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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Eropped from the Team !

% OW’S that?”
1t was not a shout; it was &
howl. And eleven eager-ficldsmen
gave full vent to that howl

si mntuneouxh.

Dennis Carr of the Rewmove 1)aused bhat
hand, and awaited the umpire’s verdict. 5

It came in a second, though that second

scemed to the batsman like several long-
drawn-out moments.
“Not out!”

: ?UH.IS Carr .cave a gasp of relief, and so
did Harry Wharton & Co., who were look-
in¢ on from the pavilion.

The Greyfriars Remove were
:lgﬂinst their time-honoured rivals,
& Co..of the Upper Fourth.

Batting first on a good wicket, the Remove
had not greatly dxetmfvmbhed ‘themselves.

The Famous Fivg had had their innings,
and each had mandBed to scrape together a
few-runs;- but many more were needed in
aorder to bunr the total to a YE‘SDC&,tdI)]F‘
tigure.

Danc Carr was batting, and the hopes of
the Removites were centred upon Dennis.
If he failed, the outlook would he indeed
black. £S

“That was a narrow shave, by Jove!” ex-
claimed Bob Cherry. “Carr just got to the
crease in time. 1 -made sure he'd he run

~

playing
Temple

“Same bere!” said Nugent.
Harry Wharton frowned.

“He ought not to have run,” he said. “If
fie keeps tr) ing to steal runs IJI\e that, he’ll
throw “hi§ ‘wicket-away

Dennis Carr was“ofié-of the- Rcmove s Pest
‘! erieketers, hut @istranger watching the match

xnapmg yery .X(‘hy;
his ' deliveries

Vet Dennis dld

ling,

an (1

and n; mst
T £

“Pennis made a wret hed ~troke, and spooned
,.the ball into the mxdw l}ands of D&bney at
: z,omt

(Ionb 1

- Dennis Carr tmned ahd retraced his steps
to the pavilion.

As a rule, Dennis’ return to the pmmon'

~ was heralded with handclapping and cheer-
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least fitty,”

would not have the\‘r‘"ht 80, : 10" Denms was |*

‘!
a_ moment later.

ing. He could generally be relied upon to
makc a useful score. But on this occasion
he had failed lamentably, and it was amid
a frozen silence that he mounted the pavilion
steps.

1211011 whilst Dennis was ﬂtoupu\g to un-
buckle his pads, the storm burst.

‘You chump!” exclaimed Bob Cherry.

“You burbling duffer!” hooted Johnny
Lul]

“We #vere counting on Jou to make at
said Nugept “instead of which
you made one—a single, solitary owe!”

“You didn’t exactly hag a century your-
:ﬁlt Nugeut !” said Dennis, looking up.

No but I kept my end up for twenty
mmutes, and that’s more than you did.
Besides, 1. don’t claim to be the Jessop of
the team.”

« Neither do 1.”

“Tt’s hardly fair to sldng Carr, you
fellows,” said Harry Wharton. “We all come
a cropper at times, and I dare say Carr will
make up for it at bowling.” .

“What's the score?” inguired Bob Cherry.

Johnny Bull glanced at the telegraph-
hoard.

“Forty for eight wickets,” he said.
“It’li remain at forty till the finish,
The last two men won’t do anything.”
Bob Cherry was right.
The remaining batsmen
without another run being

score.

The Removites
often that the

then.
were disposed of
added to the

looked -grim. It was not
side was skittled out so

cheaply.

As for Temple & Co., they \\ere in high
feather.

“We've got the fags f.nrly'« licked this
time !” said the leader of the Upper Fourth,
with a grin.

“ Ves, rather f2 :

“I= don't tlnnl\ we ought -
Remove again,” said Fry.
are too one-sided.”

“Nev er mind,” said Anmple
for_us.” :

“You'll heat the 30\1110 cubs off your own
bat, old man!” said Dabney.

After a brief interval the Upper Fourth
opened their innings -to the bow!mg of Harry
Wharton and Dennis Carr.

Wharton’s ‘deliveries were ‘very puzzlmg to
the. hatsmen, who: were repeatedly tied up
in knots,-s0 to speak.

to play the
“These matches

ts Iti‘s practice

Denms -Carr, however, was rlght -off the

tarmt. In his ﬂrst over two of the balls

4 taken no wickets

were wides, and two more were full-tosses
which the batsman had no difliculty in
despatching to the boundary. :

There were shrill yells of protest from the
Remove spectators.

“Carr’s no good!”

“Take him off, Wharton!”

“He can’t bowl for toffee!”

The ecaptain of the Remove turned t¢
Dennis Carr.

“You hear them?” he said.

“I'm not deaf!” growled Dennis.

“They're advising me to take you off. And
if your second over’s.as bad as your first,
I will!”

Wharton spoke with *unusunal jrritation,
and naturally his words did not have an
encouraging effect upon Dennis Carr.

Off Dennis’ second over . Cecil
Temple scored fourteen runs.

Hoots of derision came irom the spcctators
mingled with cheers for Temple. .-

Wharton beckoned to Vernon-Smith.

“Go on to bowl in Carr’s place, Smithy,”
he said.

Al serenel?

Dennis . Carr found himself relegated to
the long field, where for a long time he was
given no w ork to do.

The Fourth-Formers could nmk(, little head-
way against- the bowling of Wharton and
Vernon-Smith, and wickets fell with gratify-
ing 1requenc3~gmtlf3m" to-the Remove, ag
any rate.

On the outskirts of the field Deanis Care
paced moodily to and fro. He realised only
too well what a sorry show he had put up.
His batting had.been bad, and his bowling
atrocious. -

Why? :

Dennis could not account for. it. e was
not ill—he had nothing on his mind. He had
just struck a bad patch—that bad .patch
which even the. finest cricketers in the
country were famlhar with.

This was one of-those days on which
ew}rgthmg \went«‘wmng, and nothing went
righ
« In the ordinary way, Dennis Carr could be
relied upon- to make: a useful score, and to
“bag” a number of wickets. To-day his
score- consisted of ‘a stolen run, and he had
at all.  And his Form-
felliows were annoyéd and exasperated with
him.- The majority of them were not-inclined
to ‘make -any allowance for the fact that
Dennis -had struck a had patch.

Glancing at length m the dlrzcmon of the

I{eginald

(Coryrtght in the Urlted States of Amenca.)
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telegraph-board, Dennis Oarr saw that -eight
wickets were down,

A moment later the ninth wickeb fell.

There was bub one more batsman to b2
disposed of, and the Fourth-Formers had
scored thirty-nine. They needed one run to
tie, and two to win. -

The excitemeny was at fever-heat, of
course, as the last man—the hope of his side
—walked on to the pitch.

. Harry Wharton was bowling, and he was
in excellent trim. His deliveries were diffi-
cult to stop, much less hit.

But the last man in was desperate and
determined. He opened his shoulders to the
pall which Wharton sent down, and the
feather went; speeding out into the long field.
It was high in the air, and Dennis Carr was
standing beneath it as it dropped.

“Now, Carr!”

“He’s held it!”

“He's muffed it!”

“Oh-h-h!”

A deep and prolonged groan went up from
the Remove supporters.

The ball had slipped through Dennis Carr's
hands; the hatsmen had crossed twice, and
the match was won by the Upper Fourth!

It was with a crestfallen air that Dennis
came off the field. It seemed amazing, in-
credible, that he had missed that cateh. It
had not been a difficult one. In nine cases
out of ten Dennis would have held it. But
this was the tenth case!

As he went up the pavilion steps Dennis
met with a reception of a very different kind
ftt]‘ril; thh'at to which he was accustomed.

ah!”

“Butter-fingers!”

“When are you goinz to learn to play
cricket?” = .

“A kid in a kindergarten could have held
that catch!”

Dennis made no reply to these scathing:

taunts.  With burning cheeks and downcast
eyes he passed into the pavilion. And here
he had to face a fresh torrent of criticism
from his fellow-players.

“I've never seen you play worse!” said
Harry Wharton.

I)e'unis was silent.

:’lgu were simply awful,” said Bob Cherry.

‘What d’you mean by putting up such a
putrid show ?”

Silence.

“Anybody would think,” said Vernon-
Smith, “that you deliberately let the side
down " -

Dennis Carr was roused from his silence
at last.

£ Thﬂat'i.enough,iSmith !’t’ he exclaimed, his
eyes flashing.  “You're. trying to insinua
that T sold the mateh?? e

Vernon-Smith shrugged his shoulders.

“If the cap fits, wear it!” he said.

And he strolled out of the pavilion.

. Harry Wharton & Co. refrained from say-
ing anything further; but they were deeply
disappointed at having lost the match.

Dennis Carr spent a wretched evening. He
was bitterly conscious of having let the team
down—unintentionally, of course. His

- study-mates, Lord Mauleverer and Sir Jimmy
Vivian, did their best to cheer him up; but

. nothing could console Dennis for the sorry
display he had given on the ericket-field.

When prep was finished Dennis adjourned
to the junior Common-room.

Here, on - the notice-board, he saw an
announcement, which had but recently been
posted up. It was a list of players for
the - Remove’s forthcoming fixture with
Trumper & Co., of Courtfield County Council
School.

Dennis Carr scanned the list in vain for
his own name.

It was not there!

There was a chuckle from the group of
fellows already congregated in .front of the
notice-board.

“I guess this is where you get left, Carr!”
said Fisher T. Fish. - -

“Serves him jolly ‘well right!” remarked
Bolsover major. “Wharton would havwe been
potty to  play Carr. after his miserable
exhibition this afternoon.” x

“Yes, rather!”

“It’s high time some of these beastly up-
starts were dropped from the team!” said
Skinner,

But he spoke in such a low tone that
Dennis Carr did not hear what was said.
Which was perhaps fortunate for Skinner!

Dennis saw that his place in the team had
heen assigned to Monty Newland, the Jewish
junior. After scanning the list of players,
he turned abruptly on his hecl, and quitted
the Common-Toom. -

It was to Study No. 1 that Dennis went.

Harry Wharton and Frank Nugent were
within, and they looked up quickiy as Deanis
entered. They could guess that he had come
to lodge a protest against being excluded
from the team. And they were right.

“I've just been looking at the notice-
board——" began Dennis.

“Really !”” said Nugent. “Hope it survived
the shock! :

“Don’t be funny! You're comedian enough,
without straining after effect. I didn't see
my name down to play against Courtfield!”

“I’ve dropped you from the team, Carr,”
said Wharton. =

“For good?”

“That depends.”

“On what?”

“Yourself, of course. If your play im-
proves you'll come bhack automatically to
the eleven. And if it doesn’t improve—"

“Well 2

“You'll have to remain with the reserves.”

“A cheerful prospect!” said Dennis bitterly.

“Well, you've only yourself to blame. Your
play this afternoon was, to put it mildly,
simply appalling !”

“] was below form——"

“Very much below form, I should say! I'm
sorry to have to drop you, but we can't
affc:rd to take any risks against Trumper &

“I shall have got back into my stride by
Saturday——""

“P’r'aps—p'raps not! I'm not disposed to
play you oun the off-chance!”

Dennis Carr frowned.

“Would you thave treated one of your own
particular pals the same?” hie said. *Nugent,
here, for instance, or Bob Cherry?"

‘Wharton nodded.

“Personal feeling doesn't enter into it,”
he said. “If one of my pals played like you
played this afterncon I'd fire him from the
team without a second’s hesitation!” s

There was a pause.

“Your decision is quite final, I suppose?”
said Dennis, at length.

“Quite !”

“Very well!” said Dennis.

And without another word, he strode out of
the study, slamming the door behind him
with rather unnecessary violence.

THE SECOND CHAP TER.

The Voice of thse Tempter.

ENNIS CARR was hurt and humili-
ated at bhaving been dropped from
the team.

sensitiveness. He was keenly alive to. the
cutting chaff of his schoolfellows.  Every-
where he went the word ~Butter-fingers!”
seemed to be hurled at him. And although
Dennis pretended to be indifferent to the
taunts, they stung him to the quick.

Finally, wishing to escape from this verbal
persecution, Dennis put on his cap and went
for a stroll. It wanted half an hour yet to
locking-up time.

In the gathering dusk of the summer even-
ing Dennis tramped along the road in the
direction of Friardale ‘

Although his exclusion from the team
could not be regarded as a really crushing
misfortune, Dennis' took it to heart very
much. It was characteristic of him that he
could face big troubles unflinchingly; but
small ones of this sert annoyed and irritated
him. To have seen him tramping along the
road, with his hands plunged deeply into his
pockets, and looking the picture of dejection,
one would have imagined that Dennis Carr
was in serious trouble.

The junior halted at length beside the
old stile. He rested his clbows upon it, and
gazed over the silent meadows. 3

How long he would have remained thus,
absorbed in his own gloomy reflections, was
uncertain. But presently a voice hailed him—
the familiar, drawling voice of Cecil Pon-
sonby, the leader of the Higheliffe Nuts,

“ Anythin* wrong, dear boy?”

Dennis turned from the stile.
that Ponsonby was alone.

“No,” he said-shortly.

“You can't deceive your Uncle Pon!"
the Higheliffe junior, with a . grin.
were moonin’ an’
absolutely fed up!”

“And supposing I am?”

“Well, it's not a nice state of mind to get
into. I feel like it myself sometimes, but
{ know a good cure for that fed-up feelin'!”

“Smoking and gambling, I suppose?” said
Dennis contemptuously.

“My young friend is fretful this evenin’,"”
said Ponsonby. “3mokin’ an” gamblin® are

He saw

said
v s *You
mopin’ a3 if you were

One of his faults—if it
could be termed a fault—was super-

ugly words. Why nob call it & little flutter,
an’ have done with it?” : .

“I know what your little flutters are,” said
Dennis. *“I've had some! And I've no desire
to renew the experience!” 2

Ponsouby laughed.

“I can see what it is,” hc said. *“You've
been readin’ namby-pamby books that point
a moral at the end of each chapter. ¢ Perfect.
Percy, an’ How He Became Prime Minister,’
an’ trash of that sort, I suppose?”

“Rats i %

“I can remember the time when you'd
have jumped at the chance- of havin’ «
tlutter,” said Ponsonby.

“So can I. And I want to forget it!” :

“You've turned over a new leaf?”

“If you like to put it that way—yes.”

“An’ you'll never again tread what old
Shakespeare - calls the primrose-path of
| dalliance?”’

*Never!” P

“You'll never smoke a cigarette or drink
-Lanythin® stronger than lemonade until you're
ninety 2" . 3

“Don't talk rot!”

“Look here!” said Ponsonby, attempting to
draw his arm through that of Dennis, who
promptly repulsed him. “I'm perfectly
serious now. I can see that things are goin’
all wrong with you. I can see that you're
bored stiff with the society of Wharton an’
-his priggish set. An’ I'm goin’ to make you
a sportin’ suggestion.”

Dennis Carr was silent. And Ponsonby put
a wrong interpretation upon that silence.
He imagined that Dennis was anxious to hear
what he had to say.

“My suggestion is this,” continued Pon- -
sonby. “That you join forees again with me
an’ my pals. ~ Now, you needn’t think 1'm
askin’ you to break bounds every night, an’
all that sort of thing. I'm not. I'm simply
prescribin’ an occasional flutter. It’ll do you
all the good in the world. It’ll take you:
out of yourself. The lifc you’re leadin’ at
Greyfriars, old top, is too narrow. Goin’
straight has its drawbacks, an’ one of ‘em
is that it’s so unexcitin’—so beastly duil,
yon know. If you want to enjoy the fleetin’
hours of youth, you simply must go on the
razzle now an’' again. The poét says that
there's nothin’ half so sweet in life as love's
young dream. I beg to differ. There’s
nothin’ half so swecei in life as a merry
gatherin’ of friends, an’ an excitin’ game of
nap for sixpenny points!”’

Ponsonby paused. His rather lengthr
speech had left him breathless. He imagined
that it had been, if not a powerful, at least
a persuasive speech. And he cscrutinised
Dennis Carr's face in the gloaming, to ascer-
tain?if possible, the effect of his words.

For a full minute the silence remained un-
broken. Then Ponsonby said:

“Well 77

“I'm quite willing

“0Oh, good!”

“I'm quite willing to believe that boundors
like you can extract enjoyment from little
flutters, as you call them., But that sort
of thing doesn’t appeal to me. And it never
did. T used to try to persuade myself that
it was great fun to sit and gamble. But [
knew in my heart that it was the most
asinine foily.”

Ponsonby’ He had
expec_ted this. =

TI've told vou before, I'm heartily s

&

** pegan Dennis.

jaw dropped. not

S 3
of you and vour crew,” ‘continued Dennis.
“T’ve washed my hands of you once and for
all®

“Then there’s nothin’ doing?” said Pon-
sonby.

CPRREY

The Higheliffe Nut started to walk away,
He was furious at his failure, and, moved
by a sudden impulse, he turned, snatched
Dennis Carr’s cap from his head, and sent
it whirling into space.

It was the most unfortunate thing Pon-
sonby could have done. . i

“You cad!' panted Dennis. y .

And he was uvon the Higheliffe fellow
with the spring of a tiger. >

Left - and right, right ‘and .left, Dennis
Carr’s fist shot out. e

Ponsonby . offered plenty of resistance, but
it did not avail. For Dennis’ blood was up,
-and he was fighting with unusual fierceéness.

Crash! e : s

Porsonby ‘was -down. He -landed in a
sprawling heap in the roadway, and  his
opponent stood over him, urging him to get
up and have some more. : =

But Ponsonby had had enough. -

“Hang you!" he snarleds “I'm done!

