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= By i
FRANK RICHARDS;

THE FIRSYT CHAPTER.
French Leave!
({5 HAT’S the programme for this
evening, kids?”
Dennis Carr asked that question
from the doorway of Study No. 1.
©ntil recently Dennis had been at daggers

drawn with Harry Wharton & Co., on
aceount of the fact that Wharton had
rejected one of his centributions to “The

Greyiriars Herald.” But the cheery smile on
Carr’s face as he addressed the Famous Five
of the Remove showed clearly enough that
he was willing, for his part, to resume the
old friendly footing. =

“The programme for this evening?” said
Wharton. “Well, to telt the truth, we
hadn’t thought about it.”

“We shall probably play the esteemed
came of chessfulness as soon as prep Is com-
pletefully finished,” said Hurree Singh, in his
quaint English.

“Blow chess!” said Dennis Carr..

“Qan you suggest a counter-attraction?”
inquired Bob Cherry.

“Yes, rather! The Burlesques are at
Courtfield.” .

“The Burlesques! Who the dickens are
they?” -

“The famous comedians from the Frivolity
Theatre, London. They're giving a show at
the Theatre Royal, in Courtfield, at seven
o’clock.”

“Why, it’s nearly that now!” said Johnny
Bull, consuiting his wateh.

“Yes. If you fellows are thinking of
eoming, you’ll have to put a jerk in it!”

The Famous Five jumped to their feet
with one aceord. It was some time since
they had seem a real live entertainment, and
they welcomed this epportunity of witness-
ing the well known “stars” from London.

“Lead on, Macduff!” said Frank Nugent.
“We'll go and make love to old Wingate,
and squeeze half a dozen late passes out of
him.”

And the Famous TFive and Dennis Carr
_ hurried away to Wingate’s study in the Sixth

'orm passage. =
The juniors halted outside the door of the
study. A half-sheet of notepaper had been
pinned to one of the panels, and it bore the
- following announcement:

“NOTICE!
- “The captain of Greyfriars will be engaged
in the senior Common-room until 9 p.m. He
is not to be disturbed, except in the event
of anything urgent transpiring.
. “BY ORDER.”

Bob  Cherry.

“My

hat!”
“Wingate’s not at home.”

“Let’s go along to the senior Commeon-room
and see him,” suggested Johnny Bull.

ejaculated

“Ass! Te’d boot us out in record time.”
“But this is an urgent matter—’.’
“I’'m afraid Wingate wouldn’t think so,”

said Dennis Carr. “We shall have to get
our passes from one of the prefects, that’s
all. Let's come and see Gwynne.”

The juniors went along to Gwynne’s study.
but they drew blank. A grubby-looking fag
informed them that Gwynne was out for the
evening. ’ 2

“Let’s try Faulkner,” said Harry Wharton.

But Faulkner’s study was untenanted.

“Qreat Seott!” said Nugent. “All the
prefects seem to have vanished off the map!
Wingate isn't to be. disturbed, and Gwynne
and Faulkner are net on view. Who else is
there?”

“There’s Hammersiey,” said Dennis Carr.
“He’s a jolly deeent sort, and he’s bound to
turn up trumps !

But Vincent Hammersley had also
vanished.
“This is the absolute giddy limit!”

exclaimed Bob Cherry. }

“Try next door, and see if North’s at
home,” said Johnny Bull.

But North was also an absentee.

The juniors were annoyed and exasperated.
This tour of the senior studies was taking up
valuable time.

“We shall be late for the show!” growled
Wharton. ]

“The latefulness will be terrific!”

“There are only two more prefects,” said
Nugent, “Walker and Loder.”

“Not much hope in that direction,” said
Bob Cherry. =

Walker of the Sixth was a fellow of un-
certain temper. Sometimes he was as nice
25 pie, and would issue late passes without
asking any awkward questions.

But that was only sometimes. On most
occasions it was about as easy to get blood
from a stone as to extract a late pass from
James Walker. :

And as for Loder, the juniors had no hope
whatever in that quarter. Leder had been
“up against ” the Remove from the outset,
and he was morally certain to turn down any
application for late passes.

Still, the Removites meant to leave no
stone unturned. They were
desperately keen, in fact—on going over to
Courtfield. And they meant to bring all
their eloquence to bear, firstly upon Walker,
and secondly upon Toder.

But neither Walker nor Loder was at
home! -

keen—.

Harry Wharton & Co. exehanged dismayed
glances. - !

“Here's a pretty go!” growled Johnny
Bull. “What’s to be done now?”

“We must tackle Quelchy,” said Dennis
Carr.

_“Personally, T'd as soon tackle a raging
Hon!” said Bob Cherry.

“Bame here. But it’s our only chance.”

The juniors went along to the Remove-
master’s study. They expected the sound of
his typewriter to greet their ears. But the
study was still and silent.

Mr. Quelch had followed the example of
the prefects, and performed the vanishing
triek!

“Nothing doing!” said Nugent.

“Half a jifty!” said Wharton.
note on Quelehy’s desk.”

The note conveyed the information that
Mr. Quelch was dining with the Head, amd
would not return to his study that evening.

“Oh, help!” groaned the captain of the
Remove. “We're fairly floored, you fellows.”
“We can’'t very well barge into the Head’s
dining-roem,” said Boh Cherry.

“Hardly !”

“There’s only one thing to be done, in the
cires,” said Dennis Carre .

“What’s that?”

“We must take French leave!”

“Phew "

The Famous Five were rather taken aback
at this startling suggestion.

“That would be a bit too thick, I'm
afraid,” sajd Wharton.

Dennis Carr shragged his shoulders.

“Of course, if you fellows funk it
began.

The suggestion of funking got the Famous
Five’s backs up at onece. ¥

“We're npot funks!” °
heatedly.

“Prove it, then, by coming over to Court-
field.” = =
Johnny Bull threw a questioning glance at
Wharton. :

“Are you game, Harry?”

“Yes, rather! I'd go to the other end ot
the earth without permission, sooner than
let €arr imagine I was a funk!”

“That settles it,” said Bob Cherry. “Come
along, kidlets!®

The juniors went round to the cycle-shed
and obtained their machines. They would be
too late to see the start of the show, bub
that couldn’t be helped.

Gosling, the school porter, was standing in
the doorway of his lodge when the cyclists
whizzed past. S

“Come back, you young rips!” he shouted.

“Here’s a

-~ he

said Johnny Bull
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“Wob T says is this 'ere—you're a-goin’ hout
of gates wibthout permission!”

*Bow-wow !”

“Which Il report yer——"

“Ratst” 2 =

Gosling started in pursnit of the cyclists,
but he might just as well have attempted to
catch an elusive will-o’-the-wisp.

Harry Wharton & Co: soon vatished from
view, and Gosling pulled up, panting and
perspiring, in the roadway.

“Wot 1 says is this ’ere!” he growled.
“Boys is a dratted ncosance! They orter be
drownded at birth!” .

Meanwhile, the Famous Five and Deunis
Carr sped on their way. They reached
Courtfield in record time, and left their
machines in a neighbouring garage. Then
they entered the theatre. =

There were only gallery seats left, and with
tiiese the juniors had to be content.

The performance was in full swing, and

o

roars of laughter echozd through the
theatre,

The Burlesques were certainly a big
attraction. They displayed real humour in

their songs and jokes, which happened to be
guite up-to-date and original.

The Removites were so ahsorbed in the pro-
ceedings that it was not until the curtain
fell at the interval that they discovered
that they were not the only Greyiriars
fetiows present. *

“My_ only aunt!” exclaimed Bob Cherry,
glancing down into the stalls. “No wonder
we couldn’t find the prefects. They're all
here!” «

The Greyfriars prefects had the front
row of the stalls to themselves. And they
seemed t@be a very merry party. Evidently
they intended to make a joyous evening of
it. Evem Walker and Loder were in high
spirits, and were chatting genially with the
others,

“We shall have to disguise ourselves as
cobwebs, or something!” said Nugent. “If
those fellows spot us, there will- be

2 said Dennis Carr. “They're in
the same boat asi/we are! They've taken
French leave, and they won’t be able to say
much !”

As a matter of fact, not one of the prefects
Lappened to glance up towards the gallery.
And it was not until the performance was
over that they were aware that the juniors
had attended it.

Dusk had descended when Harry Wharton
& Co. recovered their bicycles, and vrepared
to start back to the sehool. :

In the light of the street-lamp. however,
they were instantly recognised by the party
of prefects.

“What are you kids doing here?” demanded,

Gwynne.
“Ripping show, wasn't it?” said Bob Cherry.
“Look here— %

“That ventriloguist fairly brought down

the house!”

“1 insist upon knowing—"

“And the conjuring was simply perfect!”

Gwynng's strong grasp descended upon Bob
Cherry’s collar. * .

“Listen to me!” he said sternly. “Have you

. kids taken Frepch leave to come here?:

“Yes,” answered Dennis Carr defiantly.

“Y thought so.”

“There wasn’t a single prefect to be found,
and Quelchy happened to be dining with the
Head, so we thought we were justified in
coming along on our own aceount.”

“Yery well,” said Gwynne. “As you've
owned up, and not attempted to. prevaricate,

I'll say nothing more about it.”

“Hold en!” said Loder. “Surely you're not
zoing to let these cheeky young cubs go scot-
free, Gwynne?”

“They were to
passes——"

“That’s all rot! Where was Wingate?”

“He was in the senior Common-room, and
he left a notice cn his study-door saying he
wasn't to be disturbed,” said Harry Wharton.

“Good enough,” said Gwynne. “Cut along,
you kids!” =

But, although it was zood encugh for the
easy-going Gwynne, it was far from good
enough for Loder.

“1 insist upon those young rascals being
reported to their Form-master!” snarled the
unpopular prefect. “And if you won't report
them, Gwynne, I'll do so myself.”

“0Oh, will you?” said Gwynne.
{ry it on, and see what happens!”

“You've got no right——" -

“Hxcuse me, but I have.
1eft as well,” said Gwynne.
youw'll feel it if you
over my head!”

unahle obtain late

“Just you

And I've got a
“What's more,
make a report to Quelch

That threat was quite sufficient to subdue
Gerald Loder, and to banish from his miad
any intention of reperting the Removites.

Qwynne was-a renowned fighting-man, and
he could have made mincemeat, so to speak,
of the weedy Loder. Wherefore, the latter
discreetly held his peace; and Harry Wharton

& Co, were allowed to return to the school
unpunished,
THE SECOND CHAPTER.
2 Left in the Lurch!
11 ONFOUND those fellow! Where on
earth have they got to?”
Wingate's tone was impatient and

irritable. He was in a royal rage,
for which there was every excuse, in the cir-
cumstances.

The captain of Greyfriars had convened a
special meeting of the senior cricket club for
six-thirty that evening. And he had waited,
with what patience he could muster, for the
members of the First Elevea to turn up.

Half-an-hour had elapsed, and Wingate was
still alone in the senior Cemmon-room.

“This is the limit!” he exclaimed. “The

match with the Old Boys comes off to-mor-
row, and we haven't arranged a plan of cam-
paign. If seems as if those bounders don't
care a rap whether we win or lose! They've
absolutely ignored my notice caliing the
meeting.”
. Wingate strode to the door. Like -Moses
of old, he-looked this way and that way, and
there was no man. Silence reigned in the
long corridor.

“Fag!” shouted the captain of Greyiriars,
at length.

There was no response.

“Ropapts
This time Wingate fairly bellowed the
word.

There was a scuffle of feet from the dis-
tance, and Nugent minor raced up.

“Did you call, Wingate?” he panted.

“0Oh, no! I was merely whispering to my-
self!” said the Sixth-Former, with crushing
sarcasm. “Go round to all the members ol
the First Bleven—vyou know who they are—
and tell them that I'm waiting for them in
the senior Common-room. You might add
that I’'m not prepared te Lang about -all
night!”

“Right you are, Wingate!”

And Dieky Nugent sped away on his errand.

Within five minutes he was back again.

*Well?” snapped Wingate.

“1 can't find any of the fellows in the
First Eleven, Wingate,” said Dicky Nugent.
“En9”

“None of 'em are at home.”

“They're not in their studies?”

“No.”

“Then, dash 1t all, where are they?”

“ At the Burlesques, I expeet,” said the fag.
. “The Burlesques! Who the thump are
they?”

“’A concert-party from London, Wingate.
They're giving a show this evening at Court-
field.” %

Wingate frowned. It was unheard-of cheek,
he reflected, that the members of the First
Eleven should ignore the summens to attend
the cricket meeting, and go over to Court-
field instead.

“Do you want me any mere, Wingate?” in-
guired Dicky Nugent.

“No. You can buzz off.”

When the fag had retired, Wingate settled
down to wait for the return of the Sixth-
Formers. He had®to wait a very long time.

Hour after hour passed, and the members
of the Lleven failed to put in an appearance.
Wingate saw lights out in the varicus dormi-
tories; then he paced up and down in the
Close.

“I'll make those bounders sit up, when
they do arrive!” he muttered to himself.

Presently there was a jingling of bicycle-
bells, and six juniors rode up to the school
gates. They were the Famous Five and
Dennis Carr.

Gosling shufled out from hizs lodge to un-
lock the gates.

“Young rips!” he growled. “Comin’ in at
this time o' might! T'll report yer!”

‘“It’s all right, Gosling,” interposed Win-
gate. striding on the scene. “I'm here.”

“Then T 'opes as 'ow you'll give these young
raskils their doo deserts!” said Gosling.

He unipcked the gates and threw them
open, and the juniors pushed their machines
into the Close.

The tall form of Gegrge Wingate loomed up
and confronted them.

“What do you kids mean by staying out till
this - hour?” demanded the. 1in of Grey-

friars. “I don’t remember thaving given you
late passes.”

3

“We-didn't bother you, Wingate,” said Bol:
Cherry. “The notico on your study door
gaid that you weren’t to be disburbed; so we
tried to get passes from one of the prefect
But they were all out.”

“Then you took French Ieave?” said Win
gate ominously.

_“Yes, -~ Wingate,” - spid  Dennis Carr.
“Gwynne’s already spoken to us about it, and
he ((l)ei'c:ded not to punish us, under the cirecs.”

“Oh!”

Wingate had always been on very good
terms with Pat Gwynne, and he realised that
it wonld not be good jorm to punish the
%umors after Gwynne had already exonerated

em,

“Very well,” said the captain of Greyfriars.
“But you're jolly lucky te he let down so
lightly. If you take the law into your own
hands again, I shall march you in to Mr.
Queleh !

Feeling

greatly relieved, the Removites
went on their way. And Wingate waited in
the gateway for the prefects to arrive.

After a time a peal of laughter echedd
along the dusky road. 3

The merry-makers were returning.

‘Wingate compressed his lips.

“Here we are again!” said Gwynne boister
ously. And he pushed open the gate, whicu
Gosling had left unlecked.

“About time, too!” grunted Wingate.

. “Hallo, here’s George!” said Hammersley,
in surprise. “Top of the evening, George!l”

“Ha, ha, ha!?

“The comedians seem to have put yon
fellows in a good humour,” remarked Win
gate. "But it's rather a pity, don't vyou
th;nk. that you couldn’t have attended the
cricket meeting this evening, and gone to
the show some other time?”

“My hat!” ejaculated Gwynne. *“I'd clean
forgotten all about the cricket meeting!”

“Same here,” said Faulkner.

“I suppose you'd all forgotten?” said Win
gate sareastically.

“No; I badn’t,” said Loder.

“Neither had 1,” added Walker. “Fact i3,
)Vmgute, you don’t mind a bit of piain speak-
ing, do you? We're rather fed-up with your
mouldy meetings.”

“Cricket’s all very well,” said North.

“Hear, hear!”

“But we must have a little diversion now
and then, you know.

“Yes, rather!”

“These cricket mectings bore me stiff !" said
Walker. S

Wingate frowned.

“You've had your little bout of plain
speaking,” he said, “and now I'll have mine!
I consider it’s downright caddish of you
fellows to leave me in the lurch. The Old
Boys are bringing down a very powerful side
to-morrow, and it was absolutely necessary
thgt we should discuss our plan of cam-
paign. A fat lot you seem fo care for the
school’s ericketing traditions! 1 don’t believe
you care the toss of a button whether we win
or loge.”

This sort of plain speaking was a little toc
plain for the members of the First Eleven.

Loder gave a snort.

“I'm not going to be spoken to like that!”
he exclaimed. “You can find somebody else
to play in my place, Wingate!”

“With pleasure!” said the captain of {irey:
friars. “I can well afford to dispense with
fellows of your stamp!”

But Wingate was not prepared for what
was to follow. y

“You can find a deputy for me, too!” said
North.

“Same here!” echoed several voices.

Wingate was quite taken aback. Thia
wholesale desertion of players was alarming.
There was no other word for it.

“Look here, this is rank
began Wingate.

“1t’s nothing of the sort,” said Walker.
“We're fed-up with your domineering ways!
You're teo fond of riding the high horse.
And we’'ll jolly soon show you that we mean
business!”

“Hear; hear!” =

Wingate turned to Gwynne.

“Are you taking part in this caddish moves
ment?” he inquired.

“No, I'm not,” answered Gwynne. “You
were quite justified in slating us as you did.
1 should like to apologise for not turning up
at the meeting.”

“Thanks!” said Wingate quietly, ¢ What
about you, Faulkner?”

“] feel the same as Gwynne does ahout
it,”” replied Faulkner.

“Then, you'll play to-morrow?”
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“OF comrce !
Wingate bucked up considerably.
tion wasg still ver,
of the players h3

The situa-
rave—no less than eight
1o resigned from the team
—hut matters might have heen worse.

With Gavynne- and Faulkner to back him
up, Wingate folt that the prospect was not
umrely 1tl}0ut dwope.

he captain of Greyiriars turned to the m'\l
conten
“ T sincerely hope that you fellow mll have
nged your miands by the morning,” he said.

h tln, exception of Loder, {h'zt g1

ay him at any price!”
t the chance!” sncered Loder.
tion ended at this pomt and
spersed.
Faulkner \\(m‘lookmg very
d the building with Win-

5

h(' seniors d
Gwynne and
srave as they entere

hste
‘Imoi-: as if the Old Bog 's will have a walk-
over, smd (JSV\HT\C‘

\baulutel\ " apreed Tqull\nm

“I'm hoping that North and Hammersley
and the others will think ‘h\uce before they
Gecide to desert the eleven,” said \\'m;mw

“I rather tbink,” said Gwynne, “that
they’ve made up their minds, and that
rothing will induce them to turn out against
the Old Boys.”

-

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Honours for thé Remove!
~ WYNNE was right,
Next morning Wingate questioned
the traitors, and they informed him
that they were sticking to their

sung,

*We haven't the slightest intention of play-
ing,” said IIammu‘-ﬂe\, “s0 please don’t ask
us again!”

“T won't!" said Wing:

The captain of Greytriars felt convineed
that it was Loder who was at the bottom
of this business. And his convictions were
correct.

With great eraft and cunning, Loder had
succeeded in poisoning the minds of the
majority of the players against Wingate. He
had repeated to them some scathing remarks
which Wingate was alleged to have made, but
which in reality he had not made at all.
And North, Hammersley & Co. had taken a
firm stand, and decided that Wingate must
dispense with their services.

On the school -notice-board after
xppcaxed the following
announcement—extraordinary
m»ompletem

Q.

breakfast
extraordinary
because of its

“GREYFRIARS FIRST ELEVEN versus
GREYFRIARS OLD BOYS.

This match will be played on Big Side this
“afternoon, cemmencing at 2 p.m. The follow-
ing eleven will represent Greyfriars:

GG. WINGATE (Capt.).
. GWYNNE.
L. FAULKNER.”

The Famous Five of the Remove were
amoitg the first to read this notice, and they
fairly gasped when they did so.

“Wingate must be potty!” declared
Bob Cherry. “He says ' the following eleven,’
and then he quotes only three names!”

“Looks as if he's got bats in his beliry?”
growled Johnny Bull.

“As if three players could possibly hold
their own against a full team of Old Boys!”
¢xclaimed Harry, Wharton.

“There's no doubt about it,”

“old Wingate’s off his dot!”

Dennis (,:m strolled up 1o the notice-board
at this juncture.

“Seen the latest?” asked Harry Wharton.

“Our First Eleven has dwindled down to
tifreel™

Deimis nodded.

“There's been an unholy row in the Sixth!”
fie said. “It appears that Wingate got ratty
with the seniors for going over to Courtfield
Tast night instead of attending the cricket

said Nugent,

meeting. Tle told them what he thought of
them, and the result is that eight members

of the team have resigned.”

“What?”

The Famous Five biinked at Dennis Carr
in astonishment.

“Who gave you this information?”
Bob Cherry.

* Bunter.”

“In that case, it's all tommy-Tot!”

