

And as the train moved there appeared
at a window far up the train a head, adorn-
ing which was a cap bearing a badge un-
mistakably Rookwood’s famous crest!

Newcome gave a howl of warning.

“Jimmy! He’s on the train!”

And without waiting to see if his com-
panions heard, he made a dash for the
nearest door, flung it open, and leaped into
the corridor of the train.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Rookwood—and all Serene!

113 TAND back!” :
The porters on Euston Station
shouted the warning as the four

juniors struggled into the train,
which was quickly gaining speed.

But Raby & Co.. if they heard, paid no
heed.

Jimmy Silver was on the train, and that
was enough for them! >

They stood in the corridor,
breath.

“ Are you sure it was Silver?” asked Tommy
Dodd excitedly.

“Certain! I'd kunow his face anywhere!”
said Newcome. “Come on! We can geb
along the corridor!”

And the four excited juniors hurried along
the corridor, and peered into every com-
partment.

It was not until they reached the very
end compartment that they found Silver. The
corridor of his carriages was on- the other
side to that which had been near the plat-
form, which accounted for their missing him
before.

But they had found Silver atf last!

“Jimmy! You old,spoofer!”

“Jimmy, old scout!”

And the delighted juniors literally fiung
themselves at Jimmy Silver, overwhclming
him in sheer gladness of heart.

The other passengers in the compartment
stared at the five in amazement, but ven-
tured no protest at the noise they made.

It was fully five minutes before Jimmy
Silver could speak. A lump in his throat
made speech impossible until then.

“I'm>-I'm—I’m jolly glad to see you
chaps, of course,” he stammered. “But how
did you get on the track?”

Newcome chuckled.

“The attendant you lavishly tipped was
so pleased with putting us off the scent,
he told hiz chum in the hox-office,” he ex-
plained. “We heard—that’s alll”

“The ass!”

panting for
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-~ “Jolly fine chap, that attendant!” said
Tommy Dodd warmly. “Where would you
have been. if it hadn't been that?”

¢ Home,” said Silver laconically. “I—I-—T
‘was going to tell the pater, you see, and——"

“And now you're coming back to Rook-
wood!” said Dodd firmly.

“Yes, rather!” said thk others emphatic-

ally.
Jxmmy Silver flushed, and his eyes blazed
angrily.

‘And face a flogging for nothing?” he said

hotly. “Not this child! I'm off to see the
pater »

“When you've been to Rookwood "
‘reiterated Tommy Dodd. *My dear ass!

There's five of us in for it now!”
Jimmy Silver stared.
“Do you mean to say
“We do—we does! We bunked, my infant,

@0,‘;fetch you back. And now we are all for

it

“Then the Head—he didn’t send you?”

“Not he! We came on our little ownsome.
‘And I'm mighty glad we did. It's worth
‘a flogging to have seen the way you put the
boxer-chap on the boards for thL count !”

“Hear, hear!”

. “Only I wish it was Farmer Bro
of little Tide!” murmured Raby.

“Ha, ha, ha! He'd be a bit over my
wel ht ” said Silver. “T L

LS lckets, please!”

“Oh!”

The juniors looked at one another in dis-
may. They had forgotten all about the
necessity of having tickets when travelling on
the railway.

The inspector poked his head into the com-
partment, clippers in hand.

“Tickets, gentlemehn, 1>1u~: L

“Ahem! You see——-"

“It's like this—"

“Tickets, please!”

“We—we haven't got tickets!”
Dodd desperately.

1

s instead

said Tommy

“Oh! Trying to do the company, eh?”
“Nunno! Not at all!

You see—-" :
¢ coming by this

“We didn't know we w
train, inspector. - We only came to look for
a chap, and—and we found him, you see.”

The inspector shook his clippers impatiently.

“Then where do you want to go to?” he
demanded.

“Eh? go to,
Jimmy ?”

Jimmy Silver chuckled, and pulled a five-
pound note from his pocket.

Where do we want to

“Tour to Rookwood—I mean, Coombe—I
mean, Crewe!” he said. “These chaps came
after me; it's all right!”

The inspector took the money, and

mumbling something about it not bemf' all
right, made out four tickets to Crewe, and
handed them, with the change, to Silver.

“Better look after them a bit better, sir,”
he said warningly.

And he proceeded on his way.

% You hear that, you chaps?” said Jimmy
Silver, with a chuckie. “Even the inspector-
chap can see you want me to look after yon!

So—
“My

hat! You ungrateful chump!” said
Tommy Dodd indignantly, “Here have we
heen chasing you to look after you—and

getting a ﬂog“mfr for doing ltf(md vou tell
us that you can look after us!

“Us! The cheek!” snorted Rahy.

“Any old how, I'm not coming back to
Ponl\wood'” said Silver emplmtually.

“You are, my son—you are!” said Tommy
Dodd. “We haven't let you pay for our
tickets for nothing!”

“Ha, ha, ha! Rather not!”
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“I'm not——"

“You are—so shut up!”

“1 tell you—-"

“Oh, bump the silly ass!”
xmpo\nently

And Jimmy Silver was carried mto the cor-
ridor, and bumped—hard.

“Ow! Yoooow! Shurrup, you fatheads—
Ow! TI'll eome— Ow!” hooted Silver.

“There!” panted Tommy Dodd.

Heads were poked out of the compartments
to look at the extraordinary sceme. Pas-
sengers do not often see a junior bumped, so
there was reason for their curiosity.

Jimmy Silver sat up, and giared wrathfully
at the grinning juniors.

“You silly dummies!” he growled.

“Want some more—we're just proving to
the inspector-chap that it’s you that wants
looking after!” said Tommy Dodd.

“Better fetch him back, and let him see
;viﬁh his own eyes!” said Newcome thought-
ully.

“Ow! You'd better not!” said Silver; and
rose hastily to his feet.

“Then, as the bobbies say—are you coming
quietly ?” demanded Tommy Dodd.

“Ow! Yes, if you like. But—but wait
until I get back to Rookwood, Tommmy Dodd!
TI'll have the gloves on with you, and teach
you to rag a Classical chap!”

“I shall waht notice of that!” said Dodd
coolly.

“Eh—what for?”

“To put a couple of coal-buckets in thg
gloves!” grinned Tommy Dodd. “I'm not
taking you on—I'd sooner tackle Tide!”

saild Newcome

“Ha, ha, ha!l”
Jimmy Silver's good-humour quickly re-
turned. He was “lad enough to see the

juniors again—one hardly appreciates one's
friends until they are absent.

The five juniors had a right royal time of
it, stopping the night at Crewe, and proceed-
ing to Rookwood in the morning. But as
they approached the famous old scbom, some
of their light-heartedness left them.

It was no joke to have to look forward to
a public flogging, and that would be the least
punishment they would get. The fact of
their having fetched Jimmy Silver back would
make matters a little easier, but not very
much.

Just enough to save them from expulsion,
as Newcome remarked.

They arrived at the school during afternoon
lessons, and made their w ay straight to Dr.
Chisholm’s study.

It was almost a reliel to fiear the Head's
Ixmdh tones bid them cnter

. Chisholm was sitting at his desk, poring
o‘er the papers that la) there. Newspapers
were very conspicuous, and the juniors did
not need to be told to know that the papers
contained advertisements seeking their where-
abouts.

“Ahem!” said Tommy Dodd nervously.

Tbe Head looked up.

Dodd, Raby, Newcome! And—and
Silver!” he gasped. “Gooduess gracious!
Dear me, 1 am glad to see—ahem ! What
does all this mean?”

“We' ‘e come back, sir!” said Jimmy Silver
meekly. “Ahem! You see,
“I see you have—now perhaps you'll ex-

plain!” said the Head lcm

“i‘bs ll%\(}t tghx; :1r~T began Lovell.

“Pray let Silver explain, Lovell!” sai
Head coldly. s R

“I—I—I think I'd better, if you don’t mind,
sir!” said Tommy Dodd nervously. “I took
the others, sir, and——

“He didn’t, sir—""

“Silence ! Go on, Dodd!”

‘Friday.

Tommy Dodd, somehow or other, managed
to explain to the Head what had happenpd.
and although he was nervous at first, his eyes
glowed as he recounted the fight between
Tide and Jimmy Silver.

Even the Head's eyes twinkled proudly as
he heard of the Rookwoodite’s victory, and
when the juniors had finished, there was little
of the sternness in his eyes that had been
there: when the runaway juniors had entered
the study.

The juniors waited for him to speak when
Tommy Dodd had finished.

“You were very wrong to take the strong
act,mn you did,” said the Head sternly.

“You hehaved outrageously, Silver, and set
a very bad example to your friends. For
that, ‘of course, there is only one adequate
plm(l)%hment—« .

“And the others, by running from ‘the
school, there is also but one punishment.
Expulsion—"

“Oh, sir—"

“Expulsion would have undoubtedly fol-
lowed but for the fact that Mr. Brooks has
been here, Silyer!”