Dennis Carr’s lip curle@: contemptuonsiy.
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B} hmenb the backbone of a mouse"’
“Pick'up my cap!™
nby hesitated.
“ Xt once!” said Dennis. “Or——
Ponsonby lurched to his feet, and rescued
the cap from the puddle into ‘which it had
fallen., He handed the drenched articte of
cadgear to Dennis Carr, who turned on his
heel \uthout another wozd and strode away.
For a noment Ponsonby remained where
hie was in the roadway. glaring after the
lcllc«\v who had thrashed him.
“Al my heauty!”

he muttered.

far, but- it won't be long before I sur'ceed
in_twnin’ the tables!®
S0 saving, Ponsonby stcoped and picked up
@ handkvrchlef which lay in the roadway.
The handkerchief ~was Dennis Carr’s.
l)emns hdd dropped it during the fight.

“This.” murmured Pomonb\ “will come in
useful!l? |
And, putting the handkerchief in his

he limped away in the direction of
e rlle—m rascal well licked.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Harry Wharton'’s Dilemma.

&« ERE he comes!®
“Hers's the mercm\nt who let
Im side do\\n!”

“Yah!

“Call yourself a cricketer??

These amiable comments greeted Dennis
Carr as he entered the Remove dormitory.

Dennis“paid no heed to them. He walked
»n.ught to his bed and started to undress.

"1 say, Wharton,” said Billy Bunter, “}
think you ought to band over Carr's pldce
m the team to me.’

*“Ha, ha, hat”

“W dl on Carr’s present showing Wharton
might do worse!” said Bob (,nerrv
“Hear, hear!’> said Johrny Bull. “A kid
in the Second could have put up a better
show than €arr did this afternoon!”

Dennis Carr was heartily weary of listen-
ing ' to this sort of discussion. But he knew
that. if “hie joined in and protested against
the taunts of his schoolfellows the discussion
_xvonld only be prolonged.

Besides, what the fellows were saying was
juite correct. ‘No_fag in the Sccond would
3 multed such a simple cateh.as Dennis
uffed that afterncon, and no fag in
the “Second would" ha\e batted and box&led
so atrociously.

To plead that he had been 0ﬁ~cojour would
be useless. Dennis had already explained
to Wharton that he had struck a bad pateh,
but that explanation had not helped him at
all. His only resource was silence.

And silent he remained until Wingate of the
Sixth came in and extinguished the lights.
The usual buzz of conversation followed
Wingate’s departure, and Dennis Carr’s
feeble display in the mateh with the Upper

Fourth -was still the chief topic,

Ocecasionally Dennis was called upon to
answer a question, but he preserved his
silence.

“Sulky beast!’” growled Belsover major.
“Keep an eye on him, Wharton,” said
Skinner. “He'll try and get his own back
for heing left out of the team!”

“That’s enough, Skinner!” said the cap-
tain of the Remove sharply.

He knew that Dehnis Carr was not by
nature revengeful, and he hoped that Dennis
would soon win back his place in the eleven.

One by one the juniors drepped off to sleep,
Dennis Carr being the last to close bis eyes.
The sun was streaming in at the high
windows when HMHarry Wharton awoke.
Glancing at his.wateh, he saw that it was
lmll an hour to rising-bell.

“Time for an early dip!” he murmured.
And, springing ouf ‘of hed he aroused Bob

Cherry by the xlmpL expedient of tweaking
his nose.

“Yarooenogh't* “What's the
little game?” = :

G r.l!)le out!” said Wharton briefiy.
R 5
» We're going for a bathe!”

“Speak for yourself!” growled Bob Cherry.

P'm not comiing. ‘I don’t see the fun of
pathing in the middle of the night!” -

“Why, you ass, it’s hal-past six!”

“I'm not coming!'” repeated Bobh,
wnmg himself afresh in his hed.

‘Why not???

“%oo much fag.*? «

It, was very unusual for Bob Cherry to
cmuiate the example of Lord Mauleverer,
the stacker of the Remove. .Boh was any-

—this hut a slacker: as a rule. He was
generally up with the lark, especially in
summer. But on this particular morning
~ THE PIXNY POPULAR.—NoO. 76,

roared Bob.

conm-
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an early dip did not appeal to him.  As a
matter of fact, he was not properly awake.

Harry Wharton's efforts to persuade his
chum having proved futile, the captain of
the Remove visited the beds of Frank
Nugent, Johnny Bull, and Hurree Singh, and
roused the respective occupants.

“What’s up?’ asked Nugent.

“Early morning dlD"’ said  Wharton
briskly. .

“Groo!”

Nugent turned over in his hed amd went
to sleep again.

As for Johnny Bull, he replied that wild

horses wouldn’t succeed in_ dragging him
from his hed And Hurree Singh said that
the drowsiness of his esteemed seli was

terrific, and that he didn’t feel like taking
part in the early morning dipfulness.

“You lazy slackers!”? growled Wharton.
“If you won’t come I'll go on my owh!’?

“Do!” cried Bob Cherry. ‘“Hope it keeps
fine for you!” :

Harry Wharton proceeded to dress, and
as he did so he hurled e\pletnes at }ns un-
usually slothful chums.

As Wharton was in the act of leaving the
dormitory he saw that Dennis Carr was up
and dressing.

After ~a moment’s hesitation Wharton
called to him.
“Coming along, Carr?”

Dennis shook his head.

“I'm going for a stroll,”” he e'nd curtly.

“Oh, all right! Don’t git huffy.”

A few moments later Harry Wharton,
armed with towel and costume, was walk-
ing with rapid strides in the direction of
Pegg Bay. He had been divided in his mind
whether to bathe in the river or the sea,
and. he had eventually decided upnu the
latter.

As he strode on in the glory of the summer

morring he reflected on what his chums
were missing by remaining in bed,
“The silly asses!” he muttered. *“I've

never known them to be
tazy!

Wharton soon reached his destination. -

The placid sea lay gleaming in the sun-
shine. 'The incoming tide lapped gently upon
the sand and rocks at the base of the Great
Shoulder.

The junior undressed on the shore and
=prmtcd into the water until it was up to
his waist. Then he struck out strongly,
revelling in the delighttul exercise,

Wharton was a fine long-d nee swimmer,
Contemptuous of the possibility ef an
attack of cramp, he swam far out to sea.

On and on he went, with strong, sweeping
strokes. And when at last he turned the
shore seemed far distant, and the boatmen’s
cottages; dotted hither and thither, appeared
Jike tiny specks.

“I must put my beef into it,” murmured
Wharton. “or I shall be iate for brekker.”

It was a long swim to shere, hut the
junior, favoured by the tide, covered the
distance in record time. And it was with
a feecling of fitness and freshness that he
stepped ashore.

And then Wharton made a startling
covery.

He looked round for his towel,
1ot there. He looked for his clothes,
they were not there either.

“What the thump——"" he hegan.

There was only one éxplanation so far as
Wharton could sce. His clothes must have
been removed by some practical joker.

And if that was the case, the sooner the
practical joker restored the garments the
better.

Wharton glanced around him, with a frown
He did not resent a harmless jape, but the
removal of his clothes was a jape \\hu.n was
hardly in the best of taste.

There was not a soul in sight.
Adx;ed a shout.

SHir

so  abominably

dis-

but it was
but

Whartou

But the only answer he received was the
mocking echo of his own vqice.
“Come hack, whoever you
Wharton.  “I want my togs!”
Again there was no reply, save for the
echo of the junior’s voice and the screeching

of the seagulls overhead.

Harry Wharton was utterly .at a loss. He
could not, in his present eondition, carry out
a search fer the unknown marauder. He
could -do nothing but wait untjl his clothes
were returned to him.

But would they be returned?

Perhaps this was something mere than a
jape. Perhaps it was a deliberate plot to
place the captain of the Remove in an awk-
ward fix. The individual who had removed
Wharten's clothing had evidently no inten-
tion of bringing it hack.

are!” shouted

Wharten clenched his hands hard.

“The rotter!” he exclaimed.
cowardly rotter!”

And then, again scanning the stretch of
sand around him, Harry Wharton discovercd
something.

It was a handkerchief. And Wharton could
tell at a glanee that it did not belong to

& 'Phe

“him.

The pale blue bhorder seemed familiar,
somehiow. And in one of {he corners of the
handkerchief were the initials “D. C.”

Wharton realised in a flash that the hand-
kerchief was the property of Dennis Carr.

“So this is Carr’s doing!” he muttered.

There wasn’t a shadow of doubt in Whar-
ton’s mind that the feilow who had made off
with his clothes was Dennis Carr.

It was only too obvious that Dennis had
come on the scene whilst Wharton was swim-
ming far out to sea, and that he had removed
his schooliellow’s clothing. In his hurried
flight he must have dropped his handkerchief.

And then Wharton remembered that he
had seen Dennis Carr in the act of dressing
whilst he—Wharton—was quitting the Remove
dormitory.

Carr had said that he was going for a
stroll. And his stroll bad apparently taken
him to Pegg Bay, in the wake of Harry
Wharton.

Yes, Wharton was convineed that he had
Carr to thank for his present predicament.

But why had Dennis done this thing?

In revenge for being left out of the eleven!

It was not a pleasant sort of revenge; but,
then, few acts of revenge were ever pleasav‘

Wharton had supposed Dennis Carr to be
ahove doing this sort of thing: but he told
himself that he had entertained too high an
opmmu of Dennis.

“The cad!” he muttered S
make him sit up mr this as scon as I get
back to Greyfriars!

But how was he to get back? B

A bathing-costume, although adequate
raiment for the seashore, was not geod enough
for the publie h g_'h\\ ay. v

The only thing to be done, in the circum-
stances, was to borrow some clothes.” But
Harry Wharten hardly cared to present him-
self at one of the boatman’s cottages in that
condition. It would be too humiliating.

“I must wait until somebody turns up, 1
suppese !” grunted the captain of the Remove.

And he seated himself on the warm sand,
and waited, 5

THE FOURTH CHAPTER,
Late for Lessons.

ELP did not arrive fer an hour.
Then an ancient iisherman  came
in sight, and Harry Wharton hailed
him.
“Lovely marnin’, siv!” said the fisherman.
“Which it's goin® to he werry ‘ot tater on.”
“Never mind the climatic conditions just

now,” sz2id Wharton. “Somebody’s pinched
my togs!”
“Eh?”
“My clothes have bfen taken away!”
“My heye! 0o teok °
“One of the other feil frem the school.

It was his queer idea of a lark. I suppose.
T've been here an hour waiting for somehody
to turn up. Em late for brekker, and it looks
as if I shall be late for lessons into the
bargain! Can you help me?”

The fisherman refiected a moment.

“I could lend ’‘ec & blanket,” lLe said

pxeqentl i

“Thanks! But I don’t fancy tramping all
the way to Greyfriars in a blanket! Got a
suit of elothes you could lend me?”

“Only oilskins,” was the reply.

“They'll be Dettel than nothing. Trot them
OJL’”

ST you' ‘Il jest step along to my cottage,

id Wharton hastily. “1'd

sthem here, if you don't

rather you bro
mind.” -
The fisherman nodded, and walked away in

the direction of one of the cottages. He re-
appeared in a few moments, carrying a suit
of eilskins and & pair of gigantic sea-boots.

Harry Wharton made & wry face. He didn't
{fancy getting into those oilskins. But he
had no alternative. He couldn’'t possibly
remain on the-shore all day.

And so, after some hesitation, the captam
of the Remaove donned the oilsking and. the
seaboots. He looked a ridiculous figure, and
even the stolid fisherman could 1ot repress a
¢rin of amusement. L

“Thanks very much!” said Wharton.
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a shout.

Towards the end of the round Dennis
powerful uppercut from his opponent fifted him clean off his'feet, and sent him crashing to the floor.

Carr’s strength began to peter ouf, and

his guard became so feeble that a |
There was

let you have these things back this after-
neon.” :

“Quite welcome, sir!” said the fisherman.

Harry Wharton started on his journey to
Greyfriars. He fervently hoped that he would
meet nobody who knew him. But he was dis-
appointed.

As he passed the zates of Cliff House school
he saw-a crowd of fair pupils peering at him.

The girls failed to recognise him at first,
but as soon as they did they burst into a peal
of laughter.

“Ha..ha, ha!l?

2 “It—it’s Wharton!” gasped Marjorie Hazel-
cne.

“Oh dear!”

“What a freak!”

With flaming cheeks Harry Wharton hurried
past the precincts of the girls’ school as
rapidly as possible. :

Then the hysterical laughter of the girls
became too much for him, and he breke into
a trot.. And a renewed peal of laughter was
torne to him on the wind.

“Ha, ha, ha!l”

“This is awful!” panted Wharton, as he
flonndered along in his eilskins. “I'll make
that bounder Carr feel sorry he ever thought
of pinching my togs!”

Not until the gates of Greyfriars came in
sizsht did Wharton slacken his pace. Then ke
dropped into a walk,

As he passed through the school gateway
Gosling, the porter, shuffied cut of his lodge.
He nearly fell down when he caught sight
of the captain of the Remove in his unfamiliar
garb. - ;

“My heye!” ejaculated-Gosling. “If this
ain’t the werry latest! Wot I says is this 'ere

ain’t
¥

rry Wharton didn’t .wait to hear what
¢ had to say. He again broke into a

.and as he erossed the Close he wag fear-

¢ Hurrah! Licked, by Jove ! (See Chapter 6.)

ful lest the Head should observe him from
his study window.

But fortune favoured him. Onaly for a
time, though.

Before he could proceed to the Remove
Form-room it was necessary for Wharton to
discard the oilskins, and change into his
Sunday best. And in order to get to the
dermitory it was necessary to pass the Form-
room; :

The door was ajar. Owing to the heat Mr’
Quelch had decreed that both doer and
windows should be kept open.

Wharton could hear Billy Bunter's voice
blundering through a sentence of Latin prose.

The captain of the Remove lost no time in
getting past the doorway. But before he had
proceeded many yards a stern veice hailed
him.

“Wharton!”

Mr. Quelch, on hearing hurried footsteps,
had come out into the passage to investigate.
His amazement on seeing Harry Wharton
clad in a suit of oilsking could be better
imagined than described.

Harry Wharton turned, colouring to the

roots of his hair.

“I—I——" he stammered.

“Come into the Form-room at once, that
1 may interrogate you!” comnnanded Mr.
Quelch.,

Very reluctantly, the unbappy junior fol-

lowed the Remoy roon.
Wharton's appearance was greeted by an
amazed gasp from the class. His absence
from the breakfast-table had given . rise to
much discussion; but nobody had expected
him to make such a startling appearance.
As he stood there, fully conscious of the
fudicrouns spectacle he - presented, Harry
Wharton fervently wished that the focr would
open and swallow him up.
Now, Wharton,” * said
sulpburous

said Mr. Queleh sharply

explain why you are late for lessons, and why
vou are clad in that preposterous apparel!”
£ T

Mr. Quelch frowned. <

“I do not regard that stuttering outburst
as a satisfactory explanation, Wharton!”

The captain of the Remove, vainly en
deavouring to hide his seaboots from tha
view of the grinning class, described what had
frappened.

1 went for an early morning dip, sir,” he
said, “and my togs were bagged!”

“What 2

“1—I mean, my clothes were pinched, sir!”

“Bagged! Pinched!” echoed Mr. Quelch.
confess I am not familiar with such terms!
Ii:»‘ 5'0}1‘ mean to say that your clothes were
stolen?”
‘j‘tlxcr that, sir, or they were taken for a

—

“Bless my soul!”
Mr., Quelch*was amazed, and his amazemant
was shared by the class.
“This i3 extraordinary!”
Form-master. “ Where did
clothes, Whartan?”
“0n the shore at. Pegg Bay, sir.”
“Pid yon noti one in the vieinity 2™
“Not a soul,
“Then -you are
identity of the
clothes?””
Wharton was -silent.
41 have:asked:.y a

exclaimed the
you leaye your

quite . unaware .of the
person ~who. purloined your

ion, Whartoni”

“I—I'd rather not answer, sir.”
“Then you know who it was who
this despicable trick upon you?” ,
“I've a pretty good notion, sir.” i

played

- “Who was 2. -
The c¢lass hung upon Harry Wharton's
ans

“1f you don’t mind, sir,” said the esptain
THE PENNY POPULAR.—NoO, 76.
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“1. should like to deal with
I—I don't like the idea

the Remove,

he fellow myse‘f
ur sneaking—-"
“It is ‘not sneaking, Wharton, to expose
the person who has so far forgotten himself
as to play a trick of this.sort,” said Mr.
Queleh. “However, I will not press you to
diviulge the name of the culprit. You will
doubtless know how to deal with
your ewn way and in your own time.  In the
circuinstances, your lateness is excusable, and
I shall not punish you.”

“Thank you, sir!”

“You will go and change into more con-
ventional attire, and then obtain some break-
#ust from the kitchen,” said Mr. Quelch.
“And do not be longer than neeessary.”

Harry Wharton was only too glad to vacate
the Remove Form-room. The smiles of his
schooltellows were most diseoncerting.

As he quitted the room Wharton glanced
towards the place which was usually oceu-
picd by Dennis Carr. And he noticed that
Dennis was absent.

Half an hour later,
and breakfasted,
root.

Dennis Carr was still absent.

“Have you seenn anything of Carr this morn-
ing, Wharton?” inquired Mr. Quelch.

“He got up about the same time as I did,
sir,” said- Harry. “I haven't seen him since.”