“1It’s true cnough,” said Dennis. - “Y heard
Wingate ask Hammersley just now if he had
guite made up his mind not to play. And
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gasped

Hammersley said he had. Everybody's stand-
ing down from the téom, with the t\u‘pthﬂ
of Wingate, Faulkner, and Gwynne.”’

“But what on ea rth is Wingate. going {o
do about it?” exclaimed Johmny Bull, “He
can't field a team of three!l”

“ Hardly!”

“And there are no decent players in the
Sixth, apart from the usual eleven.

“1 expect Wingate will fill up the gaps
mth Fifth-Formers,” said Wharton.

And he was 1 rht up to a point.
when the juniors again looked at the notice-
hoard after morning schoel, the following
nases had been added te the list:

“@G. BLUNDELL.
3. BLAND,
¢ HILTON?

* gaid Dennis Cary,
e places to be filled;’
Harry Wharton. * ed it 1 know
w u.gnte s going to fill them!”

“He’ll- ask Gosling to turn out, I expect!”
said Bob Cherry.

“Ha, ha, hat”

SO pl ‘aps  he'll approach
Quelchv, suggested Nugent,

The juniors chuckled at the idea of Mr.
Preut and Mr. Queleh standing up {o the
bm.lmg of the Old Boys.

“Joking apart,” :.1d Dennis Carr, “there’s
Larry Tascelles. Lar y's & top-hole cricketer.!”

at e‘mec‘b Wingate's wr;,ottcn his exist-
ence,” paid Wharton. L'l go along and
remind him.”

“Mind your eye, Harry!” said Johnny Bull.
“Wingate isn’t in a very amiable mood just
now,”

The Mptam of the Remove went along to
Wingate's study, He found the ("lptﬂm of
Greyiriars in consultation with Gwynne and
Faulkner. All three of the seniors were look-
ing decidedly worried.

The problem of obtaining deputy players
had heen partially solved; but there were still
five gaps to be filled. And W ingate was at
his wits’-end to know how le could get a
complete team togctuer

“1 say, Wingate,” said Harry Wharton.

“It scems that you're s':o‘u of players for
the mateh this afterncon.”

-¢1 am!” grunted Wingate. “And you've
come along to suggest that 1 give you a
place in the team, 1 suppose?”

“Not at all. But I can give vou the name
of a jolly good player whom you seem to have
overlooked.”

Wingate looked hard at the junior.

“Is thlq a leg-pulltng stunt, Wharton?”

“Nunmo !’

“Then let’s have
player!”

“Larry Laseelles.””

Wingate brought his clenched fist down
with a thud on to the table.

“My hat!” he exclaimed.
gotten Larry!”

“And he's onc of the bcst cricketers at
Greyfriars!” said Gwynne. “Thanks awfully,
kid, for jogging our skipper’s mémory !”

“That's ail right!” said Wharton laughing.

“Any more snggeshone/’ asked Wmmte

“Not at the moment,” said the captain of
the Remove.  “If 1 think ot any* more star
players. I'll let you know.”

“That kid,” said Wingate, when Wharton
had retired, “has simoplified our problem no
end.”

Gwynne and Faulkner nodded.

“Queer that we should have forgotten
Larry!” said Faulkner. “He'll agree to play,
1 take it?”

“Like a shet !” sani Wingate.
and see him now.”

The young math(nmtw ki or readily con-
sented to turn out for Gre against the
0l1d Boys. And his name was duly added to
the list on the notice-board, thus bringing
the total up to seven.

When the dinner-bell
there were still four va

“That ma .
” said
how

Prout and

the name of this crack

“I'd clean for-

“I'll go along

sounded, however,
ancies in »tl'o First

Eleven,

North, Hammersley, Walker, ad ‘the
others who had left the team in the Turch
sat sullenly sitent during the meal. In their

hcarts they were regretting the step they
had taken. But they hsd no intertion of

retracting now. They had listened to the
voice of the charmer—the charmer being
Gerald Loder; and although their attitude
strongly condetined by mnearly all Grey-
viars, they resolved not to swerve
irom their deeision.

The mutinous members ‘of the Fir
ate - very little dinner.” Their

=

rst Eleven
appetites

Por |.

deserted them just as completely
themselves had deserted the team.

There was a marked falling-off in Win-
gate’s appetite, too; and small wonder, for
‘che captain of the eleven was ﬁndmg his
lob anything but a bed of roses.

“The Old Boys will, bc here m an hour,”
he mnnrktd to G\wnne, ‘and we’ve only gob
seyen men.’

“Can't vou recruit any more feilows from
the Fifth?” suggested Gwynne.

Wingate shook his head.

“I've got their three best men,” he said,
“and the others aren’t of much use. T'd
rather play four- men short than inciude am
imbecile like Coker in the s1dc"’

“My hat, ye:

After dinner Wingate, (xwynne, and Faunlk-
ner strelled to and fro on the ericket-
ground, giving instructions to the gardener
who was engaged in rolling the piteh.

Oceasionally Wingate's glance wandered
towards the nets, where several of the Re-
movites were at practice.

Dennis Carr was batting, and he was
giving a very fine exhibition. On onc occa-
sion he ran out to meet a short-pitched ball
from Hurree Singh, and drove it with such
pm!tex that the Qph”l‘&, alighted at Wingate's
fee

The captain of Greyiriars gathered up the
ball and returned it, shouting as he did so:

“Well hit, young Carr!”

“It’s about time * young Carr’ was clean
bowled!” observed Bob Cherry. “Here
goes!”

And Bob sent down a deadly leg-break,
which had the batsman beaten all ends up.

Bob Cherry’s deadly deh\cry had not es-
caped the attention of Wingate, who by
this time had ceased giving msﬁ‘uctmns to
the man who was rolling the piteh, and was
intent upon the game at the nets.

Harry Wharton took Dennis Carr's place
at the wicket, and the captain of the Re-
move was in fine fettle. For ten minutes
he gave a hurricane display of hitting, and
then Vernon-Smith brought off a catch which
bordered on the miraculous.

All this time Wingate had been thinking
furiousty. And presently he exclaimed aloud:

it I 1l do it, dashed if I won't|” -

h? Do what?” asked Faulkmer.
“Make .the e]e\e" complete by including
four oif those kids.”

Fauvlkper could only gasp.

As for Gwynne, hie cluteched Wingate 7)\'
the arm, and gazed into his eyes with some
coneern.

“Is—is the sun affecting )ou
he inguired.

“Of course not! Why?”

“Then I can only conclude that you've
gone off your dot. Has there ever hecn any
insanity in the family?”

“Don’t he an ass!” said Wingate, taughing.

“You--you're surely not going to lep four
of those fags play in the First Eleven?”
stuttered Fauiknper.

as they

old man?”

“Why not?” challenged Wingate. *Their
stature’s against them, but that's all. As

far as ericket i3 concerned, they're hot
stuff. Tn my opinion, Wharton's the best bat
in the Lower School.”

“No one disputes that,”
“But it isn't
we're about to play.
ture of the term.”

“I'm convinced that I can't do betler
than give o trial to four of those yvoung-

said Gwynne.
a Lower School mateh that
It's the stiffest fix-

sters,” said Wingate. “Wharton, Cherry.
Carr, and Vernon-Smith will fill the bill
nw(.h %

(.wynno tapped his forchead significantly.
“Mad!” he ejaculated.

“Stark, staring mad!” agreed Faulkner.

“I'm perfectly sanc,” #aid Wingate, “and
'm perfectly serious. I mean to include

those kids in the eleven.”

Gwynne and Faulkner protested vigofously
and xehomenth, but their protestations went
unheeded.

Wingate's mied was made up, and be
crossed over to where the juniors were
playing.

“Wharton! Cherry ! Carr! Vernon-
Smith!” he rapped out. “I want you to turn
out for 'the First lec.} against the Old

Beys this altupoou
The four juniors: thus addressed were too

breathless to make any immediate reply. But
 presently. Harry Wharton managed to

stammer out:

“Is this-a j-i-joke, Wingate?”

“I'm not in the habit of joking at a8 erisis
of this sort,” said the captain of Greyfriars.
“I mean what I say. You four will play for
the scho)l this afternmoon—if you'd like to,
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Wharion and Carr were hoisted to their feet,and dragged through the gap in the hedge, and inio Friardais
wood. ‘‘Let us go, you cads!’ gasped the capiain of the Remove. (See pagos 6.)

that is.
stunt.”

Harry Wharton turned with sparkling eyes
to the other three.

“ Would we like to play, you fcllows?” he
said.

“Wonld we not!” said Dennis Carr heartily.

And so it was arranged. And the jour
Removites, who had been honoured thus un-
cxpectedly, were transported to the seventh
heaven of delight.

I'm not going to do the press-gang
Q

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Trapped !
47 B HIS is great!” said Harry Wharton.
“Simply stuaning!” said Dennis
Carr. *1 sha]l bave to pop over to
Ceurtfield on my hike!”
“Whye” -
“To get the new bat I ordered a few days
Ho

said Wharton. “I'l come

vith you.”

Loder of tie Sixth was both annoyed and
alarmed at Wingate's action in playing four
janlors.

Loder kuew that the selected fellows—
particularly Harry Wharton and Dennis Care
—were sterling cricketers. And they were
certain to play the game of their lives. They
would probably render valuable assistance
in defeating the Old Boys, and Loder didn’t
want the school to win, for very good
reasons. He had contracted
a sporting gentleman in the village, and
under the 15 of that wager he would
receive a fiver if the school lost.

The sporting person who had accepted the
het did not know that the school eleven
would net be at full strength. But Loder
kpew, and he had promptly taken advan-
tage of the fact.

The cad of the Sixth had imagined that

a wager with

Greyfriars would be represented
seven men, and Wingate
of four Removites rather
out of his sails.

Harry Wharton and Dcnpis Carr started
off on their mission, and Loder, with a
thoughtful expression on bis face, went along
to the prefects’-room.

The room was deserted, the majority of
the seniors being out of doors.

Loder stepped to the telephone, and called
up Higheliffe School. After a good  deal of
delay he succeeded in getting on to Ceeil
Ponsonby, the fellow who was alwa at
war with the Greyfriars Remove.

“That you, Ponsonby?* asked Loder.

“Yes. Who is that?”

“I'm Loder, of Greyfriars.”

“Oh, yes?”

“I want you to do me a favour.”

by only
sudden selection
took the wind

“With pleasure,” said Ponsonby “Any-
thing you like.”
Loder: cast a cautions glance over his

shoulder, to maks certain that no one was
within carshot. Then he spoke again into
the. transmitter.

“Wharton and Carr have just started out
-on-their bikes to Courtfield,” he said. “I
want you and your pals to intercept them
on their way back and imprison them in
~some. secure place for the afternoon.”

‘My hat!” ejaculated Pon, in surprise.
m L asking too much of you?” said
der. - “Am I setting you too stiff a task?”

A chuckle sounded over the wires,

“Not at all, dear boy. We shall be anly
too pleased to carry out your wishes. We
can*t stand Wharton at any price,”an’
we've precious littde love for Carr.”

“Good!” said Loder. “You won't bungle
the business, will you? It's absolutely im-
perative that those twg kids shall be got

out of the way for the afterncon. You can

stow them in a barn somewhere, and reicass
them when it gets dark.”

“ All serene,” said Ponsonby.

“Anrd you won’t breathe a word about ilhis
to anybody outside your own circle?”

“0f course not!”

“I'm mich obliged
Loder.

“Don’t mench! I must ring off now, and
get to business. Cheerio!”

“Good-bye!” said Loder.

aughed grimly
eiver on its hooks
counted on Ponsonby in vain. And he con-
fidently anticipated that when Greyfriars
took the field they would be two men
short. Moreover, he—Loder—would be the
richer ny a fiver.

“I think I can rely on Ponsonby not ta
make a mess of things,” he muttered. And
then he strolled away in the direction of
the cricket-ground. =

The Old Boys had arrived by

to: you, Pon," =aid

as he replacea

He had not

thiz time

Big, bronzed fellows they were—cricket: 5
every inch of them. And Loder surveyed

pE
their tall forms with glistening eyes. Grey-
friars First would never-he able to accounnt
for these stalwarts.

Meanwhile, Ponsonby of Higheliffe lost na
time in getting to work. He summoned
his cronies and outlined his plan of cam-
paign.

“We've got to collar Wharten an’ Carr, an’
keep ‘em in a safe place for the afterncon,”
he explained.

“That's simple enough, dear boy,” said
Gadsby. 2

“Especially as there are six of us,” added
Monson.

“ Where- are we goin’ to stow the beauties
Pon?” inquired Merton.

“The barn in Friardale Wood seems to he
the best place,” said Ponsonby. ¢“I happen
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to have the key of the door, an’ as there are
no windows to the barn, the bounders can't
possibly get clear. The whole thing’'s beruti-
fully simple. We’'ll lie in ambush for Whar-
ton an’ Carr, an’ when we spring out at ’em
from the hedge, an’ howl ’em off their hikes,
*he) ‘I have the shock of their little lives!”
‘ Absolutely !” said Vavasour.

“We shall need some rope, I'm thinkin® o
said (mdsb‘ “The beggars are bound to
struggle.”

A stout coil of rope was procured from the
wood-shed, and Ponsonby & Co. set out on
their dautardly errand.

Everything went witheut a hitch.

The Higheliffians had scarcely been en-
sconced five minutes in their ambush behind
the hedge, when a couple of cyclists came
speeding at a good pace along the road.

“Here they come!” muttered Ponsonby.

“Lie low until I give the order!”

Little dreaming of the danger which threat-
ened, Harry Wharton and Dennis Carr came
on. 'lhey were chatting excitedly on the
subject of the forthcoming match; and

across Denuis Carr's handlebars rested a

cricket-bat.

The Higheliffe eads crouched silently in
their ambush.

There was a breathless interval:
Ponsonby rapped out the eommand:

“Now I

and then

Instantly the roadway became alive with
rushing figures.

Harry Wharton, recognising Ponsonby &
Co., immediately quickened his pace, but
he was grabbed from behind and savagely
ferked off the saddle of his machine.

*Qot him!”

“Where's the other, heauty?' panted
Merton.

The other “beanty ” was engaged in putling
up a bi h{'ht for freedom.

Ponsonby, Monson, Vavasour, and Drury
were finding Dennis Carr a2 very hot handful.
e, too, had been thrown from his machiue,
hut hie had contrived to land or his feet, aud
he was keeping the Higheliffe cads at bay
with his cricket-bat.

After a time, however,
heeame too great.

‘Gadsby and Merton succeeded in making
Harry Wharton secure with the rope. l‘lU‘
they went to the aid of Pousopby and the
others.,

“Pile in!" gasped Pon.

“Stand clear, you cads!” panted Dennis
Cavre, wiclding the cricket-bat in a danger-
ous fashion. “We'll serap with you some
otlier time. Welve got .lo -get -to -.an
important mateh !”

“Pardon me, but you're comin’
said Gadshy.

And, tackling Dennis from the rear, he

managed to wrench the ecricket-bat frem the
junior's grasp.
After this, Dennis was promptly taken
prisoner. He was sent sprawling in the road-
way, and before he could regain his {eet, his
arins were pinned to his sides by a length of
rope.

Harry Wharton, writhing helplessly in his
honds, cast an all\IOdS glance up and down
the read.

But no help was in sight. He and Dennis
\\‘cre at the mercy of the Highcliffians.

“What’s the little game, you rotter
demanded the captain of the Remme ang

Ponsonby & Co. did not deign to reply «not
just then, anyway. They were in a hurry to
cet their captives out of sight.

Wharton and Carr were hoisted to their
feet, and were dragged phrough the gap in
the hedge, and into Friardale Wood.
~ They protested vigorously as they went,
Lut for all the satisfaction they gained they
might just as well have remained silent.

Ponsonby and Gadsby had charge of Harry
Wharton, and Monson and Vavasour were the
warders of Deunnis Carr. Merton and Drury
hrought up the rear with the bieyeles and
the cricket-bat.

When the party reached the old barn,
which was situated in a elearing in the heart
of the wood, Ponsonby called a halt.

“Here we are!” he said- genially.

“Let us go!” shouted Wharton.

“Certainly !” chuckled Pon. “You're goin’
right now—into ihe barn!”

“Ha,-ha, hal”

“Who bribed )ou to do thx
exciaimed Dennis Carr.

“XNobody,” said Gadsby.
of our own sweet will.”

“ Absolutely !” said
Vavasour.

Harry Wharton was bundu,d into the harn

Tk PENNY POPULAR.—No, 71,

the opposition

with us!”

you cads?”
“We're doin’ it

the parrot-like

chuckled Gadsby triumphantly.

without
followed.

“Make yourselves at home!” said Ponsonby
cheerfully

“How long do you intend to keep us here?”
growled Wharton.

% “’l"il! the golden sun sinks in the hills, dear
oy !

“We shall miss the match——"*

“All the better for Greyfriars!” said Mou-
son. “They’d have no earthly chance of
winnin’ if you two were playin’!”

*“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Look here—"

But Ponsonby & Co. were not in the mood
for further conversation.. They evacuated
the barn, and slammed the door in the faces
of the captives.

Ponsonby turned the key in the lock, and
was about to leave it there, but Gadsby
protested.

“Better slip the key into your pocket,
Pon,” he said. “If you leave it in the door,
soréxg)hody will come along an’ let the beggars
out.

Ceremorny. Apd Dennis Carr

Ponsonby nodded, and pocketed the key.
And then the kidnappers, their task acconi-
plished, strolled away, with the intention of
coming back later in the day to liberate the
unfortunate captives.

g

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
A Race Against Time.

£« HIS is awfull” said Dennis Carr.
“Beastly !” groaned Harry Whar-

ton.
The prisoners jn the barn were
feeling far from happy.

A short time since, they had rejoiced in
the knowledge that they were to play for the
First Eleven; but it now looked as if they
“ould be unable to be spectators at the Old
mateh, let alone players.

“Those cads couldn’t have collared us at
a_miore awkward time!” growled Wharton.

V\x gate counting on us, and—"

“And we shall let him down!
Dennis.

Exactly !’

“1 feel like slaughtering Pon as scon as
I get out of tlns place!”

*“Same here !"

“It won’t take us long to get rid of these
honds,” said Dennis. “I’'ve haif-severed the
beastly rope already. But getting out of
the barn will be another matier. There's no
window—only a tiny peep-hole.”

“And it won't be possible to bash down
the door,” said Wharton. “It could be done
from the outside, though.”

“But if nobody comes along——"

“Then we shall be fairly done!”

Very bitter indeed were the feelings which
the two Greyfriars juniors ecntertained
towards their captors. But there was just
one thing which stood to the credit of
Ponsonby & Co. They had done no damage
either to the bicycles or to the cricket-bat,
which were inside the barn with the
prisoners.

After ten minutes of desperate exertion,
the juniors suceeeded in breaking their bonds.
Then they stretched their cmmncd limbs,
and exchanged dismal glances.

“Afraid we must resign oursclves to a
spell of six hours in this beastly hole!” said
Wharton morosely.

But Dennis Carr was not quite so pessi-
mistic.

“We'll keep wateh through the peep-hole,”
he said, “‘and see if anyhody comes alon;,
This is a pretty lonely spot, I know, hut
fellows sometimes come here for a picnic.”

“What hopes?” grunted Wharton.

But he stationed himself at the peep-hole,
whilst Dennis Carr launched a futile attack
upon the door with his boot.

Several minutes passed; and then the sound
of foctsteps in the bxacken came to Iairy
Wharton's ear.

“Help!” shouted the
Remove.

The footsteps drew nearer, and presently
a plump, feminine figure came ,into Fiew

“Bessiec Bunter!” exclaimed Whartom -

* mutterad

captain of = the

“Good!” said Dennis Carr. “Ask ker to
de the needful.” Gt
“Y say, who's in that barn?” demanded

the shrill voice of Bx]ly Bunter’s sister.

“Carr and myself,” said Wharton.

“Wh«t on earth are you doing in there?”

“We’re not here from choice, Miss Bun-
ter!” growled Dennis Carr. “We were
collared by a set of c¥ds, and shoved in here.
And it’s a jolly lucky thmg for us that you
happfmcd to come along.

“Why is jt?”

“Because you can let ug but ‘of course!”

“Oh, can I?” said Bessic Bunter.
so sure about that.
there?”

‘“ ‘O £2

“Or doughnuts?

“Afraid not.”

“You've nothing in the eating line at ali?”

“We’re awfully sorry——"

“\ot even a slab of toffee?”

“ We've got nothing,” said Wharton.

“Then I'm afraid I can't help you,”
the amiable Bessie.

And she turned away.

Harry Wharton called desperately
the Cliff House girl.

“Miss Bunter !”

“Yes?” said Bessie,
her shoulder.

“Do let us out of this place! We've got to
get to an important cricket-match——"

Bessie Bunter hesitated.