“I didn’t want him to plead for me, sirl”
smd Jimmy Silver resentfully.

“Nobody said he came to plead, Silver. He
came, in fact, to say that his son admits
lnvmg been kicked by the horse, and not by
you.

“Oh, the—the

“Apparently, Lester Brooks was possessed
by a desire to wreak petty vengeance on you
for the noble way in which you protected
the horse at his own expense that was the
cause of your running away. He became very
nervous when his father told him you had
gone, and blurted out the truth—but nob
before these headstrong juniors had followed
xouale\ﬂmple, and gecae after you.

“So, although you are cleared of the accu-
sation of brutality. there is no excuse for
your having behaved so disgracefully.”

“I should have heen flogged, sir—I was
falsely accused.”

“That is only half an excuse, Silver. For
so flagrantly breaking the rules, I shall
severely cane all of you, and there the matter
ends. Hold out your hand, Silver!”

Jimmy Silver held out his hand, knowing
that the punishment was justifiable. But he
almost laughed at the light taps he received.
Clearly the Head was sympathetic!

The other four juniors duly received six
“pats” with the cane, and were then allowed
to depart.

Outside the study,
at one another.

“He’s top-hole !” said Jimmy Silver.
faney Lester Brooks—— Brrrr!?

He broke off with a growl, and, arm-in-arm,
the five juniors careered down the passage
to their own study. Tommy Dodd went with
them, for the simple reason that Raby and
Newcome were on either side of him.

And that night there was held such. &
feed as Rookwood had never seen before.
All the juniors were invited, Moderns as well
as Classies, to the feed which celebrated not
only the return of the juniors, but of Jimmy
Silver’'s fight in London.

It was with the purse thus won that the
feed was given, and even Peele, Gower,. and
Lattrey felt a glow of pride as Tommy Dodd,
?mxdst hearty c‘necr;, recounted thelr adven-
ures

they turned and looked
“But

THE END.
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Baggy Brags.

«“ ES,” said Baggy Trimble, with a
fat smirk, “I've often been com-
plimented on my courage. Lion-
like, some people have called it.”

“Really truly truthful people?” asked
Monty Lowther solemnly.

Of course! I am not in the habit of asso-
Cl‘dtl’]]g with untruthful people, let me tell
you!”

~Mellish, dear boy, have you ever had an
nnsolicited testimonial equal to that before?”
drawled Ralph Reckness Cardew.

A score or so of the Shell and Fourth were
congregated in the junior Common-room after
prep one evening, and Baggy had been hold-
ing forth on the subject of pluck. It was
rot a topic npon which the views of Baggy
were likely to be valuable; but the fellows
present were mostly in an idle mood, and
they had listened.

Percy Mellish, the sneak of the Fourth, who
shared a study with Baggy, looked up from
his game of draunghts.

“What rot's Baggy giving you?” he asked.

“He infers that you are a perfectly truthful
person,” replied Cardew.

“Rats! Er—I mean to say, I suppose I'm

as truthful as anyone else,” said Mellish
sulkily.
“Rats! You're not!” retorted Blake.

“Weally, Blake, I considah that that is
goin’ wathah far!” remonstrated Arthur
Augustus D'Arey. “I cannot say that I my-
self should considah Mellish an entiahly
vewacious person. But I would not hurt his
feelin’s by sayin’ so!”

“You haven’t said so, have you?” chuckled
Digby. : s ]

“Certainly not! ' Bai Jove, I should be
cowway if I were so howwibly wude as some
of you fellows are!”

“1 was under the impression that I was
talking,” said Baggy, with a heavy attempt
at sarcasm.

*An’ my noble kinsman was under the im-
pression that he was bein’ kind an’ polite to
Mellish, by gad!” said Cardew. “Lots of
wrong impressions about. It’s a wonder where
they all come from!” Y s

“There’s this lion’s-den stunt, now,” went
on Baggy. “The general notion is that it
takes no end of pluck!”

8o it does!” growled Herries.

“Well, perhaps it does. All I have to say
isf @%mt I've done it; and- thought nothing
of it.” ) R

And Baggy struck a noble and commanding
attitude; arms -akimbo, chin up, and ugly
Jittle snub-nose elevated even farther than
Nature had already elevated it for him. .

-*Oh, you “Ananias!” cried Digby.  “You
mean to tell us that you've been into a den
of lions like

“Daniel, the gentleman’s name was, I
think,” put in Cardew. “Not Daniel Lam-
hert—he would hardly have come out alive—
100 temptin’ for the lions.”

‘“Fathead! I wasn’t talking about any old
back numbers!” said Dighy. “There’s some-
thing in the evening paper to-night about a
lion-tamer. That was what set Baggy gass-

PR
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said, with all the dignity he could put on.

Baggy had been listened to almost patiently
for five minutes, on and off; and this was so
unusual a circumstance that he felt quite
important.

“(Gassing and gorging are all you're good
for!” growled Herries.

“] dare go into a cage full of lions, and
that's more than you can say, Herries!”
snorted Baggy. "

“It’s not more than I could say—if I were
as big a liar as you are. I don’t happen to
be—that’s all!”

“You may think I'm lying——"

“Qh no, dear boy!” interrupted Cardew.

“There you are, you fellows! Cardew be-
lieves me!” cried Baggy triumphantly.

“Do I, by gad?” returned Cardew.

“You said you didn’t think I was lying,
anyway.”

“An’ I don’t think so, my pippin—I dashed
well know you are!”

“Hallo! What is it Cardew knows?” in-
quired Tom Merry, the skipper of the Shell,
entering at tha: moment with Manners and
Talbot.

“8peaking generally, everything, Tommy!”
answered Lowther blandly. *“There is really no
limit to Cardew’s opinion of his own knowing-
ness. He is like the late Professor Jowett—
what he does not know is not knowledge!”

“Baggy was telling us how he went into a
cage of lions,” said Roylance, grinning.

“Several cages of lions,” amended Dick
Julian, also grinning.

“Stuffed lions,” said Kerruish.

“Nothing of the sort!” snapped Baggy.

D"‘No; it was Baggy who was stuffed!” said
ig.

“Weally, T considah that it is wathah widic

to pursue this discussion!” said Arthur

Augustus loftily. “Evewybody knows vewy

well that Twimble is a w'etched funk as well

as an abominable liah!”

“Well, I like that!” snorted Baggy.

“It’s all right, then,” 'said Tom Merry.
“I'm sure no one else objects to it. On the
whole, it appears to me a fair summing-up
of your more prominent virtues, Trimble.”
: Levison and Clive came in together just

hen.

“Heard the news?” asked Levison.

“We've been hearin’ some, Ernest,
boy,” replied Cardew.

“What—ahout the ‘menagerie?”

“Somethin’ in that line. How, Baggy——"

“Baggy’s pretty nearly a whole menagerie
in: /himself,” said Levicon. “But I mean
about 2

“You have a very impolite way of breakin’
in upon the speeches of your elders an’
superiors, Ernest. .- We were hearing about
the intrepid Baggy’s performances as a lion-
tamoeg." ~= :

“ORt

dear

Well, he’ll have a chance to show
us what he can do in that line the day
after to-morrow, for there’s a menagerie
coming to Rylcombe.”

“T don’t think much of menageries,” re-
marked Talbot. “A lot of poor, mangy brutes
kept in captivity, and in utter misery all the
time, to judge from the look of them.”

“Still, this one will give Baggy the chance
he is yearning- for-te-establish & reputation
for bravery,” said Lowther.

Baggy did not look a‘ all comfortable.

“I don't believe that yarn about a
menagerie,” he said, shifting from one foot
to another, while his face went the cclour
of mottled soap. %

“If you mean to make out that I'm lying
——" hegan Levison fiercely.

“Nunno! Everybody knows you don't do
that—at least, not since you've reformed—
I mean——  Yarooooogh! Wharrer doing,
Levison? Lemme be!”

And Baggy lumbered out of Levison's way,
dodging clumsily hehind Tom Merry to avoid
a second slap of the head.

Levison pursued. He hated any reference
to his reform, and Baggy was somewhere
about the last fellow from whom he could
stand that kind of thing.

Baggy made a heavy rush fer the door.
It opened the second before he reached it;
and he barged hard into the magnificent
George Alfred Grundy.

“Yooop! Here, I say, do you know whom
you're running into, you fat idiot?” rapped
out the mighty one.

“'Tain’t my fault, Grundy—really it ain't!
It's Levison!” burbled Baggy.

“Bullying again, Levison?” snorted Grundy.
“1 shall have to put my foot down on this!”

“Give notice first, Grundy, please!” said
Cardew politely.

“Notice, you silly ass! What for?™

“8o that there shall be room, dear old
top. When the majestic hoof of the one and
only Grundy descends: 2
“Idiot! T can’'t make out a bit why they
didn't extend the muazzling order to chape
like you, Cardew!” hooted Grundy.

