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THE FIAST CHAPTER.
A Shock for Mr. Quelch,

€ E live in stirring times!”
It was Ogilvy of the Remove
who made that observation.
Ogitvy and  his ehum, Diek
Russell, were at tea in their stu the
same time discussing the state o s
Hm Remove Form. “

“ Ever sinee Wharton
:m\m from the um.um‘y,"
“there's been ructions!”

l)ka Russell nodded.

“To my miad, it was a
Wharton,” he said. “Of Wharton
piade a blunder—and a good many, if it comes
to that—but Form-captains aren’t infallible.
However, Quelchy thinks there onght fo be
another clection, and we » how to
guelehy’s superior wisdom. Hn- position is
ging, and I'm going o have  shof,
ng it. Pass the mi

Ogilvy pushed the fou nd pot across ihe
tahle,
L 43

wis made to st
continued

Ke ta drop

¢»

the  said, lot at  his echum,
: 5 is the chanee of a li for you! The
captainey, as you say, is secing, There
ate five eandidates, and £wo of them- Sn ithy

r—have .ﬂrc.nh beon given a trial—
jolly fine mess they've mude of it! If
put up a better record than either
voy you deserve to hie puabliely pul-

of timw ‘

verised !

!’us;e]l Tanghed.

T do iy best, Don!” he <aid.

“It you do your worst, yoi'll hag morve
”\ute.e than Smithy or Teddy d Ogilvy.

“Thie fellows are fed-up w
Siiithy allowed the High
]moi Forni- nmstm ta £

s ot them.
{ 5 to send
31 amt Toddy

Wibley ov in the dis-

of a drill-serge ‘nd W ih came a

iefal cropper?! I don't ﬂml,\ the Remoy
\\ ill forgive either off thes So it's up

tg 3ou, Dick, 1o co in and wis
Dick Russell burrowed in thie
hiis spoon, and trivmphantly fis}
~|1 wherry, 5
-~ wonder whose
he remarked.
“ Yours, for a
“What ks

m-pot with
d up a huge

rial week it will he next?”

1

said
» think o

iy,

»

¢ got a sort of premonition -
.‘ng}t’s 4 good word. il baek it bath
gilvy gave a snort.
* Do he an ass, Dick
“No mneed te try, while vou're herel”
chuckled Dick Rusself.

“Look hore

The conversation was cut short dL thi
by the arrival in the study of Billy Bunter,

The fat junior rolled in mthmm }\nonmng,
and peinted g fat and jammy forefinger at

Dick Russell,
“You're wantedl” he said.
It's about the eap-

talney, you know, ,m. Bunter, defore you
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g0, T want to have a word with you in private.
1 Oeilvy woulde't mind xtq-pmvf guts A

o

b mmn‘u- e

‘ell, of all the cheek! ped Ogilyy.
“You sec, this is unmd«,ntl.,u ctween Dick
and me.” explained Billy Bunter.

But he made no

y Bt
pt to hud
()11 all right !” growled the mt junior.
you choose to be an ili-mannere E
suppose I mt.st, say what 1've
vour presence! Now, look here,
“T'm Russeli e you, please!”
“Yook here, Russell, vou know jolly weil
you Liaven't an :mrthly' hanee of becoming
captain of the Remove —"
"\\h <
“Of ecou you're all vight, in a crude sort
of way. You tan use your fists, and all that,
bvtv a true leader should have brains as_;
yrawn. I read that in .z ook,
You—you——" stuttered Diek Russcll
“¥m one of the five candidates, as you
tnow,” Bunter went on, “and the captainey’s
a walk-over for me. Snithy‘s ailed, and
Toddy’s failed, and there's no need for you

e

ped Ogilvy.
>

at

{o make a fool of yourself in the same way."
liat do you .suggest that I should do,
»
illy Bunter failed to npolice the storm-
als in Dick Russell’s voice.

Withidraw !” he said prompily. = Tell
By you'll yetire from the contest. It's
it of use heing obstinate Jml pig-

Look who you're up a
3illy Bunter drew him
ht, which was not very
Russcll  glared at the

-} np {to his
considerabie,
Dick Owl of the
Remove,

’.\«\ you

want nie to retive?® he said. at

lhdfwt"
“Well

that
said R
who’s

the

I'm going to show
ot the other foot!”
‘Ynu re the merchant
. Lend g hand, Donl®
“With pleasure ! grimned Ogilvy.
m)lv Lumm‘ r)’l“]\f'd away In alarnu,
Kﬂ ep oft 1 he exclaimed wildly
advising you for your own goos
The next moment Billy Brnite
through the open domw vy, and sat down with
a hmnp in the pa o,
‘¥Yaraoooh!” hie 1o
in of the Remoye

Vol

“You wait tilt-I'm

L'} pay you eut ior

et’s dribble him along the pa
~,mi Ouilvy.

But Billy. Bunier did not wail to he con-
verted into a buman foothall. He picked
himself up, and seuttled away as fast fiis
faty Jittle fees would cavey him,

“You'd hwttlr buck up and see Quelehy!”
“He dozsn’t like to be kept

e, Dick !

41 nodded, and hoied round to the
1aster’s study.
“(ome in, Russell!” siid Mr. Quelch. “You
are doubtless re of the reason [ have

summoned youw i

well

“Tim fo have 4 weck's frial “as-Forme
captain, sir?” ¥ =

My Quelch nodded, e

“You will act in ihe ecapacity of Ferm-
captain for a week Jrom Bovy he said.
S ach of the candidates has been given

trial, the whole Form will vote, and
hoy whose week lias proved mos
eessful will be eleeted to the capt i
Dick Russell’s brain worked s
s trial week had started, and it Was
him to make it a huge suece
The first thing to be dene wa:
Higheliffe.
The feud between Greyfriars and Highelifie
baa never heen stronger than now, - .
Daring the past few weeks the Remove had
been at war with Ponsonby & €o., and the

“up

iatter had proved themselves to be “top
dogs.” They had hired a broken-down aefor

to Greyfriars and impersonate =
ter, and the scheme had proved

W ibley of the Remove had tried
a similar jape on Highcliffe, hy

{o come

at that school in the gnise of a
drill-sergeant. But the nghvhﬂmns had
tumble ittle came, and he h,x«l
bmx 361 igrs in 2 sa

deturned herewith!” as the Caterpiltar hx«!
put it.
Pick Russell reflected that this sort of

thipg must step. Highelifie must be made to
reatise that they could not pull the legs of
the Greyfriars fellows with impunit
Russell awas 2 direet, ancad
fellow, who did not tet the
‘lh fect.
, and he had ahczd,\
plan for trounecing Higheliffe.
neither deep nor cunning.

thmxghr out t

The plan was
stead of japin

the rival school, Russell preferred to mect
somie of the zt‘prcuntatm‘s mow stand-up
fight.

wmse me, siv!” he said to Mr
1 use your telephmm =
Fhe Remove-master stared at the
ness of the quu- t,
it nrgent,
“Veory, Sirt?
“In that ca
M ihe instran
“Thank you, sir}
An awkward patge followed

Quelchn

sudden-

sell 2

ou may r;c“;‘(;-.iulg nutke use
b

Dick Russell stood looking at Mr.
and Mr. Quelel’s gimlet eyes were
upon Dick Russell.

“Well¥” said the Porm-master at length.

Unt are you waiting for, Russellz”

“Por you to o out of the roor,
= \Vhatt?

Mr. Queich ncarly fell down.

Queleh,
cned

“How dare you malke such an insolent sug-
gestion?” he thundered.
I'm ‘going to have a private conve ation,

»And you expeet wmic,” rwmbled Mr. Queleh,
“to vacate my own study while yoir uge my
telephone? 1 have never he ud of sach im-
pm]enuv %

The junior flushed,

{Copyriaht in ihe United States of Amern:a.)
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“I—1 didu't mean to be impudent, sir.
you didu't hear what { was

T'd much rather

going to say.”
Mr, Quuch frowned.

“ \ghom did you intend io

“With what object?”
“{—1'd rather not say, sir
“But I insist upon Knd
Queleh.
“0Oh crumbs!”
Drick Russell was
s to attempt to evade :
¢ junior decided-to state &
“1 was going to
¢ ever the ’phone, sir,” he
“ A football ch‘ulcnﬂeb
N-n-not exactly, sir.”
"\‘\ hat theng>
“A—a challenge to ficht,
est between Highelitfe an
For a moement Mr. Quelely
wable to move or speak.
k lm voice was like a thu
El —Basl Your i
! T can searcely be
the mu‘lfu:ity to ask
whilst
make ﬂrmn’mmez:t?
of fisticuffs!”
putting it

school tr,v
& xi\i’)itinn
l’h at—that’s

of at all, That is the en
one can put upon your cond
yeu severely for your efironte

“My hatt”

“Hold eut your hand,
The junior relugtantly
coived three stinging cuts
it was as much as he cou

yelp of pain.

“Iere
that will be a lessan ‘to :.'ou'
te use my teleplione, and T
t¢ issue such an unseemly

: of Hijgheliffe !”
Dick Russell looked the
“But—but we’
n iisheliffe, si

“qhen you may
yoar call it, in a less
Mr. Quelch.

“It's like thig, sir-

“Not another word, Lun; L
study at onecel”

And the temporary
went out, squeezing his hands.

t‘hu

Donald Omlw net his chuw in the p

“Great Scott® he exclaimed.
n to say you'v

Fhru on each hand,”

g Butmbut what for?”
Dick Russell described the
which had been enaeted in the
stady.
“My hat!” ‘Uls?t.d Ogitvy.
rorve! Faney asking' Que
of his cwn study! .Ha, ba,

iy
i

“Oh, cheese it growied Russell irsitat!
it's a good wheaze o ¢

“0f course,
half a dozen Higheliffe fellow
aatd Ogilvy.

“Won't thcre. Jover”

by
“Just you wait!'

Ogilvy caught his chum by the arm
you're mot i

“I say, old man,
delyvinz Quelchy, are you?" *
Russell nodded.
“But—but think of tic r
“We've got to get quit
Nothing else matters. I m
fizhb, and Quelchy can go to
C ilvy dm not r:‘ph to thi,

L1

vou telephonc
for

“But now that Quel
foot down there will be nothing d

ring

“Frank Courtenay of Higheliffe,

send Cnmhmv

rather

siide Mr. Quelcl grimiy.

i

also forbid

1

picture of disy
ot to get our i
' he began.

your own
evolting way!

captain of thi Rex

¢ been licked?”
*gaid Ru

€
S

witie

But

he

up

&1 tp
forbii

to t;)'

0

“You've got

te

clear out

114 1:( l

THE SECOND CHAFTER.

The Challenge.
OME ip, fathead!”
Bob Cherr;
tion.
The Famous Five

C

vunded on the door.
to Boh Cherry's
i

of the
at tea in Study No. 1 when
It opened in
shout, and Dick Ru

tiic

4 eame

Welcome, little stranger!” said Bub.

isi't 6ften we're honoured by your i

these days.  Make yourself at bhome
you have a rock-cake?” =
“No, thanks!” said =]

R
ouﬂht my polur with
Ha tia, ha!”
“To what do we

owe the

i

L myselt,

: -m.d Dick Russell.

suddenful visitation?” inguired Hurree Singh
in his qmint English.

“L looked in to tell you Mh-\u that my
trinl week has hegun.”

Oh1"

“1t's no easy job to skipper the Nemove,
eyen for a week,” said Russell. *Can 1 vount
on you fellows to back me up?”’

POf course!” said Harry Wharton.

Our brains and bodi re at
wsall” said Bob Cherry.
Ha, ha, ha!”

yeur entire

The Famous Five were quite prepared to
zive Russell a helping hand. H one
of the straighfest and bost fellows fn the
Vlu_rm, and th(‘y v Tiked him. ;

‘Got any brilliant whecze ed Johuny
1 think it's high tlmg e

im(‘k on Hlf'lullffn'" said Dick
“Hear, hear 1
“1'm npot sugge that

own

Zot our
Russell

we try another

iape on them. time we've tried to
iape them lat no  Wrong

with the work
Vhat do you propese to do, then?” asksd
rton. ==
' up i hig serap
fellows against-ball a d
=My hatt™

“To my mind, that's way of wip-
ing off the arreats “We could
tt up six men who mote than a.
ch for them.” -
, tathept?
rry. Wharton & at the

scheme.  As a matter d
a hand-to-hand encounte
";\\ hen"and where 1s thi

sent.
I'x’i:ll'v'.:dr~

: prefern

clearing in Wood strike
being the best rl said Rus ull
“As to thc time, I'll fix -that with Frank
Courtenay.”
“You're going over to asked
T tried to

W lnrton
“No: I shall ring him up.
"plione him_just now, but Quelchy

what was in the vuud, and gave m
ntng He also forbade me to fix up tm con-

And yet you're going ahead?” cxclaimed

b Cherry m astonisho

“0f course! 1'm not ‘Lul“ to be put off
my stroke b,) Quelehy?  Whe's Quelchy,
anyway?” = ; =

The Famous Five gasped.

“I believe Russell’s been studying the prin-
eiples of Bolshevism!” ‘~J,ld Johnny Bull.-

“Rats!” ‘said Russell. “Now, what about
selecting our hali-dozen to meet Higheliffe?
I don’t think we ecan improve on the six
who are in this study now.”

“There’s Smithy,” said
thoughtiully.  “Smithy's
weight in the boxm line.
down in his favour.”

Frank Nugent
a bit sbhove my
I think Il stand

*All serene!” said Russcll. ©That will be
Wharton, Cherry, Bull, Inky, Smithy, and
And if we (*xnt pulver High-
clifte I'll eat my Sunday topper ”

“Whose tdephom, are you going to use?”
asked Wharton. “You can’t wery well bor-
row Quelchy’s after what's happeped.”

“There’s a yhune in the prefects’
ST use Hmt 2
“Let's know the result,” said Bob C

tussell nodded and qmtt«d the study.
A senior match was in progress on Big
, and the prefects’ room would be
feserted. Dick Russell could ay all that he
s ranted to say in three minutes or so, and no

ne would be ary the wise
qut as he approached the prefects' room,

toom,"”

however, he became conecious of the fact
that he was bem{r stealthily followed. Turn-
ing suddenly, he caught sight of Billy
Bunter. :

“You spying worm!” shouted Russell indi
nantly.

“Oh, really, Russell—"*

“You were following me

“Yow! I wasn’t! I didn't £

Dick Russell sprang at the Owl of t
Remove, took him by “the scr £

vou fat to:

B
the neck.
and marched him u\av towards the Closc.

“Leggo!” screamed Bunter. “Ull tell Win-
gate! T tell Quelchy ! - Where are
taking me, you beast?”

“T'm ffom% to ~chaiu
from spying! Ru

you

sai

_ “Chechreipin me uy

Hinior.

“Yes, There's an old dog-
(‘lam, ‘md a helty chain.  You're

Hve dog!

“Lemme go, you rotfer!”

Bat - Dick Russell mar(h--i' on Wi
ner, and halted him in the €l
Linley_stood near the di
tennel elintting with Monty Newla

its hooks.

sasiiiee

“Hallo¥  ejaculatdd the b
What's the little game, Russed -
L want to keep Bunfer in a safe placs
while T have a llttlc chat o the telephone,™
explained Russell. “If vou fellows woulidi't
mind holding him a minube, 'l jsst rasten
this chain round onc of hiy ank!¥s, and con-
vert him into a tripe-hound.”

“Ha, ha, hal”?

Mark Linley and Nanh Newland readily
obliged. They clasped thie a!. junfor i a
tight ‘cmbrace.

“He wi on't be able to do any. ecavesdronp
now " said Dick Russell, thh satistaction..

And, beedless of ¢l the cap-

fad.

tive, lie hurried away Lo0m.
Linley. and Newland roll‘ d aw 1
chuckling as they went.

~ “Beasts!” shouted Billy Bunter, plunging
iur\\ ard, and ‘bringing the kenml ‘with Hine.
“Come and take this chain of

;. But the “beasts ” had vanish
“Dick Russell found the pr S5 e
empty, as he had anticipated, and he weund

to the telephone and took tlie receiver off

“Number, -please 1" ~md thic op:
"l want Higheliffe Schiool, miss.
“One moment
Dick Ttussell \vax{cd not
many. e we

be was a trespas
phone without 01
hoped that no one would comi

After a time a sharp,
dres

met

*d him over the wire

that?” said the .
Russell, of Ureyt I want io
» ¥rank Courtenay
-dl" 2
said Russell, ansicus te get the

aftair over quickly. “ Buck up, fatbicad, and
get Courtenay to the 'pbonc?”

There was a spluttering nof
eud

“Are you aware—-"

“I'm aware that you're a si
what you mean! Don't keep 1
about a!l dayt Tell Frank (uurtumv 1w
to speak to him?”

“Boy! Are you aware of
are e\(ldl‘t\\ln" a master—i
precise”

“Oh, crumbs !

Dick Russall nearly dropped i o
hls dmmv

“1--1'm avxfuilv SOITY, mr'
= 1-4 thought--——"

= Evidently you dhl not tlink, of yeu V'rvuld
pot have addressed me in tlmt impurtinent
manner!” said Mr. Mobbs drily.

ai the olber

the i
7o &

cowiver i

he ‘N’.,u.ﬂ]hlu‘

“Would you be good encugh to ask
Courtenay to come to the ‘phone, sit
There was a sport from Mr. Mebbs. The .

Gre)frm:\ junior could nof tel whether ha
said “Yes,” or “No.”

Russell took a fresh: grip on the receiver
and waited. Every now and then be shouted
“Are you there?” into the traunsmit and
afm' & time a voice replied:

“Yes. What do you want?”

“Is that you, Courtenay?”’

“ Xest!

“It doesn't sound like your voice

“I've got a cold!” was the repty. Frank
LO‘lrtP!‘ﬁ)'S manner seemed unusualiy grufh
“Why have you rung me up, Russell?”

“Po issue clm!len"e'

“My hatl”

“We've made up our minds t
fellows in your places,” said Bi ]
“Will you select six fbﬂu\\“-%'v(h‘ding
self—to meet six of ours in a i
fight ?”

“This is very sudden!”

