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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
For a Bessrving Cbject.
AM this way!”
“Pass the cake!”
“Likewise the esteemed butterful
scones !”

The Famous Five of the Greyfriars Remove
were going strong in Study No. 1.

An excellent feed had been prepared, and
Harry Wharton & Co., fresh from their
strenucus exertions on the foothall-field, pro-
ceeded to do full justice to the good things.

“What I like about the beginning of the
term,” said Bob Cherry, “is that there’s
plenty of tin fiying arcund. 1t’s a case of
* For to-night we'll merry be; to-morrow we'll
be stony!™

“Ha, ha, ha!”?

FPhere was certainly plenty of “4in” in
the coffers of the Famcus Five.

Harry Wharton had -been handsomely
tipped by his father, and so had Bob Cherry
by his. Frank Nugent had received a less
substantial, but quite a wuseful sum; and

Johnny Bull and Hurree Bingh had received.

iat remittances by pest.

As a result, Study No. 1 in the Remove
passage resembled a land flowing with milk
and honey. .

Presently there was a tap on the door.

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

Peter Todd, the leader of Study No. 7,
marched in. He had a sheet of paper in his
hand and a‘*beaming smile on his faee.

“Rally round, you fellows!” he exclaimed.

The Famous Five stared.

“Whom do you want us to rally round, and
why?” asked Harry Wharton.

F¥or answer, Peter Todd spread the paper
oub on the table. It appeared to be a sub-
seription list, though it did not contaim any
signatures as yet.

At the top of the list -appeared a cubting
from the local paper. It ran as follows:

“BOY’S LONELY STRUGGLE!

A very sad case of extreme hardship has
recently been hrought to our nc v

Little Bob Whee i

has been left to
poverty. Ou
Bob's father s < ¢ n the war, and
the widow has_been in receipt of a pension,
which has enabled her to keep things going.

Now comes the sad news of M Wheeler’s
death; and Bob is lelt practically destitute.

His salary, of course, is not large; and we
appeal ‘to our readers to support tihe boy-in
this crisis.

Contributions of menay, clothing, ete., will
he gratefully received by the Editor.”

“Peor kid!” said Beb Cherry softly. “He's
up against it, and no mistake!” <

“Beth parent’s dead, and he’s earning about
eight bob a week,” said Wharton. - “If ever
there was a deserving case, it’s this cne!”

“Hear, hear!”

“Are you collecting contributions, Teddy ?”
inquired Nugent.

Peter nodded.

“It struck me as being a good plan,” he
said. “It ought not to be difficult to raise
two or three quid from the Remove. Will
you set the ball rolling, Wharton?” 2

Harry shook his head.

“The captain of the Form ought to head
the list,” he said.

“That’s so,” said Johnny Bull. “Go along
and eolleet a contribution from Carr; and
then come back to this study.” =

“All serene!” said Peter Todd.

And he went along to Dennis Carr’s study :
which Dennis happened to have to himself at
that moment.

The new captain of the Remove—Dennis had
‘been elected at the end of the previous term—
was seated at the table writing a letter.
Evidently the- composition of the letter was
causing him a good deal of anxiety, for his
hair was rumpled and awry, and there was'a
thoughtful frown on his handsome but rather
pale face.

- Peter Todd advanced into the study with |

the subscription-list.
“Look here, Carr: ? he began.
Dennis made an impatient gesture.
“Buzz off !I” he growled. s
“But I want you!” protested Peter Tedd.
“Well, I'm not available at the moment.
Can’t you see that I'm busy?”’ E
But Peter was not to be put off. He held
the subseription-list under Dennis Carr’s nose,

and Dennis could not help reading the news-,

paper cutting which -was pasted on the top
of the sheet.

said Peter Todd. “This kid Bob Wheeler
often comes up to the school to delive
groceries. He’s a decent little chap, and i
rough luck that he should ‘have lost ‘his
mater. 1t's up te us to rally round him and
set the poor kid on his feet again!”

“It's a very deserving case, af you'll see,” |
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Dennis Carr was silent.

Peter Todd waited, with growing imr-
patience for the captain of the Remove to
put his hand in his pocket and head the sub-
scription-list with a generous donation.

But, Dennis Carr did not do so—for the
simple reasogn that he couldn't! He had
quarrclled with his father during the vaca-
tion, and had refused to accept any pocket-
money from him. The result was that Dennis

had come back to Greyfriars with only a.

few shillings in hig pocket, and that amount
was now exhausted.

But how could he explain to Peter Todd—
or to anyone else, for that matter—that he
was in the state known as' “stony ”? They
would not-understand. They would imagine
that he had been playing ducks and drakes
with his money—that he had expended it in
gambling.

Peter Todd glanced curiously at the captain
of the Remove.

“Are you wondering how much to give?”
hie asked.

“No.”

_t;‘”You’re -going to give something, I take
e :
Peter - Todd jumped.
written all over his face.
“You—— Surely you agree that this is a

deserving case?” he exclaimed. =

“Oh, quite!” said Dennis.

“And yet you refuse
rolling 2

“I’'m sorry, but—-—"

Peter Todd bristied up.

“Bless your “orrow!” he snapped. “I ex-
pected you to fork out a quid right away. I
thought you were a generous sort of fellow,
but I’'m dushed if T think so now! You're
23 mean as they make ‘em!”

And with this Parthian shot the indignant
collector of subseriptions stamped out of the
study.

“Hallo, hallo, halle!” ejaculated Rob
Cherry, when Peter Tadd veappeared in
Study No. 1. “Wherefore that clouded brow,
Toddy?”

Peter Tedd fairly exploded.

“Carr refuses to.  give anything!” he
exclaimed.

“What??

“It’s-a fact! T tackled him for a subserip-
tion, and he told me, in effect, that there was
nothing doing.”

“Qreat Scott)”

Astonishiment was

to set the ball

(Conyright in the -United States of America.)
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The Famous Five stared blankly at each
pther.

They liked Dennis Carr very much, and they

- had never deemed him capable of an act of
meanness—until now. < 3

“This takes the bun!” said Bob Cherry.
“Did Carr explain why he won't give any-
thing?”

“No,” said Peter Todd. “He agreed i was
a deserving case, but he wouldn’f stump up.
There’s a Form-captain for you! A fat lot
Carr cares about this kid Wheeler! All he
thinks about is himself

The Famous Five were surprised and indig-
nant. They had expected Dennis Carr to head
the subseription-list, and he had refused.

- “1f Carr won't pave the way, I suppose I'd
«better!” said Harry Wharton.

And he handed a ten-shilling-note to Peter
Todd. 2
- The other members of the Famous Five
followed suit, .

“That’s the style!” said Peter
half-a-quid myself, so that mak
already.”

“You spoke of raising two or three quids,”
_said Johnny Bull. “But if the other fellows

“I'm giving
three quid

rally round there’s no reason why you
shouldn’t raise ten!”
Peter Todd nodded, and continued his

quest for subscriptions.

He reaped a rich harvest from most of the
Remove studies.

Lord Manleverer contributed a pound, and
so did Vernon-Smith. Other feilows, inciud-
ing -Russell, Morgan, Wibley, Ogilvy, Linley,
Desmond, Newland, Penfold, Bulstrode, and
Redwing, gave five shillings each.

Even Skinner and Bolsover major came up
to the scratch—although Skinner admitted
that it was like having teeth cxtracted to
part with half-a-crown. .

Having obtained nine pounds, Peter Todd
went along to his own Study—No. 7. His
cousin  Alenzo was present; likewise Billy
Bunter and Tom Dutton.

“How is the collection progressing, my dear
Peter?” inquired Alonzo.

“Famously!” replied Peter. “1
another quid to make it up to ten.”

Billy -Bunter- looked uneasy.

“I—I say, Toddy,” he faltered, “wouldn't it |

be a good idea to leave this study till last?”
“That's precisely what I have done,” said
Peter.

“There's only another quid wanted,” Peter
went on, “and I'm looking to you three to
raise it -hetween you. ”

Alenzo counted out seven-and-sixpence, and
handed the money over to Peter.

At the same moment Billy Bunter sidled
towards the door.

ST,

No, you don't, my pippin!” said Peter
Todd grimly. “You're going to pay your
whack "

“Oh, really, Toddy! I-I've got an
appointment.”
“Rats! Shall I put you down for seven-

and-six or five- boh?"

Billy Bunter brightened up.

“You can put me down for fifteen bob it
you like,” he said. “I'll settle up when my
postal-order comes.”

Peter Todd snorted. He knew that postal-
order of old. It existed, certainly, but only
in the fertile imagination of Williatr George
Bunter.

“You burbling chump!
once,” said Peter.-

The fat junior replied mournfully that he
was “broke,” and Peter, realising that it
was impessible to get blood out of a stone,
turned to Tom Dutton.

“What can I put you down for?” he asked.

“Eh?” said the deaf junior. “I wasn't
frowning!”

“I didn't say you were, fathead! How
much are you going to give towards the
relief of this sad case?”

Tom Dutton jumped to his feet.

“What's the matter with my face?" he
demanded warmly.

“Oh, my hat! I said case—case!” shouted
Peter.

“I quite agree
“You're a case,
Hateh!”

“You—you—"

Peter Todd came within an ace of punch-
ing his study-mate with great violence on
the nose. But he was very anxious to make
up the amount to ten pounds, and it would
be unwise to quarrel with Tom Dutton.

Placing his mouth close to his study-mate's
ear, Peter literally bellowed at him, as
follows :

“We're getting up a subscription for the

I want spot-cash at

with you,” said Dutton.
right enough—for Colaey

want

relief of ‘a poor kid in Courtfisld. who is
down on his luck. I've already collected nine
pounds seven-and-six from the fellows. What
will you give?”

Tom Dutton, understanding at last, readily
plunged his hand into his pocket.

“Why didn't you explain this to me
before?” he said.
Peter gasped. It was a babit of Tom

Dutton's to pretend that a misunderstanding
was never his fault.

But the deaf junior couvld be forgiven a
great deal, for he handed seven-and-sixpence
to Peter Todd, and said ke was sorry that
funds- wouldn't run to more.

“Many thanks!” said Pcter. *“This brings
us to within five bob of the required amount.”

“Why not raise five bob from the Head?”
suggested Billy Bunter.

“Rats! This is the Remove's show.
We're going to raise ten quid on eur own,
independent of the masters.”

And Peter succeeded, too!

Fisher T. Fish, who had been absent from
his study when Peter Todd had called before,
actually subscribed the necessary five
shillings. >

Fish was not given to generosity az a rule,
but the appeal on behaif of the orphan lad
proved irresistible.

That evening Peter Todd cycled over to
Courtfield and deposited the ten pounds with
the editor of the local paper.

_The Remove had certainly rallied to the
occasion. Only two fellows—Dennis Carr and
Billy Bunter—had turned a deaf ear to the
appeal.

In Bunter's case this was understandable.
The fat junior had no money, and even if
he had he would not have given any of it
to charity. "It would have found its way into
the till at the tuckshop. .

But Dennis Carr’s failure to do the decent
thing was not so readily understood. Even
Dennis’ chums were beginning to suspect him
of meanness.

Dennis was the last to arrive in the Remove
dormitory that evening, and he flushed as
a hostile chorus greeted him.

“¥aht”

“Mean cad!”

“(Close-fisted rotter!”

With '‘burning cheeks Dennis crossed over
to his hed.

“Shut up!” he snapped irritably.

But the juniors were angry and indignant
with their Form-captain, who had to suffer
a good many taunts and sneers before Win-
gate of the Sixth came in to see lights out.

Twenty-four hours before, Dennis had been
the most popular in the Remove. Now
no one had a good word to say for him. He
had fallen from favour, and he alone knew
that it 'was through no fault of his own.

Dennis had declined the financial assistance
offered him by his father, with the result
that he was as badly off as Bunter. He
hadn’t a penny to call his own; but it would
have been no use telling the other fellows
that, for the simple reason that they would
never have believed him.

Bven after Wingate had retired there was
still a buzz of protest at the supposed mean-
ness of Dennis Carr.

The captain of the Remove did not pass
a pleasant pnight. He was haunted by the
knowledge that he would have to go through
a whole term without pocket-money.

It would be a great ordeal, but Dennis
determined to face it rather than sink his
pride and write to his father for money.

His father had treated him with rank in-
justice, and Dennis hated him. And he
would never be able to bring himself to ask
favours of a man he hated.

“1'll remain broke !"- was his final reflection.
But the prospect was anything but cheer-
ful.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Black News. =

113 LESS my soul!”
B Dr. Locke uttered the exclama-

tion in great perplexity.

The Headmaster of Grefriars was
going through his morping correspondence.
In his hand he held a narrow strip of pink
paper, attached to which was a letter.

The strip of pink paper was a cheque, and
the letter was from a well-known London
bank.

Still perplexed, Dr. Locke laid down both
letter and cheque on the table in front of
him., He took off his glasses and polished
them, still gazing intently at his unusual
item of correspondence. =

Replacing his glasses, and even now unable

to believe the evidence of his eyes, he glanced
again at the cheque. s

Across it was scrawled in blue pencil the
terse words, “No account.”

“Dishonoured!” murmured the Head.
“This is amazing! Mr. Carr's cheques in
the .past have been quite—"

He turned back the cheque and perused
the letter, which ran as follows:

“Dear Sir,

Mr. Richard Carr’s Account.

With reference to the attached cheque, we
regret we are unable to honour this, as our
client’s account has now been closed.

We are, ~déar Sir,
Yours faithfully,
The London and Suburban Bank.”

Dr. Locke’s astonishment grew.

That cheque had beea sent in payment of
Dennis Carr’s school fees for the current
jcterm, and the bankers had refused to accept
it.

What was wrong?

Had Mr. Carr transferred

his banking
account elsewhere?

Or had he come to the

end of his financial resources?

¢+ Never before had Dr. Locke had a cheque
returned to him in this way, and he could
not for the life of him understand what was
amiss.

1l have to write to Mr. Carr for an
ation,” murmured the Head.

And he was about to carry out his inten-
tion when there was a tap on the door of
his study.

“Come in!” said Dr. Locke.

Trotter, the school page, entered with a
telegram:

“For me?” queried the Head.

“Yessir.” =

Dr. Locke was already in a bewildered
frame of mind as a result of the returned
cheque, and his bewilderment increased as
he opéned the telegram.

The message ran thus:

“Headmaster, Greyfriars, Triardale.—
Please wire or 'phone whether Dennis Carr's
term fees have been paid.—Chambers &
Temple, Solicitors, Lincoln's Inn.”

“Dear me!” muttered the Head.
indeed an eventful morning!”

“Any answer, sir?” asked Trotter.

Dr. Locke debated for a moment whether
he should wire or telephone to the solicitors.
Finally he decided to adopt the latter course.

“No, Trotter, there is no answer,” he said.

The page withdrew, and the Head con-
sulted the London Telephone Directory. He
found the number he wanted, and took up
the received.

“I"  want
announced.

“You'll have to wait an hour or so for the
call to come through, sir,” answered the
operator.

“Very well,” said the Head.

.And he replaced the receiver, and returned
to his writing-table.

Work, however, was inipossible. Dr. Locke
was trying to fathom the- mystery which
surrounded Dennis Carr’s father.

What could be the meaning of those two
communications—the letter from the bank,
and the telegram from the solicitors?

The only explanation which occurred to the
Head was that Mr. Carr was involved in
money troubles.

At the end of an hour the telephone-bell
rang. =

Dr. Locke stepped quickly towards the in-
strument.

“Your call’s through, sir,” said the operator.

“Thank you!”

There was a moment's pause; then a voice
sounded over the wires.

“This is

Holborn 0158, blease!" he

“Hallo! Who is that?” 5

“I am the headmaster of Greyfriars. Is
that Messrs. Chambers & Temple?”

“Yes—Mr. Chambers  speaking. You

received our telegram?”

“I did,” said Dr. Locke.
is amiss?”

Fhere was a cough at the other end of the
wire—the preliminary cough of a man about
to break unpleasant news.

“You may have wondered why we wired
vou, Dr. Locke, on the subject of Dennis
Carr’s schooi fees. We are the solicitors deal-
ing with the affairs of the late Mr. Carr—"

The Head gave a jump. He nearly dropped
the receiver.

“The—the late Mr. Carr!” he gasped. “I
~do not understand—-"

THE PENNY PoPULAR.—NoO. 51.
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There was another cough at the other end
of -the wire—followed by the staggering
message : i

“Mr. Carr is dead!”

Dr. Locke - uttered an “exclamation of
dismay—almoest of incredulity.

“Dead!”

“Yes. He died suddenly last evening. It

is very tragic, Dr. Locke—painfully so,
especially as the boy—Dennis—is now bereft
of both parents. To make matters even
worse, our late client’s financial affairs are,
50 far as we can’ ascertain, in a deplorable
condition. You may or may not be aware
that shortly before his death he was involved
in a libel action—"

“I certainly was not aware of it,” said Dr.
Locke.
““Unfortunately,” continued thé solicitor,
“judgment was given against Mr. Carr, and
he was called upon to pay a very large sum
of money. This calamity appears to have
drained his resources.”

“Bless my soul!” »

“Owing to his sudden and unexpected
demise, Mr. Carr’s affairs are in a most com-
plicated condition,” Mr. Chambers went on.
“1t is difficult to know what accounts have

been settled, and what bills are still out-’

standing. With regard to his son’s school
fees—"

“'They have not been paid,” said the Head.
“Mr. Carr certainly sent a cheque, but it
has come back from the bank this morning,
marked ‘No Account.’”

“Then I fear that Dennis will have te be
withdrawn from the school. It is extremely
unltikely that there will be sufficient money
to pay his fees for the term.”

“Good heavens!” murmured Dr. Locke, in
great distress. “This is a tragedy indeed!”

‘There was a pause. Then the curt voice of
the operator exclaimed:

“The three minutes are up!”

“Keep us on!” said Mr. Chambers. *“We
will have ancther three. Are you there, Dr.
Locke?”

*Yes.”

“I-.am about te¢ write to Deunnis Carr, on
behalf of the firm, to acquaint him with the
sad news_of his father’s death.”

Dr. Locke shuddered a little. He could well
imagine the effect such a letter would bhave
upen -the -unfortunate junior. It would be
couched in cold, formal tones, and the shock
would he terrible.

“Yixcuse me,” said the Head, “but I should
prefer to break the news to Carr myself.”

“Very well, Dr. Locke!”

The two men continued to discuss the tragic
event of Mr. Carr’s death until the operator’s
voice again interrupted them.

Then the Head slowly replaced the receiver
on its hooks, and resumed his seat at the
writing-table.

“Poor lad! Poor lad!” he murmured.

For some moments he sat immersed in
thought, hesitating to send for Dennis Carr.
But he realised that the sad tidings would
have to he told sooner or later.

The Head pressed the bell, and Trotter
appeared.

“Go to the Remove Form-room, Trotter,
and tell Mr. Quelch that I wish to see Carr.”

“Werry good, sir.”

And the school page departed on his errand.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Dennis Declines.
FEW moments later Dennis Carr
crossed the Close with a thoughtful

expression on his face.

A summons to the Head's study
in the middle of morning lessons was a most
unusual occurrence.

Why had Dr. Locke sent for him?

The new term had only just started, and
it was inconeeivable that the Head had dis-
covered some misdemeanour.

What, then, could be the
sudden summons?

“Must be something important,” muttered
Dennis, “or the Head would have left it till
after lessons.”

"1 say, Carr. Where are you geing?”

Dennis looked up with a start as

meaning of thjs

Biliy

Bunter encountered bim with that question.-

The fat junior had successfully dodged
morning lessons by repréesenting to Mr. Quelch
at the breakfast-table that he was suffering
from a cough, a cold, a splitting headache,
violent pains in the back and chest, and
various other ailments.

Mr. Quelch had heen sceptical, but he had

THE PENNY POPULAR—No, 51,

noticed that Bunter looked paler than usual,
and had told him te report to the matron.

Billy Bunter, however, did not appear to
relish the prospect of a morning in the sanny,
and was spending his time in the Close, with’
gp excuse handy in case anyone questioned

im. .
“Where are you going?” repeated the fat
junior, blinking at Dennis.

“Head's study,” said the latter curtly.

“What for?”

“Haven't the foggiest notion!”

Billy Buntér gave a fat chuckle.

“He, he, he! I reckon you're going to get
licked. And it serves you jolly well right,
for being sueh a mean heast!” added Bunter,
retreating to a safe distance as he spoke.

“All right, you fat worm!” said Dennis
grimly. “I ean’t stop to slanghter you now,
but I'll settle your hash afterwards!”

And he passed on to the Head's study.

Billy Bunter followed stealthily, like a fat
cat in furtive pursuit of a mouse. He was
very curious to know why the Head had sent
for Dennis Carr; and he intended to make
good use of Dr. Locke’s keyhole.

Blissfully unaware of the fact that he was
being followed, Dennis Carr tapped on the
door of the Head’s study.

Dr. Locke’s voice—unusually low and husky
—bade the junior enter. =

One glance at the Head's face told Dennis
that something was wrong—more, that some-
thing was very seriously wrong.