Baggy slipped past Wilkins and Gunn, who
were behind Grundy. But he did not. get
clear away. Kangaroo, Dane, and Glyn
stopped him at a call from Lowther.

“Don’t let Baggy go!” cried the humorist
of the Shell. “He was just beginning to be
interesting !” '

“Here, I say, Noble, old fellow, you can’t
stop me, you know!” pleaded Baggy.

“Can’t I, Baggy? Now, I rather thought 1
could. My mistake, no doubt!”

“Yaroooop! Lemme be, you cads!”

Kangaroo & Co. hustled Baggy back into
the Common-room.

“It’s a queer taste for anyone, wantirg
Baggy,” said Glyn. . “But as you happen to
have it, Lowther, here he is!” <

“I can hardly say that T want Baggy,” re-
plied Lowther. “But h¢ was disappearing at
an inopportune moment, while we were dis-
cussing his deeds of dearing-do, past and
future. I will not say present, for at the
moment, it must be allowed, the porpoise
looks anything but derring-deish,”

“Let me introduce you, dear boys, to Baggi-
bus,..the lion-tamer!” said -Cardew, with a
wave of his hand.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
A Quesr Wager.

€ HAT?” asked Noble.
“Baggy, the — er — whicher?”
said Dane. >

: “You should say Baggy t).re
Betwitcher,” teplied Cardew gravely.
THE: PENNY POPULAR.—No, 22.
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at the moment we are not talkin' of the well-
known effect of Baggy's irresistible fascina-
tions upon the fair sex. That is quite another
story, as Mr. Kiping says.

“Baggy looks like a lion-tamer, doesn’t he?”
said Glyn. “Why, he’'d do a bunk from a
white mouse, if it showed its teeth!”

“Nevertheless, a lion-tamer Baggy is. We
have it -on his own authority, an’ who would
ask more than that?” returned Cardew.

“Look here, T didn't say 1 tame the
things!” protested Baggy. *“I only said I'd
been in a cage with them.”

“I have it! Baggy refers to his past life
at the Zoo. But the monkey-house there is
hardly near enough $o the lions’ quarters to
justify—"

“I never was at the Zoo, Lowther, and you
know jolly well I wasn't!”

“I don't know anything of the sort, por-
poise. But I should counsel you to keep
away, for if the authorities there once laid
hands on you it would need quite a lot of
affidavits and things to convince them that
You were in some sort a schoolboy, and not
the missing link.”

“There’s nothing in going into the lions’
cage at. one of those menageries,” said
Grundy. “The things are as fame as any
giddy poodle!”

“Mine weren’t!” said Baggy.
horribly fierce!” %

Baggy was lying. He knew it, though he
was not always aware when he was lying, for
he had a talent for self-deception. And every-
one else knew it. But it suited Cardew and
Lowther and a few more to egg him on.

“Rats!” snapped Grundy. “See here, we
all know that Trimble's trying to kid us.
But there wouldn't he much in his brag
cven if it were true. I'd go into one of

“They were

those blessed cages like a shot. It’s safe
enough.”
“There isn't much danger, ecertainly,”

sneered Racke. “But, all the same, I don't
a bit believe you'd risk it, Grundy. In fact,
1’1l bet you a fiver to a quid that you don't!”

“I never bet, you sweep!” hooted Grundy.
“Bat I'd show you jolly soon if I had a
chance !”

“You have!”
grin.

“What do you mean? There's no wild beast
show about.”

“There's one coming,” said Clive. *“Toby,
the page, told Levison and me. He’s just
got back from Rylcombe, and he says the
posters were up there. 1It's to be along on
Saturday.”

“And it's at Wayland to-morrow,” added
Levison.

. “That's Grundy's chance,” said Racke,

More people to witness his display of reck-
less courage there, y’know.”

For a moment Grundy's jaw dropped. But
he quickly recovered his balance. Whatever
George Alfred Grundy might be—and he was
unquestionably several kinds of an ass—there
was no fellow at St, Jim's with a stouter
heart than his, and perhaps none who could
more easily be urged on to reckless folly to
prove the.stoutness of his heart.

“I'll do it!” he snorted. “I don’t say
whether it shall be at Wayland or at
Rylcombe. That’s my affair, I consider. But
I'll do it!”

“An’ take my bet?” asked Racke.

“No!” roared Grundy. “You know that I
never bet!”

“Baggy will take it, Racke,” said Cardew.

“The fat-cad never has any chink!” re-
turned Racke contemptuously.

“Oh, let's stop all this rot!” Tom Merry
said, rather uneasily. “The thing’s dead off,
you know.”

“Are you really afraid the dear Baggibus
will be led into danger by his excess of
Yemerity, Thomas?” gibed Cardew.

' “No, ass. Everybody knows Baggy wouldn’t
take the risk,”

“I jolly well would, and I jolly well will,
if Racke likes to bet with me!" said Baggy.

He hardly knew why he said it. With a
‘menagerie so near, it was certainly not
mgorth while to put up-a brag of that sort.
Put Baggy was as foolish as he was fat, and
Hacke’'s readiness to bet a fiver made his
vaouth water, although he knew that he had
not the slightest chance of winning the
money.

Racke looked at him sneeringly.

.. “What’s the dashed use of bettin' with
you?” he said. “You'll bet fast enough; but

Ra’yl{il' up is another pair of boots!”

said Crooke, with a malicious

ay I make a suggestion?” asked Cardew. |

'z PENNY POPULAR.—No. 22,

Racke and Baggy
piciously. -

“Racke wagers five quid that Bagzy won't
go into the lions' cage—see? Baggy can't
cover the cash, an’, of course, he’s dashed
certain to lose!”

“Oh, am 1?” snorted Baggy.

“So Racke’s fiver is safe enough,” went on

both looked at him sus-

Cardew. “But if it’s fo be a bet there must
be somethin' put against it—that’s only
reason. So I propose that the wager stand

like this: If Baggibus does the trick be-
tween now and Sunday next, he takes the
fiver. 1If he fails to do it, he takes——"

“You mean pays,” put in Clive.

“I do not, Sidney. Takes, not pays—takes
twelve whacks in the proper position with
a cricket-stump, administered by Racke or
anyone ¢lse named by him!”

“Ha, ha, hat”

The terms of that proposed wager tickled
those who heard.

“I'm on!” said Racke.

“ And, of course, Baggy is,” Monty Lowther
said.

(e )

Baggy stumbled and boggled. Me was not
so sure that he was on: but he was tempted.
His mouth watered at the thought of all the
arub five pounds would buy; and, though at
the back of his mind was the certainty that
he could never win that five pounds, in the

front of it was the feeling that such a chance

must not be allowed to slip.

“He knows he hasn't a dog’s
jeered Racke.

“It’s the chance of a giddy lifetime!” said
Levison.

“Are you cn?”’ asked Racke eagerly.

“No, thanks! I don’t bet and I
brag,” replied Levison.

Racke's eyes gleamed. There was a distinct
vein of cruelty in the heir to Messrs. Racke
& Hacke's war profits. He would enjoy
giving Baggy those dozen whacks. But he
would simply have revelled in giving Levison
major them.

“Baggy's on,” said Roylance.

chance!”

don't

“1--1 Look here, is it honest Injun?”

“As far as I'm concerned, by gad!” Racke
said. g

“o it, Baggy!” said Manners. £Five

pounds to be gained and practically nothing
to risk!” !

“What's a dozen whacks with a cricket-
stump?” Kerruish chimed in. &

“Nothing at all—when it's another chap
that's getting them!” said Julian.

“Qh, it's all silly rot!” snapped Tom Merry.
“We know Baggy would jolly well die with
fright if he had to go in among the lions:
and he hasn't the pluck to pay if he lost the
wager.”

“Po you think nobody’s got any pluck but
you?” snarled Baggy.

“I'm not talking about what I've got, but
about what you haven't!” : :

<] should take him on, Baggy,” said Mellish,

“1 will—"

“Bravo, Baggy!" roared Kangaroo.

“On these termg——"" =

«But the terms have already been settled,”
said Lumley-Lumley.

“No, they tlxs?)ven’v.
so they can’t be.”
Ou We{,l, what are your terms?” asked Blake.

“Yaas, wathah! That's what we want to
know, deah boy!” 5 .

“If Mellish will stand in—"

“In the lions’ cage?” broke in Lowther.
“T think I can see Mellish doing it!” >

“No, I don’t mean that. I mean, that if
I win Mellish shall have a quid all to him-
self, and if I lose he takes the twelve
whacks!” E < i

“Nothing doing, you fat fool!” snorted
Mallish. “You're certain to lose!” =

“Nothin’ doin'!” said Racke. “Even if
Mellish was on, I shouldn’t be!”

1-haven't agreed yet,

“]——- Look here, you echaps, it’s a fair
offer, ain't it?” “asked Baggy, almost
pathetically.