“I'm captaim of the Remove for
and 1 mem to hustle,” was the rep

“1 see. Quite a nmt fivtle lhmes
be mﬁde out of that! How does ti

“There wis & young swa
Who made up bis mind |
S0 he challenged our ¢i
To the sternest of
Just o show off his ¢!

your.
aid to-haed

.

< Ruasal,

i huatles

“Don’t be funnyi” ar
“1 won'tl I can safe
business to you!” was the x-i
“You've heard my challenze
or declined?” .-
“Accepted, of course!l”
“Good! To-morrow’s a ha
pose we fix it for three o'cloc
i Friardale Wood?”
"l‘imt will do h.u.h"
“Youll select six fell
“With pleasure!”




“Who will they be?* =
“I ean’t decide all at onece.. But I shall be
ere, and the €Caterpillar and Flip Derwent
nd Smithson. Who's coming on your side?”
Russell gave the names..
‘|“Good!” said Frank Courtenay.. “I suppose
¢ losing side provides its own ambulance—
hat?” |
“In that case, you'd better do so in ad-
nee!” chuckled the Greyfriars junior.
“Ratst™ > :
‘You've got the time all right-—three o’clock
-morrow afternoon? . There’s no meed for me
write you a letter confirming this arrange-
ent, is there?” < =
“No need whatever. That will be quite
K

0 et

2

e

B

ik An revoir, then!” said Russell. And he
rang off. :
Fortunately, the semior matech was not yet

oyer, and the junior got elear of the prefects’
r¢om without being challenged. :
Russell went along to Study No. 1 to aec-

| ghirint the Famous Five with the result of

o

his conversation with Courtenay; and le
qilite forgot the existence of Billy Bunter,
whom he had chaimed up a short time
pleviously. =
Meanwhile, the fat junior had managed to
drag himself, kenne 1 all, into the build-
ing. He stugcered along the passage, with
the kennel bumping behind him.

“What the merry dickens!” exelaimed
Skinner, coming out of his study to ascertain
the cause of the noise. ;

Billy Bunter threw o¢ut his fat arms
appealingly. -~

| |"I say, Skinney, you might unfasten this
| beastly chain!” he -

panted.
Skinner chuckled.
1 might,
“Matter of fact, I don't think I will.
yould spoil the general effect!”
“You rotter!” howled ' Bunter.
ould you like to be chained
ennel 2
“Wait v jiffy.” said Skinner. “I'll see if I
can find you a bone—a nice, juicy cme, you
know!*
But Billy Bunter didn’t wait. He clumped
away. along the passage, ‘a ridieulous figure
with the .chain round his amkle and the
kennel trailing along in the rear.
The next person Bunter encountered wag
Mr. Prout, the master of the Fifth.
Mr. Preut’s eyes fairly bulged out of his
head when hie caught sight of the fat junior.
“Bless my soul!” he exelaimed. “ Bumter,
ou_utterly absurd boy, detach yourself
rom that chain and kennel immediately!”
“Yow! That’s what 1've heen trying to
¢ for the last ten minutes!” groaned Bunter.
I can’t unfasten the beastly chain!”
“How did you come to be in that extra-
ordinary position, Bumter?”
“It’s a practical joke, of course!” said the
at junior. *“Any fool can see that!”
“Boy! Do you dare to insinuate that I
am a fool?”
“Nuuno, sir!” said Bunter hastily. I
shouldn't dream of stggesting it, sir. I
stiould keep my thoughts to myself!”
At that moment Xr. Prout caught sight of
thiree of his pupile—Coker, Potter, and

it

=

“How

up to a

o

=3

e

“Greene.

g

“Coker!” he rapped out. “Pray liberate
Bhunter from his present unfortunate plight!”
“Ha, ha, ha !” roared Coker. “Certainly, sir!
Pl set the dog loose at once! Ha, ha, hal”
“This is no laugling matter. Coker!”
“Sorry, sir, but Bunter's too funny for
rds! Ha, ha, ha!®
It was some time before Coker recovered
om his langhing fit. 'Then be stooped down,
d eventually succeeded in setting the fat
nior free.
" Take that kennel back to its habitual
resting-place, Bunter!” snapped Mr, Prout.
“Yes, sir. It was Russell who chained me
» ST Aren’t you going to wallop him?”
‘Silence, Bunter! You have been the vietim
2 foolish practical joke, but you doubt-
s deserved any incomvenience you have
fered!”
\With which unsympathetic remark Mr.
Prout rustled away; and Billy Bunter limped
lowly and painfully along the passage, drag-
gihg a chain-and-a dog-kennel after him.

2

£ =

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
The Fight in the Wood.
™% HE six Greyfriars fellows who had heen
selected for the fray against High-
cliffe took the affair very seriously.
Before bed-time that evening they
assembled in the g and indulged in
{THE PENNY POPULAR. . A

and. I might net!” He said.

s THE PENNY POPULAREvery

friendly sparring in order fe fit themselves for
the forthcoming contest. >

“I think we shall pull it off,” said Bob
Cherry, as the juniors treoped up to their
dormitory; “but it doesn’t pay to be over-
confident. Those Higheliffe bounders have
sprung so many surprises on us lately that
you never know what they're going to do
next.”

“True, O King! Bult we ought to be a
match for any six they can put out,” said
Johnny Bull. *

“Hear, hear!” said Vernon-Smith, who ‘was
very bucked at the prospect ¢f taking a haad.

“Courtenay’s their star man.” said Harry
Wharton, “and the Caterpillar’s not to be
despised. Flip Derwent and Smithson :re
useful, but they're not. quite up to our
weight. By the way, how .are we going ‘to
fight--altogether, or in pairs?” 2

“1In pairs, of -course,” replied Dick Russell. |

“T'll tackle Courtenay, and yon, Wharton,
can settle the Caterpillar's hash. Smithy can
smash Smithson, and Beb, Cherry can make
mincemeat of Flip Derwent. I don't know
who tite-other two Higheliffe fellows are going
to -be; but, whoever they are. Johnny Bull
and Inky ought to be able te account for
them.”

» “With my esteemed rightful arm T will
blackfully discolour: the e of my ludierons
opponent !” declared Murree Singh.

“Hag ha, hat”

And I’ll give my man no guarter!” vowed

Bull. - -
= aid Dick Russell.
fighting trim, and I've no
make Highclilfe sing small.”

“It’s about time!” growled Bob Cherry.
“Those Highcliffe johnnies have grown too hig
for their boots!”

Thqre wag great exeitement in the Remove
dormitory that evening wlen the affair be-
came common knowledge.

_“We'll_come along and cheer- you on to
vigtory, you fellows!” said Squiff,

But Dick Russell shook his head,

“L don’t think anyone had better turn up,
barring the sclécted six,” he said. “We don’t
want any spectators. They wight _jelly soon
become eomb

“We're all in
dnul;g we shall

* said Peter Todd.
“It. wouldn® fair to Highelifte.,”
Russell. I don’t suppose they'll bri
than six.*
- So it was decided that only the chosen
six should go.

The hours seemed to drag on leaden ‘wings
next morning. In the Remove Form-room
Mr. Quelch found his pupils very trying. Bob
Cherry informed_ hint that the Magna Charta
was signed at Friardale Wood; and Johnny
Bull created 4 sensation when he started
talking about the Wars of the Noses. Bub
Mr. Queleh, although he hianded out impo-
sitions freely, did not smeli a rat.

At last the welcome word of dismissal
cape. >

Harry Wharten & €o. hurried through their
diuner, after which they retired to the gym,
and spent an hour at the punching-ball.
Then, accompanied by the zood wishes of
their Form-fellows, they set out on their
enterprise. =

As he led the way through the wood, Dick
Russell little suspected anything in the
nature of foul play on the’ part of the High-
clifians. ~ He knew that Frank Courtenay
was thoroughly true blue, and not for “one
moment did he dream fhat he and his ecom-
panions were walking into a trap.

Yet such was the ease.

When the Greyfriars juniors rcached the
clearing, they found it deserted.

“What on earth——" bhegan Bob Cherry, in
astonishment.

“They're late in turning up, [ suppose,”
said Harry Wharton. .

“Not a bit of it, begad!” exelaimed a
familiar veice.

And Cecil Ponsonby, the lcader of the Higl-
cliffe “nufs,” stepped into view from behind
o bree;

Behind him, to the consternation of the
Greyfriars fellows, came Gadshy and Mon-
son, Merton and Vavasour, Drury and Tun-
stall, and five others; making a dozen in all.

There was no sign of Frank Courtenay or
the Caterpillar; neither were Flip Derwent
nor Smithsen among the party. :

Slowly recovering from his amazement, Dick
Russell advanced towards Ponsonby.

“What does this mean?” he demanded
hotly. < :

“It means,” said Pon ‘ecolly, “that 1l've
kept the eompaet.”

said
12 more

“I don’t understand yop. I a{ranged that

half a dozen of your ifellows——

-a dozen.

Friday.

~ “Half a dozen, was it? Theught you said
The telephone was very indistinet,
don’t you know!” =t
. “The—the telephone!” gasped Russell,
“But—but it was Frank Couartenay I was
speaking to.” :

"}*{ot a bit of it, my son. It was litfle
me !

“You!”

Ponsonby nodded.

“You woke up the -wrong passenger!” he
said. “You thought you were speakin’ to
Courtenay, an’ it was me all the time! 1
aceepted - your challenge—an’ here we are!”

There was a chuckle from the rest of the
Highcliffians, and a buzz of indignation from
the Greyfriars felows.

Dick Russell glared af the leader of the
“nuts.” 5 .

“You cad!” he exclaimed passionately.
" Ponsonby shrugged his shoulders.

“All’s fair in love an’ war,” he said.
this is war, isn’t it?” :

“It’s going to he!” chuckled Gadshy.

“ Absolutely !” said Vavasour. 5

Harry Wharton & Co. were taken aback,
but they stoed -their ground. The odds
against them were two to one. aund they
were almost, certain to get the worst of the
encounter. But before they were overpowered
they meant to leave their mark on the leer-
ing faces of Ponsonhy & Co. =

~“Come on, you cads!” shouted Bob Cherry.
“You've taken us at a disadvantage, but
you.needn't think we’re funky! We'll fight
you till we can’t stand!”

“Yes, ragher!™ said Vernon-Smith.
in, you fellows!” s

The Higheliffe fellows looked a little less

“ape

2RIl

chicerful. Many of them were not fond of
fighting. They set too great a wvalue on

their own skins. They -had hoped that the
Greyfriars fellows, on finding tiley were out-
numbered, would tamely give in. 3

But Harry Wharten & Co. ‘had ne inten-
tion of deing that.

At a signal from Dick Russell, they rushed
ient tlieir opponents, hitting oyt right and
BREE=-T

Russell himself tacklied Ponsonby and
Gadshy, and he gave them a rare gruetling.
He wds one of the best fighting-men in the
Remove, if not the best, and on this ocea-
sion indignation lent zest to his biows.
00000 I roared Pomsonby, 4s Rus-
fist came into violtnt contact. with his

th vigour,
and he did not desist until Ponsonby lay in
a sprawling heap, and Gadsby rolled on top
of him. >

_Meanwhile, the combat was rag
and furious in other quarters.

Bob Cherry soon aceounted for ihe weedy
Vavasour, but he found- Tunstall a hot
handful.

Harry Wharton was at erips with 3ierfon
and Drury, and he managed to hold his own:
and Vernon-Smith and Monsen were mixed
up ih a desperate melee.

As for Hurree Singh and Johnny ‘Bull, they
were having rather a rough time of it. No
sooner did they floor oue opponent than
another seemed to take his place.

“Stick: it out, you fellows!” came
Russell’'s voice amid the uprear.

Russell was seated on Gadshy’s
Ponsonby was underneath Ga
leader of the Higheliffe “nuts”
state aproaching suffocation.

At first it seemed as if the Greyfriars
fellows would carry everything before them,
despite the odds with which they had to
contend. =

But numbers began to fell, and dismay
was written on the faces of the Friars when
Harry Wharton went down hefore the com-
bined rush of Merton and Drury. Theze two
had fought better than “any' of the High-
clifians, excepting Tumnstall, who was stand-
ing up to ‘Bob Cherry with a deternination
of which few had thought him ecapable.

Hurree Singh was the next to go down; and
the burly Johnny Bull followed. Sheer force
of numbers had compelled them to throw
up the spenge.

Dick Russell’s hands were itching to plunge
into the fray, but he knew what wounld
happen if.he relinquished his position .on
Gadsby’s chest.” Gadsby and Ponsonby
would he free to use their fists again, and
that must not happen. =

Rescue,” Higheliffe !” spluttered Ponsonby.
“Drag this rotter off!” &

There was a rush of feet towards Diek

Dick

est, and
The
in a

was

Russell, who found himseli assailed by four’

opponents. | =

Leaping to his feet, Russell hif oub with
ali his strength.” He knew that he mush
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THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
The Deputaiion.

HWe dxdut vell, you fat w»rru"‘ sported
1 : Johnny Bull indignantly. - — :
sed throngh the Close, THE PENNY POPULAR.—NO 4




‘Rot! It sounded as if pigkilling was
ing on!”

‘You—you—-—-" .

‘Quelchy’s shown jolly good sense for once.”
said Billy Bunter. “He’s barred you from
the captaincy contest, Russell—and it serves
yqu right! Precious fine skipper you would
hgve made—L don’t think!”

*Stand aside!” growled Russell.

“ Now that you’ve bheen chucked out, I sup-
pase I shall be captain of the Remove for a
weel !” said Bunter. “You fellows can leok
ot for squalls.”
‘The squalls will
said - Bob Cherry grimly.
rotter!” -
[Fhe six juniors were in a very bad temper,
aq Billy Bunter speedily discovered.

Mhree times in suecession the fat junior was
buymped on the floor, and his yells awakened
the echoes.

Realising that Mr. Quelch might come out
of| his study to se: what all the noise was
aljout, Harry Wharten & Co. beat a hasty
refreat, leaving Billy Bunter to sort himself

+
“Yah! Beastz!” howled Bunter, *“I'll
mpke you sit up for this! Now that I'm
captain of the Remove, I'm going to rule
yau with a rod of iron! Yah! Put that in
ydur ‘pipes and smoke it!”
But the juniors were out of hearing.
Billy Bunter slowly picked himself up, and
rofied away to.the study which he shtred
with the two Todds and Tom Dutton.
‘Hallo, fatty!” sang out Peter Todd.
Billy Bunter blinked majestically at tihe
wder of Study Ne. 7.
‘You be careful, young Todd!” he said,
‘Wha-a-at!” gasped Peter. -
‘You can reserve your fancy names for
somebody else. I'm captain of the Remove,
and I'm going to command respect!”
Peter stared. <
‘Say that again!” he said.
Billy Bunter obliged. And Peter
staved harder than ever.
‘You're kik-kik-captain of the Remove?”
kel stuttered.

Ve 2 5
“Since when?”
‘Since a few minutes ago.
elincked out, and my trial week has started.
P going to bring about drastic reforms in
the Remove!” |
‘My hat!” 5
‘At present,” Bunfer went on, “there’s far
top much slacking going on.  The fellows
se¢m to think of nothing but eating - and
drinking.  All that sort of thing’s gof to
stop. I'm going to put my foot down!”
Peter Todd was too much overcome to hurl
himself at Bunter. He looked at the fat
dunior in a dazed sort of way.”
As for Alonzo, he turned towards the Owl
of |the Remove, and extended a skinuy hand,
71 tender you my warmest cohgratulations.
my dear Bunter. on your appointment to the
exiited station of captain of the Remove,”
he|caid solemnly. :
‘| Thank you, Lonzy!” said Bunter, taking
ihe¢ profiered hand. “Yon're going to toe the
line, of course?”
11T fgil to understand that somewhat
vulgar expression !” faltered the gentle Alonzo.

g Y)ou’re going to do as you're told, and all
that”
‘| Yes,” sajd Alonzo. “I am very reluctant
to [take orders from a person who is enveloped
in rolls of fat, but—"
‘|Ha, ha, ha!” roared Peter Todd.
Iilly Bunter frowned. -
Don’t be an ass, Lonzy!” he said severely.
‘|Certainly not, my dear fellow! I have no
wigh to queer your pitch, as the saying goes.”
And there was a fresh outburst of laughter
from Peter.
Billy Bunter walked across to Tom Dutton.
thq deaf junior, and tapped him on the
sshqulder.
;‘ D}d you lLicar what I said to Alonzo?” he
asNed.

“I'm not!" growled Dutton.
“What ! -
‘What do you mean by asking me why I'm
calrying on s0?”

“|Alonzo, you ass—Alonzo!” roared Bunter.
“Did you hear what I saig?”’
“[In the middle of the afternoon?” said Tom
Dutton incredulously. “Of course not! Only
a lurbling chump would want to go to hed
at [this time!” i
Hilly Bunter fairly exploded.
“If didn’t say ‘bed *!” he hooted. “I said
* Did you hear what I said?’ »
“IBhi! Who's dead?”
“IHark at_him!” said Bunfer. “Deaf as a
dadrpost! Must be a pretty awful afiction,
TrE PENNY POPULAR.—No. 43.
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commenee right now!
“Bump the fat
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Todd

Russell’s been

S
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you know. Personally, 1 wouldn’t be deaf
for a fortune, in case—"

There was a sudden
Dutton.

“I've got an unfortunate face, have 17 My
hat! If I had a face like yours I'd pawn it,
and scrap the pawntieket! I'll teach you to
say rude things about my face! Take that—
and that—and that!” ;

And Tom Dutton delivered three blows
which are known in the boxing profession as

shout from Tom

| “pile-drivers.”

. The first blow knocked Billy Bunter against
the table; the second transferred him from
the table to the bockease; and the third
caused him to sit down violently on the floor.

“Yow! Beast! Youw've fracturcd my thigh!”
moaned Bunter.

Tom Dutton pranced round his vietim with
brandished fists. =
=“You'll give me one in the eye, will you?
he roared. “Come on, then! I'm ready!

Convulsed with merriment, Peter Todd
seized- the warlike Dutton ané swung him
back. : <

“Steady on, old chap!” he said.
mistake!”

“Yes, he’ll need a steak hy the time I've
finished with him!” said Dutton.

“Ha, ha. ha!”

“Hold him, Toddy!” gasped Billy Bunter
“Keep him off! He’s dangerous!”