“You sent for me, sir,” said Dennis, his
heart beating quicker than usual.

The Head nodded. He rose to his feet, and
laid his hand on the junior’s shoulder.

Dennis glanced in alarm at Dr. Locke's
troubled face.

The junior rgealled a scene in this same
study, some months before, on the occasion
of his mother’s death.

Had anything happened to his father?

Presently the Head spoke:

“1 have bad news for you, my boy. It was
with eonsiderable regret that 1 learned this
morning that—that——"

The Head could not go on. Dennis Carr’s
white face, and his anxious, wistful expres-
sion, almost unmanned him.

It was a terribly difficult task to have to
communicate the sad news. And the Head
could scarcely bring himself to pronounce the
fateful words. The junior, however, simpli-
fied matters for him. .

“My father!” exclaimed Dennis. “He is
in?”

“No, my poor boy; he is—-"

There was no necessity for the Head to
finish the sentence.

Dennis Carr realised only too clearly the
dreadful truth.

His father was dead!

To the junior’s stunned gaze everything
in the Head's study became blurred and in-
distinct.

The Head was speaking to him, but Dennis
neither heard nor heeded what was said.

Dr. Locke led the junior to a chair, and
Dennis sat down and buried his face in his
hands. He was stricken with grief—and
remorse.

He had hated and insulted his father. He
had parted from him in anger and hitterness.

And now it was too late to offer an apology
—too late to pateh up the quarrel. His father
had been taken from him.

After a long interval, Dennis Carr looked
up. :

No tears had.come as yet to afford an
outlet for his grief. Dry-eyed, but with pallor
in his cheeks, Dennis addressed the Head.

“Tell me all about it, sir,” he said quietly.
“I—I think I ean bear to hear it now!”

And then the Head related the details, as
he knew them. He did not withhold any
of the facts. He explained that Mr. Carr,
shortly before his death, had become in-
volved in an action: for libel, which resulted
in_the loss of practically all his money.

Dennis gave a violent start. ~

“No wonder he ‘was' cross and irritable
during the vac!” he exclaimed. “No wonder
he seemed to be harsh and unjust! He must
have been worried at the'loss of his money.”

“Undoubtedly !” said the Head.

“And yet he wanted to give me five pounds
as pocket-money for the term,” said Dennis.
“It was probably the last five pounds he had
in the world. And I didn’t accept it. I
flung it back at him, and insulted him!' I
acted like a low-down cad!”

“Hush!” said the Head gently. “You must
not talk like this. I am indeed sorry for yeu,

Carr, in your extremity—though I fear my
poor consolation will be of little use.”

“Does this mean that my term-fees haven't
been paid, sir?” inquired Dennis.

The Head nodded.

“In that case, sir, I must.leave Greyfriars.
I must give up my schooling, and work for
a living,”

“I am hoping that we shall be able to aveid
that contingency,” said@ Dr. Locke. ! You
have acquitted yourself very creditably here;
yow have risen to be captain of your Form;
and I should not like to see you withdrawn
from the school.”

“But—but I cannot stay here unless my
fees are paid, sir!”

“I shall put your case before the governors,”
said the Head. “In the exceptional circum-
stances, I have no doubt they will consent to
your remaining at the school.”

Dennis flushed.

“I couldn’t stay here om charity, sir,” he
said. “That would be quite impossible. I
hope you don’t think me ungrateful—I appre-
ciate your kindness more than I can say—
but now that my fees cannot be paid, I
should prefer to clear out.”

The Head sighed.

“It is as you wish, Carr,” he said. “But I
shall be sorry to see sueh a promising sehool
career cut short. Will you not think it
over ?*

“I've already made up my mind, sir,” said
Dennis steadily. “The governors are awfully
decent, I know, but I couldn't allow any of
them to pay for my schooling. I'll go.”

“You will find it a very harsh world, I am
afraid,” said the Head. “You will be fight-
ing an up-hill battle. In these days of
inflated prices, it is doubtful if you will be
able to support yourself.”

“I'm ready to take my chance, sir.”

It was eventually decided that Dennis
ghould leave Greyfriars for good the next

ay.

The junior had received many crushing
;)llqws in the past, but none so erushing as

115.

Just when, his schoo! ecareer was full ¢f
promise for the future, he was compelled to
give it up.

On the morrow he would be no longer a
public schoolboy. He would be a toiler,
taking his part in the great world cf werk.

Fate had indeed dealt Dennis Carr a knock-
out blow. :

Not only had his father’s death been un-
expected, but also the news concerning Mr.
Carr’s finaneial affairs.

Dennis had always regarded his father a3
rich; not, perhaps, on such a large scale as
Vernon-Smith’s father or Johnny Bull’s uncle,
but rich for all that. And now came the
intelligence that he had died in a state of
bankruptey. :

When the interview with the Head was at
an end, Dennis Carr quitted the study with
a heavy heart.

As he opened the door a fat figure scuttled
away along the corridor. -

Billy Bunter, stationed at the keyhole, had
heard every word of the conversation between
the Head and the junior.

Dennis saw the Owl of the Remove disap-
pear, but he did not give chase. He went
along to his study, threw himself into the
armchair, and stayed there for the remainder
of the morning, reviewing the past and at-
tempting to make plans for the future.

——

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
A Shock for the Remove!
‘¢ SAY, you fellows—~ <
Billg Bunter’s voice fairly vibrated
with éxcitement.

The fat junier encountered the
Removites as they swarmed out ef the
Form-room, and he stood in their path, bursi-
ing with importance and news. -

“You young spoofer!” growled Harry Whar-
ton. “I don't believe you've spent the
morning in the sanny at all!”

“0Oh, really, "Wharton——*

The other members of the Famous Five
chuckled.

“How’s the lumbago, Bunty?*

“And the gout?”

“And the broken back?”

S Hg ha —hat?

Billy Bunter ignered these
santries.

“I say,
happened !”

“Has Mrs. Mimble put up her prices?”
inquired Nugent.

“Rats! It's about Carr.”

little plea-

you fellows, something awful's
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Dennis Carr looked up in surprise as Fisher T. Fish entered under escort.
. auction sale realised exactly eight quid,’’ said Bob Cherry.

over the spoils. (See page7:)

‘“ What the thump——"’
‘“ We’'ve brought the auctioneer along, so that he can hand

he began. ¢ The

“Carr!” echoed Bob Cherry. “What's
wrong with Carr?”

“He's leaving Greyfriars.”

“Eh?”

“His pater died last night—*

“Great Scott!”

The faces of the juniors became grave at
opce. They knew -that Billy Bunter was a
notorious fibber, but he would scarcely be
likely to tell a lie of that sort.

The fat junior saw that he had made an
impression, and he continued, in tones of
excitement:

- “His pater died last night, and he didn’t
leave a penny—not a single cent! Carr's a
pauper!”

Harry Wharton seized the speaker by the
arm.

“Where did you pick up this information?”
he demanded. .

“Ahem! The—the Head "told me in con-
fidence, you know!”

“Rats!” -

“You've been listening at the Head's key-
hole, you spying worm!” exclaimed Johnny
Bull

“Oh, really, Bull, I hope I'm above that
sort of thing! It’s true that my bootlace
happened to come undone outside the Head’s
door, and while I was doing it up I happened
to hear the Head telling Carr the whole
miserable story. Foor old Carr! I feel rather
sorry for him, really. You see, he's got to
leave Greyfriars, and go out and earn his
living—as an errand-boy, most likely.”

The juniors exchanged startled glances,

They could not doubt that Bunter, for once
in a way, was telling the truth.

The fact that Dennis Carr had not re-
turned to the Form-room suggested that
something was seriously wrong.

“You fellows were chipping Carr yester-
day,” Bunter went on, “because he didn't
tome up to the scratch with a subscription.
The fact of the matter was, he was broke.”

“My hat!”

“At the end of the vac his pater offered
him a fiver, but he refused to take it. There
had been a quarrel, or something. The re-
sult was Carr came back to the school with
hardly any pocket-money.”

“Oh, help!” gasped Peter Todd.
called him a mean rotter!”

“We all thought him mean,” said Wharton,
“and he was nothing of the sort. He'd have
given cheerfully if he’d had the cash.”

“Where is Carr now?” asked Bob Cherry.

“In his study,” said Bunter. “I expect he
feels like putting a bullet through himself,
I know I should, in similar cires. I——"

“Bunter!”

It was the stern voice of Mr. Quelch, who
had just emerged from the Form-room into
the passage.

Billy Bunter stood blinking at the Form-
master, his knees fairly knoeking together.

“What are you doing here?” demanded
Mr. Queich. “I understood you were in the
sanatorinm.”
© “T ought to be, sir,” said Bunter. “But
the—the fact is, I hadn't the strength to
get up there!”

“Boy!” ;

“1 feel awfully weak, sir,” Bunter went -on.
“8o weak that I doubt if I shall be able to
tackle a fifth helping -of pudding at dinner-
time. T've got shooting-stabbing pains in

“And I

“the chest and back——"

Mr. Quelch frowned.

“You will shortly experience similar pains
in the palms of your hands!” he said grimly.
“I am convinced that you lied to me at the
breakfast-table, when you represented that
you were unwell, Follow me into the Form-
room, Bunter!”

Very reluctantly, the fat junior obeyed.

In his eagerness to communicate the latest
news to the Removites, Billy Bunter had
quite overlocked the possibility of being
“spotted ” by Mr. Quelch. E:

But he was fairly caught now, and the next
moment his yells rang through the Iorm-
room.

Harry Wharton & Co. had no sympathy to
waste upon the Owl of the Remove. - They
went along to Dennis Carr's study.

Dennis was still seated in the armechair.
His schoolfellows could tell at a glance that
he was utterly “down and out.”

“Carr, old fellow,” said Mark Linley
quietly, “we've just heard bad news alout
your pater. Is it true?”

Dennis nodded without speaking.

“And is it true that youw're leaving Grey-
friars?” asked Nugent.

“Yes.”

“But—but why?”

“My term-fees haven't been paid,” said the
junior dully.

“But surely you've got some rich relations
who'll see you through?” exclaimed Bob
Cherry. 2

Dennis shook his head.

“I haven't a relation in the world now,"” he
said.

There was a long silence in the study.

The looks of Dennis Carr’s visitors were
very sympathetic. They felt for him in his
crushing misfortune. But what could they do
to remedy the appalling situation?

“When are you going, Carr?”
Wharton, at length.

“To-morrow.”

“So soon?”

“There’s nothing to stay here for.”

Johnny Bull was seized with what he con-
sidered a brilliant idea.

“Tell you what, Carr,” he said. “You stay
on here, and win a scholarship. Other fellows
have done it.”

“1've got to start earning my own living
sooner or later,” replied Dennis. “Winning
a scholarship would only be putting off the
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evil day.
once.”

“We're awfully sorry about what happenecd
yesterday!” said Peter Todd. “Why didn't
you explain that you were broke?”

“I thought you might not wunderstand.
After all, when a fellow tells you at the be-
ginning of a mew term- that he hasn’t any
pocket-money, it takes some swallowing.”

“We all voted you a mean cad,” said Bob
Cherry; “and we should like to take that
back,”

“Hear, hear!”

“That’s quite all right.” said Dennis. “I
could hardly blame you for thinking as you
did.”

Having attempted, but with scant success,
to comfort their stricken schoolfellow, Harry
Wharten & Co. quitted the study.

They had originally intended to play foot-
ball; but, instead, they strolled to and fro in
the Ciose, discussing the tragic situation.

“1t’s an awful shame that a fellow like Carr
should be ruined for the want of a little
money,” said Harry Wharton.

And the others agreed.

“I only wish we could help him in some
way,” Wharton went on. “I'm sure my pater
1id agree to pay part of Carr’s school fees,
if the case were explained to him.”

5o would mine, like a shot!”
Cherry.

“My uncle would help, too,” said Johnny
Bull. - “He took quite a fancy to Carr the
last time he came down.”

“Supposing we go and put it to Carr?”
suggested Nugent. 2

“I'm afraid we shall have no luck,” said
Mark Linley. “Carr’s pride wouldn't allow
him to aceept favours from othiers.”

“8tilt, we’ll put it to him like Dutch
uncles,” said Bob Cherry.

And the juniers did. — They returned to
Dennis Carr’s study, and asked for permission
to write to their parents and guardians, with
a view to Dennis being kept on at Grey-
friars.

Mark Linley’s prophecy proved correct.

Dennis Carr would not hear of such a
course.,

“It’s awfully deeenﬁ of you fellows to sug-
cest it,” he said. “The Head suggested the
same thmﬂ But I'ean’t stay here on charit
—1 simply can’t!” .

“But think of the alternative!” said Whar-
ton. “Think of all the hardships you'll meet
in trying to earn your own living !’

“I've already thought of then ” replied
Dennis; “and, what’s more, I'm ready to face
them!”

There was determination jn the junior's
tone. And Harry Wharton & Co. were obliged
to retire from the study realising that there
was nothing more to be said.

Dennis (,nrr had hm.lly and definitely made
up his mind to bid gocd-bye to Greyiriars.

T mean to take the plunge at

said Beb

THE FiIFTH CHAPTER.
Raising the Wind.
ORD MAULEVERER and Sir Jimmy
Vivian, who shared Dennis Carr’s
° study, were very upset to know that
-they would shortly be losing their
study-mate.

They were very much attached to Dennis,
and his going would lea\e a gap which would
not easily be filled.

“I wish you would let us help you, begad!”
said Mauly, for the tenth time,

But 'Denms resolutely refused to accept
help, although he knew that the schooiboy
earl was simply rolling in riches.

“1t’s not a scrap of use, Mauly,” he said.
“You're an awfully good sort—omne of the
best—but I'm not going to sponge on you.”

“It’s not spongin’, dear bLoy.”

But Dennis seemed to think otherwise.

“I hate to behave like a bear with a sore
head,” he said; “but I'd rather you didn’t
. mention the subject again, M,lulv. t only

makes things harder for me.

The schoothoy earl nodded sympathetically,
and he and Sir Jimmy Vivian quitted the
study.

When they had gone Dennis gave himself
up to gloomy reflection.

It was a half-holiday, but he naturally
didn’t feel up to playing football, despite the
fact that this was his last chance of a game,

“Time 1 did my packing,” he murmured.

And then it occurred to him for-the first
time that he lacked the money to pay for
his railway-fare to London on the morrow.

1t was absolutely essential that {he money
should be raised; and it would also be
necessary for Dennis to have some cash in
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hand in order to keep himself in fown while
he searched for employment.

“My hat!” muttered the junior. “I'm
tairly up against it! I've wefused help from
the fellows. How on earth am I going to
raise ;the wind?”

There was only one solution to this problem,
and it occurred to Dennis at length.

He must sell up his belongings. His cricket
flannels, his bat, his books, his pictures—al
would have to go. S

It was not a pleasant prospect, but it was
the only way. -

Dennis gathered up his belongings, and
made a little pile of them on the study
table. He was contemplating them rather
wistfully, when Fisher T. Fish of the Re-
move appeared in the doorway.

“Hallo, Carr!” he said. “I just looked in

“Then I think youd better lock out
again!” said Dennis.

“1 guess——"

“This is no place for guesswork! Buzz off!”

Fisher T. Fish, instcad of removing his un-
welcome presence, advanced into the study.

“I guess I was wondering if you had any-
thing to give away!” he said.

“Eh?”

“You're quitting this sleepy old place to-
morrow. Got any souvenirs to leave behind?
Got anything to throw to the mob?”

Dennis stared.

“I'm giving no if that's
you mean,” he said.

“You've got some good stuff there,” said
Fish, running a critical eye over Dennis
Carr’s property.

“1 know. But I want to seli
it away.”

Fish comprehended at once.

“I get you!” he said. “But don’t you
worry about selling it. Leave that part of the
bizney to me. I'll dispese of it by auction in
the Rag.”

Dennis Carr hesitated.

He realised that it would be a dlstacteful
task to conduct the sale himself.

Why not appeint Fisher T. Fish as his
auctioneer?

“I'll see that you get jolly gocd prices for
all this stuff!” said Fish persuasively. “That
cricket-bat alone will feteh four dollars.”

Dennis smiled faintly.

“I doubt whether it will fetch bhalf-a-
crown,” he said. “It’s the wrong time of the
year to seil a bat. If it was the spring——"

“Don’t you worry,” said Fish confidently.
“Pll get four dollars for this hyer bat, or
perigh in the attempt! In fact, I'll make thls
auction-sale a roaring successA—right from the
word go! There are no flies on me, I guess!
I get there every time, and the other galoots
are left floundering on their backs at the first
hurdle! Will you let me see this through
for you, Carr?”

“All right!” said Dennis shortly.

“0f course,” said Fisher T. Fish, clearing his
throat, “I shall deduct ten per cent. from the
proceeds of the sale—my commission, you
know. You can’t expect me to offer my
services free, gratis, and for nothing.”

“Trust, you to look after Number Gne!” said
Dennis. “All right, Fishy. I'll leave it in
your hands. But mind you don’'t run the
prices up too high. I don’t want
to be swindled!”

Fish chuckled.

“They 'won't be swindied, bless their
hearts!” he said. “Can I take the stufl along
to my own study?”

“No; you'd better leave it here until the
auetlon s due to start,” said Dennis.

Fisher T. Fish nodded and withdrew, rub-
bing his bony hands in anticipation of doing
great business.

When Harry Wharton & Co.- trooped into
the building at tea-time, they found the fol-
lowing announcement on the notice-board:

“NOTICE!
MR. FISHER TARLETON FItH
(of New York City)

has been instructed to-sell by public auction,
in the Rag, at 8 p.m.,

THE HOUSEHOLD FURNITURE AND
EFFECTS

away, what

W@

it—not give

of
DENNIS CARR,
inciuding a set of Cricket Flannels, a Magni-
ficent Bat, a Fishing-rod, and many Priceless
Books and Pictures.
WALK UP! WALK UP! WALK TUP!
F-1-8-H SPELLS STRAIGHT DEALING !”

inz to get rid of his things.

the fellows [

“Rather rich, that!” remarked Bob Cherry.
“I always thourrht F-i-s-h spelt Fish!”

“And a very fishy Fish at that!” eaid
Johnny Bull

.“Ha, ha, ha!”?

“Carr’s a chump!” was Harry Wharton's
verdict. “I cam quite understand him want-
] But f:mcy
appointing a shark like Fish to be auctioneer!”

“We'll see that Carr gets a good price for
his stuff,” said Nugent.

“And we’ll also see that Fishy doesu't bag
any commission,” said Mark Linley.

“Hear, hear!?

The chums of the Remove made up their
minds that the auction salé would prove a
big success for Dennis Carr, and a ghastly
fmlure so far as Fisher T. Fish was cen-
cerned.

Quite a crowd of fellows swarmed into the
Rag at the appointed time.

Dennig® Carr didn’t turn up; but the aue-
tioneer was early on the scene with the
property which was about to he sold.

Fish had placed a chair on the table, and
he was seated on the chair, which was sur-
rounded by the various items awaiting. dis-
posal.

“Roll up, gents!” he said affably.
tion starts at eight sharp!”

“Want any help, Fishy?’ inquired
Bunter.

“@Go and chop chips!”

“Ha, ha, ha [

When the first stroke of eight scunded
from the clock-tower the auctioneer rese to
his feet, and from his exalted p ion he
surveyed the big throng of intending pur-
chasers.
“Now,
here -

“A  wooden-headed
chuckled Skinner.

“Ha, hg;-bai

“Order, please!

“Aue-

Billy

gents,” he said briskly, “we have

American  citizen!”

We have here a mag-

nificent array of schoo}bov qulpmentx—aﬂ
going for a mere song! uu> is to be a

lichtning sale. I'm pot going to make an
all-might sitting .of it. The {first bidders
will stand the best chanece. Now ¢hen, are
you ready?” =

“Fire away!” exclaimed several voiees.

The auctioneer picked up Lot No. l1—the
set of ericket flannels.

“Gentlemen, you see hefore you a spot-
less, speckless set of flannels, sultable either
for summer or Christmas wear.

“Ha, -ha,; ha!”

“Don’t ruin® your Efons by wearing ‘em
when playing games,” continued Fish. *“This

is exactly what every galcot' wants so that
he can roll in the mud to his beart’'s con-

tent—a sct of flannels! Now, gents, what
offers?” =
Several juniors were about to make

humorous bids in the nature of buttons and
farthings. But Bob Cherry showed that he
meant business by chiming in with:

“One pound!”

The auctioneer beamed.

“One pound I am bid!” he said.
going:

“Thirty bob!” said Vernon-Smith promptly.

“Thirty-five, begad!” drawled Lord \Iault,-
verer.

Mauly’s was the final bid. And the ericket
flannels were duly handed over to him in
exchange for the money.

“Lot No. 2 * gaid Fisher T. Fish,
to his task, “is a ericketibat——"

“Well, we didn’'t imagine it was a fre-
engine!” said Squifi.

“Ha, ha, hat?