«No end fair,” answered Talbot, smiling.
“Tt means that Mellish would get the dozen
licks; and I really sec nothing against that.”

“1 do, though!” snarled Mellish.

“In that, sweet youth, you are in a minority

of one,” said Lowther. ; :

“Racke isn’t on, so it’s no go,” Clive said
sadly.

“1t sounds as if all you bounders would
like to see me getting whaled by Racke,”
whined Mellish.

“Quite correct!” said Blake, £

“By Racke, or by anybody,” added Wilkins.

THE PENNY POPULAR—Every Friday.

- Mellish seowled. He knew how unpopular
he was, but he was thin-skinned enough for
it to hurt.

“It’s no go,” said Manners. :

“Will no one come forward to take upon
himself Baggy’s stripes in the event of
failure?” asked Cardew.

No one replied.

“Then I will do it myself!”

Everybody stared at Cardew.

There were times when S8t. Jim's suspected
Ralph Reckness Cardew of being more than
half-mad, but never had he seemed so mad
as then. 5

“You utter ass!” said Clive.

“He's gassin’. Cardew’s always gassin'!?
sneered Crooke.

“My word is my bond,” Cardew said cooily.

And that was true enough. He held by
even his most foolish promises. -

"My hat! Racke ought to be on,” said
Dighy. “Wouldn’t he just love knocking the
dust out of Cardew’s bags?”

“Allow me to remark, old top, that 1 do
not allow my bags to harhour dust,” Cardew
said, looking down at his nicely creased and
thoroughly brushed trousers.

“You don't mean it, by gad, Cardew?”
said Racke, with an evil gleam in his eyes,

“I mean it.”

“You will take twelve whacks from
with a cricket-stump?”

“Unless you arc satisfied that Baggy has
complied with the terms of the wager—that's
it,” Cardew finished for him. -

Of all there, only one noted that what
Cardew said was not exactly the same thing
as his first suggestion. - That one was Levi-
son. His was quite the most subtle mind
among those present.

Kerr, of the New House, might have smelt
a rat. Buf Kerr was not there.

“There’s some catch in it—I'm sure there's
some dashed catch,” said Racke slowly.

“You can’t bring Baggy up to the scratch,
Ralph,” Clive said.

“Can’t I? We'll see about that, There is
such a thing as the power of the will over
the lower animals, y’know.”

“I'm not a lower animal, you silly ass!”
howled Baggy.

“It could be done,” said Grundy thought-
fully. “I could do it myself, if I cared to
try. But I don't believe Cardew’s a hypno-
tist, whatever he may say.”

“You are, of course?”
blandly.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“I can't see what you silly asses are
cackling about!” hooted Grundy. “Of course
I'm a hypnotist! Didn't I prove it? I
haven’t gone on with it, because there's no
encouragement here for real talent. But I
know jolly well I could hypnotise Baggy,
and make him do anything I chose. -All the
same, I don’t a bit believe Cardew can do it.”

“I say, Cardew, when a chap's hypnotised,
does he know what he’s doing?” inquired
Baggy doubtfully. -

“Not a bit of it. His mind’s o blank. Bub
that won't be any dashed change for you,
Baggibus.” :

“You can't hypnotise Baggy, you chump!”
said Tom Merry, < = :

“I did not say that I meant to. ANl I
undertake to do is to satiafy Racke that
Baggy has gone into the lions’ cage. It's
no bizney of Racke's how I get him there.
An’' I don't want Racke's cash; that can
go to the Wayland Cottage Hospital.”

“Here, I say, you know!” protested Baggy.

“When you get it!” sneered Racke.

“I mean to get it. What will satisfy

you?”
“Seein’ him do it—mnothin® short of that.”
“An’ no giddy dressin’ up as Baggy, an’

doin” it yourself!" put in Crooke.

me

Kangaroo asked

Cardew's fage never changed as he
answered : =
“Do I look as if I could take in evenm

Baggy- by dressin® up as Baggy?- Look on
this an’ then on that!”

He pointed to his own good-looking, clear-
cut- face, and then to the podgy, sallow, ill-
favoured countenance of Baggy, as unlike
it as-any face could well be. Every feature
was different. No make-up could turn Ralph-
Reckness Cardew into an even tolerable
imitation of Bagley Trimble, it seemed.

“He's dashed well welcome to take me ia
that way, if he can,” said Racke.

“It's a bet, then?”

“1t’s a bet, by gad, an’ I shall win it!”

“Did you ever hear of the gentleman who
speculated in the future of hen-fruit?” asked
Cardew. ;

“Bedtime, you kids!” said Kildare, skipper
of St. Jim's, putting his head into the
Common-room.
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the critical moment, but he showed no fear.

} Baggy Trimble seemed to those watching to be fairly hustled into the cage.

They expected him to strugglie at l

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
The Disappointment of Grundy.
€@ ILLY ass!” said George Wilkins. “You
can’t do it, and we jolly well won’t
stand by and see you try!”
“Not
Cuthbert Gunn.

“Who are you calling a silly ass, George
Vilkins?” boomed Grundy.

“You, of course! There's no other silly
ass here, is there?”

Grundy, Gunn, and Wilkins were cycling

to Wayland across the moor after classes on
the Friday, and Grundy had just announced
iiis intention of carrying out his brag of the
ing before.
I said I was goinz to do it, and I'll do
it,” he said obstinately. *“You two ought to
know, if no one else does, that I'm a fellow
of my word.”

“Nobody took any notice of you,”
replied. “You're always bragging.
forgotten ali about +it by this time.”

*“What? Nobody take any notice of me—
me? Don’t you believe it! I shall never
oar the last of it if I don’t put it through.”

“Well, if you arc going to do it, why
don’t you wait till to-morrow at Rylcombe?”
asked Wilkins, who would have preferred the
venture postponed.

"Cardew says Baggy's going to do it there.
I know very well he won't come up to the
cratch. But I'm not going to he a blessed
side-show. They will all be watching to see
whether Cardew can win that bet for Baggy,
and what I do won’t really be noticed.”

“Don’t you believe it!” said Wilkins, wink-
ing at Gunn. “This will be the way of it.
Cardew will do all he knows to bring Baggy
up to the scratch. But he won't dd it—he
can't—nobody could} Then you ste% in and
do what Baggy has failed in. hunders
of applause — everybody roaring, ‘Bravo,
Grundy !’ loudly enough to lift the canvas.
How’s that strike you?”

It struck Grundy quitc favourably for the

likely!” agreed William

Gunn
They’ve

moment. Anything that meant the limelight
for George Alfred was likely to strike George
Alfred in that way. And the picture that
Wilkins had conjured up was really an
enticing one.

But there was a drawback. Cardew had a
way of putting things through when he
started in on them. Suppose he really did
get Baggy to go in among the lions?

That would discount Grundy’s
frightfully.

What ecredit would there be in doing what
a fat funk like Baggy Trimble had done?
All the gilt would be off-the gingerbread if
Baggy were allowed to show Grundy the way.

“Hallo!” called a voice behind them, and
the three turned to see quite a small crowd
pedalling in their wake.

The Terrible Three—Tom Merry, Lowther,
and Manners—were there, with Talbot and
Gore, Kangaroo and Dane and Glyn, Blake,
D’Arcy, Herries, and Digby, Roylance, and
Figgins, Kerr, and Fatty Wynn, of the New
House.

It was Jack Blake who had shouted.

“Coming to the menagerie?” called back
Gunn.

“Rather!” replied Roylance cheerily.

“Don’t you say a word to them abhout
what I'm going to do!” Grundy warned his
chums.

“You're not going to do it,” said Wilkins.

“T am! Make no mistake about that. But
youre not-to say a blessed word. I want
it to be a complcte surprise to those chaps.”

Wilkins and Gunn looked at one another in
perplexity. It was plain.to them that their
great chief meant to run that risk. Neither
Wilkins nor Gunn was a funk, bubt neither
would for any money have encountered the
danger that Grundy was quite cheerfully pre-
pared to run. -

“They’ll stop the silly ass when it comes to
the pinch,” whispered Gunn to Wilkins.

“What's that you say, George Wilkins?”
rapped out Grundy, :

heroism

But at that moment the rest drew up, and
Grundy did not learn what it was Wilkins
had said. -

No one referred to Grundy’s brag, but

| there was a lot of discussion as to the qucer

wager made by Cardew on Baggy’s behalf.

*“He’'ll never bring it oft!” said Tom Merry.

“It doesn’t look possible,” admiited Tai-
bot. “And-yet, has it ever occurred to you,
Tom, that Cardew has rather a way of his
own about achieving the impossible—or what
ste;‘ms impossible—when he sets out to do
i i

“The only way he could do-this would be
by personating Baggy,” Blake remarked.
“And that simply can’t be done. We should
twig in halt a jifly that is wasu’t our
beloved Baggy.