And the fat junior serambled to his feet
and fled from the study. He ran quite well
for a person whose thigh was supposed to be
fractured.

Meanwhile, Harry Wharton & Co. had
retired to Study No. 1 te recover from the
effects of Mr. Queleh’s cane.

“It's a

Dick Russell, feeling very sore ‘mentally and |

physically, had been taken im tow by his
chum Ogilvy, who did his best to soothe
Russell’s feetings. But Dick, like Rachel of
old, mourned, and would not be comioried.

The luckiest fellow of all was Frank Nugent,
who had stood aside so that Vernon-Smith
might take a hand against Higheliffe.

Nugent was sympathetic when his chums
told him their tale of woe, but he could not
help chuckling at his lueky escape.

“TIt’s rough lugk on. Russell,” said Harry

Wharton. I think Quelehy might have given |

him another chanee.”

“Hear, hear!” said Johnuny Bull. “Russell
ought to he allowed to finisk his trial week.”

That was the general opinion.

“Suppose we go before Quelchy as a deputa-
tion?” suggested Bob Cherry,

“A what?” said Wharton.

“A deputation,” repeated Bob firmly. “A
hand of fellows representing the Remove. Of
course, we shall have to he very tactful, and
diplomatic, and all the rest of it.”

“Very!” said Nugent.

“But if we talk to- Quelehy like a set of
Duteh unecles, he may sce his way to give
Russell another chance. It's worth trying,
anyway.”

*“Wait till Quelchy’s had time to simmer
down,” said Vernon-Smith. *Then we'll beard
the lion in his den.”

Later on in the evening the juniors went
along to their Form-master's ttudy to plead
the cause of Dick Russell.

Mr. Queleh was at work on his “History of
Greyfriars ¥ when the delegates arrived.

“Bless my soul!” he exclaimed. as six
juniors trooped into his study, one after the
other. “What does this mean?”

“We're a deputation, sir.,” explained Bob
Cherry. Bob wag very proud of his ability to
use words containing ten letters.

“Indeed!” said Mr. Queleh, running his eyes
over the party. “What do you wish to see
me about?”

Harry Wharton gallantly took the plunge.

“It’s about Russell, sir. We think he
bught to be given another chance.”

Hurree Singh came forward quickly.

“My esteemed friend puts it very bluntly,
honoured sahib,” he said. “What he meant
to remarkfully utter was, * Will the feacher
sahib, in the gemerosity of his noble and
esteemed heart, reconsider the decision he
made in the heat of the ludicrous moment?’ »

Even Mr. Quelch could not repress a smile
at Hurree Singh’s weird and  wonderful
English. 4

“I am surprised that you hoys should hold
a brief for Russell” said the Remove-master,
“He deliberately disobeyed my express
orders, and a boy who does that is not 4
suitable candidate for the captaincy of the
Form.”

“There’s 3 good deal to be said for Russell’s
point of view _sir,” ventured Bob ‘Cherry.
“He had the welfare of the Remove at
heart, and he badly wdanted to trounce
Higheliffe, That little scrap simply had to

Friday.

come off, sir. Ponsonby & 0. have heen
giving us beans lately, and for the suse of
ghe Form we couldn’t aflerd to take it lying
own.”

Mr. Quelch was impressed, What fm«
pressed him most was the faet that Harry
Wharton and Vernon-Smith, hoth of whom
were candidates for the captaincy, shounld
exert their influence on behali of a rival.
If Russell was given another chanee, their
own chances of seeuring the coveted position
would” be lessened. The Form-master was
a fair-minded man, and he could not help
admiring their spartsmanship.

“We don't wish to he disrespectiul in any
way, sir,” said Wharton, “but if you would
let Russell finish his trial week we should
all be grateful.” .

“Immensely grateful, honoured sahih!” said
Hurree Singh.

“Very well,” said Mr. Quelch graciously.
“You may tell Russell from me that he will
be given another chance.”

“Hurrah!” said Bob Cherry spontaneously,

The juniors thanked Mr. Quelch and with-
drew.

“Quelehy’s a brick!” said Johany Bull
heartily. “This cught to cheer Ry

“Yes, rather!”

Dick Russell was just explaining to Ogilvy
across the tea-table that life wasn't worth
living, when Harry Wharten & Co. marched
into the study.

“What the merry dickens—2
Russell, starting to his feet. ¢

“You've got a free pardon, my son!” said
Frapk Nugent.

“Thanks to your kind uncles! added Bch
Cherry.

“A {free pardon! What do you mean?”

“Quelchy’s relented,” said Harry Wharton,
“He’s going to give yon another chance.”

Russeil’s face lighted up.

“Honest Injun?” he exclaimed,

“Yes

“Hurrah!” chertled Ogilvy.
it would be all right, Dick!
of the Remove yet!”

“Not while Harry Wharton’s in the land
of the living,” said Bob Cherry.

“That remains to he seen,” said Dick
Russell.  “T'm geing to have a jolly good
shot at bagging the captainey, anyway.
Thanks very much for tackling Quelchy, you
fellows!”

“Don't mench!” sald Vernon-Smith,

And the members of the deputation retired,
feeling that they had deserved weil of their
country, -

D’ega}l

“T told yeu
You'll be captain

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Rivals in the Ring.

ICK RUSSELL'S next move was a
very bold one, in view of what had
happened recently.

- The junior approached Mr. Quelch
after lessons next morning, and asked the
Form-master if he would sanetion the six.
to-six contest hetween Greyfriars and High-
cliffe on the following conditions: (a) That
the contest took place in the gym at
Greyfriars; (b) that it would he 2 glove-
fight, and not a bout with bare fists: and
(¢)*that a prefect should be present to
see fair play. 3

Somewhat to Dick Russell’s surprise, Mr,
Quelch raised no chjection.

“I am all in favour of a manly, straight-
forward bout with the gloves,” said tho
master of the Remove. “What I so strongiv
object to is a secret meeting in the wood
and a brawl with bare fists. Such scenes
are unworthy of hooligans, let alone school-
hoys! The chief reason ohy 1 was angry
with you, Russell, was because you disobeyed
my explicit commands. However, you have
been punished for that, and we will fay no
more about it.”

“Thank you, sir,” said “Russell,
take it I can
ments?”

Mr. Quelch nodded,

“I shall speak to Wingate on the subject*
he said. “He will see that the contest i3
a fair one, as distinct from the distastelul
exhibition’ of prize-fighting.”

Dick Russell joined Harry Wharton & Co.
in the Close, and told them the news.

.“The challenge to Highicliffe ‘will be issued
again,” he said, “and thig time T'll see that
it goes to the right quarter. I'll bike over
myself, and interview Courtenay?

“Sounds _too good to he true? said Bob
Cherry.  “Fancy old Quelchy agreeing to a
six-a-side serapl”

“You've got more wnerve than 1 ever
imagined, Russell,” said Harry Wharton, “f

1 “Then I
g0 ahead with the arrange-




don’t think many fellows would have had the

to tackle Quelchy after what happened

esterday.”

ick Russell Iaughed.

“A little merve goes a long way some-

times!" he said. : 5
“Look here,” said Johnuy Bull. “We'd

better bike over (o Higheliffe with you.

1t's not safe for one fellow to venture into

cnemy country.”

¢

“All serene!” said Dick Russell.
Accordingly, the Famous Fiv accompanied

by Russell and Vernon-Smith, eyeled over to
the rival school before dinmer.

“Lucky you had a bodyguard, Russell,”
said Harry Wharton, as the juniors pushed
their bicycles through the gateway of High-
cliffe. “Here's Ponsonby and half a dozen
¢! his hangers-on.”

Ponsonby & €o. were strolling in the quad-
rangie. Limping would have been the more
correct term, They showed numerous (races
of the previous day’s tussle. :

“Greyfriars cads!” muttered Ponsonhy.

“Higheliffe cads!” retorted Bob Cherry
cheerfally, T
on straight, Pon? It seems to
round to your left ear!”

“ila, ha, ha!”

Ponsenby & Co. were furious: but there
were only seven of them, and ‘they never
Yaj:[qght unless they outnumbered the Oppo-
sition. 2

The Greyfriars juniors passed on into the
l.numl_ng. They were obliged to leave their
machines in the guadrangle, and there was
a chance that the Higheliffe cads might
pencture the tyres. =

“If they puncture
Johnny Bull,
(sl

“Yes, rather!”

The juniors' went along to Frank
Courtenay's sbudy They found the captain
¢f the Higheliffe Fourth engaged in pump-
ing up a football. E
o Caterpillar, with his hands in his
fg, was giving encouragement.

“Stick it; Franky!” he was saying.
“There’s nothin’ like energy, you know!”

“If you really thought that, you'd lend
a fellow a hand!” panted Frank Courtenay.

“Hallo, halle, hallo!” 5

Bob Cherry’s voice
study.

Prank Courtenay desisted from his exer-
s, and spun round.

have got

1 our hikes,” growled
“we'll puncture Ponsonby &

v hat! This is quite an invasion!” he
xelaimed,
“We've brought-  you a challenge,
Courtenay,” said Diek Russeld And he

lined his seherse for a six-a-side contest
between the rival schools.

“I sent this challenge before,” explained
Raussell, “but there was a mix-up on the
telephone, and Ponsenby got hold of it.”

“Wrust, our dear Pon to get hold of these
things!” -drawled the Caterpillar. “But
wherefore this sudden -desire to shed inno-
¢ent blood?”

“We mean to get level with you,” said
Harry Wharton. “You've made us look
small séveral times lately, and we want our
revenge.”

“Then you shall have
Courtenay, with a grin.
to oblige.”

“You'll turn up at Greylriars after lessons
this‘afbernoon 2" gaid Dick Russell.

“Yes.

The Caterpillar Tooked inquiringly at his
study-mate. s

“Am I takin® a hand in this?”’ he asked.

“Of course!” said Frank Courtenay.

“But I've forgottern how to box, begad!”

“You'll soon pick it up again,” said
Courtenay cheerfully.

“But think how dreadfully exbaustin® it is,
Franky!” ©

“Rats! You've got to turn out.”

The Caterpillar sank inte the armchair in
a state of resignation.

“Five o'elock in the gym at Greyfriars,”
gsaid Dick Russell. “Can we count on that?”

Frank Courtenay nodded.

“We'll do our best to wipe you off the face
of the earth!” he said.

“Are we to be invited to tea after the
serap?” inquired the Caterpillar.

it,” said Frank
“I'm always willing

“All depends whether you've got any
teeth left!” said Bob Cherry.
.- “Ha, ha, ha!”

-Having completed all the arrangements
for the forthcoming contest, the Greyfriars
innicrs recovered their bicycles—which, for-
tunately, had not been tampered with—and
rode back to the school. They arrived just
in time for dianer,

“Why den’t you put your nose |

Loomed throngh the'

Afterncon lessons passed slowly, but they
were over at last, and the Removites flocked
in a body to the gym. -

A great deal hinged on the result of the
contest. If Greyfriars won, Dick Russelt
would be well & the running for the cap-
taincy. If Higheliffe carried off the honours,
the Remove would be ecompelled to admit

“that their rivals had scored over them all

aicng the line.

Long before the appointed time the gym
was packed. And when five o’clock began
to chime the six Highcliffe juniors arrived.

Frank Courtenay and the Caterpillar were
there, of course; and the other four were
Flip Derwent, Smithsen, and the brothers
Witkinson, both of whom renowned
fighting-men. =

“Behold us ready for the fray!” said the
Caterpillar. :

“We can’t start yet,” said Bob Cherry, who
stood pawing the floor like a war-horse.

were .

““We're wailing for Wingate to turn up.”

“Blow Wingate!” shouted Bolsover major
impatiently. “Carry on without hlmf" e~
“I say, you feltows, Cherry’s funkmg it
said  Billy Bunter. But Frank Nugent
silenced the fat junior with a back-hander
that made his teeth rattle. .
“Quite a crowded house, begad!” observed
the Caterpiliar, beaming cheerfully at the
audience. 2
“Hadn’t we hetter pair off while we're wait-
ing?” suggested Frank Courtenay. =
Accordingly the juniors split up in pairs.
“I'm tackling Courtenay!” said Dick Rus-
sell, as Ogilvy fastened on his gloves.
“My victim,” said Beb Cherry, “shall be
the Caterpillar!” s
“Wilkinson major for me!” said Vernon-
Smith. :
“1'H settle the minor!” said Harry Wharten.
Flip Derwent gave a chuekle. S
“Nobody seems particularly anxious fo
polish me off !” hc said. J
“I will managefully accomplish that!” said
Hurree Singh, . s
“That leaves Johnny Bull fo tackle Smith-
son,” said Dick Russell “And if Johnny
doesn’t knock him into the middic of next
week I'll eat my hat”
“Hope it chokes you!” said Smithson.
At this juncture Wingate of the Sixth came
in

There was a cheer from the erowd.

“Come along, Wingate!”

“Set the ball rolling, old man!” 2

The captain of Greyfriars raised his hand
for silence. - Then he turned to the twelve
principals, who bhad paired off, and stood
facing each other. >

“I want you kids to understand,” he said,
“that this isn't a prize-fight. You can hit
each other as hard as you like, but I -shall
disqualify anyone who doesn't conform to
the ordinary rules of boxing. There will be
rounds of three minutes’ duration, with a
minute’s rest in between. If there should be
no knock-out before the end of the twelfth
round, the verdict will be given on points.
Do you all understand that?”

There was a general nodding of heads.

“Very well!” said Wingate, pulling out his
wabeh.. “Pimet” >

There was a buzz of excitement as the
six pairs of juniors closed with each other.

This was indeed a battle royal. As Peter
Todd remarked, the bout between Dick
Russell and Frank Courtenay was alone worth
the money.

The first round saw plenty of fierce fight-
ing, and there wag little to choose between
the two sides at the finish. =

“Buck up, Greyfriars!” roared the crowd,
as the boxers lined up for round two.

In this round there were great develop-
ments.

Johnny Bull floored Smithson with a power-
ful drive straight from the shoulder, and the
Higheliffe fellow was counted out.

“That's one to us!” said Bolsover major.
“Go it, ye cripples!”

Shortly afterwards another fellow suffered
defeat. It was the elegant Caterpillar this
time.

The Caterpillar was a fine fellow, but he
was no mateh for Bob Cherry with gloves.
Bob floored him with a wigorous upper-cut,
and the Caterpillar was whacked.

“Another man down!” chortled
“Hurrah ™

And a cheer
gym.

There were no more knock-outs for a con-
siderable time, : -

It was not® until the Sixth round that
Harry Wharton accounted for Wilkinson
Exi{]or, who had been putting up a game
ight.

In the same round Vernon-Smith knocked

Squiff.

rang througlg the crowded
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out Wilkinson major, thus eaving two pairs
of combatants still in action ~Dick Russell
and ¥rank Courtenay, and Hurree Singh and
Flip Derwent.

JGreyfriars had scored four yictories, but
the crowd clamoured for more. They
wanted fto sce Frank Courtenay taste the
dregs of defeat, and they wanted fo ses
Hurree Singh put Flip Derwent out of action.

“Come along, Russell”

“Get a move on, Inky!”

Dick Russell was boxing at the top of his
form, but in ¥rank Courtenay he met a
foeman worthy of his steel. The Higheliffa
junior had had by far the worst of the en-
counter, but he was one of those fellows who
never know when they are beaten.

Hurree Singh was finding Flip Derwent a
fiot handful. It was not until the tenth
round that he began to get the better of the
Bighclifian.  Then there was a period of
hurricane hitting, and Flip Derwent was seen
to throw up his hands and crash to the floor.

“Number five!” exclaimed Peter Todd
gleefully. “Now then, Russcll! It's up to
you”

“Put your beef into it!” urged Bolsover
major.

Diek Russell knew that if he defeated his
oppouent he would stand an excellent chance
of becoming captain of the Remove. He would
have accomplished a greater triumph during
his frial week than Vernon-Smith and Peter
Todd had done.

During- that round—the eleventh—Dick
Russell fought like one possessed. But Frank
Courtenay resolutely refused to take the
Kknock-ott.

The round ended, and for a brief moment
the rivals rested.

* Last round!” rapped out Wingate.

And Dick Russell and Frank Courtenay
faced each other for the last time.

The former looked fairly fresh, but Courte-
nay was only carrying on by sheer st-rgngth
of will. >

Dick Russell was seen to smile. Victory
would be his in any case. If he failed
to administer a knock-out he would win oun
points, for his boxing had been far superior
throughout.

But a win on points was a miserable busi-
ness, to Russell's way of thinKing. There
bad already been five knoek-outs for® Grey-
friars.

¥
Dick Russell intended, that thera
should be six. =

In this last round, spurred on by the cheers
of his schoolfellows, - Russell summoned all
his strength, ‘and fought as strongly as if the
fight had just begun.

“Good old Dick!” exclaimed Ogilvz.  “Pug
him out of action, old man!”
Frank Courtenay was game to the last.

But in Dick Russell, winner of the Public
Sehools Light-weight Championship at Alder-
shot, he had met his master.

Bift !

Dick Russell planted a powerful blow ba-
tween his opponent’s eyes, and Fraank
Courtenay staggered.

Yollowing up, the UGreyfriars junior ad-
ministered an wupper-cut, whiel lifted his
opponent off his feet and sent him in a
huddled heap to the floor.

And then what a volley
forth! 5

It was Donald Ogilvy who led the cheering,
which echoed and re-echoed through the
historic gym. =

Six of Greyfriars had defeated six of Hizh-
cliffe, and the Remove had thus made amends
for previous failures.

Dick Russell's heart was light, and his hopes
of carrying off the captaincy were high. He
had fared better during his trial week than
Vernon-Smith and Peter Todd had done. ‘A
of the other two candidates—Harry Wha
and Billy Bunter—he naturally feared Whar-
ton most. Bunter could in no sense be re-
regarded a serious rival. His week’s trial was
likely to prove a frial to all coneerned!

Russell's recollections were cut short by a
sudden rush on the part of his schoolfellows,
who swung him shoulder-high, and carried him
in triumph from the scene of the Greyfriars
victory.