“This bat,” continued Fish, “is g regular
corker! More runs have been made with
it than there are hairs on my head! It's a
lovely piece of wood——"

“§till talking about your head?" inquired
Bob Cherry. %

“Hq, ha, hal"

“This is not the place for jokes, gentles
men—-"

“Then take your face away!”
Johnny Bull.

And there was a fresh outburst of laughter.

Fisher T. Fish gave an expressive snort.
Then, without ‘fomg into any further details
cnncmmnv that wonderful bat, he exclaimed:

“What oﬁera gentlemen?”

“Ten bob!” said Dick Russell,

“Fifteen " added Bulstrode.

“Qeventeen-an’-six I’ said Lord Mauleverer.

The juniors gasped. Why Mauly, who
played cricket only under.the strongest com-
pulsion, should want a bat was a mystery.

Going—

warming

growled
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Fisher T. Fish raised the hammer—borrowed
from Gosling's tools ed.

“Golllff~—ﬂomﬂ

“3 bldfmlv offer the esteemed quidfulness!”

said Hurree Singh.
And down went the hammer.

Hurree Singh took the bat, and Fish took

the money, Harry Wharton & Co. keeping
a sharp eye on him the while, and making
a note of the prices which the various articles
fetched.

“Lot No. 3,” said Tish, “is a fishing-rod—
not a common or garden fishing-rod, gentle-
men, but a very good-looking specimen, worth
four dollars of any galoot’s money! With
the butt-end of this rod you could stun
the biggest fish that ever showed its face
out of the water!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“W hat am I offered, gf‘nﬂ“men"”

Bolsover major s’rlrtcd the bidding at
half-a-crown; but it soared to fifteen shillings
before the fishing-rod was disposed of. The
purchaser was Frank Nugent.

The next lot consisted of a miscellaneous
parcel of books.

Dennis Carr was a wide reader, and he
had quite a useful collection of books, includ-
ing the Waverley Novels. His own pdrthular
faVourltes however, he had kept back. They
would accompany him when he went to Lon-
don in guest of employment.

The parcel of books realised thirty shillings
_ —quite a useful sum. Half a dozen pictures

followed. They were almost valueless, but
Harry Wharton & Co., anxious that Dennis
Carr should benefit by the auction, paid gcod
prices for them.

It was, as Fish had predicted, a lightning
sale, for it was all over in twenty minutes.

“Have you kept a note of the amounts,
Harry?” asked Bob Cherry.

Wharton nodded.

“Carr nets exactly eight pounds,” he said.

“Good !”

“And it's up to us to cee that Fishy
hands over the money intact!”

“Yes, rather!”

The auctioneer gathered up the spoils, and
made rather a hurried move to the door. On
reaching it, however, he found that the
Famous Five barred his exib.

“8tand aside, you jays!” said Fish.

“Look here,” said Harry Wharton,
going to see that you hand over that
quid to Carr.”

“Eight quid? Six, you mean!”

“How do you make that out?”

“I'm deducting twenty-five per cent. com-
mission for myself for services rendered,”
said Fish calmly.

“You spoofer!”

“You swindler!”

“You welsher!”

Fisher T. Fish recoiled as those and other
epithets were hurled at him.

“we're
eight

said Fish.

“I—I guess " he stammered.

“March him along!” commanded Harry
‘Wharton.

And the American junior was frog's-

marched to Dennis Carr's study.

Dennis looked up in surprise as Fisher T.
Tish entered under escort.

“What the thump ” he began.

“The auction sale reqhaed exactly eight
quid,” said Bob Cherry. “We've broug‘xt
the auctioneer along so that he can hand
over the spoils.”

Fisher T. Fish blinked wrathfully at the
Famous Five.

“I guess you slabsided jays aren't going
to swindle me out of my commission!” he
exclaimed.

“Dry up!"” snapped Wharton.
entitled to a single pennypicce!”

“I conducted the auction 2

“Any other silly chump could have doze
that. Hand over that money to Carr!”

Very reluctantly Fisher T. Fish obeyed.
He deposited a little heap of notes and silver,
amounting in all to eight pounds, on the
table.

“This is far more than I expected, you
fellows,” said Dennis. “It looks as if you've
paid wbsurd prices for the-stuff, out of pity
for me.’

“Not at all!” said Nugent. “Your things
were sold at fair and reasonable prices,
and we're well satisfied with our bargains.”

“Hear, hear!”

“I guess and calculate——" began Fish.

“About turn—quick march!” rapped out
Bob Cherry.

And the schoolbov auctioneer, whose great
expectations had not heen realised, was
forcibly marched out of the study.

“You're not
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THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Qood-bye to CGreyfriars!

i ENNIS CARR stirred uneasily in his
sleep, shivered a little, and awoke.

A strange sense of oppression and
impending calamity gripped him.

He stared dazedly into the darkness of the
winter morning, and then the realisation of
his unfortunate position came home to him
with staggering force.

This was his last morning at Greyfriars!

Dennis struggled into a nlttlnﬁ" pmuure and
gazed around.

All his schoolfellows appeared to e fwleep,
and the dormitory was silent save for the un-
musical snore of Billy Bunter.

Glancing at his luminous watch, Dennis saw
that it wanted half an hour to rising-bell.

The junior laid his head back on the
pillow, ‘and reviewed the eventful past—his
escapades, adventures, triumphs, and
failures.

To think that everything should end like
this! To think that Lhe was so soon to shake
the dust of Greyfriars from his feet!

After a very shaky start, Dennis had made
good, and become captain of the Remove.
And now he was called upon to qarvlﬁm that
position—to s
his father's death

“The Head was right when he said it was
a harsh world!” muttered Dennis.

Why had Fate been so cruel—so terribly re-
lentless?

The death of Dennis® father was a bitter
enourfh blow. But, in addition to this, the
junior was p).mm:d into poverty. Tme he
possessed eight pounds, tha nl\q to the loyalty
of Harry Wharton & Co. in raliying round
at the auction sale. But eight pounds was
not likely to last long in London.

A succession of gloomy thoughts surged
through the junior's brain as he lay there,
until at length he could stand it no longer.

Dennis slipped out of bed and started to
dress.

The darkness of the morning was relieved
by -a faint glimmer of light which crept in
at the high windows.

Dawn!

Dennis had harely finished his toilet when”

the sombre notes of the rising-bell ¢
on the morning air.

Fellows stirred drowsily in their beds, but
Billy Bunter’s nnmusical snore still went on.
It took something more than the clanging
of a hell to awaken the fat junior.

Before his schoolfellows were aware of the
fact that he was up and doing, Dennis stole
from the dormitory with his becots in his
hand. He put them on when he reached the
landing, and .then went quietly down the
stairs and emerged into the half-light of the
Close.

It was a bleak, cheerless morning—in
harmony with the junior's thoughts.

Gosling, the porter, with a surly frown on
his face, was tramping back towards his
lodge.

“Young rip!” snorted Gosling, as he caught
sight of Dennis. “Whieh 1'm sure you're up
to some lark or other gettin® out of bed
so early!”

Gtosling knew nothing of the crisis which
had arisen in Dennis Carr’s affairs, or he
would have spoken less harshly.

Without replying to the porter’s remark,
Dennis began to pace to and fro beneath the
old elms.

He had originally decided not to leave
Greyfriars until the afternoon, but he
amended that decision now. He felt that
he could not bear to look upon the familiar
sichts and scenes of Greyfriars much longer,

Shortly before breakfast Dennis made his
way to the Head's study. Dr. Locke was
already at work.

“Well, Carr?”
entered.

“Tl\.ere’s a train leaving for London in an
hour, sir,” said Dennis. “Have I your per-
mission to catch it?”

“But I understood your were not going
until this afternoon!”

Dennis explained that he preferred to take
the plunge quickly.

“Very well,” said the Head. “Have you
made any plans, my boy, with regard to the
future?”

“None, sir.”

Dr. Locke looked grave.

“You cannot go to London
definite objéct in view,” he Smld

“1 shall hunt for v»ork sir.”

“ And supposing.you fail to find it?”

Dennis shrugged his shoulders.

“Then I shall starve, sir.”

“This is nonsense!” said the Head.

langed out

he said, when the junior

" without a

“I ean-
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not allow you to face such a possibility.
Have you no friends in London to whom you
can apply for assistance?”

Dennis was about to answer in the néga-
tive when he remembered his father’s solici-
tors, Messrs. Chambers & Temple.

“There's Mr. Chambers, sir,” he said. “He
may be able to do something. But I should
prefer to get a job by my own efforts. If
I have no luck I shall approach Mr.
Chambers.” .

Dz, Locke nodded.

“That will be far better than running the
risk -of starvation,” he said.

At the end of a further conversation the
Head extended his hand.

“Good-bye, my ‘boy! Do not leave me in
ignorance of what happens to you when you
reach London.”

“I'll write, sir,” promised Bennis. “I—I'm
awfully grateful to you for your kindness
to me! Good-bye!”

After taking his farewell of the Head,
Dennis Carr went along to his study and
coliected his trunk. It was empty save for
the few books from which he could not bring
himself to part.

The corridors were deserted as Dennls
carried his trunk out into the Close.

All  the fellows were at breakfast, but
Dennis himself had no appetite just then.

Leaving his trunk in the Close, the junior
proceeded to the dining-hall.

He opened the door, advanced a yard or
so into the large room, and then, in a voice
which sounded suspiciously husky, he said:

“{tood-bye, alll”

At the sight of Dennis Carr every fellow
had stopped eating. Even Billy Bunter had
suspended cperations upon his eggs-and-bacon.

A loud murmur arose—a murmur which
quickly swelled into a roar.

‘Good-bye, Carr!”

“Goed luck!™”

A sudden mist rose before Dennis Carr's
eyes.

In that moment he felt afraid—afraid that
he might make a fool of himself. o he
turned quickly and quitted the hall. And
when he stepped out again into the gloomy
Close he broke down completely, sobbing as
if his heart would break.

It was hard—it was terribly hard—to part
from everything that life held dear.

Meanwhile the Famous Five, to"ethf’r with
Mark Linley, Lord Maulew and Sir
Jimmy Vivian, had jumped to theu‘ feet.

“8it down, my bhoys,” said Mr. Quelch, not
unkind]y.

“May we go to the station and see Carr
off, sir®” asked Harry Wharton.

Mr. Quelch hesitated.

“We want to cheer him up, sir,” said Bob
Cherry. “He’ll be awfully down in the dumps
unless he's got some pals with him at the
finish.”

“Yery well,”
“you may go.”

The eight juniors left their breakfast un-
finished, to the delight of Billy Bunter, who
promptly made a rich haul.

Dennis Carr had pulled  himself together
when Harry Wharton & Co. arrived in the
Close.

“What do you mean by trying to give us
the slip, Dennis?” exclaimed Bob Cherry
sternly. “Hand over that trunk! We're
coming to see you oft!”

“Yaas, begad!” said Lord Mauleverer,

It was useless for Dennis to protest.

His schoolfellows accompanied him to the
railway-station, Bob Cherry and Johnny Bull
carrying the almost empty trunk betwecn
them,

When the London train came in, Dennis
turned to his chums with a smile. Not one
of them realised how much that smile cosh
him.

“Good-bye, you fellows! Good-bye! 1
shall never forget how decent you've all heen
t0 me. Good-bye, Mauly! Good-bye,
Marky—the best pal any fellow ever had!”

Dennis shook hands all round, and stepped
into a third-class carriage.

The guard waved his flag, and the train
rumbled slowly out of the little station.

Dennis Carr had- gone!

With heavy hearts Harry Wharton & Co.
retraced their steps to the old school.

Had they seen the last of their chum?

Was it indeed a case of good-bye, or was
it merely au revoir?

THE END.

said the = Remove-master,

(Another grand, long, complete school story
of Harry Wharton 4 Co. next week, entitled
“An Uphill Fight.” Order your copy in
advance.)
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Going to the Bow-wows !

£ ET him alone!” said D’Arcy minor—
E - Wally of the Third.

“The worst of letting him alone,”
answered Levison minor, “is >

“That doesn’t matter. The worst of taking
any notice of him is that it makes him think
ae’s jt! And he’s a jolly sight too much
inclined te think that already!”

It was of Reggic Manners that they talked.

The three minors—as Wally D’Arcy, Frank
Levison, and Reggie Manners were sometimes
ealled by their echums—were pretty good
friends, on the whole.

But Reggie was quite the most troublesome
member of Wally's little band. He admitted
Wally’s right to the leadership only by fits
and starts, and was apt to kick whenever he
remembered to do se. He seemed to think
that he had as good a right to bhoss the show
as Wally; and that youth, whe had taken
his place as leader of the Third before Reggie
had even been heard of at St. Jim's, quite
paturally could not see it in that way.

“Manners major is -worried about him,”
remarked Frank.

“Can’t heip that. We've enough to do
looking after cur own bizney, without bother-
ing ourselves about- our majors, or each
other’s majors,” replied Wally

“Manners major is a good sort,” argued
Frank.

“8o is my major, come to that.

But I let

bim look after himself—mostly. Your major’s

& good sort, and you might do the same.”

“Ernie deesn't need looking after!” flashed
#rank, coleuring. ‘

But there had been a time when Ernest
Levison had mneeded just that, and’ when his
minor had dene more than anyone else to
pull him into the straight path. Talbot had
helped, and Gussy and Tom Merry had taken
2 hand; but little Frank had done most.
~ “Fact of the matter is, you're a lot too
vender-hearted, Franky,” Wally said.

“Oh, that's rot! Reggie’s a pal of ours,
snd what's the good of a chap if he won't
%o something for a pal?”

“I'm willing to do something for Reggie.
F'm willing to knock the stuffing out of the
sulky young bounder!” 5

“But that wouldn’t do any good, Wally!”

“No, I supopse not. He’s a queer young
freak !”. :

Wally spoke as though it must be a very
queer freak that objected to reformation by
the simple method of having the stuffing
knoeked out of him. But Frank did not see
things in quite the same light. He had even
a suspicion that Wally himself night have
had some slight objection to that method
wvhen applied to himself.

Not that Wally needed reformation, of
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‘had ‘play,

Story

course. In Frank's eyes Wally was very near
indeed to perfection.

“Look here, is he going to play this after-
noon, now Buttercup’s dropped ocut of the
team?” Frank asked.

“May as well let him, I suppose. He's a
beastly young slacker; but he can play, and
most of the other kids can't.”

“Well, you might tell him, Wally.
say that will bring him round a bit.”

Wally grunted. He was not sure that he
was in any hurry to bring Reggie round.

Wally & Co. were the backbone of the
Third footer team, though to make up an
eleven it was necessary to include four others.

They were all capable, and they were all
sure of their places. That made no difference
to five of the six who followed the lead of
D'Arcy minor. Frank Levison, Joe Frayne,
Curly Gibson, Hobbs, and Jameson never
slacked.

But Reggie Manners did slack at timnes. On
his best form he was very near being the
pick of the six, though Frank was more
reliable, and Jameson more powerful, and
Hobbs faster, and Joe Frayne trickier.

Reggie had been slacking a good deal
lately. He had told Wally cnce that “footer
wasn’'t everything ”—a speech which had
annoyed not only Wally, but all the rest as
well. It might be true. They were in-
terested in other things besides footer. But
when offered as an excuse for wretchedly
it was one of those’ half-truths
which are said to be worse than lies.

It had done more than anything else to
move Wally to a very drastic action—no less
than leaving Reggie out of the Third team.

And that had led to Reggie’s sulking and
refusing to speak to Wally, which in turn
had led to Frank’'s worrying. Wally would
not admit that he was worried. ‘

But he was rather glad of the chance to
include Reggie after all.

The sore throat which had sent Bult to
sanny gave him that chance. And it was
likely enough that Reggie might make all
the difference to winning or losing the game
—a mateh with a preparatory school recently
started at Wayland. For a shocking display
on the part of Manners minor was as often
as not followed by something very like
brilliance.

“You can go and tell him, Franky!” Wally
said. “The sulky young beast won't speak
to me, and I don’t see why I should lower
myself to speak to him!”

“'Tisn’t lowering  yourself, fathead!
You're the skipper of the team. Besides,
why should you be sulky just because
Reggie’s sulky?”

“Well, I'm not going to—that’s flat! You
can go. I’ll put his name on the list instead
of Butt’s; but you know that he’s just as

I dare

A Maghnificent New
Long Complete

By MARTIN CLIFFOR

of St. Jim’s.

likely to pretend that he never saw it. and
leave us a man short at the last minute!”

Frank knew that that was true. It was the
kind of trick which Reggie, in sullen mood,
would take a perverse pleasure in playing.
But he should have no excuse for playing it,
Frank made up his niind to that.

“Right-ho! You go and alter the list, and
I'tl go and tell Reggie,” he said.

They parted. Frank found Reggie—in bad
company.

Reuben Piggott was hy long odds the worst
fellow in the Third. He was the Form’s ene
black sheep, and Wally & Co. regarded him
as quite outside the limits.

But Manners minor had more than once
chummed up with Piggott and with Piggott's
patrons of the Shell—Racke and Crooke.
And now it appeared that he was chumming
up with Piggott again. 2

“I want to speak teo you, Reggie,” said
Frank. X

“What's hindering you, then?’ returned
Reggie. “Has D’Arey minor told you that
you're not to?”

“He, he, he!” cackled Piggott.

Frank ignored him.

“That’s rot, and you know it!” he said

warmly. “Look here, Buttercup’s out of the
team for this afterncon!”
“Well 27

“And Wally’s put you down in his place.”

“Tas he?”

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Piggott, as though
Reggie’s insolent manner of receiving the
news struck him as the very cream ef
humour.

“Yes, he has,” answered Frank, still ignor-
ing Piggott. - “The question is whether you're
going to play.”

“Oh, there’s no question about that!” said
Reggie.

“Right-ho! I'll go and tell him you will.”

“It doesn’t matter to me what lies you tell
him. But that one will be a whacker!”

Now at length Frank was getting angry.
He was a patient little chap, and had a real
talent for peacemaking. But this was more
than he could stand.

“Do you think it matters to me wliether
you play or not?” he flashed. “I didn’t come
to you for my own sake.”

“Don’t put yourself out for me, young
Levison!” sneered Reggie. |

“I'm not going to. Then I'm to tell Wally
you refuse?” 5

“Tell him that my pal Piggott and I are
going over to Wayland together on purpose
to see you kids licked!”

“He, he, he!” cackled Piggott.

Frank would not even glance at him. He
gave Reggie just one look of reproach, apd
waiked away.

“The young cad!” said Wally, when he
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beard. “He's going straight to the bow-wows
~—that's about the size of it!”

“It does look rather like if,”
Frank, thinking of Piggott.

admitted

to bet at

The WMatch With Prospect House.
teen or so, with fair hair, as Wally
house on the far side of Waylau,g
Prospect House, the preparatory school re
had reached Tom Merry. He had handed it
purpese that team might be held the second
turned out for the school team at Westwood,

But if the fair-haired youngster was to be
was aasuredly no km”lewa.rten

He was waiting at the gate alone, garbed
gested he could play.

“Oh! I thought the junior skipper at
Merry’s team don’t play kids, you know,”
given them a game. But I mustn’t grumble

The fags, not feeling quite pleased, followed
Vere led the way to a small bhut very ornate
fully kept it was, By the side of it was

“That’s our practice-ground,” said Vere,

“Top hole!” answered Wally promptly.

The rest of the Prospect House team were

. inch or two more in height than the Third-

“A lickin' for our young bounders, by gad!”

That sneer was very like Racke and Crooke,
band was what he wanted, did not quite like

“But you never know.”

“1 don’t bet against my own side,” grunted

all,
by gad!” gibed Piggott.
shell out what he owes me, and that’s what

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
i‘ ALLO! Which of you is captain?”
H asked a tall, slim fellow of four-
and the rest of the Third-Formers
got  off their bikes before a big red-brick

“I am,” replied Wally.

The “’c Jim’s boys knew little about
cently started at Wayland. A challenge had
come for a junior team from St. Jim’s, and
on to Wally, Tom Merry’s team did not
play preparatory schools. For any practical
Eleven at St. Jim's, and -it was not so long
since the big malonty of its members lnd
and had helped the side to a victory awmat
heavy odds.
accepted as a sample of what Prospect House
could put in the field, then Prospect House

“My name’s Vere. lm skipper of our
team,” said the fair-haired boy easily. .
for the fray, and quite cool and self-reliant.
And there was something about him that sug-

“Mine’s D’Arcy—D’Arcy minor,” answered
Wally.

St. Jim’s was Merry,” answered Vere.

“We're the Third Form Eleven. Tom
Waly said.

“Don’'t they? Well, I think we could have
at what they’ve sent us. Come along and
change.”

Vere; and Piggott and Reggie Manners, who
had - dlamounted just behind, followed them
pavilion, before which stretched a piteh that
looked fit for bowls, so true and so beauti-
another piteh, which showed signs of wear
and tear.

indicating the latter. “What d’ye think of
the match-pitch?”