“It wouldn’'t win the bet, either,” Kan-
garoo said. =

“1 don’t see that.” rejoined’ Manners. “if
zacke was satisfied that it was Baggy, then
Cardew would win.”

“But Racke’s jolly keen when he Jhas a
bet on. He wouldn't easily be satisfied,”
said Tom. ‘

“8till, you'll agree that if he was the beb
would have been won?” Manners j.rzisted,

“What do you say, Figgy?” Tom as E

“According to what-1 can malke out, that
would do the trick. But it can't be done
that way,” said George Figgins positively.
“Why, even old Kerr couldn’t make-up =9
as to persuade us it was Baggy!”

“I'll bet Kerr could!” Fatty said.

Fatty’'s faith in Kerr was most complete,
But Kerr said nothing. p

“It won't be doue that way,” said Dighy.
“And I can’t see - any other way. Baggy
wouldn’t risk anything to win a fiver for the
Cottage Hospital, even if he’d risk all that
to win a fiver to gorge on.” :

“Ha, ha, ha! Rather not!”

“1 do believe -that Cardew is twustin’ te

: - THE PENNY POPULAR,—No. 22.
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puttin’ the 'fluence on Baggy!” said Arthur,

Augustus.

“If youll believe that you'll believe any-
thing!” growled Herries.

“Aren't those fellows coming along?” in-
quired Roylance.

“What, Levison & Co.? Oh, they've gone
ahead, with Durrance!” replied Dane.

“Here we are!” said Tom Merry.

The menagerie had taken up quarters in a
field on the outskirts of the moor. The fleld
was thronged with people from the town and
the villages near.

There were side-shows of various kinds, and
there was something in the way of a circus
performance. But the wild beasts were the
chief attraction.

The small crowd of St. Jim’s juniors made
their way. at once to the entrance of the
big marquee. g

“Look here, you fellows, I'm not going to
wander round with all this Iot!” said Grundy
to Wilkins and Gunn. “We shall look like
a blessed Band of Hope being taken out for
a treat! Come this way!”

1t was never any use to argue with Grundy,
and Wilkins and Gunn followed him obedi-
ently.

The cages of the animals were ranged in a
kind of ante-room to the circus tent, and
the juniors wandered round and looked at
them first. But there was not much in that.
There were a number of monkeys, a dejected-
looking tiger, a mangy brown hear, some
hyenas, a wolf, and a few other animals;
but-no lions were on view.

“It’s a beastly fraud if they haven't got
any lions!” said Grundy discontentedly.

“I don't believe they have!” replied Wil-
kins. “Tell you what, old chap—let's cut
this! There's no fun in it. I'd a heap
sooner go to the picture-show. I'll stand the
tickets if you'll come.”

Grundy looked at him loftily.

“That’s a dodge to put me off it, Wilky!"
he snorted. “But you don't have me that
way, I can tell you! I expect they are
keeping the lions back for the performance
inside.”

“It's just going to begin,” said Gunn.
“Let's go in.”

' The crowd was now trooping through the
inner entrance, and seats were filling rapidly.

““There's Legison !” said Wilkins.

“Where?” asked Grundy.

“Looking into the big monkey-cage.

Baggy's got lost, and Levison's searching
for him in the likeliest place.”
I don't see Clive and Cardew,” Grundy

said.

“ Do you want them?” asked Gunn.

“I don't want Cardew to go and queer
my pitch to-day, I shall jump up directly
they ask for volunteers to go into the lion's
gage.”

“Perhaps they won't ask,” said Wilkins
-hopefully, -

“Then I shall offer myself!” said Grundy.

It was plain that no ordinary circum-
stances would be allowed to stand in the
gay of the great George Alfred’s determina-
jon.

The three went to seats some distance from
those occupied by the majority of the St.
Jim's fellows. But almost at once they saw
that Cardew and Clive were within a few
yards of them, and in a minute or two the
pair were joined by Levison and Durrance.

Some clown business and gymnastic and
equestrian turns preceded the lion-taming
act.. It was not first-class stuff, but it was
not so inferior that the spectators got no
change out of it.

Then a cage was wheeled on, followed by
a big fellow in tights, who sported a tremen-
dous moustache, and carried a riding-whip
and a poker. A brazier was set down near
the cage.

Cardew's lip curled.

“If that merchant can't keep the beasts
in order without a red-hot poker he isn't
fit for his job, by gad!" he remarked.

“He only has it for emergencies,”
Levison.

“There shouldn’'t be
swered Cardew.

“It's jusy as much to impress the crowd,”
Durrance said.

“I say, Grundy,” said Wilkins, a few yards
away. “I s 7, old man, it looks jolly fishy
that chap's wanting a red-hot poker, you
kpow !

“'Tain’t red-hot!” replied Grundy.

Wilkins and Gunn were both pale and
nervous, but Grundy showed no sign of fright.

“I've seen all this sort of thing beipre,”
he sald. “There's nc real danger in it. I
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said

emergencies!” an-

reckon. I never saw any accident. The

animals are too cowed for that.”

“But accidents do happen sometimes,”
argued Gunn. “I say, Grundy, old chap,
chuck it!”

“Rats! Nothing on earth is jolly well
going to make me chuck it! When I've made
up my mind—well, I've made up 1wy mind,
and that’s all there is to it.”

While Grundy was speaking the boards
which had hidden the interior of the cage
were taken away, and the lions were revealed.

There were three of them, and they were
pretty good specimens—much better than
any of the beasts in the other cages.

The trainer went through the usual per-
formance, interesting enough to those who
believed the animals still capable of revert-
ing at a moment’s notice to ‘their original
savage state, and these formed the bulk of
the crowd. They were right, too; liong, how-
aver long kept in captivity, however ap-
pafrently perfectly tamed, arc never quite
safe. :

“Is it far enongh away, Ralph?” asked
Levison of Cardew.

“] think so, dear boy. But I could tell
better if I saw one of our fellows in the
middle.”

Now the ringmaster came forward and
asked for volunteers to go into the cage.

“On behalf of the management, I offer a
sovereign to anyone who will enter with
Long Louis, the Lion-tamer!” he said pcmp-
ously. “I do not pretend that such an enter-
prise is wholly without danger; but I assure
you all that in this menagerie every possible
precaution is taken against untoward happen-
ings. You will observe that the attendant
is now heating a poker. It is not likely
that this will be called into use; but—— Do
I understand that you wish to enter, young
sir?”

Grundy had leaped into the ring from the
lowermost range of seats.

“I'll do it!” he said grandly. “I don’t
want your quid, of course; but that can go
to the Cottage Hospital. 2

«Grundy, you silly ass!” roared Tom Merry,

“(ome back, Grundy, you idiof!” snapped
Talbot.

“Grundy, old man, don't!” pleaded Wilkins,

yunn, white to the lips, found it impos-
sible to add his voice to the voices lifted in
protest.

Grundy paid no heed to any of them.

“I'm ready to go in at once!” he said.

“Grundy !”

The St. Jim's fellows started when they
heard the voice that spoke now.

They had had no idea that Mr. Linton,
the master of the Shell, was. in the place.
He had, in fact, only just entered, and had
been about to take his seat when Crundy
leaped into the ring.

“Look sharp! That's one of our masters!”
said Grundy to the man with the long whip.

“Really, sir, I'm not sure—"

“Oh, don't be a silly ass! I've said I
would go in, and I’m not going to be chipped
by everybody for failing. Hurry up - with
the poker, you chap! No, never mind it;
we sha'm't need that. It’s only for show.”

The ringmaster stood dubious. One of the
lions got up, yawned, lashed with its tail, and
emitted a deep roar. That roar thrilled and
terrified many who heard; but if it thrilled
the heroic Grundy, it certainly did not terrify
him.

“Grundy! I will not have this!
not, I tell you!” came the voice of
Linton, raised in agonised appeal.

Grundy paid no heed.

“You idiot!” yelled Tom Merry.
out of that!”

But Grundy walked right up to the cage,
and would have entered it but that Long
Louis barred his sway.

Mr. Linton was quite desperate. He hated
making a public spectacle of himself; but
he saw that he could not stop Grundy from
outside the ring.

He flopped over on to the sawdust, just as
Louis moved aside, apparently meaning to
let Grundy- enter.

Mr. Linton came down on hands and knees,
and a shriek of half-hysterical laughter went
up from the crowd.

He hardly noticed it. He was even more
convinced of Grundy's deadly danger if he
entered that cage than were Wilkins dnd
Gunn, and they were nervous enough.

It don’t do, sir,” said the ringmaster to
Grundy. “There will be heap big trouble if
we let you go in!”

“Oh, don't be an ass!” pleaded Grundy. “I
can face the music afterwards all right.

_ But at this moment the hand of Mr.
Linton fell upon bis collar. :

Fod

You must
Mr.

“Come

.angry.
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It was of no use to think of resisting
further. Physical force against a master was
out of the question, and without physical
force Mr. Linton would not let go.