“If youll give me half-a-crown for my
trouble,” she sald, at length, “I'll ‘go and
ge’t somebody, to come and- break the door
s

Wharton hurriedly ran through the pockets
cf his cricket flannels. To his dismay he
found that he hadn’t a penny. All his pocket-
money was in his other clothing, at Grey-
friars.

“Got any cash,

‘l\ot a stiver!”

“Oh crumhs!”

\’\ harton turned back to the peep-hole.

“We haven't any cash here, Miss Bunter,”
he said. “But we'll give you the half-crown
later.”

Besaie tossed her head disdainfully.

“That's no use;” she said. *“If I can't have
the money now, I'm off!”

And she suited the action to the word.

Wharten Lkmlu d his hands-in rage and
impotence.

“The—the (-h;cky minx ! he growled,

£ shc gone?” asked Dennis Carr.

‘\es

“4s sapn as I get out of Um ” said Dcnms,
“1 shall form-the S.E.B.F.!

“What on earth’s that?”?

“The Society for the Extermination of the

Bunter Family.”

Wharton did not Iaugh at his ehum’s re-
mark. He felt more like weeping nhow that
his hopes of frecdom had- been shattered.

“Fhe (Old Boys' mateh niust be well under
way by this fime,” said Dennis.

Wharton glaunced at his watch, and nodded.

“ Wingate’s given us up long ago,” he said.
“But if we could only get clear of t place
we might still be in time to take part in {he
mateh, I—"

Wharton broke off with a glad ery.

Coming towards the barn were X3arjorie
Hazeldene, Clara Trevlyn, and Pbyllis Howell,
of Cliff House.

The captain of the Remove repeated his
call for help, and the girls halted in astonish-
ment when they caught sight of Wharton's
face at the peep-hole.

“Why, Harry,” ejpculated Phyllis Howell,
“what is wrong?”’

Wharton briefly explained what had hap-
pened, and the Cliff House girls waxed highly
indignant when they learned of Ponsenby’s
caddishness.

“We must get you out of this!” said
Marjoric Hazeldene briskly.

“The door’s locked,” said Dennis Carr.

“Then we must force it open.”

“It’s an awfully stout door!” said Clara
Treviyn. “But we'll see what can be done.”

The three girls pitted their united weight
against the door, which did not even quiver
under the pressure.

“It won't budge!” panted Phyllis Howell,
“Never mind! There are .some imen felling
timber in another part of the weod. We'll
get them to force it open.”

_ “Thanks awfully!” said Harry W lnrton.

The girls hurried away, returning in a few
mmncnts with a couple of men, one of \»hom
carried a crowbar.

“Now we shan't he long,” "md Dennis
Carr,

The door was forced open in rem"d time,
and Harry Wharten and his companion
stepped out into the sunshine, pushing their
bicyeles.

*“Hope you'll be in time for the match,”
said Marjorie Hazeldene.

_“1 doubt it,” said Wharton. “Our places
in the team are probably filled by now, %txl)
there’s just a chance that we may come in &
the death.”

“Don't let us
Trev)yn.

‘The juniors lifted their caps o their fair

“I'm not
Got any jam-tarts in

o8y

said
after
back

glancing over

Dennis?” he asked.

detain you," said . Clara
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liberators, and, mounting their machines,
sped along the footpath.
The path had never been intended for

cyclists, and on more than ons occasion the
“juniors were nearly thrown off their machines
by tree-stumps and other obstructions.

But they kept pegging away, and, riding
neck and necl, they reached Greyfriars in a
remarkably short space of time,

~Fhrough the open gateway they sped,-end
Gogling shouted after them. to slacken their
pace. But the cyclists did not heed. They
went ahead with rare dash In the direction
of the cricket-ground. s

A tremendous shout greeted their arrival
at the scene of the match,

Loder of the Sixth did not join in that
shout. He clenched his hands with annoy-
ance when he caught sight of Wharton and
Carr. ¢ ’

“Ponsonhy made a hash of it!” he mut-
tered savagely.

Heedless of the cheering throng, Harry
Wharton glanced at the dplaying-pitc‘u and
then at the telegraph-hoard. .

“We're just in time!” he exclaimed. “The
school's batting, and eight wickets have
fallen.”

Wingate of the Sixth came down the
pavilion steps to meet the belated players.
In a few hurried sentences they explained
what had happened.

“You seem to have had a rough handling,”
said the captain of Greyfriars. “Are you
sure you're fit to play?”’

“Personally, I never felt more like cricket
in my life!” said Dennis Carr. :

“Same here!” said Wharton.

Wingate thrust a bat into the hand of the
captain of the Remove.

© “We're doing very badly,” he said. “We're
only 38, so far, and eight wickets are down.

The worst of it is, it's only a single-innings
mateh. If the score isn’t improved upon
pretty considerably, we shall be badly
licked! Do your best, kid!”

Harry Wharton nodded, and stepped out
to the wicket. He noticed with a thrill of
pleasure, that Bob Cherry was still batting.

The Old Boys could scarcely repress their
grins when Harry Wharton took his stand at
the wicket.

“Looks as if we're playing the Lilliputians!”
remarked the wicket-keeper,

And the others chuckled.

I'heir chuckles soon died away, however,
when Harry Wharton commenced his innings.

The bowling was swift and deadly, and it
was 1ot to be wondered at that wickets had
fallen so - cheaply. But Harry Wharton
batted with energy and purpose. The first
ball was too good to hit, and the batsman
stopped it dead. The second and third balis
he pulled to leg, and a couple of Tuns were
scored on each occasion. g

The Old Boys began to look erim.  And
when Harry Wharton despatched his next
ball to the railings they looked positively
alarmed.

“This won’'t do!”
bronzed-faced major.
turn with the ball.” .

He did so, and the rate of scoring slackened
considerably.

All the same, Harry Wharton and Bob
Cherry were not to be disposed of. They
offered a resolute resistance to the wiles of
the major. And as for the other bowler,
they both had the measure of him, and
treated his deliveries with scant ceremony.

The score had risen to 65 hefore the
partnership was dissolved. ¥

A wonderful one-ianded cateh in the slips
finished Bob Cherry’s career; and cheer upon
cheer greeted him as he walked back to the
pavilion. He had scored 18—a remarkable
achievement for a junior playing in such high-
class cricket.

“These Lilliputians,” remarked the per-
spiring wicket-keeper, “are a jolly sight too
tenacious for my liking! Thank goodness
we've only got one more to deal with! Settle
his hash, major!”

The major nodded grimly.

“Leave him to me,” he said.

And as he walked out to the wicket Dennis
Carr’s feelings were akin to those of the fly
who walked into the spider’s lair.

said their skipper—a
“I think I'll take a

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
A Great Finish!
ENNIS started badly,

The major’s bowling was deadly
in the extreme, and the batsman was
all at sea.

Harry Wharton looked cn anxiously from
the other end of the piteh.

“Pull yourself together, old man!” he said. , was despatehed to all parts of the field: and

After several narrow escapes, Dennis Carr
settled down. His confidence and courage came
back to him. He tried to persuade himself
that the bhowling was quite ordinary- stuff,
and only needed to be tackled with resolu-
tion. :

The major's great failing was this. - He
could bowl only one type of ball, and Dennis
Carr soon became quite familiar with this
type. He began to take liberties with it, and
the figures on the telegraph-board mounted
higher-and higher.

Frank Nugent, Johnny Bull, and Hurree
Singh, who were perched on the roller, watch-
ing the game, cheered enthusiastically.

“Well hit, sir!”

“Oh, well hit!”

“Run it out!”

The fieldsmen were being given plenty to
do and plenty to think about. They had not
imagined that the school’s “tail * would wag
to such advantage,

“Eighty up!” said Frank Nugent-at length.
“This is great!”

“Glorious!” said Johnny Bull.
they can get the hundred!"

“If only

The faces of the spectators were radiant,

with one exception.

Loder of the Sixth surveyed the proceed-
ings with a scowl. Things were not panning
out in accordance with his wishes. He had
expected the school to be all out for less
than 50; instead of which, they were nearing
the 100!

Dennis Carr was batting brilliantly. But
he took more risks than Wharton, who was
playing much the better game. }

The captain of the Remove had neyer felt in
better trim. He wag not troubled by the
fact that the major and several other Old
Boys had played on occasions for the M.C.C.
Nor did he guail at the knowledge that the
wicket-keeper—a famous Army man—had once
assisted Hampshire.

In front of the pavilion, Wingate, Gwynne,
and Faulkner, their dignity forgotten, were
crowing like a trio of fags. =

“This is great!” chortled Gwynne. “Who-
ever would have thought that those Remove
kids would keep their end up like this?”

“I told you they'd come up to the scrateh,”
said Wingate, “but you weuldn’t believe me.
A prophet never gets any honour in Lis own
country.”

“Why,” said Faulkner, with a whoop of de-
fight, “the hundred’s up!”

“By Jove, so it is!”

“Hurrah!”

But close upon the heels of this triumph
came disaster. :

Dennis Carr ran out at a tempting-looking
ball, with the fixed intention of despatching
it to the farthest limits of the horizon.

The ball swerved, however, and Dennig
missed it completely. And before he could
jump back into his crease the wicket-keeper
had stumped him. 5

There was a great demonstration as Harry
Wharton and Bennis Carr walked back to
the pavilion. The former had scored 25 not
ouf, and the latter had contributed i5.

Wingate shook hands cordially with both
batsmen. = =

“Splendid, you kids!" he said. “We shall
pull it off yet!”

Johnny Bull, Frank Nugent, and Hurree
Singh quitted their perch on the roller, and
sprinted up to Wharton and Carr.

“Jolly well played, you two!” said Nugent.

“You put up a better show than the
regular members of the First Eleven would
have done,” said Johnny Bull.

And even Wingate had to admit the truth
of this statement. Vernon-Smith, Bob Cherry,
Wharton and Dennis Carr had more than
justified their seleetion.

An interval for tea followed. And then the
0ld Boys started on their task. They did not
regard it as a very formidable one. They
were very strong in the batting department,
and it was quite on the cards that one of
them would sueceed in making a century.

The major went in first, accompanied by a
sporting parson. -

Wingate and Gwynne shared the bowling,
and the four Removites who were playing
were detailed to field in the slips.

“We're going to have a strenuous time of
it, vou fellows,” remarked Vernon-Smith.

And the others nodded.

“The major looks good for a century,”
said Dennis Carr. *“He'll Probably win the
match oft his own bat.” ¢

The Old Boys opened in fine style, and runs
came thick and fast. e

Wingate bowled well, mixing hjs deliveries
in cunning fashion. But the mujor and the
sporting parson were quite at home. 'The ball

the figures on the telegraph-board grew and
grew. 2

The spirits of Loder of the Sixth revived
considerably. He no longer had any doubts
about the result. The 0ld Boys weré shaping
splendidly, and nothing short of a miracle -
or a series of miracles—could prevent them
from winning.

“I shall win that fiver all right!” muttered
Loder. :

And his eyes wandered to the telegraph-
board.

“Forty—and not « single wicket down!" he
exclaimed. “The school’s hopelessly licked.”

But before the words were out of Loder's
mouth, Vernon-Smith brought off a sensa-
tional catch in the slips. The ball kept very
low, but by flinging himself forward wilh
outstretched arm the Bounder just managed
to get to it.

“Caught, sir!”

“Well held!”

The major was the victim, and he threw
an approving glance at Vernon-Smith zs he
retraced his steps to the pavilien.

“Very smart, by gad!” he exclaimed.

Wingate & Co. were hoping that the tide
would now turn. But a strapping giant of
well over six feet came in to join the sport-
ing parson. and between them they mad:
ne fur fly.

The score rose from 40 to 50, from 50 {o 69,
and from 60 te 70. And by the time it had
got to 80, Wingate had tried every bowler in
the team with the exception of the Re.
movites.

In desperation, the captain of Greyfriars
tossed the ball to Harry Wharton,

“See what you can make of it, kid.” he
said.

For a time Wharton was not effective.
Once he had succeeded in getting his length,
however, it was another story.

The sporting parson was greatly surprised
to find his middle stump performing revolu-
tions. He stood blinking at it like a man
witnessing some strange phenomenon.

“Really, that is most remarkable!”
repeating.

*“Ha, ha, hal”

But there were still more remarkable thines
to follow. : =

Harry Wharten continued to howl so weil
and =o effectively that Wingate conceived the
no(t!iun of putting Dennis Carr on at the other
en

e kept

Wharton had taken some time to aet
going; but Dennis Carr found his length at
once, and with his ‘first ball he secured a
vietim. ;

Then followed a complets collapse on the
part of the Old Boys.

A brilliant cateh by Wingate: a smart
throw-in by Faulkner; a masterly manmuvie
by Blundell of the Fifth, who was keeping
wicket—and three more batsmen were dis.
posed of.

But it seemed that the revival had come
too late, so far as the school was concerned.
For the strapping giant was still at the
wicket; and the score stood at 98 when the
last ol the Old Boys went in to bat.

“They want 2 to tie—and 3 to win!” re-
nl);xrked Bob Cherry, crouching low in the
slips.

“It will be a
Vernon-Smith.

The crowd in front of the pavilion looked
on with fascinated eyes. They were very
excited, and Loder of the Sixth was the most
exeited of all.

The rascally prefect  was on tenterhooks.
If the Old Boys scored three more .runs, he
would be richer by five pounds. But if the
Old Boys failed to get those runs, he would
have to pay up, and he could illsafford to do
0. =

Harry Wharton was bowling, and he sent
down the best ball he knew.

More by accident than design, the batsman
managed to delve it over the héad of mid-
wicket.

“Come on!"” he shouted. :

Hilton of the Fifth was racing for the hall
as the batsmen crossed. They ran 1, and
then, after a second’s hesitation, they decided
to make it 2. |

“Quick!” shouted Blundell, bending over
the wicket. 7

Hion snatched up the leather and it
it whizzing .in. And Blundell had tihe bails
off in a twinkling.

“How’s that?"

The fieldsmen hung breathicsslv on the
umpire’s reply. . When it came, it dealt a
death-blow at the nopes of Greyfriars.

“Not out!"

{Continued on page 12, coluws 8.,
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START READ[NG THIS GRAND, NEW SERIAL TO-DAY!

THE OPENING CHAPTERS.

stery opens with Mr. Tulliver and his
being abruptly awakened one night by
extraordinary actions of their nephew,
k Tulliver, who, though very young, has
markable acting abilities.

it appears that he had been rehearsing a
thrilling cinema stunt scene in his bed-room
with Mike O'Flatherty, a friend of his, prior
to going to the studios in Dur’n’x'%«,r, where
he hopm to obtain a start in thz career he
is mad to follow.

But his uncle has othier ideas for the hoy’s
future.

Much to his disgust, he arranges for him
to he apprenticed to Wibbleswick & Co., a
local drapery firm. On the last day of his
freedom Diek goes to Dorminster. Passing
by a lake in an old park, he sees a girl fall
out of her canoe. Without a moment’s hesi-
tation Dick rushes to the bank and dives
into the water to the rescue.

(Now read on.)

re

The Wailing in the Pines,
T th: moment of entering the water

Dick Tuliiver thovght he heard a
voice cr r out to him. He dived
deep. 'l\nnmlf things passed about

his legs, but he shook himself free, and a
Tew seconds later he came to the surface.
Something brushed by him. It was the over-
turned cance. He flashed a glance round
and spotted the girl a few yards away. With
a couple of strong strokes he was by her
side.

Dick knew exactly what he ocught to do.
He judged by the girl's actions that she
was unable to swim, therefore it was likely
she would endeavour to elutch at him. To
avold this e got behind her, and seized her
with a firm ‘grip. Such an action often has

the effect of inspiring confidence in the
perzon who is being rescued from drowning,
and  will, _comsequently, prevent futile

strugeling.

In the present instance, however, the girl
secmed to have lost consciousmess. It made
Pick's task all the easier. He held up her

head, so as to permit free breathing, and
eradually worked . her hody towards the
hanlk.

“Don’t bring her here!” shouted a voice
f¥om the side. *It’s *hy the willows you’'ve
¢ot to land. Splash a bhit, Maisie! Put a
hit of life into it, both of you! It’s too
tanie—much too tame!”

These words naturally mystified Dick. He
shiot a brief glance ever his shoulder, -and
saw the man with the lasso pulling feverishly
at the rope, doubtless with the intention of
again casting it.

1t was not he whe had shouted, however.
Ihe voice proceeded from a stout, well-
dressed, mxddlc aged gentleman, holding a
megaphone in one hand, and brandishing a
roil of paper in the other. He was dapcing
a):i)\!t on the bank that Dick was appioach

7, and generally had the appearance of
wiving worked himsell into a pitch of tre-
mendous excibement.

“Have I run into a lunatic
thought Dick.

A voiee a. few
cchioed in his ears.
“I'm going to sink now.
here is fairly clear of weeds.

Let gol?
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asylum?”
inches from kim softly

1 think the water
Ready? Right!

==ai|

q

By

sheer astonishment. It
rescuing who had

Dick let go from
was the girl he was
spoken.

She sank like a stone.

“Good!” hellowed the gentleman with the
megaphone. “After her, lad! Put plenty of
punch into it. Go on! Dive, man—dive!”

Dick dived. He could hardly do anything
else under the circumstances. -But as he
dived hemeath the surface his bewildered
brain grasped at least one point, and that
was the girl was in no danger of drowning.
He saw now she was an expert swimmer—as
good, if mot better, than he was.

He caught a fleeting vision of her swim-
ming upder the water; then, as she shot up,
he followed Swiftly after her, determined
to adopt drastic measures. Dick felt he
was being made game of, for what reason,
and by v’hom, he had no idea; but, as far
as he was concerned, he dwlded he had had
quite enough of the business.

He got the gir! in a sure grip this time.
He may have been a bhit rough, for Dick
was gngry at the thought of being made the
vietim of such a practical joke. He pro-
pelted her forward, and landed her, breath-
less, among the thick bulrushes.

-Dick stood up, drenched and wrathful, and
faced the stout gentleman. This person was
gazing down on him with every sign of
apnrmal heaming out of his rubicund coun-
tenance. 5

“Thats the pxctlm

I want, sonny!” he

smiled. “Fling her ashore, and then drop
exhausted. Afterwards—but mnever mind
about afterwards for the minute. We'll

get the rescue right first.”

“T don't know what you're talking about,”
said Diek shortly.

“Eh?” ejaculated the
“Don't know what I'm-

(‘;fkh? girl suddenly interrupted with a loud
«Qh»

Dick turned. He felt some regret when
he dizcovered how pretty she was. It pre-
vented him from saying exactly what he
would like to have said concerning her part
in the affair.

“Mr. Halibut,” she ecried, amazement
echoing from every tone of her voice, “this
isn't Archic Deea. It's a stranger!”

“Not. Archie Deen!” cried the stout gentle-
man, whippingzout a pair of glasses, and
glaring at Dick. “Why, I'm bothered!
You're right, Maisie; it’s not. May I ask
what you mean, young man, coming down
here and——  But why isn't Deen here?
Where is he? Did he get you to take his
place? I must say it was a great liberty
on his part. It's a distinet breach of con-
tract-—~——"

“1 say,” broke in Dick excitedly,
a cinema company?”

“Are we # cinema company!” echoed the
stout gentleman scornfully. “Did yon think
we were a school-treat? Look here, I've no
time for a game of cross-questions and
crooked answers. There’s evidently some big

stout gentleman.
‘,

“are you

mistake, somewhere or other. _I’m the
manager of the Western Super-Tilm Com-
pany. Who and what are you?”

Dick understood everything now. By an
extraordinary chance he had got mixed up
in a rehearsal for a picture-play. These
people—the Western Super-Film Company—
had evidently rentdd the Wildfell estate for
the purpose of film productions. They must
have come here - very recently. To Diek’s
certain knowledge, the place was empty
three weeks ago. HoweVer. the most won-
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derful thing about the whole business was
the fact that he shouid have arrived and
enacted another man’s part, and domne it
apparently correctly in almost every detail,
It was uncanny.

All this darted through Dick’s mind whik}
Mr. Halibut was speaking. e hastened to
give the manager a briel account of how he
came to be in the grounds.
_“You see,” he concluded, “it was quife
an accident. I had no idea tie Grange was
inhabited.” €

Mr. Halibut looked at- the girl,
looked at Mr. Halibut—then
looked at Dick.

“It’s the oddest thing I ever came across,”
mumbled Mr. Halibut. “But then, it doesn’t
explain Archie Deen's ahsence. Now, look
here, laddie. You're quite sure Deen didn't
suggest that you should comie here and take
hig place?”