But he could not help resenting ever so
slightly the other fellow’s swank.

kicking a ball about near one of the goals.
They averaged a year or more in age and an
Formers, and looked a very hefty lot. But
Wally & Co. were not dismayed.

said Piggott," who modelled his speech on that
of Racke and Crooke.

too; and, somehow, Reggie, though he tried
to persuade himself that a licking for Wally's
it.

“Looks something like that,” he growled.

“I'll give you five to one m bobs on Prospect
House,” said Piggott.

Reggie.

“You mean you're afraid

“T'm not afraid, Piggy. ,But I don’t hanker
after having to sit on a chap to, make him

., has to be done to you before you settle up!”
Piggott’s saliow face was mottled with
ed

“Look here, Manners minor——" he began.

“You know it’s true!” svmpped Reggie.

Piggott did know it to be true, and the
knowledge rather handicapped him in argu-
ment. He took refuge in sulks.

“If that's your tone, I'm off!” he said.

“Oh, don't he a fathead!” retorted Reggie.
“Aren’t we going to the pictures and to tea
after this farce is over?”

“An’ because of that you thmk you can
say what you like to me, I suppose?” snarled
Piggott.

—~F say what I like to anybody.  That’s
why T've quarrelled with D’Arcy minor. If
you want me to quarrel with you—"

“I don’t. But you might be ecivil.” :

Reuben Piggott had rather a lonely time of
it in the Third, and it was only once in a
way that his exalted patrons- of the Shell
condescended to take him into their pleasures.
He would have been glad to pal up with
Reggie, after the fashion of his kind. That is
to say, he would bhave gone about with
Reggie, accepted a half of all that his pal
had, doled out to lns pal a twentieth or so
of what came his® way, done with him the
things which should not be done, and left him
in the lurch when the hour of reckoning
came.

But that was not what such fellows as
Wally D’Arcy and Frank Levison considered
being pals; and Reggie, silly as he was; had
just sense enough to see the difference.

Now the St. Jim's youngsters emerged
from the pavilion in their red shirts and
white shorts, and Wally and Vere tossed.

Wally lost, and Vere chose to kick with the
slight breeze that was stirring, and with the
bright sunshine at his back.

As the teams lined up the disparity between
them looked more marked. Vere’s side had

hardly weight enough to have stcod any
chance against Tom Merry's team; but it

looked strong and heavy beside Wally's.

D’Arcy minor himself faced Vere at centre-
forward. On his right were Frank Levison
and Hobbs. Joe Frayne and Watson were on
the left, the latter filling the place which
should have been Reggie's.

Curly Gibson, XKent, and 0'Toole were the
halves. J;xmeson a tower of strength at
back, had with him Bury, also of the New
House, who was not such a tower of strength,
but was the best available. Leggatt kept
goal. He was not too reliable, but he had
his good days; and, anyway, the job between
the sticks is not a popular one with young
footballers. Leggatt, told to go in goal, went,
without even a stuttered remonstrance. That
was more than Wally could count on any
of his chums doing.

At the start the superior weight and
strength of the Prospect House boys told
heavily. Vere went through on his own,
tumbling over Kent, dashing past Bury, and
tricking Jameson. Leggatt had no chance.

“1 ku-ku-ku-couldn’'t help it, Wally!” he
gasped. :
“That’s all right.
said Wally.

But Leggatt ought to have stopped the
second goal, which came within five minutes,
for Jameson kept side by side with Vere, and
forced him at last to shoot from a difficult
angle. The shot trickled through, and Leg-
gatt stood and stared at the ball in the net
as though he really could not understand how
it had come there.

“They’re™ goin’ to get it in the neck!”
chortled Piggott, in unholy glee. “I'll bet you
they’'re beaten by double figures, Manners!”

“I don’t bet,” growled Reggie,

“Will you bet they don’t get beaten at
all? TI'll give you ten to one that they are!”
“I’ll give you ten to one, come to that!"”

“Then I'll take it, by gad!”

Reggie stared at Piggott. But there was
method in that youth’'s seeming madness. He
would only lose a shilling in the unlikely event
—as it seemed to him—ot the Third Form’s
pulling off the match; and he had induced
Reggie to het against his own side, the very
thing he had said he would not do.

A third goal came very soon, from a well-
concerted bout of passing by the Prospect
House forward line. Vere shot it, and Wally
noticed that the other forwards appeared to
look to Vere to shoot the goals.

“Franky,” he said, “I'm going to shift you.”

“Where t0?” asked Frank.

“To centre-half. That long-legged, fair
beggar is all over Kent. Your game is to
stick to him, and see that Jamface gets a
chance. XKent isn’'t too bad forward.”

“Right-ho!” replied Frank cheerily.

He looked a midget by the side of Vere.
Those long legs ought to be able to outstrip
him easily, one might have thought. But
Frank was very quiek, and his tackling was
first-rate. He could not be passed and
beaten; though he might be passed, he would
make ground again, and stick to his man.

“I'm rather afraid that your people sent
us the wrong team!” remarked the referee, a
very young master, to Wally.

“Think so, sir?” returned the leader of the
Third, quite cheerily. “We haven't started
yet, you know.”

“Isn't it almost time yoa had?” said the
master, with a friendly smile,

“We're just going to,” Wally replied, taking
his stand behind the ball.

He tipped it to Kent, who, in accordance

I know you couldn’t,”

with instructions, sent it out at once to
Hobbs—a nice pass which Frank could not
have bettered.

Hobbs got away. He had pace, and this
was the first chance that had come to him.

He meant to make the most of it, and he
eluded his rival outside-wing man and the
half behind him in fine style.” Reggie had
all he knew how to keep from cheering. He
managed to refrain by dint of telling himself
that Hobbs was one of the worst of the gang—
the gang being Reggie's real chums, who had
stood by him in more than one tight place.

Now Hobbs swung in towards qoal and the
ball still kept closé t5 his toe.  He drew a
back towards him, and then centred.

The ball was coming straight for Wally,
and the other Prospect House back naturally
came straight for him, too. Wally and Le
met just in front of the leather, which was
still travelling at a good pace.

It looked as though Wally had overshot
it; but that was not the case.

“Take it, Joe!” he cried. 3

Joe Frayne, quite unmarked, ran in,
trapped, steadied himself, and be.,t the go: ~1~
keeper all ends up bbforu Wally's opponent
could get round and get at him.

“That wasn't so bad,” said Reggie, unable
to kncp up his pose of mdx[lerencc

“A fluke!” sneered Piggott.

“It’s the kind of fluke that wants a lot

of doing, Piggy!”

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
The End of the Match.

YT OW the game became more even,
though rather more than half of it
was in St. Jim's territory.

Wally's judgment had not been
at fault, The Prospect House forward line
consisted of five speedy players, who could
dribble and pass; but Vere was the only
one of them who could shoot. That may
have been due to the fact that he had
coached the others to let him have the ball
near goal. It was clear that he was the
dominating personality of the side. But,
however that might be, the recognition of
it made no end of difference: and probably
not one fellow in twenty of Wally's age
would have twigged it so socon, if at all.

Now Vere got few chances to shoot. Frank
stuck to him in the gamest possible fashioi,
and Jameson watched his chance to get at
him and charge him off the hallA'l feat
Frank could not achieve, but one which was
quite in the line of the burly New House
junior. :

Vere gave his colleagues the tip, and pre-
sently they began to try shots on their own.
But - there was little danger *from these.
They were weak attempts, ~with which
Leggatt easily dealt. And dealing with them
did Leggatt good—gave him back the confi-
dence he had lost. By-and-by, when Frank
had slipped and fallen and Jameson had
charged in vain, he surprised everyone by
running boldly out and getting to the leather
before Vere, who had kicked it a trifle too
far ahead, could reach it.

“Bravo, Leg!” howled Wally.

Reggie checked himself only just in time.
His mouth had been open to echo that shout.

Now Plgaott tried a fresh tack.

“If they'd only got you there, old top, 1
do believe they’d pull it off even now,” he
said.

Reggie only. grunted. =

“Watson isn't so dusty, but he's not a
patch on you—hasn't the pace or the clever-
ness,” continued Piggott.

The flattery was grateful, the more so that
Reggie knew that, though Piggott seldom
told the truth, he was telling it now.

Watson at his best was not equal to Reggie
at Reggie’'s best, though Watson's form to-
day was far ahead of what Reggie had dis-
played in the last match.

“It’s my own fault I'm not playing!”
growled Reggic.

“Well, I shouldn't
Piggott.

“1 was asked.”

“Yes, after a third-rater like Butt had
dropped out, by gad! An insult to one of the
best men of the side, I should eall that!”

Reggie’s hreast swelled, and he tried to
persuade himself that Piggott was right: He
was longing to be in the fray. He would
rather “have been in goal, even, than right
outside of it all like this. i

Some of the other fags had turned up to
watch. But they did mot join Piggott and
Manners minor. They clustered on the other
side of the pitch, and yelled {frantically
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say that," replied
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, whenever-
notable: ,
Half-time came with the score still 3—1,
and the sections of Ilemon were politely
handed round by Vere.

“You're giving us quite a decent game,
after all,” said that lordly young gentleman
to Wally. « ¢

Wally looked at him hard. Wally of the
Third was not aceustomed to condescension,
and had no use for it. A hot retort trembled
on his lips.

But he contented himself with saying:

“1 think we are. May lick you yet, you
know !”

“Three to one you don't!” replied Vere.

“We don't bet!” said Wally, with some
severity.

“Not any of you?”
eycbrows.

This ‘was Reggie’s chance to assert himself.
He and Piggott had drawn up close to the
players.

“I'll take you on!” he said.

Vere turned. - Wally irowned, but
nothing. Jameson growled:

“You've nothing to do with this,.
Manners{”-

“Done~with you!”
his hand.

He might have been less ready had the
taker of the odds been the sallow and crafty-
locking Piggott. But Reggie Manners, when
he .was not scowling, was open-faced and
attractive, the sort of-fellow whom Vere
and his comrades were likely to accept at
once as of their own type.

“Bobs?” said Reggie.

“ Right-ho !>’

“Well, it isn't quite so bad as though the
voung bounder was betting against his own
side!” muttered Wally to Frank.

Piggott heard that, and made
note of it.

“Not quite,” answered Frank.

“Anybody else on?” asked Vere.

The Prospect House fellows seemed to hold
ditferent view from the St. Jim’s Third as to
betting on matehes. The young master must
iave heard; but he said nothing.

“Not any of my team!” Wally said, with
decision. “We don’t care about it.”

Then the master spoke.

“Quite right!{” he said. “It's silly, Vere!”’

“QOh, there’s no harm in it, sir!” replied the
home captain airily.

I'm on!” said Piggott.

“I won’t do any more, thank you, as Mr.
Ralf objects,” Vere replied.

In spite of his slight swank, he had quite
@ charming way. There was not a trace of
resentmaent or sulkiness in his reference to the
master.

Reggie begm to wish that he were at
Prospeet House instead of at®St. Jim’s., He
was sure that Vere and Vere's pals would
suit him.

The teams lined up again. Vere kicked off,
and Leggatt had to save within half a minute.

He saved quite neatly, and Jameson cleared
with a lofty kick. The ball fell near Frank,
whe was on it in a twinkling, and tipped it
to Joe Frayne. Joe slung out to Watson, and
Watson rushed down the touch-line and
centred as well as Reggie could have done it
hiimself.

Wally got the leather. touched it past one
back, tumbled over the other, and ran into

a Third-Former did anything

queried Vere, with raised

said
young

said Vere, holding out

a mental

geal, giving the custodian no chance.
Three-two! Not such a certainty for
Frospect House now!
Less than ever a certainty ten minutes

later, when Ilobbs scored with a shot from
a very awkward poesition.

Half an hour to go, and the score equal—
anybody’s game!

And now something that had not shown up
in the early stages of the game began to
tell.

The Prospect House boys were less fit than
the St. Jim's fags. It was not difliculs to
gtess that they had an easier time of it in
many ways—did more as they liked, and
glacked oftener. They lacked the example
that Wally and the rest had in the athletes
of the Middle School at St. Jim’s. Vere and
his crowd were more of a law to them-
selves.

The Third Form beﬂ;m to get quite un-

mistakably the upper hand. Vere had almost
played himself out, and his right-wing pair

had faded away to mere passengers. But the
hiaives showed: up well still, and the backs
were better than at the outset 80 that,

thougn the visiting forwards kept the ball
ior the most part near the home goal, they
. THE PENNY POPULAR—No0. 51
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failed fo score during more than twenty-
five minutes.

“He’s called young Levison up again!” gaid
Reggie suddenly.
“Fat lot of use that will be!” sneered

Piggott.
gad!”

But Wally knew that there was no longer
any real daunger of that. Vere's bolt was
shot; Jameson was all over him now. So
Kent was sent back to his original place, and
Frank returned to the forward line.

Reggie watched with parted lips.  In the
ordinary way the Third forward line was
Wally & Co.—that is, five of the seven, only
Curly Gibson and Jameson figuring in the
defence. And those five had practised many
movements together; in fact, it was partly
Wally’s keenness for constant practice of
these movements which caused Manners minor
to get a trifie fed up with footer.

If Reggie had been in Watson's place, Wally
would certainly have tried one special move-
ment in which he had great faith. It ha'i
earned the Third a goal against Tom Mer
team, and Tom Merry himself had praised
it. But Watson could hardly be depended
upon for his part; he might mull the whole
business.

Wally was trying it, though!

He had tapped the ball to Joe Frayne on
his left. Joe made a little ground outwards,
as though he meant to send on the leather
to Watson, ‘and drew the centre-half towards
him. Then, quick as a flash, he swept the
ball to the right, straight to the feet of
Frank, unmarked.

Frank trapped nicely, and an on until
threatened by a back. Wally was close up,
Hobbs out on the right, much farther away.
The pass to Wally was an easy and obvious
move, and Wally would have had a chance.

But it was to Hohbs that Frank slung the
leather, he and Wally both hanging back a
little so as to keep behind it and avoid
getting offside.

Then Hobbs, with one of the accur:ﬁe long
kicks that were his speclal forte, slung it
right across goal, and Wally, Frank, and
Joe all rushed in.

A Prospect House back touched the ball
first, but could not clear. Joe nipped it away
from him. Joe might have passed to Wally
or Frank; but Reggie knew that, had he been
there, Joe would have passed to him, for
that was the game as schemed.

Reggie was not there, but Watson was, and
in place, just as if he expected what was
coming. Reggie thought it quite checky of
him, but felt sure he would be disappointed.

But, coolly, without even a glance, Joe
backheeled to his colleague, and Watson
shot c¢n the run, a high shot that took the
ball in just under the bar—a fine shot that
won the game for the Third!

And the glory of that winning shot might
have been Reggie’s!

Anybody’s fault but his, of course—Wally’s
for leaving him out of the team at first;
Watson's, for having the sheer cheek to take
his part in a concerted movement that he
had never practised, though he had often
seen it tried; Joe Frayne's for putting such
foolish faith in Watson—anybody's! Reggie

“Probably let Vere through, by

.felt sick, not because his side had won, but
because he had missed his share in the
victory.

“Another beastly fluke!” said Piggott, by
‘his side.
“QOh,
“You don’t

you're a silly fool!” snarled Reggie.
know footeér from hopscoteh!”

. THE FCURTH CHAPTER.
= Worse Than Ever.
€6 Y hat, that was a game!” said
Vere, taking the unexpected lick~
ing wonderfully weil. *“But
think we'll turn the tables when
we meet again.”

“We lasted a bit the best; that was all
there was in it,” answered Wally

“Well, come along to tea as soon as you're
changed,” Vere said. “Oh, I say, I owe you
three bob! Haven't” got it here, though.
Come up“to the house with me. You'll stgy
to tea, won't you?” .

This was to Reggie, and it soothed his
rufiled feelings for the moment.

He glanced towards Piggott.

“Qh, your pal too, if he care fo,”
Vere. “The more the merrier!”

But he did not look as though he counted
on Piggott’s adding greatly to the merriment
of the party.

Piggott wenf. his was just the kind of
place that he would have taken seme trouble

said

Friday.

to get his nose into. The Prospect House boys
seemed what he ealled “sporty.” They alse
seemed to have pocket-money ‘in abundance:

They cleared off to change at the schocl,
leaving the pavilion to the visitors. But a
couple of non-players were left to escort
Wally and the rest to the house. Vere cer-
tainly had nice manners, they thought.

He left Reggie and Piggott in his study
while he went to change.

Plggctt mooched reund, inspecting every-
thing in a way Reggie thought rather off.
But Piggott was always like that, and it was
no use saying anything to him. Reggie
thought he ought to have seen that he was
not really wunted. But that kind of thing
made no odds to Piggott.

“Pack of cards!” he said, opening a drawer
in the table. -

“Leav2 em alone!” snapped Reggie.

Piggott shut the drawer just in time.
Another second and Vere would have seen
that he was prying. Reggie went ecold all
over at the thought of such a catastrophe.
He would have felt it far more than Piggott
would have done.

“Want to wash your hands?”
“Come along to the bath-room.”

They vsent with him.

“1say, Vere, what's your particular game?”

asked Vere,

asked Plggott makmg dirty marks on a-towel

after a very poor show of washing.

Piggott’s ways were not nice, and Reggie
felt that Vere was just the fellow to notice
them.

“Ol, cricket, I think,” answered Vere.
“Footer’s all right, but ericket’s best.”

Piggott sniffed.

“I don’t mean that sort of game,” he
returned. -“1 mean card games.”

Reggie nudged him hard. But
only ‘squirmed ‘impatiently.

“Auction bridge. We play a lot of that

Piggott

at home,” Vere replied.

“Ah, that's one of my games,” said
Piggott. s :

“Is it?”

That was all Vere said, Reggie wondered
whether he suspected the cause of Piggott's
inquiry. One thing was plain—Vere did not
take to Piggott.

Quite a lavish spread was set out in the
dining-hall and the Third Form players were
already at the tables. Wally elevated his
eyebrows when he saw Reggie, and gave
something like a low whistle oh perceiving
Piggott behind him, but said nothing.

There were two masters present, and that
fact had

some restraining influence on
Piggott, though it bad none on the rest.

But then they did not need the same kind
of restraint that Piggott did. They were not
itching to transter to tlicir own pockets some
of the Prospect House feilows’ superflucus
cash, as Piggott was. .

Mr. Ralf got up and made a very friendiy
little speech after the meal was over. He
said that the game of the afterncon had
been no end good, and that he  trusted
Prospeet House and the St. Jim's Third would
have many more such meetings, both at
footer and cricket. He promised, at Wally's
request, to come over to St. Jim's and
referee the return, and said he regarded the
invitation as a compiiment, as it really was,
since the Third might have expected to put
in a referee of their own for that match.

Then he and the other master went, after
the latter had said that the two teams had
twenty minutes or so remaining to cement
their comradeship in.

Hardly were they out of the door hefore
Piggott turned to Vere and said:

“Couldn’t we work a game of ‘auction?
now, old sport?”

“No time,’; answered Vere, with frigidity
very plain to everyone but Piggott.

“Oli, I don’t suppose that twenty minutes
is the real limit,” ePiggott said, winking.

Vere turned his back on him.

Within the"time named the St. Jim's fags
made ready for going. Vere and half a dozen
others came to the gate with them.

Wally & Co. rode bff in high feather. They
had had an afterncon in every way to their
taste.

“Decent kids!”

said Vere, in his lordly way.
Someone nudged him,

and he saw that

two of the visitors had not gone.

“Oh I didn’t twig that you fellows were
here,” he said hghtl “You needn’'t tell
D’Arcy that I called him and the rest kids.
I didn’t mean it rudely.”

“We're not likely to,” replied Reggie. “We
aren’t on speaking terms with young D’Arey.”

Vere’s blue eyes opened widely.

“Rather a pity, that!” he said slowly. “He
struek me as quite the right sort.,”
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4 Oh, go for him ! "’ howled Jameson.
we do with him ? *’ asked Hobbs.

Reggie Manners was bowled over like a ninepin and sat upon.
‘* A dozen with old Selby’s cane,’’ said Wally.

“* What shall
‘“ He deserves it for being suchacad !*’

sneered Piggott.
countered Vere.

“Oh, he’s no sport,”
“Are you any judge?”

hie two mounted.

“Look us up again some time.” said Vere,

Right-ho! Thanks!” answered Reggie.

t was to him the invitation had been given.
but Piggott also tock it.

“We will,” he said warmly.
¢ auction,” e¢h, Vere?”

No answer. was made to that.

“What did you keep harping on cards for,
you silly fathead?” asked Reggie, when they
were clear of the gate.

“Can’t you see that Vere's keen?” replied
Piggott.
#Do you mean on you? Blessed if I can!”

Piggott sulked nearly all the way home
after that.

Reggie might have known that he would
have to pay for it. But he had forgotten
completely that he had put himself into
Piggott’s hands. By*the time they reached
St. Jim’s he had very nearly made up kLis
mind to a reconciliation with his chums.

He wanted very much to play # the
return with Prospect House a fortnight hence,
and he was thoroughly fed up with Piggott.