Grundy was marched off, crestfallen and
He could not understand why, amidst
the derisive cheers, there were some that did
not sound derislve.

But that was not surprising. It was a silly
thing that Grundy had wanted to de; but at
least it showed his pluck. And, however big
a fool the S8t. Jim’s juniors might think
Grundy, they appreciated that quality.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Cardew’s Schemas.
§¢ OU think you can work it, Ralph?”
said Ernest Levison.
“Sure of it, old gun! Af that
distance and in- that light, you
can't properly distinguish faces. Any of us
would know old Grundy's figure much farther
away; we might recognise his face, but we
couldn’t tell whether it was a real face or a
mask !”

And as he spoke Cardew drew quickly from
behind his back something that made Levison
and Clive and Durrance gasp in surprise.

The four were in Study No. 9 together on
the morning after the expedition to Way-
land. It was not often that Levison & Co.
took anyone else into their secrets; but when
they did Durrance was usually the added
fourth partner. He and Cardew were not
only cousins, but also really good pals; and
both Clive and Levison liked and trusted
Durrance.

None of the four guessed that a fifth person
was learning their secret now.

Tt;\e thing that Cardew displayed was a
magk.

But masks are common enough. The gasp
of surprise was due to the fact that that
mask was almost an exact replica of Baggy
Trimble's podgy, unwholesome face.

“There you are!” said Cardew. “I picked
it up in the Christmas hols, an’ I felt sure
that the thing would come in handy seme
time or other.”

“It’s Baggy to the life!” said Durrance.

“8o it is,” agreed Clive. “Look at the fat
blubber cheeks and the ugly snubby nose!”

“It’s very like him,” Levison said. “I could
point out some differences; but there's
nothing that will matter from so far away.
I feel sure now that you can take in Racke,
and the rest of them, too. But I don't like
it a bit, Ralph, old man!”

Levison spoke with more feeling than he
usually showed.

Clive and Durrance looked at him. In theic
interest in Cardew’s scheme they had almost
forgotten the danger of it. They had been
thinking of the score over Racke and others,
and had thought little, if at all, of what must
be done before the score was complete.

“It is a beastly risk, Ralph!” said Dur-
rance. ; )
= :‘Rot, cousin George! There's nothing in
it

“There is,” Clive said. “And if I knew how
to choke you off, I would. But I know
there's no doing that.”

“Same here!” added Levison. “I wish I
could think of a dodge to do it.” v

“An’ have the dear Racke administer to me
a dozen of the best with a cricket-stump?”
returned Cardew, flushing. “By gad, I'd
sooner be fairly chawed up by a lion than
stand that!”

He meant it, too. Arguments were useless
against such a feeling as that. Cardew's

ride was coneerned—the pride he felt in carry-
ing out whatever he undertook to do, and
still more the pride that would have made
his endurance of that ordeal at the hands
of the loathed and despised Racke unspeak-
ably degrading to him.

“Your figure isn't very like Baggy's,
Ralph!” said Durrance.
“No, old top! If it were, an’ I could find

no other way of gettin' rid of some of it, I'd
sell myself to a soap factory an’ have the lot
done in. But a figure such as Baggy's can
be reproduced by the aid of cushions an’
things. Not a bad notion to he padded,
either, in case the lions get playin’ the goat,
$0 to speak.”

“Don’t talk such rot, Ralph!” said Dur-
rance sharply, and Clive’s face lengtheped.
But Levison showed no sign that the half-
sardonic suggestion had affected him.

“Where arc you off to?” he asked, a few
minutes later.

“Goin’ to Rylcombe, dear hoy. There are
a few arrangements which must be made
there.”

“T'Il come along.”

“ Thanks—do |”
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“We'll all come!” said Clive. 2

“No, Sidney dear. It is for you an’ cousin
George to keep watch an’ ward over Baggy,
an’ make sure that sheer funk does not send
him to the sanatorium before the great event
of this afterncon!” AT

“Doesn't Baggy know how the thing’s to be

*worked?” Clive asked. > R

“He hasn’t the faintest glimmerin’ of the
truth. Could Baggy ever be brought to be-
lieve that 1 could look like him? He does not
credit the existence in all the world of any-
thin’ else so perfectly lovely as Baggy
Trimble.” -

“But what does he imagine is to he done?
inquired Durrance..

“Can I read a mind so great as Baggy’s?
T can only guess that he leans to the hypnotic
theory. He has asked me once or twice
whether I am quite sure that when a fellow
is hypnotised he does not know what he is
doing. Baggy wants- that fiver, an’ he be-
lieves that to win it he must go into the
cage; but he knows dashed well that he won't
go into the cage if he knows he's goin’ in—
sounds mixed, but you tumble to what I mean
—an’ he's trustin’ me to send him there un-
knowin’ an’ unfearin’. Even so, he may try

to back out. That is. why I want him
watched.”

“We'll look after the fat worm!” said
Clive.

“I thank you, sweet Sidney! For anythin’
that does not requiré special intelligence I am
always sure that I can depend upon you
an’ cousin George. For your limitations 1 do
not blame you. Let us wend, Erncst!”

All four went down to the quad. As they
passed out of the study, Mellish lifted the
tablecloth. As soon as the coast was clear
be came out and slunk away.

Cardew and Levison got their bikes, and
the other two stood a moment looking after
them. :

“Ife’'s a 7queer chap,” said Clive slowly.
“Don’t you wonder sometimes why you like
him so much?”

*“Sometimes,”
not very often.
8§

admitted Durrance. “But

Because, you sce, when he
ays what would be beastly rude things if
another fellow says them, he does it as if he
was patting you on the back. It’s almost
like having to translate things out of
arother language. But if you're like me, you
always feel sure that he’d stand by you at
a pinch better than most fellows who are
keaps and heaps more serious.”

“There isn’t anything Levison wouldn’t do
for Cardew,” said Clive,

It did not sound like an answer to what
Durrance had said; and yet, in some sort, it
was so. Clive had recognised in Durrance’s
expression of his feelings about Cardew what
he himself had felt without being able to
put it into words; and it had occurred to
him that Levison also felt like that. And
Levison was harder, keener, less given to
warin feelings than either of them.

Certainly there were very few things that
Ernest Levisen would not have done for
Ralph Reckness Cardew. Clive had had no
rotion what was in Levison’s mind; but if he
could have heard what the former black sheep
of the Fourth said to Cardew as they rode
to Rylcombe he would have been less sur-
prised than most.

“Ralph, I've heen thinking,” began Levison
abruptly.

“Yaas, old gun. You're always doin® it.
An’ you can think—mot like most of the
Lounders here, who only think they think.”

“Oh, don't rot! Look here, you've got to

win that bet!”
_ “Yaas. Baggy will be horribly cast down
it T don’%, by gad! For, of course, I can't
really hand the fiver'over to the Cottage Hos-
pital. 1 took on this for Baggy—"

“Not much, you didn't!”

“Oh, but I did, as far as the money is
concerned!  Otherwise—"

What did you do

“That’s what licks me.
it for? Talk about being on a dashed good
hiding to nothing! This is worse. If you
fose—well, I'm hanged if I know how you're
zoing to stand it at all!- You'd be sick of
your life if you had to let Racke lay into you
with a cricket-stump hefore a crowd of the
tellows; yet, losing, you'd have to go through
with that, because you've given your word.
1f you win, what do you get?”

“I score over Racke, dear hoy!”

“Not such a mighty score, either. He
won’t miss a fiver, though he's a mean
sweep.”

“Well, Ernest, if you.want to get right
down to bed-rock, I'm dashed if I know why
1 did it!”

“And I'm dashed if I know why you do half
the things you do!”

“Same here, dear hoy! But never mind—
I'm not goin’ to fail in this!”

“You're not. T'll see to that! But there's
only one way to make it quite safe that you
don’t.”

“An’ that is?” :

_“Oh, I know you'll kick at it. But it’s the
right way. If you disguise yourself as Baggy
that ead will smell a rat. You've got to
convince him, mind—that's the condition
you’'ve accepted. He doesn’t think you can
make yourself look like Baggy; but there’s
the doubt in his mind. The only way to drive
out that doubt is to be in sight all the time
the supposed. Baggy's going through his great
heroic action.”

Cardew stared at his chum.

“But I shall be in sight,” he replied. “They
will think it’s Baggy: but it will be me.”

“N.g.! You've to be in sight-as yourself.”

“But that’s clean imposs, old gun! That
would simply rot up the whole show.”

“Not at all!”

“But how—"

“‘ They will think it's Baggy; but it will be
me,’” said Levison, quoting Cardew's own
words.

“By gad! You don't mean to say—-"

“That's nothing. You'd do as much for
me, like a shot!”

“Yaas, I suppose so. But you wouldn't be
such a dashed silly ass as to let me in for
doin’ it !”