Mr. Quelch compressed his lips. He was the
soul of punctuality, and the fact that there
had been-two abséntees from the Form-room
that morning had not improved his temper.

Scarcely had Wharton taken his seat than
ihe door opened, and Dennis Carr came in.

Mr, Quelch directed the glare of a basilisk
m\\czxrds the newconmer.

after he had changed
he returned to the Form-

“ he thundered, “you are late—
£ sively late !”
Dénnis halted in  feont of the TForm-
master’s desk.
“I—I'm sorry, sir 24
“Your sorrow,” snapped Mr. Quelch, “does

not impress me in the least. 1 await your

"explanation.”

“I went for a stroll. sir, and 'my watch
had stopped. I thougat it was an hour
carlier than it actually was.”

Mr. Quelch frowned. 1t was obvious that
Le regarded Dennis Carr’s explanation as
very upsatisfactory. And so did the class.

“Of all the feeble excuses——-" murmured
nner.

*Silence, Skinner! Do you seriously mean
to- tell me, Carr, that you had no concep-
tion of the right time?”

Dennis flushed.

“I'm pot telling lies, sir,
you mean!” he said heatedly.

Mr. Queleh’s frown deepened.

“I regret I cannot accept your explana-
tion, Carr. Tt is inconceivable that you could
have misjudged the time to such an extent.
But for the fact that you are usually a
punctual and truthful boy, I should take
vou before Dr. Locke. As it is, T shall
cane you. Hold out your hand!”

For an instant it looked as if Dennis would
refuse to obey the command. He had not
vet fully conquered the spirit of defiance
which had brought him into so much trouble
«uring his early days at Greyfriars. But

if that's what

after a brief hesitation he submitted, and
keld out his hand.

Swish,. swish, swish!

Dennis endured the three stinging cuts

without a murmur.

“Now go to your place,” said Mr. Quelch.
“One moment! Did your morping stroll lead
'nv\am “hcl\. insthe vicinity of Pegg Bay?”

by nth?”

“Quite, sir!” said Dennis mdvm.u.ﬂy LLyE
went in o exactly the oppoesite direction to

well, Care.”

powas
He was sson to learn!

THE FIFTH CHAPRTER.
Condemned !

i€ B0 was it, Harry 2”
“Who was the cad who bagged
- your togs?”

t“(me him a name!” said

d of fellows eongre
¥ POPULAR.—XNo. 76,

cgated round

him in

‘e quite &ur(’, you are telling me the

Harry Wharton in the Close when nornmg
lessons were over.

Wharton leoked grim.

“Can’t you guess?” he said.

“Yes, we can guess all right.,” said Bob
Cherry, “but we want your “ord for it. Was
it Carre”

+ 4 ¥es.?

“Thought as much!” growled Johnpy Bull.
“It doesn’t need a Sexton Blake to deduce
that it was Carr who made off with your
togs. In the first place, he got up just after
you did this morning, and followed you; and
in the '=econd phce, he came in late for
lessons.”

“And his excuse that his watch had stopped
was all moonshine!” said Frank Nugent.

“Of course!”

“It was a rotten, shabby trick to play!”
said Bolsover major. “It’s all right to hide
a fellow’s togs for a jape, and return ‘em
again within a few minutes; but it secms
that Carr had no intention of returning 'em.”

“That’s so,” said Vernon-Smith. “He
wanted to get Wharten into hot water.”

“The fellow’s a downright cad!” deciared
Skinner. “He deserves to be hounded out
of the schoel!” ¥

Skinner was very far from being a plaster
gaint “himself, but he seldom refrained from
putting in an unfavourable word for Denniz
€arr. The fact that Dennis had been very
decent to him in the past didn’t count.
Decency was wasted on Skinner. He was
only too ready to return evil for goed.

“I suppose Carr did this in revenge for
being left out of the eleven?”

Cherry.
“That’s about it,” said Wharton.
“The mezn-souled cad!” Bob Cherry was

hot with indignation.
the licking of his life!”

Wharton shook his head.

“That’s my job,” he said.

“Well, mind you do it thoroughly!”

“I'm not likely to spare him!® replied
Wharton grimly.

The Famous Five's feelings towards Dennis
Carr had completely changed in the light
of recent events. Hitherto they had been
warmly attached to Dennis, but that warm
attachment had now given place “to the
fiercest hostility. They had no patience with
a tellow who acted spitefully simply because
he had been excluded from the eleven.

‘Harry Wharton & Co. were astonished, as
well as indignant. They had not expeected
such caddish conduct from Dennis Carr.
They had regarded him as heing too high-
minded to resort to such a low-down trick.
Evidently they had been deceived in him.

“Where’s the cad got to?” asked Nugent,
looking round.

“He’s found a nice quiet funk-hole, you
bet!” sneered Bolsover major. “He knows
what’s in store for him.”

“We’'ll jolly soon hunt
Johnny Bull.

“Yes, rather!”

“Half a jiffy!” It was Mark Licley who
spoke. “Are you quite sure; Wharton, that
you're not jumping to conclusions?”

“Eh? What do you mean?”

“Are you positive it was Carr who hagged
your clothes?”

“0f course!”

“But you didn’t see him do it.”

“There’s ample evidence to prove that he
dld it !” said Wharton warmly.

“Yes; but evidence isn’'t proof.”

There was a chorus of protest against the
Lancashire lad.

“Dry up, Linley!

“You're alw backing up that ead!”

“P'r’aps Linley had a hand in the busi-
ness?” suggested Skinner. “T feel——"

What Skinner felt was a back-hander which
made his teeth rattle.

“Say anothcr word, you cad,” exclaimed
Mark Linley, “and I'll knoek you down!”

Skinner pressed his hand to his mouth, and
subsided.

“Lock here, Marky,” said Bob Cherry, “I
shouldn’t blame you for backing up Carr if
here was a shred of evidenee to show that
he didn’t play this trick on Wharton. But
the evidence is all the other way. It shows
clearly enough that he did! I'm the last
fellow to condemn a chap without cause.
But Carr’s guﬂty——"

“And here’s proof of his gunlt"’

So saying, Harry Wharton produced the
handkerchief which he had found on the
shore, and he told the eothers where he had
picked it up. He indicated the initials
“D. C.” in the corner, and there was a loud
murmur from the others.

“That’s pxoof"’ v

“I'll go and give him

him out!” said

;197

said Bob |

¢ Absolutely !”

“What have
Linley?”

Mark Linley was certainly staggered by the
suddén production of tlic handkerchief.” But
bis faith in Dennis Carr’s innocence held firm.

“The mere finding of a handkerchief isn't
proof,” he said. “Carr might have dropped
that handkerchief yesterday. or a week ago.
He fiten goes down to Pegg to bathe.”

you got to =say to that,

But Linley’'s voicé was drowned. in the
uproar which followed.

“It was Carr right, enough!”

“Come on, Wharton!”

~“Put the bounder through the houp'

The jumiors set off in search of Denuis
Carr.

Their quext did not last long. They ram
Dennis to earth in his study.

“What the merry dickens—-" began

Dennis Carr, as a
invaded the apartm :
“Now, you cad,” said Harry Wharton,
pushing his way tc the fore, “I want yon
to know what you mean by pinching my
togs this morning! And I want to knmow
where you've hidden them. You might also
tell 'me why you went out of your way to

play such a caddish trick!”

Dennis Carr looked thunderstruck.

“Dashed if I k.m\\ what you're jabbering
about!” he said. "I haven't laid a finger
on your heastly togs!’

“¥ou stole them this morning, “hxle I was
bathing—removed them, at any 1

“1 <did nothing ot the sort!

Dennis had risen from: the armchair in
which he had been seated. His face was
flushed, his hands tightly clenched. .

“It's not a serap of use denying it, Carr,
said Bob Cherry. “We've got encugh evi-
dence to convict you a doxen times over!
You were nettled at being left out of the
ericket eleven——""

“That's true enough!”

“And you planned to
togs and leave. him stranded
revenge !»

“That’s a lie!”

Bob Cherry raised his clenched fist, and
it looked as if he would dash it into Dennis
Carr’s face. Rut with a great effort he
restrained himself.

“I knew you'd try and brazen it eut,”

rm of escited juniors
nt.

pinch Wharton’s
by way of

he

said ; “but you can't kid us mto bdlewv"
that you're innocent. Thv
“Let's hear the evidence.’

“In the first ple you got up this morn-
ing just after Wharton, and you fellowed
him to Pegg Bay

“Liar!” said Dennis Carr, with more

emphasis than politeness.

Bob Cherry counld hold himself in check
no longer. He made a sudden bound tow:
Dennis Carr, but Harry Wharton, who didn’t
want anybody else to fight his battles for
him, seized Boh by the shoulder and swung
him back.

" Steady on. Bob——"

“Lemme get at him!” roared Bob Cherry.
“I don’t allow anybedy to call me a liar——""

“I'll remember what the cad called ycu
when I come to deal with him!” said the
captain of the Remove. “Meanwhile, we'll
let him hear the rest of the evidence. Yen
followed me to Pegg Bay, Carr, and while I
was swimming out to sea you collared my
clothes, and hid them somewhere. You canie
in late for lessons, and your yarn about
your wateh having stopped was an obyious
whopper.”

*“Hear, hear:”
doorway.

Harry
hand}\elchic

Per‘mxm you newnme this?” he asked.

“Yes,” said Dentis. “It’s mine.’

“My hat!” ejaculated Johuny Bull *“He's
actually adm]ttmg something at last!”

“Considering that the handkerchief’s got
his initials in the corner, he can’t very well
deny that it’s his preperty,” said Nugent.

“Y picked this up on the shore this morn-
ing,” said Wharton. *You evidently dropped
it, Carr, when you were bunking with my
clothes.”

Dennis Carr’s face was very pale. If
wére innocent of the charge which had been
brought against him he certainly didn’t look

chimed in the crowd in the

arton produced Dennis Carr's

it. -

“If, as yom say. you didn’t touch my togs,
how do you account for your handkerchief
being found at - that partxcular spot?”?
demanded Whartoa.

“I—I simply can’t account for it,”” said
Dennis Carr, who was quite taken abnck by
the production of his handkerchief. “Al I
know is that I haven't been within a mile
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of Pegg Bay this morning, and I haven't
taken your togs!”

“Look here, Carr,” said Dick Penfold, who
was more sympathetically inclined towards
Dennis than the majority of his accusers,
“1, for one, am \yilling to believe that you
didn't do this in a spirit of revenge, but
merely as a practical joke. And if that'’s
the case, why don’t you own up?”

“I've nothing to own up to, I tell you!”
shouted Dennis, his face growing whiter still
with fury. “You're a set of cads to tax
me with this! You ought to know me well
epough by now to know that I'm not in the
habit of playing low-down tricks of ~this
sort. On my word of honour, I know nothing
about it!”

“Your word of honour is quite good enough
for me, Dennis,” said Mark Linley.

“Thank you, Marky!”

“But it's not good enough for us!" ‘roared
Bolsover major. “Honour? Why, he
doesn’t know the meaning of the -word!
Pulverise him, Wharton, for gcodness’ sake!
No use arguing with the beastly outsider.
The only way you can talk to him is with
vour fists. - And if you don’t pile in scon I'll
tick the cad myself!”

Harry Wharton moved a step nearer to
Dennis Carr.

“I'm going to lick you!” he said grimly

Dennis laughed. It was what the novelists
cail a mirthless laugh.

“Hadn’t you better say you'll try to lick
me?” he said. “Because I can assure you
you won’t succeed!”

“We'll seels

Bob Cherry and Johnny Bull moved the
table cut of the way, and Harry Wharton
was about to take off his coat, when the
dinner-bell rang.

“That puts the kybosh on it,”
Nugent.
poned.”

“I shall he ready whenever
cheoses!” said Dennis Carr.

And he strode out of the study,
panied by his one loyal chum-—-Mark

said Frank
“The serap will have to be post-

Wharton

aceom-
Linley.

The remainder of his friends had turned to
Toes.

They believed him guilty. And even
had to admit that the evidence was
elming.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
The Dormitory Fight!
in the

REAT exzcitement prevailed ir
Remove during dinner.
Everybody was looking forward to

the forthcoming fight between Harry
Wharton and Dennis Carr. And the two
fellows most intimately concerned were look-
ing forward to it more than anybody.

Harn \’& harton, stiil furious and indignant
at the trick which had been played upon
him, fclt that he would not be casy in his
mind until he had thrashed Carr And
Dennis, who was even more furicus at the
unjust aeccusation which had bheen levelled
against him, was determined to make Whar-
ton suffer.

But it scemed as if Fate had decreed that
the fight should not take place.

An attempt was made, immediateiy after
dinner, to form a ring behind the chapel.
But just before hostilities were about to
commence, Loder of the Sixth came into
view, and the crowd reluctantly dispersed.
They knew that Loder would forbid the fight;
if only to make himself officions.

“ Another postponement!” grunted Bob
Cherry. “Never mind, Harry! Yowll he able
_to settle with thé bounder after lessons!”

Wharton nodded.

“T'll lick him, if Ivhave to wait a whole
term!” he exclaimed.

During afternoon lessons, Dennis Carr was
awarded an lmpnsmon “by Mr. Quclch, who
ordered him to remain under detention in the
Form-room until the impot was finished.

This prf‘C]lldt‘d the possibility of the fight
taking place after lessons. And Bolsover
major declared that Dennis Carr had
deliberately contrived to be detained, because
he was funky of meeting Wharton,

1 Our Great'Wednesday

“Postponed again!’ growled Johnny Bull.
“Is this blessed serap ever going to come
oft 2

“Yes—after tea,” said Frank Nugent.

But a party of Cliff House girls came over
to, Greyfriars to tea, and they. stayed the
evening.

Harr\ Wharton had to act *as host, and

therefore the fight was still “off.” It was
now mlpo sible for it to take place until
after “ Lights Out.”

That evening, in the Remove dormitory,
a dramatic discovery was made. |

Dennis - Carr had occasion to ge to his
locker, and as he opened it there was a sharp
exclamation from \grnon Smith.

“Hallo! What’s that brown-paper parcel
doing in your locker, Carr?”

“Dashed if I know!” said
puzzled tones. “It isn't mine:

“Out with it!” said Vernon-Smith.

m

Dennis,

“ERY . : )

“Drag it out, and Wwe’ll make investiga-
tions!” D

“Good old Sherlock Holmes!" said Bob

Cherry. “What do you suppose is in that
parcel, Smithy?"”

*“Wharton's togs.”

“ What!”

Startled exclamations arose from every
side. -And the Removites glanced in turn at

the brown-paper parcel, and at Dennis Carr's
face, which still wore an expression of
bewilderment.

“If that parcel really contains Wharton's
togs, even Linley will he satisfied that Carr's

guil ¢aid  Trank Nugent. “Open it,
Smithy! : : ]
Vernon-Smith severed the string with his

penkuife, and unfolded the brown-paper
covering.

Then he produced, and held up for
inspection, the coat, waistcoat, and trousers
which were the property of Harry Whartou.

“They're mine!” exclaimed the captain of
the Remove.

“And these?" said Vernon-Smith, "holding
up a pair of bhoots and a quantity of under-
clothing.

“They're mine.

too!

Then followed a grim period of silence in
the Remove dormitory.
Looking around him. Dennis Carr met

glanees of scorn, indignation, and contempt.
The finding of the hrown-paper parcel in his

locker was regarded as overwhelming evi-
dence of his guilt.

It was Dennis himself who broke the
silence.

“I—I don't know how those clothes came
to be in my Jo&h  he v

o Welly Pm - jip Bolzover

major. “Even after ti discovery the
cdd s still trying to brazen it out!™

“He's guilty—and he's iak his  guiit
a thousand times worse by denying it!” “eaid
Peter Todd.

“The cad!”

“The awful rotter!”

“The rank outsider!”

Dennis Carr's face was very pale, but he
held his head erect.

“You are the cads!” he eried, his eyes
flashing. *You are the rank outsiders! 1I've

given you my word of honour that 1 know

nothing abeut this business—and my word

of honour ought to be good eneugh. I repeat.

I don’'t know how those clothes came to bhe in

my locker—unless some gcheming rotter

planted them there, to get me into trouble!”
‘Rats !

#PDry up 1

“I tell you—" shouted Deunis.

But the others stopped their-ears, and
refused to listen.

Shortly afterwards, Wingate of the Sixth

came into the dormitory to extinguish the
lights.

For once in a way the keen-eyed ecaptain
of Greyfriars failed to notiee® that the

Remove were in a state of seething excite-
ment. His sus}nuona were not '1r0useﬁ. and
after exchanging *Good-night!” with tne
juniors, and putting out the lights, Wingate

withdrew.

Companion Paper! =

. For a quarter of an hour after the cap-
tain’s departure no one stirred.

Then, at a command from Harry Wharton,
candles were  lighted up and down the
dormitory, and the juniors—with the
exception of Bilfy Bunter, who was alreadys
sound asleep—turned out.

There -was ample space in the centre of th:
dormitory for the fight to take place.

Harry Wharton and Dennis Cgrr, clad ia
their pyjanius, ady dnced into the improvised
ring.

The remainder of the fellowa were standing
—some on their beds, and others on the floor,

“I'm your second, Harry!” said Bob
Cherry.

There was a pause. .

“I'm yours, Dennis!” said Mark Linley.

“My only aunt!” ejaculated Frank Nugent.

.\l"L you still backing up that cad, Linley:™"

tiil backing up my friend ! amended
hire tad.

“In spite of the
made just now?”’

