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THE FIRST CHAPTER.

A Chapter of Ascidents.

8¢ LAY
Sampson Quincy Iffly Field—Squiff,
for short-—gripped the ball tightly

in his hand; and started to run.

The Australian junior was a good bowler
zad a very fast one.

Harry Wharton’s team were at practice on
Little -Side, at Greyfriars, and Mark Linley
was batting.

Squift's delivery was fast and deadly; but
the Lancashire lad got his bat to it, and the
ball went soaring away into space.

“Good old Marky!” said Bob Cherry
approvingly. “Let’s have a few like that
when we play Sussex!”

Mark-Linley smiled, and prepared to meet
Squiff’s second bak.

Squiff took a longer run than usual, and
his. arm whizzed round like .a catherine-
wheel, "

The Lancashire lad stepped forward con-
fidently to smite the oncoming leather,
when—-—-"

Smack?

The ball, striking a mound of turf a few
yards in front of the wicket, rose up sud-
denly, and struck the batsman full in the eye.

Mark Linley reeled, and fell.

With scared faces his schoolfellows rushed
to the spot.

“Marky, old man!” muttered Bob Cherry.
“Isg—is it very bad?”’

“I'm all right!” said Linley.
about me!”

- But his looks belied the assertion.

His face was pale, and his eye was badly
bruised.

Squiff looked the picture of remorse,

“PI'm awtfully sorry, Linley——7

“That’s all right!” said Mark, as Harry
Wharton and Bob Cherry assisted him to his
feet. “¥ou ecouldn’t help it.”

“What's the trouhle here?”

Wingate of the Sixth strode up to the
group of juniors.

“Linley’s been biffed
ericket-ball,” explained Johnny Bull.
was an accident.”

The captain of Greyfriars examined the
injury, and his face was grave.

“You had better go along to the sana-
terium, Linley. 1’11 fetch Dr. Short from
Friardale.” .

“Is it necessdry?” aszked Mark.

“0tf course it is! That’s a very nasty knock?
#o and bathe your eye in the sanatorium, and
waib there until the doctor comes.”

“Very well, Wingate!”

And the XLancashire

“Don’t worry

in the eye by a
“1t

junior, "assisted by

—s

A Grand Complete Story

dealing with the Adven-

tures of Harry Wharton
& Co. of Greyfriars.

By FRANK RICHARDS.

Harry Wharton and Bob Cherry, wenbt along
to the sanny. )

Wingate hurried inte Friardale on his
bicycle, and returned half an hour later with
the medical man.

“Nothing serious,” said Dr. Short, as he
examined the injury. “He won’t be able to
take part in lessons or sport for a week, how-
ever. He must remain in a darkened room.”

“My hat!” gasped Wharton, who, with Bob
Cherry, bhad waited to hear the doctor’s
verdict.

This was a big blow to Harry Wharton, as
well as to Mark Linley himself.

Wharton's. team was about to proceed to
Littlehampton to meet the boys of Sussex in
the tour of English counties.

And Mark Linley, one of the star men of
the team, was hors de combat.

“It’s rotten!” said Wharton.

“Awful!” agreed Bob Cherry.

“Cheer up, you fellows!” said Mark Linley.
“You'll manage all right without me.”

“I don’t know se mueh!’ said Bob Cherry
glumly. “You're one of our best players,
Marky. It will be like playing ‘ Hamlet’
with the Hamlet left out.”

“Not so bad as that, surely?” smiled Mark.

“You kids had better clear off now!” said
Wingate, turning to Wharton and Cherry.

And the two junjors went—leaving Mark
Linley exiled for a whole week from the
delights of the playing-fields.

The TFamous ¥Five gave up their cricket
practice, and paeed moodily up and down in
the Close.

For some moments no one spoke.

Then Bob Cherry uttered a sudden
exclamation.
“Hallo! Hallo! Hallo! What’s all this?”

Skinner and Stott, of the Remove, were
coming through the old gateway of Grey-
friars.

Leaning heavily upon them for support:
was Bolsover major.

Bolsover was limping painfully.

“What on earth’s the matter?”
‘Wharton. :

Bolsover’s reply was brief and expressive.

“Crocked!” he said.

“Oh, my hat!” G

“ Another one!” groaned Nugent., “How did;
it happen?”

“He tripped up on the kerb in Friardale,
explained Skinner, who seemed fo be enjoying:
the situation. “He won't be able to go with-
you fellows to Sussex.”

“Oh crumbs!” .

“Don’t look so disappointed,” said Skinner.
“I can recommend a jolly good substitute
for Bolsover.”

aéked‘

-calls.

“Yourself, I suppose?” said Wharton, with
a curl of the lip.

Skinner' nodded. .

“Why not?” he said. ~ “It’s about time I
took 2 hand in this merry sports tour!” .

“You'll take a boot, if you don't dry up!
growled Jobnny Bull. )

The Famous Five were not
temper.

Bolsover major was not one of the best
athletes in Harry Wharton’s party; but his
absence would be felt all the same.

“That's two fellows who can't come 1o
Sussex,” said Bob Cherry. ‘“Any more, I
wonder ?” A . v

“Yes,” said Monty Newland, coming up in
time to hear Bob’s remark. “Sorry, you
fellows, but I cant come on the tour!”

The Famous Five stared blankly at Monty
Newland.

‘You—you can’t come?” repeated Wharton.

0.”

in a good

“Don’t say youw've twisted your ankle?”
said Nugent.

“QOr stopped a cricket-ball with your eye!”
said Bob Cherry.

Monty Newland smiled,
telegram. .

“JI've beem wired for by my people!” he
exclaimed. “There’s a celebration in the
family—for a eousin just home from abroad—
and I've gof to be there. 1've a long journey
to make, and it's going to take up the best
part of the week. The Head’s given me per- -
mission to go, apd—and there you are!”

Bob Cherry groaned.

“Why couldn’t they have postponed the
giddy celebration until we’d got back from
Sussex?’ he growled.

“I'm beastly sorry!” said Newland; “but i
can’t be helped. I’d wriggle out of it if I
could, but——7 y . i

“That's all right, old- chap!” said Harry
‘Wharton. “You've got to go where duty
But—but it’s rotten!”

“Beastly!” said Frank Nugens.
going . te happen next, I wonder?”

“L.suppose we shall all he down with
infiluenza, or something, by to-night!” said
Johnny Bull,

“-But the chapter of misfortunes ceazed at

and produced a

“What's

last.

~There-were no more casualties and no more

“telegrams.

~All the same, there were three gaps in the
ranks of Harry Wharton's team—three gaps
which would not easily be “filled. Indeed, it
was difficult to see how they were® going to
be filled at all.

Harry Wharton & CoJs tour to Sussex
looked like proving a failure—unless a miracle
happened, ' .

{Coppright in the United Sintés of America.)
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'‘And, as Bob Cherry pointed out, miracles
didn’t happen in these days.

No. 1 8tudy in the Remove passage was not
a place of festive jollity that evening.

Mark Linley was in the sanny, Bolsover
major was hors de combat, and Monty New-
land had already started on his long journey.

The Famous Five trooped up to the Remove
dormitory in a dismal procession.

Even Bob Cherry—the sunniest-tempered
fellow in the Remove-—was silent and de-
pressed.

And Harry Wharton, as he composed him-
self to slumber, reflected that even sporting
tours were not all honey!

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Filling the Breach.

84 'VE got it!”
Bob Cherry made that remark in
triumphant tones next morning.
The rising-bell had rung, and Bob
Cherry was his old cheerful self again.
The same could not be said of the other
members of the touring-pacty.
¢ They turned out of bed almost as cheer-
- fully as Charles Peace on the morning he
+ faced the bangman.
“I've got it!" said Bob Cherry agaia.

i “Got what?” growled Johnny Bull. “If
. you mean the hump, I'm with you!”
“I've been thinking about our -irip to

« Littlehampton,”
“Well 2
“There are three vacancies in the party
now.” .
“Go hon!" said Nugent.
“There will be four before long,” said Tom
Brown. “Bob's going off his rocker.”

said Bob.

” ‘l‘lDon't be an ass!” said Bob Cherry wrath-
ully.

“All right, old secout. I know you hate
competition !”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Harry Wharton turned to Bob Cherry.

“Have you hit on a good wheeze, Boh?”

“Of course! This is the Good Wheeze De-
partment!” said Bob Cherry, tapping his
curly head. “X was going to suggest how we
could fill the gaps.”

“Go ahead, then!” said Wharton eagerly.
“All suggestions thankfully received. But
for goodness’ sake don't propose that we have

Toddy, or Penfold, or Dick Russell, We
mustn’t poach on Smithy's preserves.”
“I wasn't thinking of doing that,” said

Bob Cherry.

“Then who on earth’s going fo 811 the
bill?” exclaimed Johnny Bull “Outside
. Bmithy’s party and our own, there’s no one
“in the Remove worth thinking about.”

“Rats!” said Bob Cherry. “I beg to pro-

pose, gentlemen, that the three  vacant
places are filled by Wun Lung—-"
“What !”

“That lieathen Chinee!” yelled Squiff.

Bob Cherry nodded.

_ “You—you must be wandering in
mind!” gasped Nugent.

“If he’s got a mind left to wander in!”
~said Tom Brown. “Wun Lung! My only
amut!”

“Who are the other two?” asked Wharton.
“Might as well hear the worst.”

“There's Kipps—-"

o “That’s better! XKipps is a betfer con-
“ jurer than he is a cricketer, but he does know
which end of a bat to handle. Who's the
third?”

“Mauly.”

“Great Scott!”

There ‘was a general gasp.

Bob Cherry was not indulging in the gentle
pastime of leg-pulling. He was serionsly and
solemnly advocating that Lord Mauleverer,
the slacker and dandy of the Remove,
ahould he given a place in Harry Wharton's
touring-party !

Harry Wharton broke the
which followed.

“My dear_ass,” he said, “you know jolly
well that Mauly’'s hopeless—quite.. outside
the pale!” % 1 i

“He was born tired,” said Squiff. *He finds
it too much fag to eat his meals, let alone
play cricket.” ;

your

painful silence

“True, O King!" said Bob Cherry. * #Bufl

there are ways and means of reforming
Mauly. 1f he were to rise to the occasion,
he'd do great things.” -

“Itt” snorted Nugent.

Bob Cherry lowered his voice, lest Lord
Mauleverer, who was in bed close by, should
overhear him.

But he need not have troubled, for Mauly
was still sound asleep. The rising-bell -con-
veyed no stirring message to Mauly's slug-
gish soul.

“Look here, you fellows,” whispered Bob,
“I happen to know a thing or two aboub
Mauly. He’s very keen on a certain girl—-"

“My hat! You don't mean to say the silly
ass has fallen in love again?” exclaimed
Wharton.

“No. Bufb there's a girl at CHE House—a
new girl called Mabel Kent—who Mauly likes
very much. He helped her with her luggage
when she arrived, and they got quite
chummy.”

“But what’s this potty romance got to do
with it?” demanded Johnny Bull.

“Lots, my son! If we put it to BMauly
that he’ll please Mabel Kent by bucking
up, he’ll rally round at once. It will work
like a charm. Instead of being a hopeless
stacker, Mauly will have a positive thirst
for cricket, and all that sort of thing. He
won't fill Mark Linltey's place, of course, but
he’ll be as good as Bolsover major.”

“I doubt it,” said Nuwent.

And Hurree Singh remarked thiat the doubt-
fulness was terrific.

Harry Wharton
moments.

“We might try the experiment,” he said
thoughtfully. “I don't mind Kipps coming
in, and it's just faintly possible that Mauly
may put up a good show. But I draw the
line at Wun Lung.”

“He can bowl——" began Bob Cherry.

“Yes—and he'd break the nappers of the
Sussex fellows!” grunted Johnny Bull. . “He
bowls at anything but the wicket.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Wo won't fake a twelfth man with us,
as usual,” said Wharton. “We'll make it
eleven, including Xipps and Mauly. It's a
patched-up sort of team, but we may just
manage to pull through. Do you agree, you
fellows?”

The others nodded,

“Anything’s better than putting chaps like
Skinner in the team,” said Nugent.

And Skinner, who beard the remark,
scowled.

“I say, you fellows——"

The voice of William George Bunter, the
Owl of the Remove, broke in upon the
junior’s conversation.

“Hallo! Hallo! Hallo!” ejaculated Bob
Cherry. “Just woke up, porpoise?”

“Look here,” said Bunter, sitting up in

reflected for a few

bed. “Where do I come in?”
“You don't,” said Squiff. “You stay out!”
“Ha, ha, ha!” )

Biily Bunter subsided with a grunt. He
had tried many a time and oft to secure
a place in the Remove team, and his services
were Invariably declined without thanks.

The Removites finished dressing, and went
downstairs—with two exceptions.

The exceptions were Bob Cherry and Lord
Mauleverer.

The latter still slept soundly, until Bob
Cherry effectively applied a wet sponge to
his. face.

“Yoooooop!” spluttered the schoolboy earl,
sitbing up in bed. “Wharrer marrer?” -

“Shake a leg, old scout!” said Bob Cherry.
“Train leaves for Littlehampton in an hour.”

“IL’ampton?” murmured Mauly drowsily,
“Wass that got-to do with me?”

“You’re a member of our select touring-
par%y,; said Bob Cherry.

“Eh?”

“You're coming along to help us pub the
kybosh on Sussex.”

“Oh, begad!”

“It’s up to you, Mauly,” said Bob Cherry,
“to turn over a mew leaf. If you do it
willingly, everything in the garden will be
fovely. If you're not willing, your uncle will
have to chastise you.”

Lord Mauleverer blinked at Bob Cherry in
astonishment.

“My dear fellow, you know I find games
{rightfully faggin’ ” he began.

“Rot! We're looking upon you as the hope
of our side. You can play all right when
you choose to exert yourself. And just think
how Mabel will appreciate it.”

Mauly fushed to the roots of his hair.

“ Mum-mum-Mabel!” he stuttered.

“Yes; Mabel Kent, you know. She’ll think
the world of you if you put your beef into
it, and help the Remove on to victory. It’s
the chance of a lifetime for you. Are youn
game?”

For some moments a struggle seemed to
be going on in Lord Mauleverer's breast.
t_He liked Mabel; he loathed athletic exer-
ion.

Mauly was at the cross-roads—torn between
a desire to please Mabel and the more natural
desire to cut sport out of his existence alto-
gether.

Presently he spoke.

“I'm game, begad!

Count me jn!”

Bob Cherry thumped the schoolboy cad
on the back with a vigour which made Mauly
gasp.

“Good man!” said Bob, ¥I knew you'd
come up to the scratech.. Buck up and coms
down to brekker, and then we’ll make tracks
for Littlehampton.”

Bob Cherry threw. back the bedclothes ag
he spoke, and Lord Mauleverer, having~taken
the plunge, so to speak, started to dress.

His drowsiness ~slipped from him like a
mask. He resolved, there and then, to give a
good account of himself in the forthcoming
tour.

Whether his resolve would fail him at tha
critical moment remained to be seen,

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
A Closs Qame.
64 OW ripping!” ejaculated Nugent
Harry Wharton's touring-party,
under the supervision of Wingate
of the Sixth, sped through the
green flelds of Sussex. .

The view, to right and left of the carriaga
windows, was enchanting.

A long range of downs stretched away as
far as the eye could see, and closer at hand
nestled tiny farms and picturesque cottages,

Wingate, who had read Kipling, recalled ths
poet's tribute to Sussex:

“Each to his choice, and I rejoice
The lot has fallen to me
In a fair ground, in a fair ground,
Yea, Sussex by the Sea!”

The train rattled through Ford Junctiom,
and slowed up at Littlehampton—not, per-
haps, so famous a resort as Brighton or
Hastings, but very quict and charming, for
all that,

Three
station.

Wingate chartered them, and the party
proceeded to the Norfoik Hotel, there to be
entertained with a sumptuous repast.

Lord Mauleverer, however, ate little.

i1t was not becAuse he was too lazy.

The usual born-tired expression had Ilefi
Mauly's face, and his eyes danced restlessly.

He was waiting for an opportunify of
winning his spurs—of proving to Mabel Keny
that he was something more than a limp,
lazy aristocrat. He would show Mabel thal
he was not of the stuff of which Government
office boys are made.

There was a two-hours’ inbterval betweea
lunch and the cricket mateh with Sussex.

In this interval Harry Wharton & Co,
rambled through the town, taking stock of
their surroundings with interest.

Kipps and Lord Mauleverer, the two new
recruits to the team, hired a boat, and rowed
up the river as far as Arundel Castle.

“Topping place, that!" said Kipps, as ha
rested on his oars. “Wish I could go all
over it!”

“Same here!” said Lord Mauleverer, “Bul
business comes before pleasure, dear boy!"

Kipps started.

“My hat? It seems strange to hear you
talk like that!” he exclaimed, “Turning
over a new leaf—what?”

Mauly nodded.

“For a few days, at any rate,” he said,
“Hadn't we better be getting back now?”

“All serene!”

The juniors went back with the stream te
Littlehampton, where they joined forces with
the rest of the party.

Then a2 move was made to the cricket-
around—a spacious fleld situated on the
northern outskirts of the town, close to the
famous Toddington Tea Gardens.

The Sussex team had not yet arrived, and
Harry Wharton & Co. improved the shining
bour by putting in some practice.

They were surprised to see how well Lord
Mauleverer shaped.

The schoolboy earl stood up to Hurrea
Singh’s deadliest bowling im a plucky and
praiseworthy manner, and fully ten minutes
had elapsed before the dusky junior knocked
Mauly's middle stu out of the ground.

“Who is this man?” exclaimed Bob Cherry.
“¢He doth bestride the narrow world like an
opossum,” as Shakespeare says.”

“Fathead!” said Squiff. “Shakespeare said
¢ Colossus "!"

“Same thing,” said Bob. “But, I say,
isn't Mauly shaping well? We shall be call-
ing him the Viscount de Jessop soon!"

“Ha, ha, hal!”

Harry Wharton & Ca. were amazed al
Mauly's exhibition.

On the rare occasions when he had played
ericket at Greyfriars, his display had becg
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4 sight for gods and men and little fishes.
When batting, he had failed hopelessly to
guard his wicket; and when supposed to be
tielding, he had invariably fallen asleep.

And now——-

Verily, ags Bob Cherry remarked, the in-
fluence of a girl can sometimes work wonders!

“Here they come!” sang out Tom Brown, at
fength. “My hat, what rummy little
veggars!”