“Franky,” mhurmured the Caterpillar, “this
is no place for us. We'd better trot alonz

of cheers- burst

to our own kennel an' hide our diminished
heads.”
And they trotted.
THE EFD,

(Another long complete story mnext week
dealing with the adventures of Harry
Wharton & Co.. Order your copy in udvance.j
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PACAINST
PANKLEY!

A Magnificent Long
Complete Story of
JIMMY SILVER &
Co., the Chums of
Rookwood.
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THE FIRST CHAPTER. His chums, Lovell and Raby and New.
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\\vhu! the voice of Cecil Pankley of Bag-

ed uovm 188
r orders, Panky
ke of the head.

ce went on e

shot {ell upon his ears, pounds _of mixed bis and 8 picnio, 13 it 27 said .
Timmy Silver was leaning against the | thre e i of jan erily. “A wha king pic
’ont of the little tuckshop in the corner “ My U‘J}" hat’ murmured Fimnny ! 7 Rather chilly
of the quadrangle- Roolswood. Hls Silver 1in womlm' “Is he laving in but. thanks for 1h. =

39

xus were driven deep into his peckets, | B o isions for a siege?

;u,j there was a wrinkle -on his hoyish | . “ Two tins of mndemod milk, and six 1 won’t be thero 15
bnw, jars of preserv = rmxv
The leader of the Classical juniors at say, Panky,” came Poole’s voice, )1\”“' chuckled.

he said.
ree. m b11115 a Hmw
be alarmed ; we'll Iot
6 some of the stuff.”

Rookwood had plenty of room for | ‘you're gnmo it, "old man 17

thought,  Matters were indeed in af - “Well, it’s going to be a mpj
scrious state.  Since a dozen juniors of | picnic I said Pankley. “ There wiil he
Bagshot School had been quartered on | a dozen of us, yoa know. Nothing like

Roockwood, owing 0 an outbreak of having enough.” We shall want some tea ‘11 iet u2 have some of gur own
mfluenza in their own school, the star | and sugar, tub, and a few pounds of ham owled Pankley. $
of Jimmy Silver & Co. had been on the | and tongue.” : dded.
wane, “We won't take that little lot to th Yes, #f you’re nice and eivil.?

Little as the Co. were fnchined to admit | study,” chuckled Poole.  “Those Rock- | “Wi by you Rookwood ass
it, there was no doubt that Pa nikley & | Wood fellows would raid it as likely as ou Bagshot bounder 17 ‘
HJ of Bagshot had, on more than one f1ot.” : “‘B mp him1” said Poole. “Bump

mm fv

ion, done them quite *“brown. < That's right!” said Paukl

- : wee S
h was all ihe more rou izh on the They won't have the chance of rau
oir old rivals | the tuck, or m raiding the picnic

ing a Rookwood fathead, and
1 for his cheek |7
on!  Reseue!
, as the two Bac,,!

\Vh

1 Fourth, because thei
an ﬂlo Modern side, instead of sym- | They d-mt know that we're goj

'a 122
pathising with them, simply looked” on have a pi

¢ this afterncon !
and smirked, Jimmy mlvvr grinned. F;mp&

The Modern juniors declared that if the Pankley was .Jppcuently unaware that | Jimmy Silver descended foreibly «
Bagshot crowd had been quartered on | lis voice was quite audible outside the | ground.” Bué Lovell and Raby and >
ithem, they would have put Pankley & ftuckshop, and that Jimmy Silver was some came gpeeding to the résa
Co. in their plo 2 50 rapidly that it would | adorning the shop-front w ith his person ;

a3

bave taken their breath away, Whether | it's "all going 1o be sent diveet i aid Panlkley.

thai statement was correct ot not, it was | Grubb’s me went on Pankley. 1o chance for the Bag-

cértain that the Classicals had not been | “ You've got my mstructions sbout the iy to scoob. In catching Jimmy

able to'do o, stuff, sergeant, ten down.” , they bad canght a Tartar. Jmmy
¢

ankley,?” said Seigennt |1 on and though they let

t let them go. And

ng it out. | “Yes

And Jimmy Silver was thi =
No. 43, Kettle.

FHE PEXNY POPCLAR.




THE PENNY POPULAR:Every Friday. 9

. Lovell and Raby and Newcome arrived
‘on the scene at top speed.

““Collar’em ! roared Lovell.

¢ (tive 'em socks [”

Pankley and Poole struggled in the
grasp of the Fistical Four. But they
struggled in vain. They were severally
and collectively bumped on the-hard, un-
sympathetic earth, and their yells were
loud and wrathful.

“Yow-ow-ow! Leggo!”

“Chuck 16! Yarooop!”.
“Fa. ha, hal” :
Bump! Bump! Bump!

But for the fact that Bulkeley of the
Sixth, the captain of Rookwood, hkove
in sight just then, the punishment of the
Bagshot bounders would have been more
severe.
Fistical Four dropped their victims as if
they had become suddenly red-hot, and
bolted round the old clock-tower. :

¢ Hallo I said Bulkeley, staring down
at the two gasping and dusty juniors.
* What’s the little game—eh 7” !

““Oh!” said Pankley, “Ah!”

“Uroooh I” gasped Poole.

“What’s the matter?’>
Bulkeley. 5

¢ Nun-nun-nothing ! stuttered Pank-
ley. “N-n-nothing at all! It’s all right
Bulkeley.”

“You'd better go and brush yourselves
‘down, I think,” said Bulkeley, and he
passed on, smiling.

Pankley and Poole certainly needed
brushing down. But, dusty and rumpled
as they were, and damaged, they grinned
as they strolled away to the School
House.

“The astute Jimmy is on fo it,” mur-
mured Pankley.  “He knows all about
the pienic now.”
~*1la ha, hal®

“And he will be puzzling his litile
brain for a dodge to raid that picnic "

*“Ha, ha,-ha [

“What a lot of trouble we're faking
to make him happy I” =

“Ha, ha, ha!”

And the two Bagshot juniors went in
to brush themselves down, apparently
in quite a contented frame of mind.

demanded

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Watching the Enemy.
panted Jimmy

i3 LL: serene!”
Silver.
The Fistical TFour  had

escaped round the clock-tower
and through the archway into Little
Quad. Then they slackened down, grin-
ning. They had been very glad to escape
a personal interview with Bulkeley. The
captain of Rookwood was very down on
the incessant rags and rows between the
Classical Fourth and the Bagshot juniors,

and he had given the Fistical Four

solemn warning—just as if they were to
blame, as Jimmy Silver had remarked.

“What was the row about?” asked
Lovell.

Jimmy Silver chuckled.

“There’s going to be a picnic,” he
remarked. ““ A Bagshot picnic—a whack-
ing piciic—a regular break-the-récord
picnic. I heard Panky giving orders for
stuff by the hundredweight—7> -

“Oh, draw it mild I” murmured Raby.

“By the ton!” said Jimmy Silver,
firmly. “I tell you they’re breaking the
vecord this time. Panky must have had
a whepping remittance from the motor-
werks, His pater’s making tons of tin
out of cars, you know. Jam-tarts, and
cakes, and giuger-pop, and tongue, and
preserves—blessed if I can remembher all
the list—and they're going to picnic on
Grubb's Farm this afternoon.”

“0h!” said Lovell, rubbing his hands.

“This is where there’s a raid,” said |

Newcome. “No good leaving all that
topping stuff to Bagshot bounders.

L go over his land.

But as Bulkeley came along the |

‘too cute to take it into the study.

know we’d dish them if we could.

-fact, I've told ’em so—hence the trouble
93 s

Panky can pay for it, and we'll scoff it,

and that will be an’ equal division of

labour.” : : 2
“We’re on iw that scene!” said Raby
emphatically. — ; :

¢ Exactly I said Jimmy Silver. “You
know old Grubb—grumpy old bounder,
who complaing when hares and hounds
What svas his land
made for, I'd like to know ? He walloped
a kid in the Third with a big stick once,
you remember. But he’s got a nice
meadow by the river where it’s ripping
to have a pienic, and I don’t see why we
shouldn’t picnic there. It's a fine day,
even if it is a'bit chilly I

“Where’s the tuck?” asked Dovell, in
a business-like tone.

“That's the trouble. Sergeant Kettle
is going to send it there direct. They're
They
In

“Hine ille lacrime I murmured Raby
classically, = p—r
“Oh, bow-wow — keep ~that for
Bootles {” said Jimmy Silver. “I told
the rotters they could come to the picnie

“Ha,; ha, hal” :

“PBut after their cheek, we won’t let
om come !” said Jimmy. * After all, a
picnic like that is too good for Bag_shot
bounders. What we've got to do is to
spot that tuck doing its route-march to
Crubb’s Farm, and——" .

““Nail it!”

“Exactly ! We've got to scout, and
keep an eye on the Bagshot bounders,
and see when they start—also an eye on
Sergeant Kettle's shop, in case he sends
a kid with the goods. Those goods have
got to be delivered to——""

“Us!” grinned the three.

“ Precisely | By force or fraud, as
Homer says—or, rathier, doesn’t say,”
said Jimmy Silver. “That’s the cam-
paign for this afternoon, my infants; we
can cut footer practice for once. We
don’t need it so much as those Modern
worms, anyway.’ :

And Jimmy Silver & Co. proceeded to
“stalk ” Pankley and Poole of Bagshot.
They were “on ” to that picnic. All the
laws of war justified them in comman-
deering the supplies of the enemy.

They found the Bagshot chums in the
end study just finishing brushing them-
selves down. Lovell strolled in and took
up a book, and appeared to read. Pank-
ley and Poole grinned, and strolled out.

Raby strolled along the passage after
them. :

They went downstaivs, and sauntered
into the hall, and Newcome sauntered
quite close at hand.

Then they strolled into the quadrangle,
and found Jimmy Silver strolling theve,
and his stroll kept pace with theirs.

Pankley turned upon him at last.

“T.o0k here, BSilver, what are you

- hanging about for ?” he demanded.

¢ Information,” said Silver calmly.

“1f you're after our picnic——"

“ Bxactly 12

“Why, you cheeky rotter H

“Peace, my infants,” said Jimmy
Silver. “I've offered once to let you
come. I can’t say fairer than that!”

Pankley and Poole walked off. But
they could not escape the eagle eye of
Jimmy Silver, even if they wished to.

Pankley and Poole went into the
tuckshop, and ‘the Fistical Four,
gathering fogether  again,. lined wup

outside the shop and adorned ‘1t with
their graceful persons. = =

They heard a ginger-beer cork pop in
tho shop, and that was all. After about
ten minutes, Jimmy Silver looked into
the shop. It was empty. -

“Hallo, sergeant! Where are those’
chaps 2”7 he asked.

Sergeant Kettle grinned. ’
: gone  through,

Jimmy Silver rejoined his chums.

" “The rotters have dodged us!” ha

growled. “They've gone through old
Kettle’s place. Scatter, and look for ’em.
T’ll keep an eye ‘on the gates, and whistle
if they try to get out.”

“Right-ho |7

Pankley and Poole had vanished.
Lovell and Raby and Newconie pro-
ceeded to hunt for them. JFimmy Silver
sat down on one of the old oak beunches,
under the big beeches in the quad, where
he had a full view of the gates. So long
as Jimmy Silver was on the watch, the
Bagshot juniors could not get out unseen.
It was a question of prestige now iith
the Fistical Four—they were determined
to bag that pienie.

But Pankley and Poole did not eome
down to the gates, Jimmy Silver began
to get impatient. Suddenly he gave a
start. A voice, proceeding from the other
side of the big' beech against’which he
was leaning, came to his ears, speaking
in a cauticus whisper.

“We've dodged the rotters now, Poole,
It’s all right. Now, lend me your giddy
ears, old chap, and T'Hl tell you what
we'll do !

THE THIRD CHAPTER.

s Spotted !
IMMY SILVER grinned. -
Pankley and Poole had
“dodged ” the juniors who were

hunting for them, and had taken
cover behind the thick old beeches.
Jimmy Silver sat tight. If Pankley and
Poole chose to discuss their plans in his
hearing, that was their own look out. "If
they hadn’t sense enough to look round
the tree before they began to talk, they
could take the consequences. That was
how Jimmy Silver looked at it. He was
a scout, and it was not up to him to give
the enemy warning of his presence: Ie
sat tight,

“The rotters are after the tuck,
Panky. We_ shall never pget it away.
Better put if off till Saturday.”

“T tell you I've got a dodge,” said
Pankley. :

“It’s mno good,” persisted Poole.
“They’ll drop on us while we're going,
and collar the tuck.”

“They can’t do that; the sergeant’s
sending ib.” .

“Well, if they're going to follow us
to the meadow, and drop on us there, it's
just the same. You can depend on it
some of them have got an eye on the
gates now.”’

Jimmy Silver grinned. . He had his eye
on the gates, and his ear on Pankley and
Poole. =

“That’s where mysdodge comes in,”
said Pankley. “I'm going to cut down
to Grubb’s on my bike—-"

“What for?” e

“To fix it with him. What about a
password ?”

“ A—a what?”

“A password,” said Pankley.
rotters will never get on to that. We'll
have the feed in old Grubb’s garden,
behind the farmhouse, instead of the
meadow——""

“They can get there just the same.”

“Not without coming through the
farmhouse,” said Pankley, >

“Well, they can do that. Old Grubb
wouldn’t stop ‘em. He doesn’t know ’em
by sight, nor us either, for that matter.”

“That's where the pgssword comes in,”
said Pankley. “T've thought it out, you
see. All our fellows have got to go; but
instead of going all at omece, we can stroll
oub one or two at a time, and meet ab
Grubb’s place at four o’clock.”

Tur PENNY POPULAR.—No 43.
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‘ And those retters will just stroll out,
3, and meet there as well,” said Pool
tell you, yew'd beiter put it of
Saturday.” :
You don't see the point, you ass!
I poing to arrange a password with
okl Grubb, and bo will know which are
feltows, and which are not, and then
ol keep those wasters out.”

“Oh, I secl” : ; :

“ P'rnstance, suppose T tell old Grubb
it our fellows, when they como in, will

' Good-afternoon, have you used
‘s Boap 7’ Well, ho'll let every chap
to in who puts 1t hike that, and every
shap whe doesn’t will pet kicked out.”’

* But that wouldn’t do for a password
—cld Grubb wouldn’t like it. He doesn’t
loule s if he uses much soap, anyway 1’2

“ Fathead! I’'m only putting a case I’
1 Pankley. “* We can make up a good
password, Lemme see—any old thing will
do.’ :

3
““Who goes
Poole.

“No, that wonldn't do. Lemme see—
arrange foi the chaps to say, * Hallo!
What’s your price for corn i’ - The rotters
wouldn’s guess that in a mounth of Sun-
duys, even if they susperted at all.”

“ Good 17

AN weve got to do is to.cut down
there and give old Grubb the tip. -l
warn him that every chap who doesn’t
give the password s g rotter coming to

there 7' ¥

suggested

out. Il tell him he needu’s stund ou
coremony with ‘em, becanse they’re a sct

ung suffiaps who want to bone our
.

get down there now. When
¢ bael, wo'll eall a mecting of the
fellows in thoe end study, and whisper it
to e, aad then'they can stroll out ene
at o tise.  -'Then, if those bonnders
follow us there, they'll find okd Brubb
ready for ‘em with a big stick 1

“Harrsh §”

*Come and get ouy the bikes, If those
voroig €pot us, we shall have to run for
b -
“Right-ho 1
“And, mind, net a word

#iddy walls have ea,
Silver got on to it——"

“Mum’s the word ! agreed Poole.

Jinmgy  Silver, sitting silent on the
other side of the beech, indulged in a
broad grin as the Bagshot juniors’ foot-
steps died away,

He would have liled to utter a vell of
Yaughter, but Tie restrained it with an
effort 5 -

Pankley’s cumuing deviee of a password
was a “dodge ” of which even Jimmy
Silver would nevew have dreamed if the
two plotters had not so kindly talked it
over within vange of his ears.

Jimmy Silver did not move till he
judged that the twe jumiors had had time
to get to the bikeshed. Then he rose,
and scutiled away, looking for his chums,
Lovell .and Raby and Neweotne bhore
down on him from three different

sany of the
ou know,

oh

I've spotted *em 1 exclaimed Lovell,

ey’re making for the hike-shed !

Fhat’s all right,” said Jimuy Silbver.

“Come indoors |”

Lovell stared.

“What 1" =

1 get off I said Raby. 5
hat I want “em to do;” said

3 or cooily, -

“ Bat—but—-"

*“Pve made a giddy discovery. Come
(1

ome up to the study J”

Co., wondering, Yollowed Jimmy
to the end stugy. Jimmy looked
out of the window. Pankley and Poole
were hurriedly wheeling their bikes dotwn
patey. y
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kick up a row, and ask him to kick Jeni |

“They're off I” growled Lovell
“Only those Pga1d Raby. “What
! about the others? They'ee all in it!”

“Lend me your cars, as we say in th
play,” said Jimmy Silver. “I will g ta!
unfold——"’

“Oh, et the cackle, old chap!” «id
Lovell.  “What’s the little game?”

Jimmy Silver explaiued.

- My only hat!” gasped Lovell. “ What
a’dodge—a giddy passwoerd! And they
didn’t see you! Ha, ha, ha!”

“Ha, ha, ha!” shouted the Clase
Four. =r. =

“They're going to arrange the gi
password now - giiined Silver.
swhen they cenie pi)m:k, there’s goty
be a‘merting in this study——"

“ And we—— What are you up to:"
asked Lovell, as Jimmy Silver tock the
key cut of the study door. -

Jimmy slipped the key into his posl ot

“ When that meeting njeets in this

e
L&

o

1a

Iy

study, it’s going to stay here,” he re-
marked. ““When -they’re all heve. T}
lock fem jn—-" :

“Oh my hatt? :
“Then we'll walk down to Grubb's
place——*

“And give the
“Ha, ha, hal”
© “ And scoff the

password—-""

And s picnie 1 ~
Tho Fistical Foui yelled at the idea.

Putter of Bagshor looked ‘into the
study. . He glanced suspiciously at the
wal Four, who’ were wiping away
tears of merriment, .

“Hallo! Where’s Pankley 7 he
- “Echo answers where,”

o

ked.

.7 said Lovell.

“What's the little joke?” demanded

Putter.
“Quite above your comprehension, my
ar.” said Jimmy Silver affably. *“Dan’t
woity your poor little brain ahont it.
¥ou go and think about the picnic.”