But Piggott had other views. Even to
him, thick as was his hide, it was plain that
he would not be a welcome visitor to Pros-
peet, House alone. But he was sure that
he could squeeze in there in Reggie’s com-
pany, and he had fio notion of letting Reggie
mai{e it up with Wally and Frank and the
rest.

When prep was over, and Mr. Selby had
taken his sour face out of the Form-room,
Piggott struck the blow he had been meditat-
mv

“I say, Manners,” he said, taking care that
everyone present should hear him, “I hate
“to bother you, you know; but I'm dashed
hard up. Is it econvenient for you to shell
out that-half-quid you owe me?”

Reggie stared as if he could not believe
his ears. Le had forgotten all about that
foolish bet,

“A game of

indeed.

“Half-quid I owe you?” he said. *What
do I owe you any half-quid for?”

Then his face flamed crimson, for suddenly
he remembered.

“You bet me ten to one that Prospect
House would win,™ replicd Piggott, leering
unpleasantly.

“You rotter, Manners!” roared Hobbs.

“Just because he wasn’t playing himself!”
snorted Curly Gibson.

“It’s the outside edge!” spapped Wally.
“Bad enough for you to go betting with
Vere, young Mauncrs—tlmt let us do -
but to lay against your own side; and wi
a cad like Piggy!”

“1 didn't—I wasn't—I mean. it wa
like that!” spluttered Reggie. *““You'd
right to say anything about it, Piggott.”

“You don't deny it, then?” said Jameson.

Reggie’s retort to .that was very weak

sn't
no

“You've no right here, Jamface! Get over
to your own kennel! All the other New
House puppies have gone!” -

“Oh, go for him!” howled Jameson.

And he led the rush upon Reggie which
followed.

Wally and Frank did not share in the rush.
But they watched it without disapproval.

Reggie was tumbled over and sat upon.

“What shall we do to him?” asked Hob

Wally went to Mr. Selby’s desk. That
gentleman had left out a cane—a very appro-

8.

priate emblem to represent him in his
absence. i
“A dozen with this,” said Wally. “He

deserves it for being such -a young cad!
Then we'll take him back if he throws over
Piggy and all the other worlks of the—ahem !”

“Take me back, will you? Think I'll crawl
to you on my hands and knees and ask to be
forgiven, do you? Likely, isu’t it?” roared
Reggie, struggling hard. “Lay that cane on
me once—only just once—any one of you, and

I'l never speak to d, fellow among you
again, there!”
“It’s not going to b:, once,” answered

Waliy. . “Who', Il take on the job? I don’$
care about 2
“Is it worth while, Wally?” asked Frank.

Reggie’s furious mce hurt him somehow.

“Rather!” roared Jameson. “Give me that
cane, Wal I'll make him sit vp!”

Jameson did not mean that quite litera
for Hobbs and Curly Gibs by holding
Reggie down, rendered his sitting-up a
physical impossibility. "

But in the sense in which it was intended
the threat was carried out. There was a
touch of the bully in Jameson at times, and
he cwdenth liked this joh.

When he had finished, Reggie had hitten
almiost through his lower lip to keep him-
seltt from crying out. But he had not cried
ou

All the red had gone from his face now. He
confronted them, as pale as death, with a
wild look in his eyes. That caning would
have mecant nothing but bodily pain to
Piggott, and very little more to Jameson
or Bobbs; but it seemed to Reggie to sear
his very soul.

“All right!” he said’ “I used to think
you idlm\s were my chums. but I
never make that mistake agﬂm I don't
what happens to me now—why should I, aft
I've been treated like this? Don’t you for-
get what I've said! I mean it!”

And he broke from Frank's detaining clasp
and - rushed out of the room.

@
. THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Reckless Reggie!

(13 ILLY young ass He's going from
bad to worse,” said Wally. “Smokin’
cigaréettes, and poring over pink
sporting papers, and loaflng round

with that outsider Piggy. He'll get the boot

it he isn’t jolly careful!”

“But he won't be careful.” replied Frank.
“That’s just it. If he’s to be saved we shall
have to save him.”

THE PENNY POPULAR.—No. 51.
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“Blessed if I'm going to bother about
him!” growled Wally. “Let the sulky young
sweep go his own silly way!

“Wally, don’t you care about Reg
more?” pleaded Frank.

“Don’t you be soft, young Levison! Care
about him! Why should 1? I never did
particularly, come to that. He was always,
rather an outsider.” >

“He’s been our pal, Wally!”

“Yes, he has. And now he isn’t any longer,
and it's all his own rotten fault! I'm not
vomﬂ to do anything, and I advise you not
to.

gie any

Frank found that advice hard to take.
He knew that at heart Wally wanted to be
friends again with Reggie, but was just
as stiffnecked as Manners minor himself.

But he might have steered clear of Reggie
for a while but for a few words he had
mth Manners major.

“Frank,” said Harry HIanners, meeting him
outside the School House, “what’s wrong
between you kids and my minor?”

“Well, we aren’t very chummy just now,
that’s a fact, Manners,” confessed Frank,
with downcast eycs.

“You're not chummy at all.
shouldering him!”

“It’s more that he’s doing to us, really.”

“There are six of you, and he's just one
young fool!” answered the Shell fellow, with
a touch of bitterfiess. “Easier for you to
come” round than for him, isn’'t it? T
wouldn’t say anything, but it's no use my
tﬂlkin;: to him. He only sneers at me for
preacnmﬂr And I can't bear to see him
going about with that young sweep Piggott!”

“1 ecan't, either,” ruphed Frank, lifting
big, troubled eyes to the older fellow’s face.

Manners patted him on the back.

You're cold-

“There, I didn't mean to hurt your feel- |

said.™ “I know you'd
never let a pal down. And you're nearly as
silly as I am about Reggie. He’s not worth
haif the worry we waste on him. Only I
can's help worrping, and I suppose you're the
same.”

No more was said, but Frank had a feeling
that he had been put on his honour to de
something. It is likely that Harry Mauners
did not look at it quite in that way. But
still he had hopes.

He did not know—what Frank knew only
too wcll—that a word from Wally would go
farther with Reggie than many words from
Frank.

At the bottom of most of Reggie’s sulking
yas jealousy. He could never quite forgive
Irank for coming first with Wally. The
others did not think of that, or, if they did,
thought of it as natural enough. But Reggie
brooded over it.

It was only a few hours later that Frank
made his attempt, and failed.

- “Does D’Arcy minor allow you to speak
to me?” sneered Reggie.

“I can speak to anyone 1 like, I suppose?

ings, Franky,” he

That’s all rot, and you know it, Reggie.
.Look here, let’s make a fresh start! Wally
will, I'm sure.”

“Has he said so?”

“No; but—"

“He can save his breath! If he and all
the lot of you were to come to me on your
knees and apologise—-"

“That's not likely!”

“If you did, I should only laugh at you!

I don't want you!”

“Piggott—"

“Oh, I know all about Piggy! Young cad,
isn't he? Amybody who is pally with him is

going to the dogs, eh? Well,
to the dogs! I'm desperate!
if I'm sacked—there!”

“That shows you do want

“You don't know what it qhowb But I can
tell you this. If I take to smoking and
gwm!lmo and—and booze and all that it's
your fault and your precious pal D’Arey’s!”

“1 don’t think so. It sems to me it will
be partly Piggott’s, but mostly your own.”

I want to go
I don’t care

“We can find pals outside St. Jim's,”
sneered Reggie. “We're going over before

long to take a hand at bridge with that chap
Vere. He's more my sort than any of you.”

“But I shouldn’t think Piggy is his sort,”
replied Frank. *Lot of rot, Reggie, fancymg
that the Prospect House fellows gamble!”

“Vere does—I know that.”

It was no good arguing with Reggie, and
Frank left him.

During the few days that had passed since
the match Piggott had been urging Reggie
to improve Vere's acquaintance. The black
sheep of the Third knew that he would get no

welcome at Prospect House alone, but felt
THE PENNY PoPULAR—NoO, 51,

sure that he could squeeze in there with
Reggie.

Manners minor was keen, and yet not keen:
He had the gambling spirit, and he knew it.
He had promised his father to keep as clear
of temptation as he could, and, wayward as
Reggie was, a promise meant something to
him But Piggott had worked upon him, and
he felt that to do and gamble with Vere

.| would be a rare slap in the hce fore Wally

& Co.

That afternoon Butt came up fo the six.in
great excitement.

“I say, you fellows, it ot ﬁnt to be stopped!”

he said. “That young a lanners is in the
cloisters with Piggy smoking and drinking
beeri®

“Let 'em smoke and drink!” growled
Jameson.

“I'm not going to,” snapped Wally. “This
is up against the Form. It doesn’t’ matter
a fat lot what Piggy does, but young Manners
has got to be made to toe the line!”

Now, it was no unusval thing for foolish
juniors to steal into the cioisters for a surrep-
titious smoke, but drinking beer was beyond
the limit.

The six, with Butb. Watson, and one or two
more, went off at once.

Plvgott and Reggie had found a secluded
and sheltered place. They had put down a
thick rug on the flags, and each had a
cigarette between his lips and a beer-bottle
at his right hand.

As their Form-fellows drew mnear Piggott
winked at Reggie, and both removed their
cigarettes and lifted their bottles to their lips.

“@Good health, Piggy!” said Reggie.

“Here’s how, old son!” returned Piggott.

He put his bottle down, and next moment
Wally’s boot sent it flying.

A smell of beer was at once evident.

Reggie snatched up his bottle, but Jameson
clutehed at it and dragged it from him.

“Smash it!” roared Wally.

“Don’t—not  yet! I don't believe that
bottle has beer in it at all!” cried Frank.

They stared at him, and Jameson held
his hand.

“It has, then!” howled Leggle furiously.
“What do you suppose is in it?”

“Niff it, Jamface!” said Frank.

Jameson sniffed. -

“I don't know a lot about beer,” he said,
“put I'll eat my hat if this i3 the stuff! It
don’t niff a bit like Piggy’s lap.”

“It is beer!” howled Reggie, looking side-
long at Piggott

“Give me the bottle, Jamface,” said Wally.

It was handed over, and he suiffed at 1t
critically.

“Toast-and-water!” he said. “Ohn,

a silly young fathead, Reggie!”

Piggott’'s face showed that he had not been
in that secret.

Hobbs snatched at Reggie’s cigarette.

“This is a fake, too!” he said. “It's
of those rotten stramonium things!”

“Well, I like them better than tobacco,”
said Reggie sulkily. “And it's smoking all
the same, isn't it?”

“Piggot,” pronounced Wally, “you’re just
the low pothouse cad we always knew you
were! But you're only a silly kid, Reggie!”

“All right! You wait and see, D'Arey
minor!” roared Reggie, as the small crowd
moved off, laughing.

“He had you, Buttercup!” Wally said.
“The young sweep wanted you to come and
tell us.”

“Can’t see it,” replied Butt. “What for?”

“He wanted to make us believe hie's reck-
less enough for anything—even boozing in
the cloxnturs But he kicked at doing it,
though he didn't mind Piggy's doing it,
Whlf‘h wasn’t quite the straight  thing,
reaily.” 2

“If they'd been caught, Reggie wouldn’t
ever have said that it wasn’t beer or to-

you are

one

bacco,” said Frank. “He’s straight enough
that way, Wally., He wouldn't let Piggy
down.”

“He'll come round now,” Hobbs said

sanguinely.

But Iobbs was wrong there. The showing
up and Piggott’s jeers only made R eggie feel
inore bitter than ever.

“Shut up, Piggy!” he said. “It shall be
beer next time, though I hate the taste of
the stuff. And I tell you what—we'll go over
and play auction bridge with that chap Vere
any day you like!”

Piggott grinned.

“You're a sport, Regzie, after all,” he said.
“Write and tell him we'll come to-morrow
evening. We can wangle an excuse from prep,
you know. I shouldn’t say anything about
cards, though, if I were you.”
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“What about their prep?” asked Reggie.

“Oh, [ suppose they do that in their studies.
That will be all right. The masters don't
meddle much at Pmspcct House.”

“Look here, don't let’s write at all. Let's
go over without saying anythmg before-
hand. We know the way in, and it will be
a surprise for them. But I don't see how to
get oftf prep.’

“I've a dodge for that,” answered Piggott.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Standing By Reggie.
IGGOTT'S dodge was simply a lie.
Mr. Selby was not a sympathetic
person; but even he could not refuse
to allow a boy who said that his
head felt so bad that he could not work to
leave classes, and, though he might feet
suspicious, he could not prove that the second
claimant to possession of a head of that kind
was less genuine than the first.

“He may ask where we are at prep,” said
Piggott; “but I've told young Leggatt to
remind him that our nappers were bad, and
he’il suppose we're lying down.”

Now that it came to the pinch, Reggie
began to feel that the enterprise was not so
snnph as it had seemed. They had had to
pian for their absence from prep, and had
to take a risk there. They had to conceal
their bikes outside, and get over the wall to
~reach them. They had to ride into Way-
land at peril of being seen and dropped on.
And when they were there they must return
within an hour or so.

But Reggie felt that the desperate charac-
ter of the foolish adventure was its justifica-
tion. This would show Wally & Co. what a
wild blade “he really was, and how bent he
was upon going straight to the dogs.

It still wanted half an hour or more to the
time of prep when Watson came into the
Third Form-room with news.

“Just seen Piggy and young Manners get
over the wall,” he said: “and their bikes
aren’t in the shed, for I looked. They're off
somawhere,”

“They're supposed to be laid up,
CLrly Gibson.

“Qh, that wa= just one of Piggy’s dodges
said Kent. “I wonder the old Hun didn't
smell a when he tried it on after
Manners.”

“Pip-pip-pip—" stammered Leggatt.

- “Nething to say ¢ pip-pip ” about!” snapped
Waily.

“I wasn’'t! I only. sus-sus-said Pip-Pip-
Piggott tut- tut told me to tut-tut-teil Sus-
*us Selby

“Got it!” cried Hobbs. “Dry up now,
Leg! We can't listen to-you all night.
Selby was to be told that they were ill.

"

remarked

rat

I say, Wally, where have the bounders
gone?”
“I know,” said Kent. “Heard them yarn-

ing about it. Over to Prospect House, to
play cards with that chap Vere.”
- “What?” shouted Wally.

“1t's right,” said Kent.

“Sure they weren’t kidding you?”

“Yes. They didn’'t know I heard.”

“This has got to be stopped,” said Wally.
“I don't care about Piggott; shouldn't care
if the cad was hanged! But if Reggie's
caught playing cards at Prospect House he
may be sacked; and, anyway, there will be
the merry dickens of a row, and his pater
will rag Manners major, who's worth fifty
of Reggie baldheaded! I'm oft!”

“We’ll all-come,” Hobbs said, speaking,
of course, not for the whole Form, but for
the brotherhood.

“Won't do!”* Wally replied. “I'd better
o alone, for if we're all away from
prep

“You're not going alone, Wally!” said

Frank. “I shall-come if no one else does.”
“I spoke first!” objected Hobbs.
“Well, you two come. No, Jamface,

can’t—nor yet Joe, nor Curly. But you

get our bikes over the wall to us.”

“And if there’s a row we shall be in it,”
answered Jameson, seeming to find consola-
tion in that thought.

Within ten minutes Wally, Frank, and
Hobbs were pedalling their hardest across the
moor, gaining on Piggott and Reggie with
every yard they rode, but too far behind to
have any real chance of catching. them.

“Wonder what Vere will say?” said Reggie,
as they neared Prospect House.

‘“Oh, that will be all serene!”
Piggott easily.

Reggie did not feel too sure of that.
w2s taking rather a liberty, he felt.

you
can

replied

1t
But
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Vere had asked him to come, and he wouid
not turn back now, - g
Their destination reached, they steod their
bikes among the shrubs near the gate, and
made their way to the side-docr, commonly
used by the Prospect House hoys. ,
The door was locked, as they might have
expected.
‘““Here's a go!” said Reggie
“All this trouble and risk for nothing??
“Needn't be for nothing,” replied Piggott.
“This window isn't fastened.”
““ Rather off, getting in threugh a window,”
Reggie said doubtfully.
“Qh, if you're afraid!”
Reggie pushed up the
in at once.

disgustedly.

neered Piggott.
sh, and began to
Inside, he waited for

But that youth showed ne disposition to
follow.

“Locks as if you were funked!” gibed
Reggie.
“I'm out. Bub—but I don’t know Vere so

well as you do. You go and teli him we're
here, and see if it's all right-ho!»

Reggie gave him one glance of scorn, and
went. =

Five minutes later Wally, Frank, and Hobbs
arrived, saw the bikes, made their way to
the side-door, and captured Piggott. He tried
to bolt when he saw them, but was not
quick enough.

“Where’s Manners?” hissed Wally.

“Inside. He would go. I couldn’t stop
him.» =
Wally tried the door, and found it fast.

“How did he get in?” he snapped.

“Through that window.”

“The silly young as:! But I'm going after
him. He’s got to be fetched out of that hefore
he makes trouble for himself and the fellows
there as well. Here goes! Hold cn to that
cad, you two !»

“I'm coming, too!”

“No. What's the

said Frank.
29

“I'm coming, 1 tell you!”
“So am I!” said Hobbs.
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Piggott took advantage of the dispute to
tear himself free and make for his bike.

And at that moment the door cpened, and
Reggie appeared. Mr. Ralf, the young master,
was by bis side, and Mr. Ralf held Reggic by
the left ear. -

“We don't bar visits from our boys’
friends,” the young master was saying, “but
we do bar entrances made by the window at
this hour! I sha’n’t ask you why you came,

my scn, but--— Hallo, young D'Arey ! What
are you doing here ¢”
Wally had no answer for that. It seemed

that he was too late, after all.

“Come to see Vere about the mateh?” asked
Mr, Ralf pleasantly. “It's prep time now,
but you can see him for a minute if you want

to. Why didn't you explain?”—this was to
Reggie. “ And why, in the name of all that's

absurd, didn't you ring the bell, not creep
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in through a window like a confounded young
burglar?»

Reggie did not answer, and Wally did not
answer. Both were sure somehow that Mr.
Ralf knew Reggie had not come with Wally
and the others, but that they had come after
him; and Wally did not believe that the
young master really thought he had any desire
to see Vere about the return mateh.

He was little more than a boy himself, no
older than Kildare or Baker, and he had lots

ANANANNANSANANANNNNANAL
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of sympathy and good nature—that explained
his action. ;

It was luck for Reggie that he had fallen
in with a’man like Mr. Ralf.

“We won't come in now, said Wally. -
“We didn't know it was prep time. And—
and, I say, this is most uncommonly decent
of you!» :

The speech was rather confused, but it was
most unmistakably sincere.

“That's all right!” said Mr., Ralf.
night, all of you!?

And he closed the door.

“Where's Piggott?» asked Reggie,

“ Done a bunk,” answered Wally.

“ Just like him! It was all tot! Vere
doesn't gamble. He said co. They play cards
for nuts and all that. Nobody minds. I say,
isn’t that master a brick?”

“And aren’'t you a young fool?” snorted
Wally, -

“Yes, I am!” admitted Reggie Trankly.

“You own it2? :

“0f course I do, fathead! But if I didn't
you'd believe it, all the same!?

“Look here, Reggie, do you want to stop
all this silly rot and make up with us?”

“What do you think, Wally? I've had
enough of that cad Piggott!”

« Right-ho, then! We'll say no more aboit
it. Now, let’'s get back and take our dose
from cld Seiby. You shall play against those
chaps next time if you'll only play up and
do your best.”

“1 will, honest Injun! And—well, you know
yourself, Wally, I'm heaps better than Watsen
or Buttercup !”

That was the old Reggie. But he
learned a lesson, for, as they went to
gate, he dropped behind with Frank,
whispered :

“I'm sorry, Franky! I've been worse to
you than to anybody, I know. And I dare
say I shall be again, because you always
forgive a chap!?

“It’s all right,
gravely.

“Qoed-

had
the
and

Reggie!” replied Frank

THE END.
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
‘Towny Knows What to Do.

(41 USH! Here's Jimmy Silver!”
Jimmy Silver, captain of the
. Fourth Form at Reokwood, heard

that hurried whisper as he came
into the junior Commeon-room.

Jimmy bhad come in to look for his chums,
Lovell and Raby and Newcome of the Fourth.
The Co. were not there. Townsend and Top-
ham and Peele, the champion slackers of
the Fourth, were there, talking in low tones,
z.m}fi chuekling apparently over some good
JOoKe.

But as Townsend whispered his warning the
three juniors became silent.

Jimmy Silver glanced at them suspiciously:

“Hallo! What’s that I'm not to hear?”
he demanded.

“Tine afternoon, ain't it?” said Townsend
blandly.

“What are you three slackers mumbling
abont ?”

“Rippin’ weather—what!” said Topham.

And Townsend & Co. chortled.

Jimmy Silver sniffed.

“You're plotting something—I can see
that,” he said. “I suppose it’s something up
against that new kid Rawson. Look out for
a thick ear apiece, that’s all.”

And Jimmy Silver, with a disdainful snort,
walked out of the Common-room.

“Rotter!” said Peele. “As captain of the
Tourth, Jimmy Silver ought to be backin’ us
up against that new cad.”