The Sussex cricketers, as they trooped on
to the ground, certainly lcoked very diminu-
tive.  Most of them were about the same size
as the Greyfriars Third-Formers.

Appearances are sometimes deceptive, how-
gver.

When Harry Wharton shook hands with
Johnny Carfax, the Sussex skipper, lie knew
instinctively that he was meeting a foeman
worthy of his steel

“Let me introduce you to my collection of
midgets!” said Carfax. *“This is Fenner—our
best bowler. This chap with a face like a
boot—Barnes—is one of the finest junior
wicket-keepers in the South. He stands up to
any sort of bowling.” '

Carfax completed the introductions, and
then the-match began,

Skssex batted first,

They made a poor start against the bowling
of Squiff and Hurree Singh.

Carfax alone got into double figures. The
rest of the team were rattled out oue after
the other, and the first innings totalled
only 37.

Lord Mauleverer, who had been placed in
the long-field, had been given no work to do.

There had been a few big hits, and Mauly
Had had an idle time. "

“It looks,” said Bob Cherry, “as if this
match will be all over in about an hour, with
ittle us on top!”

Harry Wharton smiled.

“These kids are no great shakes at bat-
ging,” he said. “But 1 belicve they’re worth
their weight in gold jn the field.”

“We shall see,” said Squiff,

And they did!

The Greyfriars wickets went down like chaff
sefore” the reaper.

It was o case of wholesale destruction.

Fenner was a perfect terror with the ball;
and Barnes, behind the wicket, stumped half
the Greyfriarg side! i

The score:gheet made melancholy reading.
It ran thug: - -

. GREYFRIARS REMOVE,
© ' First Innings.
H. Wharton, st Barnes, b Fenner ...
F. Nugent, st Barnes, b Fenner
. Cherry, run out ...
Q. I, Field, b Fenner .
Bult, b Fenner ...
Brown, st Barnes, b Carfax
. J. R. Singh, b Carfax 5
Redwing, st Barnes, b Fenner ...
Delarey, st Barnes, b Fenner ...
Kipps, b Fenner
Mauleverer, not out .
Extras ...

HOH S m

& it
H l WOWSOWHDDIND

Total ...

Eord Mauleverer had not been ealled upon
e face a single bal:

He began to feel very disgusted with life.

“What sort of a game do you call this,
begad?” he asked. “A fellow goes oub to
field, an’ there's nothin’ to field. He goes
out to hit, an’ there’s nothin’ to hit. Why
not chuck this foolin® aboud, an’ have a nice,
excitin’ game of marbles?”

“Ha, ha, hatl”

“T' put you in first next innings, Mauly,”
eaid Harry Wharton. “Then youw'll at least
get a chance, if you get nothing else.”

The game was an extraordinary one.

Up till now the howlers had completely
fominated the batsmen.

Bubt when Sussex went in for the second
fime they fairly made the fur fiy.

Qarfax hit all round the wicket in grand
style.

He gave one or two chances off Hurree
Bingh's bowling. But the Friars were not
their usual nippy selves in the field.

The scors mounted apace, and when the
tea interval arrived Sussex were 150 for the
loss of only four wickets.

Harry Wharton & Co., however, rose from
their tea like giants refreshed; and the re-
maining Sussex wickets .gave very little
trouble. }

Greyfriars Remove required exactly 200
puns to win.

They started gamely on {3eir task. .

True to his promise, Harry Wharton took
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smart . fielding - and tireless

Lord Mauleverer in with him to open the
innings.

Wharton hit out in splendid style, and-—
wonder of wonders!—BMauly followed suit.

The rest of the Removites, looking on from
the pavilion, had to rub theéir eyes once or
twice to make sure they were not dreaming.

“Mauly the ericketer!” murmured Bob
Cherry. “Mauly—a giddy Jessop! Did you
ever?”’

“No, never!” said Squiff solemnly. “He’s
going for the bowling like a real thorough-
bred. Just look at him!”

Mauly’s merry innings did not last long.
But it lasted long enough for him to hit up
a brilliant 30.

A salvo of applause greeted the.schoolboy
earl’s return to the pavilion.

“Bravo, Mauly!” exclaimed Bob Cherry.
“Told you what you epuld do when you. were
roused!- Pify Mabel couldn’t have seen you
at the wicket!”

“My inpings was a howlin’ fluke, begad!”
said Mauly modestly.

“Rats! It was a jolly fine display!”

“And it’s up to you to give another, old
scout I” said Squiff, thrusting o bat into Bob
Cherry’s hand.

Bob Cherry and Harry Wharton were in
happy scoring vein.

The bowling of Fenner, which in the first
innings had proved so deadly, now seemed
to have lost its sting. _ &

The 100 was hoisted before Bob Cherry, in
an attempt to lift a slow ball to the pavilion,

‘lifted his own bails instead.

The Remove were hopeful of victory. -Butb

their hopes were dashed a few moments |-

later.

Barnes, the Sussex wicket-keeper, brought
off a number of extraordinary catches. Some
he jumped at; others he threw himself side-
ways to meet; but nome were missed.

The move batted on desperately.

Piet Delarey and Oliver Kipps made a de-
termined last-wicket stand; but the end
came when they were still 20 runs short of
their opponents’ total.

“Licked, begad!” said Lord Mauleverer.
“I'm glad Mabel isnt here, after all!”

The cute little Sussex ericketers, with their
energy, had
proved too good for the Greyfriars Remove.

Harry Wharton & Co. took their disap-
pointment manfully.

They told themselves that they ecould
not expect to win all along the line. A
sports tour must have its share of defeats
as well as victories. And Harry Wharton
& Co. were the first to admit that the boys
of Sussex richly deserved their victory.

It was some consolation to the Remove
to know that Sussex would have won, even
if Mark Linley, Monty Newland, and Bolsover
major had been playing.

The _substitutes—Lord Mauleverer and
Kipps—had more than justified their inclu-
sion in the team; and it was quite on the
cards that they would distinguish themselves
in some of the future events.

“I told you there was good stuff in Mauly,”
sajd_Bob Cherry. “It only wanted bringing
to the surface.”

“Mauly’s certainly astonished the natives
to-day!” said Squif. “He deserves a rat-
tling good feed, after that lively innings he
played!”

“ Yes, rather!” said Nugent.
The juniors returned +to
arriving just in time for dinner.
Lord Mauleverer, however, wearied hy the
events of the day, made himself comfortable

on a settee in the lounge.
. “Aren’t you coming in to dinner, Mauly?”
inquired Bob Cherry.

“No, dear boy.”

“Why’s that?” :

“Yaw-aw-aw! Too much fag—begad!”

And the next moment the eyes of the
schoolboy earl were closed in slumber.

Bob Cherry stood looking down at his
schoolfellow for a little while. Then he
went along to the diming-room.

“Well, I'm jiggered!” muttered Boh. *“He
actually finds it toe mnch of a fag to eat his
dinner! J guessed the reaction would sef
in pretty soon. But he’ll be alive and kick-
ing again to-morrow—because of Mabel,”

And Bob Cherry’s prophecy was destined
to be fulfilled.

their hotel,

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Mauly’s Double Event !
7 AKT up, you lazy slackers!”
Frank Nugent stood at the
window of the bed-room which
the Famous Five shared at the
Norfolk Hotel.
The early-morning sunshine streamed into

the room, but Harry Wharton still slepd
soundly.
_In the next bed, Bob Cherry's curly mop
of hair was just visible. He, too, was still
in the arms of Morpheus. :
Johnny Bull was snoring in a trumpet-like
refrain, and Hurree Singh was chatbering
to bimself in bis sleep. '
Frank Nugent turned from the window.
“Wake up!” he repeated. :
garry Wharton stirred restlessly in his-

ed.

“Wharrer marrer?” he grunted. “Gosling
hasn’t sounded rising-bell yet!”

“Gosling’s fifty miles away! This isn'%
Greyfriars, you echump!” .

Wharten sat up in bed, and blinked fa
the streng rays of the sunlight. .

“What ean you see from that window,
Franky?” g

“What can I see?” echoed Nugent. “ Why,
lots of things! I can see

“¢ Little children on the sand.
Little paddlers, hand-in-hand,
Little tracts of Mo Man’s Land--

Little-hampton " ”

“You ass!” said Wharton, laughing,

“Didn’t know I could rattle off poetry to
order, like that, did you?” grinned Nugent.

“Doetry! Oh, my hat!”. -

“There’s been worse stuff in the ‘ Grey-
friars’ ., Herald,” anyway!” said Nugent
warmly. “Are you going to lay there ali
day, or are you coming for a dip?”

C“T'l eome,” #aid Whartom, -“on. one con-
dition.”

“And thap is?” o

“That you don’t chant any more of thab
silly doggerel.,”

“Oh, all serene!” growled Nugent. “Let’s
wake these other Rip Van Winkles!”

Bob Cherry, Johnny Bull, and Hurrce
Singh were roused in turn. And shortly
afterwards the Famous Five stepped oub
into the glory of the morning,

A delightful bathe was followed by break-
fast at the hotel.

Lord Mauleverer, for ance in hig life, was
punctual. He looked fresh and fit, and he
ate quite a hearty breakfast.

“Mind you keep up to the mark, Mauly!”
said Bob Cherry. “I've got my eye on
you.” 3

“What are we doin’ to-day?” asked Mauly,
“Playin’ kiss-in-the-ring?”

“No, fathead! The running races are
being held this morning!” ’

Lord Mauleverer made a wry face.

Rupning  was distasteful to him at -all
times. 'The mere mention of violent exerdise
made him shudder.

But he had resolved to dare and to do,
for Mabel’s sake. -

There could be no doubi that Mauly was
badly bitten.

The charms of Mabel Kent had swept him
off his feet. Though not in love, he was
next door to it. ~ All he could think of,. at
the present juncture, was how he might best
please the new pupil at ClLit House.

The races commenced shortly afterwards—
in the same field in which the cricket-matech
had taken place.

A marquee had been erected to serve as
a dressing-room, and Johnny Carfax and- his
Sussex comrades were already on the scene.

“Top of the morning!” said Carfax
cheerily. -~ ]

“You behold us,” said Bob Cherry, “burst.
ing for revenge! We mean to take it oub
of you for licking us at cricket.”

“Go ahead, then!” said Carfax, with a
knowing wink at his comrades. “There are
nine events, and I'll wager you a dish of

doughnuts that we carry off more than
you!”

“Done!” said Bob Cherry promptly.
;‘Cor{m on, kids! Let’s make ready for the
ray!”

A few moments later twenty fellows,
young and fit and keen, lined up for the
hundred yards’ race.

Wingate fingered the pistol.

“Ready?” he asked.

There was a general nodding of heads.

Bang! ’

Like arrows from a bow the runmers sped
off the mark.

The blue vests of the Greyfriars fellows he-
came intermingled with the white ones worn
by the Sussex runners.

It was a short, sharp scramble, resulting in
a breathless finish.

Even the runners themselves did not know
who had won until ome of the judges an-

nounced the result.

“First—Frank Nugent, of Greyfriars!”
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Despite his protestation, Mauly was borne shoulder high.

said Bob Cherry. (See pags 6).

“We'll chair him back to the hotel!”

“Hurrah!”
“You might as well order these doughnuts

‘“ln advance, Carfax!” grinned Bob Cherry.

* As the morning advanced, however, Bob

‘“changed his tune.

#iCarfax proved an easy winner.
w:lef“t the rest of the runners standing.

The high jump and the long jump both went
to Sussex.
Fenner, the boy whose bowling had proved

80 deadly the day before, won both events.

The quarter-mile came next, and Johnny
Indeed, he
Three to one

against!” groaned Bob

-+ Cherry. “Looks as if I shall have to supply

those merry doughnuts, after all!”

“Tug-of-war next!” announced Wingate.

And the two teams lined up on the rope.

Harry Wharton & Co. looked grimly deter-
mined.

'.[;}xey were fighting with their backs to the
wall. .

Only one event—the hundred yards—had
fallen to their portion, so far. And they
were not accustomed to being trounced in
this wholesale fashion.

What they had achieved against counties
like Lancashire, Kent, and Hampshire, surely
they could achieve against Sussex!

" “Put your beef into it!” muttered Whar-
on.

The word of command was given, and
the straining, heaving, tugging mass of
humanity drew the erowd to the spot.

“Come along, Greyfriars!”

“Stick it out, Sussex!”

The first pull of the three was won by

the Friars after a dour struggle.

“This won't do!” said Johnny Carfax.
“Rally round, you men!" 3

Sussex placed themselves on terms in the
second puall.

And now came the real tug-of-war.

“Last pull!” said Wingate.

“And tug like the very dickens!” said Bob
Cherry.

As the sharp command rang out, the Friars
fairly hurled themselves backwards.

That first fierce effort nearly swept the
Sussex team off their feet.

Carfax rallied them, however;
in turn threw their united weight upon the
rope.

“Good old Sussex!”

“You've got ’em set this time!”

“Bray-vo, my boys—bray-vo!” hooted an
excited Sussex farmer.

Slowly the Friars yielded ground.

It seemed inevitable that they must be
beaten.

But sturdy Johnny Bull stemmed the tide.

The Friars asserted themselves again, and
the Sussex bhoys, weakened and exhausted
by their last straining effort, collapsed at
the crucial moment, and came sprawling over
the line—hopelessly beaten!

Bob Cherry threw himself into the long
grass, almost sobbing for breath.

“My kingdom for a ginger-pop!” he panted.

Wingate smilingly appeared on the scene
with a glass of lime-juice cordial. Bob
Cherry gulped it down as if it were a
draught of the choicest vintage.

“That's better!” he murmured. “Phew!’
Talk about exertion! You can thank your
hucky stars you stood down from the tug-
of-war, Mauly!”

Mauly nodded.

“I wouldn't have gone through that,
begad,” he said, “not for all the wealth of
the Indies!”

The next item on the programme was
throwing the cricket-ball—not quite such a
strenuous pastime.

Harry Wharbon's opening
eight yards seemed likely
beaten.

The efforts of the other competitors- fell
far short of this distance.

But the last thrower of all—Barnes, of
Sussex—stepped up to the muark with a
curious smile on his face.

Not only was Barnes an expert wicket-
keeper, but he could throw a cricket-ball

throw of eighfy-
to remain un-

and they

farther than anyone of his own age in the
county.

With a swift jerk of his arm, he launched
the ball, which soared away infto space.

The specbators waited breathlessly while
Wingate measured the distance.

“Afraid he's topped my effort,” said Harry
Wharton.

And so it proved. .

“Ninety-five yards!” announced Wingate,
through his megaphone.

And there was a loud cheer from the
Bussex supporbers.

Bob Cherry groaned.

“The beggars are leading by four evenis
to two,” he said. “That means that we've
got to pull off the last three items, or lose
il_f;)?yfectly good dish of doughnuts. Such is
ife {*

When Squiffi won the obstacle-race, how-
ever, Bob Cherry brightened up again.

“If we can only win the sack-race and the
mile,” he said, “it will be all serene.”

It was not oftéen that a sack-race was
introduced into the sports; but the authori-
ties had done so on this occasion, and there
was loud laughter from the erowd when a
dozen fellows, encased in sacks, waddled fo
the starting-point.

Lord Mauleverer was among the entrants.

It was almost impossible for Mauly to pre-
serve his dignity as he lurched from side to
side like a Tank.

But he entered into the fun of the thiog,
and when the order was given he got off
the mark in great style.

Johnny Carfax seemed quite at bome in a
sack, He overtook Mauly, and established 2
clear lead.

“My race, I think!” chuckled Carfax.

But pride goeth before a fall,

Just  before the tape was reached tha
Sussex gkipper came a very complete cropper.
He lay wriggling on the ground like a conger-

eel.
The crowd roarsd.
THE PeNNY Popyiar.—No. 26.
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“'® dunno where ‘e are!” said-the farmer.

“Ha, ha, ha!” ’ i

Johnny Carfax managed to struggle to his
feet again, but Lord Mauleverer was abreast
of him by this time.

And then followed a great fight for first
place. :

Mauly fairly flung himself forward at the.

tape, which went fluttering down before
Carfax could come up with his rival.

Bob Cherry gave the schoolboy earl a
sounding slap on the back.

“Well played, old scout!” he said heartily.

“Ow!” gasped Mauly. “You've punctured
me, begad}!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Johnny Carfax and Bob Cherry exchanged
glances.

“We've won four events, and you’ve won

fo}ir," said Bob. *“Everything hinges on the

mile.” :
The final race attracted a whole crowd of

runners. .
Some of the competitors were tired,

especially those who had taken part in the
tug-of-war. But they braced heart and
nerve and sinew for the last race of all.

Lord Mauleverer ecrouched low with his
comrades at the starbing-point.

Those same comrades glanced at him in
weonder. ’

Mauly, whe, when at Greyfriars, was
usually to be found curled up on his study
sofa, fast asleep, was actually competing in
a mile race!

Bang!

The pistol went—likewise the runmners.

The fleet-footed Fenner took the lead.
Close behind him, Harry Wharton and Bob
Cheérry ran side by side.

The course was three times round the field.

Fenner stuck to his lead, and Wharton and
Cherry hugged him close until the last lap,
when misforfune overtook them.

An atback of stiteh, rapidly becoming more
acute, compelled the captain of the Kemove
to retire from the race. And Bob Cherry
very foolishly stopped to speak to him, in-
stead of running on.

“Buck up!” panted Wharton.
man! Never mind me!”

Bob Cherry glanced along the track.

As he did so, a lithe figure shot by, in
hot pursuit of Fenner.

It was Lord Mauleverer.

Bob Cherry was too astounded to say
much., ‘But his three words of encourage-
ment were borne on the wind to the schoel-
boy earl.

“Keep it upl”

Mauly did.

He was far spent, and his breathing was
faboured. He was mnot sufficiently trained
for a stern contest of this sort. "

But Mauly kept his eyes glued to the fellow
‘0 front.

Come what may, he must overtake him.

Defeat, after he had run so hard and un-
tiringly, was unthinkable.

And there was Mabel, too.

When the results of the sports filtered
threugh to Cliff Houde, how delighted Mabel
would be to see that he—Lord Mauleverer—
had won the mile!

This last thought lent Mauly wings.

He fairly flashed over the intervening space;
and Fenner, who, thinking himsélf an easy
winner, had slowed up, had the shock of his
‘life when he found himself overtaken.

The tape came whirling down, and a mighty
cheer went up from the watehing crowd.

Lord Mauleverer had won the mile by
inches!?

It had been a supreme effort—an eflort
which might never be repeated.