“In spite of everything!”

Dennis Carr turned towards his
supporter. The tears welled into his eyes.

“Thank you for this, Marky!” he said
rather huskily. “I'll never forget it!”

Murk smiled.

“Keep your pecker up!" he said. “These
tellows will reah-g before long that they v»
misjudged you.’

There was no further converzation, save
for' Vernon-Smith’s terse remark:

“Pile in, you twol”’

The fight begun, and the spectators lookeil

on hreathlessly

Such_a flerce pace was set at the com-
mencemeut that it was obvious that the
contest would- be of brie! duration.

Of the two combatants, Wharton was th>
more cool and caleulating. He was not nearly
30 cool as usual, however.

As for Dennis-Carr, he was fig *Ltm" in an
utterly reckless manner. He se %
to forget the need for defence; and “con
quently every blow of Wharton's found =
billet, either on his opponent’s face or body.

In the first round. Dennis Carr took heavy
punishment. He was rveally not in a fit state
to go on: hut uohmh raised a protest.

Dennis rallied during the interval, and i
the sceond round he had much the better of
the fighting.

Hur_x Wharton
his feet twi
powerful drives. E

But on each occasion that Wharton
floored he was up again in a twinkling,
towards the end of the round, when Dennis
Carr was spent. and his blows had lost thei
force, the captain of the Remove came into
his own. He sent his opponent reeling with
o smashing blow on the chest; and this s
followed up by an upper r-cut which lifted
Dennis off his feet and felled him,

“Hurrah!”

“Licked, by Jove!

Dennis Carr was dazed. The back of his
head had struck the floor with great violkence
as he fell. and it was humanly impossible
for him to continne.

Harry Wharton's victory
sh 0ut~ of approval.

“You've taught th-;- cad a lesson, Harry!”
\(ud Boh Cherry. “It'll be a long time

yefore he thinks of playing another jow-down
tm‘k of this sort!”

Mark Linley assisted Dennis to rise, and
escorted him to his bed. He whispered a few
friendly words in Dennis’ car—the ouly words
of encouragement which the defeated junior

And then—

discovery that Smithy

solitary

was

actuaily knocked
unable

to withstand Dennis

Wus

An:d

was hailed with

received in his dark hour, when all were
against him save one—the loyal lad from
Lancashire.

Mark Linley declared that the clouds would
soon lift, and that Dennis Carr would be
vindicated.

And whether Mark proved a true pronhet
or otherwise, it must be left to another
narrative to tell.

THE END.
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YOU CAN START READING THIS GRAND CINEMA SERiAL TC-DAY.

THE OGPENING CHAPTERS.

Diek Tulliver, to escap: being apprenticed
to Wibbleswick & Co., a firm of drapers., by
his uncle, makes his way to the country town
of Dorminster. There he comes across the
Western  Super-Film Company, who are
focated in a ruined manor house, known as
Wildfell Grange, which is reputed to be
liaunted. By a piece of luck, Dick is able to
he of service to Mr. Halibut, the preducer.
Through the good offices of a friend named
Harry Tremt. who is working for the com-
pany, Dick is mlxen on in place of Archie
Deen, the star actor, 'who has mysteriously
disnppeared. He is introduced to an actor-
{riend of Trent’s named Biglow. Later, Dick
has the misfortune to make a dangerous
enemy of a hunchback dwarf, named Bernard
Grimshaw. k is returning from a secret
visit to Harrowsficld when he meets Grimshaw
in Hangman’s ‘Weod in the company of &
suspicious-looking stranger. On reaching the
Grange he relates this incident to his friends.
but is informed that the huneliback had heen
locked in his room by two of the company’s
comedians, and could not have got out.
Harry gocs to investigate.

(Now read on.)

in the Lion's Den.

ICK ‘TULLIVER awaited Tre

return with a good deazl of cur

If it was a fact that the dwarl w s

in his room at the time the key was

turned on him,-two things only could explain

his presence in Hangman's Wood. Either

fie- possesed a duplicate kev, or there was

another way of getting out of his room other
than by the door.

Wildfell Grange was very old, and old
mansions, more often than not. contain
secret passages. It was possible that the
dwarf’'s knowledge of the place was far
greater than anybody cise’s, and that by
some chance or other he had discovered some
exit which allowed him to come and go with-
out anyone being any the wiser.

Dick was full of these conjectures when

Harry Trent returned.
. “His door’s locked, and he isn't inside.”
Frer “unouneed “1 knocked loudly to muke

Site)

Dick immedi tely advanced his theory of
tlie seeret passage.

Harry shook his head doubtfuliy, but Big-
fow was greatly impressed.

“This adds a new terror to the
piace!” he groaned. “I dare say if the house
were pulled down it would hLe found to he
honeycombed with such contrivances. Monks®
holes, and all that sort of thing. Onece let
this idea get round, and old Halibut can say
wood-bye to his company. The whole blessed
lot will clear out, aund I, for one, don't
|)L1m(, them.’

“I wish I could get that key !” mused Dick.
< “Why, what would yvou do with it?” asked
Trent.

“Explore his room,” said Dick. “De you
think Bobbin and Waddell would give it up
if I asked them?”
: “They might. There’s ro harm in trying.”

“Then I'll try. - Where do they hang out?

“I'N show you,” said Biglew.
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heastly

“And while you're gone I'il keep a sharp
look-out for Grimshaw.,” Harry.

Under Biglow’s guidance, Dick arrived at
the qlmrters of Bobbin and Waddell, the two
comedians.

Biglow turned the haudle of the door, and
then became aware there was an obstruction
in his way.

“Half a minute!” they heard a voice say
from the other side.” “I')l shift him in a
second !”

Shift whom?

Was this another mysterious

outrage? i
When Dick and Bigiow eventually got
inside the rcom the sight that met their

gaze secmed to confirny this

A feilow was sitting doabled- up on the
floor, with some sort of an instrument twisted
all over him. His companion was kneeling
a% his side, either trying to free or tighten
his bonds—Dick couldn't decide which.

“What on earth has happened to you,
Bobbin?’ said Biglow.

“Tt's tms ass Waddell!” said Bobbin

“He’s brought one of these home-

sers for a new stunt we're on, and he

dulnf fix it up properly. He kldded me to

try it, and then the whole bag of tricks fell

off the hooks, and here I am wrapped up in
¥ I wasn’t strangled.”

Waddell mdwnantly denied this. He said
that if Bobbin had contented himself with
doing the first exercises in the hook instead
of trnng the most intricate ones he could
find, which he didn’t understand, and tying
himself and the exerciser into kuots, it would
have been all right. It was entirely his own
fault.

Bobbin, finding it difficult to argue in his
present position, said nothing.. When, how-
ever, with the aid of Biglow and Dick, he
vas released, he gave the exerciser a savage

“Rotten thing!” he growled. “The on!y
thing it’s any good for is to torture some of
our enemi

“ Enemies ! “What
enemies?”’

Waddell looked at Robbin, and Bobbin
looked back at Waddell. The two had always
worked together in what is lmown as a
“double tumn,” aund consequently everything
they did was in the form of a duet. Indeed,
one was incapable of doiug anything with-
cut the other. Waddell was short ang stout,
Bobbin was tall and thin fact, a sort of
We:u-y Willy and Tired Tim combination.

‘1t’s like this,” began Waddell. “There’s
a mnq_ur.lu on foot

‘Against the company,” Boblla.
“And we're i

“(oing to stand it
“All the games that h
—the alarms at night— ;

“The disappearance of Deen——-"

“And this, that, and the othe
laid schemé on the part of some --
cut in Biglow. “Rut whe are

echoed Biglow.

=

cut in

inued Waddell.
going on here

the er
“That’s
Waddell.
“We've
\\(nt nn Bobbin.

hat we're going to find out,” said

started with that dwarf chap,”
“1 believe Le’s one of the
ay, when you saw us
: *r-m m his room, Biglow-—"

“Have you got the key?” interrupted Dick.

"Dick

s

the key!” said
“Do you

“Of course
Waddeil
want it?

“I'd like to borrow it for a few minutes,”
s(ud Dick.

“What for?” demanded ‘(addell, eyeing
suspicicusly. *“You can’t go in there.
We left (-nmshm locked up in the plaece.
He’s there now.

For the moment Dick was nonplussed. He
didn't wané to let these che know  what
had happened. He was sufficient judge of
character to see that they were of the type
who couldun’t keep anything to themselves.

Suddenly he had an inspiration.

we've got
and Bobbin in unison.
o

“Trent nts to get an impression made
of that key,” he said.
“Jove! What a wheeze!” exclaimed
Bobbin. 'T'ltll we sn\ll bc able to go into
his place
“What-ho, the apple-pie beds!’ chuckled
Waddell. “The booby- trara———
“Exactly " said Dick. “We can do-ail
of things like that.”
t a good notion!” said Bobbin
approvingly. “Hand him over the key,

Waddell I

Waddell produced the key.

Highly elated, Dick and Biglow returncd
to their quarters.

They discovered Harry Trent pacing up
and down outside the dwarf’s door.

“He hasn’t come back yet,” he whispered.
“Did you get the key?”

Dick nodded.

“Good man! T'II iust knock
on the safe side.”

Harry rapped smartly on the panels of the
door.

There was no answer.

“Here goes!” said Dick, inserting the key
in the lock. He turned it, the bolt shot back,
and they cautiously opened the door.

The room was empty.

“Panel walls,” said Harry, Jooking around.

“Any of them might be the secret entrance.”
He went up to one of them and tapped.
“That doesnr, sound very hollow,” he oh-
served. It would take hours to properiy
examine the place. I don’t see that we are
much forrarder now that we are here.”

“No-0!" muttered Dick thoughtfully. “Of
course, if we could stop here and see which
way he comes back—that would be interest-
m;z

“Awtully interesting !” said Biglow
hurriedly. “But as we can't very \\el] do
that I vote we clear out. You see,” he ex-
plained, “it's all right for you chaps: but I
don’t want to offend Grimshaw. Remember,
in the last scene but one in the show B¢ has
to strangle me. Well, if he suddenly
returned and found me——"?

“Half a minute, Biglow!” said Trent. “I
want to listen!”

Biglow backed hurriediy towards the door.

Dick strained his ca What was it Harry
bad heard? As far as he could tell there was
no noise—— Stay. What was that %Om.d
that echoed faintly from behind the wa n-=-
coting? A rat. Perhaps, and yet— It
growing louder now. In other words, m
seemed as if it was coming nearer.

“You're right, Dick!” muttered Harry.
“There’'s some secret passage. someone’s

again to he
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coming, Grimshaw, no doubt. We’ll shift.
Quick, out you get!”

_ Biglow lost no ‘time in obeying this in-
junction. He scuttled back to his quarters
iike a ‘streak of lightning.

h‘A minute ‘or so later Harry Trent joined
im. - 3
““Where’s young Tulliver?” asked Biglow.

“Under " the  dwarf’s bed!" said Harry
savagely. - “The young idiot! - He dived

underneath there hbefore I knew what he
was up to. I tried to pull him out, but I had
1o time to do anything. Grimshaw will half-
murder him if he finds him there!”

Biglow inmped up.

“I say,” he cried, “we must rescue him!”

“How can we!” retorted - Harry im-
patiently. “We had no business in Grim-
shaw’s room. Do you fancy explaining things
to the dwarf. I frankly confess I don't.
No; young Dick will have to put up with the
consequences of his mad action. All we can
do is to hang about and listen for any rumpus
that arises.”

“What about the key?” asked Biglow.

“I left it in the door,” returned Harry. “It
struck me “that the sooner Grimshaw was
able to get out of the room the better.”

For the next half-hour, at intervals of a
few minutes, one or the other of them crept
aleng the possage to listen. Not & sound
broke the stiliness.

Presently—it was about six o'clock—the
dwarf’s_door opened, and he came out. They
heard him turn the key in the lock, and
saw him depart downstairs.

They let a few minutes go by so as to
allow the dwarf to get out of eatshot. Then
Harry went up to the door, and knocked.

“Dick, Dick!” he called out softly. “Are
you all right?”’ -

There was no answer.

Harry knocked again,

But there was no reply.
as the grave.

“You don't think he’s m-m-murdered him,
do yon?” stuttered Biglow,

“Young Dick’s not one
quietly,” said Harry. “No.

This time louder.
All was as silent

to he

murdered
Two to 3

got some stunt on, and he wants to L

credit of

That was alw =1 re
member. If used to be a chap

called O'Flatherty. I tell . Biglow, they
were a fearsome pair. 's no need to
y. Dick Tulliver knows hiow to take care
himself.”

1§

stead and awaited developments.
Dick Yhad always had the habit
things first, and reck
wards.
niany a

Secret Ground.

was, as Harry Trent said, a mad

action.

ot g
ing up the costs after-
This propensity had landed him in
scrape in the past, and no doubt
would centinue to do so right down to the
end of the chapter.

Stili, coolness and audacity had usually
pulled him through, and he relied upon these
qualities in the present instance.

After the door had shut on Harry Trent’s
rapid exit., a couple of minutes’ interval
elapsed bhefore the enactment of the next
scene in the little drama. During that time
the mysterious sounds grew more audible.
They were never very loud--just a slight tap-
ping and faint shuffling of feet from some-
where behind the wall facing the bed.

Then came a sharp click. The bottom of
the bed cut off- mest of the view, and the
first intimation Dick had that someome had
entered the room were two feet that suddenly
obtruded into his line of sight. That these
two feet belonged to Bernard Grimshaw Dick
had no doubt. The fellow had emerged from
the wall opposite!

Another sharp eclick echoed through the
roorn.. This meant that the dwarf had closed
the secret entrance. Dick carefully noted the
position of these feet, for that gave him
pretty well the exact spot where the movable
panel was situated.

Grimshaw came over to the bed, and lay
down. He proceeded to take off his boots.
As he placed each one on the floor, Dick saw
they were thickly coated with mud and clay.
* “Relics of Hangman's Wood!” he muttered.

He dared not stir an inch.  He hardly dare
breathe. Fortunately, the dwarf, who was
evidently somewhat fatigued, stretched him-
selt out at full-length, and the creaking of
the bed under his weight effectively drowned
all other noises. A

. himself.

So there they were—the dwarf on the top
of the bed and Dick underneath, - :
In relating his experiences afterwards, Dick

confessed that the next half-hour was about.
ver spent,:|

the most uncomfortable he had
Pins and needles, cramp, the desire

to snecze

and cough—all these things he suffered. The

Would: Grim=

minuteés went by like hours: )
shaw never move? - What was he doing now?
Asleep? No; evidently reading, = At regular
intervals Dick caught the sound of a page
being. flicked over.

As we know, the dwarf only rested for halt

an hour, but to Dick it seemed ages. He was
just wondering how much longer he could
keep -in this one position- when the bed
creaked violently,.and two stockinged feet
dangled into view. The dwarf was on the
move at last.

“The next thing that !}appr’-ng({ was a hand

groping under the bed. He ‘was szearching
for another pair of hoots The boots he

wanted were within six inchies of where Dick
lay!

Dick gave himself up for 1

Grimshaw

~Dick at once.turned his attention to the
panels of the wall.

Around each panel ran a faded Oriental
border. Mixed up with this border the spring
to the secret panel would probably be found.
+ Dick passed _his hand down each side and
along the top and bottom., For some minutes
he  met with Ho succe The surfacte was
smooth all’ over.” There was mo nick or: knob

_that might reasonably. be ‘supposed to be

part of the ‘mechanism, ‘1.
He tapped the pamnel. 1tiseemed solid. !
He tried’ the next' panel. He ran his

fingers all round. As he did so his right foot

pressed les  on oné of the floorbeards.

He felt it give slightly. this a clue?.
Continuing to press wi s foot, he meved

his hand.along every inch of the panel
To  his " intense delight, ~his -efforts 'wers

crowned = with suce Something mioved
under his finger, and slowly the panel swunz
open. It apparently suspended on pivots
placed hali-way up on each side. - The top
of the panel was slightly heavi one side
than the other, and, the res t of the

then gave a start.

Carefully picking his way along the dark passage on his hands and knees, Dick

arrived at the entrance of a fairly spacious cave.

By the dim light of a lantern, he saw at the far end of the

cave a roughly-constructed couch, on which lay someone—silent and stiil.
(See page 10.)

He peered round the corner,

had only to lift the end of the counterpane
to discover him.

The hand groped about for a second. It
went. nowhere near the boots.

Quick as lightning Dick caught hold of one
boot, and lifted it so that it was well
within Grimshaw’s reach. The dwarf’s fingers
touched it, and immediately Dick heard him
give a grunt of satisfaction. While he was
drawing it out, Dick lifted forward the other
one.

The dwarf put them on, laced them up, and
then rose to his feet, and guitted the room.
As we know, he locked the door.

But that did not trouble Dick. The relief
of being able to move and stretch himself
cnce more was too good to worry about
anything else.

He was on the point of starting his investi-
gations when he heard Harry Trent’s voice at
the . door.

“All right, old bean!" chueckled Dick to
“1'll attend to you prescntly!”

Eventually  Harry Trent gave it up as a
bad job, and Dick lieard his footstens retreat-
ing along the passage, >

spring being removed, the top opened ont.
wards, swinging on the pivots, and the panel
remained poised, so carefully was it hung,
wh]eln it had got nearly at right-nngles to the
wall, 3 .
The opening at the under part was ahout
two feet by twenty inches, and through this
Dick easily crept.

Dick took the precaution to close the
swinging panel behind him. - Then he boldlv
plunged into the unknown passage which
led goodness knew where. .