“Positive,” said Dick.
of that nanie. I dou't know any ecinemsa
actors—— Oh, well, I ¢ know ong,” Diek

hastily corrected hmnexf “He’s a fellow
named Harry Trent. He's t!c chap I was
going to visit at Porchester

the girl
they both

“I know no cne

Mr. Halibut glanced vm»u.uucly at Dick.
“Harry Treat is a member of this com-
pany,” he said. “He’s over at the Grange

now. If you want to see him, you'd better
go over there. I'll get you a change of some
sort.,” He turned to the girl. “Run to the
dressing-room, Maisie, and get out of your
wet things. T ought ust to have kept you
talking all this while, but incidents iike our

young f{riend has provided den't happen
every day.” >
As Maisie went off, the man with the

lasso came round from the opposite bank
and joined them.

“What’s all the talk about, boss?” he
drawled. “1 don't want to shove in my ear,
but I reckon those two put up a rattling
fine show. Archie’s come on since last week
—come on hand over

“But that's just the trouble!"® eried Mr.
Halibut impatiently. “Archie hasa't come
on. Thig isn't Archie Deen. Lock ab him,
Quarry, and you'll see he isn’t.”

The man Quarry looked at Dick.

“My word!" he mumbled. “You're right.
What’s it all mean?”

“You'd better come hack to the house with
us, and I'll tell you the whole story on the
way,” said Mr. thhut.

Which he did.

Quarry was naturally greatly amazed,

“I bet you wondered what up when
you saw me throw that lasso at Maisie
Hope.” he said to Dick.

“Yes, it was rather a staggerer,” owned
Dick. “I thought for the moment you were
the ghosts that are suppesed to haunt these
parts.”

“Here, stop all that talk aboug ghoats"’
interrupted Mr. Halibut angrily. “Ever

since *we've heen here Y’'ve heard about
nothing else but ghosts and spectres and
noises from every ble .1 member of the

company. TIt's sickening!”
“Still,”” observed Quarry, “you must own,
Mr. Halibut, some rather queer thmvs lmv
happened since we’ve been here.”
“I'l own nothing of the sort, v retorted
Mr. Halibut. “It's “ahl imagination.”

Faintly -in the distance a slight wailing
noise arose, as if to give the lie to Mr.

Halibut's assertion.
Quarry came to an abrupt Lalt.
“Hear that?* he whispered.
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“Pooh! It's some animal!” said Mr. Hali-
but, his face a shade less pink than usunal.

“Maybe! There it goes again!”

“1t sounds like a dog,” said Dick.

They listened intemtly. Again and again
the weird noise echoed through the trees.

“It's over there,” said Quarry, pointing a
trembling finger in the direction of some fall
pines. “Do you think we ought to go and
investigate?”

Mr. Halibut did not seem very keen, but
after his scoffing comments of his company's
behaviour he felt he couldn't very well
refuse.

“You get on to the house and change
your clothes,” he B®aid to Dick. “You'll
find your pal Trent there, I expect. Don’t

to notice that someone had come out into
the hall and was regarding him with a good
deal of interest.

“Surely I know that back view!" said a
voice.

Dick wheeled round like a shot.

“Harry,” he cried in delight, “I've run
you to earth at last!”

Harry Trent, who was a tall, good-looking
young fellow, shook him warmly by the
hand. They were great chums. They had
been to the same school, and though Harry
Trent was some three years Dick’s senior, the
difference in their ages didn’t prevent their
friendship.

The fact was there was a link bebween
them—the lure of the ecinema.

ton, the wardrobe-mistress. “I ean’t have
you fellows here!”
This was Mrs. Scotton’s pet phrase. Tt

meant something or nothing, according to
whom it was addressed. In Harry Trent's
case it meant nothing. :

“Of course you can't, Mrs. Scotton!” said
Trent, in a coaxing voice. “I thought you'd
like some chocolates, that’s all.”

If there was one thing Mrs. Seotton liked
more than another it was chocolate.
“‘QOh, well, if it’'s you, Mr. Trent, you can
come in for a few minutes,” she said, in a
considerably mollified tene.

“Right you are!” said Trent. “Allow me
to introduce you to my friend, Dick Tulliver.
He's met with a slight accident-—as a matter

As the two came ashore, dripping with wet, they wers met by a stout gentleman with a megaphone in his hand.
¢ That’s the picture we want, Deen !’ he said approvingly.

a stranger !’

‘‘ Deen !” repeated the girl, “ This is not Deen.

it's

go until I come back—I want to have a few
words with you.”
The wailing noise broke out afresh.
“Snakes!” muttered Mr. Halibut. “1
it is a deg!”

hope

Missing!

HEN Dick entered Wildiell Grange
he discovered few outward signs
* of anything being done to make
the building more habitable. The
. big door opening on to the hall, it is true,
possessed a new lock, and certain of the
windows en the ground-floor had been
repaired to the extent of pasting brown
paper over the broken glass, together with
old curtains, hung in such a manpner as to
act as draught-excluders. 0Odd bits of furni-
ture lay scattered over the floors—all of a
“ theatrical make—and propped against the
wall were various parts of seenic sets that
were used as backgrounds for the thrilling
episodes depicted on the pictures produced

by the Western Super-Film Company.

Dick paused for a second to gaze upon gll ¢
this. These were the surroundings he longed
to work amongst. He thought of Wibbles-
wick & Co., and shuddered. He thought of
his uncle at home waiting for him—and
tried to picture the exact sort of reeeption
tie would have when he got back.

“Ah!” thought Dick. “But I haven't gone
back—yet! Suppose Mr. Halibut gives me
an engagement !”

Lost in this conjecture, Dick quite failed

But there was a difference also. Harry
Trent’s relations were all in the theatrical
tine; Dick’s relatives, as we know, were not.

“Why, Dick,” said Trent, *“as the Irish-
man said, ‘ I'm glad to see your face again,
and shake it by the hand!” What good wind
blows you here? Crumbs, lad, you're sopping
wet! Have you swum over from Harrows-
field 2" :

“Oh, that's nothing,”
“Things have been happening

“So I should jolly well think!” said Trent.
“I must try and get you a change!”

“Yes, that’s why I came over here, Harry.
Mr. Halibut said you'd find mec some
clothes.”

“Did he, by Jove! If that’s the case, I'll
see what I can do. Old Halibut's a marvel
at getting other people to find things. Didn’t
know you were acquainted with the great
Haljbut, though!”

“Well, I'm not exactly acquainted with
him,” said Dick.

Trent opened his eyes.

“I can see you've got heaps to explain,”
he observed. *“However, I dare say it'll keep
for a minute. Come along with me to the
wardrobe-mistress. She’ll be able to fix you
up with some togs while your own are
drying.” :

Together they proceeded downstairs to the
basement, and after {reading cdutiously
along some dark passages, Trent stopped at
a door, knocked, and then went in.

“Good-afternoon, Mrs. Scotton!™

“Now, what do you want?”’ g

returned Dick.

of fact, he's wet through. I was wonderin
if you had an old pair of trousers and a t
he could put on while he hangs his wet things
out to dry.” -

Mrs. Scotton, despite her grumpy manner.
was one of the best-natured women in the
world. She would do anything for people she
liked, and Harry Trent was one of them.

She at once got down a pile of clothing
from one of the shelves, and selected a fadec
military tunie, a pair of trousers, a vest, and
a sweater, .

“They ain't a good mateh,” she remarked.
“Ard I won't guarantee they'll fit, but I
expect your friend won't mind that.”

“Not at all,” said Dick. "

She also produced a pair of jack-boots.

“That’s the best I can do,” she announced.
“You go in the next room and cha
laddie. Pass me out your wet things.
hang ’em up in front of the fire.”

Harry Trent stood by, whilst Dick changed
his costume. He listened with c®usiderable
interest to an account of the latter's adven-
tures.

“By Jove, you're a rum fellow, Diek!” ex-
claimed Harry, with a laugh. “There's no
doubt * about -it—you're cut out to he a
cinema star!” =

“Do you really think so?” exclaimed Dick.

“I do, indeed; but I don’t want to per-
suade you to do anything rash. You say
old Halibut wants to see you again? That
looks rather promising. If he thinks well
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of you, you may tumble into the profession.
Buf “’hut about your uncle?”

“FH take &ny job Mr. Halibut likes to give
me, and ask my uncle afterwards!” said Dick
resolutely.

“Well, the fates certainly seem to he fight-
ing on your side,” said Harry. “It was a
rare bit of luck turning up at the lake as
you did. I wonder where Archie Deen’s got
to. I saw him early this morning, and he
knew he was down for the reseue stunt this
afternoon. As a matter of fact, he told me
50. Rather mysterious, I mu%t say. But,
then, this tfumble-down show is full of mys-
teries. | We've been herc only a couple of
days, Dick, and already most of us are fed
up with iti”

“Why’s that?” asked Dick.

“Tt’s |difficnit to explain,” returned Harry

vasively. “The place ought to have been
pulied down years ago. Are you ready? Let’s
have a squint at you. Jove, you look like
@ cross between Charlie Chaplin and Douglas
Fairbanks! Come on; we’'ll go and see if Mr.
Halibut has returned.”

They proceeded upstairs,
nrge, Joity room, which had once heen 2
banqueting-hall. A gallery ran along one
end, and the walls were hung with tattered
remaing of old tapestries. = There was a
musty smell about the pluce, quite in keeping
with its look.

Here they discovered the full strength of
the company assembled. They were gathered
into small groups, talking in hushed voices,
and there was a general air qf subdued
excitement about.

“What’s on, Biglow?" whispered Harry to
a tall, lantern-jawed individual, who looked
as if he had lost a shilling and found a six-
pence, |

Dick subsequently discovered that 3Mr. Big-
low cultivated this expression. His speeiality
was the elderly character who gets into the
hiands of blackmailers and generally lives
In a perpetual atmosphere of either being
kidnapped, or eise having to pay fabulous
£ums to satisfy tlh rapacity of the villain.

*The old man’s going to make a sp(eoh
returned Biglow gloomily. “He routed us
out five minutes ago, and toid us to assem'.ﬂe
liere. There’s some row on, 1 suppose. Not
that I care after~last night's shock.
teen thinking about my sinful past ail day.
I should like to do a bit of gooad in the world
tefore I peg out. Bome of you chaps have
heen fearful rotters—"?

and entered a

“My dear old boy, do buck up!” ecried
Harry encouragingly.
“I'm doing my best,” said Biglow, with a

sigh. “But you know what it means when
anyone | sees a ghost, don’t you?”

“Haven't the sh"htest idea,”
Harry.  “What does it mean?”

“It means,” said Biglow, in tragic accents,
‘that the person who sees it dies within a
year. 1 saw the ghost of Sir George Gaston
last night, and as Tie was the last of his
race, it means 1I’m done for.” -

“Go on!” said Harry, with a wink at Dick.

“My dear chap,” answered Biglow, with a
eort of - gloowy satizfaction. “H's always
the rule. 'The last of a race appears, and
comeone has to die. Of course, there’s just
a chance I may escape, if someone saw him
tefore me, but I don’v think they have.”

Biglow’s luguhrious remarks were cut short
by Mr. Halibut snddenly bustling in. The
manager was breathing heavily, and his silk
hiat was pressed down on his forehead at an
whuh the company invariably associ-
ated with “ructions.””*

“Ladies and gentlemen,” he began, “never
in my life before have I encountered such an
extraordinary aflair as has happened this
efternoon——"

He paused to recover breath.

The company murmured sympathetically,
but so far remained-fairly ealm. Mr. Hali-
hut uswally prefaced his public utterances
like this. Indeed, if he was to be believed,
he lived in a constant state of being
surprised.

“One of our ecompany has disappeared,”
continned Mr. Halibut. “To keep you no
longer in suspense, 1 will mention that I refer
to Mr. Archibald Deen. He was last seen
early this morning. This afternoon he should
have rehearsed his great rescue-scene with
Miss Maisie Hope. He did not turn up. On
our way baeck, Mr. Quarry and myself were
startled—er—that is, we heard a strange
wailing sound. ‘We proceeded to investigate
this, and discovered Archibald Deen’s small
terrier labouring under a great state of
excitement. The faithful animal was tearing
up the ground, and then running round in
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returned

- uncertain tones.

Tve-

a -circle.
addressed him in the most endearing terms,
he quite mistook our intentions. As g matter
of fact, he attempted to bite us. I have no
wish to make a mountain oub of a mole-hill,
but I greatly fear some misfortune has bes
fallen our comrade. We must teave no stone
unturned to discover his whereabouts. I

propose, therefore, that the whole company |

shall proceed at onee and the
grounds.”

The eompany voiced their approval in no
Dividing themselves into
they set out to find the miss-

search

small parties,
ing actor.

Dick Gets His Chance.

UT although they searched until it was
dusk, no traces did they discover of
- Archie Deen.

The various search-partics accord-
ingly returned to the Grange, and reported
their non-success to Mr, Halibut.

“The police will have to be informed,”
Mr. Halibut gloomily. “In the meanwhile
the whole production is held up. I must wire
to London to get someonc to take Deen’s
part.’”?

“Now's our time!”
Dick.

Intercepting Mr. Halibut as he was about
to retire, Harry Trent hailed him with a
*One moment, Mr. Halibut!”

The manager grumbled and growled, but
eonsented to hear what Harry had to say.
There ensued a little whispered dialogue, in
the course of which Harry strongly urged the
claims of Dick to be taken on the strength
of the company.

“'Pon my word, I'd forgotten all about our
sudden young friend!” said Mr. Halibut. 1
own, Trent, he's quite a good swimmer; but
we require something more than that. He's
a raw hand. The Western Super-Film Com-
pany earries no passengers. We are ail
people of experience. I hardly see how——"

= Dsck Tulliver has a dvmded turn for the

said

whispered Harry to

game,” pers;sted Harry. “It would be quite
worth while giving hun a trial. He’d only
want a small screw.’

“And he¢’d only get a small serew!”

retorted Mr. Halibut.

Still, he felt he was in a hole, and Diek
would certainly be better than no one for
the present.

“Come here, Dick!” ecalled out Harry, see-

ing the manager was wavering.

Dick approached
heart.

“What else can you do besides swim?”
asked Mr. Halibut.

“T can ride, box, do gymnastics—" began
Dick, trying to think of all his accomplish-
ments. <

with a wildiy-beating
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“Let's look at you,” said Mr. Halibut.
“You look as if you might manage a bit of
comedy.”

“Rather!” cub in Harry. “That's Dick’s
line. Just pull :a couple of your 2
special funny faces for Mr. Halibut, Dick.

Dick never felt less tuany in his life. “vll
nn did his best.

“Humph!” grunted Mr. Halibub. “It's sl
right as far as it goes, but it doesn’t g
guite far enough for my - purpose. However,
you show some promise. You can stop a
week with us, and see how you turn out.”

“Oh, that's.jolly good of you!” cried Dick.

“I suppose you'll pay the usual rates?”
said Hanm

“My dear hoy! ReaHy!” protested Mr.
Halibut. 'm absolute heginner. I couldn't
think of i’ :

‘AN right,” said “Then
the whole thing’s off.”

A~. he spoke he gently nudacd Dick.
“But it's most unusual,” said Mr. Halibut.
“Just as you like,” rephed Harry care-

lessly. “1 can easily get Dick Tulliver an
introduction to Parkes’ Master Films,
They’re advertising for young talent.”

At the mention of his hated rivals Mr.
Halibut at once began to reconsider matters.

“T'll give you my decision in the morn-
ing,” he announced. “In the meanwhile,
it he likes to stop here for to-night, I’ve
no objection.”

And with this
his quarters.

“You're all right, Dick.” chuckled Harry.
“I-can see he's really as keen as mustard
oli haw g you. He’s a mean old hunks. You
just leave the husiness par‘ to me. I'll see
you t treated fairly.”

“Tt's awiully good of you, Harry,”
Dick gratefully.

“Not a bit of it. Come on; we'll get up-
stairs to my quarters. I share a room with
that chap Biglow, who thinks he saw the
chost of Bir George Gaston. You ought to
have heard him last night His yells roused
the whole company.”

“Did he really see it, do you think?*

aid Harry. “He's

asked Dick.

“More likely dreamt i
heard the stories people tell about this place,
and they've got on his nerves. I must say
I wish Mr. Halibut had taken some other
place, but as he hasa’t we must make the
best of a bad job.

By this time the;
ing at the top of the broad sta
ing as big as am ordinary dra
and were proceeding down a wide and lofty
corridor, on the dark panels of which had
once hung the family portraits of the house
of Gaston.

“My room is onm the next flear,” BRarry
informed Dick. “We're all scattered about
the place. Goodness knows how some of the
girls get on. The rooms have had a dry
scrub, and that’s about all. Dust and dirt—
it's everywhere.”

Harry's room had “10” chalked on the
door. On going in they found it was empty.
Bigiow, apparently, had heen there rcnenﬂj,
for there were a (m}m of candles, an oil-
stove. was buruing in the ﬁrepiace, and on
a packing-case, whicii served as a table,
reposed a frying-pan and a pound of
sausages.

“Wonder w hme Biglow can have got t0?”
said Harry. *“Very .1k<1\' he's gone off for
some more provender. He's taken on the
cooking, and, between ourselves, Dick, a
precious rotten cock he is. You used to be
rather a dab at that yourself at school,
if I remember rightly. You might give oid
Biglow a few hints. Hark! 1 hear him
coming upstairs.” *

1t was Biglow right enough. He appeared
at the deor sta,‘:gering under the weight of
several pieces of skery, a chair, and one
or two odds and ¢ in.the shape of an old
carving-knife and a battered dish-cover.

He deposited these things on the floor
with a great clatter.

Parry firmly.

Mr. Halibut withdrew to

said

the lande
—a land-
ing-room-—-

Liad reached

“Hallo"’ sfud Hzrrv “Yeu've been on
the ‘scrounge,” I se

Biglow dxd not answer for a minute. e
went to the door, looked out, and then

closed it.

“Harry,” he said, in tones.fraught with a
hidden meaning, ‘“‘have you heard the
latest? Quarry’s just come in, and he says
Deen’s little dog is dead. It’s  been
poisoned !” !

ANOTHER LONQ INSTALMENT OF
THIS MAGNIFICENT SERIAL STORY

OF THE CINEMA WILL APPEAR IN
NEXT FRIDAY’S ©* PENNY POPULAR.®
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{ The Last of the “Yellow Frigates.”

THE AMAZING HISTORY OF THE OLD CONVICT SHIP “3UCCESS.”

11

D O SN

on many vears before the War, in the
tranquil waters of the harbour of
Douglas, Isle of Man, one of the
niost_interesting vessels in the world

lay pewel‘uily at anchor.. She was the old
convict-ship Suecess, the last of the “yellow
frigates,” as the ominouns hulke, moored in
Hobson'’s| Bay, oft the port of Williumstown,
Australia, were called. Owing to the great.
shortage of shipping caused by the War, the
. old ship was put intec commission again to
“do her bit ” for the country. In January,
1919, a West Virginian newspaper reported
that she was wrecked in the Ohio River, and

had sunk. that is indeed the last we
shall hear of the stout old ship, it is of
interest to recall lier amazing and tragic

bistory.

The Success was the mmmodme of a felon
fleet of five ships, of which she was the last
surviver,| to remind us of a dark page of
Imperial | history. Her story is a romantic
one, full of incident, and of sufficient viecis-
situdes to have made an end long ago of a
Jess sturdy bargue. Once she was attacked
by a French privateer in the Bay of Bengal,
but, mer¢chantman as she was, she made such
a stout istance that the Frenchman was
glad to draw off, leaving shot-marks on the
hull of the Success, which were visible ever
after. Again, when her iascar crew mutinied
in Calcutta Bay. her eaptain signalled to the
authorities at Tort William for assistance,
but by some extrazordinary mistake was re-
warded by a well-aimed shot irom one of
the guns|of the fort, which left a permanent
mark on the great teak mainmast. Later in
her career the old ship was maliciously
scuttled in Port Jackson Har'uour, orly to be
raiced again five and a half months later.

In spite *of these misadventures, the condi-
tion of the wonderiul old vessel Temained as
sound as the proverbiai hell, as was proved
during her five-and-a-half-months’ voyage
from Adcllude to London in 1895, when not
a single stick was lost nor was the least
weakness discovered.

The Success was built at Moulmein, British
India, in 1798, of solid Burmah teak, two and
@ half 1oct thick, and was a curiosity as a
specimen of old-time British ship-building,
apart Irom her historical interest. Her un-
usual solidity baffled the efforts ¢f more than
one of ler miserable conviet crew to bore
his way out of his tioating prison; in fact,
it is on record that no prisoner ever succeeded
in escaping from the Success during the whole
of her eareer as a conviet-hulk. This is the
more remarkable when it is considered that
attempts to escape were of almost daily
oceurrence. And no wonder!