Mauly sank down, overcome.

Sheer will-power had won him the race—
not physical stamina.

“Oh, begad!” he murmured.

One of the spectators came forward with
some brandy. Mauly took one short sip, and
revived.

When he looked up he saw Bob Cherry’s
sunny countenance beaming down at him.

“Mauly, you're a peach!” he said. *“In
fact, you're a whole giddy orchard of ’em!
Come on, you fellows! We'll chair him back
to the hotel!”

And Mauly, despite his protestations, was
horne shoulder-high through the streets of
Littlehampton.

What the residents and visitors thought it
was impossible to say; but many of them
stopped and stared in wonder at the strange
scene,

“There!” gasped Bob Cherry, as the school-
hoy earl, after his triumphant ride, was
dumped down in the lounge. “You've
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“Cateh your

deserved well of your country, Mauly! By
the way, I forgot that Johnmy Carfax owes
me a dish of doughnuts. Never mind. I'll
have them to-morrow. And you shall go
halves, Mauly!”

Just then the gong sounded, and the

juniors trooped into the dining-room, happy |

in the knowledge that they had more than
held their own against the boys of Sussex
in the running races.

And the happiest of all was Lord Mau-
leverer, whose sudden revival was, as Boh
Cherry expressed it, one of the most amazing
miracles of modern times!

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Winning His Spurs!

.44 ETTER for youyMauly”

Squiff tossed the missive across
the breakfast-table to Lord Mau-
leverer next morning.

“Thanks, dear boy!” dmwled Mauly.

The handwriting or the envelope was un-
familiar to him. But it was a girl’s hand;
that was certain.

Mauly drew oub the letter, and read it.

As he did so, his face became suffused with

colour.
“Hallo! Hallo! Hallo!” exclaimed Bob
Cherry. “Who's the fair charmer, Mauly?

Is it from Mabel?”

Lord Mauleverer nodded. -

“Is she pleased with your performance in
the cricket match the other day?”

“Yaas,: begad! But—but I wonder
told her aboub it?”

“I wonder!” murmured Bob Cherry. .

Lord Mauleverer read the letter over again.
It certainly rewarded him for his efforts on
the tour.

who

*“CHft House.
" “Dear Herbert,—I hear that you played a
grand innings against the Sussex boys
recently, and that you are covering your-
self with glory on the sports tour.

“I'm awfully glad this is 8o, because the
other girls here say that you never exert
yourself, and that, from their knowledge of
you, you are a hopeless slacker! I like their
cheek! Keep pegging away, and I will make
them eat their words!

* With all' good wishes.—Yours sincerely,

“ MABEL.?

Mauly attacked his breakfast with a sharp-
ened appetite. i

fe ignored the running fire of questions
which his schoolmates levelled at him.

So Mabel knew that he had played a good
innings! She would soon know that he had
won & couple of races, in addition. And she
was prepared to defend bis reputation against
the attacks of the other Cliff House girls.

“What ar~awfully decent sort she is!” mur-
mured Mauly. i

“Penny for ’em,” said Frank Nugent.

“I was wonderin’,” said Mauly, *“what
luck we should have in thé swimmin’ races.”

. “We're up against a bot crowd,” said
Wharton. ; i
“Good! The more the merrier! I’m simply

brimmin’ over with energy!”

“My hat!”

“Did you ever see such a reformation?”
said Tom Brown.

“Afraid it won’t last,” said Squiff, with a
sage shake of the head. “Mauly will return
to his bad old ways when we get back to
Greyfriars.” :

The juniors sat chatting until the swimming
sports were due to commence.

Then, armed with towels and costumes,
they strolled on to the wide expanse of
beach.

The sea was dead calm. Secarcely a ripple
showed on its surface.. The conditions were
ideal for swimming.

Harry Wharton & Co. were up against
fellows who had lived beside the sea all their
lives—fellows who were expert in the art
of swimming.

The first event was a sheer scramble—very
similar to the hundred yards race on terra
firma. 9
" Hurree Singh, with his speedy side-stroke,
won by a yard.

“Good for you, Inky!” said Bob Cherry.
“Win the next race, and half my kingdom
ig thine!”

Hurree Singh grinned.

“1 will tryfully endeavour to do my hest,”
he said.

The second race was over a much longer
course; and again Hurree Singh managed to
securs the honours—though Johnny Carfax
was only just beaten.

“This is topping!” said Harry Wharton,:

his face radiant. *“If only we can keep it up,

and win every event, we should wipe oud
our licking in the cricket match” with a
vengeance !”

“Yes, rather!” .

The next item was a swimming-in-clothes
contest., # :

Old clothes and heavy sea-boots were pro- .
vided; and the ' swimmers cxperienped a
good deal of difficulty in ploughing their way
through the water.

Bob Cherry, by means of a vigorous leg-
kick, got in front of the others.

Bob was gasping painfully, and the hoots
he wore felt like leaden weights, dragging
him down.

But he battled on to the finish, and won.

80 great had been the exertion, however,
that Bob Cherry wasetoo crocked to take
part in the subsequent events. He had no
fresh store of energy from which he could
draw.

The Friars were irresistibie.

Having won three events in succession, they
resolved to make a clean sweep of the
board, s¢ to speak. : .

The mext race was won by Harry Whar-
ton, who finished with a big margin in his
favour.

The ecrowd on the sands, ready to give
honour where honour was due, cheered the
Greyfriars juniors with enthusiasm. i

“This is too one-sided for words!”
Johnny Carfax.

And he delivered a rousing lecture to his
men, urging them to turn the tables.

But Harry Wharton & Co. were in an all-
conquering mood.

Squiff won the next race, and Kipps the one
after that.

“Aren’t you taking a bhand, Mauly?” asked
Bob Cherry, who was stretehing his sturdy
limbs on the sands. ’

“Yaas, dear boy.
race.”

Bob Cherry stared.

“But the last race is
said.

Mauly nodded.

“I'm quité willin’ to tackle it,” he said,

“My only aunt!”

“Mabel will be awfully pleased if I win,”
added Mauly simply.

“Afraid you won’t stand an earthly, old
scout,” said Bob. “You've certainly done
well on this tour. You plaved 2 decent
innings, and you won a couple of running
races. But you'll find yourself up against it
when you try to swim half a mile. Why, I've
never known you to swim half a yard!”

Mauly smiled.

“I kpow I'm an awful
that,” he said.
the occasion.”

Shortly afterwards
announced.

Most of the Greyfriars fellows were played
out by this time.

They had pulled off that amazing bateh of
victories without a series of keen struggles;

The boys of Sussex, who were really good
swimmers, had striven gamely throughout;
but the luck had gone against them. A%
the same time, they had dark designs on puli-
Jdng off the last race of all. a P

A quarter of a mile out to sea was a
stationary motor-boat.

The competitors had to -swim round this,
and then return to the beach.

Who would be the first man to scramble
ashore?

A good many people were asking that
question,

Certainly no one anticipated that the slim
and elegant Mauly, resplendent in a bath-
ing-costume, which resembled Joseph's coat
of many colours, would finish first. ‘

The order was given, and the swimmers
plunged to their task.

Those Removites who were not taking part
in thie race watched Lord Mauleverer's pro-
gress with interest. )

Mauly employed a clean, sweeping breast-
stroke, very good to wateh, but not the sort
of stroke by which races are won. 5

Hurree Singh, with his fast side-stroke,
left Mauly behind; and so did Fohnny Car-
fax and Fenner, of Sussex, who swam
strongly together.

Carfax went ahead as the race progressed.
He was the first to swim round the motor-
boat, and then he headed straight for home.

The spectators stood watching, in the cer-
tainty that Carfax would win.  Or, it any-
thing should bhappen to the Sussex skipper,
Fenner was elose behind.

And ‘then a startling thing happened.

Lord Mauleverer, when he had rounded the
motor-boat, suddenly changed his breast-
stroke for a stroke similar to the Trudgen.
It was guicker than the Trudgen, really.

grunted

I'm enterin’ for the last

the half-mile!” he

weaklin’ an’ all
“But I think I can rise to
the  last

race  was
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Rapidly the schoolboy earl gained on the
fellows.in fromt. . .

On and on he came, with a dash and vigour
of which none would have thought him
-capable.

Bob Cherry at once began to sit up and
take notice.

“Great jumping crackers!”
“Just look at Mauly!”

Carfax and Fenner were still swimming
strongly, but their progress seemed puny
and snail-like in comparison with that of
Lord Mauleverer.

Mauly’s stroke was a very fast and very
exhausting one. He could nof possihly have
kept it up throughout, and he had wisely
brought it into action when it was most
needed.

The spectators craned forward to sece the
finish.

And what a finish it was!

Carfax and Fenner, conscious of the fact
that they were being gained upon by some-
.cne in the rear, struggled on valiantly.

But the Sussex skipper made the fatal mis-
take of trying to scramble ashore when he
+was still out of his depth. In so doing he
lost a precious minute; and, with Fepner
-beginning to show signs of distress, Lord
Bauleverer just managed to shoot past the
pair of them and struggle ashore, the winner
;of one of the most exciting swimming-races
“on record!

Almost dazed by his exertions, Lord Maul-
everer staggered away towards the dressing-
tent.

And as he went the cheers of the crowd
thundered in his ears.

Then during a brief lull Mauly distinctly
recognised a familiar voice.

“Well played, Herbert!”

Turning swiftly, he caught a glimpse of
the smiling face of Mabei Kent among the
onlookers.

he gasped.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
A Nine-Days’ Wonder.

OB CHERRY drove the last nail into
the Sussex coffin by defeating Johnny
Carfax in a six-rounds boxing contest
that afternoon.

Lord Mauleverer and Mabel Kent sat side
byl side in a packed audience to witness the
fight.

Mauly, however, scemed to take far more
interest in the young lady seated next to
him-than in the events of the boxing-ring.

' Mabel did not conceal her pleasure at

Mauly's recent performances.

. “What a score I shall have over the other

mirls when I get back!” she said. “I urged

Marjorie Hazeldene and Clara Trevlyn and

Phyllis Howell to come down with me, but

they pooh-poohed the Idea that you would

do anything great.”

“8pare my blushes!” murmured Mauly.
_“1t was pothin’-—nothin' at allt”

* ' “Nonsense! You were splendid!” said

Mabel. “I only wish I could come over to

‘Qreyfriars sometimes to see you play cricket!"”
Mauly's face glowed.

. i“:‘It would be awfully rippin’, dear gal,” he
said,

“But it can’t be done,” said Mabel.

“Eh?”

“Unfortunately, I'm going away.”

Mauly's face felt.

“You're leavin' Clif Housc?”

Mabel nodded.

“My people are going fto. America next
week,” she said, “and I’'m sailing with them.
I baven't had time to form many friend-
ships since I've been at Clif House, but I
shall always be proud of yours, Herbert.
You'll write to me sometimes, won't you?”

“Yaas!” said Mauly, forcing a smite. “But
—but this is awful!”

“What is?”

“The idea of your goin’ away! Just as we
were gettin' on famously together, too!”

“It can't he helped,” said Mabel, “You
inust come over to Clitft House to tea before

20.”

And Mauly promised he would.

When the boxing-contest was over the
Greyfriars juniors returned to their hotel,
and Mabel Kent accompanied them.  She was
speedily on the best of terms with Harry
Wharton & Co.

The conversation centred round the recent
events, particularly Lord Mauleverer's bril-
liant performances.

“This has been our mosb successful tour,
so far,” said Harry Wharton. “We made a
bad start, but everything went swimmingly
afterwards.

“We were rather luckys yvou kunow,” said
Frank Nugent. “It was quite on the cards
at first that Tom Merry and some more of
the S8t. Jim’s fellows would be in the Sussex
team. It's their county, you see. But it
seems that they couldn't get away.”

“lJolly good thing for us!” said Johnny
Bull.

And the rest of the Removites were agreed
on that point.

Had Tom Merry & Co. competed on behalf
of Sussex the sports tour would not have
ended so happily for the Friars.

After a hearty meal the tourists packed
their belongings, and headed for the rail-
way-station.

Lord Mauleverer and Mabel Kent had o
carriage to themselves.

Mauly did his best to fight down his dis-
appointment at Mabel's impending departure.
His tongue wagged gaily, and to see them
chatting together one would have thought
that their friendship was one of long
standing.

At the gates of Clff House, in the dusky
evening, they parted. Only for a time, how-
ever, for Mauly had undertaken to turn up
to tea at Cliff House next day.

Greyfriars was thrilled when Harry Whar-
ton & Co. described the part played by
Mauly in the recent tour.

Mark Linley, who was rapidly on the mend
in the sanatorium, listened eagerly to Bob
Cherry’s vivid account of what had taken
place; and Monty Newland and Bolsover
major were no less impressed. -

The question of the hour was—would Mauly
keep it up?

The question was soon answered.

Next day, when \Bob Cherry summoned
Lord DMauleverer to cricket practice, he
received no response.

Stepping into Mauly’'s study, he discovered
the schoolboy eart lying fast asleep, with
his head buried in the cushions.
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“Mauly!"” shouted Bob, in his dulcet tones

The sleeper stirred restlessly.

“Gerraway!” he murmured.

“Aren't you coming to the cricket?”

Lord Mauleverer slowly sat up, and blinke§
drowsily at Bob Cherry.

“I've done my bit,” he said.
a fellow in peace, begad!”

Bob Cherry chuckled.

“I thought it was too good to last!" he
said. “Has Mabel thrown you over, old
scout?”

“No

“Then why not carry on the good work?”

Mauly sighed. .

“Mabel’s goin' to America.”

“Oh!”

“I don’t want to be sentimental, begad,
continued Mauly, “but the sunshine seems to
be goin' oub of my life.”

“Draw it mild!” said Bob Cherry. “Mabel
Kent’s a stunning girl, but there ‘are plenty
of others.”

“Not for me, thanks,” said Mauly. “Now
run away an' pick flowers, there's a good
chap! I want to go to sleep.”

“I've a jolly good mind to bump you.”

“Hands off!” said Mauly, in alarm. “I'm
due at Clif House in an hour's time, for
tea. I don't want my bags soiled.”

“Burst your bags!" said Bob. “Stilf, I'll
Iet you off this time, after the wonderful
show you put up at Littlehampton. By the
way—-"

Snore !

Bob Cherry glanced at the steeping fgure,
grunted, and gave it up.

“Once a slacker, always a slacker,” he mur-
mured, as he guitted the study.

From that day Lord Mauleverer took ne
active part in the sports of the Remove.

He had returned to his bad old ways, with
2 vengeance.

With the departure of Mabel Kent Mauly
lost all interest in athletic pursuits. He
toiled not, neither did he spin, and the
playing-fields at Greyiriars saw him not.

A few days later a copy of the “West
Sussex Gnazette” was sent to Greyfriars,

Dr. Locke, at whose suggestion the sports
tour had first been launched, read with
interest the report of the recent tpurnament.

The headlines made the worthy Head gasp,

“Do leave

“SCHOOLBOY EARL'S DASHING
DISPLAY !

3 !
“LORD MAULEVERER'S SHARE IN
GREAT GREYFRIARS VICTORY!"

“Bless my soul?!” murmtred the Head.
had »o iden that Mauleverer was
athlete!”

The report summed up Mauly's verform-
ances as follows:

“The success of the Greyfriars boys wasg
mainly due to young Lord Mauleverer, who
scored a great personal triumph.

“Not content with hitting up a brilliant
thirby in the cricket-match, this young
lord distinguished himself by winning two
races in succession. These efforts were
crowned by a magnificent swim, in which
Carfax and Fenner, two local swimmers of
great repute, were defeated.

“We venture to prophesy that Lord Maule-
verer will go far in the world of :port.”

g
an

The Head, who had seldom, if ever, con-
descended to wateh & junior match, turned
up on Little Side to witness the Remove's
next game with Highelitfe.

Eleven juniors batted in turn for the Re-
move, but Lord Mauleverer was not one of
them.

Dr. Locke called Harry Wharton aside.

“Is not Mauleverer playing for the Remove,
Wharton?”

Huarry could scarcely repress a grin.

“No, sir.”

“But I understand he performed exceed-
ingly well in the recent tour?”

“It was a flasa in the pan, Um afraid,
sir. The sort of thing that only happens
once in g lifetime.”

“Where is Mauleverer now?”

Skinner, who was standing near, volun-
teered the information.

“Fast asleep in his study, sir.”

“Bless my soul!”

And the Héad, in common with the rest of
Greyfriars, gave Lord Mauleverer up.

But Harry Wharton & Co. wers never
likely to forget how, under the genlal
influence of Mabel Kent, Mauly had be-
stirred himself for once, and covered himself
with glory in the campaign against Johnny
Carfax and his fellow-sportsmen of Sussey
by the Sea! .

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

Chums of Rookwood,

By OWEN CONQUEST.

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
The Tale that Tubby Told.

11 Y hat!”
Jimmy Silver, of the Classical
Tourth at Rookwood, stopped
suddenly and grinned as he was
st,ml]ling" down Coombe Lane towards Rook-
WOO! ;

With him were Lovell, Raby, and New-
combe, who also stopped and grinned as their
leader made that ejaculation, and pointed to
a fat figure mllmg across the field towards
them.

"My hat!” repeated Jimmy Silver. “ What's
that coming towards us—a young buffalo or
a baby Tank?”

Arthur Bdward Lovell chuckled.

“It's Tubby Muffin!” he exclaimed. “It’s
pur own tame porpoise, Tubby. Seems in a
Lolly old hurry, too. Now, what's that fat

eggar been up to, ¥ wonder? He’s running
from that old barn. Perhaps he’s—- Hallo,
fere he comes——— Yarrooogh!”

Tubby Muffin had come. . He came charging
phrough the gap in the hedge like a mad
bull, and Lovell’s remarks ended in a howl
a3 the fat junior’s head butted him with a
thump against Jimmy Silver. Next moment
the PFistical Four and Tubby Muffin were
mixed up in a struggling, gasping heap on the
dusty road.

“You—you silly fat chump!” hooted Jimmy
Silver, sttbting up, with a gasp. ‘Why the
thump don’t you look where you ‘re going,
you dangerous maniac?”

“8crag the silly ass!” roared Lovell. “O0h,
my napper!”

“And my eye!” howled Raby. “Some ass
hiffed his elbow inte my eye! I'll bump that
fat beast!”

Tubby Muffin sat up breathlessly.

“I—I say, you—you fellows!” he gasped,
blinking round in alarm at the victims of his
haste. “I say, I didn't see you, you know!
Tain’t my fault! I say, Jimmy, I was just
coming to look for you!”