“He ought, but he won't,” said Townsend.

“But that don’t make any difference to us.

Rawson’s got to have it!”

“Yes, rather!” said Topham.

“It would do the cad good o have a
lickin'!” remarked Peele. “But: ”

“But——" said Townsend.

“But—" said Topham.

The three Nuts of the Fourth locked at one
another very doubtfully. Licking Rawson,
the outsider, was a splendid idea—it would
undeubtedly do him good, from the point of
view of the Nuts. But there were certain
difficulties in the way.

“He really ain’t fit to touch!” said Town-
send, after a pavse. “It would be lowerin’
to a chap’s dignity.”

“Infra dig., by gad!” said Topham. *I
don’t care to soil my hands on him for one!”

“He’s rather a strong beast, too!” said
Peele thoughtfully. o

“Of course, that’s got nothin’ to do with
it!” said Townsend loftily.

“Ahem! Of course not!” said Peele hastily.

“Besides, my dodge is really a better one.
The cad is as poor as a church mouse. Look
at the clothes he wears!”

“Horrid!”

“The cut of his trousers is enough to make
a fellow ill—it is, really, you know! I believe
some old aunt of his makes them. I don't
believe the rotter has a tailor at all!”

“And he’s got the cheek to come to Rook-
wood—and on the gentlemanly side, too!
‘Twouldn’t be so bad if he were on the
Modern side!”
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“Well, to come back to our mutton,” sgud
Townsend. “The cad is out now, and we’'ve
got a chance. He's got the cheek to share
our study, and his things are there. It will
be as easy as fallin’ off a form to muck them
up. Bet you ninepence to fourpence that his
people haven’'t got the money to buy him a
fresh lot!”

“Ha, ha, hal” S .

“That'’s goin’ to be a beginnin’,” said Town-
send. “After that we'll deal with his clobber.
He's only got two suits of clothes 2

“Ha, ha, hat” :

“We can get at his Sunday suit any time,
and we'll deal with the others while he's in
bed one night—what?”

“Rippin’!” =

“Come on, then!” said Townsend. = “We'll
have a little surprise ready for him when he
comes into the study again.”

The three Nuts chuckled, left the
Common-room.

“Hallo! Here he is!” said Topham.

Rawson of the Fourth was in the passage.

“Seen Jimmy Silver?” he asked, as the
three Nuts passed him.

Townsend and Topham and Peele appeared
to be deaf. They walked on without being
aware, apparently, of the existence of Tom
Rawson.

A filush came into Rawson’s cheeks.

It died away, and a cloud settled over his
brow as he watched the Nuts of Rookwood
disappear up. the staircase. He drove his
hands deep into his pockets, and tramped out
into the quadrangle.

and

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
A Row With the Moderns.
66 EEP smiling!”
Jimmy  Silver greeted the
scholarship junior cheerily, as he
spotted him in the quadrangle.

° Rawson was tramping along moodily, his

hands in his pockets. He looked -up,
colouring, as Jimmy greeted him, =

Rawson had been only a few days at Rook-
wood, but he had already found his path a
thorny one there.

The fact that he was a workman’s son, and
had come to the old school with a scholar-
ship he had won by brains and hard work had
put -up the backs of some of the Nuts of
Rookwood.

Smythe of the Shell professed to be unable
to breathe the same air with him. Townsend
& Co. of the Fourth were disgusted. It
came all the harder on them, because the
rank outsider, as they called him, shared a
study with Towny and Toppy in the junior
passage. They were compelled to be at close
quarters with him, whether they liked it or
not.»

Yet Rawson did not look much like a rank
outsider, if a fellow had taken an unpre-
judiced view.

He was a sturdy, quiet fellow, good-
tempered, and good-natured. He was patient,
and he had had plenty of exercise for his
patience since he had come to Rookwood.

Certainly he was not dressed so expensively
as the elegant Nuts; but poverty could not

really be considered a crime. Doubtless he
would have preferred to be a millionaire.
Jimmy Silver & Co. had found Rawson was

what they called the right sort, and they had

become pally with him; a fact that
erated the Nuts more than ever.

Had Jimmy, the leading member of the
Classical Yourth, taken sides against the
scholarship boy, his life might have been
made unendurable at Rookwood, which was
the amiable object of Townsend & Co.

Jimmy, however, liked or disliked a fellow
for what he was, and he didn’t care two-
pence whether he was the son of a duke or
a dustman—an attitude of mind which the
snobs of Rookwood found it hard to under-
stand.  Jimmy’s opinion was that of the
great poet: “The rank is but the guinea's
stamp; the man’s the gowd for a’ that!”

In Jimmy’s opinion, anybody who thought
differently was a snob or an idiot, or both,
and he made no bones whatever about saying
50.

Jimmy rather likege Rawson, but he would
probably not have come much in contact
with him in the ordinary way. But he made
it a point to go out of his way to be friendly
with him, to make up for the shortcomings
of some others of the Rookwood fellows.

“What’s the trouble?” asked Jimmy Silver,
stopping Rawson in the quad. “I'm looking
for duffers in my study, but I ecan spare a
minute. Tell your Uncle James!”

Rawson grinned.

“Nothing,” he said.

“Has Bootles been giving you lines?” asked
Jimmy.

£0h, nok

“Knowles been cuffing you?”

“No.”

“Nothing at all the matter—what?”

“Nunno!”

“Then what are you looking like a boiled
owl for?” asked Jimmy.

Rawson laughed.

“I—I didn't mean to leok like a boiled
owl,” he said. “I don’t quite know what a
boiled owl looks like. I—I—— It’s nothing!
Only——" Hg paused. “Well, the fellows in
my study won’t speak to me!”

“All the better for you,” said Jimmy.
“Towny and Toppy are a pair of first-class
duffers, and they talk like idiots! It must
be a relief not to get any of their conversa-
tion. They only talk about geegees—and
dead certs, too!”

“It isn't that,” said Rawson moodily.
“But a fellow doesn't like to be thought an
outsider, even hy a pair of fools like Town
send and Topham. I've been civil to them—
the best I know how!”

“That was a mistake,” said Jimmy gravely.
“I'd advise you to knock their heads to-

gether. Then they'd say something, you
bet!”

“1 suppose they would,” said Rawsen,
laughing. “But I won't do it. Perhaps

they'll come round in time—I hope so.”
“When you get fed-up with them there’s
always the end study,” said Jimmy Silver.
“You're as welcome as the flowers in May
there.”
“You're said Rawson

awfully good!”
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gratefuly. “If all the fellows here were like
Townsend, I shouldn’t much like to stay.”

“If we were all like Townsénd, dear boy,
Rookwood wouldn't be what it is! Don't
think about the silly asses—they’re not worth
it. Do you play footer?”

“A little.”

“Then come down to Little Side, and
we'll see what you can do. If you're any
good you may have a chance in the Eleven.”

Rawson brightened up. Jimmy Silver
generally had a brightening effeet upon
fellows when they were down in the mouth.
He helped them to live up to his own motto
of “Keep smiling.”

Lovell and Raby and Newcome were dis-
covered in the tuckshop, and Jimmy routed
them out, and the chums of the Fourth went
down to footer. 3

Flynn and Oswald and Jones miner were
there, and they nodded cheerily to the new
boy. All the better fellows in the Classical
Fourth liked Rawson, and the snobs were in a
minority, which made them rather more than
less unpleasant.

A Modern junior was looking on, with his
hands in his pockets—Leggett of the Fourth.
Leggett’s lip curled as he saw Rawson with
the Fistical Four. ~

“Hallo, young Shavings!™” he remarked.

“Hallo, you Modern worm!” said Rawson
cheerfully.

“Got a hammer and tacks about you
asked Leggett, with great humour.

“No,” said Rawson. “But if yon want any
hammering "done ¥ve got a set of knuckles
here, and you're welcome to them, Leggett.”

He walked up to Leggett as he spoke.

The Modern junior backed away. Leggett
wasn't a fighting-man. His tongue was acid;
but bis fists were not at all dangercus.

“Clear that Modern worm out!” said Jimmy
Silver. “What’s a Modern cad doing here,
anyway? They can’t play footer.”

‘Hands "off !” roared Leggett.

But the Ciassical juniors, laughing, sur-
rounded him, and he was whirled off his feet,
yelling.

“Frog’s march!” said Lovell.

Bump, bump, bump!

Leggett, roaring, was frog’s marched off. the
feoter-ground. His roars rang far and wide.

“Yah! Leggo! Classical cads! - Rescue!
Rescue, Moderns!”

There was a shout from the distance, and
Tommy Dodd & Co., the heroes of the Modern
Fourth, rushed to the rescue.

“Buck up, Classics!” shouted Jimmy Silver.

“Down with the Moderns!”

“Give the spalpeens jip!”

-“Let Leggett go!” shouted Tommy Dodd,
grasping the cad of the Fourth to wrench
him away. *“Pile in, you chaps, and lick those
(lassical dummies!”

“Yarooh!” roared Leggett. “Leggo!”

There was. a wild and whirling combat
round the unhappy Leggett. Tommy Dodd
and Tommy Cook grasped his head and
shiculders to wrench him away, but Lovell and
Jimmy Silver had his legs, and held on like
grim death.

Leggett’s last state was worse
first.

9»

than his

Between his friends and his foes he had a’

terrific time. And as the rivals of Rookwood
closed in combat Leggett was dropped on the
ground with a bump, and both parties
trampled over him. More Moderns rushed up,
however, and Jimmy Silver & Co. were driven
back

“Rescue, Classicals!” shouted Jimmy.

“Cave! There's Bulkeley!” gasped Oswald,

Bulkeley of the Sixth was bearing down on
the scene, The two parties separated as if
by magic. They did not want to -argue with
the captain of Rookwood. Jimmy Silver &
Co. scudded back to the footer-field, and the
Moderns bore Leggett off, rescued, and in
great triumph.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
3 Leageit is Sorry.
7S ONE them!” gasped Tommy Dodd,
as the Moderns came panting to a
halt outside Mr. Manders” House.
“Not that Leggett was worth the
trouble,” said Tommy Cook. *“What was the
row about, Leggett?”
Leggett gasped for breath.
“Grooh! Hooh, hooh! Oh
bumped all over! Oh! Ow!”
“All in the day’s work,” said Tommy Dodd

dear! I'm

‘eomfortingly. “We’'ve rescued you, haven't
we? - What arg you grousing about?”

“You silly ass, you nearly lugged my ears
39

“‘.Wen, I had fo get hold of you somewhere.

?E”get you away from Jimmy Silver, hadn't

“That fathead Doyle trod on my chest!”

“Sure, I thought I was treading on somne-
thing !” said Tommy Doyle. “Was. it you,
Leggett darling?”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“And that idiot Towle kicked my ankle!”
groaned Leggett.

“Might have been your nose!” said Towle.

“Oh, rats! Oh dear!”

“But what- was the row about?’ asked
Tommy Dodd curiously. “You generally keep
clear of rows, Leggett.”

“Nothing. I was chipping the new cad—-"

“Do you mean Rawson?”

“Yes,” groaned Leggett, “that beastly out-
sider! I thought they’d all he down on him,
same as I was; but they backed him up, in-
stead. Ow! Ow!”

“Chipping him about being a Classical, do
you mean?”

“No, fathead; about being a scholarship
hounder{” growled Leggett.

Tommy Dodd’s eyes gleamed.

“You can leave that sort of thing to Towny
and Topham and the Classical snobs,” he said.
“We don't want them on the Modern side.”

“Oh, ratst?

“So you were setting up to be a snob in
your old age, Leggett!” went on Tommy.
“I don’t quite see what a crawling worm like
you has to be snobbish about, but I know
Jolly well that we’re not going to hav® any
Classical rot on the Modern side. You'll
apologise to Rawson!”

“What!” howled Leggett.

_“Or you'll be kicked round the quad!
can take your choice.”

“Look here, Tommy Dodd—-" 2

“I mean it,” said Tommy Dodd coolly.
“That chap Rawson is decent enough, so far
as I've seen anything of him.+ Call him any-
thing you like for being a Classical, that’s all
in the game. But don't hit helow the belt.”

“I'll do as I like, confound you!”

“That’s just where you make a mistake!®’
grinned Tommy Dodd. “You won’t do as you
like, you'll do as I like. Savvy?”

Leggett scowled and swung away towards
the Houss.

Tommy Dodd promptly gripped him by the
shoulder and swung him back.

“Let go!” shouted Leggett furiously.

- “Take his other arm, Tommy Doyle !”

“Sure, I don’'t like touching the reptiie,
Tommy Dodd, but 1'll do it to oblige yez.”

“Leggo!”

“This way!” said Tommy Dodd.

Between the two Tommies, Leggett was
marched off, wriggling,. Tommy Cook followed
behind, helping Leggett with his boot when
he hung back. The little party marched on
the. football-ground, where the Classicals
were punting a ball about.

You

“Blessed if those Modern worms ain't
coniing back!” exclaimed Raby. “Give ‘em
socks! Bulkeley’s gone in.”

“Pax!” called -out Tommy Dodd. “We're
a flag of truce!”

“Oh, rats!” said Jimfhy Silver warmly.

“What are you bringing that reptile liere for,
then? Take him away and bury him!”

“He wants to apologise to Rawson, and
we’re seeing him through.”

“QOh,” said Jimmy, “I see!

“J don’t!” yelled Leggett.

*“Yes, he does; that's only his way of put-
ting it,” said Tommy Dodd calmly. “We're
gcing to help him get it out by twisting his
arms—like that!” ;

“Yaroch!”

Rawson came up, looking puzzled. He stared
at the three Tommies and stared at the
writhing, wriggling cad of the Fourth.

“What's wanted?” he asked.

“Leggett wants to apologise for being a
howling cad,” explained Tommy Dodd. *“Go
ahead, Teggett!”

“} won't!” shrieked Leggett.

Twist.

Leggett uttered a fiendish yell. There was
a howl of laughter from the Classicals. They
had never seen an apology offered-under such
peculiar conditions before.

Here, Rawson!”

“Pile in, Leggy!” said Tommy Doyle. “Get
it over! Sure ye're wasting time!”
“Repeat after me,” said Tommy Dodd. “I,

Luke Leggett, am sorry I acted like a dirty,
crawling worm and a Classical snob——"
“Here, draw it mild!” said Lovell.
“I'm referring to Townsend, dear boy. Go
it, Leggett! If a little twist will help you
get it out—" :

“Yooop {*

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“J—]—J—--" stuttered the infuriated
Leggett. *‘ I—I'm sorty I acted like a dirty,

15

snob!” Ow!

1

&
crawling worm and a—a Classical
Oow!”

PR =y —ha b

“There!” said Tommy Dodd. “That’s the
proper.style. Leggett can’t help heing a dis-
grace to Rookwood, but he knows how to
apologise, you sce. Now, cut off, you rotter,
and we'll race you to the modern side. Every
time we get near enough we shall kick hard,
s0 put your beef into it!”

Leggett started off at top speed, with the
three Tommies in hot pursuit. Leggett ran
bis hardest; but each of the Tommies got in
a couple of kicks before the unfortunate cad
of the Fourth dodged into Mr, Manders
house, and escaped.

Jimmy Silver chuckled.

“We might try that dodge on Tewny “and

” he said thoughtfully, “It seems to
vell with Leggett.”

“Ia; ha, hal?

And the Classical juniors, grinning. returned
to footer practice. And, much to Jimmy
Silver's satisfaction, Rawson showed that he
kuew how to play the game, and Rawson, too,
was delighted when he learned that he was
to be put down at once as a reserve for the
Classical Junior Eleven,

®

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
The Turning of the Worm !
AWSON came into his study some time
later, looking very ruddy aad cheery.
Te had kept away from the footer
hitherto, apprehensive of rebufls from
the Classical fellows.

Although Rawson was very quiet and very
calm, he was sensitive, and the unreascning
prejudice of the Classical snobs hurt him.
But his welcome on the footer-ground by
Jimray Silver & Co. had cleared off his doubts

him good, too, and he 1g unusually
cheerful as he came in. 1 tea in the
end study with the Fistical Four—a very
cheery meal.

The brightness faded out of his face a little,
however, as he entered his own study to do
his preparation. Townsend and Topham were
there, at work en their prep. and they did no:
look up as he came in, and kept up their
usual appearance of heing totally oblivicus
of hLis presence.

Towny and Toppy would have been very
pleased to expel the new junior from the
study by force of arms. But Towny and
Toppy were not fighting-men like Flynn, and
the probability was that the sturdy Rawscn
could have mopped up the study with both
of them at once. =

They had adoped the safer, and at the

iolts method

samne time more bitter and mal
of sending the new junior to Coventry in his
own study.

Rawson's quarters were not very cheerful,
ignored by his study-mates, and never looked
at excepting with a curling lip. But Rawson
was patient and quiet; and his patience led
his study-mates to adopt harsher measurcs
than they would otherwise have ventured
upon.

Rawson was accustomed to stony silence in
the study, hroken only by Towny and
Toppy’s remarks to cne another. He took
110 notice of the two, but proceeded to set
about his work. But an unexpected difficalty
cropped up here. To “prepare” the momn-
ing’s lesson he required a Virgil, a dictionary,
and his Latin Principia. The bocks were
usually on the shelf, but they had disap-
peared now.

Unwilling to speak to the two supercilious
young rascals sworking at the table, Rawson
looked about the study for the hooks, though
he could guess easily enough that Townsend
and Tepham had put them out of sight.

But the volumes were not to be found, and
he turned to them at last,

“Have you feilows secn my
asked. =

Only the scratch of a pen answered hiw.
Topham' went on writing ; Townsend went on
studyifg his “crib.”

Rawson's checks fiushed.

“1 want my books,” he said, in a louder
tone. .

“Pass the dick, Towny,” 3
parently deaf to Rawson.

“Here you are, old chap!”

Rawson's eyes were gleaming, but he held
back his temper, and resumed his search for
the missing books.

He found -them at last jammed b hind i@
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bocks?” he

Topham, ap-
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bookcase. As he drew them out he uttered
an exclamation. Each of the books had been
torn, cut, and defaced with ink. They were
utterly useless. :

Rawson looked at the books almest with
tears in his eyes.

At Rookwood all school books had to be
paid for, and the value of the books was a
considerable item to the scholarship junior.
Bub that was not the worst. Without them
he could not possibly do his preparation.

“Who did this?” he asked, laying the de-
faced books on the table.

No reply,

“Who ever did
said Rawson.

“Let me see,” said Townsend thoughtfully.
“‘Est is COnSDE‘CtU~*lS that dative or ablative,

it was a rotten worm!”

“E cant do my prep without my books!”
said Rawson.

Frozen silence.

Rawson’s anger was rising fast. He under-
stood clearly enough the game of the two
young rascals. He could not replace his
books without going to the Form-master—
and betraying the “rag” tg Mr. Bootles
meant brandm" himself as a “sneak "—which
would have dtlmhted the Rookwood snobs,
who were anxious to find pretexts for their
persecution. But without the books he could
nnt do his work, which meant trouble in
he Form-room in the morning.

So far as Townsend and Topham could
see, Rawson was in a cleft stick, and they
did not see that he could do anything. There
was a surprise in store for them.

“You hear me?” said Rawson quietly. “I
can't work without my books. You've chosen
to destroy mine. I shall take yours.”

“What!” ejaculated Townsend, startled
into speaking.

Rawson took the dictionary that Topham
was consulting, and drew it to his own side
of the table. He picked up Townsend’s
Principia and Virgil, and placed them beside
it. Towny and Toppy watched him, almost
petrified.

“You guttersnipe!” burst out Townsend at
last. “Give us our books!”

“They're my books now,” said Rawson.

“Your books!” shrieked Tépham.

“Yes. You've destroyed mine, and I'm
going to use yours instead. You can have
these.” *

. Rawson picked up his torn dictionary and
the worn and inky Virgil. He threw the
first at Topham's head and the second at
Townsend's.

Evidently the worm was turning!

Townsend yclled, and Topham gasped and
ducked.

“I'm fed up with this,” continued Rawson.
“1I'm using these books now. I'll let you
use them when I've finished.”

“When you've finished!” howled Townsend.
“We've gof to do .our prep.”

“You should have thought of that before
you spoiled my books.”

“(Qive us our books, you rotter!”

Rawson shrugged his shoulders, and sat
down to work., Towny and his chum ex-
changed furious glances. Both rose to their
fceb at once.

“Are you going to hand over those books?”
asked Townsend, in a tone of concentrated
rage.

“No.

“Thcn we'll take them, you guttersnipe!”

“I'll tackle either of you--I don't mind,”
said Rawson coolly.

“You'll tackie us both together,
don’t hand over those books at once!”
Topham threateningly.

“Both together, thep,” said Rawson, rising.
“I don’t care. You won't have these booka,
anyway, till I've done my prep.”

“Hand them over!”

“Rats!”

“We've got to .have them, Toppy,” said
Townsend. “Collar, the cad!”

The two Nuts advanced upon Rawson round
the sides of the table. Rawson pushed back
his cuffs calmly. The Nuts were two to one,
but they looked a good deal more hesitating
than Rawson did.