As one trod the worn planks of the grue-
some old vessel the retics of man’s inhumanity
to man in the past met the eye at every
turn, and the mind reeled at the mere con-
ception of tlie horrors which must have been
suffered by the wretched tenants of the rows
of tiny 'dark ecells in the depths of her
blaeck hole. Somewhere and somehow in the
confined spaces below deck one hundred and
twenty priscners were “accommodated ”—
save the mark !—besides twenty-seven warders.
In all there were seventy-two cellg, of various
sizes ‘and degrees of torture. Those which
lined the sides of the first corridor, ’tween-
decks, were for the use of the better behaved
}nsouers. and were as large as seven feet by
seven. 'Those on the lower-deck oniy four
feet by seven. and every prisoner brought on
board the hulk, whatever his offence, by rule
was incarcerated for twe years in a lower-
deck cell!

All the cells were provided with a grating
of iron bars ahove the massive iron-bound
doors, through which filtered all the light
and air to which the prisoner was considered
entitled. To be shut up in one of these cells
even for a few minutes caused one suech a

feeling of oppression that it is hard to imagine |

any mortal being confined in there for any
length of time without his reason giving way.
_Yet far more terrible than these ordinary

“eells were the “Black Holes * which occupied

_the corners of each side of the lower-deck. In

thes infernos fractious prisomers were
punishied by solitary confinement lasting from
one day to twenty-eight, according to the
gravity of their offence or to the temper of
the Inspecter-General.

The “Black Holes ” were tapering in shape,
and measured only two feet eight inches
across. Over the grating a perforated iron
plate was fixed, to increase the intensity of
the blackness, and scarcely enough air to
maintain life could fiiter through the per-

forations. The doors iitted tight, and ex-
cluded alk other air and ventilation. The
furniture of each of these noisesome holes

consisted of a stout irom ring fixed about as
high as a man’s knee in the shelving back
of the cell. Through this ring the right
wrist of the malefactor was passed and hand-
cuffed to the left hand.

The resulting position of the poor wretch
was such that lie could neither stand upright
nor lie down, but was forced to stoop or
lean -against the sloping side of the vessel as
she rojled and pitched at her moorings.
From this fearful -torture the prisoner was

only allowed one hour's respite a day for
.exercise. One had only to have the door
closed upon o in the “Black Hole ” for a

moment to experience the sort of darkness
which ean be felt and a feeling of sufiocation
which becan solutely unendurable.

It is almost impossible to credit that even
the calious, hardened ruffians, who for the
most part inhabited the hulk, were able to
endure such punishment and live. More than
one malefactor’s reason gave way under the
fearful  torture, and yet we are told that
some seemed almost unnioved by it, though
their eyesight often suffered.

At the stern of the vessel was
looking structure known as the *
and built of huge two-inch iron bars, em-
bedded In solid timber above and below.
Here the worst characters on the hulk were
huddled together indiscriminately to the
number of twentytwo. The tigerish ferocity
of these maddened wretehies, who were
treated, and behaved, more like beasts than
men, gave the den its name, uniless it came
from the speci 11 yellow jackets, barred with
black, which gave the prisoners a tigerish
appearance.

The conditions of life in this miniature
hell cannot be described, or even  imagined.
Packed tightly in the confined space, the
crouching, close-cropped men-beasts snarled
and fought among themselves till the weakest
went battling to the wall The method
adopted by the warders to check the rioting
was the simple one of plaecing their muskets
between the bars of the den and firing blank
cartridges above the heads of the teeming,
struggling crowd. .

The howls andshestial roars from the fetid
den floated aecross: the bay to the shore-
folk, making night and day alike hideous.
Landsmen shuddered as they heard those
awful cries, and dubbed the old Success, once
a proud merchantman, the ‘“Ocean Hell,”
and never was name more fitting. Surely
the Union Jack has never floated ahove
seeneg whiclhh have disgraced it more than
those which were enacted in the name of
Rritain. and of law and order on board the
convict-huiks. The mockery of the “justice”
which sentenced Englishmen to such infernal
tortures!

Six of the prisoners on hoard the Success
went by the nickname of the “Six Men of
Dorset.” - Their crime was agitating for a
nayment of eight shillings a week for farm-
labourers instead of seven, which was then
the standard in England; in other words, they
were pioneer Trades Unionists, and bitter!v
did they pay for their advanced opinions.

LEND THIS COPY TO A
FRIEND !

DE

the fearsome

.sueh sentences were passed for the

Anothér-priconer received a sentence ofeseven
years for “drunkenness and resisting \‘h,
police,” for which oltence he would now be
fined seven-and-sixpence! Numerous m!,u
pettiest
of theits; and one prisoner, whose health was
so undermined by the vile treatment he
suffered on board the hulk that-he died three
weeks after his release, was alterwards dis
covered to have heen abwmtcly innocent of
any offenee whatever!

Such was the mockery of justice in the bad
old days of transportation, when there were
one hundred and forty-tive offenees punishable
by death under the English Penal Code.

There were other lesser mockeries also on
board the convict-hultk. Rvery Sunday the
good-conduct men. were mustered in a dark,
parred enclosure for Divine Service. The door
was boited, warders with loaded rifles stood
round wgll.mtly, and the c¢haplain then pro-
ceeded to read the Eervice—from the out-
side—including the prayer for mercy “on a
prisoners and captives ’! In addition, ev
cell was carefully pmvzdod with a copy
the Holy Bible, althcugh, of course, in
outer darkness th urvmnﬂl#d
pall, it was utterly imy
even to see the Book
provided for it.

Once a week a surgeon visited the ‘zhm in-

variably finding plenty of work for him to
do in the way of setting or amputating limbs
maimed in the inqumt- collisions between
the desperate convicts a
injuries, however severe, h
tion \mtll the surgeon
round before they .received
Who can say how citen the
tions came too late to save a
life?

On the lowest deck, in the very bowels of
the sinister old hulk, the solitary-confinement
cells and the condemned cell were to be seen.
In the massive planks which formed the floo:
of the “solitaries”™ deep ruts and grooves
woril in the colid wood tell a pitiable tale of
prisoners, loaded with irons and driven almost
mad by solitary confinement in outer dar
ness, standing long weary hours in their
fetters just inside the cell door, to catch a
ray of light from the barred aperture above
or to await eagerly the coming of the warder
with their scanty meal of bread and water.

The condemned cell—a tiny, gruesome den,
in which the doomed ones awaited their ofi-
weleome fate—is to-day furnished with the
originai ring and bolt which held the fate
wretches secure during their last fleeting
moments. Not even during the hours hefore
death was the barbarity exercised on this
floating hell relaxed. How great that b
barity was, what unspeakable eruelties w
in truth practised on board the Success
the irony of the na: can only be diz
guessed at. But instruménts of terture,
awful contrivances of truly diabolical in-
genuity, met the eye at every turn on board.
The flogeing-frames and the cruel cat-o'-nine-
tails, wire-bound and shot-weighted, irowm
whichh some hardened rufiians received as
many as one thousand five hundred strokes
during their time on board; the irons, spiked
collars, strait-jackets, and punishment-ball,
all these grim objects helped cne to realise
the kind of hell on earth this majestic-looking

of
the
him like a
for the inmate
s it lay on the shelt

nd their gaolers.
ad to await atten-
s visiting day came
any

attention.

vessel with the high-sounding name must
have been.

No wonder many a broken-spirited desa-
perado, shambling in his fetters during

xercise hour, along the well-warn path, which
is still easily tracable in the planks of the
deck; no wonder many a one summoned un
his enfeebled energy to make a hbold dash
to gain the bulwark, and hurl himself over
to a watery grave, a welcome release from his
treatment at the hands of his fellow-eountry-
men and fellow-Christians! Well might the
ominous words of Dante have been inseribed
above the Handsome old ship’s bell, which
used to hang from the forecastle, “All hope
abandon, ye whc enter here.”
THE PENNY PoPULAR.~—No, T1.
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GOOD FOR EV!L !

A Short Story of 8t. Jim's. 4
213
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UST a2 moment, deah boys!”
 The voice of Arthur Augustus
D’Arey reached the ears of Tom
Merry and Monty Lowther, who
were sauntering down to the nets after
tea for a little practice.
“What's s wrong, Gussy?”
pausing.
“Nothing wong,
tation mr you,”
Jim’s as he eame alongside.
“Get it off your chest,
Monty Lowt’]cr cheerfully.

#

&%
£

asked Tom Merry,

deah boy. I have an invi-
replied the swell of St.

old scout,” said
“If it’s a feed,

I'm on!
“Weally, TLowthal,” murmured -Arthur
Augustis, “it's not a feed! I've just’ had

a l‘gttah from my patah. and he states that
he is wunning his horse in the Wepley Stakes
to-mowwow.”

Arthur Augustus D’Arcy paused for breath.

“Go on,” said Tom \Ie‘m encouragingly.

“He's asked permission of the Head for
me and five fwiends to visit the wacecourse,
and the doctah gave his consent like a
b.vxm

“Good egg!” exclaimed Lowther.

“I was wondering whethah you and Monty
would care to be amongst the party,” went
on D'Arcy, addressing Tom Merr;

“What-ho !”

“Rather!”

“When does this stu
Torl Mu'ry eager

“To-mowwow, deah boy

“Geod ! ejaculated Tom Merry.
very much, Gussy,
part 2

it come off 2" inquired

¥ “Thanks
for including us in the

5, rather!” conceded Lowther.

“Don’t | mench, deah boys,” said Gussy,
with a wave of the hLand. “It’s settled,
then. We shall have to cateh the two- thutv
twain fwom Wayland to be in time for the
first event. The patah’s gee-gee wuns in the
thwee-fifteen wace—Fiery Queen is the name
of the beast.””

“Then we'll shout ourselves hoarse -when
Fiery Queen flashes first past the post!”
said Tum Merry enthusiastically.

And the juniors walked down to the nets
for some practice before prep..

The ' next morning dawned a
summer’s day, and the lucky
n‘&rd. to concentrate their
English History, important as that subject
was. But everything comes to an end at
last, and morning lessons drew to a close
eventually. -

After lunch, Arthur Augustus summoned
itig party, which cousisted of Blake, Herries,
1)1gbv Lowther, and Tom Merry, and set off

typical
six found it
attention on

for Wayland Junction. The train came in
punctual to _the minute, and the juniors
were fortunate cenough to secure a first-

class compartment to themselves.

“Hallo, there’s Knox!” exclaimed Blake,
who was leaning out of the window.

Sure enough, the tall figure of the un-
popular Sixth Form prefect entered the plat-
form, and selected a first-class smoking com-
partment

“I wonder what he’s Gomv on this train?”
queried Tom Merry.

“Blessed if I know!” grunted Blake.
\ar“'” he added.

“Might| be going to the races,”
Mo'xty Lowther.

“Bai Jove, I nevah thought of that!”

Monty |Lowther’s comecture proved to be
correct. - When the juniors alighted at
Repley Station the Sixth-Former “could be
seen emerging with the crowd for the race-
course, He no tonger wore the school
colours; instead, he was wearing a soit
tweed cap He was soon lost to view in the
crowd, and the St. Jim's juniors forgot of
Lis existence in the excitement that attended
the start of the first event on the pro-
gramme.

Lord Eastwood had made the party com-
fortable in the stand, from which position
they commanded a full view of the course.
After the second race Knox caught sight
of the St. Jim’'s colours, and his eyes
nearly bulged from his head when he saw
that the owners of the caps were his youth-
tul adversaries at the school. A gleam of

THE PENNY PoPULAR.—No. 7L
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malignant triumph crossed his face as he
walked over to them. He rubbed his hands
gleefully. Now was the chance to exercise
his authority and to lower the eoiours of
the juniors whom he hated. Caughb on a
racecourse! It seemed too good to be true!

“What are you fellows doing here?” he
demanded magisterially.

“0h, just looking on, you know,” replied
Towm Merry, with a grin.

“Then I'm afraid it will be my unpleasant
duty to report you to the Head for breaking
tounds. 1It’s forbidden for any merber of
St. Jim's to frequent a racecourse,” growled
Knox.

“Then what are you dom" herc?”
Monty Lowther sweetly.

“I want none of your cheek, Lowther!”
bellowed Knox. “I followed you lhere out of
a sense of duty.”

“Ha, ha, ha!” ‘

The juniors roared with laughter. They
knew too well Knox's little habits, among
which was numbered an cbsession for horse-
racing and gambling. X

“Stop! D’you hear?” roared the prefect,
thoroughly enraged. *I command all of you
to take the next train hack to St. Jim’s
You'll be sacked for this!”

“Ha.“ha: “ha!l”

That threat only had the effect of doubling
the merriment of the party, They knew
that Knox was labouring under a delusion,
and one and all decided to let the prefect
have his head, as it were.

“Leave the course at once,” roared Knox,
“or I'll make it hotter still for you when
I get back to St. Jim's

“Go and chop cmps" replied the juniors
in unison.

-“Take my tip. and back Fiery
grinned Monty Lowther

The prefect, fuming inwardly, saw that it
was useless to argue any longer with the
juniors. From all sides smiling ghv ces were
thrown at him by members of the crowd.
They evidently sympathised with Tom Merry
& Co. Not only that, the next race was
due to be run, and Knox realised that he
would lose the chance of placing his bet if
he remained any longer. Muttering under his
breath that he would make it warm for the
juniors when th(‘}' were back at the sehool,
he moved off and was lost to view in the
crowd. ;

“Thank goodness that rotter’s gonec!” ex-
claimed Tom Merry. “He'll sing small when
he knows that we’ve permission to be hLere.”

“They're off I”

The cry went up from a thousand throats
as the horses engaged in the Repley Stakes
rvot ¢off the mark, It was a most exciting
race, and the juniors watched it with glow-

inquired

Queen !”

ing excitement. Lord Eastwocd's horse,
Fiery Queen, kept well to the front, and
the last furlong from home was seen to

hug the rails. Suddenly from nowhere, it
seemed, another horse shot up abreast of
the gallant animal, and Tom Merry & Co.
witnessed an exciting finish. A touch of
the whip and Fiery Queen flashed past the
post a winner by half a length. What a roar
went up from the spectators, and the juniors’
voices were as loud as any.
“Jolly good finish!” said Tom Merry.

“Bai Jove, it was wipping!” exclaimed
D(;:rcy‘ “Hallo! What's the twouble?” he
added.

A few yards away the crowd swayed round
a bookmaker who was gesticulating wildly
at a figure whom the juniors recognised as
Knox. Tom Merry & Co. from the distance
saw a tough-looking gentleman suddenly
swipe the prefcct a terrific blow behind the
ear. It was a signal for a gang of roughs
who were in the pay of the bookmaker to
close in on the unfortunate St. Jim’s senior,
who had claimed his winnings. Before the
astonished prefect could determine his adver-
;ary he was knocked down again from be-
rind.

“This is where we chip in,” said Blake.
“We can’'t allow a gang of roughs to handle
a S‘t. Jim’s fellow, even if it-is Knox. Comse
on!”

The junicrs needed no second bidding.
With a whoop they descended on the gang
who were so surprised at this
unexpected attack that they were bowled
over like ninepins. A regular fight was soon
in progress, and the juniors fought back
tooth and nail. But,for the timely interven-
tion of the pollce'sermun injuries would
have been dealt out. The gang were not
particular as to their methods of serapping.
Each of the juniors had. some scratch to
show—most of them, unfortunately, had
rapidiy-swelling noses, and not a few, black

eyes; but they were cheerful. They had
held their own. When the police interferad
the gang scattered like rabbits, and the
juniors furned their attention to Knox, who
was sitting up dazedly rubbing his ear and
his nose alternately.

“Groough!” he gasped. “The rotters! The
bookie wouldn’t pay out. I had over five
pounds to draw from him. Ow-yow-
grooough!”

In a short space of time he was able
to secramble to his feet, and he had the
graciousness to thank Biis rescuers. Tom
Merry & Co. received his thanks with smiles,
Then they quietly informed him that the
Head had given them permission to bhe
present at the meeting, at which XKnpox's
graciousness disappeared.

It was a very happy party that sat dow
to tea in Arthur Augustus’ study that ev
ing, and bruises and gcratches were s:
forgotten under the influence of steam
hot tea and cream-puffs. Needless to sgay,
Knox did not report the juniors for hreak-
ing bounds. neither did he molest them in
any way for some considerable time. Per-
haps that was due to certain twinges of
conscience—or, rather, twinges of pain \\hew
the weight of the ruffians’ fists had found
their mark. No doubt he realised that but
for Tom Merry & Co.’s timely assistance
he would have been severeh handled. De-
cidedly it was a case of returning good for
evil!

THE END.

(Continued from page 7.)

|! THE REMOVE TO THE RESCUE.

The scores were exactly level, each side
having made a hundred.

Loder of the Sixth could scarcely contain
his delight.

Harrv Wharton had not entirely lost heart.
He realised that it was now impossible for
him to win the game. But he could at Ie
save it. And he sent down a splendid bali,
which had the batsman beaten all ends up.

Crash!

The wicket was wrecked, and the match
was over.

(.reyfrmrs First and ‘Greyfriars 0ld Beysz
had tied!

The spectators cheered as lustily as if a
victory had fallen to the school, instead of a
division of spoils. And the four Removites
who had taken part in the match were carried
shoulder-high to the pavilion.

And the most surprising thing in connec-
tion with this demonstration was this. The
fellows on whose shoulders Harry Wharten
& Co. rested were North, Hammersley,
& Co., who but a short time since had beea
disloy al to their school.

The fellows who had stood down from the
team were—with the exception of Loder—-
true sportsmen at heart. And as soon as
they had set the juniors on their feet, they
went up to Wingate, and apologised to a man
for their eonduct.

“We've heen a set of rank outsiders,” said
Hammersley. “But we sha'n't desert the
team again, in a burry.”

“I doubt if W mf'&te will take us baek, aft
what’s happened,” said North.

But Wingate received the renegades with
open-arms. And he accepted thexr agsurance
that they would not leave him in the lurch
again.

TThe breach was duly healed. And the only
disgruntled person at Gxenrnra that evening
was Gerald Loder. He had backed the Old
Boys to win outright, and they had narrowly
failed to do s0. As a result, Loder was in
the painful predicament of having to hand
over five pounds to the sporting gentlemm
in the village.

But nobody was thinking of Loder of the
Sixth just then. He was left to solve his
little problem alone.

In the ranks of the Remove there was greaft
re]oxcm" A great spread tock place that
evening in the junior Common-room, and the
place of honour was shared by no less than
four fellows—the four whose brilliant debut
in the First Eleven had been the means of
quelling the storm in the Sixth!

(Another grand long complete story of
Harry Wharton & Co. next week, entitled:
“ BILLY BUNTER'S CAMPAIGN!” BHake a
point of ordering your copy of the PINNY
Poruiar eariy.)
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COMPLETE STORY, DEALING
WITH THE ADVENTURES OF
JIMMY SILVER & CO,
TFE CHUMS OF ROOKWOOD.
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By OWEN CONQUEST.
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
- Jimmy Silver’s Eleven.
~IMMY SILVER. stopped beforc the
notice-hoard at Rookwood and pinned
up the paper he carricd in his hand
in a prominent position.
Tt was an important paper.
For it contained the list of the Junior
et Kleven, who, on the morrow, were to
t Bagshot School, and inflict u‘ire defeat
and econfusion upon the ancient rivals of
Rookwood.
]‘Té‘here was a rush of jumiors to read the
ist.
ilost of the names contained in it could
he guessed in‘advance; but there was a
c;’mﬁc that any fellow might find his name
there

“Jolly good team!” remarked Tommy
Dodd, of the Modern side, finding written
there his own name, and the names of his
two speecial chums, €ook and Doyle. “A
few more Moderns wouid improve it. But
itr's jolly good.”

“Wants a few more Classical names,” re-
marked Dick Oswald. ‘But 1ts jolly good,
all the same. [y name’s there.”

“And mine, intirely,” remarked Flynn.
mmy Silver’s the best captain we’'ve ever
in the Fourth. Smythe used to lave me

L,lt"’

“Glad you're
Jimmy Silver.
“I'm not satisfied,’ { <aid Dickinson minor.

“iWhat have you lett me out for, Jimmy
Silver?”

“Sorry, old chap: but we want to beat
Bagshot!” said Jimmy affably.

Ha, ba, ha!”

“It’s a jolly good list!” remarked Lovell,
“1 think we shall give Bagshot the kybosh
this time. I suppose Bootles isn’t likely to
chip in again, and ask us to play that slacker
Mornington.”

Jimmy shook his head.

“No fear. That's all over, for one thing.
're spokcn to Bulkeley ahout that, and he’s
chipped in.

“(mod old Bulkeley!”

all satistied,”” remarked

“Mornington expects to play,* remarked |

Neweome.

Jimmy Silver shrugged his shoulders.

“Let hini expect! He won't play.”

“He's been tel ing chaps that he’s in the
Bagshot mateh.”