“Well, now you've found me, you’ll jolly
well wish you hadn’t, old tulip!” exclaimed
Jimmy wrathfully, jumping to his feet.
“Collar the fat barrel, you chaps!”

“Here, I say—— Leggo! Wow!”

Tubby’s protestations ended in a wild wail
of woe as four pairs of hands gripped him.

Bump!

“Now again!” exclaimed Jimmy Silver
grimly. “Altogether—"

“Help!” roared Tubby frantically.
Jimmy, stoppit!
Leggo!”

Jimmy Silver paused and eyed the fat
Clasgsical suspiciously.

*“0Oh, you've got some news, have you?’ he
exclaimed grimly. *“Where've you been caves-
dropping now, you fat clam?”

“I -ain't been eavesdropping!” exclaimed
Tubby indignantly. “Scorn to, in fact! 1
simply listened from—irom a sense of duty.
That's it! You fellows know I've a keen
gsense of duty! DBesides, it was up to me to
listen—as you're a big pal of mine, Jimmy!
For the sake of a pal, y’know!”

“Oh, I'm a big pal of yours, am I?”
gjaculated Jimmy Silver. “First I've heard
about i, anyway‘"

“For the sake of a pal,” proceeded Tubby
impressively, “I overcame Jmy natural scruples
against eavesdropping

“QOh erumbs!”

“And,” proceeded Tubby, with a reproving
frown, “I determined to listen to every word
in order to frustrate the dastardly schemes
of“rg%fl 'gal Jimmy’s unscrupulous enemies,”

“I say,
T've got some news for you!

Jimmy Silver & Co. fairly blinked at the
fat youth.
Tug PENNY POPULAR.—NO, 26.

“So it's something up against your Uncle
Jimmy!” exclaimed Jimmy bllver, with great

interest. “Then that alters the case, Tubby
Let’s hear it, my dear old pall”

Tubby Muliin swelled visibly. i

“I beard every word!” he exclaimed im-
?ortautly. “The smoky rotters little dreamed

Wa s’

“Half a mo’, Tubby, pal o' mine!” ex-
claimed Jimmy. “Who are my dastardly
enemies, and where, and why, and where-
fore?”

“Smythe and Howard and Tracy and
Towny!” gasped Tubby excitedly. “I guessed
—saw in a flash, in Iaet—they were up to
something when 1 spotted ’em sneaking out
of gates. So I followed, determined to—"

“Sure you didn't think it was a feed?”
chuckled Lovell.

“Well, as a matter of fact, I did,” con-
fessed Tubby calmly. “I thought they were
going to have a feed in that old barn
yonder. But they weren’t. It was only a
rotten card-party! I sneaked up the ladder
after ‘em, and peeped over the trapdoor.
And, would you believe it, there the beasts
were, smoking and playing rotten bhanker.
Then the beastly tramp—-"

“Tramp?” echoed Jimmy Bilver & Co., in
surprise.

“Yes, tramp!” chuckled Tubby. “Old
Smythey and his lot didn’t see the beggar at
first—he was lying asleep on some straw in
the corner of the loft. Then the smoky
rotters started quarrelling about the cards,
and woke him up.” He, he, het You should
have seen Smythey’s face when the old tramp
popped up and asked him for a fag—
trightened him into fits nearly.”

“It would do!” grinned Jimmy. “But go
on, Tubby, old pal! That is interesting—
what?”

“Well, old Smythey began to ride the high
horse then. He told the tramp to clear out or
he’d pitch him out. But the tramp—a dirty,
scrubby-looking beast he was—ounly grinned at
him., That’s what gave Smithey the idea for
his great wheeze—the tramp’s grinning face.”

“The tramp’s grinning face gave him the
idea, did it?” chuckled Jimmy Silver.

“Yes!” said Tubby cheerfully., *“He said
xt just rnmmded him of Jimmy Sitver’s idiotic

g
“BEh! What's that?” roared Jimmy Silver.
“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled Lovell, Raby, and

Newcombe.

Jimmy Silver glared.

“What the d)chens are you idiots grinning
at?” he snorted. “ldiotic glm—eh‘? it
smash the rotters! I'l—I'1l—-"

And Jimmy Silver, snorting like a wor-
horse, was about to dive through the hedge
when Lovell dragged him back.

“Stop, Jimmy, you fathead!” he laughed.
“Let’s hear the merry wheeze first! You
can slaughter Smythe & Co. afterwards, you
chump {”

Jimmy SBilver grunted.

“All right !” he exclaimed darkly. “Smythey
can wait, then! Buck up, lard-tub! What's
the game?”

“He, he, he!” cackled Tubby Muffin. “It’s
a scream! I heard every word. 1 felt it
my duty as your pal, Jimmy, to overcome
my—-

“What’s the wheeze,
roared Jimmy Silver,

“Why--he, he, he!—he's paying that old
tramp to come on the crickét-field at the
match to-morrow and claim to be Jimmy
Silver’s uncle. Fancy that!”

“Wha-what "

“It’s true, every word!” gasped Tubby
excitedly. *“He's paying that old tramp a
quid to walk on the ground an’ demand %0 see

you fat chump!”

And Smythe's paid him

his nephew Jimmy.
I heard every word

hali-a-quid in advance.
of it! Faeby” -
“@reat Scoti!”
“If this is one of your wonderful yarns,

Tubby-——0o>"

“I tell you it’'s true—every word!”
spluttered Tubby. “And I came rushing o
tell you, Jimmy, to save you from the

dastardly schemes of your unscrup—— Wow!
Leggo! Yarrooogh!”

“If you dom’t ring off an’ stick to the
yarn, I'II—I'} stick a pin in you and burst
you, you fat windbag!” roared Jimmy Silver
wrathiully.

“Well, I like that!” grumbled Tubby Muffin.
“Rank mgmtxtude I call it. After running
all that risk to save you from the dastardly
schemes of your—— Leggo! Oh, my ear!”

Tubby roared as Jimmy Silver grasped his
fat ear *twixt finger and thumb.

“Now, look here, Tubby, my bosum pal!”
exclaimed Jimmy grimly. “If you're stuffing
us up with-—— My hatt”

Jimmy Silver released Tubby Muffins’ ear in
sheer astonishment as he started across the
fietd. From the direction of tlie old barn a
ragged and extremely dirty individual was
approaching.

“It’s the tramp—it's Sunny Jim!” gasped
Tubby triumphantly. “P’raps you'll be-
lieve me now, Jimmy Silver!”

“Oh, crumbs!” e]acumted Lovell, as the
tramp drew nearer. “Look at his grinning
chivvy—no wonder he’s called Smmv Jim1
And—ha, ha, ba!—no wonder Smythey “said he
reminded him of our Jimmy Silver. Sure he
isn’t your uncie, Jimmy?”

“Ha, ha, ha!

Jimmy Silver flushed and glared at his
laughing chums. The junior captain of the
Fourth was noted for his perpetual sumny
smile. Bub even Jimmy Silver's smile was
nothing to the approaching tramp’s grin,
which strefched from ear to ear, almost
obliterating his blue nose and thé rest of
his dirty, unshaven face.

“Why, you—you cackling asses!” stuttered
Jimmy Sitver warmly. “I'll jolly well—-"

Jimmy Silver broke off as Lovell gripped
lns arm suddenly.

“Quick! Behind this
Yonder's Smythey and his
Don’t let ‘em see us!”

“Rats!” growled the exasperated Jlmmy.,

hedge,
Nuts

you =ass!
coming !

“Leggo! P'm jolly well going to let ‘em
both see and feel me in a minute! Idiotic
grin, eh! I'Hl smash the rotters! I'll—

Here—what—-"

At a nod from Lovell, Jimmy Silver's chums
gripped their angry lcddu, and, despite his
struggles, led him at a run acress the road,
and pulled him down behind the hedne
Tubby Mufin, with 2 fat, throaty chuckle,
followed.

“Keep gquiet, Jimamy, you ass!” warned
Lovell guickly. “Never mind your outraged
dignity now. I've thought of a topping
wheeze to.checkmate Smythe & Co., and you’lk
spoil all if you let ’em see you've spotted
their little game.”

Jimmy Silver grunted, and ceased his
struggles. And next moment the tramp
crusired through the gap in the hedge, and
after a cautious glanee around, shutfled away
towards Coombe viliage.

“There goes Sunny Jim,” murmured Arthup
Bdward Lovell.  “First stop, the Bird-in-
Hand, at Coombe, to change Smythey’s half-
quid. Now for the other conspirators—
shush! Here they come!”

Next moment four youths in Eions
reached the hedge, laughing and talking
loudly. The four were Smythe, Howard,
Tracy, and Towpsend—Iiour of the nuttiest
nuts in all Rookwood. And Jimmy Silver &
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©o. realised that Tubby Muffin's wonderful
yarn was xot a flight of imagination at all—
. especially when they heard = Adolpbus
: Smythe's words as he crashed through the
£ap. .
“It’s a rippin’ wheeze, you know—simply
i toppin’!”" he roared. “Fancy that bounder
. Silver’s face when Sunny Jim falls on the
neck of his dear nephew—before all the
fellows, too!”
" ‘“Ha, ha, ha!” roared the nuts.

“Thought it all out in a flash, y’know,”
said Smythe modestly. “Spotted the resem-
blance between that beastly tramp’s cheerful
chivyy and Silver's idiotic grin straight away,
by gad! Simple as A B C, y'know!  Sunny
Jim stips through that hole in the fence
behind the pavilion, and tackles Jimmy Silver
while all the chaps are watching the mateh—
an’ there you are! Ha, ha, ha®

“T say, though, what’ll happen when Jimmy
Silver proves the beggar’s an impostor?” ex-
claimed Townsend doubtfully. “He’s bound
10 be stumped out eventually.”

. “That’s not our bizney!” chuckled Adol-
“phus Smythe. “The idea is just to make
that cad Silver look a fool. What happens
after is Sunny Jim’s look-out.” If it comes
out, we simply swear we know nothing about
the biz—-see?”

.. Once more the shady rascals burst info a
roar of laughter. And a morment later they
-had passed-out of earshot, Then Jimmy
Silver turned with grim, sct lips and clenched
fists to his chums.

“Now, then, what’s your blessed wheeze,
Lovell?” he exclaimed grimly. “If it’s far-
ring and feathering that gang, and then
boiling ‘em in oil, I'm your man!”

Arthur Edward Lovell chuckled.

“Well, it’s not exactly that,” he grinned.
“But T'l1 tell you the dodge when we reach
our study,” he added, with a meaning glance
towards Tubby Muffin.

And Jimmy Silver, well aware that it would
be as wise to post the details of the wheeze
on the notice-hoard at Reokwood as to dis-
cuss it in *the hearing of the garrulous Tubby
Muffin, had to be content. And a moment
Jater the juniors were following in the wake
of Smythe & Co.

Before entering the school they made 3z
eall—at Tubby's earnest suggestion—at Ser-
geant Kettle’s, the school tuckshop. Tubby
Muffin felt that he deserved at least a feed
as a reward for saving his pal Jimmy from
the dagtardly schemes of his unscrupulous
enemies. - And for once the Fistical Four
agreed with the fab Classical, and they

“stood him a feed until the finances of the
‘Co. gave out.

Then they left Tubby, and proceeded to the
end study on the Classical Fourth passage, to
discuss Lovell’s scheme for dishing Smythe’s
great wheeze,

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
E Not Nice for Smythe.
. &6 HERE go the bounders—grinning like
Cheshire cats!”
Raby made that exclamation as
g the Fistical” Four = descended the
¢ Classical steps at two o'clock the following
[ ‘afternoon. And it was the sight of Smythe,
“Howard, and Tracy, of the Shell, and of
Townsend of the Fourth, that calied forth
the remark.

As .'Raby spoke, Adolplms Smythe turned a
grinning face to the juniors; then he said
something to his companions, and the four
burst into a roar of laughter.

“Let ’em laugh!” exclaimed Jimmy Silver,
with a chuckle. “Let 'em rejoice, ere earth’s
sorrows turn their laughter to tears. But,

I say, Lovell, old scout, sure you've got
. everything in that hag?”
“Everything, old top—tiramp’s complete

outfit, up to a supply of grime and a five
days’ growth of whiskers!” grinned Lovell,
giving the cricket-bag he carried a tender
pat. “The only thing I lack to complete
my proposed disgnise as Sunny Jim is your
idiotic grin, Jimmy.”

“Ha, ha, hat* ’ . . N
, rats!” snapped Jimmy Silver, with
some heat. “Give that rot a rest! TLook
here, we'd better make ourselves conspicuous
on Big Side for a bit, an’ let those cads see
us, or they'll smell a rat. Come on! We
can hide the bag behind the pavillon first,
though.”

A few minutbes later this had been done,
and the Fistical Four mingled with the crowd
on Big Side. There was no junior match on,
and practically all the Lower School, Classies
and Moderns, had thronged to see the scratch
match between senior elevens picked from the
Classical and Modern Houses at Rookwood,

But for once the Fistival Four- were nob
interested in cricket. Barely had the mateh
started, when the four separated, and by
devious routes made their way to the rear
of the pavilion. . %

“Here we are,” said Jimmy- Silver; glancing
round carefully. “Let's hope cur friend
Sunny Jim won’t be long.”

“S'pose he doesn’t ecome at all?” grumbled
Raby. “Whole half-day wasted; then!™ ]

“Well, we'll console ourselves, in that case,
by giving Smythe & Co. the licking of their
lives!” said Jimmy Silver grimly. “Bub he
will come; half-quids are mot pickéd up by
blessed tramps every Shush!”

From the road came the sound of shuffting
footsteps, and through the interstices of the
hedge they beheld the unprepossessing figure
of Sunny Jim.

“Ready, you echaps?”’ whispered  Jimmy
Silver. “Let him get fairly through, then
go for him!”

Next moment the footsteps ceased, and
the tramp, after Jooking round him
cautiously, dived.through:the hedge. ;

And the next second he wished he hadn't.
As one man the Fistical Four charged, and
hore him, struggling furicusly, to the :grass.
It was a most unpleasant duty, for. Sunny
Jim was neme too clean; but the. job .had
to be done, and Jimmy Silver & Co. did it
as expeditiously as possible.

After a very brief struggle Sunny Jim
went down, and his-wrists were tied quickly
behind him. . "

“Now, my heauty !” exclaimed Jimmy Silver
grimly. ~ “No need to get the wind up; we'll
not toueh you if we can help it:. Just sing
small for an hour, and keep smiling!”

Jimmy added this last with a. chuckle.
Jimmy Silver's motto, “Keep smiling!” was
obviously not the motte of Sunny Jim.. Gone
was the huge grin that had evidently earned
him the name of Sumny Jim. In fact, he
looked far more Hunny than sunny, as it
were, just then. ;

But a moment later his scowl changed to
a look of amazement as he watched the
further proceedings of the juniors. - Amid
many chuckles, Lovell opened the bag, and,
taking from it a pile of ragged garnients,
some grease-paints, "a mirror, and various
making-up articles, began to get busy.

Lovell was an adept ab the art of making-
up. But Arthur BEdward, excelled himself
on this oceasion, and. his chums: gasped when
he had finished. He might indeed have. beent
the tramp’s twin-brother. i :

“Oh crumbs!” .ejaculated Jimmy Silver;
glancing from the ofiginal Sunny Jim to
Lovell. “Topping, Lovell, . old  man!
Smythey will never spot the difference.
Blessed if I. could, either! - Your breath
smells a bit sweeter, perhaps—-"

* Ah, what a pity now!” exclaimed Lovell,
with heavy sarcasm. “But if. you 'chaps
think there’s time I'll run along to the Bird-
in-Hand and disguise my breath!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Ass!” said Jimmy Silver. . “But buck up!
Smythey will be trotting round here t¢ look
qur 'his pal. Come om, up- you get, Sunny

im!”

“"Ere, what’s the gime?” growled the tramp
hoarsely. “Undo my ’andst I'll ’ave the
law—— Stoppit! Wow!”

But the juniors had neither the time nor

the inclination to hear or-heed Sunny Jim's
expostulations and threats. With the help
of the ecricket-stump the astonished tramp
was bundled gquickly into-‘the lean-to- shed
at the back of the pavilion. Then Jimmy
1Silver banged the door and turned the rusty
key.
“That settles you, my pippin!’-exclaimed
Jimmy, with a grin of satisfaction. “And
now, if the coast’s clear, we'll wander forth,
Lovell, old scout. You'd better give us a
couple of minutes to get on. the ground
before you make your sensational debuti as
Sunny Jim.”

And Jimmy Silver, Raby, and Newcombe
slipped through the hole in the hedge, and
a few seconds later
the crowd on Big Side.

“Yonder’s Smythey!” exclaimed: Raby. sud-
denly. “My hat, he looks ratty!”

Smythe was standing with his fellow nuis
on the fringe of the crowd near the pavilion;
Smythe of the Shell was a Classical, and, 48
Bulkeley just then was making hay of the
Modern howling, he ought, as a- loyal Clas-
sical, to have been -looking chirpy . ia: ¢on-
sequence.

But he wasn't. ~Smythe, in fact; was look-
ing and feeling  extremely. exasperated jush

hen.
“By gad, you: chaps!” he was mutlering
savagely.- “I do-believe that beastly framp’s

were mingling with

- Smythe’s

Friday, 5

Jet us down,:yknow. ‘And where's that cad
Silver; too?  Joly funny-—-what!” .

“Sunny Jim must have funked it after
all,” remarked Tracy gloomily. “But, 1 say
—supposin’ Silver's. got wind——  Hallo,
thére the rotbvers are all the timel

Tracy pointed to where only a few yards
away: > Jimmy Silver & Co. were standing—
apparently watching Bulkeley s performance
with enthusiasn.

“Yags-aust:have: only  just come. by
gad ! ‘gcowled  Smythe: “Anyway, what's
the odds:if that beast of a tramp docsn'h
turn up? And I was fool enough to pay
the dashed Totter half<—  Oh, by gad!”

Smythe's-disgusted’ scowl vanished to give
place to a smivk of satisfaction. From the
direction of -the: pavilion 'a ragged and un-
savoury-looking ~individual  was = hobbling,
slowly: but cheerfully. : :

“Good eggl He's come—Supny Jim's

Cturned - up;: you: fellows!” ‘he chortied glee-
“fully:

“Now for some’ fun, old beans!
Better get nearer: Jimmy Silver=—got to point
out the beggarto Sunny JFim!?