Patter stared, and walked away down
the passage, looking puzzled.” The
Fistical Four -chuekled gleefully,

When Putter was gone, they ensconcod
themselves in the next study, to wait
and wateh for the meeting in the end
study. They had some time fo wait, and
e rest of the Rackwood fellows were
cnjoying  themselves on the _football.
ground. 'The Fourth-Form passage was
quite deserted. But, as Jimmy Silver
remarked, Panlley’s panic was worth
waiting for,

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Preparing Mr. Grubb.

ANKLEY and Poole pedalled away
down the road, grinning,

They, as well as the Fistical
2 Four, seemed to see something
very humorous in the situation.

Indeed, Pankley was langhing so
heartily as he rode down to Coombe that
he canie very near to falling off his
bicycle, and narrowly escaped a collision
with his chus,

“Lock out, fathead !’ said Poole.

“Ha, ha, ha!” purgled Pankley.
“What do you think of it, Poole, old
son?  What do you think of the sweet
and child-like innocence of Rookwood ¢

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“To think that Jimmy Silver—the cute
Jimmy, the keen Jimmy—hadn’t a single
suspish that we knew he was outside
the Jucke’hop, drinking in every word

“Ha, ha, ha ! yelled Poole.

“To think that he never dreamed that
we spotted him on the seat under the
treg——y?

“Ha, ha, ha!?

“Tg think that he swallowed it
whole, without a suspish 2

Poole gasped for breath,,

“8uch lamb-like innocenre ought 1o be
rewarded,” said Pank “1 showuid
never ha

all 1

believed there was such dove- :
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ity i the wide
1 cen to Rookweod.”
HE he ha !l io s e
The two hilavious juniors rode through
the i of Coombe, and dis-
monnted at-a stile beyond.~ From the
stilo there was a footpath lexding to Mr,
Grubb’s farm. =
Mr. Grubb was an exceedingly testy
old” gentlemen.  His wrath bhad beerr

world, if F

‘roused by Rockwood juniors crossing his

land, and he had a *down ” on these
cuterprising  young gentlemen.  Mr.
Grubb, who disliked “public foatpaths -
and rights-of-way across his fields, had
taken the Iiberty of closing a foofpath
with barbed wire. - Some chéery young
serson - from Rookwood ~had pard’ his
*)arbcd wiré a visit with a pair of wire-
cutters, and Mr. Grubb had had alt his
trouble for nothing—to say nothing of
the expense of the wire. *
Naturally, Mr. Grubb was not pleased.
My, Grubb was not only unpopular af
Rookwood, but in the neighbourhao
generally. - Tt was whispered that My,
Grubb was making fabulous sums by
holding hack hs corn’ for rises in price,
which naturally did not make him popue
lar at a time when bread was dear,
“You first”” said Poole, as the twa
juniors dismovnted ot the stile, :
Pankley nodded, and vaulted over iho
stile, and walked along to the farm-
housa. -

Mz, Grubb conld be scen in the yaid,
cugaged in ragging a farm-hand, whe
liad apparently incurred- his lordly dis-
pleasure. He looked round as Pankley
canie up, with a frown on his rugged
face. My, Grubb did not like boys; in-
deed, his seciet opinion was thab they
ought, as a rule] to he drowned at birth
liko . puppies. - Mr, Grubb had long fai-
gotten the dun and distant time when hea

Jhad beenva hoy hamself.

“Hallo!” he said gruffly.
Pankley raised his can politely,
“Good-afterncon ! he said.

2 Arvternoon ! growled Mr. Grubb.
“What do you want ere? Youre one
oi them Rockwood pests; T s’pose?”

“Ahem! TPve come about » yather
important matt Mr. - Grubb. I wans
to agk you a guestion.” :

ell???

i

“What’s your price for corn?” asked
Pankley, :

Myr. Grubb chired, and took 2 tight
grip en his WBi]J. He kuevw,
that a schoolboy could not have come-
buy eorn, and he took the qu
reference to his hard-fisted de
indeed it was,

“Pve heard,” went on Paskley cheor
fully, “that you're sclling your corn very
dear; Mr. Grubb.”

*“¥You young raskil—7"

it thought I ought to. out
to you that it is yery unpatric

Pankley, with sublime coolness.

HWot??

“It’s wrong to hold (it ba
riet,-to- wart for a rise in pr
nkley solemnly. “I thought, perhapa,
that it ‘izadu’t occurred to you that it was
wrong, Mr. Grubb, so I came along to
tell you.”

My, Grubb tusned purple. e could
hardly believe his ears. Tle had some-
tines redeived “slang ” from Rookwood
juniors, but such astounding impertin-
cice a8 this had never fallen upon his
ears before. =

He locked at Pankley as if e woul
eat him.

“Wob?” he sasped. ¢ Wot? Why,
vou impudent young villain—-—=:

“Don’t he ratty, Mr Grubb,” said
Pankley =

e,” said

oy, and, keepig a wary eye on
the whip. “Let me urge you, my vousg
friend—] mean, my old friend—fos to-

skinfling——-7"
had no time fo gel further.

ke a
,:




e

THE PENNY POPULAR-Every Friday. 11

eﬁ"'ﬁ‘;
i

P

Y

young raskils ! *” he roared.

Mpr. Qrubb made a sudden bound ocut of

for corn ! ** (see puge 13.)

= the doorway, and lashed round him furiously with his big whip. ** You
‘ So that's it, is it 7 Wot’s my price for corn—wot 7

1’18 teach you wot’s my price

Mr. Grubb made a jump at him like a
Jangaroo. Pankley had just time tc
dodge, and fled across the field, with Mr.
Grubb racing in pursuit,

Pankley’s young legs were swifter than
Mr. Grubb’s old ones, which was a very
fortunate cireumstance for Pankley. He
cleared a hedgo at a bound, and vanished.

Mr. Grubb was:not equal to clearing
hedges, and he had to stop. and he
turned back towards the farmhouse
breathless and growling.

He had just reached the farmhouse,
when Poole came sauntering up. The
farmer gave him a glare.

“ Good-afternoon 1’ said Poole.

Mr. Grubb looked at him, and came a
little closer, with a grip on his whip.
He was quite prepm‘eéZ for anecther ques
tion about the price of corn, and i
Poole uttered it he meant that Poole
should not escape as Pankley had done.

Pocle watched him rather nervously,
and backed away as Mr. Grubb came
closer,

He had to caryy out his part of the
programme, but it was not a safe busi-
1ess, :

“TI called to ask you a question,” said
Paole.

“Ho!” said Mr. Grubb, coming a little
nearer, — : -

“A lot of fellows are coming this
afterncon to speak to you about it,”’ said
Poole, still backing away. A

“Ho !” said Mr. Grubb. “Har they?”

“They har,” said Poole humorously,
and still backing, while the stout old
gentleman followed him up with gleam-
ing eyes, “What’s your price for corn,
Mr. Grubb—— Obh, my hat!”

h'Poole bolted. as the farmer rushed at
1. ===

The whip snapped round his legs, and
Poole gave a fiendish yell.

Then he was out of reach, and he
fairly whizzed towards the stile, and
cleared it without touching it.

Pankley was wailting for him there,
and had the bikes ready.
“Jump on!{” he

coming !’

11\11: Grubb came thumping up to the
stile.

The two juniors jumped into their
saddles and pedalled away for their lives
as the infuriated Mr. Grubb reached the
road.

The farmer stood in the road and
brandished his whip after them. But
they were safe out of reach, and they did
not slacken down-till they were through
the village.

Then Pankley free-wheeled and caught
his breath, and chuckled.

“ Worked like a charm!” he grinned.

“Yow !” said Poole. :

“What’s the matter with you, Poole?”

“Wow! The awiful beast gave me a
cut round the legs!” groaned Poole.
“Yow! I can tell you it hurts!”

“Never mind 2

“Fathead! I do mind!”

“Pooh! That’s nothing !’ said Pank-
ley, who had not felt the weight of Mr.
Grubb’s whip. ‘‘That’s all right!”

“Silly ass! Wowl”

“Think of those Rookwood chaps drop-
ping in this afternoon and giving him the |
password !” chuckled Pankley. *Think
of old Grubb’s face when they call on

yelled.  “Tle’s

him and say: * What’s yeur price for—
ha, hal—corn? ” i
And Poole gurgled with mirth.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Jimmy Silver Takes a Pisty.

e ERE they come!” whispered
: Jimmy Silver.

All Rookwood was busy on

the football-field, with the ex-

ception of the Fistical Four of the
Fourth.

They wers lying low in Jones minoy’s
study, waiting.

Their patience was rewarded at last.

There was a sound of footsteps in the
passage, and Jimmy Silver, peering out,
the door being half an inch ajar, spotted
three or fouf Bagshot fellows coming .
alonz to the end study. 2

Three or fowr more came along after
them, then came Potter, and at last
Pankley and Poole. .

Evidently the meeting was coming off
at last. -

The Bagshot juniors passed into the
end study, and the Fistical Four heard
the door close. =

Jimmy Silver stole out into the pas.
sage on tiptoe. e

Cautiously—very cautiously—he stolo
along to the end study. There was a_
nurmur of voices within—many voices. -~

With really wonderful caution Jimmy
Silver inserted the key into the outside
of the lock and turned it.

“Chck ! .
There was an exclamation in the study.
“Ilalle! What’s that?”
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“Somebody’s lozk.d the door!”
“My hat!” 2

“ You can come out now, you fellows!” [

called out Jimmy Silver to his chums,

and Lovell and Raby and Newcombe

joined him in the passage, chuckling.
The study door was shaken from with-

in, It did rot open:
“Fallo! Who's locked us in?”’ shouted
P‘.u ey

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Took hme open the door!
got to go out!”

Tna Fistical Four yelled.

“(ioing to a picnic?” howled Lovell.

“Well, yves.”

“Ciot the password all vight?” shouted
Raby.

“iih? How did you I\no“ there was
@ password?”’

11, ha, ha!”

“Why, you rotters

The Fistical Four xoaied Pankley &
Clo. were entrapped in the study and
locked safely dn. The coast ‘was clear
for the picmc raiders.

* Gopd-bye | said Newcombe.

* [ el us out, you zotters ! s

“Sorry ! We can’t,” said Jimmy Sil-

TUBr. “ﬁe re going to a picnic. You'd
be ra’(nei in the way, you know; if we let
\Ou oni.

“Look here!” came P‘ankley’s yoice
through the keyhole. *“You can’t go’
Crubb won't let you into*his garden!”

“ Yes, hr: will, if we give him the
passi ord,” chuckled Jimmy Silver.

“(h, vou rotter!”

“Sorry we haven’t time to stay and
listen to your sweet voice, Panky!
(uood bye ! s

1,00k here——

Jimmy Szhm & Co. did not stay to
look there, They walked down the pas-
sage, almost doubled up with mirth.
Jmm‘n Silver had the Lkey of -the study
in ins pockeb. The whole “dozen Bagshot
juniors were locked in the end study,
and there was no help for them. They
eould not hammer on the door te attract
attention, for that would have brought
Mr. Bootles on the scene, and the Fis-
tical TFour knew that Pankley & Co.
would play thé game. In a similar
situation Jimmy Silver & Co. would
have depended on themselves, and would
have been careful-not to bring a master
inte the affair, and they expocted as
much of- Panldey

The Fistical Four sauntered, gunnmv
out of the School House. They were feel-
ing exceedingly pleased with ‘themselves.
At last their perstige was to be restored,
and the Bagshot bounders were to learn
that they could not keep their end up
against the Fistical Four.

“] say. this is too good to keep to
ourselves,” said Jimmy Silver. “Let’s
Lo hospitable. There’s plenty for every-
body, and we may, as well take thoso
Modarn worms along. Tt will show ‘em,
too, that we can down the Bagshot
bounders. They’ve been smirking at us
long enough.”

“(rood 1dea !” agreed the Co.

Tommy Dodd & Co.. of the Medern
pide, had just como' ofi the football-field.

We've

33

32

(2]

They grested the _Fistical Four _with
suspicious looks.
: “Wherefore the cackle?” . -asked
Fommy Dodd.

“Like to come to a picnic?” asked
Jiramy Silver affably,

£ Heaps of tuck!” said Lovell. “Six
dozen jam-tarts——"

“Three dozen ganger-pop: *? said Raby.
~“Four cakes!” chuckled Newcome,

19

$¢and jam and preserves!

“Becn robbing a bank?” asked Tommy
Dodd, in astonishment.

“No; we've been robbing a bounder,”
“It’s a raid,
the Bag»hot

chuckled Jimmy Silver.
my sons. We're doing
T'de PeNNY POPULAR.—No. 43,

| end, the dandies

bounders in the eye, and we'rs m]lmv
to share the loot.

“We're onl!” said Tommy Dooﬂ at
once. “Where is it?”

“ At Grubb’s Farm.”

“ And where are the Bagsbot chaps?”

*“T.ocked up in my study.”

“0Oh, my hat! Ha, ha, ha!”

Tommy Dodd and Tommy (ook and

Tommy Doyle howled when Jxmmy Sil-

ver explamed The idea of Pankley &
Co. remaining locked up in the study
while the Rookwooders scoffed the pic-
nic was enough to make them howl.
They even admitted that for once the
Classicals had kept their end up, which
was a great admission for the Modern
heroes to make.

Jimmy Silver collected more guests.
He was generous and hospitable. Be-
sides, as he remarked, the picnic was
coming cheap. Jones minor and Hooker
and Flynn of the Classical side joined
the party, and Towle and Lacy and Webb
of the Modern side. Topham and Towns-
of the Fourth, con-
descended to join, and three or four
Shell fellows came into the party. When
Jimmy Silver & Co. started from Rook-
wood the whole party numbered twenty.

It was a numerous party for the picnie,
but Jimmy Silver convinced them that
there would be:plenty for all in/reciting
the tremendous orders he had heard
Pankley giving in the tuckshop.

The juniors started for Grubb’s Farm
in great spirits, and if anything cheered
them more than the prospect of the
picnie, it was the thought of a dozen
Bagshot juniors crowded in the end
studv, cooling - their heels “hlle their
whacking pxcmc was “scoffed.”

URRAH !
started out with Jimmy Silver.

“Where does the blessed joke come
in being locked up in a study, for one!”
fOL Panky?’

-~ you

“If there’s a joke on, fell us what

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
The Picnickers.
(£
H Pankley and Poole watched,
from the window of the end
study the merry party that
They howled with laughter as the
Rookwood crowd dlsanpeamd out of the
gates,
in?” demanded” Putter, who, like the
rest of the Bagshot Jjuniors, was getting
nnpatmnt ‘1 don’t see anything funny
“Same here!” said Wilson, ~ “Where
does the merry joke come in? What
did you let that bounder lock us up here
“ And what about the pienic?”
“What are you cackling at,
chumps?”
it “is, or welll Jolly well bump you
through the blessed floor, you images!”
exclaimed Pufter, exasperated.

“Ha, ha, ha!l” roared Pankley and
Poole.
“Oh, collar ’em!”

5 How are we going to get out, you
dummies?”’ howled Wilson. “Tve a
jolly good mind to hammer on the door
and bring old Bootles here. T'm not
going to be shut up here all the giddy
afternoont”

“Peace, my infants!” said Pankley,
with a wave of the hand. “Listen while
T breathe a whisper:of cnlightenmqpt'”

“Well, buck up with it, or you’ll get
this ink down your neck 1 growled Put-
ter. “I don’f see the fun myself in

193

being locked up in a study v»lt‘wut room

to breathe 1 may be dense.”
“No ‘muy > about it, old chap,”
_“Vou are densc!”
k here——"
“1t's the Jjape of the season,” said
Pankley. “ We've got a picnic on for
the afternoon, and those bounders are on

said
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the frack.
Farm for the picnie.”

“Yes?” :

“While we're locked
shricked Wilson, ;

¢ Exactly |”

£ My hat' Tl bash that door dewn
with a chair—"2

“Peace, my child!” said Pankley
soothmglv “ Jimmy Silver has heard
us lay our little plans, but thosc little
plans” were laid entirely and solely for
his benefit, and those cheery youths
won't find a picnic at Grubb’s Farm—
they m]l find old Grubb on the war-
path ”

% Oh 1

Pankley, in an airy manner, proceeded
to ergiam the deep-laid plm and the
Bagshot juniors simply gasped as they
listened.

* Well, that takes the cake!” said Put-
ter. “You mean to say thev swatlowed
it all without a suspish——"

“Not the shadow of a suspish.”

“Great Beott !

“But where’s the grub all the time?”
demanded Wilson.

“The grubs in Sergeamt Kettle’s
shop, my son,” said Pankley.  “Tve
given him strict instructions to keep it
there till T come for it, and not to answer
any que<tioﬁs those bounders may ask!”

“Ha, ha, hat”

“And while they're enjoying them-
selves at Grubb’s Farm, we’re going to
enjoy our. httle selves<with a picnic in
the wood,” said Pankley.

“But we're locked in !

“0Of course, we are! I expected
Jimmy Silver would think of a dodge
like that when he heard that we were
going to hold a meeting in the study,”
chuckled Panl\k\y “1 should have been
disappointed in Jimmy if he hadn’s

up herel”

: thomrht of that 2

And
Putter.

“ Certainly 17

“Well, you ass, we can’t get out with-
out making a row, and we can’t do that
without bringing Bootles into it.”’

“Shush !” said.Pankley. ‘ As soon as
I came in, I noticed the key was gone,
and T knew we were going to be locked
in. It’s all serene!”

“Going to crawl out tlnough the keg-
hole 7” asked a sarcastic voice.

“Or up the chimney ?”

“Or jump out of the window 2

“We could get out of the window if
we liked,” said Pankley chieerfully. “T've
got a coil of rope in my box. But it
vont be necessary, as it happens, as

we're only locked in.’

“How can you Lnlo\k a door without
A key?” demanded Wilson,

“With a screwdriver, my son!” said
Pankley, taking that tool from his pocket.
“1 was only waiting for the Rookwood
bounders to get clear.”

“Oh, by gum!”

Panl»lov with the *admiring glances
of the Bagshot juniors fixed upon him,
procesded calmly to unscrew the lock
from the door. In five minutes the lock
was removed, and the door, though still
locked, came open.