“Well, come on,” said Rawson,
paused, and exchanged glances
table.

“Will you give us those books?”

“No, I won't!”

Townsend made a grasp at the dictionary.
Rawson caught his wrist, and with a twist
gf his sturdy arm whirled him away from the
anie.

“Go for mim, Toppy!" shouted Townsend
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desperately; and Topham sprang upon the
new junior from behind.

Rawson let go Townsend, and whirled round
upon Topham. The Ilatter, clutching him,
was whirled off his feet. Rawson shortened
his arm, and delivered an upper-cut in the
twinkling of an eye, und Topham went to the
fioor with a crash.

He .lay there, gasping and nursing his
jaw, feeling as if he had been suddenly
caught by an ecarthquake.

Then Rawson turned upon Townsend. The
dandy of the Fourth put up his hands to
meet a driving attack. Towny's white and
delicate hands, however, were not of much
use against Ra n’s heavy drives. Towns-
end was driven right round the table, blow
after blow coming home on his face, till he
stumbled over Topham, and measured his
length on the floor.

“Oh, by gad!” gasped Townsend. “Yow-
ow-oh! Keep off, you ruffian! Yow-oop!”

Rawson looked down grimly on the two
Nuts.

“Have you had enough?”

“Yow-ow! Yaas!”

“Yaas, you rotter! Yow-ow!” moaned
Topham. nursing his jaw. “You hooligan!
Keep off! I don’t want a"xytlm’vr to do with
you! Oh, my jaw! a1

“I didn’t want a row,” said Rawson.
would have it.”

He sat down quietly at the table.

Townsend and Topham scrambled up, Top-
ham still holding his jaw, and Townsend
rubbing his nose. Rawson sat with his back
to them, and the two Nuts were strongly
tempted to make an attack in the rear; but

he asked quietly.

“You

they refrained—mot from motives of fair-
play,  but from a wholesome fear of the
consequences.

With suppressed groans,. the Nuts of the
Fourth limped out of the study--to do their
prep in Peele’s study, and borrow his books.

Rawson worked on quietly, with the books
he had taken possession of. It was a case
of to the victor the spoils. The “rag ” had
not turned out quite as the Nuts had in-
tended.

Peele stared at his
came into his study.

“What’s the matter with your jaw, Toppy?”
he asked.

downcast pals as they

“Yow-ow !"”

“What have you bﬁn doin’ to your no~e,
Towny?” ’
5 Wow-wow 12 -
“Well, you look a merry pair,” said Peele

unsympatihetically. “You don't mean to say
you let that outsider handle you like that?”

“Groogh!”

It was some time before the Nuts felt
equal to explaining. -~ Peele whistled as he
listened to their lugubrious account.

“A regular ruffian!” he said. “We ought
to get Smythe to lick him., Smythe’s bigger
than he is. He could handle him, if he had
pluck enough!” :

“He hasn't!” growled Topham. “Rawson
knocked him down t-he other. day, and Smythe
sneaked away.’

“He mx{'ht go into trainin® for it if we
egged him on,” said Peele. “He’s a head
taller than Rawson, dash it all! Yook here,
there'll be no standin’ that hooligan unless
one of our crowd can lick him!”

“There's other ways,” said ’I‘ownsend
savagely. “There’s his clobber. We’'ll see
what he looks like when he gets up in the
mornin’, the cad!”

And the hardly-used Nuts were somewhat
consoled by the prospect.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.

Exchange No Robbery.

LANG—clang—clang!

Jimmy Silver, always the first out
of bed, turned out as the rising-
bell began to clang over Rookwood

School next morning.

Townsend and Topliam, always the last,
yawned and turned over.

Lovell and Raby and Newcome were the
next out, and Rawson. The cheery juniors
splashed merrily in cold water. Townsend
& Co. had professed to be surprised at seeing
the chﬂlal‘ahlp junior take a cold bath in
the morning. They were not quite so liberal
with cold water on cold mornings themselves.

Rawson rubbed himself down, glowing and
ruddy, .and began to dress. Townsend and
Topham, sitting up in bed, winked at one
another and watched.

.Rawson took his clothes gff the: chair,
where they were neatly folded. As he lifted
them, the jacket and trousers hunv in strips
in his hands. Rawson gazed at them blankly.
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In the dark hours of the night, the clothes

had been rlppea to pieces with a kmfe
“Hallo! What's the matter?” asked Jimmy

Silver, as Rawson -uttered a roar of wrath.

“Look at my clothes!”

“Great Scott!”

“What a rotten, dirty trick!” exclaimed
Lovell. “You'll have to put on your Sun-
day bags, kid!”

Rawson nodded, and went to his box.
Townsend and Topham smiled sweetly. A
discovery awaited Rawson in his box.

Quietly the new junior drew out his Sun-
day clothes. They were ripped to strips.

Jimmy Silver’s brow grew dark as ha
looked at them, hanging in tatters in Raw-
son’s hand.

“SWhoever did that wants the licking of
his life!” he said anjfrﬂy

“Never mind,” said Rawson.

“But what are you going to wear?”

“The dear boy has oply two suits,
know,” chortled Townsend. “Hard chees
Rawson! A chap should really have more
than two suits, you know!”

“Shut up, you cad!” growled Lovell.

All the Classical Fourth were looking at
Rawson, wondering what he would do.

Rawson seemed very calm.

“You must wear something, Rawson,” said
Ileby “Tll lend you some clobber it you
ike."u=
't” All serene ” said Rawson.

i

you

“I don't need

“Buf what c}obber are ypu going to wear,

then
“Townsend’s.”

1\‘&What”’ yeiled Town~end mth a ]u"’]u

ine

“Yes, yours,” szud Rawson calmly. “Your
things mll fit me~a b't tight, perhaps, but
I can manage.”

“Do you think I shail let you touech my
clobber, you rat?” yelied Townsend, bounding
out of bed.

“I think you can't help it. Im going to
put', on your clothes to-day, as you've cut up
mine, and I'm going to have Topham's
auvdm clothes.”

“My Sunday clothes!”
aghast.

“Yes, certainly!”

Rawson took Townsend's elegant “clob-
ber,” and began to put them on. There was
a yell of !uuﬂ‘ltcr from the Classical Fourth:

“But—but are you sure it was those chaps
cut up your clobber, Rawson?” asked Oswald.

shrieked Topham,

“Quite sure. They tore up my books last
evening in the study—"
“Shame!”

“Another dirty trick,” said Jlmrm Silver.

“I had to take their books instead.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“I'm going to I\eep their books until they
buy me a fresh set,” said Rawson quietly. “I

can't aﬁord to buy new ones myself. I think
that’s fair.”

“Fair as a die!” chuckled Flynn. “More
power to yer elbow!”

“Let my clothes alone!” sereamed

Town-
send. -

Rawson went on dressing.

“You've got nothing to complain of,
Towny,” chuckled Jimmy Silver. “The kid
can’t go down in his py_‘amas You ought
to have expected this!’

Towny and Toppy certainly ought to have
expected it, after what had happened in the
study the previous evening. But they didn’t.
They were thunderstruck.

“Give me my clothes!” exclaimed Town-
send, advancing upon Rawson with his fists
clenched.

Rawson put up his hands, and the dandy of
the Fourth backed away promptly enough.

“You won't have them unless you take
them,” said Rawson. “The same applies to
you Top‘lam I'm going to tane your Suaday
suit and lock it in my box.”

“You thievin’ secundrel!” yelled Topham.

Rawson shrugged his shoulders.

“I shall keep your clothes until you pay
for mine. My people are too poor to be stucl\
for unnecessary expenses like this!”

The PFistical Four chortled gleefully.
Rawson’s drastic method of dealing with the
problem tickled their semse of humour. It
was fortunate ior Rawson that he was a
“strong man with his hands.” Such drastic
measures had to be backed up by physical
force. Luckily, Rawson had the physical
force.

“You won't give me my clothes?” panted
To»mmnd, qtammermv with rage.

“Then I'll 20 stralout to Bootles and ask
him to make you!
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“Sneak!” hooted Fiynn.

“Sneak or not, that guttersnipe isn’t going
t0 steal my clothes!”

“Hold on,” said Jimmy Silver quietly. “If
you go to Bootles, Towny, he will want to
know why Rawson has taken your_clothes.
You know best whether you want” Bootles
to know that you've cut up his clobber. It
means a flogging!” &

Tgwnsend paused. In his rage, that very
obvious consideration had escaped him.
But he thought of it now. The destruction
of the scholarship junior’s clothes would have
heen regarded very seriously indeed by the
Head.

“Xeep smiling,” said Jimmy. “It’s only
tit for tat. You've asked for it, you know!”

Townsend and Topham looked at one
another in helpless wrath. ‘There was nothing
for it but to submit, or to overcome Rawson
in fistical combat, and they had had enough
of the latter alternative.

Rawson finished dressing himself calmly.
The change was to his advantage, for Town-
send’s clothes, if they did not fit exactly,
were very much better made than his own,
and very much more eXpensive. - Having
dressed, he went to Topham’s box and threw
the lid up.

“Let my box alone, you hound!” yelled
Topham.

Unheeding, Rawson took out Topham’s
neatly-folded Sunday suit, and transferred it
to his own box—a proceeding that was
watched with many chuckles by the Fourth-
Formers. Topham watched it in helpless
rage. Rawson carefully emptied the pockets,
and those in the suit he was wearing, pitch-
ing the articles on Towny's bed. Then he
locked up the captured suit in his box, and
put the key in his pocket.

“If you're not satisfied, you can pay for
my things you’ve destroyed,” he said quietly.
“I'H let you know the exact figure. But I
shall have to wear your clothes till T get new
ones.”

“Ha; ha, ha IS

“You poverty-stricken
Townsend.

Rawson whistled, and walked. out of the
dormitory.  He left the Classical Fourth
shouting with laughter.
joined in the laugh against his discomfited
friends.

Townsend, who had plenty of clothes, dis-
interred another suit to put on. His face
was as black as thunder as he dressed.

Once more the rag had turned against
the raggers, and, what was worse for the
unhappy Nuts, they had had to back down in
public, and display to all the Fourth the
fact that they dared not tackle the scholar-
ship junior hand to hand. It was all very
well to assume lofty contempt towards
Rawson, but lofty contempt, eoupled with
barefaced funk, was not convincing. Never
had the Nuts of the Fourth felt and looked
so utterly humiliated and bheaten. But all
the sympathy they received from their Form-
fellows was expressed in bursts of Jaughter.

rotter!” snarled

THE SIXTH CHAPT:ZR,
The Great Adolphus Takes It On.
66 OU could do it, Smythey!”
“It’s up to you, you know.”
“You're the very chap!”
“The right man in the right place,
by gad you are!” '

Adolphus Smythe, the dandy of the Shell,
was holding quite‘a little court in his study.

Adolphus was locking pleased, but a little
doubtiul.

It was very agrecable .fo be flattered, and
coaxed, and soft-sawdered, and buttered-up
generally.

But Adolphus had his doubtis.

Pownsend and Topham and Peele werg ail
talking at once. Howard and v,
‘Smythe’s chums in the Shell, were baCkitg
them up heartily.

Angd the burden of their gong was that it
was up to the great Adolphus to stand up
for the honour of Rookwood by bestowing a

terrific thrashing upon the rank outsider who'

had wedged into the school.

“QOnce he’s been licked we can deal with
him.' Smythey couid make him give us back
our books and clobber.”

“Why don’t you lick him, Town}’, begad?”
asked Adolphus.

“I'm not up to your form, Smythey,” said
Townsend diplomatically. :

And the egregious Adolphus nodded assent
to that.

Even Peele bhaa

' all he surveys,” said Topham.

“You're a head taller than he is, and longer
in the reach,” said Peele. “And, dash it all,
you're a good boxer, Smythey!”

“Yaas, that’s so0.”

“And he punched your head the day he
came, when you were chippin’ him jn cur
study,” said Topham.

Adolphus reddened.

{'(]I choose to treat him with contempt,” he
said.

“Ahem!. Exactly!
don’t understand contempt.

But these low brutes
What they need

is a fearful licking, to put ’em in their
places.”
“Jimmy Silver could lick . him,” said

Howard, “but the rotter has made friends
with him instead. He’s rather a low cad
himself.”

“Smythey is really a better boxer than
Jimmy Silver,” said Tracy. “And a little
trainin’ would put you in toppin’ form,
Smythey.”

“Yaas, I could put in a bit of trainin’ first,”
said Adolphus thoughtfully. “But really,

dear boys, the blackguard’s hardly worth my,

while.”

“But look at the position,” urged Town-
send. “Here, there comes a fellow from the
lower classes to Rookwood. He treats us as
if we belonged to the lower classes instead of
him. What's the good of helongin’ to the
upper classes if we can’t keep those bounders
irr their place? It’s a disgrace for the upper
cl%sses to funk the lower clasges—now, isn’t
it?”

“Hear, hear!”

“It’'s up to you, Smythey.”

Adolphus Smythe lighted a cigarette very
thoughtfully.

Adolphus was not adverse to gaining a
little cheap glory by licking a fellows smaller
than himself. He fully agreed with his
chums that that extremely obstreperous
member of the lower classes—Tom Rawson—
ought to he thrashed and put in his place.
But there was a lingering doubt in Smythe’s
mind. He was not quite sure whether he
could do it, and whether, if he could do it,
he would not be severely handled in doing
it. That was a very important considera-
tion.

Rawson had certainly punched Adolphus
for impertinence a week ago. -Adolphus had
assumed an attitude of lofty disdain; but it
had been very broadly hinted that Adolphus’
disain was not founded upon a conscious
sense of superiority, but upon sheer funk,
which was very exasperating to the lofty, dis-
dainful Adolphus.

Rawson had laid his lower-class hands on
Adolphus’ noble person, and Adolphus’ upper-
class hands had been idle, which was
evidently not as it ought to have been. As
Townsend eloquently put it, what was the
aristocracy coming to if they were to be
licked by lower-class persons, and take refuge
in nothing more energetic than disdain?

“The fact is, it’'s makin’ the beast popular,
hig bein’ able to lick any of our crowd,” said
Boward. “He actually knocked my cap off
this mornin’. I was simply sniffin’ at the
bheast. He knocked my cap off. I declined
to be drawn into a vulgar row with him.”

“He sticks in our study like a monarch of
“He's got our
books, and he’s wearin’ our clobber because
we tore his up. He’ll be thinkin’ scon that
we’re all afraid of him.”

“And it's simply impossible to put him in
his place without lickin’ him,” said Tracy.
“That kind of person is impervious to con-
tempt. I was curlin’ my lip at him yester-
day, just to show how I felt, and he only
asked me if I was born with a face like that.
A vulgar remark!”

“And hardly anybody will agree to send
him to Coventry,” said Peele plaintively.
“Only our crowd. And the fellows are all
laughin’ at us.”

“Laughing at us, you know!" said Tracy.

“And the Modern cads are makin' a regular
joke of it,” said Townsend. “That low brute,

Dodd, told me Rawson was like Cesar, he-

cause he came, and saw, and conquered.
There’s only one Modern chap up against
him, and that’s Leggett; and everybody on
that side despises Leggett.”

Adolphus Smythe nodded.

“It’s sickenin’!” he agreed.

“It was those rotters in the end study
began it,” said Topham. . “If they'd been
down on him it would have been all serene.
But they weren’t. We can't do anythin’
with him unless we ean produce a man who
can lick him. We're misunderstood by all
the fellows. They think we funk tacklin’
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him because we don’t do anythin’ but sneer

at him. It's rotten to be misunderstood”
i “tI’ll think about it.” said . Adolphus af
ast.

He was the last hope of the Giddy Goats
of Roodwood. Unless the obnoxious new boy
could be licked, the persecution would have
to stop. -What was the use of sneering af
a fellow and scuttling off if he looked round?
Evidently it was no use It had been all
very well while Rawson’s patience lasted;
but the worm had turned now, and that made
all the difference. : :

“Go into trainin’ for it and challenge him
for Wednesday next,” said Townsend en-
couragingly *We’ll all be there to back yeu
e

p.

“You'll lick him easily, Smythey.”

“Yaas, I presume I should lick him,” said
Adolphus loftily “A fellow like me is not
likely to be beaten by a person from the
lower-ciass. .But—but I den’t want to make
hard work of it, so I'm geing into trainin’
a bit.”

“Good egg!”

“Come and challenge him now!” exclaimed
Townsend, eager to strike the iron while it
was hot. “You'll havé plenty of time for
trainin’ before Wednesday.”

Adolphus hesitated. He did not quite like
the task. But he was not impervious to the
force of public opinion. His pals expected it
of*him. He was the great chief of the Nuts,
and chieftainship brought its responsibilities
as well as its pleasures. His prestige was at
stake. He could not refuse without openly
admitting that he funked the contest. And if
he disappointed and disgusted his followers
in that flagrant manner, the glory would be
departed from Israel with a vengeance.

Besides, Adolphus considered, why shouldn't
he be able to. lick the brute? He was more
than a year older, he was nearly a head
taller, he was longer in the reach, and he was.
a good boxer in his way. All that Adolphus
lacked, as a matter of fact, was pluck. In
the general atmosphere of praise and flattery
and soft-sawder, Adolphus felt his courage
rise. He made up his mind.

His foliowers watched him eagerly as he
rose and threw his cigarette into the grate.

“That low cad won't let us smoke in our
study,” said Topham. “He's actually dared
to interfere with us personally! "He says he
doesn’t like a study bein’ turned into a tap-
room, by gad!”

- “Cheeky cad!” said Adolphus.
to me!”

“Come on, Smythey!”

“I'm comin’!” ;

“The cad’s in the Common-room now,” sald
Tracy. * We'll corner him there and challenge
him.”

Adolphus marched out of the study. feeling
quite bucked up by the general satisfaction
and confidence. Ater all, it was something
to be the chosen champion of the choice
spirits of Rookwood.

Townsend and Topham looked rather
curiously at one another as they followed the
rest down the passage.

“Do you think he can
Topham murmured. ®
““He's big enough,” said Townsend.

“¥es, but=—-" :

“Well, if he’s licked it will do him good,
and take some of the swank out of him,” caid
Townsend coolly. 5

Topham chuckled. Whichever way it worked
out, the result seemed geod from the peind
of view of Towney and Toppy. :

But they did mot explain those private
views to Adolphus. Their remarks to Adol
phus were of the most flattering naturej
and, indeed. before he reached the Common-
room Adolphns Smythe aimost began tg
helieve that he really was as brave as a lion
and a very great chief indeed.

“Leave 'hino

lick him, Towny?

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Smythe in Earncst.

£ AWSON was 'In the Common-roord
playing cliess. with' Jimmy  Siiver.
Jimmy was rather given to chess in
his quieter moments, ‘and rather
prided himself upen being a good hand af
the game. He had discovered, not without
surprise, that Rawson could play his head
off. Rawson had given him 2 rook .in the
present game, but Jimmy found it hard work
to hold his own.

There was quite a hustle in the room as
Adelphus & Co marched in. The chess-players
did not look up, but a good many Tellows
glanced round. The manner and bearing of
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Adolphus gasped his way to his second.

(See page 19.)

Townsend made a knee for him, and Smythe sank on it, panting.
goodness sake buck up !’ whispered Townshend as he fannad his heatsd champion. ¢

‘ For i
tick to hirme and hit hard ! I

the great Adolphus indicated that something
was “on.”

“There’s the rotter!” said Townsend.

Adolphus walked up to the chess-table and
dropped his hand on Rawsen’s shoulder.

“A word with you,” he said haughtily.

Rawson looked up impatiently.

“Don't bother now, I'm playing!”
_The countenance of Adolphus
erimson with wrath.
lower classes told him not to bother! As
if a word from Adolphus was not a dis-
tinguished honour for such a person!

“Excuse®me,” said Smythe, with elaborate
and ironical politeness, “I must bother. I've
a word to say to you, young ragamuffin.”

. “TFor goodness’ sake shut up, Smythey!”
said Jimmy Silver irritably. “If you want to
gas, go and gas somewhere else!”

“My business is with this young shaver,”
said Smythe calmly. “Get up, Rawson!”™

“Go and eat coke!”

“Shall I lift you up by your collar?”

Rawson jumped up.

“Now, what do you want, you drawling
f001?” he exclaimed.

Adolphus extracted an eyeglass from his
well-fitting waistcoat, adjusted it in his eye,
and surveyed Rawson with lofty scorn.

“Only a few words,” he said ieily. “It's
no pleasure to me to speak to a person of
your class. I want you to understand that
Rookwgod resents ~your - presence in the
school—"

“What!” exclaimed Jimmy Silver.

“I'm not talking to you, Silver; I'm talkin’
to this ead. Rawson, your presence is re-
‘garded as disgustin’. We're fed up with you.
You don't even know how to keep your place.
I'm goin’ to teach you!”

“Do you mean that you want me to punch
your nose again?” asked Rawson.

“Ha; ha; ha !y

“I mean that I'm goin’ to thrash you, you
young scoundrel!” said Adolphus. “It's really
rather beneath my dignity to touch you; but,
takin' everythin' into consideration, I'm goin’
to thrash you as a lesson to you.”