«And, in “order to earry out this kindly in-
tention; Smythe & Co. strolled quite casvally
to within & few yards of the Fistical Four.
There they ‘halted in happy anticipation of
witnessing: the approaching discomiiture of
Jimmy  Silver. :

But Smythe & Co. were booked for a sur-
prise, :

Needless to say, the advent of a ragged
framp on the playing-fields of Rookwood
¢reated quitea mild sensation. = And even
Bulkeley's great batting performance lost
intereat. :

But the "cold stares and icy glances of
Raokwcod. failed 1o freeze or even to cool
the cheerful grin of Sunny Jimi

“By ‘gad!” ejaculated Mornington ‘of the
Fourth; staring 'a$ the vision half in horror
and half in amusemernt. “Who on eacth is
the rag-and-bone merchant?’

“Halle!” “exclaimed  Conroy. “Carthew's
stopped him!” :

Carthew of the Sixth. his face dark and

meénacing, - had - stepped in the  path of
Sunny Jim.
“Here, -you fellow,” “he snapped, with

1ofty: disdain, “d’you: kuow you're trespass-
in%, Iy man?  Clear outf; you beastly, iow
cad!” :

The “beastly low cad” smiled cheerily up
at Carthew. Possibly the real Sohny Jim
might have: be¢n: hurt at being addressed
thus:  But: Arthur Edward Eovell was used
te being: ealled impolite names by Carthew
of the Sixzth.

“Same to you, and many of ‘em, oid ftopl”
he : exclaimed pleasantly. “You shove off—
your face: worries me!l I've cofe to see my

dear: nephew -Adolphus=—Adolphus Smythe”

“Wha-what??

“Oh crumbs!? ;

“My . dear; doggy nephew,  Adolphug
Smythe!” ‘explained: Lovell, in a thick,
assumed voice, ‘and smiling ‘tound at the
astonished  Rookwooders: " Pmi his Uncle
Jim, - youw:know: Where i my darling
nephew, " Adolphug Smythe? Ah, there the
dear: boy ist” .

Adolphus Smythe was there right enough.
But.if o the . other ' fellows were looking
astonished, then he was looking nothing less
than' flabbergasted.  'Since " 'Sunny  Jim's
arrival “he' had been ‘trying frenziedly to
attract : the ‘supposed tramp's attention.
But, ‘strange to say, Sunny: Jim wias blind
to his signals:

Plainly - ‘something  had ~gone
wrong with' his great wheeze.

But Adelphus ‘Smythe had: little time fo
ponder - over: this possibility.’ To that nutty
youth’s: horror and disgust—and the delight
of Rookwood-=Sunny Jim wrapped his arms
around Smythe with ‘warm affection, and
Lkissed: him vig&rously.

seriously

“Ha; ha, hat

Y OULFOU— YO P

Smythe 'staggered 'back red and furious
with mortification ‘and rage most intense.
Hadthe lofty and ‘aristocratic  Adolphus
koown it was Lovell,; be could searcely have
been - -anybhing  else’: but furious.  Bub
Smythe had ne:idea that it was Lovell, and
the  humiliation “of  being treated thus by
a - disrepufable: tramp before all Rookwood
}Véask—well, nob pleasant, 1o say the least of
it. : ;

Sunny Jim, however, -did not appear fo
notice that his affectionate atfentions were
unwelcome: .

“My  dear, dear nephew!” he cooed, ad-
vancing to repeat the performance, ''Come
to: nie arme—-=~ Oh erumbs! Yarvoogh!”

Lovell | jumped 'back with a yell as
fist smoté his nose.  Bub the
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furious Smythe did not stop at that. Beside
himself with rage, he flung himself upon
Lovell, hitting out right and left.

That was too much even for Lovell—he
forgot he was supposed to be Smythe's affec-
tionate uncle—and next moment the pair
were rolling over and over, pommelling each
other often and hard, amid the cheers and
laughter of the spectators.

“Go it, Uncle Jim!”

“Mop him up, nephew Adolphus!”

“Ha, ha, ba!"

Cricket was forgotten, and a crowd of
laughing and cheering Rookwooders sur-
rounded the combatants as Carthew and
scveral other seniors vainly strove to
separate them.

“Bless my soul!
tumult mean?”

Little Mr. Bootles, master of the Fourth,
rustled up, astounded and distressed. At the
sound of the master’s voice, Smythe and
Lovell parted. Smythe was still glaring
Hunnishly at his supposed uncle. But Lovell
was grinning ruefully as he mopped his nose.

Wha-what does this

Bless my  soul! Smythe—— Good
gracious! Who is this—this individual?”
“It's Smythe's uncle—Smythe's Uncle

Jim!" announced Mornington, with a grin.

“It’s not! It isn't! It's 'a beastly
tramp!” raved Smythe frantically. “He's a
dashed impostor, I tell you!”

“Of course he is—the fellow is a drunken
impostor!” rapped out Carthew, with a dis-
gusted glare at the disguised Lovell. “Shall
I ’phone for the police, sir?”

“Dear me! Yes, I really think you had
better!” exclaimed Mr. Bootles nervously,
with a distasteful glance at Sunny Jim.
“Perhaps some of you older boys will hold
this—this person. He appears to be a very
dgangerous character.”

There was no {mmediate rush to carry out
the master's request. Nobody seemed at all
anxious to handle such an extremely dirty-
looking  tramp. But  the “dangerous
character ” didn't intend to wait for the
police. Lovell, in fact, considered the joke
had gone far enough. He had an idea that
discovery would have unpleasant conse-
quences to himself.

Before anyone could raise a hand he made
a sudden rush through the hesitating crowd,
and was off like the wind.

Then the fellows woke up.

“Tally-ho! After him!” yelled Hansom of
the Fifth. “Come on, you—— Whoop 1"

Hansom yelled, and sprawled full length
in the grass, as Jimmy Silver thoughtfully
tripped the Fifth-Former up. Raby also got
in the way of Talboys, as he jumped for-
ward in pursuit of Arthur Edward Lovell.
But that was all Silver, Raby, and Newcombe
could do to heip their chum's escape.

A minute later a swarm of laughing
juniors and not a few seniors were in full
cry after Sunny Jim.

“Oh, crumbs!” gasped Raby, in alarm.
“8halli we follow ‘emi, Jimmy?”

“Not yet—they'll never catch old Lovell,
He's well away!” grinned Jimmy. “We'd
better release the real Sunny Jim first.”

Lovell was indeed well away. He was
already two_fiells in front, his regged coat-
tails flying in the breeze ss he vaulted the
ivtervening fences. Behind him his pursuers
streamed like a pack of hounds.

Breaking into a trot, Jimmy Silver led the
way to the rear of the pavilion. Then he
gave a start. The door of the rickety old
shed was still locked; but a hoard in  the
side swayed outward suspiciously.

“Well, YI'm blessed, the beggar’s got
away!” ejaculated Newcombe, peering inside
the shed. “He’s sloped!”

“Ha, ha, ha! So he has!” laughed Jimmy
Silver. “Never mind; save us the trouble of
Jetting him loose. Now, where's that blessed
hag? = Better take Lovell hiz clobber.
Luckily, we arranged with him to make for
the barn if things went wrong. Come on!”

And, carrying the bag containing Lovell’s
clothes, Jimmy was about to drive through
the gap in the fence when he paused as a
loud shout of anger and amazement came
from the front of the building.

“What's up now?" breathed Jimmy Silver,
dropping the bag and running round to the
front of the pavilion. “Hallo! What's up,
Neville?”

Standing at ithe top of the steps was
Neville of the Sixth, with a look of alarm
on his face.

“We've been robbed, Silver!” exclaimed
Neville shortly. “Somebody's ruided the
blessed dressing-room! Look!”

Jimmy Silver and his chums antered the
dressing-room and jumped ag they heheld the
scene of confusion within. Strewn about the
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place were the clothes of the players in the
wildest confusion, while on the-ficor were old
letters and other things of little value to
a stranger. The scene told its own story.

“I came for my handkerchief, and this is
what I found,” said Neville quietly. “My
gold ticker’s gone, and all my loose cash!
I'd better go and inform Bulkeley.”

And Neville ran down the steps and crossed
towards the players in the field.

“Oh, my only hat!” gasped Raby in alarm.
“That blessed tramp must have done this!
There'll be the dickens of a row now!”

“Can’t be helped!” exclaimed Jimmy Silver
moodily. “Buck up! Our first duty is to
get old Lovell out of the scrape.”

And a few miuufes later Jimmy Silver,
Raby, and Newcombe were hurrying towards
the old barn with Lovell’s clothes.

Their little jape looked like turning out
seriously—far more seriously than they could
have imagined.

THE THIRD CHAPTER,

The End of the Chase.
113 Y _hat!” breathed Arthur Edward
Lovell.
Lovell was standing staring into
the barn with wide-open eyes.
He had easily outdistanced his pursuers,
and whether .they had given up the chase or
gone on a false scent he did not know.

He had managed to reach $he barn safely,
hoping to hide therein until his chums
brought his clothes, as they had agreed to
do should it be found unsafe to change
behind the pavilion.

But Lovell paused on the threshold of the
barn, with the above quoted exclamation of
astonishment, as his eyes took in the in-
teresting scene within. '

And no wonder! For seated on the bricked
floor of the barn was the real and original
Sunny Jim himself. As Lovell had last seen
him only a short time before locked up in
the shed at Rookwood, this was sufficiently
astonishing in itself. But that was not all.

On the floor in front of the tramp was a
little pile of purses, pocket-wallets, and
watches, in addition to other odds-and-ends
of value.

“My hat!”
time.

Sunny Jim, who was emgaged in pocketing
the cash from the purses, looked up with a
start, then he jumped to his feet with a
snarl of anger.

“'Ere, what d'you want, young shaver?”
he growled fercely. “Hop it, hang you!
Quick !”

“I want you, my pippin!” exelaimed Lovell
grimly, glaneing suspiciously at the pile of
valuables. “Where've you got that stuff
from, you rotter? I jolly well belicve you've
robbed our pav—— Here—-"

Lovell sprang back as the tramp, an angry
glare in his bleary. eyes, flung himself upon
the junior. Then the pair thudded to the
floor, struggling fiercely. -

The tramp was a full-grown man, and
strong, to boot. But his dissipated life
told upon him, and the athletic junior soon
proved he was more than a match for him.
In a very short time Lovell’'s knee pinned
him to the floor. :

“Now, my friend!” gasped Lovell, banging
the ruffian’s head as a reminder what to
expect. “Give in, you rotter, or 1'll knock
a hole in the floor with your napper!”

“Wow! Stoppit!” yelled Sunny Jim fran-
tically. “I give in, young gent! Stoppit!”

Lovell grunted, but he did not get up.
He was taking no chances, though Sunny
Jim plainly had had enough. Five, ten
minutes went by; then footsteps were heard
outside the barn, and Silver, Raby, and
Newcombe appeared, to Lovell’s greal relief.

repeated Lovell—aloud this

“Good egg, Lovell old man!” exclaimed
Jimmy Silver. “You managed- Oh,
crumbs !

Jimmy Silver jumped as he suddenly caught
sight of the tramp’s prostrate form.

“My hat! You've collared that merchant,
have you?” he ejaculated in delight. “What

luck! But buck up——-"
“Single-handed!” chuckled Lovell, rising
from the chest of Sunny Jim. *“He's been

making hay while the sun shines, too!”
“Never mind that rotter now; we'll at-
tend to him!” said Jimmy, throwing the bag
on the floor. “Get changed quickly! We
spotted old Bulkeley near here. Some
beggar—this blessed tramp, I suppose—has
robbed the blessed pavilion! The match is
stopped, and nearly all the merry school are
out on the hunt for the giddy burglar.

They'll be here in a tic, and— Oh, crumbs!
Here's Bulkeley now e :
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From outside came the sound of hurried
footsteps; then came Bulkeley’s clear voice.

“Here, you fellows, we’ll search this bacn!
Seems a likely place.”

Next moment the Rookwood captain, fol-
fowed by a swarm of excited fellows,
crowded into the barn. There was one
simulbaneous gasp of amazement as they
viewed the astonishing scene. Bulkeley waa
sbaring, as if he could scarcely believe his
own eyes, from Sunny Jim to his double.
Then Bulkeley gave a start, and with a
muttered ejaculation he stepped swiftly for-
ward and smatched Lovell’s ancient hat from
his head, and with it a tousled mop of rusty
red hair.

“Ah—you, Lovell!” he exclaimed grimly.
“What on earth is the meaning of this?”

Arthur Edward Lovell grinned sheepistily
and remained silent. But if Lovell was re-
fuctant to speak, - Tubby Muffin, who was
hovering excitedly on the iringe of the crowd,
had no such scruples.

Tubby wasn't, as a rule, very bright; but
on this occasion he showed unusual bright-
ness in putting two and two together. -

And Tubby Muffin loved the limelight; and
here, indeed, was a chance to shine therein.

“1know, Bulkeley!” he gasped breathlessly.
“I know all about it! I overheard the whole
plot, in fact! That man,” said Tubby, point-
ing a podgy forefinger dramatically at the
cowering tramp, was bribed with a quid by
Smythey to appear on Big Side and eclaim to
be Jimmy Silver's uncle- Fact! I over-
heard every word of the plot, and——"

“Wha—what?” ejaculated Bulkeley,

“And like a true pal,” said Tubby, revel-
ling in his unaccustomed importance, “1 at
once, without a moment’s loss of time,
related the whole foul plot to my pal Jimmy,
to save him from the dastardly schemes of
his uwnscrup-——"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

But three juniors at least did" not laugh
at Tubby’s sensational disclosure. Smythe
and his three nutty pals, fearful and anxious
to know the result of the chase, had joined
in the search, and now heard Tubby's story
with feelings too deep for words.

“It's a lie, Bulkeley!” shouted Smythe,
almost quivering with rage as he realised
how he had been done. “It's a rotten,
dashed lie! I never——"

“Shut up, Smythe!” snapped Bulkeléy
curtly. Bulkeley knew from experience how
much Smythe’s word was worth. *“Is this
true, Silver?” he added, turning to the junior
Classical captain. “Tell me, what on earth
does this business mean?”

Jimmy Silver hesitated; but he realised
that sooner or later the truth would have
to ecome out. Tubby Muffin would see to
that. And after a few stern questions from
Bulkeley, Jimmy -meekly related . the full
horrible story. And when he had finished
the old barn echoed with the howls of
laughter.

But Bulkeley was frowning sternly.

“I suppose you realise that I shall have to

report this business to Dr. Chisholm?” he
rapped out sharply. “Anyway, get back to
Rookwood now—the lot of you! As for you,

Smythe,” added the captain, turning a glance
of contempt on the scowling Smythe, “you
have aftempfed to play a dirty, caddish
trick, and you deserve all you got, and all I
hope you'll get. Now clear!”

“But what about this merchant?" grinned
Neville, mnodding towards the shivering
tramp.

“Better let the scoundrel go,” said Bulk-
ley, with a frown. “Only mean a police-
court job; and we don’t want the public to
know we've got fellows at Rookwood who
engage the services of beastly tramps to do
their dirty work. Let the brute go!”

And Sunny Jim went, minus the stolen
property, but glad encugh to escape so
lightly.

. s B a 3 2

The Fistical Four got off with a licking—
light in comparison with the flogging Smythe
& Co. received. But then theirs was a harm-
less jape compared with Smythe’s shady
scheme in introducing such an unsavoury
character into the precinets of Rookwood
to play a caddish trick on his schoolfellows.

But the flogging was not the worst, from
Smythe & Co.'s point of view, for all Rook-
wood roared over the story, and it was a
flong time before the Nuts of Rookwood
heard the last of Smythe’s ally.

THE END,

AN
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
A Job for Tom Merry.
L1 SAY, Merry!”
1t was Darrel, of the Sixth Form
at St. Jim's, who spoke, and he
addressed Tom Merry, junior captain
of the school.

“Yes, Darrel. What is it?” replied Tom:

“I'm going to ask you to do something for
me,” said Darrel.

“¥You can count on me,” Tom answered.

He liked Darrel. All the ‘decent juniors
liked Darrel. Xildare, the handsome, genial
skipper, might come first among the Sixth-
Formers with them; but George Darrel was
a very good second.

Tom 'noticed that there was some hesita-
tion in the prefect’s manner. But he judged
it best to say nothing abcut that. He
waited for Darrel to speak.

“Come to my study, will you?” asked the
prefect.

* Right-ho!”

“Hallo, there, Tommy! Aren’t you coming
along to the nets?’  called Manners from
across the quad.

Monty Lowther was with Manners,
both were in flannels.

“In a few minutes!” Tom shouted back.

- Then he turped away with the Sixth-
Former.

They reached Darrel’s study, and the pre-
feet turned the key in the lock as soon as
tliey were inside.

Tom wondered what was coming. It all
seemed rather mysterious. And  Darrel's
manner served to heighten the mystery. He
was so very plainly il at ease.

“I'm going to ask you to do something
that you ought not to do, Merry,” said the
prefect, aftef a pause.

“1 don’t think you'll ask me anything that
T’m not willing to do for you, Darrel,” Tom
said quietly, and with considerable earnest-
ness. 1t ‘may be against rules, perhaps,
but it won't be off the rails, I know.”

1t will mean taking a risk,”
replied.

»1 don't mind that.”

“But the risk sha’n’t be any bigger than
I can help—that I promise you. If there's
a row I'll bear -as much of the blame as
they’ll let me—all of it if that’s possible.”

“I don’t want that, Darrel. Hang it all,
don’'t you know that I'm willing to do any-
thing I can for you? So would Manners and
Lowther be, I know.”

“I hadn't any intention of telling them.
1 only want one of you. But, on second
thougits, I think they may as well kpow.
I'm awaré that you three don’t like having
scerets from one another.”

“We don't, as a rule.
when it's another fellow’s secret.
won’t want to pry into that.
Mellishes or Trimbles!”

"Well, you can do as you like about telling
thern. 1f they come with you they will share
the - tisk—that’'s all.”

*“It sounds jolly mysterious, Darrel,” Tom
remarked.

“Oh, it isn't exactly that, though there
are reasons for keeping it dark. I want you
{0 second me in a fight.”

“I'm on. It’'s guite: an honour, I reckon!”

*Thanks! That's a nice thing to say. But

”

and

Darrel

But it’s different
Those two
They’re not
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sure, Merry, that the

'm not so dead
honour will make up to you for the row

you will most likely get into. Naturally, it
puzzles you why I shouldn’t ask one of . the
other fellows .in the Sixth—Kildare, for
instance.” .