“No law agaiust that,” said Jimmy. “He

can tell chaps that he's going to be Head
of Rookwood, if he likes.”

“Here he comes!” said Lovell, with a grin.

Mornington of the Fourtif came up to the
notice-hoard. Townsend and Topham and
Peele were with him. The Nuts of the
Fourth glanced at the ericket list, and Morn-
ington frowned darkly and turned to Jimmy
Silver.

“You've left my name out!”’
sharply.

Jimmy nodded.

“Why is that?” demanded Mornington.

“Because you're left out yourself, my dear
chap.” =

“1’ve told you that T expeet to be played!”

io hon!”

“The best thing you can do is to put my
name in at once,” said Mornington. “I

_decline to be left out, and it will save you
trouble in the long rum.”

Jirmmy Silver looked grimly at the dandy
of Rookwood.

Nobody but Mernington would
dreamed - of taking such a: tone with
captain of the Fourth.

But Mornington was not quite like the
other fellows,

His wealth loomed largely in his own eyes
and in the eyes of fellows like Townsend &
Co. His uncle and guardian, Sir Rupert
Stacpoole, was chairman of the governing
board of Rookwood.

Mornington was ambitious to shine among
the cters, but his ambition did not

he said

have
the

cause him to stick ‘to practice or exert
himself in any way; and Jimmy Silver was
the last fellow in the world to play a slacker
if he could help it.

On one occasion he had not been able to
help it, Mornington’s complaints to his
cuardian had caused that gentleman to ap
proach the Head on the subject. And Dr.
Chisholm, whe knew little of junior cricket
matters, had interfered.

Ms. Bootles, the master of the Fourth, had
conveyed the Head's request to Jimmy Silve
to play Mornington in the St. Jim’s match.

Jimmy, sorely against the grain, had
concurred.

But for the fact that a couple of juniors
locked Mornington in a study, and kept him
out of the mateh, the result would have been
disastrous for the Junior Eleven.

Jimmy Silver did not mean to run that
risk a second time.

He explained the matter to Bulkeley of the
Sixth, the eaptain of the school, and Bulkeley
had “taken a hand ” promptly enough. -

Bulkeley had interviewed the Head on the
subject, and there was no danger of a repeti-
tion of the Head's request to Jimmy Silver.

Mornington was evidently ynaware of the
new state of atfairs.

Evidently he considered that he had only
to state his wishes in order to have them
assented to.

“You hear me?” he said.
name down -in that list at once,
Silver!”

“Cheeky ass!”® growled Lowvell. “Shall I
mop up the passage with him, Jimmy?”

“Bump him intirely!” said Flynn.

“Po you hear mie, Silver?”
Mornington.

Jimmy nodded.

“Yes, dear boy!”

“Well, what do you say?”

“ Rats!??

“Wha-at!”

“R-A-T-S—rats!” said Jimmy.
plnin enough?"

ha, ha!”

‘\Xornmaton set his teeth.

“Well, you'lt get an order from the Head,”
he said. “You'll find that you can’'t do as
vou please.”

Jimmy Silver smiled, and turned away.
Mornington turned away also, to make his
way to the Head’s study. But before he had
taken two steps, several pairs of hands were
laid upon him. He swung round savagely,
and glared at the grinning faces of Lovell and
Raby and Newcome and Tommy Dodd.

“Let me go!” he shouted.

“You're going to be humped for your

“You'll put my
Jimmy

snapped

“Isn't that

cheek,” said Lovell coolly. “Up with him!”
“Let go! Help{’
Bump! i
“Ha, ha, ha!”
Bump!
“Yarooh{*?
“Cave!” ejaculated Rawson of the Fourth,

and the juniors scudded away as Mr. Bootles
came out of his study.

Mornington was left sxtun" on the floor,
gasping.

Mr. Bootles stared at him.

“Bless my soul!” he exclaimed, peering af
Morningten over his glasses. “Who is that?
Mornington--ha! What ever are you doing
on the floor, Mornington?”

Mornington staggered to his feet, crimson
with anger.

“I've heen
and—"

“That will

ragged!” he gasped. “Lovell
do, Mornington! I am sorry
to see that you cannot live on better
terms with your Form-fellows,” said Mr.
Hootles severely. &ou ate coneerned in in-
cessant disburbances,? \Io“nmgton I fear
that it is the insalence of your manners
that is the cause of it. I advise you, Morn-
ington, to amend your ways, and to cease
to exasperate your schoolfellows bv ili-

founded arrogances.
bear this in mind, Mornington.’

Mr. Bootles rustled on, lea\mg Mornington
almost stuttering with rage.

You will do well to

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
A Surprice for Riornington!

AP
BDr. Chisholm Iaid down his pen.
“Come int”

Mornington of the Fourth entered
Jhe Head’s study.

He was still looking somewhat red
and flustered, and was evidently in
savage temper. Only Mornington, of all tie
fellows at Rookwoed, would have venturec
to show signs of temper in the august
presence of the Head.

Dr. Chisholm noted the knitted brows and
gleaming eyes of the dandy of the Fourth,
and bhe frowned.

“Well?” he said sharply.
Mornington 27

(o | wxsh to speak to you,

“Kindly be brief!”

The cold, severe glance of the Head some-
what abashed Mornington. FHis gaze dropped
a little, and his voice was quutu as hie went
on.

“I have been left out of the cricket team
again, sir!”

The Head made a gesture.

“That is a matter that concerns only the
;umm‘ cricket etub. You may 0. 2

‘My guardian asked vou-

“Listen to me, Moruington,” said the
Head quietly. “Sir Rupert Stacpoole wrote
to me on the matter, and I did not ecare
to disoblige a governor of Rookwood, and
for that reason I wuttered a word on your
behalf. Since then I have received further
information on the subject. 1 have learncd
the particulars from Bulkeley. Tt is a matter
that entirely concerns the cricket club, and
I understand that you are omitted from ths
playing eleven becaunse your play is not up to
the standard required, and hecause you re-
fuse to attend Lhe necessary pra(-tme. I
c.\m;ot mtultere in the matter again.”

“But

“1 tecommend you to attend more eon-
stantiy on the playing-fields, and make your-
self useful as a cricketer, and in that case
I have no doubt you will have as muech
chance as the others of playing for the
school,” said the Head. “The matter, how-
ever, does not concern me. You may go!”
Mornington did not stir.

“Am I to be left out, then?” he exclaimed.
“That depends on the captain of your club,
presume.”
“He dislikes me.”
“Probably you have given him reason, if
that is the case,” said the Head drily. “%
have received very unfavourable reports of
you from your Form-master, Mornington. 1t
appears that you treat the other boys with
insolence and an assumption of superiority.
You cannot expect that to thake you popular,
I advise you to mend your raanners.”

¢

g =

“What is it,

ERElE

-

“And now you have wasted enough of my
time. Leave my study!” -

The Head took up his pen again,
Mornington did not go.

“Do you hear me, boy?® exclaimed Dr.
Chisholm, in surprise and anger,

“Yes, sir.”

“Leave my study at onece!”

“P'm goifig to play in the Bagshot mateh.”
said Mornington doggedly. “I want you to
tell Jimmy Silver so, sir.”

“Boy !”

Mornington stood his ground, unabashed
now by the glare the Head of Rookwood
hestowed upen him.

There was an ominous pause.

“1t is due, I suppose, to your extraordinary
training that you dare to speak to your
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headmaster with such unexampled insolence!”
said the Head at last. “If you think that
such insolence can be tolerated, Mornington,
you arg mistaken!” Dr. Chisholm teok up his
cane. “Hold out your nand!”

Mornington’s eyes gleamed.

“] won't bs caned, sir! I shall write to

my guardian. He is chairman of the
governors, and he will not allow—"

The Head rose.

“Hold out your hand immediately, Morn-

ington, or I shall administer a public flog-
ging !’ he exclaimed.

Mornington hesitated a moment, and then
his hand came slowly out,

Swish!

“Now
Head.

Swish! e s

Mornington squeezed his hands together,
his face pale with pain and rage.

The Head pointed to the door with the
cane.

“Go!” he said. 5

Mornington went, almost choking.

Townsend & Co. were waiting for him in
the passage with rather anxious looks.
Although it suited the Nuts of the Fourth
to chum with Mornington, they could have
little liking for him, and they were never
without 2 certain amount of uneasiness lest
his insolence should land him, and themselves,
il gome serious scrape. <

Nobody but Mornington would have dared
to “beard the lion in his den” as he bad
done. :

The Nuts were not surprised to see him
come forth squeezing his hands and mumbling.

“Well?? said Townsend.

Mornington gritted his teeth.

“I've been licked!” ;

“Well, what the dickens did you expect?”
said Peele. “ You can't cheek the Head, you
xnow, and I'll be bound you cheeked him!
What about the ericket?”

“Phe Head won't interfere. again.”

“@ouldn’t expect him to,” said Townsend.
“Nothin' doin’, of ecourse.”

“He doesn’t seem to understand that 1
can give him trouble about it,” said “Morn-
ington. “My guardian will back me up.”

The three Nuts grinned at one another.
They did not have so much faith as Morning-
ton in the influence of his guardian.

“Yon ean cackle!” growled Mornington. “I
know what I'm talkin' about. Sir Rupert
doesn’t like the Head. As a matter of fact,
iz would be glad to get him into the bad
books of the governors. He- has a {riend he
would like to see Head of Rookwood, if Dr.
Chisholm were gone. I know he’s thought
of workin’ it already.”

“Phew!"” said Topham.

“ Anyway, youre out of the Bagshob
mateh,” sajid Townsend. “Let’s have a jolly
afterncon to-morrow instead. There are
races at High Coombe.”
© Mornington shrugged
patiently.

“Never mind the races. I suppose I'm out
of the cricket—owin’ to Jimmy Silver. Ile's
heen one too many for me. But I'll get even.
Jimmy Silver is goin’ to be out of it, too!”

“How the dickens =

“You know what they did with me when
the St. Jim’s mateh was on?”

the other hand!” thundered the

his shouiders im-

“Locked you in Rawscen’s study,” grinned
Townsend. “Us, too, the rotters! But you
can’t work that on Jimmy Silver. A study
wouldn't hold him.”

“1'm not thinking of a study.” Mornington

fowered his voice. “What about the old
tower? There’s Sergeant Kettle's tuckshop
on the ground-floor, but the rooms above
are never used and never entered. A fellow
shoved in there would never be found—till
we chose.” >

y hat! But how would you get Jimmy
Sitver there?”

“Four of us could handle him, I suppose.”

“But—but we should be geen getting him
there—"

“Not after dark.” :

“But after dark the mateh will be over.”

“I'm thinking of to-night.”

“Great Scott!”

“You—you're dotty!"” said Pezle, aghast.
“You couldn’t keep the chap there all night.
He'd be missed.”

“Well, what about it?”

7 “There’d be a row—a search—no end of a
uss.”

“I don't care.” =

“You may not,” said Townsend. “But I
do. I'm not going to get myself sacked from
Rookweed to please you, Mornington!”

“Bo you are a funk!” sneered Mornington.
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uncle on the Board of
Peele,
it

“I haven’t an
Governors to see me through,” said
with a sneer. “If I had, I might ri

“There’s no risk. Silver wouldn’t gi
names.” .

“He might have to.”

“Then I'll do it alone,” said Mornington.

The three Nuts looked at one another.
But they shook their heads.

“Too jolly risky,” said Peele.
a flogging at least.” :

“Then I'll do it alone,” said Mornington,
and he turnmed his back on his companions
and walked away.

Townsend & Co. looked at one another un-
easily.

e our

“It would be

“What the dickens has he got in his head?”

muttered Towny.

“Blessed if I know,” said Topham. “But
1 know one thing, and that is—I'm going to
keep clear of it!”’

To which Towny and Peele heartily agreed.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
-Caught Napping!
i HE Fistical Four sat down to tea in the
end study in great spirits.
They were looking forward to the
cricket-match of the morrow, and
Jimmy, who was very pleased with the form
his team had shown of late, fully expected
to “mop up” the Bagshot ground with the
Bagshot team.

Lovell and Raby
equally confident.

They had dreaded a repetition of the trick
Mornington had played on them on the
occasion of the 8t. Jim's mateh. But Morn-
ington had come to the end of his tether;
there was a limit, evidently, to the iufluence
of his guardian at Rookwood.

The careless and swanking slacker would
have been sufficient, if he had been played,
to reduce the thances of the Rookwood team
to zero.

The danger was over, however, and the
Fistical Four rejoiced accordingly.

“Of course, we wouldn't have stood it,”
Lovell remarked. “If the Head had chipped

and Newcome were

in a second time, there would have been
trouble.”

Jimmy Silver nodded.

“Jolly sure of that!” he replied. “The

whole club would have gone on strike, I
think. But the Head didn’t savvy. Morning-
ton’s guardian gave him the impression that
a set was made against the siily ass, and
that he wasn't given a fair chance. Now
Bulkeley’s spokén to the Head it's all right.
The Head means well,” added Jimmny
tolerantly. The captain of the Fourth felt
that he could make allowances for a head-
master.

“Mornington is ratty about it,” grinned
Raby. “He was looking like a Hun when
I saw him last.” :

“Let him!” said Jimmy serenely.

“The silly dufter!” remarked Newcome.
“He can’t play cricket for toffee. Blessed
if I think he cares twopence whether Rook-
wood wins or loses, so long as he can swank
at the wicket.”

“Well, he won’t swank at the wicket this
time,” said Jimmy Silver sententiously.
*“No room for slacking asses in the Rook-
wood Junior Eleven.”

“Hear, hear!”

After tea, as there was plenty of light,
the Fistical Four walked down to Little Side
for some batting. Mornington & Co. stood
looking on, decidedly sour in appearance.

In the dusk the chums of the Fourth
walked back to the School House. They
were chatting on the steps after calling-over,
when Mornington came up.

The Fistical Four looked at him rather
grimly.

They were prepared for come more inso-

lence from the dandy of the Fourth, and

quite ready to roll him in the quad at the
first word. -

But, as it happened, Mornington was quite
civil for once.

“Tommy Dodd wants
Silver,” he said carelessly.

“Where is he?”

“In the tuckshop.” =

“Well, I suppose he can come here?” said
Jimmy.

“Time we gof on to our prep,” remarked
Lovell, as eight rang out from the clock-
tower. “Don’t wast¢ time on that Modern
bounder, Jimmy!”

“Well, it won’t take me long to run across,”
said Jimmy,
obliging. .

Lovell and Raby and Newcome went up to

to speak to you,

a little puzzled, but always |

the end study, while Jimmy Silver ran
across the dusky quadrangle. =

The school shop, which - was® kept by
Sergeant Kettle on the ground-floor of the
old disused clock-tower, was closing. The
sergeant was about to lock the door when
Jimmy came up.

“Hallo! Is Tommy Dodd bere,
asked Jimmy.

“No, Master Silver.”

“The ass! He sent for me.”

“Well, he ain't here, Master Silver,” suid
Sergeant Kettle, and he retired into the shop
and closed the door and locked it.

Jimmy Silver looked round wrathfully at
Mornington, who had followed him from the
house.

“Have you been puiling my leg?” he de-
manded. “Dodd isn’t here.”

The next moment Jimmy uttered a gasp of
amazement.

“What the dickeps—— Hands off! My
hat !’

Crash !

Mornington had sprung at him like a tiger.

Jimmy Silver was not often taken by sur-
prise, but the attack was utterly unexpected,
and he went down in a heap, with Morning-
ton on him. 3 =

He lay on his back on the ground in the
deep dusk, with the dandy of the Fourth
kneeling on his chest.

He glared up at Mornington.

“Get up, you silly chump!
smash you! Lemme gerrup!”

Mornington did not move. He had grasped
Jimmy’'s hands, and he beld him by the
wrists, in spite of his siruggles.

From round the corner of the tuckshop a
junior ran quickly and silently, and a saek
was thrown over Jimmy Silver's head as he
lay prostrate.

So quickly was it done that Jimmy did not
cateh a glimpse of his new assailant, and,
indeed, did not know what was coming untit
the sack was over his head.

He struggled furiously.

But he was at a disadvantage, and two
strong pairs of hands were grasping him. He
struggled in vain.

“Quick !” panted Mornington.

’Ii‘lhe young rascal had chosen his moment
well.

The quadrangle was dark, and there was
no one near the tuckshop, and Sergeant
Kettle had retired into the back-room.

Jimmy Silver, more amazed than angry,
struggled in the hands of the two assailants.

But the second assailant ran a loose cord
round his wrists as Mornington held them,
and it was drawn tight and knotted.

Then-Jimmy was helpless.

Another cord was knotted round his ankies,
and then the sack was pulled close over hLis
face, stifling the shout he tried to utter.

Then he, was lifted and rushed away in the
darkness.

He felt himself being carried into a build-
ing, and up stone steps, upon which he
bumped several times.

He was set down at last.

“Good!" It was Mornington's voice.
can cut. He hasn’t seen you.”

Jimmy heard departing footsteps. =

A match scratched, and the sack was pulled
from over his face. He blinked in the light
of a candle,

In utter amazement, he stared at Morn-
ington.

He opened his lips to speak, and as he did
so a folded handkerchief was thrust into Lis
mouth, and Mornington proceeded to tie it
there safely, winding a string round and round
his head. :

Then he rose to his feet, and looked down
on Jimmy Silver with a mocking grin,

sergeant?”

By gum, I'it

“You

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Kidnapped !
IMMY SILVER stared up blankly a
Mornington.
He was lost in amazement.

_He lay upon the stone floor of a small
ri?om, with a tiny window open to the starry
sky.

He knew where he was.

Part of the ground-floor of the ancient clock:
tower of Rookwood was occupied by the sckool
shop, but the greater part of the dilapidated
old building was untenanted. Sometimes the
fellows climbed the crazy old stairs to investi-
gate the deserted place, and to view the
country from the high window; but it was
seldom. The climb up the stairs was hard
work, for the spiral stair contained over a
hundred steps. Sometimes the place was not
visited for weeks tozether, or even for a
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There was a shout from the'fellows, as the burly sergeant was seen to ckoss the quadran_g!e to the School House,
bearing the missing junior in his arms. ‘‘Silver!®’ they cried. *f[t’s Jimmy!* (Se page 17.)

witcle term. The door at the foot of the

spiral stair was generally kept locked, and

aid AMack, the porter, had the key; but ke

would par{ with it for a moderate tip.
Mornington had ‘evidently obtaired the key

from the porter, and chosen this out-of-the-

way spot as a hiding-place for his prisoner.
But Jimmy could not understand.

Iy was not uncommon for Moderns and

Ctassicals at Rcokwood to raid one another
i this way.

But why Moruington should take the troubie
i kidnap Jimmy Silver was a mystery. Jimmy
ceuld not he kept there Iqng, at all events,
as}he would have to turn up on the Classical
side

at bed-time. And it was quite certain
5 he would hammer Mornington without
cy it he were kept a prisoner in the old
i-tower for a couple of hours.
was far from divining, as yet, the
thcughts that were in the mind of the reck-
lesz young raseal.

Mornington was breathing hard after his
ertions. Smoking and slacking did not
¢ it easy for him to carry Jimmy Silver's
ight up 2 hundred steps, even with the
tance of his unknown companton.

He was gasping, in fact,-and for some
minutes he could not speak. Neither conld
Jimmy, for the excellent reason that the gag
choked back any sound but the faintest
mumble, -

Mornington found his voice at last, however.

‘“ Well, here you are!” he remarked.

Jimmy could not speak, but his look was
cioguent. But the dandy of the Fourth only
grinned atl his expression.

‘“ You wonder why T've taken ali this
trouble?'’ grinned Mornington,

Jimmy nodded.

“ I'm goin’ to make terms with you. Play
me in the team to-morrow, and 1.1l let you
go. Nod your head if you mean * Yes.'”

Jimmy Siltver did not nod his head.
dently he did not, mean * Yes.”

“ Don't he an obstinat- ass!’” urged Morn-
ington. “ You'll find it pretty cold to stay
here, though it's a summer’s night. Fve
brought this old sack for ycu to lie on, but
it won't be comfy.”

Jimmy Silver's eyes opencd wide,

For the first time_iv occurred to him that
Mornington intended to leave Lim there a
prisoner for the night.

It was scarcely eredible that the dandy of
thie Fourth could be so brutal and so reckless;
but Jimmy’'s heart sank.

He knew Mornington's fixed belief that.
whatever he did, his unele, the governor, would
be able to see him through.

Jimmy knew that, in that, he miscalculated;
but Mornington did not know it.

“ You're going to play me, or you won't
play your " said Mornington. *‘ You can
take your choice. Both or neither. If you
rod your head, I'll take it as your word of
Lonour that you'li put me in the team.”

Jimmy’s head remained motionless

“ Still  obstinate!” grinned Mornington.
“ I'll come and see you before brekker, and
1 think you may have changed your mind by
then!”