Pankley laid the lock and the screw-
driver on the table.

“Jimmy Silver can find those when he
comes in,”’ he remarked. "We’ll tell
him about the pmmc afterwards.”

“Oh, good ! chuck <led JPutter.

“And he can tell us how he got on
with old Grubb——"

I a hilarious mood, the Bagshot crowd
swarmed out of the ﬂtudy. and hurried
down te Sergeant Kettle's shop in a
body.

“Parcels
Pankley.

“Yessir I

you let him do it?” gasped

23

ready, sergeant?” asked

They’ve gone to Cirubb's

{
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Ser;,-,ans Kettle lHited up three Jarge
bundles ifrom the little counter, and
passed them eover to the Bagshot juniors.
- “Thanks! Come on, you chaps 1

- Paukloy and Poole and Putter carried
the pm’uel: and the whole band, grmning
with glee, walked out of the gates.

j‘ney did not take the dirvection of
Grubb’s Farm. That was % neighbounr-

dey & Co. meant to keep away
carefully.
went down the road itowards
Coombe, and tnm(.d mnto the footpatn
ihmu"n the wood, and came out on the
bank of the ~hmvug Tiver.

“Here we arp1? “said Panbley, ptump-

mg down his parce

“ Hurrah 12

The gleeful Bagshet juniors set to work
at onee,

The big parcels wers unfastened, and
the good things unp. chked, and a dozen
pairs of eves gleamed with satisfaction
at the goodly array.

“My hat! This is something like !*
said  Puiter:  *“And those boundew
thought they were gomg to bag a feed
like this, by gum !?

2 f[hey re not quite up 1o our weight,”
said Pankley loftily,  “I wonder how
'ﬂ\ey ve got on with old Grubb??

“‘Ha, ha, ha !’

And the Bagshot

merrily as they proceeded with

erowd chuek!pd
the pienie,

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
An Astounding Receptidn.
JI\“IY QILV]‘R & (JO

faintest suspicion of the manner in

which the astute Pankley had
pulied their legs, sauntered cheerily

mmw the yoad to (.mbb s Farm.
i gotting towards tea-time, and
od healthy appetites.  The

W ¢ .
nemory of the long list of good things
J)at P‘ nklsy had ordered m the

5 W ater.
ion crossed theis minds of
the (h'o dful truth,

They clasnbered over the stile, and
came 1m-a body towards the far nhouso,,

of the testy Mr. Grubb.
My, Grubb was a very ’“tt’y and un-
ant old gentleman they kinew. But
they knew that pienic parties ofte
to the farm, which was picture
situated on tho Coombe uplands, v
view of the wide moor, and the € “hannel
in the di There was nothing sur-
prising in Paukley having selected that
spot for his pienie,

“1 suppos 16" be all right,” said Top-
».am as 1f struck by a sudden doubt, as

they ecame near the fmmhous&

l“ Why shouldn’t #?!” said Jimmy

Silver,

“ Well, o} 1 Grubbk is a sour old beggar,
and he ain’t fond of Roskwood chap‘ 2
said Topham. “If he guessed that we
didn’t belong to the parly at all—".

“ How could he guess, fathead? e
st know tu‘tt Pankley & Co. are at
d, and if he reeognises some of
ron’t know they hawut asked
The passward will settle 1t.”

He may be surprised that Pankley
t with us,” remarked Flynn.

“We'll mention that Pankley was de-
iazined ab the-last moment,”

“Ha, ha, ha t”

“0b, i#fl be all vight ' said Tommy
Dodd. “\Vhat beats me is that the silly
ass should arrange a password, and all
that, and then let you chaps spot it al 1.

“They’re neot up to our weight,”
plained Jimmy Silver, **We can do\m
Bfn:':hot bounders m«k as casily as we
can down Moderns.” .

“Why, you Cla
Tommy Dodd warmly.

“Now, you Modern mfhead——-~ :

“Look here——" .

anee.

s’

ox-

dss—=a

hegan

without the

tle shop. at Rookwood m;ulo,

"the middle of ¢

* Peace, my children,” said Lovell,
“Let’s gﬂt on o that picnic. We don’t
want ta waste time; I’a,kuLy & Co. may
get out.’

“Yes, come on!” said Jimmy Silver.
“You Modt,m chaps are iu(‘h begegars
for arguing. Here we arel”

The numerous party of expeetant pic-
nickers came up to the farmhouse.

Jimmy Silver knocked boldly at ﬂ)u
dodr,

It was opened by Mr. Grubb himself.
My, Grubb had spobfed thum from ‘the
window. There was a deep frown on his
iugged face, but the juniors were not
surprised at that ; they never expected
to see My, Grubb Ioomng zood-tempered.

Mr. Grubb was not looking, and not
feeling, good-tempered. He remembered
Poole’s remark that mere fdl(ms were
coming along that afternoon to ask him
about the price of his corn.” At thesight
of the Rookwood crowd he hﬂd no douht
that theyshad como. -

That was why he had opened the door
himigelf. . And that, too, was why he bad
taken the prm‘autxon to slip his big whip
nnder his arm.  Mr. Grubb was rmdy for
bus'imss If this erowd of young rascals
had come to cheek him, Mr, Grubb was
resolved that they should sufter for their
sing and should certainly not get off o
cheaply 23 the mag two practical jokers
had dene.

“Well 7 he vapped out.

Jimmy Silver raised his eap politely.
He was . alw vays polite, though really
politeness seemed wasted on Mr. Grubb.

“Good-afternoon, Mr., Grubb!” said
JSimmy.

“Wnab do you want?”
ve come to the pienie.”

Wlnu : S
“The picr i Lavell, “In your
garden, you
“Eh?” %
“it’s all rie Mr. Grubbh” sud

Jimmy bz}\er
the password.”
= Wot it

We understand about

Wk youyr price for corn?’’ said
Jimmy Silver affably,

“Ho

““What's -y price dor corn??

juniors tegether.
tht happ ied like ap
rthquake to ¢ juniors.

{r. Grubb made a sudden bound out
of 1hn doorway, whic brmwht him into
the erowd of them.

Then he lashed round him fuviously
with his big whip.
“You young
Grubb. “Bo that's s my
price for corn—wot? T tc'lfh youwot's
my price for corn ! 22
“Oh, my hat}?

“He's mad 1 =

“Great Scott |’

“ Yaroocoaoh ¥

“Help!”? .

“Oh!l Ah!

Lash, lash!
whaek, whaek, cle!

The .4=Lum.drrd juniors scattered in all
directions. They were too astounded to
run fo¥ the momer-{ and there was not
much room for mapning in the farm gar-
den. The long whip lashed and slashed
round them and among them, doing great
exeeution.

There were vells and shneks of pain
and wrath on all sides, and the juniors
tumbled over one another in their efforts
to escape the siashes of the infuriated
Mr. Grubb. -

“Wot’s the pn’ca {or corn—lmy?"
roaved \lh Grubb. “I'll show yer ! Take
that! Pl teach you manners, you young
raskils ! Take that, and that' The other
young raskal told me you’d be coming-—
take that!—and I was ready for ver.
Take that, and that, and that[”

chorused all t

[,

Wow 17
Swish !

Dew !

Whack

Friday.

“Yow! Ow! Owl?

“ Stop him, somnbody‘ :
“Yargooh 1 e

Ow ! iTelp! \lmdm 1
! Ow! Fire! Yah!’

qasb glash, slash !

The § Jumoas, convinced tht Mz,
had. gane suddenly mad, cv'ai(mn
M. (xrn,Jh ¢ h'zrgod after thom stil
g awa Some of them esca ped by t
gate, with severe pains in their legs and
backs. Jimmy - Silver & Co.. wero
cornered _agamst a hedge, and they
scrambled lhrmwh the hedge with ¢
whip lashing on then. ’.[hey got through
with torn clothes, and ran. Mr. Grubb
charged Tommy Dodd & Co., who wera
de spc’ra,t‘,ulv negotiating a fence,

“Here he comes!” shrieked 'lonm;y

ubb
ml

Daodd.  “Hop i1

,'Laen agh, lash! =
“Yaraooh ! Stoppit! Help!”
“Take  thet, and that,” and that!”

roared Ay, Grubb: % Wot’s the’ pucn of

my co¥n, yon TOL!"Ig raskils!  T'll larn
yerl= I’ e
“Yah! Oh! Y oooop !”

The throo Tommies rolled over the
fonce, and fled, and M. Grubb glaved

round n scareb of new vietims,  Bup all
the m:happv picnickers were out of
, and the farmer, breathing

¢ his exertions, and somewhat
aamﬁw! mﬂx the pumshm"m inflicted
upen the supposed practical jokers, shook
his w atter the fleeing Jnmms,

“Qarge! Willyum! Tummas!”® he
roared. f‘{'hs:u them young raskils off
my land! You’ car me? QGarge! Wil
yum ! 'J‘mmuus 12

But the juniors did not need (;u’l‘«{,;l_.
They inting away as if on the
cinder-pa heading for the river, and

ind Willyum and Tummas hacl
hanece of a¢ ttmﬂ' near t
& Clow Alc good Tunners—
distinguished themselves on
&l but it is safe to say that thag
afternoon they broke all rec

EIGHTH CHAPTER.
The Picnic. =

TEFES

P\ i
0 “Wow, wow 2
“Ow! My legs!?

e

S ¥ow ! My bac .
0000005 ! ‘va shoulders 17

“Oh s Hubi’

It was a chorus of lamentation.- The
celebrated lamentationsof Job were a joke
to Thoa voices of the Roekwood
juniors were as the voice of Rachel of
old, who mourned and would not be cam-
forted, :

The unhapp 0y vietims of Pankley’s littla
joke had yun and run, tll they could run
no farvther. '}’hny were a mile by that
time from My, Grubb’s property, and
quite safe from pursuit. They fung
themsclyes down m the grass of the river-
bank and greaned in chorus. :

Rough handling was not a new experi-
ence to the Rookwood juniors, but never
in all their experience had they com n
upon such terrifie handling as they had
received that afternoon.

Every fellow had had at least two or
three lashes of Mr. Grubb’s big whip,
some of them as many as a dozcn and
they were sgratched and torn and bumpc»l
through scirambling over feuces and
hedges and thorns,

It was o pitiable secene on the green
bank of the river, and the soandg that

roso from the shishevelled juniors would
have touched iho hecu* of a Prussian

Hun,

For a quarter of an hour, at least, thers
were no  soubds  bub - the sounds of
lamenta‘gion. ‘
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Btudy,”

!
i

‘was all oo jolly good to be true, you

==
dwmmy SHver groaned in bitterness of
gpivit, He could sce it all now, of course,
Myr. Gribb's conduct showed that there
was ne pienic there, and his fury whea he
~pagsword and his mention of
anothes " young raskil 7 who had said
theyavould be coming more than enlight-
ened Jimmy Silver. =

He could sec it all now, and he simply
blushed as he realised that that little talk
under the beech in the guad at Rookwood
wnust have been planned by Pankley and
Poole fof his especial benefit, and they
must bave known he was there all the
time, and had deliberately taken them

Ait.  The whole thing was a gigantic jape.
But it had been schemed so astutely and

played up to the very end so cleverly that
even the keen-witted Jimmy Silver
hadn't had the faintest suspicion.

ke had been so hopelessly © done ? that
he had no defence to miake.

“It's no good moaning over it,” said
Tommy Deodd, faking pity on his old rival
in his hour of defeat and humiliation.
“But you have had your leg pulled,
Silver, and no mistake, They’ve siniply
done you in the eye.”

“Rub it inl”

“Duck the silly idiot in the viver!”
moaned Tepham.

““Oh, shut up!”? said Tommy Dodd.
“Don’t go for a chap when he’s down.
It's only natural for a Classical duffer to
be taken in. Well, T vote we geb off; 1o
good sticking here and groaning. I want
a Wwash and a brush-up !

The unhappy vietims picked themselves
up wearily. Their injuries were not huit-
ing them so much now ; it was the defeat,
the knowledge that they had been zo
thoronghly done by the Bagshot bounders
ikied.

1, those vobters arve shut up in the

said  Neweconte  hopefully,
“They've got to stay there, anyway, till
we let them out.”

Tommy Dodd lavghed scoffingly.

“You ass! Pankley must have known
you were shutting him up there! Bet
vou he had some dodge ready for getting
out ! FHad it all ixed up, of course, Bet
you they didu't stay there ten minutes
after they saw us cloar off IV

&6 Oh {5)

““And they've having the pienic some-
where now !” moaned Lovell. “Oh, I
shall never get over this! Jimmy, you'll
turn my hair grey this time 1’ ~
- "“go 11" said Jimmy Silver, “Rub it
in!’ :

“No, I won’t, old chap.” said Lovell
affectionately, “You couldn’t help it.
We onght to have smelt a mouse, too. It

fenow—if we’d only thought of it!”
“IEY” groared Jimmy Silver.

G

A%
-

“Little
Polly

4 PN © W N
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The picnickers—they did not feel much
like picnickers now—tramped down the
path beside the river, to take the short
cut through ‘the wood home.  They
tramped on in glum siler broken ounly
by .an occasional groan, for some time.

Bul all -of a sudden Jimmy Silver
halted.

“Great Scott!” he panted

“IWharrer marrer. with you
Raby. :

Jimmy caught his arm.

“lonkl?

-“Oh, my hat!”

“Great pip 17

In an iustant the Rookwood juniors for-

»t their pains and their aches, their
ratchies and their bumps. Their eyes
fairly blazed atithe scene before them.

It was a happy and peaceful scenes
nothing less than a pienic-party of a dozen
fellows, scated amoug piles of good
things, on a grassy slope, beside the
shining river.

“ Pankley & Co, 1”

“Oh, what luck!”

“Our luck's in, after all!” grinned
Jimmy Silver. “Gentlerien, chaps, and
fellows, I brought you out this afternoon
to a picnic. The programme has been a
litle—a—a little disarvanged. But
thero’s the picnic !

A chuckde ran through the ranks of the
Rookwooders. i

Therve was thoe picnic

Pankley & Co., enjoying themselves,
bad not observed the dusty band in the
distance. They were laughing and chat-
discussed the mountain of

@

ting as they
good thing

i

‘over "' murmured Jimmy Silver, .
The Roakwooders did not need tolling

twice. They glided firlo the cover of the
wood. Even Topham and Tonssend. the
slackers, were keen for once, There was

the picnie, and signal vengeance for their
manifold wrongs. There were twenty of
them, aud the Bagshot bounders hadi't a
ghostly.

They disappeared into the wood, and
with infinite caution they picked their
way among the trees and thickets, ap-
proaching the Bagshot camp with th
stealth of Red Iudiaus on the war-path.

Closer and closer, keeping in cover till
they reached the edee of the glade, and
this time it was Pankley & Co. who had
suspicion.  Pankley’s voice cculd be
heard as they approached.

“I wonder how those kids have got on
with Grubb 2

“T wonder how they
Poole. -

And there was a howl of laughter from
the Bagshot crowd. | ;

“Poor little dears!? gaid Pankley.

ve got off I” said

Friday.

“They can’t keep their end up against us,
you know. That ass Silver—quite an ass,
you knew 1

““Ha, ha, ha!”

“ And that duffer, Tommy Dodd, too—

‘qt&j\_\a a duffer!”
3

Oh, quite!”

“If they could see us now " grinned
Poole, ;

“Ha, ha! Pass the jam!”

“1f they could only sce us!’
Putter. “Why — hallo —what — who —
swhich My only hat!”

“Go for ‘em!” yelled Jimmy Silver.

With a rush the Rookwood crowd came
out into the glade.

Pankley & Co. leaped fo their feel.

“Jimmy Silver!” gasped Pankley.
¢ Oh, thunder! Line up—back up, Bag-
shot 1" ; :

“Give 'em saeks

“Mop ‘em up l”

“Hurrah |7

The Rookwood rush
Pankley & Co. off their fect. They were
hurled in all directions. They were rolled
and bumped over, squashed in the grass,
pitched into the thickets.

They simply hadn’t a chance. Pankley
and Poole and Putter put up a great
fight, but they were rolled over, plastered
with their own jam-tarts and condensed
milk, and were glad to wriggle away and
pun - for it. In three minutes the pic-
nickers, “dusty and dishevelled, jammy
and milky and sticky, were in full fight,
and the victorious Rookwooders remained
it possession of the camip—and the picnic.

“Hurrah for wus!” ‘chortled Lovell
¢ Now, you Modern bounders, what have
you got to say? Haven't we brought you
out to a ripping picnic?”

“Ha, ha, ha!l”

*Tophole I chuckled Ton
“We let those bounders off lig
wish they’d come back!”

“Ha, ha! They won’'t come back
said Jimmy Silver. “Gentlemen, here
the picnic! Pile in!”

“Hurrah !

The Rookwooders pilad in. Al their
woes were forgotten mow; victory was
theirs at last. And while the Bagshet
fellows, in a very sticky and dishevelled
state, were retréating disconsclately
through the weod, Jimmy Silver & Co.
settled down with great enjoyment to
Pankley’s picnic.  In spite of ali they had
been through, he felt satisied. At last
they had scared a point “Up Against
Pankiey 17

simaply  sv

18

THE END.

(Another long complete siory of the chums
of Rookwood next week, entitled “ The Jape
of the Season!” By Owen Coiquest.)
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THE FIRST CHAFTER.
Mellish Hears Something.
And

€€ 3 ERE you are!” said Digby. “And,
mind you, that's. thc very }act
you'll get from me. So you m

as well clear out, f()l it \m'H}
pay you to stay.”

And as he spoke he thrust into the out-
stretehed hand of the man who ealled him
self Justin € muthel\ a ten-pound note.

He had borrowed that note from Arthur
Augustus D'Arcy, the one chum left to him ;
.md it meant mmt;aﬂmg his next
pocket-money. Not that Gussy would ins
upon payment in full next term, or would
press for paymenf at all, as far as that
went. But Dig was proud, and Guss
p.xdo would make him understand w
felt in the matter.

And Digby would not have grudged even
the prospect of stony-brok that stretehed
before him if only he could have been sure
tltlfat the ten pounds would buy this man
offe=—

But how could he trust him?