Of course it was pitch dark. Dick had a
box of matches, but he felt it was too risky
to strike them. The dwari might have all
sorts of accomplices lurking ahout, - So he
groped his way cautiously and very, very
slowly, for, indeed, the greatest care-was
required not only to make no noise, but to
avoid the many pitfalls in the shape of
sudden flights of steps that dotted his path.

And then the ghestly atmosphere!

If ever a place deserved to be haunted
this did. It spoke well for Grimshaw’s nerves
that he had the courage to come here.

Of course, Dick soon lost all sense of
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direction. Only one thing he knew, and that
was that he was gradually descending.
Probably by this time he was on a level with

the ground. He pressed forward for another-

fitty yards or so, and then he came to a
short flight of stome steps, very roughly
constructed, and worn in the centre. At
some time in the lhistory of the old building
there must have been a considerable amount
of traflic up and. down those steps to have
made the hollows.

At the bottom Dick found himself standing
upon a hard stone floor. Deciding to risk
it, he struck a matel.

He found he was in a low circular apart-
ment, with a groined roof, and supported
by dour stout pillars, Opposite where he
steod was a doorway.

The match flickered and went out. He
went' forward half a dozen steps. The altera-
tion in his position brought him close to
the doorway.  He could feel a slight draught,
but, what was more interesting, there was
4 feebie glimmer of light in the distance.

But it was not daylight; it was artificial
light of some sort.

<ceping the light in view, Dick erept

ily along. He noticed that at times
the passages widened out, at others was
very narrow, as though the old excavators
had taken advantage of caverns they had
tound in their way.

The light hecame brighter, and the need
Jor cauticn grew greater.

To make assurance doubly sure, Dick went
down on his hands and krees and crawled
the last twenty yards. :

Finally he arrived at the entranee of a
fairly spacious ecave.

Dick looknd round. In the centre was a
large packing-case, on the top of which
stood an old-fashioned lantern. Its flicker-
ing light showed up one or two details which
proved the place was iuhabited.

Just near where Dick crouched he caught
a glimpse of a pile of rugs on the ground,
of a cocking-lamp, of tin plates, and drinking

vessels. At the far end was a roughly eo
structed couch, on which someone was

2pparently sleeping.

Dick waited a few minutes before venturing
across to the other side. There was an
entrance which probably led out into the
open air. Indeed, he ecould already feel a
change in the atmosphere. It was decidedly
fresher,

With cat-like tread Dick reached this
opening. He rested for a minute, and then
proceeded to examine the place. It was a
passage wids emough to zllow a couple of
men of ordinary size to march abreast. The
ground sloped uwp and kept ascending, but
almost imperceptibly, so gentle was the
gradient.

bDick walked for probably a quarter of an
hear, climbing here and there over masses
of earth which had fallen from the roof
and sides, and at last the increasing freshuess
of the air told him that he was near the
c¢nd of his journey.

Flooded Out.

HEN .Dick eventually emerged into
the open air it was to find him-
" ~self not a hundred yards away
from the lake that had been the
scene of his sensational introduction to the
Western Super-Film Company. He glanced
back at the entrance to the secret passage,
and ceuld not help adwiring the wonderful
way in which it was screened from observa-
tion. The opening was covered with b
and trees of & straggly growth. Dieck,
faet, bad his tace and hands severely
scratehed in* forcing his way through.
Thiz was a trifle. He was free, which was
the main point. -

But what purpose was this passage put
toy In bygone days—in the time of con-

spiracies and political plots—its uses could
casily be understood, but now it was a
vuzzie,

Al sorts of wild theories coursed through
Dick’s mind, but it was neither the time nor
place to consider them. He must get back
and talk it over with Harry I'rent.

The sun had now set, and it was almost
dark. It was not so dark, though, to pre-
vent Dick seeing a conple of figures approach-
ing the spot where he stood.

In view of what he had just experienced
Dick was suspicious of everybody. There was
a ditch close handy, and into this he crawled
and curled himeel into as small a space as
vossible,
ortly afterwards he heard their voices.
Risky though it was, Dick could not forbear
peeping over the top of the ditech te catch
a glance at the newcomers.
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1t was the dwarf. His eompanion was -a
complete stranger to Dick. They halted
within & few yards of where Dick lay.

“And when is it to be, Joe?” he heard the
dwart ask.

“Next Monday—that is, if all goes right.”

“Precious short notice!” grumbled the
dwarf. “This job isn’t at all easy. The
place gives us all the creeps. I tell you I'm
fed up with it. Funny things have been
happening.’*

The man addressed as Joe said something
that Dick was not able to catch.

“Qh, well,”” said the dwarf presently, “if
we could only tackle old Halibut—-""

“Can’t you get him to change his
guarters?”

“Hang it, Joe, I've tried; but the faet is
I'm not popular.”

“I -don’'t wonder at that,” chuckled the
othier. “Then you're not loved?”

“I'll he shot if 1 am! And. what's more,
1 don't love them. In fact, I hate them—
particularly one. T tell you this, Joe, that,

whether this business turns out good or bad,
I'll have a go at this youngster.”
“Well, that's your affair, not mine.”

Continuing .to press with his foot,
Dick moved his hand along the border.
Something moved under his finger,
and then the pansl slowly swung out,
reveaiing a dark cavity. (See puge 9.)

After this their voices sank into a
whisper, and Dick could only cateh a word
here and there. Then they moved off, but
it was too dark for him to see where they
disappeared to. Probably they went to the
secret, passage. Anyway, it was safe for
Dick to come out from his hiding-place
ROW. =

He sped back to the house as quickly as
his tegs could carry him. Arriving: there, he
niet Maisie Hope in the hall.

“Dick!”” she cried. “Poor Mr. Halibut has
been half-drowned !’ .

“What ever do you mean?” cried Dick in
astonishment. ‘“Drowned!”

“Well, not exactly drowned,” said Maisie.
“But he’s wet through. A water-pipe or
something burst and flooded his room. You
ought to see it!”

“By Jove, I think I will!®”

Dick hounded upstairs.

Maigie’s description, although
exaggerated, was somewhere near the mark.

somewhat |
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~

Water was - descending -the stairs in
streams, and up in the room Pick could hear
the swish of it dropping on the fioor.

When he reached the room he discovered
Harry Trent, Biglow, and one or two others
attempting to render first-aid to Mr. Hali-
but’s belongings. Mr. Halibut himself was
pacing the apartment like a caged lion. A
stream of water was spurting out from a
pipe that ran along the wall.

“Look at ‘that pair of patent leathers,”
Mr. Hallibut was roaring. “Utterly spoilt! [
only bought them last week! Be careful,
Biglow; that’s my best hat floating by the
table. It’s scandalous! Just before you
people cam= up I picked up a tangled mass.
At first I thought it was a disheloth, but
it was my white waistcoat. You remember
it, Trent, don’t yon? Yes, sir, my white
vaistcoat! Inside were my socks—that new
pair with the red clocks——"

=

At that moment Waddell and Bobbin

appeared, 5 =
“Hallo! Having a spring-clean?” they
acked.

“Yes,” murmured Mr. Halibut, still dwell-
ing on his ruined belongings. “They cost
twelve-and-six a pair. That white waistcoat
was the only one in the shop that fitted

me. And it did fit me—not a crease any-
where. It fitted like 2 glove. In fact, it was
me—-—'*

Mr. Halibut, growing incohkerent, and being
quite incapable of doing anything practical
at the moment, Harry Trent took over the
supervision of affairs. He first of all induced
the manager to retire to drier quarters, then,
assisted by Dick and Biglow, he investigated
the pipe, and managed to stop the leak.

“It’'s a rotten old pipe,” he said. “Still,
I can’t understaud why it burst. Upen my
word, it looks as if someone had been tam-
pering with it."

“Was Mr. Halibut here when it burst?"
asked Dick. 5

“No, I don’t think so. As far as I can
make out, he came in and discovered it. But
there, I'm not sure. The guv’ner waz in
such a frantic state that none of us could
quite understand what had really happened.”

“At any rate,” said Biglow, “he’ll have to
sleep comewhere else to-night, The bed's
sopping wet !”

“Oh, of course!” agreed Harry.

Suddenly he turned to Dick.
“Well?”® he said.

“Well?” answered Dick.

“You're a nice young man, aren't xoui”

Dick grinned.

“I hope 1 am, Harry,” he said.

“I suppose you've been having adventures
galore?”’ chimed in Biglow. “How did vou
get out of Grim——""

Harry Trent kicked him, and silentiy
indicated the presence of Bobbin and
Waddell.

“We'll have the yarn presently,” he whis-
pered. “Let’s try and get the place mopped
up,” he added aloud. “We’d better carry the
wet things down to Mrs. Scotton, and then
take the dry ones to wherever old Halibut's
going to pitch his tent for the night.”

Dick suddenly recollected the conversation
he had overheard between the dwarf and the
man Joe—or. rather, he recollected more
especially that part of the conversation
where the dwarf had hinted at the difficuity
of getting Mr. Halibut to change his
quarters. This scemed to prove that Harry
Trent’s theory of the water-pipe bheing
deliberately cut was prebably right.

In other words, it looked as if it were a
plet to get Mr. Halibut out of this rcom
for to-night, at any rate.

“Now, why should the dwarf bhe so kecen

| on having this room vacant?’ thought Dick.

“Perhaps Harry may have a notion?”’

But when Harry heard of Dick’s experiences,
he could offer no explanation either.

“It’s certainly something more than a
coincidence that pipe bursting,” he
remarked. “Anyway, it might be worth
while going there to-night. We might find
the answer to this riddle. What d’you say, .
Biglow?”

Biglow did not shcw much enthusizsm over
the idea. In fact, at first he refused point-
blank to have anything to do with such an
expedition.

Harry, however, took no notice of this.

“It will be quite easy to slip out withont
disturbing the rest of the eompany,” he said,
“Say we start-about twelve?”

“Really, I'd.rather net go!”
Biglow.

“We'll wake you up at ten minutes to*
gaid Harry firmly. :

(Continued on page 12.)

protested
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
f George Hirst’’ at St. Jim’s!

&6 Y hat!” said Tom Merry. “You

NI haven't dragged that thing out
again, Glyn?”

“The captain of the Shell Form

at St. Jim's, and his chums, Manners and

Lowther, had stopped on their way down to

cricket practice fo look into the study
oceupied by Bernard Glyn, the amateur
inventor of St. Jim’s. They found Glyn fuss-
ing round an upright construction of steel
and wire and springs, which they recognised
at once as Glyn’s famous mechanical bowler.

This device had been produced by the
mechanical genius of the School House
several seasons before, thanks to the fact
that his father, the millionaire, allowed his
son ample funds for the prosecution of his
hobby. The mechanical bowler had proved
by no means an unqualified suecess, and
little had been heard about it by the juniors
lately. Now, apparently, Glyn’s interest in
the contrivance had revived, to judge by the
tender care with whieh he was adjusting the
two delicate wires which led from an electric
battery secured in the lower part of the
frame of the machine.

At Tom Merry’s remark Bernard Glyn
looked up and nodded.

. ‘I bhad a topping idea for improving this
oid thing,” he remarked. “I've just finished
fixing it up. Like to see it?” &

“Yes, if it’s safe to go near it!” said Tom
Merry ecautiously. “We know what your
blessed inventions are, as a rule, Glyn. They
usually blow up, or something!”

“Rats! This is a jolly good wheeze!” said
Glyn warmly, as Tom Merry & Co. advanced
into the study, with curious looks at Glyn’s
machine. “You see, instead of pulling back
the spring by hand, and dropping a ball into
the bowling-cup every time, I do all that by
electricity now.”

“My hat!”

“This little electric motor, driven from
the battery here, does the trick. You put
six balls in this sloping treugh, switch on,
and ‘ Georgie Hitst * here bowls a whole over—
six balls—without being touched again!”

“By Jove!”

“That’s a stunning wheeze, old man!™

The chums of the Shell were interested
now, in spite of themselves. =

Glyn looked very pleased at the impression
he was making upon them.

“You ean control the speed of the ball by
this little screw here.”

“Yes.”

“And the speed at which the machine
works by this regulator here.”

“Top-hole!” said Tom Merry, looking at the
wonderful machine with something like awe.
“You're a blessed marvel, young Bernard!
Have you tried it yet?”

“No; I have only just fixed up the battery.
I want to try it right away. If yeu chaps
will give me a hand, we'll take it down to

the junior nets now,” said Glyn, with
enthusiasm.

“Right-ho!” said Tom Merry, a little
doubtfully. -

“Then eateh hold !’ -

“Hold on!” said Monty Lewther, hanging
back. Monty seemed to have an inherent
distrust of Bermard Glyn’s inventions, and
rot  altogether without reason. “Where's
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vour pals Dane and Nohle, Glyn? Why
can’t they give you a hand with your blessed
© George Hirst '?”

@Oh,  those dummies!” said 6Giyn oil-
handedly, bending down and fiddling about
with some part of his precious invention.
“They cleared off out of the study a few
minutes before you came in.”

“Why?” said Tom Merry euriously.

-“Blessed if I know!” said Gly I was
showing ‘em  how this patent spring arm
worked, when the spring slipped and cracked
'Cliftr]m Dane over the head.”

“Oht”

“Of course, he jumped back, and humped
Noble under the chin.” =
‘T Heet? =
“And then they left! But blessed if know
v

wh
“Echo answers why!” said 3Monty Lowther
sarcastically.
“Hg,; ha, hat”
Tom Merry and DManners bursg
laugh. Glyn locked up in surprise.
“What are you chaps cackling at?”
“Ha, ha, ha!”

into a

“Blessed if I can see anything fo grin
at!” grunted Glyn.

“You wouldn’t, old man!” said Tom
Merry soothingly. *“But don't mind us! Get
on with the washing!”

“Well, cateh bold, then!” id Giyn.
“Here—and here!”

Tom Merry and DManners, grinning, laid

hands on the mechanical bowicr, but Monty
Lowther stood off, with an c¢hstinate ex-
pression on his face.

“Catch  hold, Lowther!”
impatiently.

Monty shook his head.

“No fear!*

Glyn stared. .

“Why not, you chump?”

“I don't want a crack on the head from
that blessed contraption !”

Glyn snorted.

“You silly ass! It’s quite safe now!”

“Glad to hear it!” said Lowther heartily.
“Anyway, I'm off down to the cricket!”

“You—yon silly chump!” roared
exasperated.

Tom Merry langhed.

“Monty isn't having any, Glyn!” he raid,
“Never mind! We three can get the blessed
thing down all right.”

Glyn snorted again. His feelings towards
Lowther were evidently too deep for wotds.

He grasped heid of the mechanical bowler.

“Be careful now!” he warned. “When I
say lift i

“We all lifts!” said Tom Merry.

“Lift ”

“What-ho !” =

“Careful now, you duffers!”

Amidst a volley of instructions from the
anxious inventor, the precious mechanical
bowler was at last depesited at the bowling
end of one of the junior practice-nets.

A curious erowd of juniors collected round
it at once.

" Stand back!” said Glyn, wiping his brow.
“Now I'll show you chaps some real
bowling

said  Glyn

Glyn,

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Knocks for Knox!

OM MERRY went to the wicket, bat
in hand, while Glyn did something
to the mechanism of ‘ George Hirst,’
as he had christened his machine

after the tamous Yorkshire bowler.

The juniors looked on with eager ¢xpecta-
tion. Tom Merry was a good bat, and it
would he interesting to see what impression,
i any, the bowling-machine would make
upon his wicket. S

“I'll send 'em down enc at a time until

1 get the right length,” called out Glyn.

-“Are you ready?”

“Yes.”

Click!

The long arm of the machine shot ouf, and
the ball went hurtling through the air with
the -speed of an express train, straight at
the batsman’s head!

There was a roar from the onlookers.

“Look out, Tom!”

“Mind your eye!”

“Heads!” &

Tom Merry dropped his bat and ducked—
tust in time. The' ball crashed against the
net behind the wicket.

Glyn stood looking down the piteh with an
expression of surprise on his face.

“That’s funny!” he remarked.

“Funny!” roared Tem Merry, with a red
face, picking up his bat. “You silly chump!
You might have brained me!”

“Ha. ha, ha!” cackled the crowd.

“Sorry!” said Glyn. “The spring wants
adjusting, that’s all! Tl send you another

one.”

“Well, for goodness’ sake, be careful!”
grumbled Tom.

Glyn adjusted several nuts and screws,

while the crowd Ilooked on interestedly,
grinning.

“Ready?” called Giyn again.

Click !

The ball left the machine more slowly this
time, and curled towards the batsman. Tom
Merry stepped out, and hit it full piteh,
straight out of the net.

Away over the top of the mechanical
bowler it soared, and there was a shout of
approval from the onlookers.

“Well hit, sir!”

“That's a sixer!”

“Better take ‘ George Hirst’ off, Glyn! Be's
no good!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Glyn adjusted something again, and sent

down another ball. This time it pitched a
bit short, and Tom Merry put it away to leg
with ease.

The next bhall was a shade better, and Tom
played it carefully.

The fifth ball from the machine shattered
the batsman’s wicket.

“How’s that?” exclaimed Glyn trium-
phantly, as the erowd of juniors looked at
the machine with growing respeet.

“Out!” said Tom Merry, with a rueful
laugh. “Jt was a iopping ball. I couldn’t

play it!”
“Try it again,” said Glyn.
“Right-ho !”

_Without making &ry adjustments this
txme,. Glyn “fired” another ball from his
.machine.