Jimmy strove tc speak, but only a mumble
came forth.

“I've borrowed the key from Mack,” went
on Mornington. “I shal? lock the door below,
and tell Mack I’'ve mislaid the key. He won't
be able to make -a -fuss, as he’s not
supposed to lend it to us. Nebody can come
here—if anybody wanted to, which isn't likely,

Evi-

You can't get out of this reom—the door
opens outwards, and I'm going to wedge ib
with a chunk of wood. You can’t call for
help—you're gagged. You'll have a bad night
if you stay here.”

Jimmy Silver’s look was expressive.

He no longer doubted that the dandy of the
Fourth intended to carry out his threat, and
the prospect of a night, bound and gagged, at
the top of the old tower, was dismaying
enough.

But Jimmy Silver did not intend to sur-
render. :

“You think I shall get licked for this”
continued Mornington, grinning. * Well, you
can lick me, though I shall put up a fight, 1
think. As for the Head, he dare not flog me,
He would have the governors down on him.”

Jimmy shoek his head.

Mornington laughed.

“Well, I'm risking it,” he said. “You'il sce,
But it you still want to get off, you've only te
agree to play me in the Bagshet match.
You see, I'm determined. Now, do the
sensible thing.”

Jimmy's .eyes burned, but he made no sign
of assent.

Mornington waited a minute; then he
shrugged his*shoulders impatiently, and went
to the door. =

Thud!

The heavy oaken door closed. Mornington
had taken the candle with- him, and Jimmy
Silver was in darkness, save for the faint
glimmer of starlight at the little window.
He could hear a secraping sound as Morn-
ington drove a wedge of weod under the
door. :

Even if he could have reieased himsell from
THE PENNY PortLir.—No. 71,
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the knotted cords, lie was a prisoner in the
tower now.

Faintly, Mornington's retrveating footsteps
died away on the long spiral stair.

Silence at last. .

He was gone!

Jimmy Siiver, stretched on the sack on the
stone floor, writhed in his bonds, struggling to
iree himself, till his wrists ached, and the
skin was abrased and torn. But he could
not get free.

QOutside the old tower, Mornington closed
the bhig, heavy door, and locked it, and
slipped the key into his pecket.

Then, with perfect calmness, the rascal of
Rookwood strolled away to the School House.

Townsend & Co. were chatting in the hall,
and they looked curiously at Mornington as
he came fu.

“Hallo! Been for a stroll with Leggett?”
asked Peele.

“Leggett! That modern bounder! No!”

“I saw you tatking to him a while ago,”
said Peele.

“Just a word or two,”
carelessly. “He was tryin® to lend me money,
as a matter of fact.”

“Seen anythin' of Jimmy Silver?”

Mornington smiled.

“By gad! 1 shouldn’t notice Jimmy Silver
if I saw bim,” he said. “Nearly hali-past
eight—time 1 got on with my prep. Ta-ta!”

He went to his gtudy.

Townsend and Topham and Peele ex-
changed curious glances. But they did not
speak on the subject that was uppermeost, in
their minds. They went to their prepara-
tion, content to mind their own business with
great strictness.

Rawson of the Fourth noticed that they
were grivning, however, as they came into
the study they shared with him. But
Rawson was nob on speaking terms with the
Nuts of the Fourth, and he did not inquire
what amuse hem.

It was close on bed-time when Mornington
laoked into the study.

“Finished, you chaps?” he drawled.

“Y¥aas,” said Townsend.

“Come along to my study and have a
smoke. By the way, Silver’s out.”
“Out—at this time!” exclaimed Rawson,
ap.

Queer, ain't it? Scen anything of

“Not since cricket practice.”

“Jolly queer,” said Townsend.

The Nuts of the Tourth followed Morning-
ton to his study. Rawson, with a somewhat
worried lock, went to the end study to
speak to Jumn) Silver's chums,

THE FIFTH OHAPTER.

Missing !
§6 EEN Jimmy?”
Lovell and Raby and Newcome

asked that question together as Tom
Rawson came into the end study.

The Fistical Three had finished their
preparation, and they were surprised by the
absence of their study leader.

Rawson shook his head.

*I've just heard that he hasn'$ come in,”
he said. “It’s bedtime in half an hour.
Hasn't he done his prep?” =

““ No; he hasn’t been in.
bim, I think,” said Raby.

“C W’ have gone out of hounds, anyway.”

“Oh, no! He went to speak to Tommy
Dodd. Those Modern bmmd('rs haye been
farking with him, most likely.’

Better Icok for

“They wouldn’t make him miss his prep,”
said Rawson.
“Well, he’s missed it."
The four juniors left the study and the
House, and crossed to the Modern side.
: Tommies chatting on

They found the
the stair S
in surpr

“Hallo! Time you Classieal kids were in
bed!” said Tommy Dodd severely. “What
are you doing over here at this time of
night?”

*Where's Ylm.ny Qmer

“ Blessed if I know.

“Lost, stolen, or strayed?”
Cook.

“Look licre, he ecame to speak to you in the
tackshop about cight, and we haven't scen
him  since,” said  Lovell warmly. “He's
missed his prep, and that means a row with
Bootles in the morning. What have you done
with him?”

“My d‘ ar chap, we hawenb eaten him for
supper,” said Tommy Dodd. “And he didn’t
come to see me in the tuckshop. I haven't
Licen there sinece tea.”

TrE PENNY PoPULAR.—No. 71,

The Moderns looked at them

" asked Lovell.

grinned Tommy

said Mornington |

“You sent him a
“Blessed if I did!”
“Look here!” exclaimed Raby. “Morning-

ton brought him a message from you!”

Tommy Dodd shook his head.

‘”\Iornmgton was rotting, then. 1 never
sent any message. I’erhap’ the Nuts have
been larking with the august Jimmy.”

Loveil gave & snert.

“We'll jolly soon teach ‘em manners if
they have,” he said. “Come on, you chaps!
Jimmy’s not here!”

The four Classicals crossed the quadrangle
again, and repaired to Mornington’s study
on the Classie side. They found Mornington,
Townsend, Topham, and Peele, smoking
cigarettes. Mornington regarded them with
an insolent smile as they came jn.

messy,

Ji pm—
Ze

“I don't remember askin’ you into my
study,” he drawled.
“Where's Jimmy  Silver?” demanded

Lovell.
Mornington raised his eyebrows.
“How the dickens should I know?”
asked.
“You gave him a
Tommy Dodd.”
Mornington laughed.
“Yaas! I was pullin® his leg.
“Haven't you seen him since?”
“Of course not!”
“Then you don’t know where he is?”

he

spoof message from

“Haven’t the slightest idea.”

WIornin"ton yawned as he made that
reply. :

Lovell & Co. looked pu77lui They did

not see any reason why Mornington should
be lying. Evidently Jimmy was not in the
study. They left it, leaving the Nuts grin-
ning as scon as the door was clo

“Well, this beats the ban: 'z\id Lovell.
“Where on earth can Jimmy be? He can't
have gone out.” =

“Let’s ask the sergeant.”

Sergeant Kettle was in his back room,
smoking his evening pipe, when the iuniors
knocked at his door. He stared at them as
he opened it.,

¢ Shop's closed lcng ago!' he grunted. © Be
hoff t"

“We're not after jam-tarts!’ growled
Lovell. “ Have you seen anything of Jimmy
Silver?”

The sergeant nodded.

“ He came just as I was closing the shop,
and asked for Master Dodd,”” he said.
“ Master Dodd wasn't here.”

“ Where did Jimmy go then?”

“71 den't know.”

‘“ Anybody with him?"” asked Rax ¥SOI.

“ Not that I see. I was locking up.

The juniors left the sergeant, greatly
puzzled. They returned to the house, and

inquired right and left for Jimmy Silver.
no one had seen“him.

But
It was close on bed-

time now.
“Well, what the dickens!” exclaimed
Lovell_ * Jimmy must be somewhere. What

the dickens is he playing hide-and-seek for
like this2”

““ Bed-time, you kids!”
coming along the passage.

The Classical Fourth went to their dormi-
tory.

Lovell & Co. had a hope that Jimmy might
turn up there for bed. But the captain of
the Fourth was not in the dormitory.

Bulkeley ¢ in to see lights out, and he
notieed Jimmy's absence at once.

“t Silver here?" he exela

“ e don't know wiere he is,”
with a worried lgok.

said

Balkeley,

id Lovell,
“ We haven’t zeen him

all the evening.”
“ He ms to have disappeared -nmc]s
remarked Flynn.

Bulkeley looked astonished

“ What nonsense!"” he exe
gone out 7"’

“1 don’t think so.”

vimed, ¢ Has he

“Well, turmn in! Tl look for Jimmy
Silver!” said the captain of Rookwood
grimly.

The Classical ¥ourth turned in, and

Bulkeley left the dormitory. He repaired to
Mr. Booties” study, to inform him that Jimmy
Silver had not turned up for bed, and that his
Form-feilows did not know where he was.

s my soul!" exclaimed Mr. Bootles,
is extraordinary !’

& can’t understand it, sir,” said
Bulkeley. “I ﬁud that nobody’s seen him
since eight o’clock.’

‘“Please to look for him,

ask the prefeets»

Bulkeley

eft the ~t udy. . He returned in
rtzr of an hour.
an’t be found,

Mr. Boctles jumped up.

girl”
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“ You have looked for him?"”

“ Yes, sir. He isn’t in the school—unless he
is md'nv away somewhere.”

\Lrely he would not do sveh a foolish
thing, Bulkeley 2"

¢ Well, 1 suppose not, sir, TUnless he's
doing that he must have gone out without
permission, and has not returned.”

 Extraordinary ! exclaimed Mr. Bootles.

“ What is to be done, sir?”

“ Send mn to me unmedmtch he returns
Rulkeley.”

= \nn well, sir.”

The captain of Rookwooed returned to his
study. But Jimmy Silver did not return, and
at hall-past ten Bulkeley visited Mr. Booties
a"am

‘ Has not Silver returned?” asked the
Fourth I'orm master, as the captain of Rooh
wood came in.

¥No, sirl”

i \ery well, Bulkeley. You may go tq bed.
I will speak to the Head on the subject.”

Mr. Bootles, very much surprised and some-
what alarmed, went at once to the Head’s
study. Dr, Chisholm’s brow contracted as he
heard the Form-master’s report.

““ The boy has broken bounds undoubtedly,”
he said. Somethmg has occurred to prevent
his return,’

¢ Some accident, sir?”

“ Probably.

said Mr. Bootles.
I will telephone to the police-

{ station immediately.”

The Head went to the telephone at once.
He rang up the police-station, but there was
no news from that quarter. No accident had
happened to a schooboy in the neighbourhood
of Coombe, so far as the police were aware.

The Head laid dow1 the receiver, his lock
grimmer than ever.

“What is to be

Bootles helplessly, &

** There is nothing £o be done until morning,
unless the boy returms,” said the Head. “ [
can hardly believe that be has run away from
the school. 1 fear that some accident bas
happened. The ‘police have promised to do
all they can.’

“ I shall remain up,’

‘“If you do not mind

* Certainly not! T am very anvious.

Mr. Bootles remained up, m his studv
was anxious and flurried. By ‘midnight, how-
ever, hie was fast asleep in his armchair, and
he did not waken till the rising- bell’ was
pealing out over Rookwood. 5

Mr. Bootles started up,
C‘)’CS.

one, sir?” asked Mr.

vnd Mr Bootles.

He

and rubbed his

“ Bless my soul!" he murmured. - “I—1
think I must have fallen asleep. Yes, un-
doubtedly ¥ must have fallen asleep. It is—
bless my soul !—morning. Dear me!”

e rubbed his eyes again, and yawned, and
feft his study. Three anxious-looking juniors
came downstairs—Tovell and Raby and New.
;Jon;\e They had been awake before rising.

el

‘ Hag Silver come back, sir?

** asked Lovell.
“I—I fear not

‘awned Mr. Bootles, sup-
pressing a heavy wn. “1 have \vuted up
for him, but he has not come back, apparently.
It is e\traordman fh
‘“ There’s been an accident,”
£ hmmy must have gone out.”
A all inquire of the police,

1 o

said Raby.

said M.

Boot

The-Form-master telephoned to the police,
but there was no news of Jimmy lever

At breakfast there was enly one thought in
the minds of the Rookwood fellows. The
whole school, Classical and Modern, was buzz-
ing with the news. :

What had become of Jimmy Silver?

The Head was seen to be looking very
anxious. Angry as he was at Jimmy Silver'a
supposed absence without leave, his anger was
not so great as his anxiety.

The only possible wllpr:;lthn was that an
.wmdcnt had happered to the junior outside

he walls of Lookwood and prevented his
return,

The Rookwaod feHows went into the Form-
rooms as usual that morning; but there was
much more thought glven to the missing
junior than to thé 1ess

During the morning the police-inspector
from Coombe calted upon the Head. He had
no news; but he took a description of Jimmy

Sitver, and promised that every effort should
be made to find’ ghe missing lad.
After morning: lessons the juniors ecame

eagerly out of the Form-rooms, hoping to hear
news of Jimmy.
But there was no news.
The captain of the Fourth was still missing.
Lovell and Raby and Newcome were looking

fugubrious. At dinner they ate hardly
-anything. Their anxiety for their missing

chum was intense.
After dinner Tommy Dodd came up, as the
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three were discussing the matter dismally In
the quadrangle. Tommy was lcoking con-
cerned. In spite of hiz many rows and rags
with Jimmy, he had a real liking for tlie
captain of the Fourth.
¢ Not heard anything of Jimmy?'" he asked.
LO\ ell shook his head.
¢ What about the Bagshot mateh?”’
Lovell snorted,
* Blow the Bagshot mateh!
ing of cricket!”
‘ Well, they're expecting us,”
I‘mdd awkwardly.

“ We're "omgs out to look for Jimumy this
aftérnoon,” said Raby. * You'd hetter take
a team over, Tommy.”

“ Well, I'l} do it, if you like. We're bound
to play the match, or clse cend an excuse,
and it’s rather late for that,” said Tommy

' not think-

said Tommy

Dodd. ;
And so it was settled. Lovell & Co., keen
ericketers as they were, had no mind for

cricket that afternoon. They had resolved
1o *"-ptnd the afternoon in a search for their
missing chum. Little did they dream how near
at hand he was.

THE SINTH CHAPTER.
Sergeant Kettle Makes a Discovery.
players, I sup-

(13 QU'LL want sofne
pose?”
Tommy Dodd glared at Morning-

ton as the dandy of the Fourth
as]\ed that question.
ot your sort,” he said, with a sniff.

“Therd's a lot of fellows standin’ out—
Rawson and Oswald, as well as Lovell aund
Raby and \u\come,”\ said  Mornington.
“They're goin’ out; hantin® for Silver.”

‘1 ]xﬂ()“r that,”
\’\PU I'm willin’

But Im not \ull.ngz,
h‘r‘m.l) “{o and eat cok
And he turned his back on Mornington.
The team that departed for Bagshob
Schiool was mostly composed of Modern
tellows, Quite a crowd of the Classical
juniors had resolved m spend the afternoon
searching for Jimmy Siiver.
Mornington strolled away idiy .\ftPr speak-
ing to Tommy Dodd, and sauntered round the
tuohshop to the door of the staircase of the

old tower.

He inserted the key and unlocked the door,
and disappeared within.

Townsend had observed him from a dis-
tance, and he turned a somewhat scared
joek on his chums.

“Morny’s got him shut up right enough,”
he whispered.

“The silly ass!’ said Peele.  “He’ll be
flogged for this. Mind, we don't know any-
thin’ about it—not a word.”

“Not a syllable,” said Topham. “It's a
rotten trick, too; the poor beggar must be
hungry by this time.”

Townsend shivered a little as he thought
of the night the jmprisoned junior - had
passed in the lonely room at the summit of
the tower.

to play, if you dike.”
.zi(} Tommy Dodd

“It's rotten!” he muttered. “But we
ecan’t say anythin® It’s rather thick, even
for Morny. He's a regular hooligan. Serve
him right if he's sacked. T wonder who
helped l!im? He couldn't have handled
Silver alone.”

“Leggett, of course,” said Peele. “Leggett

would play any mean trick for hali-a-quid.

It was Leggett.”
“Sorry for him,

out,” said Topham.

then, when Silver gets

~

Mornington mounted the spiral staircase,
unfasterud the door at the tep, and ‘entered
the little room.

Jimmy Silver lay on the sacking on the
floor.

His face was deadly pale.

He had slept little in the night. His limbs
were cramped by his bonds, and he was faint
with hunger and want of sleep. His eyes
bdrnlui as they turned on the rascal of Rook-
WOOC

Mornington regarded h'm with a mocking
smile.

“It’s time to start for
remarked. “They’re sending over
with Tommy Dodd as skipper.”
faint mumble came from Jimmy Silver.
ad gnawed away part of the gag, but
still he could not speak.

“ Would you like to be lct loose?” smiled
Mornington “There's still time, you know!”

Jimmy noddc-d.

“Will you play me if I let you lopse?”

Jimmy shook his head.
“Still  obstinate!” grinned

“You are a sticker, and no mistake!
[’m rather a sticker, too.”

Jimmy mumbied.

“For the last time, you know. I'm willin’
to let you loose, and go over with the team
to Bagshot.”

Jimmy did not txouhle to shake his head.
But his look was enough.

Mornington shrugged his shouiders, and left
the room, carefully fastening the door afte:
him.

He descended the staircase, and left the
tower, turning the key in the lock. Stl
he strolled away and joined Townsend & Co.

“Comin’ out for the afternoon?" he said
tazily.

“Not with you,” said Townsend tersely.

Mornington raised his eyebrows.

“Why not?”

“Look hem, we'd mthw not be seen &
ing to you at present,” said Townsend. W
don’t want to get into a row when it all
U)th out.”

“Gettin' funky?”

“We've had nothin’
said Tepham.

\[onnngtcn Iaﬂgh\d

“I'm not goin' to drag you into it,” he said
contemptuously. SFEit comes out, 1 can face
the music on m} own

the match,” he
a team

Mornington.
But

grinned Mornington.
to do with it, mind.”

“Silver didn't see hlm-—that all right.”

“And you won't mention his name?”

“I've promised not to.”

“Look here, when are you goin’ to let the
poor beggar ount?” emanded Townsend
abruptly. “We can’t let this go on.”

“ Not till it’s too late for him to play in
the Bagshot match.”

“Well, that won't be long!” said Peele.
“The team's startin’ now. And if you don’t
mind, Morny, we'd rather not have your
company this afterncon.”

“Just as you like,”
indiffierently.

He sauntered away. :

Townsend & Co. joined the crowd of fellows
who were going to unt for Jimmy Silver.
That seemed to Townsend the best way of
keeping up appearances. In spite of \Iom
ington's assurances, the nuts could not help
feeling uneasy.

said Mornington

It was not till five o'elock was striking

from the clock-tower on the Medern side
that Mornington entered the old tower again.
He nodded coolly to Jimmy Rilver as he
entered the room at the top of the stair-
case.
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ime's upt” hie remarked, as he took the

gnawed gag from the junior's mouth, *You
can get out now.”

Jimmy could not speak, his lips weve
numbed. Mornington cut through the cords

that bound him.

Jimmy made an effort te rise,
back on the sacking with a cry of
His limbs were eramped and icy cold.

“By gad, you lock bad{” said Mornington,

but sank
pain.

with a touch of remorse:. “Of course, 1
didn’t intend to hurt you, Siltver. By "'ld
you look as if you're goin' to be ill. Let me

hclxz you down.”
‘Let me alone, you rotter!”
“Don't you want my helpy”
“Not»

gagped Silver.

shrugged his shoulders, and
Ji'nmy made another effort to
5 hut sank back heiplessly. He realised
that he was going to be ill.  His limbs felt
like lead, and his head was burniug.
Mornington had not reficeted on the probable
results of his dastardly action. The results

were to be more serious than he had
dreamed.
Jimmy lay helpless on the sacking, unable

to rise mow that he was free. Mornington
was gone, but even had he been there Jimmy
would have refused his help.

“My hat!” murmured Jimmy. "1 fecl
awfully queer! I suppose this meaus the
sanatorium for me. The silly ass!”

Again and again he strove to rise, hut he
could not. He felt ag weak as a baby. Bug
he could use his voice now, and he called
for help.

His voice was faint at first, and did not
reach beyond the walis of the little room.
But it became stronger.

It seemed an age fo Jimmy Silver before hie

‘| heard steps on the stajrcase, and the bronzed

old face of Sergeant Kettle locked in.
“Now, then, wot's this 'ere little game?
said the sergeant grufily.

Then, as he caught qwht of Jimmy Silver,
llL uttered an exclamation of horror.

“Master Silver! You here!”

“ilelp me out!” said Jimmy faintly.