“I really don’t think T should,” replied
Levison frankly. “But that's no odds. The
thing is that we've to carry this through,
and that you may take all the risk and yet
lose if you do it your way.”

“You don’t funk goin’ into the cage, 1
know, Ernest; but do you quite fancy the
thought of doin’ it?”

“I'm not keen, that’s a fact.
think I funk it. But it seems to me so com-
pletely silly. How do you feel about it?”

Cardew’s eyes gleamed,

“Well, y'know, it may sound like swank:
but I don’t think it is—honest Injun, I-don’t!
1 rather cotton to the notion. Life’s S0
dashed duli at times; anythin’ that puts a
bite into it is welcome!” !

“You don't want a lion’s bite to make life
glad and bright, do you?”

“Not exactly. But if there's any question
of that, it makes your takin’ on my joh
more entirely dead off than ever. Can't be
did, Ernest, old top!”

“1 felt sure you'd say that when I first
suggested it,” Levison replied quietly. “But
I'll let you turn it over in your mind. I'm
not' saying that I'd soomer be chawed up by
a lion than have you whacked by that cad;
but if you do lose, we shall all feel that we've
been horribly let down—Clive and Durrance,
as well as I—and we shall all hate it!”

“Thanks, old man!” said Cardew
quietly.

There was silence for a minute or two
after that, Then Levison asked:

“What arrangements are you making?”

“I'm goin’ to metamorphése myself into
Baggibus at a cottage quite near the field
where the menagerie has pitched. Up to close
upon the time when the lion-cage turn is
due hoth Baggy an’ I ought to be more or
less on show, to disarm suspicion. A little
before that we must hoth do the disappearin’
stunt. Someone will have to look after
Baggy, an’ see that he doesn’t give the game
away—he will know just what the game is by
that time. Givin’ it away after won't
matter; I don't consider that I'm bound to
convince Racke or anyone for ever an' ever—
only at the time.”

“That's the weak spot—I've seen it all
along.” said -Levison. “1f you mizzle they
will smell a rat at once. Do you know what
I thought of?°*

“No, dear boy. 1 can read the thoughts
of the ingenuous Sidney or the simple cousin
George, but not yours.”

“I thought of sending you a bhogus wire
that would call you away, so that you
couldn’t put this thing through.,” -

“An’ you would have put it through for
me?” asked Cardew, with a curious look.

“Yes. But I was afraid that you would
never forgive me for it,”

“Not sure that I ever should have done, old

No, T don’t

yvery

bean! The riflic simply can't be worked that
way.”

“1 suppose not. No,.I've given up that
notion,”

“Here we are!” said Cardew, as they
reached the outskirts of the village, And
they jumped from their blkes,.

THE FiFTH OHAETEI?}.
Mellish’s Dodgs. %

113 T HY in the world didn't you tell me -
this before?” snapped Racke.
& “Well, I like that!” retorted
Percy Mellish. “I've only just
found out, and it was trouble enough fo find
out, too, I can tell you!”

“First I've heard of its being any trouble
to you to put your ear to a keyhole, Mellish”
sneered Crooke, :

“There’s the risk, anyway,” answered
Mellish discontentedly, “And it wasn't a
keyhole, either—no chance that way. I hid
under the table in No. 9, and heard every
word the schemers said.”

“Tt's all up with their dashed game now!”
said Racke exultantly. “As long as I know
it’s not Baggy I can’t be convinced, an’
Cardew loses. My hat! Sham't- 1 enjoy
takin® it out of his bags! I owe him a good
many scores, but I think this will pay for
them all! He'll never be able to hold up
his head again at St. Jim’s after it!”

“Counting your chickens a bit before they’re
hatched, aren’t you, Aubrey?” asked Crooke,
with a leer,

“I don’t see that. I've fairly got him in
the hollow of my hand now!” .

“SBeems to me a bit tame,” returned Creoke.
“After all, even if you can persuade the other
fellows that you knew all the time- it was
Cardew, he'll get the credit for bein’ willin®
to take the risk, They cheered that ass
Grundy like mad just because he was willin".
An’ if Cardew really goes into the cage it
will take a lot of discount off anythin™ you
can do to him afterwards.”

Racke bit his lip. He had not seen it quite
that way, but he saw it now.

“What would you do?” he asked.

“If I were in your shoes, old top, I should
try to wangle it so that the whole thing
was a dashed fiasco! 1 wouldn't be satisfied
with anythin’ short of that.”

“It could he done, too,” said Mellish. “It’s
only getting Cardew out of the way, and the
whole thing falls through. Baggy won't buck
up and do it—there’s no giddy fear of that!”

“Oh, Baggy!” sneered Racke.  “I'm not
thinkin’ about Baggy. He'd no more take
the risk than you would, Mellish.”

“Or than you would, come to that!”

“Well, I shouldn’t, an’ I think any feilow
who would must- be more than half potty!”
Racke said.

“How would you get Cardew out of the
way, Mellish?” demanded Crooke.

“I could wangle something. But I'm not
doing all this for love, mind that!”

“It will save Aubrey a fiver—"

“1t jolly well won’'t!” interrupted Racke.
“There’s no question of my losin’ a fiver. I
simply can’t lose now that I know what the
scheme is.”

“But you wouldn't have known that except
for me,” said Mellish.

“I admit it. 1'll stand you a couple of
quid for that.”

“Don’t be so beastly mean, Racke! Look
here, if I get Cardew right out of the way
this afternoon, will you make it a tenner?”

Mellish's greenish eyes fairly gleamed with
cupidity.

Racke hesitated. But a tenner really meant
very little to him. He would never miss it.
And ke would almost have sold his soul fer
a coiplete score over Cardew. It was, how-
ever, an open question whether the soul of
Racke was worth anything like as much as
ten pounds. -

“Are you on? asked Mellish ecagerly.

“Be a man or a mouse, Aubrey!” said
Crooke. .

“I'm on!” said Racke,
scheme 2”

Mellish poured it out at once,

“By gad, it’s good!” said Racke. “I{ seems
to me absolutely watertight. You're sure
you can get this chap to play his part?”

“Yes. I knew the fellow round our way at
home. He's a sporty sort. He hasn’t been
at Wayland long.”

“You've got some dashed
Mellish !” sneered Crooke.

“Yes. There's you, for one!” retorted the
sneak of the Fourth.

“I'm no pal of yours!”

“Glad to hear it. That’s one low one the
less, anyway.”

Crooke glared at Mellish for a moment, and
then burst into a laugh. ;

“It’s no odds,” he said. “I don't pretend
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low pals,
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to be pi. I leave that to my beloved cousin,
Reginald Talbot !”

“You'd better get off at once, Mellish!”
said Racke. “You may have to cut dinner,
but you'll have that made up to you all
right.” .

“I'm going to,” replied Mellish.
a fiver on account, Racke!”

“Rats!”

“I don't stir without it! And you needn’t
be afraid I shall back out when I've got it.
;There’s another fiver fo come, and I want
that too.” ;

“Here you are!” said Racke reluctantly.
And Mellish’s fingers, trembling with excite-
ment, clutched a crisp and rustling fiver.

He went off at once, and within
minutes was on the road to Wayland.

It was an hour and a half later when word
came to Cardew that be was wanted in the
quad. .

He and his chums were just thinking of
making a start for Rylcombe, having heard
that most of the juniors—including Racke
and Crooke—proposed to visit the early after-

“I want

five

noon show of the combined circus and
menagerie.
Levison went down with Cardew. They

found a man of forty or so, decently dressed,
and looking what he actually was—an hotel
servant. He had a smug, clean-shaven face,
and his eyes were set too close together;
but there was nothing marked about him to
cause suspicion.

“You want to see me, I understand?” said
Cardew.

“If you are Mr. Cardew—yes, sir. I have
bad news for you.”

“What is it?”

“Lord Reckness has met with
and lies in a very critical state at the Way-
land Arms.”

“Thanks!” -~ replied Cardew coolly. He
handed the fellow a couple of half-crowns.

The man turned. It seemed to Levison
that he was glad to get away at once, with-
out further questioning.

“Look here, Ralph, do you think that mes-
sage is straight?” asked Levison bluntly.

“I don't see how it can well be otherwise,
dear boy. My grandfather was coming down
whis way some time before long, as you
know. There's nothin’ imposs in his havin’
come, an’ got damaged somehow. An’ it's
rather difficult to see how anyone could have
faked the bizney—or why they should have
faked it, for thit matter.”

“1 can see why,” Levison said.

“You are too suspish, ¢ld top. The enemy
know nothin’.”

“Don’t you be too sure of that! All the
;ame, I don’t see what you can do but go,
as things are. And if you're going by train
you’d better be off at once.”

“The Baggy gadget must be left till the
iater performance,” Cardew replied. “Yaas,
I'd better hop off, though I'm not sure that
I shall gain anythin’ by takin’ the train.
Might almost as well bike it.”