The man was a wrong ‘un. Ahout that
there could be no doubt. Dighy's belief in
Sf;he;l. kinship did not blind his eyes to that
act.

#Thatls a pleamnt and friendly way to
talk to your uncle!” said the fellow sneer-
ngly.

o dnns feel pleasant, and I don’t feel
friendly,” replied Dig. “You may as well

surprised

have it straight. I'm not a bit
that my pater bars you—I can’t stand you at
any price! You've messed up everything for
me at St. Jim's, and——"
“My dear Bob, you—-"
“Don’t call me Bob!”
“My dear boy, then! Yon ars talking out
¢f the back of your meck! How can I have
queered your piteh’ for you at St. Jim’s when
1 have not been within hali a mile of the
place? I fail to perceive that I should have
done that even had 1 calted upon you there,
for T flatter myself that there is now nothing
about me which would lead anyone to take
me for anything but a gentleman.”
And it was true that the fellow looked in
better case than he had done when he first
turned up at Rylcombe. Some of the money
with which Dig had supplied him had
evidently been 'Apent upon his -wardrobe
- and, apart from the fact that his face was

hat of a man who had plainly lived years
of dissipation, most people wonld have
noticed nothing wrong with him.

“That’s not the thing,” said Dig bitterly.
“You don’t t need to turn up there in order
to give me away. Staying at a low pothouse
like the Green Man and gambling with cads
h]l«ut Racke and Crooke is quite enough for
tm 2

“Cads, ¢h? Now, I have been thinking
of makmg the. suggestion that when those
iwo bright youths next came along for a
mendly hand you should accompany them.”

“Catch me at it!” snapped Dig.

“1 gather that-they are not in your circle?
Possibly theirs is too exclusive for you?
I must say that I consider my respeeted
hrother-in-law Lxeftt% his son with that
'uberahty which

‘You shut up aboul the pa
not fit t¢ black his boots!”

“Don’tattempt that tone with me, my bhoy,
I won't stand it! If T choose to look
up at St. Jim’s I shall do so. Your

ter! You're

for
you

+ S

friend €rooke P\p’
nwhb that it would

“Bid=he?s =F shanh forget that!” said
Dighy hotly. “I can see what the sweep
wanted! But there’s one thing—he couldn't,
and you couldn't, make things much worse
hn me there than they are now.”
Ah! 1 understand that t‘m‘n 5 some
ing agai you on accounnt of the foul
you struck youmg Crooke. But that is
entirely your own fault, I coasider.”

his ornmon last
the correet card

“I didn’t strike him a foul blow, and I
don’t helieve you think I did. And, look
itere! You promised to clear out when you
had that cash. You'd mo right to be talk-

ing about more games with those two cads!”
“My dear, inocent youth, you ecan hardly

expect me to go at  once “because my

nrcsuxce in the vicinity does mot suib your

bo

> yet hecause

you've promised, I sup-

Have
likeness

“Nor yet because of that.
heard of the pm\ubml
promises and pie-crusts?

It was in the road between St. Jim's and
Rylcombe village that the twe stood talk-
ing, on a misty da
o few yards distant invisible. The hedges
on either side could he seen but.dimly: and
\lt]h\’} the sneak of the Fourth, hidden
that- to the right of Digby. as he
‘ood facing towards Rylcombe, waw safely
hidden.

Perey Mellish had followed Dighy out of
gates, and had crept behind him until he
had seen him meet the feilow from the Green
Man. Mellish owed Dighy a grudge, and that
and his insatiable curiosity had prompted
him to follow and hide th.m he might over-
hear the talk between these two.

Far less rancorous than Raeke or Crooke,
Mellish could yet be spiteful enough while
an injury was fresh in his mind; and it was
only three or four days sinee Dighby had
lé{mck,cd him down in front of the Green
Man.

He chuckled quiefly now. It was plain
to him that Dig was in the geils, and to
know that pleased” him. Besides, he was,
as usual, short of money, and he was hear-
ing what might bring him a loan from Anblrev

you never
between

Racke. Mellish never repaid such loans; bub
that mattered little, as Racke never ex-
peeted him to.

“You’re as big a rotter as ever I ran

up against!” Dighy said hotly.

“My hat! If I were that chap I'@ give him
a good hiding!” murmnu’:d Mellish to him-
gelf \‘o‘r but what it’s ahout true, ail the
same.”

Cauuthers«—as Le called himself—did move
forward as if to cluteh Dig by the collar,
rapping out an oath as he did so. But at
that moment the clang of several hicycle
hells sounded out of the mist, ‘and Tom
Merry _}\}Sf; swerved aside in timc to avoid

running into Carruthers.
Beh Tom Merry rode Taltbot, Manners,
Lowther, Noble, and Dane.

Each of them glanced at Digby as they
passed. Some nodded. No eone spoke.

Dig felt furious and ashamed. They would
know who this fellow was, of course. If
they did not know yet they would soon, for
Racke and Crooke weunld not keep his seeret
long. He hated being seen with the man,
and he was inclined to eyaggerate the im-
povtmlr‘e of the inecident.
posed uncle been more obviously a wrong un
than Le was, there was nothing much in

IEMY. vaern

A MAGNIFICENT, NEW LONG COM-
PLETE SCHOOL TALE OF TOM MERRY
& CO.,, OF ST. JIM'S.

which rvendered objects

Even had his sup-°

BY
CLIFFORD

heing scen speaking ‘to him on the King's
highway
But Dig's nerves were alt on edge, and
he felt kee nly the alienation of nearly all
the fellows who had been his friends. :
He turued without another word, and dis.'

appeared into the mist in the direction of
St. Jim's. i
The man to whom he had been falking

stood staring veil of misgh
after him.

Then a figure loomed up—the figure of a
man in an overecat, mufled up.to his ears.

The two men faced one another, and recog«
nmon was mutual and instant.

“Banship!” ecried the fellow
Green Man.

“It it 1sn’t Crey, by gad!” said the other.

“Crey: no longer—at least, not Crey for
the present.” said the pseuda(znuﬂler", &
trifle nervou . “1 happen to be passing
under another name in this n curiiood.”

“What's the little game?” € ed Bans
ship. S .

)‘Iellish 1is

*0Oh, nothipe much in your line, Ban.
eunugh pickings in it. But we have gons
through too much together for me to wan$
to keep it back. I am here as Justin Car-
rutlmb

“Qur old p.! Ju*tm, eh? Whers is hc,
by the way?

“Dead, I believe.

“You den’t lsuoxﬁ”

“I think it's tolerably certain.
you hear that he joined up carly in the war?”

“To wipe out the past, eh?' sneered
Banship. “You and I were not such iools
as that;, Crey, were we? Where do they
say Justin passed im his checks?” i

“At Vimy Ridge. I believe it's true, too.”-

“But what are you doing under his name?”

“Young Dighy is at school near here—the
only son of Justin's sister and Robert Dighy,
you know.’

“Oh, I know Sir Robert!” ;

And Banship coupled -the name with @
turid oath.

into the gauzy

from fthe

ned miore keenly thanm ever.
Not

Didn’8

> |

not

Mellish guezsed that Banship  did
exactly love s pater. It was easy guess
ing, indeecd. —

“That’s more than I do, though I've
pretended to. I heard cnough from Justin
when he talked in his cups to know all abouy
his sister and Digby and this eub. ¥ was

and I thought that I might use

hard up,
out;of tho

my I\no\\]ml"vs to screw something

eub.”

¢But I infer that there’s net much m‘
it.”

“Not as much as there ought to be Ban.'

Sir Robert does not appear to“be likeral in hig
estimate of what a boy &t sehool wants in the
way of cash. Now, there are two of youig
Digby’s schoolicliows I have met who are
worth a heap more in that way, and I'm
bringing them on quite nicely.” §
“Who are they ?” |
“One is young Racke, son of Racke, of
Racke & Hacke, who made theiripile during
the war.” - i
“I know the father, Crey. It his son’s at all
like him he won't be exactly easy money.
Wlm s the olhu 22
“His name’s Crooke.  His peaple dids
begin to have money during the wur, bub hie's
mu(‘h of the Same type as “the othier.”
“H'm! They're sportive youths, I assume?”
“Your ..wumptmn Ban, i3 correct.
g PENNY POPULAR.—No 43,




i6
= “Ybﬁn’g Dighy at all In that lne—sh?”

& pily—it's a great pity!”
‘I " You've something up vour ﬂm\e

| dont let things out as the goc
did, Crey; and probabiv you'te nob
Hir Robert Dighy is the man { bate mest in
aH the world ! [u:.&ed Banship. =

*By the Lord Harry, you surprise me! Why,
you never let on thit vou knew bim when
hlstm used to talk about hiwm!”

“No.-1 can keep a close mouii. Buf 1
Have o score to settle with Sic Bobert, Crev.
Ten vems ago he thrashed we withid an 1meh
of my life—left me for dead, pmchmuv, and
*-(‘nt a groom to make sure whether 1 had
ctually kicked the bucket! Aund I vowed (o
?»; eve with him, however fong { bad tu

ait !’
“Wlnt have you donc, dear hoy =

® Never mind that! Ob. 'l grast you t}mt
pious would have said he did right! But
it was no affair of his. A little matter of a
fool and his money—that was all. 4 caeried
too many guns for the fool. Bus Dizby car-
ricd too many for me--then. But “haven't
4one with im—my owtlx 1 faven't done with

. 5

o

Where are you b(mnd for aow?’ asked
Crey, who ealled himself Carvuthers.
s “An)where in general—nowhe i par-
ticudar. Where are you squatting?” 2
LAt a snug littie pub not far away. Detter

come along with me. Wé can work together,
@3 we've done before. I fancy that you and
I may be able to make something out of
Tracke and Crooke, even though yeung Dighy
won 't flutter the pasteboards.

“1 wish Le would! 1 should v
into the blackest sort of disg
n ng would hit his cursed
A“n that, T kuow!”

“There may be other ways of working if.
Conie along to the Green Man, Ban
we'll drink to a renewal of our old part-‘ner-
ship!”

They vanished together

ki

father harder

intn the mist, aal

Percy Mellish (,'fme cut into the wvoad and
2 for St, 3 and dinger, with 56 mueh
“to think abo fat of ({mzﬂw?m im'dh'

o)

i pieased. As a
&, he would have prvfm'rm. aot to
y just then. e had a shrewd and

thousld atb all.
THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Dig’s Friend and His Enemiss.
4 ALLO, deah boy said  Arthur
5 Augustus, as Dig réached the
school-gates,

Gussy was standing there in {he
mist, waiting for his chum. He was shivering
# bit, for the mist struck cold, and it seemed
to him that Dig ought te be pleased to tind
him there.

He bad smot thought twicé »
pound pote. No one was move 5 than
inzssy. But he liad been thinking a good deal
abont Dig and Dig’s trouble, and perhaps he
End been pndmn himsell somewhat on his
Ity in standing by Diz when Riake and
and all the rest seemed to have
deserted him, -
Digby did not seem at al
mater of fatt
40 see Gus

Uy amfortable notion that the mousey Gussy
lmd leant bim bad been wasted.

“Hallo!” he growled.

“ Was it all right, deahk hoy?"

“Was what all uffh‘u snapped Dig.

‘0h, well, you knms Digt”
ussy would ot refer to the tenmer. He
would have considered it indelicato to do so.
Buat, of course, it was of that and the use to
w«mh it 1 been put that e was thinking.
hiad puzzied him a goed deat v\}m 1)1"
cmﬂd want with it.
“Look hete, DA
to tuke me on tru

1 told you

1'd have
you kno =it

“But, Dig, deah. hov I am takin’ you on
twust, weﬂlv I wonld not dwenm of askin'

e

queshons about anythin’ wished to
eep pwivate.”
“Don't ask me any questions at ¢
Bul Dig’s manner had "(:m
s‘q ped his arm through Gu
ere glad still to have 56
“ 8s at his service in that friend
“Wight-ho, Dig!"
“Were you at the gates when Tom derry
fmd those fellows came ing" Dis asked.
“¥aas, deah boy. :
“Did they say amthmﬂ about me?”
“Np. Why shonld they?”
“Oh, no reason in particulay!
Di"by paused; and, with a
Gusay kept silence still,
e PENNY POPULAR.—No. 45,
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Then Mellish slunk past them, with 2 scowl
at Diz.
“That boundah has not forziven you vyeb,
deah boy,” remarked Gussy. 4
“Do you suppose [ want tim f{ol" returned
“Dig crossly.
Mellish_went on hig way, which led him to
Smd\ No, 6 on the Shell cnnul\vr tenanted by
two extremely - pice vouths, Aubrey
I‘f ke and George Cerald Crooke.
He slipped inside. without knocking, and
closed the door again hastily, for the eoom
was full of tobacco-smoke.

“Don’t trouble t,p kuncl!™  said Rncki:
nastify.

“0Oh, don’t put on any-of thiat! sniffed
Mellish  “I've come to tel you fellows some-

thing important.” But sou needn’t hear it if
you'd rather not.” ~ - 2

“What's it abou asked Crooke.

Tor once, Mellish went straight to the point.
“ “About the fellow who calls himself Car-
ruthers—but that m.: bis name, realiy,” be
said.

Iiacke and Crooke h,ohd
and Crooke Whistled sof
“You see, I waa right, Gerry, cke.

Lms,_bv gad!” But bow bave you found
that out. Mellishs"

“I've listened to quite a lfot this morning.”
replied Mellish, with a grin. =1 know that
Dig thinks that chap is tis uncle. He handed
Lim over a note this mornin el -or tenner ;
1 don’t know which. Wonder

at one another,

He doesn’t love the chap, either: he save him

the rough side of his tongue, 1 can tell you,
“But® Carruthers didn’t tell him he wasn't

said Hacke.

Dig flounced off as mad as a

came

Caxruthem I take it?”

“Not likely!
hatter, and mext minute a fellow
must have passed Dig only a few v
He and the €arruthers bounder
other, it seemed,. Carruthers'
Crey, and the otlier chap is named Banship:
As far as I can make out, the real Carruthers
Lias pegged out, and Cres’s taken his name to
ap\mﬂe on Dig.” 3

“Uo on!” sald Racke.

1p—

“I'm not surprised

£ bite f twigeed this seme fithie time ago.
“You won't seweerc anvbhin® cul of e for
this news, Meligh, old gunt”

“But I've more to tell vou,” said Mellinh
eagerly.  “These two sweeps ¢ talkinge
about you and Crotke. The h(xmmu

thinks he’ll have you twa on tcm»f sooner
or later, and he invited Banship to gu into
UJ" game with him."

“Is that straight?’ suapped Crooke,

“1'll take my Gath on it!”

“I’'m! Now, that is worth o t,riﬂe L Baid
Racke, “I'll lend you a quid, Mellish—pay-
ment as per usual.” 5

Mellish grinned as he {ook the pound-note.
His pride would not hiave been offended had
Racke said that it was a gift, as-it reatly
was. -

“So Crey, or Carruthers, or whatever his
thinks he can do 4s down, does he,
% s‘.ld Crooke.

s his notion.”

‘\‘Vondcr whether he's ever tumbled to © e
fact that that sort of thing cuts both ways?™
Inul\e asked theuaghtfally.

“1 suppose you mean that 3
those two down,” Mellish
was betting on it; I should
them.”

*“QOh, get out!

Mellish went. had got mm fie came
for, and saw o use i waiting longer.

“Hanged if 1 think it’s wo*Hs while to go
along to the Green Man m while that
sweep's there!” Crooke §al

SRats!” =

“It’s all very well to
not so dashed keen on
tell youn.”

“Have you any obiection fo rookin’?"

Sh :

4 um can do
Well

tmy IMULU:\ Oon

aaried Crooke.

‘Rats!”

hein™ rooked,

But I'm
fet me

“Isn't that plain enough for vou?”
“0h, 1 know what you mean! I don't
quite see how you're goin’ to werk it

though.”
“ Joliffe w dl stand in with us.
if he's there.”

“You mean that three—or we
should play stiff aq‘uu»b those twoy"
“Jush blmt Gerry'!”
“(Case “of * Pull devil,

“That’s itl”
“1t will make a funny sort of game of it
“But with the advantage cu our side, degr
bm—(’ont forget that!l”
aas, there’s somethin’ that "
Crooke meditative
“There's everyt

Banks, too,

Wi

four—

putl bakee,” eh ¥

ity said

i1 replied Rackb

_confidently.

where he got it 7.

name s rm'n i

_THE THIRD CHAPTER.
A Deputation to Dighy.

, T, come in, you two!” giid Tom
Me TV, as Blake and Hemes showed
themselves ‘at the door of Study
- No. 10 on the Shell pasaage.

There ivere already seven fellows in that
stummTom « himself,” Lowther, Manners,

Talbot, and the - House -trio, Figgins,
Kerr, and Fatty Wy

£ We didn't brmw (rustmns Blake said.
“You see, he hasn't broken ' with Dig. 1t
wasn't our fault that we did. We didn't
want to. But it's come about somehow. You
chiaps seem to faney you can do something
to put things square, and we shall be on
too glad if you ean; bub if it's a failare, D
will still have Gussy, and that's something.”

“I've called this meeting.” Tom sa
“because we're all Dig’s chums.  He
other friends. — Nearly .everyone likes Dig.
But, except for Gussy, 1 think the pr t
company represent his—{ hardly &now how to
n xt it——"
arcst and dearest!” susgested Lowth
Well, that will do. Look h Biake. 3
don’t seriously helieve that Dig i
bow -wows, do YOUTE v

“XNo, I don't,” replied Blake. < Appears

are ”lf'anlx:t him. But Dig tsn't that sort
~ “What do veu thmk it i, then? He’
baving very queerly,” Figgins said.
wouldn’ t stop when Kerr and I tried to b iie
a yarn with him this wmorning. And w &
vmutsd to show him ’(udt»\‘uﬁt it

‘m afraid that thag
s bhack up,” Kerr said.
But w hqt i a feliow asked Fi
{ “If you pass fim with mer
n0d, he's sure to think you're cold-shoulderi
bim. 1f you try fo he friendly, that’s
wrong, too!"”