“Well, come on,” said Rawson, pushing back
his cuffs in a businesslike manner., “I’ll get
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on with the game after I've knocked this silly
idiot flying, Jimmy Silver.”

“Go it!” said Jimmy cordially.
you made your will, Adolphus?”

“Leave me your eyeglass, old chap,” said
Oswald.

Adolphus did not deign to repiy to these
remarks.

“I'm not fighting you now, Rawson,” he
said. “I challenge you for Wednesday after-
noon, behind the abbey. If you don’t turn
up, I'll brand you as a coward before all
Rookwood.”

“Bravo, Smythe!”

Rawson laughed.

“I'l turn up,” he said. “But if it isn’%
till Wednesday, what the merry dickens are
you‘ bothering me for now? Cut off, for
goodness' sake!”

And Rawson sat down again, and went on
with his game. The Fistical Four chuckled at
the expression on Smythe's face. However,
as he was not prepared to tackle Rawson
immediately, there was nothing for it but
to cut off. Adolphus marched away with all
the dignity he could muster under the trying
circumstances. -

Jimmy and Rawson finished their game,
and Jimmy rose and stretched himself,

“Coming down to the gym?” he asked.

“Yes, if you like!”

“You may as well have the gloves on a
bit, if you're tackling Smythe in a real set-to
on Wednesday. He’s half as big again as you
arel"”

“Yes, all right. I don't know what he
wants to pick a row with me for,” said
Rawson. “It’s a week since I punched his
nose, and more.”

Jimmy Silver grinned. ‘

“Smythey has taken his time to think it
out,” he said. *This really brave chap never
acts in a hurry. Come on!” = -

The chums of the Fourth proceeded to the
gym, where Rawson put on the gloves with
Jimmy Silver. His boxing was not quite up
to Jimmy's style, but his strength was great,
and his bulldog determination greater. By
the time the rodnd or.two were over, Jimmy
felt pretty convinced tnat Adolphus would

“Have

» Adolphus Smythe

have reason to feel sorry for himself on
Wednesday.

Meanwhile, Adoiphus Smythe was hard at
work on the punchhall in his study.

He was fairly in for it now, and it had
to be gone through. He did not mean to
get a licking if he could help it. He found
Eisnwind very short after a few slogs at the
ali.
“I'm goin’ to chuck up cigarettes till after
Wednesday, dear boys,” he confided to his
study mates. “No good runnin’ risks.”

And Howard and Tracy agreed:

Being fairly committed to the contest,
left no stonme unturned.
During the next two or three days quite a
remarkable change came over his habits.

The lazy, unfit slacker of the Shell was -
bucking up. =

There were no more smokes in the study.
There was boxing practice with his devoted
friends every evening. There were sprints
round the quad instead of Ilollings in the
casy-chair.

It was all a very painful infliction to Ado!-
phus, who wished it were well over. In his
quieter moments he sincerely wished he had
not allowed himself to be persuaded. But it
was impossible to back out now.

He felt so much better, with this better way
of spending his time, that with a little more
wisdom he might have reselved to throw
up his bad, oid, slacking habits, and stick
to his new manners and customs for good.
But he did not come to such a resolution.
He was only anxious to get the affair over,
and return to his slacking and dawdling and
smoking. 5

But he was certainly feeling almost a new
man when Wednesday came round, and the
Nuts were looking forward to the encounter
with something like confidence in their chief.

-That licking, so badly needed by the ob-

noxious outsider, was to be administered, and
after that the fellow would know his place
—or, at least, could be ‘put into it. The
Giddy Goats would have vindicated their
superiority, and all would be calm and brighg
when that licking came off.”

It had not come off yeb.
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THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
- Adolphus Distinguishes Himself.
IMMY SILVER grinned cheerfully as a
big erowd gathered behind the abbey
ruins on Wednesday afterncon. The
story of the coming contest had spread,
and half Reokwood seemed to he aetermmed
1o see it.

The Classical Fourth were there to a man,
and most of the Shell bad conie to see
Adolphus in his new turn as a fighting
champion. Tommy Dedd & Co. came over
from the Modern side, greatly interested.
Tommy Cook expressed the opinicn that
Smythe couldn’t lick a bunny-rabbit, and
offered to help carry home the.pieces when
Adolphus was finished. Tommy Doyle sug-
gested tying the-combatants togather, so that
Adolphus couldn’t run away.

The fight was® fixed for three o’clock, but
long before that time there was a big crowd
on the seene. It was a secluded spot, and
the contest was not likely to be interrupted
by troubleseme masters-and-prefects. Jimmy
Silver had brought along gloves for Rawson,
and Townsend brouvht a pair for Adolphus.
Gloves were to be used ‘as they generally
were.in serious fistieal encounters at RoOK-
wood. Adolphus, indeed; Had thought of bare
knuckles as a means 6f nging Rawscn even
more conclusively to enses ;=but on re-
fiection he had decideds not, Rawson being
quite indifferent on the- abter either way.

There was-a buzz asthe great Adoiphus was
scen approaching in-the midst of an admiring
ircle of friends: ,‘,,A‘dolnhus ‘had been in h’xrd
ng, and had shown form that surprised
own backers, and their confidence was
eht, Fhat great desideratum, the
hing of the outsider, was coming at

“Iere we are, dear boys!” said Adolphus.
“Is the ead here? I'm nct goin’ to be kept
©' for himt”

¥ here,” said Jimmy
“waibing .or you, cocky!”
Jinmy helped Rawson off wit
folphus —glanced rather anxio

He hoped to see some
funk in his face. But Tom Rawson was
looking just the same as usual. His ruddy,
healthy face did noy blanch under the eagle
eye of Adolphus.

Townsend - peeled off Smythe’s well-fitting
jacket, and helped him on with the gloves.

“Teel fit?” he asked.

“Fit as a fiddle!” said Adelphus. “Ready
to lek that cad, you know. Hardly worth
tire trouble, but I'm goin’ to do it.”

“Bravo!”

“Who's timekeeper?? asked Jimmy Silver.

“Y am!” said Tracy promptly.

Jimmy shook his head.

“¥We'll have a disinterested party for time-
keeper,” he s’mi “Tommy Dodd will do, as
he’s 2 Modern.”
tacy scowied,
had intended to g
. as was po
Tommy Dod

Qnu,

lns jacket.

but he had to give in. It
his chief any little
le, he was disap-
ok out his silver

@

‘Reauvm’ he asked.

“Qh, yaas!”

“Tm Teady,” said Rawson.

“Seconds cut of the ring!”
BDodd, in a business-like manner.
shake hands!”

said Tommy
“Now, then,

“J decline to shake hands with that
bounder!” drawled Adciphus.

*“Shame!” said several voices.

Smythe of the Shell glanced Ttound
insolently. Rawson_bit. Lig lip.

“Let’s get on,” he said.

“Time!”

The first round started. Tommy Dodd kept
one eye on his watch and the other on the
combat. All the cther fellows, crowded
round in a thick ring, kept both eyes on
tie combat.

Adolplius was a good deal the taller of the
two, and he looked like having great ad-
vantages. But Rawson’s sturdy, well-knit
fisure was as strong as an oak, and his
honest face was calm, his eyes clear and
steady. There was not much doubt who was
the fitter of the two. -

Smythe of the Shell commenced the attack,
sailing in for all he was worth, so to speak.
To hxn surprise, Rawsen did uo*» yield an
inch,

Adolphus might as well have charged a
brick wall.

Both his fists came through Rawson’s guard,
and bhmped on his face, but Rawaon was
hitting oub, teo, and his right erashed inte
Adolplms’ noble nose. =

The Shell fellow staggered back, and the
Fourth-Former followed him up, driving hard.

There was a murmur as Adolphus was
driven fairly round the ring.

“Buek up, Smytbe"’

“@o it! This ain’t a foot- rwe"’

“Stand up to him, Smyt i

Biff, biff, biff!

Rawson’s steady eyes never left his op-
ponrent’s. © Adolphus’ h and guarding
were both growing Wild and- erratic. As-a

matter of fact, Adolphus was in a state of

alarm. MHe had screwed up his courage to the
sticking-point, but it seemed to have come
Fleose again.

“Time!”

Adolphus gasped
Townsend made a kuee for him, and |
sank on it, panting.

“For- goodness’ sake,
Townsem., as he fanned

bthl\ to lnm, and hit hard

S g to!” mumbled Smythe.
and your ground, you know, and hit.”*

“I'm not-askin’ for your advice, Townsend!”

Townsend grunted. If ever anybody showed
signs of the white feather, Adolphus Smythe
was showing them then.

“Time!”

Rawson stepped up Lriskly, and Adclphus
entered the ring much more slowly. The
combatants faced one another for the second
round.

There was a great deal of grinning among
tite onlookers by this time. Rawson’s cool
and steady fighting had damaged Adolphus’
nerves., Every fellow present could see that
Smythe was growing “funky,” and thers was
laughter as he backed and dodged, and
dodged and backed, seeking to escape close
quarfers.

“Go it, Smythe!”

“Buck upt”

“Ha, ha, hat”

“What a blessed funk!” said Oswald.

The Nuts were )oom‘u' furicus. This was
their champion—this the great chief whe had
gone into special “trainin’ ” for the purpose
of licking the outsider!

. “Pile in!” shouted Townsend.
ness’ sake, go it, Smythey!”

Smythe filushed as he heard the laughter
and muttered remarks of the ring. He
screwed up his courage, what little he had,
and made n desperate attack. There were
loud cheers from the Nuts as he hurled him-

called Tommy Dodd.
his way to his second.
Smythe

k up!” whispered
heated champidn.

s

“For good-

| landed,
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self upon Rawson and the latter was com-
pelled to give ground.

“Brayo! Goit!”

Smythe was going it now, hot and strong.
Rawson had to retreat, and he received scme
punishment.

Symthe felt his courage revive, and he
press‘ad his antagonist- harder and harder.
But 1t was only for a minute.

A feint of Rawson’s right drew: Adolphus,
and then his left came out with a shoulder
drive that there was nothing to stop.

Full in Smythe’s flushed face the hard glove
with all Rawson’s foree amd xve!glt
behind it.

Crash!

Adolphus was <6a his baek, blinking,
Tommy Dodd began to-count. But “Time!”
saved Adolphus from- being counted out.
Pownsend liftéd him, and helped him out

“Grooogh-ow ! E(u]d Smythe dazediy

“Yowll nail him next -time!” said &
send.

“Time!” grinned Tommy Dodd

Slowly and bheavily Smythe of the Shelt
toed the line again. Rawson stepped up,
smiling. The Nuts watched anziously.
son was attacking now, and Adolphus was
iven round the .r under a shower of

2

“F ol O Wt il A iphus, as a
series of sharp taps came on
and chin.

“Ha, ha -ha®

There was a yell of surprise and merrizaent.
Adolphus, confused and considerably hurt by
those sharp taps, had turned and run!

Rawson stood in ast hment.

The unfortunate Adolphus fairly
from the.ring.

There ~was a
laughter.

“Ha, ‘ha, ha!?

Even the Nuts w
not help it. W
jacket, Adolphus

“By gad!” gasped To

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Rawson grinned. =

“I guppose that’s the finish!” he remavked.

borteﬁ

roar of irextinguishable

They could
ping for bis

fied.

wnsend.

“Ha, ha! I suppose so!” chuckled Jimmy
Silver. “Mere’s your jacket, old ucout Ha,
ha, ha! Ob, Adolphus!”

a, ha, hal”

The crowd breke-up, yelling with laughter.
In his study, Adolphus Sm asping
for breath and groaning over his damages,
and his ears burned as e heard the sheuts of *
merriment from the quadrangle.

The mighty had fallen!

For days afterwards Adolpbus ecould net
show his face in public without provoking
chuckles and bumorous remarks. And Town-
send & Co., rious as they were, had re
Il,ct.mtq, to admit that their wxse,,t pl‘m was
to give a wide, safe berth to the junior
wio had succeeded so well in keeping his
end up.

THE END.

ilve
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(Ancther grend, long story of Jimmy §
& Co., of Rookwood School,
entitled: * Rawson's Secret.”
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Other splendid features in this

week's PRAIRIE Library include -—

*¢ The Black Pearl”

A grand new detective story,.
% introducing Nelson Lee, -
$ Nipper, Pr. Huston Rymer,
and 4h Wah, the Chinaman, %

“The Golden Trail”

A thrilling, long, complete tele
.0f BUFFALO BILL- among :
the Redskins. :
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Every British boy should secure a copy of
this beautiful COLCURED plate of our
future King as an Indian Chief. It's abso-
lutely unique! A copy, complete with a
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copy of
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Ask for
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“REGO” MODEL AEROPLANES

‘Send 3/6 for Sample Model. Flies 200 yards. Fully Hlus-
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ENGEREERING. 555 W0 Wi |

Complete Correspondence Courses in :

ENGINEERING MOTOR-CAR ENGINEERING
DRAUGHTSMANSHIP BIATHEMATICS
ELECTRICITY AERD ENGINES

# send youa FREE Book pointing out your chances and explain-
# ing our systeim. Stule age and send 2d. stamps for postage.
| THE TECHNOLOGICAL INSTITUTE OF GT. BRITAIN, LID,,
= 41, Thanet Houss, 231 qzaz, Strand London, W.C.2.

NERVOUSNES:

CURED COMPLETELY.

If you are mervous in company, if you redden up when
spoken to by strangers or superiors, if your bashfulness .
15 causing you to miss golden opportunities in social or
business life, here is a message of hope, a guarantee of
cure complete and permanent. By My System of Treat-
ment you can quite certainly be cured in cne week and in
your own home. My System gives you perfect nerve control
and self-confidence. If you suffer from Nervousness, Tim-
idity, or Heart Weakness, write now for full particulars of
My System of Private Home Treatment. Sent FREE
privately if you mention Penny Popular. :

Address, Specialist, 12, All Saints Road, St. Anng’s-od-Sea.‘

Don’t Wear a Truss.

Brooksi Appliance Is & new.gcientifia dis-
Covery with automatia.air cushions that draws
the broken parts together, and binds fhem a8
you would a broken limb. It absolutely holds

- firmly and comfortably, and never slips. Always
light_and cool, and conforms to every move-
ment of the body without chafing or hurting.
Wo make it to your measure, and send it to
you on a strict guarantee "of patisfaction or
money refunded, and we have pub our price so i
low that anybody, rich or poor, can buy if. =

& Remember, we make it o your order—send it
to you—you wear it—and if it doesn’t satisfy you, yo it back

to us, .and we will refund your money. That is the way we do
business—always absolutely on the square—and we have sold to ‘thou-
sands of people this way for the past ten years. Remember, wo use
no salves, no harness, no lies, no fakes. We just give you a straight
business deal at a reasonable price.

Brooks Appliance Co., Lid,, T
(1830) 80, Chancery Lane, London, W.C.2,  Zuster

Bocklet,
o BT

GREAT VICTORY OFFER.

10,000 more Strength Developers FREE.
Owing to the increasing popularity of the
Danks Strength Developer. Mr. Danks,
World’s Champion, bas decided to present
another 10,000 Developers free to British boys
who send 3/6 for his widely known Half-Guinea
Course of Lessons, and promise io practice
reguiarly. Send 3]6 and 6d. postage and packing,
and magnificent Developer will be included frea—
absolutely free, Abroad }f-extra.—A, DANKS (Dept. U),
50, Crescent Road, Alemandra Park, London, N.22,

BOXING GLOVES 6/6

. per seb of four (with lace-up palm, 11/6). Tan Cape, Best, 16/6. Footballs,
" match size, cowhide, 10/-, Money returned if not satisfled. Posbage 6d.
on Lalj.»v,—TOM‘ CABPENTER, 69, Morecambe Street, Walworth, S.E. 17,

ARE THE BEST.

trated Catalogue of Aeroplanes and Parts, 1/-, Post Free,

“RECO,” 110, Old Street,’ London, E.C.1.
(ARE YOU SHORT?

11 50, leb the Girvan System help youtoincreass
gonr height. Mr, Briggs reports an increasa of
inches; Driver E. F. 3 Inches; Mr. Ratclifie 4
inchies; Miss Davies 3} inches; Mr. Lindon 3
inches; Mr. Ketley 4 inches; Miss Leedell 4
inches. This system requires only ten minutes
morning and evening, and greatly improves tha
_bealth, physique, aud carriage. = No appliance
or drugs. BSend 3 penny stamps for further par-
ticulars and £100 Guarantee to Enquiry Dept.
A M.P., 17, 8troud Green Road, London, N. 4.

Overcoats, Boots, Shoes, Suits, Raincoats, Trench Coats, Costumes,
and Winter Coats, Veracity Pocket and Wrist Watehés, Rings,
Jewellery, &c., on easy terms. 80/-worth 5/- monthly: 60/-worth 15/
monthly ; &, CATALOGUE FREE. Foreign applications invited,

MASTERS, Ltd., 6, Hope Stores, RYE. - Estd. 1869,

DO YOU LACK SELF-CONFIDENGE 9 Dgousufter from nervous

constipation,
Iack of energy, or will power? You can acquirc strong neives, which will
give you absolute self-confidence, if you use the Mento-Nerve Strengthening
Treatment. Used by Vice-Admiral to Seaman, Colonel to Private, D.5.0./8,M.0.’s,
2.M.’s, and D.0.M.’s. Borely send 3 penny stamps for particulars.—GODFRY
ELLIOTT-SMITH, Ltd., 527, Imperial Buildings, Ludgate Circus, London, E.C.4.

1 L5 Wi I
80 MAGIC TRICKS, Tt o, mio st

free 1/-—T, W. HARRISON, 233, Pentonville Road, London, N.1;

VENTRILOQUISHM.

VENTREL@QUBSM Learn this laughable and wonderful art. Failure
L " * Iimpossible with our Book of easy instructions and
amusing dialogues, only 7d., post free. Hundreds delighted, Forty Tricks

with Cards, 7d.—Ideal Novelty & Publishing Co., Clevedon, Somerset.

Q0T GET
CAT. T

IF Now
NOZT,

Free Uatalogue  Post Free.

Big Bargains from 6d. Al
Post Free. Watches (Big
Reductions), Jewellery,
Useinl Goods, Novelties,

oF |
BARGAINS

POSTFREE. ||

i
Toys, etc.,  ete., ete. Big
Bargains in all Depts,

PAIN’S Presents
House, Dept. 218,

Hastings.

BL“SH!NG This. miserable compldint permanently cured, either sex.
e Simple Home Treatment. Particulars free. Enclose stamp
postage.—MR. J. AMBROSE HILL (Specialist), 50, BRoyal Arcade, Weston-
super-Mare. (Testimonials daily.) = 3

MOUTH ORGANS BEATEN

All the Iatest tunes can be played
on the Chella-phone, The only
Pocket instrument on  which
iunes can be correctly played in
any key. Soldiers and Bailors love
it. “Enocks the German mouth
crganinto scockedhat.” Postiree, /@ sach; better
quality, with§ilver fittings, 2/8, {rom the maker,

E. FIELD (Dept. 33), Hall Avenue, HUDDERSFIELD,
HOME CINEMATOCRAPH MACHINE. Jor to,make ome as

of INSTRUCTIONS and DIAGRAM (Reg. No, 656746) POSYT FREE, 2/8.—
BRITISHSCOPE, 235, HIGH HOLBORN, LONDON, W.0. 1.

PHOTO POSTCARDS, 1/3 doz, 12 by 10 ENLARGEMENTS, sd,
ALSO CHEAP PHOTO MATERIAL. CATALOGUE AND SAMPLES
FREE. HACKETTS, JULY ROAD, LIVERPOOL. =

Learn- this Wonderful, Laughable Arf. Failure
impossible with our new hook of Basy Instructions
and- 10 laughable Dialogues. Only 8d. H%ndreds Testimoniais.” Thought-
Reading & Conjuring, 1/2—WILKES, PUBLISHERS, STOOKTON, RUGEY.

3 ‘EEVERAL INCHES
lNﬂBEASE Y%aR HE!GHT svithout appllanfes 7/6
Ross System never fails. Price 7/6, complete, ~ Particulars 1id. stamp.
pF 2. ROSS, 16, LANGDALE ROAD, SCARBORGUGH. TRBE

- QUT THIS OUT

“ Penny Poﬁuiar.’; PEN COUPON Value 2d,

Bend this coupon with P.O. for only 5/= direct to the Fleet Pen Co.,
1189, Fleet St., London, E.C. 4, In return you will receive (post free) a.
splendid British Made 14-ct. Gold Nibbed Flest Fountain Pen, value 10/6. If
you save 12 further coupons, each will count as 2d. off the price; so you may
send 13 coupons and only 3/.. Say whether you.want a fine, medium, or broad
nib. This great offer is made to introduce the famous Fleet Pen to ths

All applications ior Advertisement Space in
this publicétion s]wuld be addre;:sed to the
Advertisement Manager, UNION JACK SERIES,
The Fleetwayj Hct;se, Farringdon Street, E.C.4.

®
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