“I know very well why you can’t ask Kil-
dare. He’s in no end of a row now, through
that old sweep Selby. Everybody knows
that much, though o one seems to know
what it’s all about.”

“Will you tell me just how much you do
know 27

“Qh, I'll do that, if you like, Darrel! But
really 1 don’t actually know anything—it's
not much more than gossip.”

“Let’s hear the gossip. Then I shall know
how much more it’s up to me to tell you.”

. Tom took thought a moment hefore reply-
ing.

He Lnew what close chums Kildare and
Darrel were, and he did not want to say
anything that might seem to reflect upon
the skipper of 8t. Jim’s, who, for the time
being, was not the skipper, for he had been
deposed, and the office was temporarily
handed over to Monteith, head prefect of
the New House.

But somehow no one could believe that
Kildare would not regain his post. Monteith
said quite openly that he only regarded him-
self as locum tenens, and that ncbody would
welcome Kildare back more gladly than he.

“Well,” said Tom, “I reckon myself that
the trouble started when Kildare told old
Seiby what he thought of him for slashing
D’Arey across the face with his cane.
Selby's a revengeful old heast, and he’s been
lying in wait to get at Kildare. But the
yarn goes that he’s got abt him at last by
catching him spooning with a pretty girl
who’s playing in the revue at the Empire
this week. 1 dare say you know hetter than
I do whether that’s true.”

“It’s not true!” replied Darrel sharply.
“I'm not at liberty to tell you everything;
but I can tell you that there was no question
of spooning. The lady is an old friend of
Kildare’s—that’s all.”

“They say Selby’s gone on her,” said Tom.

“Do they? That's news to me, and I must
say it sounds rather absurd.”

“It's right, though,” Tom said.
it’s right. We’ve proof of that.”

“What proof?”

“I don’'t know that I ought to tell you,
Darrel. Yes, I wili, though. We've got to
get this thing straight. 1 know it’s right,
hecause a fellow here—I'm not going to
mention his name, and I know you won't
ask it——">"

“I won’t ask you anything you don’t
choose to tell me, Tom Merry. But this is
a confoundedly tangled affair; and what you
can tell me might help me a good deal in
trying to straighten it out.”

“Well, some of the fellows got wind of
Selby being gone on this Miss Graeme, and one
of them sent him a typed letter, signed
‘N. G2 01d Selbhy thought that stood for
Nora  Graeme, but Car—but the chap that
worked the spoof says he meant it for * No

“I know

vood,” or ‘No go’—in small- letters, you
Know.”
Tom paused, looking hard at Darrel, He

bad very nearly let out the name oi the

audacious spoofer. But Darrel’s facc offercd
no evidence that he had guessed who it was.

And, after all, it did not matter so very
much. 'The name might not have beén diffi-
eult to guess. There were only two juniors
at St. Jim’s capable of carrying through
such a wheeze, and Cardew was more likely
than Kerr to bave done it.

“Well?" said® Darrel. “Go on!”

“The letter made an appointment outside
the stage-door of the Empire, and the fellow
went dressed up as a girl, with a thick veil
on. He took old Selby in. properly—until
some rotter came along and ripped off his
veil and skirt while they were standing on
the bhridge together.” #

“By Jove!” Darrel drew a long breath of
amazement. “You mean to say Selby got
on to it? Why, that-means certain expul-
sion for the silly young ass!”

“I don’t think so,” replied Tom. “Any-
way, he hasn’t been hoofed out yet, and
he hasn’t heard anything more about it. I
reckon old Selby’s afraid to report him,
Darrel. The old Hun gave himself away too
completely for that, while he still thought
it was Miss Graeme.”

“1 see. Yes, it would be difficult for Selby
to make a move. He'd prefer to have it
hushed up. But it wasn’t quite the thing
as far as the girl was concerned.”

“That’s what I thought,” Tom said
frankly. “8till, it didn't really hurt her,
for, of course, she knows nothing ahout it.”

But there Tom was mistaken.  Miss
Graeme—who was really Miss Dalgleish, and
Eric Kildare’s cousin—had heard of it from
Mr. Selby himself; and it was her open amuse-
ment at the trick which had driven him
to seek revenge by reporting Kildare to the
Head.

In his desire for revenge, too, he had
been guilty of a very mean suppression of
the truth. He knew of the reclationship be-
tween the two. Miss Graeme herself had
told him, hoping by this confidence to avert
trouble from her cousin.

And Mr. Selby had- practically promised
that he would not report. A man of sensi-
tive honour would have held what Te had
said as a promise.

But unluckily Mr. Selby was not a man of
sensitive honour.

“The fight in which T want you to second
me concerns Miss Graeme, in a way, though
she knows mnothing about it,” Darrel said.
“There’s a man—a reguiar wrong ‘un—who
has followed her down from town, and is
annoying her. He’s the kind of fellow a givl
like Miss Graeme wouldn’t touch with a
barge-pole if she could help it; but that sort
can make themselves very troublesome to a

girl who has.no man {riend to protect
her. He chose the wrong pitch at Wayland,
though. He ran up against Kildare, and

Kildare's going to fight him on Saturday.”
“I don’t catch on, Darrel. Scems:to me
that it’s Kildare who wants a second, not
you,”
“Oh, no, it’s not, my infant!
sec, I'm going to fight the brute to-morrow
“Y say, Darrel, Kildare will be frightfully
wild- with .you.” - T
“Y can't help that, dlerry. X'm prepared
for it. If Kildare goes into” Wayland to
THE PENKY POPULAR.—No. 26.
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fght that cad he'll get the sack, as sure
as eggs are eggs!” .

“0Oh, now I see! You're going to thrash
this chap on Friday so that hell back out
of the fight on Saturday! Jolly good notion,
1 call it, He'll cry off, and that will save old
Kildare.” .

“That's the idea,” rveplied Darrel grimly.
“You can see that it means trouble for
someone-——"

“Rather!
Darrel !” B

“Well, I'm not going to indulge in heroics;
but I'd rather it should be I than Kildare,
Darrel said quietly., “But there's risk for
you as well as for me, you know. Are you
ready to face it? If you say ‘No' I sha'n't
think any the worse of you.”

Strikes me you'll get sacked,

“But I should jolly well think the worse of

myself, I can tell you! Of course I'm willing
to face whatever risk there is for you and
for Kildare, Darret! And I'm glad you
thought of me for the job. I knew it
wouldi’t be anything that I should kick at.
My idea is that youre doing the square
thing, though I can see that it isn’t likely
to please Kildare.”

Darrel held out his hand.

“Thanks, Merry,” he said. “You're a good
fellow! Kildare may be mad with both of
us, but we can't help that. 8t. Jim's would
hardly be 8t. Jim's without Kildare, would
it

“Or without you,” replied Tom. He meant
it, too. He had always known that Darrel
was one of the very best, and the truest of
chums; bunt this affair had thrown a new
lizht on the prefect for Tom. X

“Will you come with me after morning
classes to-morrow, then?” Darrel asked.

“Right-ho!" answered Tom. “And I may
tell Marnners and Lowther if I like?” )

“If you tike. But I shouldn't advige it.
It ﬁvill mean dragging them into the risk as
Wwell.”

“There is that in it,” sald Tom thought-
fully. “But I faney those two are a bit like
you in that way, Darrel. When a chum's
risking anything, -they'd rather prefer to
:hare the risk. Bub I'm not sure I shall let
hem.”

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Cardew Proposes to Butt in.
31 DON'T like this!” said Ralph Reck-
ness Cardew. .
“Don't like what?” asked Levison
major. ’

Sidney Clive looked up from his shrimps
and watercress, but said nothing.

The three chums of Study No. 9 on the
Fourth Form passage were at tea.

“This Kitdare bizney,” Cardew replied, look-
ing much graver than usual. i

“None of us like it,” said Levison gloomily.
“Kildare’s the right sort, and it’s rotten
that he should be in disgrace through an old
Hun like Selby. rAll the same, I don't see
what in particular it is to do with you,
Ralph. And I didn’t know you were specially
fond of Kildare.”

“I'm not,” yawned Cardew. *“Haven't you
discovered yet that I don't really care a
dashed scrap for anybody but myself?”

“Oh, we've discovered that all right,” said
Clive, with a wink at Levison.

“If we haven't, young Frank must have
done,” returned Levison.

Those two had come to know Cardew too
well by this time to credit his affectation
of cold selfishness. Perhaps he did not care
greatly for many people. But he would do
more than most fellows for those for whom
he did care.

“Well, it's true that Franky is somethin’
of an exception,” drawled Cardew. “Yaas, I
iike Franky; he’s such a nice, ingenuous kid.
Makes me think of what I might have been
if I'd been totally different in every respect
whatever.” ,

“You're getting away from the argument,
as usual,” said Levison.

“No, dear boy. That’s only your limited
vision. I'm comin’ round to it by my own
road, that's all,”

“What is it that you don't like about
the Kildare bizney?” inquired Clive, always
more direct in his methods than Cardew.
_“My conseience pricks me,” sighed Cardew.

“Thought you'd suffocated that econtrap-
tion long ago,” said Levison, with a grin.
“It was always a bit weakly, wasn't it?
Didn't need much doing in, eh?”

“More than I thought, old top! I
but lulted it to slumber. Now it's
again.”

“But what T can't see is how
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had
awake

you reckon

you're specially to bhlame for getting Kil-
dare into hot water,” Clive said.

“Not any more than the rest of wus,”
agréed Levison. “That row in the con-
fectioner's at Wayland fairly put the lid on
everything. Selby was in such a tearing rage
that he’d have done anything to get even
with Kildare for interfering.”

“I know—I know!” answered Cardew, with
an unusual show of impatience. “But my
notion is that there's more behind it than

that. Tt wasn’t for that aftair that Kildare
got it in the neck, an’ was chucked out
of his job.”

“Thyy say it was for running after Miss
Graem=,” Clive said, smiling.

“Let it be a warnin’ to you, Sidney dear?”
replied Cardew, with portentous gravity. “I
have noticed in you too marked an inclina-
tion for the society of the fair sex, an'—"

“Why, you—you silly ass!” howled Clive.
“I never look at a girl if I can help it!”

“Softly, softly, Sidney! Was there not
Mrs.—er—the lady at Wayland——

“0Oly, come off it! There was nothing in
that but your silly assiness. Chuek this rot
it you really want to talk about Kildare.
I believe
bizney that got him into the biggest row,
though T dare say Selby made the most of
the other matter.” .

“Yaas, that's what I think,” Cardew said.
“An’ it's just there that I come in. What
do you think, dear boys, made the excellent
Selby madder than anythin’ else in the whole
tragic story?”

“Give it up!” said Clive.

“Your spoof,” Levison said. “Yes, I fancy
you're right. But I don’t see what you can
do about it. You were a dashed silly idiot,
and it's to he hoped that you'll have sense
enough never to dv such a thing again.”

“I hope that, Ernest—most earnestly an’
sincerely I hope it. But, d'ye know, I don't
more than half believe it. I'm afraid I
shall if I'm tempted. An’ old Selby zeally
is no end of a temptation to me.”

“Well, you'd better lie low till this blows
over, anyway,” growled Levison.

“But my conscience won't let me, old bean!
It is really quite lhorribly wakeful an' rest-
less. I shall have to take the affair in hand,
an’ see Kildare through it.”

Levison groaned.

“Bh?” said Cardew.
was scarcely intelligible.”

“Your last remark

“Ernest means that you'll muck the whole |

blessed show up for Kildare if you get inter-
fering,” Clive interpreted,

“Ah, I see! You and Ernest understand
one another when you grunt like—er—
grunters. Please don’t trouble to teach me
the language. German is enough for me in
that line.”

“I didn't grunt!” snapped Levison. “And
Clive's dead right. If you meddle you'll
only make things in a bigger ghastly mess
than they are already.”

“Not at all! I am surprised that you
should so underrate my undoubted %alent for
diplomacy. I see no reason to doubt that
I can square things up an' round them off
an'—er—generally see them through.”

Levison groaned again.

“It’s no good, Ernest,” said Clive. “If the
silly ass thinks he will, we can't stop him.
The only thing we can do is to check him
a bit, and see that he doesn't go too far.”

“Aild and abet him, you mean?” Levison
growled. >

“No, I don't. But I suppose you might
call it that.”

“If you are offerin’ me your assistance, I
accept,” said Cardew blandly. “It might be
offered more politely, an’ it is not really valu-
able. But, out of consideration for your
feelin's, I accept.”

“1 feel like slaughtering
Ralph ! snapped Levison.

“ Ah, dear boy, why refrain?
good deed, I am sure.”

“Ass! Now tell us what you've got in that
mad napper of yours.”

Cardew put his elbows on the table, and
interlaced his fingers. Then, with his chin
upon his hands, he looked straight at his
chums, who sat side by side opposite to him.

“TI've been talkin' to Franky,” he-said, “an’
I've learned things. There are complications
in this case of which we didn't know. Franky
an’ the other juveniles were witnesses to a row
between Kildare an' a rotter named Williton,
who's stayin' at Wayland. The cad had been
annoyin' -Miss Graeme, as far as I can make
out. The row was on the doorstep of her
digs, an' dear old Selby happened to be on the
scene. It ceased with a suddenness that
doesn't suggest to me a real endin’. That's
not Franky's idea—it's mine.»

you sometimes,

It would be 2

myself that it was the actress
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“Selby's being there may have stopped it,”
suggested Levison.

“ Do you really think, old top, that Kildare
would take any notice of anythin’ Selby could
say, when once his blood was up ?”

©Well, no,” admitted Levison. “But what's
your idea as to what happened or is going to
happen?” .

“My idea, sweet youth, is that the quarrel
was merely postponed—see? I chance to know
somethin' about this fellow Williton—Buck,
they call him, He's a bit of a bruiser, though
past his best at that game.”

“And you think he and Kildare have fixed
it up to fight it out ?” said Clive.

I feel dashed sure of it, by gad! You ses2,
they’'re both the fightin' breed. Williton's a
cad, but no one has ever accused him of
funkin',”

“But if Kildare gets scrapping with an ouf-
sider like that just now hell get the giddy
sack, for a dead cert!” gasped Levison.

Cardew nodded gravely.

“It's a nasty position,” said Clive. “Thad
is, if Ralph's right.” :
“1 know I'm right, by gad! It's jusb

deduction, but it's as sure as that two an' two
make four.”

“And what do you reckon you can do?”
snapped Levison.

“Stop it,” replied Cardew coolly.

“My hat! How?”

“That I haven't thought out yet. Dutb it's
merely a detail. There must be some way of
stoppin’ it. All 1 have to do is to hit upon
ihat way, y'know.”

“That’s all !» returned Levison, with a touch
of sarcasm.

“An’ you'll help, I take it?”

“If there's any sense in it,” answered Clive,
and Levison nodded.

“My dear boys, did you ever hear of any
scheme of mine that was not sensible ?”

“Lots of them ! snapped Levison:

“ You surprise me, Ernest! But I must pub
it down to your inferior judgment. By the
way, I think I've found out who it was gave me
away to dear old Selby the other night—after
the old bird had so very completely given him-
gelf away to me!”

“Who was it?” asked Clive eagerly.

“Can’'t you guess, Sidney =

“Well, I should say that it must have been
Racke and Crooke. They are the only fellows
I can think of who would want to get you
sacked. But I don’t see what evidence you
can have against them.” :

“BSome, dear boy—some! In the first place,
I have fouud out, by judicious inquiry in the
Shell, that those two were absent from their
virtuous couches for some time that night.”

“ Who told you that?»

“The dear Noble. He chanced to be awake
when they came in.” ;

“ Anything else?” demanded Levison.

“Yaas. I examined their bikes. They were
dusty——very. Aun’ some of the dust was that
red stuff that you don’t find anywhere about
here except in one big patch along the road
over Wayland Moor. Then I tackled two
illustrious members of our own Form—the
charmin’ Baggibus an' the excellent Mellish.
Baggibus knew nothin’—that was plain..
Mellish gave himself away. How mueh he
knew I couldn’t ascertain, for he denied
everythin'-—” ‘

“Fhought you said he gave himself away?”
put in Clive.

“My dear infant, a fellow can give himself
away more effectually by denial than by con-
fession—a fellow like Mellish, that is, who lies
more often than not. I dare say I could have
got the whole yarn out of him; but I should
have had to bribe the beast, an’ that didn't
appeal to my tastes, y’know.” g

“I can't think how Mellish got on to ib,”
Clive said. .

“Y can,” said Levison.

Cardew nodded.

“Our Sidney is almost too innocent for this
wicked world, Ernest,” he gibed. “He has not
yet discovered the use of keyholes as a means
of findin’ out things.”

“You are a silly idiot ! snapped Clive. “ You
took ever so much trouble to keep it dark from
us, and yet you let a sweep like Mellish get
on to it, and through that get bowled out !”

“It wasn't the least trouble in the world to
keep it dark from you, Sidney dear,” drawled
Cardew. “That's an easy one, every time.
it's not so easy to draw the wool over the
eyes of a suspicious bounder like friend Erness,
here. But it was possible, his only use for
keyholes bein’ the official one. Mellish spicd,
Mellish always will spy, an’ he'll always find
out things that way, though he can't find out
everythin’, I defy him, for instance, to get
on o the manner in which I mean to make
Messrs. Racke and Crooke pay for their littis
game!  As for Mellish himself, he’s hardly
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CH5.

» Crash! Buck Williten went to the grass from a well delivered straight left. The juniors 4ché/ered their champion, and
in the excitément that followed, none noticed the lean face of Mr. Selby, who had corng upon the scenc. (See page 15.)

worth getbin’ even with. But those two black-
guards 2

Drawl and blandness alike had gone from
Cardew's voice now, and bis handsome face
was grint as he broke off short in his speech.

Levison and Clive did not doubt that e
would manage to get even with his enemies.
It might be soon, or it might be late ; but some
way and scme time he would do'it.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Darrel, the Fighting-Man !

46 EE here, Tommy,” said Manners,
“we're jolly well not going to- have
this at any price! If you're running
your silly head into danger o

“Then you want to ran your silly heads into
it, too ?” snapped Tom.

“QOf course we do!” replied Lowther.

Tom Merry looked hard at his chums,

They meant it. He koew that. But he did
not half like it.

The Terrible Three seldom had secrets frem
one another, and Tom’s natural frankness had
made it difficult for him to keep this one.