Click! Crash!

It was the crash of falling wickets again.
Tom Merry’s wicket was shattered a second:
time! 2

There were exclamations of surprise from
all sides. :

“My hat!” said Manpers. “‘ George Hirst’
can bowl, after all, Glyn! If he can take
Tommy’s wicket twice in two balls—"*

ilyn grinned in high glee.

“That’s just it!” he said. “If T don't
toueh the machine now it will bowl every
ball exaectly the same
That’s why it’s such a fine thing for erieket-
praetice. Now, let's colleet all the balls, and
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put them in this trough. I want to try my
new electric ‘ repeater ' wheeze.” -

“Oh, goed!” ;

The six balls were collected, and Bernard
Glyn, with an anxious expression on his face,
tinkered about with the electrical apparatus
which formed the latest improvement to his
great invention.

“There!” he said at last.
now! :
stand back, and * Georgie ' will bowl six balls,

“It's all ready

one after another, and all pitching in exactly |
the same place. Now, who's going in to try|
it :

t?
“Look out!”
“Here's Knox!”’
(terald Knox, the most unpopular prefect
at St. Jim's, was approaching the group of
juniors which surrounded Glyn's famous
invention.

Knox was in ericketing-flannels, and had a
bat under his arm, It was evident that he
was on his way to the senior nets when hé
noticed that something unusual was going on
on the junior ground.

Az Lowther remarked,

* said  Manners

sotto voce, Krox
© always sticking his nose in where it
wasn’'t wanted.

Knox strode up.
Now, then!” he exclaimed. in
pleasant voice. “What's going
What are you kids up to?”

his un-
on

The juniors fell back—all except Glyn,
who stood protectingly by his beloved

" machine.

“It's my bowling-machine, Knox,” he said
mildly. “I—I've been improving it, you
know. We've just been trying it.”

Knox looked at the machine, and gave a
sneering laugh.

“Oh, that rotten thing!” he exclaimed.
“That's no good! Why don't you smash the
thing up?”

“It's a jolly good machine!” said Glyn

warmly., “It's just howled Tom Meriy out!”

“Has it really?” said Knox mockingly.
“Well, I'm not surprised. It wouldn't take
much to do that!”

Tom Merry turned red. He was a keen
cricketer, and spent much of his time at the
nets, whereas Knox was well-known to be
a slacker, who was more interestéed in poker
or nap than cricket. It was probable that,
on present form, Tom Merry was quite as
good at batting as Knox.

“Perhaps you'd like to have a go against

the bowling-machine, Knox?” said Tom
warmly, - “It might surprise you a bit, I
think!”

“Oh, rot!” said Knox. “I should knock its
blessed balls all over the place, of course!”

“Perhaps!” murmured Monty Lowther.

“What's that, Lowther?” exclaimed Knox
sharply. -

“Ahem! I was wondering if you'd give
us an exhibition over, just to show us,
Knox,” said Monty hastily. “The—the
machine bowls a whole over without being
wound up, you know.”

Knox gazed at the junior suspiciously;
but Monty Lowther’s expression was one of
perfect innocence. And all the juniors round
looked exceptionally grave.

“Well, so I will!”” growled Knox. “I'll
show you how to knock the bowling of that
rotten machine off the earth!”

Knox strode to the wickets, knocked them
in with the handle of his bat, and adjusted
the bails, while the juniors winked at one
another delightedly.

“Ready Knox?” sang out Bernard Glyn
sweetly.

“Yes; let the blessed thing go!” said the
prefect contemptuously, s 2

Glyn gave a few quick turns to the screw
which regulated the swiftness of the bowling,
If Knox was ¢o confident, he doubtless would
not mind the bowling being pretty fast.

There was a whir from the electric motor,
as Glyn pressed the switch and stood well
back. ‘Then

Click!

The- first ball flew from the machine, and
Knox made a terrific swipe at it. But there
was no merry clack of bat meeting ball.
Instead, there was the crash of the falling
wicket. Knox had been bowled first ball!

There was a shout from the juniors.

“How’s that, umpire?”

“You're out, Knoxey!"

“Ha, ha, hal”

Knox turned a red and face
towards the hilarious juniors.

“It was a blessed fluke!™ he gasped. “J—
I wasn’'t ready—" 3

“Look out, Knox!” shouted Glyn. “Here's
enother one coming!”’

Click ! - <
. The machine bowled its- sccond ball, and
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Knox made a frantic attempt to knock it
out of the ground—but in vain!

+Crash!

~The ball crashed on the already wrecked

wicket, and there was another derisive shout.

from the juniors, .

“Another wicket for ‘ Georgie Hirst *!”
‘Why didn’t you hit it Knoxey?”

Now for the hat-trick!”
‘Ha, ha, ha!’”

‘Knox ‘gritted his teeth, and his
dark -with fury.

“I tell you—-""

“Look ‘out!” :
- The warning: came from Bernard

Cligk! = &

Another- express delivery from “Georgie,”
the mechanical bowler,- came - hurtling
towards the unlucky batsman. s

Almost desperately, Knox set his teeth and
stood his ground. Z

He played the uncanny bowler’s delivery
with all the skill he was master of. Buf,
to the unhappy Knox, the ball seemed be-
witched. It curled underneath his bat, just
2s he thought he hiad got it, and again there
was a crash! He had been bowled by the
third ball ‘in succession!

A perfect roar went up from the watching
juniors.  Knox hurled down his bat in a
fury.

“It's a rotten trick!” he raved, taking a
stride up the pitch. “I'm hanged if I'm

)

face was

Glyn.

prefect did not get any further.
Bernard Glyn's warning shout was lost in
the laughter that was ‘going on all round.
For quite a crowd had collected by this
time, which included Kildare, the popular
captain of 8t. Jim’s. And Kildare was laugh-
ing as much as anybocdy.

The machine was bowling again, and this
time something had evidently gone wrong
with the regulating mechanism. For instead
of a single click, there were several in quick

click, click!

The wretched Knox was just at the spot
where the balls would pitch, and he had no
bat with which to ward off the shower of
balls hurling down upon him.

He saw his danger, and, with a gasp of
alarm, ducked desperately, missed his foot-
ing, and sprawled upon the pitch, face down-
wards.

Thud, thud, thud!
The rapid deliveries clumped one after
another upon Knox's person. Fortu-

nately, they struck him upon that portion
of his anatomy where they would do the
least harm, but the blows were none the
less painful.

With a succession of fiendish yells, the un-
fortunate prefect rolled upon the ground,
clasping his bruised back. It was perhaps
fortunate that the great rcar of lauehter
that went up drowned the remarks he was
making, which were decidedly more forcible
than polite. 2

Tom Merry & Co. were simply doubled up
with laughter, and so was Eric Kildare and
the high and mighty seniors who had strolled
up with him.

“Take me away, Tommy!”’ moaned Monty
Lowther, who had fallen into Tom Merry’s
arms, almost weeping with laughter. “I—-I
withdraw all the rude things I have  said
;about the machine! Tt—it’s simply price-
ess!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

““Georgie Hirst,” the prefect-tamer!” stut-
gerr%d Manners. “Oh, carry me home to
ie!”

Livid with rage, Knox picked himself up,
and limped painfully up the pitch, shaking
his fist furiously at the almost hysterical
juniors. <

“You young hounds!” he hooted, making
for Glyn, who was anxiously inspecting his
precious machine. “You did this on pur-

’»

pose! It's a trick! I—I'll—

“Hold on, Knox!" said Glyn, in alarm.
“It was quite an  accident! The
machine—-""

“You young hound, I'll smash you!”

roared Knox.

He made a rush at the St. Jim’s inventor,
but Eric Kildare, burly and smiling, stepped
into his path.

“Steady, Knox!" he said quietly. S
don't think it was donme on purpose—and you
were trying to show off, anyway! Don’t
lose your temper!”’

“I tell you, I'm going to smash that
infernal machine—and those young hounds,
too!” howled Knox.

“T think not!” said Kildare firmly, but
still smiling.. “It was rough luck om you—
but it was funny, you know!”

Knox glared at him furiously. But, en-
raged as-he was, he was not guite so_foolish
as to tackle the burly captain ‘of St. Jim's.
And he saw that Kildare did not intend to
allow the junmiors, cr #he machine, to be
smashed.

Growling savagely, he turned away, and
limped towards the School House, He was
conscious that he had made a complete and
sorry- exhibition of himself. But what he
could not see was that it was principally
owing to his own boastfulness and his buliy-
ing propensities. :
“Lucky for us that you were here, Kil-
dare!” chuckled Glyn, as the captain of St,
Jim's examined the machine with interest.
“Xnox doesn’t like being made a fool of--—
even by ‘Georgie Hirst'! But my machine
fairly bowled him out—in more senscy
than one!’ .

THE END.

THE MYSTERY MAKERS!

(Continued from page 10.)

“But—

“Mind you keep it dark, or the other
fellows will want to come,” added Dick.

Biglow thought it hardly likely. He
offered, however, to give Bobbin and Waddell
the -chance of taking his place, but neither
Harry nor Dick would hear of it. No, Big-
low would have to go, and as usual Biglow
finally gave in, and promised to accompany
them.

Biglow, in a sudden fit of enthusiasm,
routed out an old dark-lantern, and spent
the rest of the evening in cleaning it, and
generally getting it ready for active service.

So, when the witching hour of midnight
was about to strike, three shadowy figures
would have been seen—if anyone had chanced
to be about—issuing from Trent’s quarters.
Cautiously they crept along the passage,
and, hurrying downstairs, vanished into the
room lately occupied by Mr. Halibut.

“T say,” whispered Harry Trent to Biglow,
“that lantern of yours smells a bit. Can't
you put it out, or switch it off, or some-
thing ?”

“I'll try,” answered Biglow.

Now, this lantern was very much like the
first cannon used in warfare. In those hy-
gone days the army that possessed cannon
usually got beaten through the unfortunate
habit the shot had of coming out the wrong
end. In the same way, the possession of
Biglow’s lantern had its drawbacks. It
looked well, and gave a touch of romance
to the proceedings. Unfortunately, however,
it got so unpleasantly hot, and the odour of
heated metal was so strong, that an enemy
getting to windward would smell the expedi-
tion long before they sighted them.

All at once Dick and Harry got a shock.
Wléat was that light that suddenly sprang
up?

False alarm. It was only Biglow switch-
ing on his lantern by mistake.

“Silly chump!” grunted Harry. “That
precious lantern of yours will be our ruin!®

Biglow blew vigorously over the top—s
vigorously that his breath made quite a noi
as it whistled through the ventilation-holes.
Dick and Harry implored him to stop. Of
the two evils, they said they preferred the
larztem alight to Biglow’s efforts to put it
out.

Harry was in despair.

“It’s smelling worse than ever!" he
groaned. “I tell you what—put it inside
the water-jug!” P

“But_thatMl spoil it!” objected Biglow. ~

However, he was induced to do so. He
wrapped it round in a towel, carried it
swiftly to the water-jug, popped it inside,
where it went out with a loud hiss of
protest.

For an hour they remained in hiding, and
at the end of that time they had had about
enough of it. They were cold and stiff and
cramped, and generally felt extremely un-
comfortable. After all said and done, this
was pretty poor sport.

All at once their attention was directed
to a sound. It began as a murmur, but
quickly grew into a yell—a yell of terror.

“What’s up now?”’ gasped Biglow.

ANOTHER LONG INSTALMENT OF
THIS MAGNIFICENT SERIAL STORY
OF THE CINEMA WILL APPEAR [N
NEXT FRIDAY'S ““ PENNY POPULAR.”
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
“ Thanks for the Tip!*
IMMY SILVER, you ass, we're wait-
mg for you!”
“Come on, fathead!”
“Buck up!”

It was a half-holiday at Rookweod, and
Lovell and Raby and Newcome were reddy to
#o down to the ericket- -ground. Jimmy Silver
wasn’t ready. Jimmy was in the end study.
talking to Leggett of the Modern side, when
his three chums looked in, and made those
remarks.

Jimmy glanced round at his chums.

“Hold on a minute!” he said.

“Oh, rats!” said Lovell “Never
tlmt Modern worm! ' Come on!”

“ Leggett's just told me something——
“Blow Leggett !’

“Look here, you can’t keep us waiting
while you jaw to a Modern cad,” said R.xby
“Leggett can go and eat coke. Come on!”

“We'll chuck him out if you like,” sug-
gested Newcome.

There was always warfare between Classi-
cals and Moderns at Rookwood. The three
Classicals were anxious to get down to the
cricket-ground, but they were willing to
waste a few minutes “chucking out” a
Modern fellow.

Leggett backed round the table in alarm.

“You don’t want to talk te that worm.,”
said Lovell. “I suppose you're not borrow-
m;.v money of bim?”?’

“No, fathead!”
“Well, we'll chuck him out——""

“Hold on, T tell you, fathead!” said Jimmy
Sjlver.

“Oh, rats!” growled Lovell.

Lovell was  wrathy. He did not like
siederns anyway; and Leggett was the least
likeable of the Moderns.

He was not liked even eon his own side.
Tommy Dodd & Co. bad “seragged” him
many a time for his sncaking proclivitics.
And Leggett, who was a very deep youth,
turned a more or less honest penny sometvnf*c
by moneylending among the juniors. He w
the last fellow in the world to be welcome
in the end study.

Lovell ecame into the study with a business-

mind

like expression. Leggett backed farther
round the table. He did not like Lovell's
tooks.

“Look here, T came here to speak to

Jimmy Silver—" he hegan.

“Like your eheek!” said Lovell. “You're
going out on your neck! Don’t dodge be-
hind Silver, you worm—come and- take your
nmedicine
_“Hold on, yeu ass!” said Jimmy, pushing his
cham back. “Leggett came here to give me a
tip.”

“Rats!”

[ of the Fourth.

“There’'s a new chap «om.m' to Reokwood

this afterncon—a Classical—

“Blow the new chap!

“Chap named Higgs,

“Blow his name!”

“And those Modern bounders have gone to
meet him at the station,” said Jimmy Silver.
“Leggett says so.” »

“Well, let 'em meet him. and be hlowed!”

“They're going to rag Lim,”!said Leggett.

“Let 'em rag him!”

“Look here.” said Jimmy Silver. “1 don't
know the new kid, but he's a _Ciassical.
We're not going to let the \Tedems Tag a

said Leggeett.

Classical. It's up to us te chip in.’

“What about the erickety” demanded
Raby.

“Well, it's only practice, and it ean stand
over for a bit,” said Jimmy Silver. "0t

course, the new kid doesu't matter twopence,

as far” as that goes, but we can 't bave
Modern worms ragging Classical chaps.
“Something in that,” agregd Lovell. “But

what is that cad dmng, giving his own side
away?”

f thought I'd come and give you the
tip,” said Leggett. “Of course, you needn’t
mention it to Tommy Dodd.”

Lovell snorted.

“You mean that you've had a rew with
Tommy Dodd. and you wint to get even with

bim, and you've ecome over here for a
catspaw!” he growled.
“Well, )ou can do as you like!” snapped

Leggett‘ “I theught Jxmmy Silver would
chip in as the nmew kid’s a Classical.”

“And: Jimmy Silver will,” said the captain
“We can let the ericket slide
for a hit, you chaps. A walk to the station
wor’t hurt us. If the Modern bounders are
rageing a Classical chap, we'll jolly well rag
them. It will make them- put their ears
down, anyway.”

“Well, that’s all right!” agreed Lovell.
“But Leggett’s & cad to ecome and tell us, all
the same. Where did you get that nose,
Leggett?”

Leggett’s nose was a little swollen, and of
a fiery hue. 1t looked as if it had come into
violent contact with a set of knuckles.

“Find out!” growled Leggett, rubbing his
nosge.

Jimmy Silver laughed.

“Tommy Dodd’s punched his nose, and he
wants us to punch Tommy Dedd,” he said.
“Well, we're on. We're going to the rescue;
hut before we ge we'li bump Leggett for
sneaking against his own side.”

“Good egg!” said Lovelll “Xow,
talking!”

Leggett was collared.

He wriggled in the grasp of the Fistical
Four as he was swept *off the ficor.

Then he came down on the carpet—hbump !

you're

Leggett’s yell ran the length of the Fourth
Form passage.

“Yoooop !”

“Give him anether!” said Jimmy Silver.
“He only gave us one tip, but we’ll give
him two bumps. That’s cent. per cent.—
Leggett likes that.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Bump !
“Yaroooh!" yelled Leggett. “Oh, yah—eh!
Leggo! Yoooop!”

“Now all jump eom him together,” said
Jimmy Silver, as Leggett sprawled on the
carpet. “Now, one, two——"

Leggett did not wait for “three.”

He was on his feet in a twinkling, and
speeding down the passage to the stairs.
A vyell of laughter from the end study
followed him.

“Now we’'ll trot down to the station,” said
Jimmy Silver cheerfully. “I don’t think we
shall ever get any mere friendly tips from
Leggett. But we'll put a spoke in Tommy
Dodd’s wheel. Come on!”

And the Fistical Four of the Fourth took
their straw hats, and started for Coombe,
to “chip in 7’ very forcibly in the little game
the humerous Moderns had planned for the
atternoon.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
A Slight Surprise.
€ ERE’S the giddy train,” said
Tommy Dodd.
The threc Tommies—Dodd and
Doyle and-Cock—were on the plat-
form in Coombe Station.

They were looking very merry and bright
that afternoon.