“Befter, on the whole,” Levison . said.
“Then, if it is a swindle, you can slip back
pretty quickly.”

Cardew got out his bike, and Levison went
with him to the gates.

On the way they met Racke and Crooke.

“Hallo, Cardew!” said Racke. “Goin’ over
in good time?”

“Matter of fact, I'm off to Wayland!”
angwered Cardew. “But it’s no odds; my

‘presence isn’t ~absolutely necessary. An’
Baggy hasn't made up his mind yet whether
“he will play the hero at the first or second
show, I understand.” - : S

. “Oh, but he bas!” said Racke sharply.
“I've seen him about -that. -It’s to be the
 first show, an’ cveryone's goin' along to see
it then: Pity you must miss it. - But, as you
say, it isn’t really necessary you should be
there.” 2

Cardew would not show what he felt. But
he felt rather taken aback. It was impos-
sible to eut Baggy right out of it. On the
face of things it was for Baggy to. say when
~he would do ‘the deed by which the wager
must be won. > -

So Cardew shrugged his shoulders and
walked on. At the gates he hesitated a
-moment, as-if ‘meaning to say something to
Levison. But he went without saying it.

“Now, T wonder what he means to do?”
Levison muttered to himself. “But never
mind; I know what I mean to do, and that’s
good enough for me!”

an accident,
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THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
tost and Won !

HERE was a crowd of St. Jim's fellows
for the first show of the day at

Rylcombe,
Durrance ~and Clive were hall-
relieved, half-worried by Cardew's absence.

But Levison seemed quietly confident. He
had not told either of the others what he
meant to do. He had not even told Baggy.
But he had made that hero safe by setting
him down to a large supply of provender at the
cottage where the change was to be made.

And now, unobserved by anyone but his
chums, Levison slipped out.

“It's no go, is it, Ernest?” asked Clive as
he went.

“Oh, I think It will come off! I'm going
to see if I can bring Baggy up to the scrateh
myself,” replied Levison. “No; I don't want
vou chaps to come. Much better yeu should
stay here.”

And he slipped away.

Perhaps his heart beat a little faster as he
thought of the risk he had to run, but there
was no funk in_ him.

Levison would never bhave made such a
wager as that on his own account. Probably
he would not have embarked upon what he
was embarking upon now for anyone but
Cardew.

He was not out for glory. If he had his
way the other fellows would never know
what he had done. >

“I say, you know, Levison, 'tain’t fair if
Cardew don’'t turn up!” whined Baggy, with
his mouth full of jam-tart. “He promisea
he'd do it, and I let him take it on. I
never thought he’d funk it like this. I
naven't told anybody a word about it, but
I jolly well shall! 1'm not going to be done
out of a fiver like this, I can tell you!”»

“No need for you to be done out of it!”
ratorted Levison sharply. *In fact, I'm
going to see that you're not. I've come
along to fetch you!”

“Me! Whaffor?” Baggy almost shrieked.

“To go into the lions’ cage, of course!”

“What! Do you think I'm going to take
on Cardew's job for him?  Jolly likely—I
don’t think!”

“You fat, funky fool! ¥'d shove you there
and boost you in, only I know there'd be a
ghastly row -abouf it! Come out of the
way! Cardew's been called to Wayland by
an accident to his grandfather; but someone’s
got to go through it as you, and I shall have

“And he produced the mask.

“That thing! What's that for?” Inquired
Baggy, staring at it.

“To make me look like you.”

«But that ain’t like me! Why, it's 3

His speech was cut short by the slamming
of the door., To make things quite safe,
Levison turned the key in the lock, and thrust
it into his pocket.

He had whipped the mask off again, and
conecealed it” under his raincoat, which also
partially hid his unwonted obesity.

He reached the big tent without encounter-
ing anyone he knew, and made his way to the
cheapest seats, where none of the St. Jim's
fellows had gone.

The lion-taming turn had just begun.
According to Levison's reckoning, there was
no chance that Cardew would get there in
time, even if the message he had had was a
bogus one, and he discovered at once that it
was so.

But, Levison, well as he knew Cardew, had
hardly reckoned on the speed with which that
resourceful youth could act in emergencies,

At that moment Cardew was travelling
towards Rylcombe in a motor-car, at a pace of
well over thirty miles an hour,

Levison had put.on his mask before taking
his seat. It was not a very difficult matter to
remain unobserved among the village lads in
the cheap seats; their eyes were all directed
upon the centre. .~ .

Again, as at Wayland the day before, the
ringmaster made his offer of a sovereign to
anyone who would go into the lions’ cage, and
at once Levison, his raincoat doffed, slipped
under the rope and dropped to the sawdust.

At almost the same moment, from the other
side, Grundy bounded into the ring.

«My hat! It's Baggy!® gasped
Merry. 3

“RBravo, Baggy !” roared many voices. Z

Behind the mask, the countenance of Levison
was working. E -

That ags Grundy would spoil everything! He
would see the mask, and he had not the sense
to freeze on quickly to a hint,

Tom

for Baggy.

Friday.

Levison hurried. He had reached ths cage
while Grundy was still some yards away.

“I'm ready!” he said, “Quick!® .

“Look at Baggy! Hanged if he isn'$
eager!” éxclaimed Manners.

Baggy—as all - supposed—seemed to those
wabching to be fairly hustled in.

- They- expected him ~to struggle at the
critical moment, to hang back, to shriek with
fear. But he did nothing of the sort.

He was in, with Long Louis. The door was
shut.,  He stood there a few seconds.

Then the door opened, and the obese figure
stepped down. :

% Bravo, Baggy!® B

% Why, it ain't Baggy at all!” roared George
Alfred Grundy, seizing Levison in a strong
grip, “It's some bounder in a giddy maski
T'll have it off !»

“It's Cardew!” howled Racke, standing up
and waving frantically. “Pull the mask off,
Grundy !»

“Rot!
Merry.
Levison was resisting Grundy's . efiorts 10
pull off the mask. =

“Stop it, you utter idiot!” he hissed. <It’s
me—Levison! Leave me alone, or you'll be
bhaving Racke score over us! You've done
enough harm already.”

Grundy stopped. He was not too Keen on
Levison & Co., but he detested Racke.

“It's Cardew, or I lose my bet!” shouted
Racke.

“Then you lose it, old top!” said a cool
voice behind him.

And he turned, to
Cardew !

Cardew had failed by less than five minutes
to get back in time; but he had saved his
wager.

“I don't!
Racke.

“You do, though, We all heard you yell
that you'd lost your bet if it wasn't Cardew,”
said Tom Merry.

And many voices were raised in agreement.

Interest in the ring was dead off now, as far
as the St. Jim's juniors were concerned. They
had swarmed .up over the seats, and had
clustered round Racke and Cardew. Levisqn
had disappeared, and Grundy, forgetting ail
about his own design in the excitement, had
joined the rest. >

“JIt isn't straight !® spluttered Racke. “The
bet was that I'd got to be convinced that if
was Baggy, an’ I never was, by gad! I knew
that there was a plant, an’ 2 :

“Talkin' about bein’ straight,” put in Car-
dew, “how did you know it was a plant? An’
do you know anythin' at all, by any chance,
about a message that took me over to Way-
land, an’ cost me the hire of a motor in the
attempt to get back in time? Know anythin’
about that, eh, Racke?”

“How should I know anythin'?” answered
Racke. But his face had gone a very gqueer
colour, and all there guessed that he was at
the bottom of any trick that had been
attempted. =

At this moment Baggy joined the crowd.
Levison had slipped back to the cottage, hut
had told Baggy no more than that the thing
had been done,

It was difficult for Baggy Trimble to look
imposing; but he was doing his best to look
both imposing and heroic then. =

“You fellows never thought I'd do it,” he
said, puffing out his fat cheeks, ¢ You know
better now, I hope!”

€ Why, you awful Ananias!”
Grundy. “It wasn't you at all!”

«1 say, though, Grundy, who was it? Could
you see?” asked Dighy. .

“Jt was Levison. He didn’t want me to

That can’t be Cardew !” yelled Tom

see Ralph Reckness

That wasn't Baggy!® hooted

thundered

tell; but it can't matter now,” replied
Grundy.

¢ Levison !®

“Who'd have thought it ?™

. %I should,” said Cardew quietly. “You
fellows don’t know Levison as I do. He

offered to do it for me, but I never meaunt he
should. - I’'m_not sorry now, though, as it's
turned out.”

¢ Where is the bounder?” inquired Lowther, .

But Levison was not seen till they were alt
back at St. Jim's, - -

Racke paid up, and the foul trick he and
Mellish had engineered was mnever fully ex-
posed, though a good many of the Shell and
Fourth had some notion of what it was. As
for weeks ~afterwards “Bravo,
Baggy!” greeted him wherever he went, and
he was asked hundreds of times when he was
leaving to take on a lion-taming job. :

THE END.
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