Had Darrel said that he was not to tell it
would have been different. - He would have
told his chums that the seécret was another
fellow’s, and that he was bound in honour nct
to reveal it.

But Darrel had said he might tell Manners
and Lowther if he wanted to; and that had
made him uneasy under their interrogations.
They had soon found out that any reason he
had for keeping things dark was his own, not
Darrel’s; and after that queries had poured
in upon him so thick and fast that in the leng
run they had discovered that he had some-
thing on hand with Darrel that entailed the
risk of a hig row—that his reason for not tell-
ing them about it was that he did not want
them to share the risk with him—and that
only he, not Darrel, stood between them and
the opportunity of sharing that risk.

“If.you den't tell us we shall jolly well keep
2 watch on you and follow you up wherever
you go,” Lowther said determinedly.. « We're
not going to have our Tommy sacked alone,
*re, we, Manners?” . p

“Rather not!” replied Manuers.

“Oh, it isn't a bit likely to come to sack-
ing,” Tom said uneasily.

In his heart he was by no means sure of
that.

‘“ Are you sure?” asked Manners sharply.

“Well, a chap can’t be sure, you know. 1t
means breaking rules, in a way, and »
" “That's ‘enough!” broke in Lowtber. «If

we aren't allowed te break rules with you and
take our chance of the Order of the Boot, the
only thing for us to do is to go off and break
them without you. Then we might get sacked,
and net you. And you wouldn't like that, you
know, Tommy, my dear boy!”

“1 certainly shouldu't.” confessed Tom.
“ Well, T suppose you've got to come in, though
['d very much rather you didn't. I'H tell you
all about it.”

And he proceeded to explain.

“And you were going to keep us out of
this?” said Lowther in accents of reproach.
“0Oh, Tommy, Tommy!”

“Ass! I was only going to keep you out of
iy for your own good,” Tom replied.

“Brerrrer!” growled Manners.

“Which, being interpreted, means that
we're not exaetly infants, and that having
things done for our own good only arouses
our natural cussedness,” explained Lowther.

“Well, T suppose vow’ll have to come now,”
Tom said. “I'll speak to Darrel.”

“I dare say he won't mind us riding be-
hind, as long as we are careful not to look
as if we belonged to the party,” responded
Monty Lowther, with deceptive humility,
that failed to deceive Tom,

Darrel, however, made no objection to the
company of all three. He was in rather a
queer mood when they started out for Way-
land, though, and all the way he rode in
silence, with a set face.

He had -had to dodge Kildare, and he did
not like that. He knew that there would -be
treuble when Kildare knew what he had
done, and he was not pleased with the pros-
pect of that. But there was nothing in the
actual task before him that he kicked at, and

his set.face did not bode any good to Mr.
Buek Williton. .
“I'm sorry to brirg you kids here, but it

was the place appointed, and T couldn't sug-
gest another,” he said abruptly, as they
reached the gate of a walled-in garden in 3
lane behind Wayland High Street.

"1 see nothing whatever wrong with the

place,” said Lowther.

Manners pointed to the house to which the
garden appertained It was an inn—the
White Hart—and. of course, any establigh-
ment of the kind was taboo lor St. Jim’'s
fellows.

But the breach of rules was a very slight
one, if the place itself had been the whole
extent of it. For the ~garden could be
entered without going through the White
Hart, though it belonged to that hostelry.

Darrel tapped at the gate, and it was
opened to them by Mr. James Rosher, Willi-
ton’s hanger-on.

Mr. Rosher grinned at the four in affable
fashion. ’

“Thought you weren’t coming, dear boy!”
he remarked, with offensive familiarity.

“I am here at the time appointed, I
believe,” returned Darrel ieily.

“Oh, don’t get shirty! Buck’s waiting;
and Buck isn’t a chap that likes waiting,
that’s all,” said Mr. Rosher.

“It is possible that Mr. Williton will soon
have to put up with semething that is not
precisely to his taste;” Darrel answered.
“But that he has had to wait for me I
deny!”

And he stepped past Mr. Rosher.

That gentleman, a tenth-rate specimen ot
the fast, borsy type, favoured the three
juniors with a wink and the remark:

“’Igh an’ ’aughty, ain’t he, sonnies?”

They did not answer him; but if Mr. James
Rosher had heen at all a sensitive person,
their expressions might have shown him
that they did not consider being addressed

by him as “sonnies” exactly a gilt-edged
compliment. g
There was a howling-zreen within the

garden, and they found Williton pacing up
and down  this in vests and shorts, with
tubher-soled shoes on his feet.
The fellow looked u formidable opponent.
His arms and legs were muscular, and his
THE PENNY POPULAR.—No. 26
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step was lithe enough. Bub his face rather
gave him away, It bore the marks of years
of dissipation.

At his best, and in proper training, Buck
Williton might have been more than a match
for Darrel, presuming him no more than the
prefect’s egual in skill.

As it was, he would need to be Darrel’s
superior as a boxer to stand any chance.
Weight, and possibly sheer muscular
strength, might be on his side; but his years
and want of condition made more than a
balance for these things.

He had no doubt about the issue of the
fight. Mr. James Rosher had no doubt.
Darrel and the three Shell fellows had no
doubt.

But what Buck Williton and Jimmy
Rosher were sure of was not the same thing
that the St. Jim's fellows were sure of. In
fact, it was precisely the contrary thing.

The Terrible Three knew Darrel’s form.
He was not only a boxer of rare skill and
activity, but he was an unusually cool and
determined fighter. And to-day he was very
much on his mettle. He meant not only to
defeat Mr. Williton, but also to thrash him
so thoroughly. that there should be no chance
of his standing up to Kildare next day.

“Which of you kids is going to second our
'ich an’ ’aughty young friend?” inquired Mr.
Rosher, with another affable leer.

“I'm acting as Darrel's second,” answered
Tom coldly.

“Well, you needn't be as ’igh an’ ‘aughty
as he is if you are. You and me haven’t
quarrelled, have we, cock-sparrow?”

“We haven't yet, but we very soon shall
if you arc not a bit more civil!” flashed Tom.

He had taken a very decided dislike to Mr.
Rosher.

“Ch-ho! 8o that's the ticket, is it? May
I huombly ask, my Lord Duke, whether this
fight is to be with gloves or without?”

“With, unless your principal objects,” Tom
replied.

He knew that Darrel had a pair of boxing-
gloves as well as his kit in the bag he had
brought.

“Then he does object!" said Mr. Rosher
hastily. “Buck’s a bruiser, and he prefers
the bare knuckles. Ain't that the caze,
Buck?”

Rosher had raised his voice, so that both
Darrel and Williton heard.

The latter nodded, scowling.

Tom looked at Darrel. Darrel nodded
also. He did nob scowl, but his face took
on an even-grimmer look.

“I don’t half like it!” whispered Manners,

“Not sure that I do,” said Tom. “But it's
Darrel's bizney, and as he’s going to lick
ihat blackguard anyway I suppose it doesn't
really matter much, especially as no one is
likely to butt in on us here.”

With the gate of the walled garden shut
it did seem improbable that anyone would
intrude. But it was not impossible, as Tom
was to find.

“There's the dressing-room,” said Rosher,
indicating a summer-house close at hand.

Tom and Parrel went thither.  Lowther
and Manners remained on the edge of the
bowling-green, feeling none too comfortable,
while Williton and Rasher talked together
at the other end.

Darrel was ready in a very short time. As
he came out, with Tom in close attendance,
Rosher said something {o Williton, and then
both laughed.

But Williton’s laugh hardly rang true.
Perhaps already the fellow had begun to
wonder whethéer youth and agility, plus some
probable skill in the fistic science, might not
be a mateh for all that could be done by a
bruiser whose best days were far behind him.
Perhaps Buck Williton was wishing himself
twenty years younger.

Even yet, however, he cerfainly had not
realised what he was up against.  Darrel
was not an ordinary schoolboy boxer. Had his
lot been cast in other places he might already
have begun to make a big name in the ring.

Towels, basins, sponges had been provided,
buti no.ring had been roped and staked out.
It appeared that the whole green was to be
fooked upon as the ring. Darrel had no
objestion to that. It was in his favour,
though his opponent might not have tumbled
to that fact as yet.

Rosher stepped up to Tom again.

“You're only a kid,” he said, “and you
can’t he expected to know much about this
sort of thing; but—-"

“I dare say I know as much about it as
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you do!” struck in Tom. “If you've anything
to say, say it! But keep your confounded
remarks about kids and cock-sparrows to
yourself I”

Mr. Rosher, who had not the reputation as
a bruiser which his friend enjoyed, shifted a
pace or two backwards. He was a weedy
specimen, and it had suddenly occurred to
him that Tom Merry, if a mere kid, was an
uncommonly hefty-looking kid.

“No offence!” he said. “I was only:. going
to say that it's usual to have two seconds
for each man in a fight.”

“As far as we're concerned that’s easily
enough done,” replied Tom. “Either of my
friends will act with me for Darrel. But
neither will take on the job for your man,
I'm certain.”

“0Oh, I wasn't asking any such condescen-
sion as that!” sneered Rosher. “I’ll have
another second here for Buck inside a brace
of shakes, if you say the word.”

“As you like!” answered Tom indifferently.

Rosher whistled, and the next moment the
Terrible Three gave simultaneous gasps of
dismay.

For that whistle was plainly a signal.
Into the garden, by the gate that opened into
the inn yard, poured a score or more of the
Wayland sporting set, several of them known
by sight to the 8t. Jim’s fellows.

They were all of the betting, billiard-play-
ing, bar-haunting type. Nob one among them
all looked sound or decent. They were, on
the whole, just about the last sort of people
with whom any St. Jim's felow would have
cared to be seen by anyone in authority.

Darrel, whose back had been turned to-
wards them, turned 2s he heard their
raucous voices.

He opened his mouth as if to speak, but
closed it again without a word.

e hated this. But, at all costs, he was
zoing through with it. And, after all, it
was no more than he might have expected.

Buck Williton had gathered together all
the shady acquaintances he had made in
Wayland to see him thrash a presumptuous
schoolboy, who had failed ‘to understand what
a dangerous man he was.

But the presumptuous schoolboy bad no in-
tention of being thrashed; and as the Terrible
Three saw the tightening of his lips and the
gleam in his eyes they fancied that Mr.
Williton might regret before long that he had
invited any spectators.

The fellow who came forward to assist Mr.
Rosher in his dubies was one whom all the
St. Jim's fellows present knew, and whom
none of them liked. Mr. Griggs was a
lawyer’s clerk in the town, who had been
mixed up in more than one shady transaction
with members of the St. Jim's would-be smart
set.

Lowther and Manners tossed a coin to
decide which should aid Tom. Both were
keen. Manners won, and Monty Lowther
made a wry face.

The landlord of ~the  White Hart was
acclaimed by the general voice as the fittest
person for the office of referee, and Tom
raised no objection on Darrel’s behalf.

Tom and Manners went to one corner,
Rosher and Griggs to that opposite it. The
portly publican took his stand on one side
of the green, and Lowther, after a momentary
hesitation, stepped to his side.

“1 suppose you don't mind acting as time-
keeper?” he said.

“Not at all, sir,” answered the man, civilly
enough.

There was, indeed, no disposition to be un-
civil to the St. Jim’s fellows. Probably quite
half the crowd would have no objection to
seeing Darrel win. Some of them evidently

knew a little about his form, for they were

backing him.

Bets were being made. That again was
hateful to Darrel; but he did not show that
he was even aware of it.

He' looked all over the fighting-man as he
advanced to meet . his opponent.

At that moment the gate leading into the
lane opened, and Cardew, Clive, and Levison
walked in.

Levison was just closing it behind him
when someone pushed ab it from outside.

He turned, and saw seven of the fag tribe,
his own minor among them.

“Here, none of that!” he snapped.
kids ean't come in!”

“That be blowed for a tale!” cried Wally
D’'Arcy. And he and his-chums made a rush
that carried them past the frio.

Levison looked angry and Clive dismayed.
But Raiph Reckness Cardew only smiled.

“You
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THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Unexpected Bpectators !

BVISON and Clive had ridden over to
Wayland with Cardew, without in
the least knowing what he meant
to do.

They were aware that their chum had used
the telephone in the prefects’ room the even-
ing before, and that it had been a trunk call.
They guessed that he had put himself into
communication with some acquaintance in
town, but for what purpose they had no
notion. They knew, too, that he had received
an express letter that morning, and that the
contents had pleased him; but what those
contents were they did not know.

All this was very like Cardew, and if they
were a trifle annoyed they were not in the
least surprised.

Cardew always would play his own game
in his own way.

He was playing this particular game in 3
very unschoclboy-like manner.

But, then, Ralph Reckness Cardew was nob
exactly an ordinary schoolboy.

He had been spoiled by his grandfather,
Lord Reckness. He knew more of the world
than many fellows ten years older than
himself. And he knew something of Mr, Buck
Williton.

The object of that trunk-call on the tele-
phone had been to find out more. The con-
tents of the express letter had told more.

Cardew was determined that Williton and
Kildare should not meet. To that end he
designed to drive Williton out of Wayland
before the time appointed for their meeting
arrived.

And he believed he could do it. He was in
Wayland to do it. .

Clive felt very uneasy, and Levison was not
quite comfortable when Cardew embarked ab
Wayland upon what looked like a complete
round of the pubs. He did not ask either
of his chums to go inside any of them with
him; but he walked in himself in the coolest
possible manner.

It was dead against all the rules of Sf.
Jim’s, of course; but Cardew never did con-
cern himself much with rules. His object in
visiting the licensed establishments of Way-
land was, in his eyes, a perfectly proper and
legitimate one, and that was good enough for
him.

And, after all, he had not made a complete
round. At the fourth call he found out what
he wanted to know,

“You can cease lookin’ shocked an' grieved,
Sidney dear!” he said. “I assure you thaf
not so much as a spot of alcoholic liquor has
passed my virtuous throttle. I was mierely
inquirin® for a man, an' I have now obtained
the information 1 sought. . We will go an’
find him.”

“Ass!” returned Clive. “I didn’t suppose
you were on the randan. But there would be
a row, and a jolly big one, if you were
spotted, all the same! It's that sweep Willi-
tor})"}'ou'\'e been chasing, I know, Where i3

“At the White Hart Bowling Green,” an-
swered Cardew, with a grin.

“ Another rotten pub!” growled Clive.

“Sidney, I'm afraid you will grow up a sad
Puritan! Still, there’s one comfort, it will
take you quite a long time to grow up—years
an’ years an' more years!”

“Q0h, you are an idiot, Ralph!” snorted
Levison. “Come along, and let’'s get the job
over, whatever it is! I'm not going to ask
you that, for I know you won't tell us; but
I must say that I never knew such a chap as
vou are for keeping things dark when you

needn’t.”
Cardew did not reply to that. The three
mounted their bikes again; and rode the

hundred yards or so to White HMart Lane.

Just as they were turning the corner from
the High Street they were sighted by Wally
& Co., who had ridden into the town a
quarter of an heur hehind them.

“Hallo!” said Wally. “What are those
chaps after? Let's follow them! I do believe
there’s something on!”

“My major won't like it!” said Frank Levi-
son doubttully.

But Wally and Reggie Manners, Hobbs and
Jameson and Curly Gibson, were all of opinion
that what Frank’s major liked was of no con-
sequence; and only Joe Frayne backed up
Frank at all.

Frank and Joe bad to give way. In the
aftairs of Wally & Co. a majority decided—
unless Wally himself chanced to be in. the
minority.

Thus it was that Levison, Clive, and Car-
dew, reaching the gate of the walled garden,
were followed immediately by the seven fags.

They got a glimpse of those upon the greea,
and there was no holding them after that.
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@p fight on!” cried Wally. “We've just
a8 much right to see that as ycu fellows
have!”

“Better bring your bikes in, an’ ours, tqo,
then,” said Cardew. *“I¥’s ne good argmin’
‘with the infants, Ernest, dear boy. Their
attitude is no more incorrect than ours.
We were not invited; but I fancy I read your
intentions an’ those of the amiable Sidney
rightly when I say that we mean to see what
is to be seen, whoever objects.”

“That’s a different thing,” Clve said.

But he could not have explained why it was
different.

Wally - elevated a -scornful mnose at the
notion of fagging for Levison & Co. Butb
Frank and Joe Frayne and  Curly Gibson
brought in the Fourth-Formers’ machines,
and the whole ten were stacked near the gate,

Cardew led the way towards the green, and
the rest followed him.. .

“Thought you were going to tackle Willi-
ton,” said Levison. .

1 shall defer our little conversation till this
ig over,” Cardew replied.

“Hope Darrel will lick the cad!” said Clive.

“If 1 did not feel sure of that I should
do what lies in my power to stop the fight,”
answered Cardew, quite gravely. “It would
he difficuit at this stage, but not necessarily
impossible. But I feel sure Darrel will put
him through it.”

And then conversation ceased, for the fight
had hegun.

No one took very much notice of the new
arrivals. . Possibly po one bub Darrel much
minded their presence; and Darrel had other
things to think of just then.

*Shake ’ands, gents!” said the referee.

. But neither the schoolboy nor the man
about town held out his hand.

This was not a friendly bout. Each com-
_batant was out to hurt the other as much
as he knew how.

Williton came with 2 rush. He thought it
possible to swamp his lighter adversary, and
get on top from the start.

Half a minute sufficed to show him his mis-
take.

Darrel’s guarding arm was like a thing of
gteel. His left fist had behind it a driving-
power that Williton realised very quickly.

It was not Darrel’s policy to force the
fighting. He intended .that the enemy
should finish in sueh a state that another
combat on the morrow would be a sheer im-
possibility to him. And to that end he
meant to get Williton blown and tired, and
tken to wade in for all he was worth.

So he acted mainly on the defensive
. throughout the first round. Yet, though
Williton was punching all the time, and
Darrel only now and then punched back, it
was  the older man whe took. the most

punishment. Most of his blows were warded
gﬂ' or dodged; nearly all.of Darrel’'s got
ome.

“By George, you've run up against hotter
stuff than you fancied, Buck!” said Mr.
- Jimmy Rosher, at the end of the round,
when both sponge and towels were needed
in Williton's corner.

“I1f I was only twenty years younger I'd
knock the stuffing out of him!” panted his
turious principal.

“Why in the name of common-sense didn’t
you have a ring fixed up, Rosher? T'm not in
condition for a running match, by gad!”

“Said you didn't want one!” grunted
Rosher.

“0h, I could have told you young Darrel
was hot  stuft!” remarked Mr. Griggs.
“There ain't many round here who would
care to take him on. But I thought you
were a regular prizefighter, Williton!”