“Just swhat T tell Bilake,” said Herries
“You don't know how to be right with him.”
“Perhaps his private trouble—vou fellows

seem to think he Bas one—is of a sort that
miakes him prefce to be left alone,” Talbot
said guietly. =
“But he isn't going to be left alenv =
reptied Blake. “If isn't good for i
raopitg himsetf to death.”
“Besides, there ate other $hi vond ¢
private trouble,” said Tom. Sore of the
fellows are holding against Lim that whack
he gave Crooke. And theu there was Meilisa
—1 don't mind Mellish's heing knocked down,
but even with a chap of his sort there ought
to he some reason for it, and he makes out:
that it was only because he saw Dig talking
to that bad hat Joliffe, of the Green Man.”
“Mellish tatks a lot, but he doesn’t tell any
more than suits him,” Fatty Wynn said. “{
should like to know_ ~what he sald io Dig
about seeing him with Joliffie.” =
“Look here,” said Kerr, “if we're fo be-
teve Mellish's varu at all, [ think it explains

was just what

£ dn?

ail

tself, He jeered at Dig, and Dig punched
him. That’s all. Dig’s ripe to punch any

body’s head now for two pins, and Meliish

wants punching—abways does. Put that
aside! As for Crooke, 1'm pretty sure ho

that happened. 1've paid special not
sear on his face. and I happen to know
Crooke and Racke were on their bikes when
they met Dig. Crooke's  bike has rat-trap
pedals, and lt his face came against oue of
them as he fell, it would gef—just what it
did get!”

“1 believe vou're right, Kerr!® Talhot said.

“Well, nonc of us ever did believe that Dig
struck Crooke a foul blow, and nene of us
minds much about his tumbling Mellish over,”
said  Tom Merry. “But that bizney with
Jotifle sticks in my throat a bit, and I don't
tike all the mystery.”

“Thomas, it isn’t like vou {o want {0 Enow
more aboud anoﬂmr fellow's affairs than he
muosea to tell you. -

“Don't be a chump, Kerr!
to know anything of the kind. I want i
to set himself right, that's all. And 1 w
him to know thaf, as far as we 'ré concerne
we don’t doubt him.”

“In short, that if he make
of everything. Le's perfectly w
«."ervthmf' else as duark as he
:owther.,

T don’t want

“You're a ‘bigger chump than Kermr!”
ampp“d Tom. = E :
- “Jf the trouble’s a fumily trouble—-—"

hegan Talbot.
Put Herries iuterrupted himn. -
“A family trouhle couldn’y ?(‘count for the

Green Man bizney,” he sald.

“How do vyou know it cculdn’ i‘,'«’" askad
Kerr. =

*Well; how could its” i
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behind them.

‘“ Ceme in !’ said Crey, and the three passed into the housa.
Digby was a prisoner and he realised it on the moment.
& rotien trick !

The rnatgr’s not here ! *’

in a flash, Banship turned and locked the door
“ Let me out!’ he cried.
(See page 20.)

£ This is

s e

“1 ecan’t explain. But I'm not deg
epough to say that it’s impossible.”

Iterries snorted, and Blake looked
unconvinced.
nmient with Kerr, and it was plain that Talbot
thought there was something in the Scots
junior’s argument—as there was, of course.

“We might argue all night and net get any
jor’arder,” Blake said. “What’s your potion,
Tommy? If it’s anything that can be done,
then I'm on. But 1'm siek to death of tall-
ing about it all. We’'ve had nothmg else m
our study for days past, and we’'ve had %
sit on Gussy hard now and then to make uuu
see things our way.”

“And then he wouldn’t,” added Herri
“Was it calculated to make him?” mqmreJ
o ther blandly.

“Well, if Blake and I hadn’'t more sense
than that dumimy——

“I'm not sure that Gussy hasn't shown up
better than the rest of us, Herries, old
chap,” said -Tom. “After all, is there a
straighter feilow at St. Jim’s than Dig? 1
don’t know one. And my proposal is that we
form a deputation to tell him:that—that——
Oh, 7tlm_t we kpow he's straight, and—and

d quite
But Lowther nedded his agree- {

*“Not guilty, but don’t do it again!” said
Lowther solemnly.

“0Oh, you're an idiot!”

*1'm not idiot enough for your deputation,
Tommy, anyway!”

*“What do you say, Taibot?”

“Sorry, Tom! I'm not en. I think Dighy
would rather be left alope at present. ]f
there was anything I eould do for him

‘This is the only thing we can do for lnm

.as far as T can see. I suppose you're to be
codnted out, Lowther? \Ianner~‘, what do
you say?”’

Manners spoke for the first time since the
meeting had begun.

“11l go, Tem, if you like. But F'm not too
keen. I feel that if I were in Dig’s place I
might not be: very pleasant ahout 1t But
~he’s got a better temper than I have

“Figgy 1?

“I'm on. Can’t do any harm, I should
think.”

“Kerp2? *

“Nothing doing, Tommy! I only huft in

when tt,thare s detective work to he done.”
“Fa
‘I—1 think Kerr knows best, Tom Merry.”
“Well, five’'s enough. You two will come,
of course?”
This was to Blake and Herries.
They looked at one another doubtfuily.
But they could hardly refuse.
“Yes, we'll come, said Blake.

“Let’s go now,” Figgins suggested. “IHave
you fellows any mnotion where he's to be
found? I know he’'s moved out of your
study.”

“If he isn't out.he'll be moping in the
Form-room,” replicd Blake.

They found Digby in the Form-room. It
was the day after hig interview with Car-
ruthers—or, rather, Crey—and within the last
half-hour Racke had kindiy assured him that
his unele was at the Green Man still, and
had even ventured to suggest that . Dighy
should aceompany him and Crooke thither
thdt night. But Racke had not expecigd
assent fo that propesal, and it he had he
would have been disappointed.

Dig looked up when the five entered. He
was seated at his own desk, with a book
before him. DBut he had not turned over a
leaf, and he could not have told anyone what
the hook was abeut without looking at the
title.

He looked up, then looked down again
at once. The five drew near.

“1 say, Dig,” said Tom, with some hesi-
tation.

Dig’s manner was not enu‘ummng, to say
the least of it.

“Well?” returned Dig duiiy.

“We want to say that—oh, it’s all right,

you know, Dig, and we im\ent any of us
any doubt of you.”
The werds were halting. More eloguent

fcllows than Tom Merry had ever pretended

to he might have found it hard to speak
just the right words in that juncture.

But it was not like Dighy to take them ag
he did, halting though they were.

He get up, and stepped clear of
form on which he had been sitting.

“Thank you for nothing!™ he sn

His glance went past Tom and 38
and Figgins to Blake and Hervies in
background. .

“We aughtn’t to have
Blake te Herries.

“Look here, Dig—"

“Don't you say anything, Figgins! T don't
want. to quarrel with yeu, and as we're in
different Houses it ought to be easy enough
for you to steer clear of me, I should think.”

There was a moment of silence after that.
It was evident to the deputation that their
mission could hardly be reckoned a success.

“Haven't you anything to say, ,\!ru.ni’rﬁ?’!

thatt*

tha

come,” whispered

he agked.

“Nothing, if yon take it .like
z’mswered Manners, .
“Then T'H go!?

“1-say, Dm”'

Tom \Ierrv put ont a hand te stop the
angry Yourth-Former. Dighy pushed him
roughly aside. =

Manners, Figging, and Blake all saw that
it was hopeless. But Herries could not, of
would not, see that.

He caught Dig by the arm.

“Oh, don’t be such a silly ass,
pleaded. S

Herries was @2 good deal bigger and
stronger than Digby. and he held on t)g]u.}y
whcu Dig struggled to get free.

“Let me go!” panbed Dig.

“Oh, don’'t be such.an—"

“Take that, then!”

Dig’s right hand smote the face
hard.

Herrics released his hold and staggued
,back. There was a leok on_ his rugged
Y countenance that it would fake Dighy a long
time to forget.
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But remorse came fater, Dig felt nont af
ithe momeut.

“Aren’t you going to hLit me back?” he
demanded, moving towards fleerics,

“No, I'm not!” .

“I know I'm not up to your weight"” said
Dig hotly, “but I've slapped your face.
You've a right to give me @ hiding, and 1
can take it!”

“I'm wnot going to touch you!” answered
Herries.

Dig marched out.

Tom aund Manners and

Figgins waited only a moment, and then
followed.
Herries sat down, laid his atms on the

desk, and buried his face upon them,
Blake hardly knew what to say, but he
said the right thing when he did speak, |
“Never mind, old man! You conidn't hit
fiim bhack. of eourse. I wouldn't have.
be sorry when he thinks what he's done.”
Herries' shoulders shook. Bub there were

0o -tears on his face when be bHited it to
Rlake.
“I—t—— And he thought I°d hit him

hack—that I'd give him u liding, thoush be
is so much helow my weight!
that, Blake! That's what burts!”

Arthur Augustus had so bad a time at
tea, halt an hour later, that he eleared out
before the meal was half finished.

Perhaps it was too Had of Blake and
ilerries to take it out of (tussy, and certainly
they might have explained what fiad -gone
wrong. But they did not feol like explain-
ing, and they did feel like taking it out of
somebody.

it was nof until the next day that Gussy
heard what had happencd, and then it was
Tom Merry who told him.

“Weally, Tom Mewwy, { considah that you
were vewy foolish indesd to twy anvthin’
of the kind without comsultin® me,” he said,
surveying Tom severely throuzh his monocle.
“1 should have advis against any such
move. But I am sow about Hewwies,
an' I shall make it my bizney to offalb him
}n‘y sympathy, an' te wemonstwate with
Dig.”

“Gugsy, old top, we weore five foals vester-
day. I see that now. But the whole five
of us rolled inte one wouldn't make such a
whacking big fool as you'll be if you go for
cither sympathy with Herries o remon-
strance with Dig!” answered Tom.

“1 shall do pweelsely as 1 considah best,
Tom Mewwy!”

“You always do. That's why you'te con-
tinually putbing your silly foot inte it!”
Tom answered, almost in & groan.

But for onece Arthur Augustus took advice.
Atter thinking the matter over, he decided
to say pothing either to Dig or to Herries,

o

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
In the Teils.

MOKE bung like a veil in the snUg
private room of Mr. Jolifie at the
Green Man, and the smell of spirits
was strong.

It was g0 late at night that it might rather
have been called early in the morning. The
little game which Racke and Crooke had
started_ out to play had developed into
something they had never counted upon,
and they had gone on and on till at last
they dared go on no longer.

The man who called himsclf Carruthers had
drunk deeply, but nof so deeply as to make
hiim iocapable of beaping his part in the
game of “Pull devil, pull baker,” which the
six around the table had been engaged upon.

Racke got up from his seat. His face was
drawn and haggard, and he looked like a
man of double his age.

. Crooke followed his lead,

Crooke looked

stupefied. The impossible had happened, and
hie could not understand it
But Racke understood it indeed.

He had not counted s, tuongh he
might have known that Joliffe and Banks
swere got to be trusted. =

They had gone back on w
promised him and Crocke, Th i “played
still ” indeed; but they had played stifi’ in
collusion with Crey. and Banship, not with
Racke and Crooke. - .

Crooke wus too stunned to
3 Racke realised hiz pos
to say anvthing.

What could he say?. To reproach his faith-
less confederates was ont of the question.
They would have laughed-at him, © cther
two knew, of course; but to go for them was
to convict himself and his aily.

All the ready money the two cads of the
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they had

: an out-
ion teo clearly

He'l.

Dig thought

Shell had bronght with them—a considerable
amount—had passéd over to Crey and Ban-
ship. Joliffe and Banks had bad-or appearca-
to have had—the most wretehed luck imagin-
able. Even when they had held good cards,
the other men had held better.

Racke and Crooke had been allowed to
win at first, while the stakes were compara-
tively small. Then they had begun to lose
after play became heavier. They had gone

on losing, They had given 10 U's after
“their supply of notes was exhausted. Crooke
had no notion now what he owed. That
faet frightened him. Racke, who  kuew

within a little what he had lost, was hardly
less frightened. .

Banship looked up as the two got to their
feet, and in the man's evil face there was
something that made ther

“I suppose §ou're not €
in a desperate hurry?” d Racke, speaking
as lightly as he could. it will be two or
three days before we can pony up on those
hits of paper; ¥'know.” .

To Crooke’s muddled mind that seemed a

er. A
' out of here

foolish speceh, Crooke would have been
only too glad if the two strangers would
have cleared out without ti r. But
Racke knew that was unhi el
Banship gave Joliffe a an
the burly landlord got u and
stretehing. e 3
“Come alonz, Banks, old pal,” he said.
“We'd best go to bye-bye. Bl Carruthers

of the

e knows cnough about the wa
here k 5 enoug S

place to let these young s;ents Gt
fuck next time, young sirs!

= scowle . two rascals, and
Racke scowled at the L 1s,
answered npot a word. Crooke was too
utterly miserable even to scowl : :
Banks and Joliffe went, leering. They

vere on velvet. All that they bad apparently
;osbe\;'ould come back to them, with a share
of what the other twe had won. Unless,
that is, there was more fickery, wh‘lch.
seeing what type of men Banship and Crey
were, seemed possible. But probably Messrs.
Banks and Joliffe had taken measures 1o
make themselves sale agninst anything of
cind. ‘

thﬁ”k‘xg better cut, Crooke,” sald Racke
snieasily. R :
h}‘egh,‘not‘ just yet!” Banship saldl “I want
a little talk with youw.”

The two miserable juniors sat down again.
They were hardened gamblers. At an age
when they should have konown nothing of
such things save by hearsay they were capable
of trying the tricks of cardshurpers; but they
were not capable of holding their own against
the wiles of such men as ti And they
had begun to realise that fact now,

“It's nnot much use tolkin’, ¥' know,” said
Racke, still with a notion that to get away
and think cut some dodge for avoiding pay-
ment was the best chapco for him and
Crooke. “You hold our notes for the cash,
an’, of course, we know that they will have
to be met. So that’s all about it.”

“Not quite all, eh, Crey?” said Banship,
with an ugly smile. .

“Not mearly alll” replied Crey,
himself out more brandy.

Rucke’s suilen eyes gleamed.

“I don’t know what more you expeet of
us,” he said. “But Mr. Crey—who doesn't
seem to be Mr. Carruthers any lenger—had
better be careful how he tries to put the
screw on. We happen to know .a bit about
him!”

A sudden notion had flashed into Racke's
mind. Could not the game which Crey bad
heen playing be turned against him? Ban
ship’s use of the fellow’s real name had
giver himn the hint.

But Racke was up
greater than his own. ;

“So you know something, do you?" purred
Banship, “Be quiet, Crey! I ecan handle
this extremely fly young gentleman bette
than you can, I think. And iust what is it
that you know, Mr. Ra &

“I know that Crey is nof
uncle,” replied Racke sulkily.

*And what of it?” asked Banship.

pouring

against cunning far

Digby’s

rea

““1 can have him arrested for a gwindle,
by gad!” al
“A swindle! How's that?”

“Qetting money out of Dighy by false
pretences!”
Crooke's face worked nervor He

already alarmed at his comrade’s holdne
but he thought it best te back him up.

“That's it!” he said. “We know a bit too
much about you two. You'd' better let us
have those I O U’s back. The cash you've
rooked us ©of ought to satisfy youl”
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“Oh, we've rooked you, have we

; 2" purred
Banship. 3
“You  know you have—an® Joliffa an®

‘Binks stood in with you!” fumed Racke,

“Instead of standing in with you to roo¥
us?” Banship retorted, with a knowing grin,
“Wicked. of them, wasn’t it? But you two
forget: that ‘we were hardly wortli pin
and that vou were quite eligible vict
the operation. Never mind that,
You can hardly make such a tale out
as will help your ease with parents,
masber, or magistrates, T fancy. And
yeur ¢
to prove ity

“When Digby knows—"

“He will do nothing —nothing af all, my
bright hoy! Digby has pride. I happen to
bate his tather more than I hate any cther
-man in the worid; but I give him eredit for
that aqu . and tuis boy eviden
chip of the old block. You wiil never

y to help you agiinst Crey. it
atse you will rot
inst Crey—you dare not!”
we?"” faltered Cr
L o1e saw, an
they were well on the way to coming to 1

“Beeause of these I O U's, which
settie you cnce for all at your schicol,
m heap g tronble for you at

That's wiry! Moreover, your s
ing what you knew until you 1}
yourselves into & tight corner would s
your chance, any 2

“You'd get yourselves into
tried to use those I O U’s
Crocke said sullenly.

“What is trouble to us? Ot
long round of trouble, my i
Here's a tip for you. As le
any reputation to lose—which
to be very lonz in the ¢a f
1 faney—don't pit your w these
of men whose reputations are already fai
up the spout. If Crey and I found ourseives
in the stone jug—but your hest efforss
send us there—we she!
as wa went in. See?”
They saw—too late!

Crey showed his teeth in a grin.

“Ben't frighten them to death, Bun? 3
said. “®ell them what we wanbt with them,

w're rine for it now!” E

“Haven't you had cnough out of us3
already?” asked Racke bitteriy.

‘anship touched the scrups of pa 5
Liim,

“These¢ are merely counters in a game we

are playing,” he said.

“An’ we're counters in i, too? Is
returned Racke. ;
Crooke saw that his face had

Crooke did not yet understand in t
but he felt vaguely hepeful.
“Correct! Now, if you will only do

a very
simple and easy thing for ws, ¥ou ean have

hesr inerimiratine documents hack. =y soni”

“What de you want us to & sked Racke.

“Young Digby is no friend of yours, 1 take
it?” Banship said.

“He i3 mot,” repiied Racke.

“I hate himt He did this for me,” Crooke
said, touching the eicatrice of the wound &his
own pedal had given him when Dig had
knocked him down.

“He is no friend of my pal Crey'’s, and hiz
father is my worst enemy,” went ¢n Banship.

Na he oo ant de-a awith voung Dighy ve
But we need something to help us in dealin
with him.”

“What i5 it?”" Racke ask

“A letter from hiz moth

The two stared. They
through this. 3 .

“Any letter, do you mean, or scme pat
ticular letter?” inguired Racke.

‘Creoke licked his dry lips nervously. He was
in a funk. But it was a double funk now.
Fear of what those two scoundrels wanted

i~ ta do on the one side. foar of what they
might do to him on the other.

Now,-as always-when they were in a hale,
the precious pair of pal