Tommy Dodd had lieard that a new
Classical fellow was coming into the Fourth
Form at Rookwood, and it “had been his idea
to pass an hour in polite attentions to him.
Not that Tommy Dodd knew anything about
the new fellow, or had any dislike for
him, or anything of that kind. But the new
boy was a Classical, and Classicals were born
to be ragged by \Iodorns, and a half-holiday
could not possibly be better spent than in
ragging a Classical. That was how Tommy
Dodd looked at it: and Tommy Doyle'and
Tommy Cook heartily agreed with their great
leader,

So the three Modern juniors were waiting
on the plattonn, ready to pounce upon the
new junior as soon as lie alighted frem the
tr’un

“Nail him as soon as he shows up!” said
Tommy Podd. “Don’t hurt the poor little
beast, of course:. We'll pull his leg, and stuff
him up—— Hallo! Here he is!”

The train had stopped, and among the pas-
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sengers who alighted from . it was a: lad in
Etons. He was the only boy there, so there
was no doubt that he was-the new fellow for
Rookwood. - S A

The * three Tommies
astonishment.

He was not quite like their expectations.

They had expected to sce a small, quiet,
somewhat sheepish fellow, somewhat nervous
in his ways—in fact, an ordinary new kid.

The newcomer was nothing at all like that.

In the first place, he was older than the
Fourth-Formers, and considerably bigger. He
was as biz as any fellow in the Shell at
Rookwood. - He was powerfully-built, with a
breadth of chest and shoulder remarkable for

stared at him in

his age. His face was rugged,-and curiously
like that of a bulldeg in expression. His
jaw was square, and his look very decter-
mined.

The three Tommies exchanged a queer
glance. -

The new hoy did not look like a fellow who
could be ragged, stuffed up, and have his leg
pulled with impunity.

“H'm!"” remarked Tommy Cook. “That
isn’t quite the merchant I expected to see.
He's too old for the Fourth, I should say.”

“Must be the chap!™ said Tommy Dodd.
“I heard Bootles say he was coming by this
train, and he's the only kid here!”

-“Doeésn’t look an easy customer# mur-
mured Doyle. “Faith, he looks like a young
prizefighter, if you ask me!”

“Hallo! He’s coming to speak to us!”

The three Tommies had intended to intro-
duce themselves. But they were staring at
the newcomer instead. The new arrival came
across the platform, teturning their stare
with interest, and addressed them.

“You fellows belong to Rookwood?” he
asked.

“Yes. Are you Higgs?”

“Yes; I'm Higgs. 1'm going into the
Fourth, One of you kids can carry this bag.”

“Wha-at!”

“Deaf?” asked Higgs unpleasantly.

“Carry your bag!” ejaculated Tommy Dodd,
his breath quite taken away. “Are you going
into the Sixth, by any chance?”

“Eh? No!”

“And you're not a new headmaster, or any-
thing of that kind?”

“Of course not!”

“Then you can carry your bag yourself,”
said Tommy Dodd, “and you can be thankful
that I don’t bash it over your silly cocoa-
nut!"

The - new junior stared at him for a
moment, then burst inte a roar.

“Ha, ha, ha!'”

“We came here to—to meet you!”

claimed Dodd angrily. “We thought we'd
put you through your paces to begin with.
1 think we can’t do better than take some of
the cheek out of you to start with, Higgs!
Collar him, you chaps! We'll teach him to
cackle at us!”

“Bump the cheeky baste!” said Doyle.
“We might give him the frogmarch to Rook-
wood afterwards. It would do him good}”

“Hear, hear!” said Cook. “Now, all to-
gethér, and bump him hard!”

The three Tommies collared the new junior
without ceremony.

They had intended to rag lim gently, and
“pull his leg.” and generally extract a little
harmless and necessary amusement from him.
But the new boy’s manner had chianged all

that. They felt that sterner measures were
required, and they were prepared to take
them.

But there was a surprisc in store for T:)mmy
Dodd & Co.

As they seized the new junior he ceased
taughing, dropped his bag, and hit out.
Tommy Dodd felt as if a mule had kicked
him on the chin, and he went over on his
back with a yell. :

Then Cook and Doyle, muech to their
astenishment, found themselves grasped by
their collars.

They were swung to and fro helplessly. and
then their heads came together with a re-
sounding concussion,

Crack!

“Oh! Ah! Ow!” gasped Cook. =

“Tare an’ ounds! Yarooh!” yelled Doyle.

Crack!

Tommy Dodd sat up. His chin felt as if it
wasn't there, and he put both hands to it,
and blinked, .

It scemed like a dream to Tommy Dodd.
He was sitting on the platform, knocked out,
and the new fellow was grasping Cook and
Doyle, and knocking their heads together!
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- For Quality and Quantity:—

- The three Tommies were three of the most
redoubtable fighting-men in the Fourth Form
at . Rookwood. And the new fellow was
handling them as if they were infants in the
Second Form.

“Oh, holy smoke!” gasped Tommy Dodd.
“This is a giddy nightmare! Oh, my chin!
Oh crikey!”

“Yaroooh!

“Howly
Doyle.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

With a swing of his remarkably muscular
arms, the new junior sent the two Moderns
spinning. They reeled across Tommy Dodd,
and sat down on the platform. - The new
boy grinned down at them.

AWant any more?” he asked.

“Ow 1P

“Yow!”

“Wow !

_“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Higgs. “There's a
iot' more where that came from. Ha, ha,
ha 1

He picked up his bag and walked away,
to look after his box.

The three Tommies sat up. -They blinked
at one another in'a very uncertain way.

“We—we came here to rag that chap!”
gasped Tommy Dodd. “Oh, my hat! It—it
looks to me as if we've woke up the wrong

assenger.”

“He’s a blessed prizefighter in disguise!”
groaned Cook. “Oh, my napper!”

“Thank goodness he’s going on the Classical
side!” mumbled Doyle. “Sure, they're wel-
come to him!”

“Oh, my chin!”

“Wow! My napper!”

“Oh dear!”

The three Tommies picked themselves up,
and limped out of the station. They had
come there to rag the new Classical. But
they kindly decided to let him get to Rook-
wood unragged. They really did not feel
equal to any more ragging that afternoon.

Leggo!” roared Cook

Moses!- Hands oft!’ shrieked

Tommy

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Looking for Trouble.
[{3 ERE they zre!”
I I They met the three Tommies
as the Jatter came out of the
station. And they lined up in the path of
Tommy Dodd gave them a feeble grin.
“Pax!” he exclaimed.
“Pax, ye spalpeens!” mumbled Doyle.
“Pax, be blowed!. We're on the war-
path! What have you done with the new
kid? We’'ve come to look after him!”
Tommy Cook. “He doesn’t want looking
after. He can look after himself!”
“What has he done with _us, you mean?”
from me head to me feet!”
“Look at my chin!” mumbled
Dodd.
“He’s handled you?” exclaimed Lovell.
“Ye-e-g!”
“And you let him?” howled Raby.
“But—hut the three of you!” exclaimed
Jimmy Silver. “What the merry thunder
is the new merchant like, then?”
I'll lick him to-morrow,”” said Doyle. “But
‘nuft’s as good as a feast for one atternoon!”
“Well, my hat!”

The Fistical Four had arrived.

the Moderns, with war-like looks.

Jimmy Silver shook his head.

“You needn’t have troubled!” growled
groaned Doyle. “Suré I'm bumps and lumps

The Fistical Four looked astonished.

“We—we couldn’t help it!”

“He's loike a blessed prizefoighter, bedad!

The three Tommies went on their weary

way, the Classicals gazing after them in
amazement.
“Well, this beats the band!? exclaimed

Jimamy Silver. “The new kid must be rather
a prize-packet. Doesn’t seem to need much
looking after. I suppose that’s  the
merchant !

Higgs had come out of the station, after
giving -directions about his box. He had his
bag in his hand. and was looking round him.
The Rookwood fellows looked at him with
interest. The fellow who had handled the
three Tommics single-handed was an object
of great interest to them.

“Looks like a blessed mixture of bull and
bulldog,” commented Newcome. “He
wouldn 't handle us so easily, though!™

“No jolly fear!”

“Well, we’'d better gpeak to him,” said
Jimmy. “I can't say I like his looks very
much, but we came here to be civil. After
ali, it's one up for our side, a Classical
handling the Modern bounders like that!”

quieter place, and I'll give you a chance!

The Fisticai Xour. approached the new
junior, who stared at them. ;

“New chap for Rookwood?” asked Jimmy
Silver. :

Higgs nodded. -

“You're Higgs?”?

“Yes—Alfred Higgs.” :

“Glad to meet you, Alfred Higgs,” said
Jimmy Silver affably. “ We came to see that
those Modern bounders didn’t bother you:
We're Classicals.”

Higgs grinned.

“Thanks; but I can Jook after myseli.
They won't handle me again in a hurry, I
expect. I dare say I could lick any fellow
at Rookwood !*- = : s

“Oh, could you?” said Lovell, nettled.

Higgs stared at him.

“Yes. - F'rinstance, I could lick you!"
“Why, you cheeky worm——"" began Lovell
hotly. 3

“Shush!” said Jimmy Silver. “We didn't
come here to rag. Higgs, my pippin’, you've
got a good deal to learn, I think. I suppose
you haven't come to Rookwood-to start row-
ing with everybody you meet?”

“Oh, I don’t mind!” said Higgs. “If I
ldcgjx"t get on with a chap I give him my
oft 1"

“Your—your what?”

“My left,” said Higgs—“like that!”

His left shot out suddenly, crashed ou
Jimmy Silver’s chest, and sent him spinning
along the pavement. The captain of the
Fourth sat down violently. Higgs burst
into a roar. :

* Ha, ha, -ha!”

Jimmy Silver was up in a twinkling.

“You silly ass!” he shouted, “What do
you mean by bowling me over like that? I've
a jolly good mind to mop up the ground
with you!”

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Higgs. “I'd knock
you across the street as soon as look at you!”

“Then you can jolly well try it!” exclaimed
Jimmy, blazing out. “Come along to a i.vi‘g

“I'm your man!>

Jimmy Silver led the way. As a matter of
fact, even the redoubtable Jimmy had his
doubts about being able to lick the new
junior. But the chief of the Fistical Four,
the champion fighting-man of the Lower
School at Rookwood, was bound to think of
his prestige. -~ He was going to lick this
bullying “bounder,” or else be licked by
him.

They passed out of the old High Street of
Coombe, and stopped in the lane that ied to
Rookwood.

“This will do!™ said Jimmy, stopping on a
grassy pateh by the wayside, under the trees.

Higgs threw down his bag.

“Go ahead!” he said carelessly.

“I'll tell you what I think of you first!"
said Jimmy. “You're a rotten, snarling,
qum;rclsomc cad and bounder! Now, come
on!’

Jimny threw his hat and jacket on the
ground, and stood up to his enemy. Higes
was half a head taller, much broader and
longer in the reach, and it could be seen
that he was a mass of musele. If he knew
anything about boxing, it looked as if Jimmy
had little chance.

But Jimmy was hard as nails, and in per-
fect condition, and he was a boxer of
renown in the Fourth Form at Rookwood.
And his pluck was unlimited.

“Fair play, you know!” said Higgs, looking
round. :

“Do you think we won't give you fair play,
you rotter?” snorted Lovell.

“I'lL lick you all, one after another, if yon
like,” said Higgs. “For the matter of that,
1'll take you two together, if you like!”
P“],h, shut up, you swanking cad!” growled

laby.

“Ready?” said Jimmy Silver grimly.

*“Oh, come on!”

Jimmy Silver came on, and the next
moment they were fighting hammer-and-
tongs.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
A Fight to a Finish.
OVELL and Raby and Newcome looked
on anxiously.
They would cach have given a
term’s pocket-money to see Jimmy

L

Silver knock out this bullying, swanking
newcomer. 2
But, great as was their faith in their
redoubtable leader, they could not hilp

having their doubts. They could not help
acknowledging that even Jimmy Silver looked
as if he had met his match at last.
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Cook and Doyle, much fo their astonishment, found themselves grasped by their collars.
fro he!plessly by the new boy, and then then- heads came together with a resounding concuss:on.

“Ohf Ah! Ow !’ (See page 14.)

They were swung to and
Crack !

And their doubts were soon justified.

If Higgs had had only his strength and
weight to depend upon, “the captain of the
Fourth could have heaten him by science.
But Alred Higgs quickly showed thut he
kitew Qomethmg of hoxing as well.

Jimmy's attack was hard zmd fast, and his
biows came home on Higgs® rugged face with
cffeet; but the new jumior did not seem to
mind his punishonent. He drove home heavy
Liows in return, and he had a way of using
big' left that was a new thing in Jimmy
Silver's experience, varied as that was.

That heavy left came on Jimmy Silver’s
ehin before the contest had Jasted two
minutes, and the captaih of the Fourth went

him.
kled.
v tooth in his
rred by that

grinped down at
“Had enouuh ** “he cht

Jimmy Silver panted.
head seemed to have
terrific driv

“I'll show you whet?
he gasped.

Lovell ran to help him up. but Jimmy did
not need assistance. He hounded {o his feet,
and rushed on ag:

He was very
t)‘»at.

v I've had enough!”

of Higgs' left after
teeth and his
ltdmln,ﬂ'
.(tren"th
And the Co.
satisfaction
eyes sent Hi
The hurlv
ing in the g
Eurrani”

_were
Jimmy

set,
ny put inte tha
and skill he was vo

_eyes were
fight all the

gave a chirrup of joy and

.ﬁ a drive between the
s spinning into the road.

nior crashed down, fairly roll-

and gasping.

“Good old
Burly

apd
ana

| this time!

powerful as he was, that hlow told on him.
He blinked rather uncertainly at Jimmy for
a moment or twa.
Then he came on 'like a bull.
His rugged face crimson

was now with

anger and exertion, znd he put all khis
“heef ” into it.
Jimmy Silver fought hard, but he was

driven back by a rain of blows. His guard
seemed helpless against the Iovce of the
driving, and blow after blow came honie on
his face and chest. =
Down went Jimmy again with a bump.
_This time he was not in such a hursy to
rise.
He lay gasping, almost exhausted by
own efforts, and tlie hammering
ived.

his
he had

He was not
Silver, though

glared down at him.
now. Jimmy

L1 lﬂlll!l“‘
Aphanntl'v not a match for his hmly auta"(»
nist, was a hard nut to crack, and Higgs had
paid dearly for his success, so far.

had

enoug:

Well, have you growled
y panted for breath.

“ Waib a tick, and I'll come on!” he said.
“The next time I tackle you we'll have
rounds.”

won't he an
I'm going to m;

next time!” said
you sick of it
Get up, or I'll stir you with my

hoot !

Lovell & Co. made a movement forward,
their faces grim and savage. But Jlmmy
Silver scrambled up, and waved them back.

“I'm ready!” he said bctween his teeth.

And they cloged again, hammer-and-tongs.

Loml and Raby and Newcome looked on
with bitter feelings. The new fellow, bully

- ment.

2s bhe was, was entitied to fair play, and
tbe) could not interfere.

But it was bitter to them to sce their
leader being knoeked out before their eyes hy
a brutal and ungenerous opponent.

Jimmy Silver stood up gamely to his
enemy, giving as well as receiving punish-
But it was only too clear now that
he was outelassed.

Again he went down,
lett, and this time he
get on his feet.

“I faney that's the finish!’* grinned que
Jimmy made another etmrt to rise, but
rolled on his side. Both his eyes were ¢l
his nose was streaming red, and his
was cut and bruised. - He was aching in

every limb, und his strength was gane.

under Higgs® terrific
struggled in vain to

“I'm done!” he ﬂ"cped SF= Pive - you
best'

“I theught you weuld,”” said Higgs "mm\
“Any of you 1ell)\\5 \mub a tuin??

He {:lared at the Co.
“No,” said Lovell quietly.
and that means th:

“You've li
yeu eounld 1

any dup in the Fourth or the Shell. Now
you can glear off 17

“One of you pick up that bhag!”

“Whati??

“And carry it to Rockwoed for me,” gaid

ly hat!” said Raby.

‘Are you off your IOC'\E"
voice trembling mm ragi
you can fag us?”’

“You're going to carry my bag” said
Higgs, in a hullying tone: “and sharp's the
word !”?

Jimmy Silver strove to rige
he 'seemed glued to the g 1
much as he could do to supp
Tae PENNY Popt

* said Lovell,
"]Jo you th

again, but

]t\vk
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Lovell & Co. exchanged glances. Lovell
sointed up the road to the school.

“You've been given best, Higgs,” he said
very - guietly.  “That's enough. Now, the
best ‘thing you can do is to clear off!”

“Take up that bag!”

“I give you one minute to- clear off, bag
and all,’* said Lovell. “If you're not gone
then, we'll rag you till you can't crawl,
a2nd be glad of the chance!””

“1 give you one minute to take up that
bag,”” said Higgs; “and if you've not started
by then, I'll mop up the road with the lot
of you!”

“Then here goes!”

The three rushed at the new junior, and’

collared him.

Higgs hit out furiously. and Raby dropped
i1 the grass as if he had been shot.

But Lovell and Newcome swept the new
junior oft his feet, and he came down on
ithe ground with a crash.

aby was up in a second, his grasp on
the new bhoy. <

“Bump him!’* shouted Lovell. *
Bump—hump—bump!

Higgs roared as he came into violent con-
tact with the hard road.

e struggled furiously; but, powerful as
he was, he could not quite deal with tne
three, though he gave them a tussle.

Bump—bump—hump !

“Now will you get off
Lovell, panting.

“I'll smash you!”

Bump—bump-—bump—bump!