That had been pretty much the general
notion. And there was something in it, too.
Williton had been in his prime a very hard
man to beat. He could still have thrashed
most men of his own age ocut of training, for
he had science and strength.

Bub he was up against science equal to
his own, far greater activity and fitness, a
stouter heart, and 2 steel-cold determination
to put him through it.

He knew it. But his courage was not
despicable; and be was too old a hand at
the game to accept defeat hbefore it had
actually arrived, Always, as long as a man
may hold on and put some powder behind
his punches, there is a chance for him~the
ehance of a lucky knock-out blow.

And as yet he was by no means so defi-
nitely outclassed that he might not hope to
deliver that knock-out blow without any
special luck.

It was for that he fought through the
next three rounds.

Now, Darrel had no wish to knock out
Williton yet.. - Not .until the fellow had

been well punished—not until there was inj

him, little capacity to carry on—did the St.
Jim’s prefect mean to finish off the combat.

So Darrel continued to act more or less on
the defensive, to keep moving, and draw
his opponent after him all over the ground.

But it was no mere stone-wall defensive.
Anycne who - had counted the effective
punches would have realised that it was the
maniapparently being hard pressed who got
home ‘most of them. And one flush hit to
Darret” counted for more tham two to Wil-
liton. For Darrel was fit to take heavy
punishment, and his enemy was not.

Even at the end of the fourth round
Darrel was scarcely breathed, and he was
but little marked. Williton’s broad chest
was heaving; his breath came in gasps
audible all round the greem, and his dissi-
pated face was getting puffy -and swollen.

Tom Merry and Manners were delighted,
though they would have liked it beiter had
Darrel allowed them to do more for him.
Cardew and Levison and Clive were delighted
also. The fags fairly chortled with glee.
More than half the Wayland contingent of
spectators now openly cheered on -Darrel,
and the betting among them had goue to
odds in his favour-—odds that grew heavier
with each round. h

But no sign of pleasure appeared on the
face of Darrel.

He hated it all—all except the punishment
he was giving Williton.

He had expected to put the affair through
in private, with no other witnesses but the
Terrible Three and Rosher. He nad not
bargained for the presence of half a score
miore junicrs and a crowd of the Wayland
blades. He resented the betting; he re-
sented being cheered on by felicws to whom
he would not have spoken in the ordinary
way.

And it all made him more resolute to put
Williton through it in a fashion that the
{qlacéiguard should never forget as long as he
lved.

Darrel had the born boxer’s instinct for
ringeraft. He had seen from the first what
Williton hoped to do; and he was quietly
confident that it could not be done to him
under the conditions of this fight, with the
ample space given him for manceuvring.
Williton was going for either the point of
the jaw or the solar plexus; and Darrel was

.taking excellent care that he did not get

home on either. For the rest, he felt sure
that he could take all his opponent was ahle
to give him, hard though Williton punched.

It was not until the fifth round that either
man went down.

Williton went hard to grass then; and a
roar of applause echoed from the walls.

“Brave, Darrel!” shouted Clive.

It was not oniy Clive who shouted.
Levison, Cardew, the fags, and most of the
Wayland watchers, all roared applause.

But it was Clive’s voice that came clearly
recognisable to someone passing on the other
side of the wall.

Mr. Selby halted a moment, listening to
the shouts. ‘

The Third Form master was in Wayland
on business, and until that moment he had
had no notion that any St. Jim’s boys were
also in the town.

Even now he failed to recognise the shrill
notes of any of his own special flock, for they
were mingled in the general shout.. But Clive
had given tongue just in advance of the
rest; and Mr. Selby bad recognised his voice,
and had heard Darrel’s name.

He pushed cpen the gate, and advanced
into the garden.

At the sight that me% his eyes, his lean,
sallow face took on a look of spiteful
triumph.

What 2 haul for him!

There was Darrel, the aider and abettor
of Kildare in rebellion, standing over a
feliow whom he had evidently just knocked
down—fighting on licensed premises, and
fichting without gloves, too!

There were the Terrible Three, and Wally
& Co., and Levison & Co., all of whom Mr.
Selby disliked -intensely, breaking rules to
witness the combat.

Why, if this matter were handled properly,
there would be punishments in plenty—very
likely expulsions! The Head could surely
never forgive a prefect for such a gross mis-
demeanour as this. . And Darrel was already
in the Head’s black books.

Mr. Selby was pressing forward to stop
the fizht and round up the  8t. Jim’s
criminals when the man who had been
knocked down struggled up, and he saw
the face of Mr. Buck Williton.

At that sight Mr. Selby halted. No one
was looking his way. He stole behind a
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laurel-bush, and peered round it to watch
the rest of the-fight. ,

For he had conceived o violent aver ‘on for
Buck Williton—a feeling that was by no
means to his discredit—and he wanted to
see that gentleman soundly ihrashed.

Little as Mr. Seiby knew about fighting, he
was sure that Darrel was well on top. To
thrash Mr. Williton would not extenuate
Darrel’s fault; to see Mr. Williton thrashed
would gratify Mr. Selby extremely.

So he waited to see that, chuckling mean-
while over the thought of what would
happen to Darrel and the other wrongdoers
afferwards.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Trouble All Round.
ARREL might have punched Williton
again as he staggered to his feet,
and such a punch as he c¢ould have
administered then must almost cer-
tainly have ended the fight.

But he had no mind to end the ficht yed,
and even had he -wanted to. do so, his
natural chivalry would hardly have allowed
bim to take that advantage. The rules of
the game might permit it, but it was not
in Darrel’s line, even with such an opponent
as this. y
.So he stood with his hands dropped to his
cides until Williton was once more on his
feet. And then, opportuunely for the older
man, came the call of time.

Williton lay back in his corner and let his
seconds fan and spenge him. He was in
a-bad way. The fall had shaken and jarred
im badly. . But he was in no mood to
throw up the sponge; and he swore:luridly
at Mr. Griggs when that worthy suggested
that it was his only sensihle course.

“Want to collect your winnings, confound
you!” he snarled. “D’ye think T don't know
that you’ve been betting against me?”

“And dashed lucky to get anyone to book
my bets,” replied Mr. Griggs, quite unper-
turbed. “I may be a bit of a mug, old pal,
but I ain’t mug enough to back vou. Why,
you're done already—heaten to the wide!”

The sneer roused Williton to tigerish fury.
He did not look beaten to the wide as he
rushed at Darrel upou the next eall of time.

So hot was his attack that Darrel had
1o choice but to hit his hardest in return.
That sixth round saw heavy: punishment
given and taken on both sides.

Williton  elinched once; but Darrel
managed . to break away. Then, as the
furious man hore in again, 2 sudden spasm
of disgust at the whole affair seized Darrel,
and with it came the impulse to end it.

He could do it, he knew. Williton’s guard
had grown feeble and careless.

And he did it! ’

He stepped back a pace or two for room.
Then his Ieft shot out like a piston-rod, and
full upon the point of the jaw it took
Williton.

To earth the fellow crashed, and lay there
stunned, and Monty Lowther, with joy in
his face, counted him out.

The walled garden rang and rang again
with the cheers. .

Rosher and Griggs went to the aid of their
man. Darrel, with just one glance at his
defeated opponent, turned to the summer-
house.

But a harsh voice called him back.

“Parrel t”

The prefect swung' round, and
Selby.

He showed no sign of being taken aback.
Strung up as he had been, he cared nothing
even yet for any of the results of his course
of action as far as those results affected
only himself. :

But when a general gasp.of dismay went
up from the juniors, Darrel realised what he
had done. "Somehow he had never thought
of this as possible; and now his first impulse
was to take all blame upon himsell.

“It was my fault entirely, sir,”:he. said.
“You mustn’t blame any .of thesé: fellows.
They are only here by accident.” . :

“An accident of which they shalliall repent
bitterly !” ground out the master. . You will
find that you have enough to carry: without
trying to take .the faults of others. uwpon
your shoulders, Darrel!” B nah a

Some of the Wayland:#blades were making
off, keener on settling up their bets in. the
bar-parlour of the White Hart than on shar-
ing in a row with a master from the school.
But the portly landlord came forward.

“Excuse me, sir, bub T'd reélly like to know
who invited you into this gardeh, which

THE PENNY POPULAR.—No. 26.

saw  AMr.



16

wppens to be the private property of your
fiumble?” he asked, with Taboured sarcasm.

Mr. Selby waved him aside.

“I decline to talk to you!” he said angrily.
“You may think yourself exceedingly lucky
if you do mot lose your licence when you
next appear before the magistrates for its
renewal.”

The red face of the publican blanched at
that. Br. Selby had found the joint in his
armour. He stammered something apologetic,
end then beat a hasty retreat.

Williton, still half-dazed, had been lifted
to hig feet now, and his seconds were help-
ing him away.

“Darrel,” snorted the master, “get into
decent clothing, and go back to the school
at once!” :

The prefect moved away. It was useless
for him to say anything. Mr. Selby had the
whip-hand.

And Mr. Selby knew it. There was un-
disguised triumph in his face as he addressed
the others.

“Merry — Manners  major—Loewther—yon
were all taking part in these abominable
froceedmgs, and I think you know what you
have to expect! Cardew—Levison major—
Clive—your guilt is but little less, and you
also will rue your reckless folly! As to you
boys of my own Form, I cannot find words
to express myself as to your conduct at the
moment; but I think you know me well
enouigh to be very sure that I shall find more
than words later!”

They did know that, and even Wally had
nothing to say. They stood shamefaced
before gheir tyrant.

“Go at once!” he thundered.
went. &

He turned 6 walch their exit, and Car-
dew at once started for the other gate.
“Here, I say, Cardew, where nre

going?” asked Clive.

Mr. Selby heard that, though Clive had
not meant he should, and he swung round
again.

“Come back af once, Cardew!” he bellowed.
“Bub I shall only be a minute or two,
s;r,”/reph'ed’ Cardew protestingly. “I have

And they

you

businéss—-'

“Vou will have business with the head-
master of your school within a very short
time,” replied Mr. Selby grimly. “Any other
affairs thaf you may happen to have must
wait until after that has been transacted.
I shouid not be at all surprised if you found
yourself with plenty of leisure for anything
else you may wish to do then.”

Audacious as Ralph Reckness Cardew was,
his. nerve was not quite equal to flat- and
open disobedience of Mr, Selby at such a crisis
as_this. .

He came slowly back.

“¥ou idiot, Clive!” he snapped.

“You're the idiot!” said Levison sharply.
“I suppose you were going to speak to that
cad, with the notion of putting thicgs right
for Kildare? But can’t you see that Darrel’s
done that? The sweep will no moré be able
to stand wuwp to Kildare after this than
Baggy Trimble would be to stand up to Bom-
bardier Wells!”

“I'm not so dashed sure of that,” replied
Cardew. “An’ it was so simple, if only I
could have got a word with Williton. T’d
only to breathe a wame in his ear, an’ he’d
have bolted. There’s a man he daren’t
face.. I've found out all about i, an’ I was
zoin’ to tell him that that man was close
handy.” '

“But is it frue?” asked Clive.

“True? Oh, how very simple you are,
Sidney dear! What's that matter? If it's
not true it might be, an’ if it cleared out
the blackguard my" hardened conscience
wouldn't kick ab such a very small white
onel”

_ Clive was about fo make some reply, bub
Mr. Selby did not give him time,

“You will leave this place at once!” snorted
the master. “On arrival at the school you
will report yourselves to Mr. Railton. No,
on second thoughts, I prefer that you await
my arrival, Go!”

They went, the Terrible Three and the
Fourth Form trio together.

Mr. Selby lingered a moment, as if he had
something more to day to Darrel.
a glance at his watch, he deeided that any-
thing that was to be said could wait, and
he hurried off.

But, after.

THE 8IXTH CHAPTER.
Parted Chums!
T the gates of St. Jim's the three
Shell fellows and the three Fourbh-
Formers found Kildare waiting.
They could see at once that he
knew something, if not all His usually
good-tempered and cheery face was clouded
Zeven more clouded than it had heen during
the last day or two.

“I want you fellows %o fell me exactly
what has happened at Wayland,” he said
abruptly, as they dismounted. -

The half-dozen looked from one to another.
They did not want to tell Kildare anything
at all. R .

“Qut with it!” said Kildare impatiently,
“No, it's no good trying to talk to all of
you at once. Tom Merry, I suppose you know
as much as any of your crowd?” i N

“yes. Perhaps a little more, Kildare,
Tom replied unwillingly.

“Then 11l talk to you—or you can talk
to me. Anyway, I've no use for the rest.
Cut !” i

The other five accepted this unceremonious

dismissal. They were nob sorry to get
away. .
Tom was left. But he was in no hurry to
speak. ) . .
“Now, then, Merry,” said Kildare im-
patiently.

anything 1'd like to be sure

“Before T say e 2
know already, Kildare,” ad-

how much you
mitted Tom.

“That’s hardly like you. But everyone
seems playing at mysteries and cross-pur-
poses these days. Well, T've seen BP’Arey
minor and his crew, and have had the
pleasure of learning that my best chum has
been fighting my enemy, and that a few of
you young asses stand in danger of heing
sacked for getting mixed up in the afair!”

Kildare spoke bitterly; and Tom, remem-
bering what. he had said to Darrel when the
prefect had told him of his plan, could not
help counting himself ‘among the prophets,
though he felt no pride in his prophetic
utterance. .

“Well, I think that's about all there is to
know,” he said.

“I don't!” snapped Kildare. “If seems to
me that I've a right to hear why Darrel
did this. I take it you're aware that I was
going to do my best to thrash that black-
guard to-morrow?”

“Yes, I knew that. Bui I don't see that
it’s for me to tell you why Darrel did what
he did. I think you'd better ask him.”

“You young ass! I know why he did it,
and why you went over to second him, and
to get yourself into this beastly mess! You
both thought that you were doing me a
good turn, didn’t you? 1 suppose 1'm an
ungrateful - bounder, but I feel raving mad
with him and you, too! Oh, you absurd
idiotg!”

“I'm sorry, Kildare!” replied Tom humbly.

Kildare was right—to a certain extent,
anyway.. The attempt $o help him bhad re-
sulted in a wretched mess for everyone con-
cerned, and for some who had not even
known of it. Yet Tom felt that if it had
to he dome over again, he would have-done it.
And bhe had never liked Kildare better than
in that moment when the senior was slang-
ing him.

“Darrel's on his way back, I suppose?”
said Kildare.

“Yes. I should think he couldn't be far
off now,” Tom answered.

Without another word Kildare strode out
of the gates, and.took the road that led
to Wayland Moor.

He had not gone more than half a mile
before he met Darrel,

The prefect jumped off his machine. In
that last round he had taken two or three
heavy blows in the face, and he showed their
effects. The bruised countenance softened
Kildare’s anger for a moment. But the first
words that Darrel spoke hardened it again.

“I say, Eric, you're gated, you know.
This is 3

“That’s enough!” snapped Kildare. “1've
never had a better chum than you, Darrel
You've done for me to-day what no one else
would have done—and I hate you for it!”

Darrel stared in something like consterna-
tion.

This was more than he could understand.
He forgot the wild Irish blood in XKildare;
he failed to realise how bitterly his chum
must feel the trouble that was coming to
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He took the words at more than they
really meant. For they only represenbed a
phase of feeling that wus bound %o pass
quickly. ’

So hurt, so indignant was he that he could
not speak.

“How could you do it?” went on Kildare.
“It was my guarrel—my right! Anpd if you're
sacked, how do you think L'il feel all my life
long to remember that it was through my
fault?”

Still Darrel could not speak.
met Kildare's almost imploringly;
lips were dumb. .

““But I'll not have it! You sha'n't suffer
for me! I'm going straight to the Head,
and I shall take all the blame on myself!
I'll asked to be kicked out—that ought to
do it. At any price, I'm going to save you
from that!” ’

Then Darrel's anger, slower to wake than
Kildare’s, slower to be appeased, leaped up.

“Thanks!” he said, with a bharsh laugh.
“But, as you hate me, that’s hardly worth
while, is it? And I'l not take any such
choice; you can't shoulder the blame of it.
You've no evidence that I considered you
in the matter at all. I guarrelled with that
howling cad, and I fought him, and thrashed
him. That's my own aflair—at least, that's
the way I look at it.”

“Yeu've dragged others into j6!” retorted
Kildare. “There’s Merry—as decent a Lid
a8 ever stepped! How shall you feel if he
gets the sack through your folly?”

A spasm of mental pain distorted the faze
of ‘Darrel. He had been thinking very hard
on that subject during his lonely ride bhack
over Wayland Moor.

“He sha'n’'t suffer—at least, he sha'n't
suffer more than an ordinary punishment,
that he'll take cheerfully enough,” he re-
plied. *“Nor the others. Some way I'll make
sure of that. I shall have to go, there can’t
he much doubt. But that’s a small matter:
and, anyway, ¥ shouldn't care %o stay on
here #f—if—with you bhating me! You
needn’t do that. You can take it that my
fight to-day was no concern of yours at all,
Kildare !” :

It was a lie, and Kildare knew it. Even
in his rage he recognised the generosity of
it. But he recognised alsc the hitterness
that had helped to prompt it, and he
resented that.

“Very well,” he cried. “1m
accept your word, of course. Bubt you can
tajce this from me, Darrel. I'm going to
Wayland to-morrow to see that skunk. [
don’'t suppose he'll be fit to stand up to
me after your hammering—I know that
you're my master at that game, But if
he's not actually in bed from the effects of
it I can horsewhip the brute—and, by Jove,
I will!”

“If you do that—but 1 know you'll do it,
ag you say you will. Well, there's no more
to be said—except this. It’s an ungenerous
spirit that can’t take what's freely given,
and— But what am I saying? It's all
rof. It wasn't done for you at all—and no
one shall suffer for it but me—and A

Darrel broke off abruptly, mounted his
machine, and pedalled away.

Kildare stood staring after him, his brain
in a whirl.

What had he done? Broken for ever with
the best chum he had, refused to accept a
sacrifice such as 1no one fellow in ten
thousand would have been capahle of
making? Had he done that?

It seemed to him that be had. But there
he was wrong. No split between two such
fellows as those was likely to last for ever.
They were bound to come together again,
even if both had to leave St. Jim’s. *

But whether they both had to go, and
how they and the others concerned met the
reckoning, and of the part that Cardew
played at the finish, another story must tell.

THE END,

Hig eyes
but his

bound %o

him—Darrel.
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