The sergeant did not ask any more ques-
tions. He picked up the junior in his streng
arms, and carried him downstairs.

There was a shout from the fellows in the
quadmng]e ag the burly sergeant was scen
crossing to the School House, with the missing
Junior in his arms.

Mr. Bootles met them at
blinking with astonishment.

“Silver!” he exclaimed.

The Head came hastily out of hls study.
He had seen the sergeant with his Lurden
kmm the study window.

an

the doorway,

“Silver! Where did you find the hoy, ser-
"cant"" -

“At the top of fhe old tower, sir,” said
feu*eant Kettle. “He'd been tied up, sit.
There was the cords lyin’ round him, and

he's been tied up, and cut loose again.”

The Head’s hrow was like a thundercloud.

“Have you been all night, and all the morn-
ing, in that place, Silver?” he exclaimed.

£ Yes, sir!”

‘A pxisoncr—-bound P

\es, sir.”

Lo hxs is monstrous! V
me!

J1mm5 was silent. Mueh as he had suffered
at \mrmn"tons hands, he was not inclined
to betray the rascal of Rookwood.

“You hear me, Silver? Tell me at once who
was guilty of this outrage?” exclaimed Dr.
Chisholm.

S Tthor ot A .

“IWthrti!'y,Mhm not, sir!” faltered Jimmy.

Vio did this? Tell
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“One word, sir,” interposed Mr. Bootles.
“Whoever placed Silver there must have
obtained the key from the porter.”

“Ah! Kindly call Mack here, Mr. Bootles.
Sergeant, take Silver up to the dormitory. Go
to bed at once, Silver, and I will felephone
Tor the dector.” -

The sergeant carried Jimmy upstairs. In a
few minutes he was in bed, with blankets
piled on him, and a hot-water bottle at his
feet. And in a few minutes more he was fast
asleep. -

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Flogged !

OO0KWOOD wag in an uproar.
The news of the sergeant's dis-
covery spread like wildfire.

“Who did it?” exclaimed Lovell,
with blazing eyes, as the chums of the Fourth
went downstairs again. “The Moderns, what!”

“ Impossible!”  said Rawson. ¢ They
wouldn't play such a dirty trick!”

“ But it was somebody—-""

“1It’s bound to come cut. Mack will know
who had the key of the tower."”

Mack, the porter, was st that moment in
the Head's study, being questioned by Dr.
Chisholm. He had little to say, but that little
was very much to the point. Mornington had
asked for the key of the tower, and had not
returned it. Mack had  supposed that
he wished to explore ther place. The Head
dismissed him and sent for Mornington.

Mornington entered the study calmly
enough. =

The storm had burst, and he had expected
it. He was ready to face the music now, with

plenty of nerve. Ho faced the Head calmly.

“You sent for me, sir?” he asked.

“ 1 sent for you, Mornington. You have
been guilty of an astounding outrage!”

* Indeed, sir!”

“* Do you deny that you placed Silver of
the Fourth, bound hand and foot, in the old
tower, and left him there, without food, for
a whole night 2" thundered the Head.

“No, sir!”

“ You—you
Head.

“Yes, sir!” .

““ Why did you do this wicked and brutal
thing, Mornington ?"”

“ I did not mean to hurt Silver, sir. I am
orry-if he is ill. I only meant to keep him

ut of the Bagshot mafeh, as he refused to
play me.”

* Good heavens! For so trifiing a motive
you have been guilty of this dastapdly
outrage?'’

“That was my motive, sir.”

“You understand, of eourse, that your
punishment will be severe? Only in considera-
tion of your training, or want of training, I
refrain from expelling you in disgrace from
the school. You will be flogged " thundered
the Head. “To-morrow morning, in the
presence of the whole school, I shall admini-
ster the severest flogging that has ever been
administered at Rookwood! Now 2012

Mornington gritted his teeth.

“I will not be flogged! I—

“ {o!” thundered the Head.

And Mornington went.

admit it?” ejaculated the

The next morning, after prayers, all Rook-
wood was assembled to witness the punishment
of the culprit.

Grim faces 'looked at Mornington as he
entered the Hall, with Bulkeley’s hand on his
shoulder.

The thrashing that *Mornington received
was, without doubt. the severest the Head
had ever dealt out to a junior at Rookwood.
When at lencth he was set down he staggered
from Big Hall without a word,

The Rookwood fellows crowded oub,

'JI.‘lnpy looked grimly at Mornington, who was
gasping on the seftee in the passage and
groaning with pain. He gave them a fierce

ook,
“ This isn’t the end! T'll have him sacked!
T'll have him turned out of Rookwood!

There'l be a new Head here soon!” hisged
Mornington.

“8Silly ass!” said Jimmy Silver.

And the juniors, grinning at Mornington’s
wild threat, passed on.

But they were destined to he reminded of
that threat.

THE END.

(Next week's grand long story of Jimmy
Silver. & Co. is entitled: “RULED BY A
LYRANT!" by Owen Conquest. Avoid dis-
appointment by ordering your copy EARLY.)
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NEXT WEEK’'S STORIES.

Our Grand New Cinsma Serial,
“THE MYSTERY MAKERS!”
By Nat Fairbanks,
is . creating quite a .stir, and I think my
chums will agree, after reading the first two
instalments, that the story promises to
develop into an exceptionally interesting and
exciting one. Nat Fairbanks assures me that
he has something quite out of the ordinary
in the way of “copy” concealed up his
sleeve, and 1 am now anxiously awaiting the
delivery of another batch of it
The two complete school stories, which are
on our programme for next week, deal, of
course, with the adventures of Harry
Wharton & Co at Greyfriars, and of Jimmy
Silver & Co. at Rookwood. Both are excep-
tionally good stories, and the Rookwood
story, especially, which is entitled:

% RULED BY A TYRANT!”
By Owen Conquest,

.| ehronicles one of the most amazing episodes

in the history of the old school. You will
all enjoy next Friday's “Penny Popular.”

A HAPPY-QO-LUCKY-VILLAQE.

Some friends of mine who are putting in
some ¢njoyable wecks in Italy seem to find
matters rather easy-going. In their remote
quarter of the boot-heeled kingdom, life does
not bhurry. When you want to go ten miles
by train, you find there are several changes.
“We were turned out at a junction where
the station house looked like a hut, and told
to hurry for the second train, We iound
this train at last. It was standing in the
long grass—just a toy sort of frain., but it
was in no hurry. at all, and did not move
for half an hour.” There was a visit to a
certain post office at mid-day. ZEverybody
was fast asleep. Someone woke up, and
told the callers to come back later, shen the
staff would be awake, and able to transact
business. 5

But the best touch of all had to do with
the house-bell. A new bell was required.
Three engineers came and spent a day over
the work. They threaded some wire from
the gate, through the shrubs, to an oleander
bush, on which a humble little sheep-bell was
hung. . You tug at the wire. It often breaks,
and has to be tied up. Occasionally the bell
gives the faintest tinkle, but the best plan
is to keep your eye on the oleander. When
the oleander wags, you know there is a
visitor. .

1t is all a pleasant, take-things-quietly sort
of existence. No need to worry. If life gets
irritating, just take a nap!

CARDEW.

“A Faithful Reader” writes from Sunder-
land: “Just a few lines to let you know
that I like the stories very much, but please
fet us hear more about Cardew.” 1 have
made a note of the suggestion. Cardew is
immensely popular, even if he does not hit it
off with the Australian supporter to whom
1 have referred. When there is real merit,
you can put up with affectations.

PASEBALL.

R. T. Ellis, of the Waterloo
Alexandra Road, Newport, Moen., is
interested in baseball. There are many
teams in South Wales. Newport, Cardiff,
fbbw Vale, and Swansea are keen on the
game. Did the sport originate in this
country? Well, the general impression is
that the States originated baseball as it is
now, though, to be sure, in the back ages,
hefore the time of the Mayflower, there was
a game of the sort in this ceuntry. An
American baseball tepm came over to London
in September, 1859, and played an exhibition

Hotel,
much

match at Kennington Oval, but thongh there-

was a lot of interest shown, it did not look
then as if the fine game.would get a firm
hold this side az it has done. :

A Cheertul Holiday Companion——-=
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EXCELLENT!

“Gert,” writing from Pretoria, says a
lot of cheery things about the yarns, but
the writer takes grave exception to Fingo.
Fingo was the Kaffir boy who figured in onse
of the tales not long since. My correspondent
points out that she has never heard of a
decent native. A Kaffir her family trusted
because he had saved her brother’s life took
French leave when he chose, stole all he
could lay his hands on, got drunk, and ended
up by attacking the family with a knife.
“ He got away, thanks to my brother, who
still had the idea that he was indebted to
the savage. . . . In future when reading
about Fingo, I shall imagine I am out in
England, where I've never seen a savage.
Now, I want to ask you where Trimble is?
We have hardly heard of him lately. Al
the new boys seem to be fading away. We
don't want them to figure in every story,
but, still, they mizht be mentioned occasion-
ally. 1t is very difficult to get back numbers
here. Who is Doris Levison? I am out of
many details to which you refer in Chat. 1
was a reader of the good old *Penny
Popular ’ before the war.

“Out here in Pretoria there arc many
admirers of the Companion Papers, but therc
are few who ever write to give you
their opinions of the stories. The distance
is apt to dishearten them a bit. Then most
of them think you can only read British
English, not African slang English. If, how-
ever, you were to receive the wverdicts of
everyone here, I am sure you would be of
the opinion that you have a loyal band of
followers of the Companion Papers out here
in South Africa.”

1 am extremecly obliged to #his corre-
spondent. Doubtless, ere -this, she has had
a chance to see some of the stories in which
Brnest Levison’s sister fizures. Many of her
points are real winners. The letter deals
with facts, and would carry weight anywhere.
I was proud to get it.

S0 MUCH FOR BUCKINGHAM.

A staunch reader tells me that I often refer
to various counties in Chat, while there is
never any mention of leafy Bucks. So here
goes! All the same, I think there is a
mistake here, but no matter, as the man said.
when he picked up a five-ponnd note in the
street. To my mind, Buckinghamshire is a
most interesting county. Burnham, where
my correspondent lives, is a regular foothall
village. The scenery all round is hard to
beat. The walks about the Cliveden district
are wonderful. They are that! Then, again,
Bucks is one of those counties which are
unspoiled by big towns. Buckingham, up in
the mnorth, used to be the county  town.
Aylesbury has the honour now. Buckinghan
is cheery enough, not much more than a
village. At the station all the notices used
to be put up in French as well as English,
because the French Royal Family used to
live at Stowe House, the old seat of the
Dukes of Buckingham. This title is now
extinet Aylesbury is a town which should
be visited. The old George Inn has a
minstrel’s gallery, and pictures of the period
when this country was fighting Napoleon.
Not far away ds Hartwell House, where
another exiled ¥rench King lived for years.

But Bucks need mnot rely merely on
picturesque memories. It is a beautiful
county all the way from Slough or Denham-—
the lattet the daintiest village anywhere—
in the south, right away into the Verney
region.

I can congratulate my chum on His
interesting reminder. I remember, during a
stroll round Burnham, eoming uponm a smarh
little picture house right away from the
bhouses. The owner told me he was doing -
eta{(cellem‘, business. I wonder if he is still
there!

(Continued on page 20.)
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D “Yes, Boys, the ‘ Rule éf Three’ is
I;EB all right if it's WRIGLEY’'S Three L

BACKET. “All the leading County and School Cricketers,
League Footballers, and Athletes train on WRIGLEY’S
Three. In fact, they're the only kind of Sweetmeat
that is allowed to fellows in training. That is because

WRIGLEY'S Chewing Gum never upsets the stomach.

digestion and ‘thus building up strength and stamina.

WRIGLEY'’S ‘
JUICY FRUIT

and I know you Boys will like its flavour of crushed
ripe fruit. Just try it.” .

ALL GOOD TUCK-SHOPS SELL
Wrigley’'s 3 Flavours

Wrigley's Ltd.y 235, Westminster Bridge Road, Londen, S.E.1.

On the contrary, it strengthens the stomach by keeping
the juices of the mouth in fine fettle, so aiding

“At this time of the year therc’s nothing nicer -
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AWORD WITH YOUR EDITGR.

(Continued from puage 18.)

THREE CHEERS FOR CAMDEN
TOWN! e -

“It grieves me to write to you about the
way you insult Camden Town,” writes J.
Field, of the Old Kent Road. You will notice
that he does not even live in dear old
Camden Town. The reference is to a story
in one of the Companion Papers, in which
the much-respected suburb was joked about.

But you can joke about a thing, and yet

to other streets. Personally, I admire
Camden Town. It is not beautiful, but it is
calm and steady-going, and it does not make
3 song about its claim to beauty. It really
has no beauty, but its houses are far better
built than those in many other quarters of
the town. - 2o

And then Camden Town was going strong
many, many years ago. Old stagers recall it
when the old yellow omnpibuses, with the
straw inside to keep the passengers’ feet
warm, the omnibuses with knife-boards and
straps to hang on to for the conductor, rolled
up from S8t. Martin’s Church, Charing Cross,
or the gay green ’'buses rattled north up
Great College Street.

Camden Town represents history. Like the
rest of North London, it is full of interest.

THE PENNY POPULAR—Every Friday.

its distinct characteristics, and each guarter
has helped more, perhaps, than it realises fe
make up the big Metropolis, and to increast
its charm. J

AN IRISH LAD.

Can there be anothér Irish charaeter?
Also, can we have a chess department? I
am afraid not the latter, though I would
welcome another Hibernian. Chess takes up
no end of room with diagrams, and a chess
article . minus plans of the games is apt to
be thin.

appreciate its merits. So there. Let this | It is rather curious, too, that in all the many
corregpondent grieve no more. . No_harm quarters of London there - are these
was intended. True, Camden Town is not | differences. North London has little in

much  like other places.  Neither is the
Qaledonian Road, so stern and wild, similar

common with the South. If you go East, it
is the same—as elsewhere,

Each district has

R
Don’t Wear a Truss.

Brooks’ Appliance is a new sclentific dis-
covery with automatic air cushions that draws
the broken parts together, and binds them as
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.
We make it to your measure, and send it to
you on a strict guarantee of satisfaction or
money refunded, and we have put our price so
low that anybody, rich or poor, can buy ib.
Remember, we make it to your order—send it
to you—you wear it—and if it doesn’t ratisfy you, you gend 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 gold to thou-
sands of people this way for the past ten years. Remember, we use
no salves, no harness, no lies, no fakes. We just give you a straight
business deal at a reasonable price.

~for our

Brooks Appliance Co., Ltd., "% o™
(1830A) 80, Chancery Lane, London, W.C.2. Bookiet.
s N :
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Write at once

fier f ous
DO YOU LACK SELF-CONFIDENGE ? 237eh%n ™ éé’,‘};;_'i_’g}fé'mm
it 1 I Y ui: trong nerves, which w
lgaisl; ;guel;eg‘g)ﬁﬁtgrs;}-ﬁ;og%g:;u, i(f)u ggnu:: qthgeMsento’-Nerve Stren_m:henh,)g
Treacment. "Usodby Vieg Admiral to Seamn Qolonsl o BLTRER L O Johny
) = e
%Llld,ig’rgr{’gffg% Tid 597 Dmperial Buildings, Ludgate Circus, London, B.0.4.
Make a definite start on that BUSINESS CAREER of Yours
TO.DAY. We can offer you that Chance IN A THOUSAND. Over
1,500 Agents required throughout the British Isles; exceptional terms
ofiered. Post your application, together with stamped envelope, for
¥ full particulars to DEPT.C,c/0 HODGSON’S, CHOCOLATE FACTORS,
Roscoe Street, Sheepscar, Leeds, Eng. SPECIAL AGENCIES oﬁgred
to those resident in the Colonies and Foreign Countries. Applicants

should give full particulars, occupation, etc. Enclose remittance
value 1/-, and address to “Foreign and Colonial Dept.”
N A ‘ Raincoats, Trenchcoats,
: a a 0 ue Boots, Shoes, Cutlery, Cose
‘ i tumes, Rings, Watches, ete.,
on easy terms. 380/- worth, 5/= monthly ;
0 S 60/- worth, 10/- monthly, etc. Write for
= Free Catalogue and Order Form, Foreign
orders cash only,. MASTERS, Litd.,
l e. 6, Hope Stores; RYE. (Estd. 1869,)
Y Mon I. —Latest Novelty as Souvenir., Highly Finished. _
AEROPLANE E « Only 3/6, post free; abroad 1/- extra. Satis-
faction assured—3E. GOLTON, 13, 8t. John's Terrace, East Croydon, Sm-:tey.
+ARE YOU SHORT ?
If 80, let the Girvan System help you to increase
your height. Mr. Briggs reports an increase of
§ inches; Driver E. F. 3 inches; Mr. Ratcliffe 4
inches; Miss Davies 33 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 the
health, physique, and earriage” No appliances
¢r drugs. Send 3 penny stamps for further par-
ticulars and £100 Guarantee to Enquiry Dept.,
A.M.P., 17, Stroud Green Road, London, N. &

CUT THIS OUT

PEN COFPON Value 2d,

Send this coupon with P.0. for only 5/- direct to the ¥Fleet Pen Co.,
119, Fleet St., London, E.C. 4 In return you will receive (post free) a
splendid British Made 14-ct. Goid Nibbed Fleet 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, mediuwm, or broafl
nib, This great offer is made to introduce the famous Fleet Pen to the
PENNY POPULAR readers. (Foreign postage extra.) Satisfation guaranteed
or cash returned. Special Safety Model, 2/- extra. v,

* The Penny Popular,”

ge Paid. Fgﬁ‘ezv; Days' Evee Trial,
ll;OWEST CASH PRICES. EASY PAYMENT TERMS.
siPromptdelivery. Save Dealers’ Profits. Big Bz ins i
iShop Soiled and Second-hand Cycles, mSa‘:i?f:xcxﬁol:
guaranteed or -Money Refunded, Write for Monstey
Size Free Lists and Special Ofer of Sample Bicycle.

/ MEAD CYCLE COMPANY. Ircorpd.

Dept. B 607 EIRMINGHAM.

SHORT MEN AND WOMEN

are often ignoréd and looked down upon. Tall
receive fuvour;ble consideration ag?j attentilc))?lopilg
every walk of life. By my easy, scientific, and safe
method you can-grow several inches taller. Many
gf;_)pée ktxave at&]ed]c 1lin. to 4in. to their height by
System. Vrite at once for FREE iculars
mentioning Penny Popular. el

Address: Inguiry “N" Dept., 51, Church Street,
South Shore, Blackpool.

» Boys, be Your Own Printers s

THE PETIT “PLEX” DUPLICATSR.

*

Makes pleasing numerous copies of E’OTE-
PAPER HEADINGS, BUSINESS “CARDS,
SPORTS FIXTURE CARDS, SCORING
CARDS, PLANS, SCHOOL PUBLIEATIONS,
DRAWINGS, MAPS, MUSIC, SHORT-
HAND, PROGRAMMES, NOTICES, etc., in
a variety of pretty colours. Send for one
TO-DAY, Price 6/6 complete with all sup-
§ plies. Foreign orders, 1/6 extra.

R. PODMORE & Co., Desk P.P. Southport
And at 67-69, Chancery Lane, Loqdon, W.C. 2.

wn

‘ 9 “My bristl c 2
‘GURLY HAIRID™ JGl.lW"Ratn’ SU¥R Y Gl sommdaye

hair. 1/3, 2/6. (1id. stamps accepted.)—SUMMERS
UPPERIR‘USSELL STREET, BRIGHTON. B (Dept A gl
Illusions, etc.—Parcels 2/8,

MAG]C TR]CK ® and 10/6. Sample Trick,
T. W. HARRISON, 239, Pentonville Road, London, N. 1.
PHOTO POSTCARDS. 1/3 doz., 12 by 10 ENLARGEMENTS, &d.

ALSO CHEAP PHOTO MATERIAL. CATALOGUE AND SA
FREE. HACKETT'S, JULY ROAD, LIVERPOOL. : oo

NERVOUSNESS

I Cure It, and Give You Self-Confidence.

65/86,
1/s—

In one week I can cure you of Nervousness, Bashfulness, Blushin
e s

and Timidity by My System of Treatment. Thousands have won their wag}:
in the world bg help of My System, and yon can do the same My System
cures Nerve Weakness and Blushing because it strengthens and develops
proper nerve control. It is quite simple, harmless, and private. You cure
yourself at home; no one else need Enow, and it only takes one week. In that
time you acqiire confidence and nerve control. Write to me now, mention-
ing PENNY Pongu, that I may send you full %ﬁu‘ticula!‘s free in plain, sealed
envelope. Don’t miss this offer; it may mean the turning-point in your life.
—Address: Specialist, 12, All Saints Road, St. Anne’s-ongSea.
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