“Yow-ow!” roarcd Higgs.
Tilgo!? s

The trio released him, leaving him sprawl-
ing in ‘the dusty road. Higgs' face was
crimson with rage as he struggled up.

“T'11 lick you all for that!” he gasped.

“Do you want some more?’’ asked Lovell.
“f1 you're not gone before I count three,
we'll shove you in the diteh!”

“Shove him in, anyway!” said Newcome.

Higgs picked up the bag, and started for
Rookwood. He paused only a moment to
shake a big fist at the chums of the Fourth,
and tramped away.

Lovell drew a deep breath.

“0f all the ‘unspeakable rotters!” he
muttered. “The frabjous beast thinks he
can bully ys—us!” :

“Lend me a hand,” mumbled Jimmy Silver.
“Poor old Jimmy!”

The three raised him up.
heavily on Lovell’s sheulder.
spent.

“You put up a jolly good fight, Jimmy,”
said Raby comfortingly.

Jimmy Silver grinned a twisted grin.

“1 did my best,” he said. “I'll go into
_training, and tackle him again as soon as
1 can. The thing can't stop here. We shall
have a merry time in the Fourth until some-
body has licked that beast!”

“J—1 say, you do look a picture!” said
Lovell, in dismay. “There’'ll be a row abouv
this, Jimmy. Bootles will spot your chivvy
at once!”

“Can't be helped!”

“Come and bathe it in the pond.”

Tor the next quarter of an hour Jimmy and
his chums were busy removing the marks of
combat, as far as they could.

Cut they bad little success.

Both Jimmy’s eyes were darkening rapidly,
and his nose was swollen and crimson, and
there were half a dozen blue bruises on his
face. ..

“The chap’s a giddy prizefighter!” said
Newcome. “It was jolly plucky to stand up
to him, Jimmy; but—-"

“I'm not sorry I did it. Better luck next
time!" caid Jimmy, with determined cheer-
tulness.

The Fistical Four took their walk slowly to
Rookwood in a grim humour. - The defeat was
bitter enough. And they had the future to
think of.

The Fistical Four had been cock of the
walk in the Classical Fourth, though they
had never dreamed of using their fistical
prowess for swanking or bullying. They had
fallen from their high estate now.

Bitterest of all was the knowledge that
they had not been beaten by a fellow like
themselves, who knew how to play the game.

Higgs was evidently determined to use his
personal prowess in a way the Classical chums
would never have dreamed of—for bullying,
overpoaring. and hectoring—and they did not
quite see how he was to be stopped.
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quictly?”’ asked

“Leave off!

Jimmy leaned
He was utterly

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.

Higgs of the Fourth.

11 REAT Scott!” e
“What's the matter, Jimmy?”
“Had an accident?”

; The Classical juniors stared at
Jimmy as he came in. Jimmy’s face burped
under his bruises. He never thionght of try-
ing to conceal his defeat, if it had been
possible ; but this was not pleasant.

“What on earth's happened, old chap?”
asked Dick Oswald, with real concern. “Been
scrapping with a bargee?”

“Or wrestlin’ with a motor-car?” grinned
Townsend, the dandy of the Fourth.

“By gad, that face is a thing of beauty
and a joy for ever!” simpered Adolphus
Smythe of the Shell.

“I've been in a fight, and TI've
licked!” growled Jimmy. “That's all!”

“We could guess that!” chuckled Topham.
“By gad! The great one-and-only has been
licked at last!”

“Shut up, you cad!” growled Lovell.

“Licked!” exclaimed Oswald. “But—but
who did it. Jimmy? Not one of the Bagshot
chaps, surely?”

“No; a new fellow here.”

“Oh,. my hat! - That chap
study?” exclaimed Rawson.

“Chap named Higgs.”

“You must have been off yer form intoirely,”
said Flynn. “But phwat did ye quarrel wid
zl; new kid for, Jimmy? ’Twasn’t polite, me

oy !”

“1 didn't quarrel with him—he quarrelled
with me,” said Jimmy. -

“The baste! - I'll look for him and give
{Iim'a tanning when Bootles is done with
1im !

“Better not,” said Jimmy, with a faint
grin.

“Look out, here's Bootles!”

Mr. Bootles’ study-door opened, and Higgs
came out. The Fourth Form master glanced
out into the passage.

Jimmy was hurrying for the stairs, anxious
to get his face out of sight; but Mr. Bootles
saw it.

“Silver!” he rapped out.

“Ye-e-es, sir!” stammered Jimmy.

“Come here!”

Jimmy Silver reluctantly .went up. Mr.
Bootles scanned his face with horror and
indignation. Higgs looked on with a grin.
Higgs' face showed signs of combat, but not
nearly so noticeably as Jimmy's.

“You have been fighting, Silver?” said Mr.
Bootles sternly.

“ Yes, sir.”

“Without gloves, I presume, to judge by
the state of your face?”

“Ye-¢-es, sir.”

* “You have done wrong, Silver, and you are
well aware of it!” said Mr. Bootles severely.
“You are in a disgraceful state! Bless my
soul, your eyes are quite black! Is that a
proper state for a boy belonging to a
respectable school, Silver?”

“Nunno, sir.”

“You will he a disgraceful sight for a
week or moré. 1 am inexpressibly shocked,
Silver!”

“I—I'm sorry, sir!”

“As you apparently spend your half-holiday
in disgracing your school, Silver, you will be
detained for the next two half-holidays!” said
Mr. Bootles angrily. “I am ashamed of you!
You may go!?

“Yes, sir,” groaned Jimmy.

His chums glared at Higgs. Higgs had
heen the aggressor, and if he had owned up
to it, Mr. Bootles would have taken a more
lenient view of thc case; but Higgs did not
speak.

Mr. Bootles went back to his study, and
the Fistical Four went upstairs. Jimmy
Silver threw himself into the armchair in the
end study. :

“Gated for two half-holidays because of
that cad!” snorted Loveil.

“Can’t be helped! Xeep 'smiling!”

“The rotter ought to havé spokenm up!”

been

in Bootles’

said Raby.
Jimmy Silver shrugged his shoulders.
“He’s ' a rotter ‘all “through,”- he said.

“Never mind! Gating docsn't matter much.
I don't feel inclined to take two black eyes
for a walk.”

“Well, that’s s0,” agreed Lovell, “Yowll
have to 1e low for a hit: “You do look a
picture, and no mistake!”+ >+ -

“Coming down to the cricket, Jimmy?”
asked Jones minor, putting his head in at
the door. Then he jumped. “Great
Kitchener! What's wrong with your face?”
“0h, clear off, and don't worry me!”

-
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But Jimmy Silver was not to be Ieft in
peace. -

He had to pay the penalty of being a
Prominent personage in the Fourth Form at
Rookwood.

‘The news spread like wildfire that Jimmy
Silver had heen licked, and fellows came
from far and near to look at him, and pass
remarks. i

His friends were quite concerned; but thera
were a good many fellows who were dis-
tinctly pleased.
s 8mythe & Co.,
joiced. >

Their old enemy was down at last, and
that was a cause of great rejoicing among
the Nuts. Townsend and Topham and Peels
came in to sympathise sarcastically, till
Lovell caught up a ericket-stump and drove
them out.

_Towny and lhis friends dodged the stump,
nng went chuckling down the passage

“This is a giddy stroke of luck—what!”
chortled Towny. “Jimmy Silver's down off
his perch at last. He won't bhe quite so
ready to chip in and worry a chap now
when he’s havin’ a smoke or a game of
banker. But, I say, that new chap must be
a holy terror if he can handle Jimmy Silver

like that!”
“Better pal with him!" said Topham
“I don’t want a face like Jimmy

the Nuts of Rookwood, re-

sagely.
Silver’s !”
“Must be a regular prizefichter,” said
Peele. “Let’s ask him to tea in the study,
and butter him up a bit.” :

“Good! May be able to set him right
against the end study, and keep those
cheeky rotters in their place for good !*

chuckled Towny.
And the checry Nuts looked for Hizes.
They soon found him. =
Higgs had come up to the Fourth Form
passage, the recipient of a good many
curious glances. Flynn had looked at him’,
and decided not to give him the tanning he
had mentioned. Higgs swaggered along the
passage, quite conscious of the sensation he
had made. There was none of the sheepish-
ness of a new boy about Master Higgs.
“Hallo!” said Townsend, with great affa-
bility. ~ “I've been lookin’ for a chance to
speak to you, Higgs. Glad to see. you here!”
“Jolly glad!” chimed in Topham. *How
do you do, dear hoy?”

“Got your study yvet?" asked Peele.
Higgs shook his head.
“No; I'm looking for one. Which is tha
best study in the Fourth?”

“Oh, the end study!” said Peele:

:g{;e'n that’s going to be mine!”

The Nuts were a little taken aback.. They
wanted to get on the bhest of terms with
the terrible new junior; but his insolence had
the effect of putting their backs up - in spite
of themselves. But they had no intention
of quarrelling with him, it he put their backs
up to any extent.

“Been to school before?” asked Peele.

“Of course I have! I was at St. Wode's
before I came here.”

“Oh, you know all the ropes, then?”

. “Of course I do! You won't find any green
in my eye!” said Higgs. “I did what I liked
in the Fourth at St. Wode’s. I'm going to
do the same here!”

“Oh:t” .

“Got anything to say against 1t?” asked
Higgs truculently.

Peele changed his mind about asking the
new junior to share his study. Higgs was no
likely to be a pleasant study-mate.

“Where's that study you were speaking
of?” asked Higgs. “The Form-master told
me he would find me a study, but he said {
could go into any of them if the fellows there
asked me to—I asked him that, you see. The
chaps - in the best study are going to ask
me—see?” e

-And Higgs grinned at his own astuteness.

“The chaps in the end study won’t,” suid
Townsend - . ; T

*Won’t they? We'll sec about that! Whe
are they?” :

“The chap you licked, and his pals.”

‘Higgs chuckled. -

“Ihdon’t suppose--that ehap wants -anv
more,”, he remarked. “I’ll look at the study,
and deeide whether I want it. That'll sattle
the point.” RE3 : :

“Well, there it i3,” said Townsend.

Higgs strode along the passage to the end
study. Townsend & Co. grinned at ons
another, and followed him. There was more
trouble for Jimmy Silver, snd that was a
prospect at which the Nuts of Rookweod
rejoiced
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THE SIXTH CHAPTER.

A Warm Recepticn.
RASH!

e The door of the end study flew
open, propelled by Alfred Higgs’
heavy boot.

Jimmy Silver & Co. were sitting down to
tea. Jimmy did not feel equal to any crieket
after his terrific combat with the new
junior,

The Fistical Four started
flew violently open. Higgs
strode  in.

Outside, Townsend & Co. watched, grin-
ning, and & good wmany more fellows gathered
to watch. There was much curiosity in the
Féurth as to how the captain of the Form
wonld deal with the truculent intruder.

The Fistical Four fixed their eyes upon
Biggs with a deadly glare.

“Is that hew you usually come into a
study, you pig?” asked Lovell, in a sulphurous

tone.

Higgs did not reply. He leoked reund the
study, scanning it, and evidently caleulat-
ing upon the advantages it offered.

The end study was certainly the best room
in the passage. It .was larger than the
others, and had two windows. one of which
commanded a view of the playing-fields.

Higgs nodded with satisfaction.

“This will suit me,” he said.

“Do you mean to say that Bootles has sent
you here?” execlaimed Raby. *“Why, he can't!
We're four. and there’s never more than
four to a study! . :

’s only two in Pecie’s sfudy,” =aid
Newcome. *You'd better go along and dig
with Peele, Higgs!”

“Bocties hasn’t sent me lhere,” said Higgs

up as the door
of the Fourth

coolly. “I've come on my own. I can go
into any study where the fellows ask for

me to came!”

“Well, we're jolly well not likely to ask
you!" growled Lovell
jolly fear?”

“Clear out!”

“1 take it for graanted you ask me!”
said Higgs. *“That's near encugh for Baotles.
But we can’t have five in a study; there's
no roam !’

—

Exactly! So you ecan clear cut!™ ;
i ee in a study is guite epough,” said
Eiggs. 'wo' of you fellows will have to

clear out
“What:!?
= My hat
“*You éan suit vourselvesabeount the {wo, but
two will have to go! I can’t be crowded ont
by a gang like you ; - 3
“Look here!” bavied Levell. “Do you
think you're coming intec this study when we
don’t want-yo

“1 know 1 am!” .

“You can’t do it. Higes!” said Jimmy
Silver quietlty. I recommend you to. go
along the passage ond look for other

auarters!”
n1 staying here! ['ll have tea with you

ready! You can all stay till after
1" said Higegs magnanimously. “ After tea
two of you will have t and You can
take your traps with you
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The Fistical “Four conld .scarcely helieve
their ears. The egregious Higgs evidently re-
garded himself as monarch of all he surveyed
by right of the strong hand. But Jimmy
Silver & Co. were not éexactly the kind of
tellows to be bullied out of their study.

“You won’t have tea with us!” said Jimmy
calmly. “And you won’t stay here! Clear
off, and close the door after you, please!”

“Do you want another licking?”’

“It isn't a question of that. I'm going to
tackle you again when I feel fit. At present
I dou’t feel fit.” <

“Then you'd hetter dry up!” said Higgs.
“Fit or not, you'll get another hiding if I
have any of your cheek!”

“Are you going out of this study?” asked
Jimmy.

“No fear!” =

“Then pile in, you fellows!”

The Pistical Four piled in.

“Here, one at a_ time!”
“Two at a time, if you like!” :

The chums of the Fourth did not heed.

They grasped Higgs on all sides, and,
struggling desperately and hitting out, he
wias borne to the floor. i

Lovell held him with an arm round his
ueck, and Raby grasped his wrists and im-
prisoned them, and Newcome stocd on his
egs.

Higgs struggled in vain.

Jimmy Silver picked up the bowl
that adorned the table.

“Are you going out quietly?” he asked.

“I'll smash you!” roared Higgs, struggling
furiously.

Jimmy upended the bowl over his face.
The treacle came swamping down in a stieky

roared Higgs.

of treacle

“Oh, my hat! O, crumbs! Grooooooogh!”

“Ha, ha, ha!” came in a roar from the
passage.

Higgs' rugged, furiofis face disappeared

under a flood of treacle. Jimmy Silver calmly
rubbed it into his hair and neck.

Higgs gasped and stuttered and spluttered.

“Yurrgeb! Gurggeh! Yow-ow-ooo0g!”

¢ Haoha; ha!t

“Faith. give the spalpeen beans!”

“Rub it int

“Are you going now?” asked Jimmy Siiver,
with cheery calmness.

“Groogh!  Gerreoogh! Yah! I'll smash
you!" Z
“Obstinate beast!” said Lovell. “That

would have -satisfied anybody else. The hog
doesn't know when be's had enough!”

“Roll him over,” said Jimmy.

Higgs, struggling frantically, was rolled
over, his nose grinding into the study carpet.
ell sat on the back of his head, to an
accompaniment of horrid gurgles from Higes

Jimmy Silver wielded the shovel.

The flat part of the weapon of punishment
descended upon Higgs, who was beautifully
placed to receive it

"hack, whack, whack!

Gurgle, gurgle!

Whack, whack, whack, whack!

Jimmy Silver was putting his beef into it.

“Have you had enough now, Higgs?” he
asked, when his arm tired.

“Gug-gug-gug ”

an't speak while I'm sitting on his

SH,

head,” said Lovell. “Give him some more,
anyway.”

No, let him speak. I'm tired.”

“Ha, ha, hal"

Lovell removed himself from Higgs' head,
arasping his ears. He turned Higgs' erimson
and dusty face up into view.

“Are you going quietly now, Higgs, or do
yeu want some more?” asked Jimmy Silver.

“Wow, wow, wow! I'll go!” stuttered
Higgs.

“Good! Kick him out!” said Jimmy.

Higgs was dragged to his feet and whirled
to the door. Four boots were planted hehind
him at the same moment, and he fairly flew
into the passage. - The juniors erowded back
to give him roem to-fall, and he went to
the fioor with a-crash. = 2

“You can come b when you want some
more,” said Jimmy Silver, as he closed the
door of -the study. -

Alfred Higgs did not come back. Truculent
as he was, he had bad enough, and he did

not come. back for more,
J Fourth  Form dormitory that night.
His head was aching, and he had half

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER,
Drastic Measures.

IMMY SILVER ‘was feeling decidedly

“groggy ” when he came into the

a dozen aches all over ‘him. His eyes were

- Your hat!

JF

a beautiful black by this time, and his nose.
looked twice its natural size. The Fourth-
Formers could not help grinning when they
looked at him. Even his ewn chums smiled.
Jimmy did not feel like smiling himself,

Higgs of the Fourth came into the
dormitory with a swagger. Apparently he

had quite recovered from his rongh handling
in the end study. »

. The other fellows had not tackled Higgs
in the manner of the Fistical Four, Higgs
had decided on Peele’s study, after all, and
Peele and Gower, to whom it belonged, had
not ventured to say him nay. Peecle & Co.
bad been willing, in fact, to pal with the
newcomer, and to rejoice in his success if
he downed Jimmy Silver & Co. But Higgs
was not an agreeable fellow to pal with,
He was ready to receive the friendly advances
of the Nuts, and tolerate them, but nothing
could prevent him irom bullying and over-

bearing.

He hurst into a laugh as he looked at
Jimmy Silver’s disfigured face, Jimmy's ears
hurned, but he took no notice. Jimmy conld
have taken a licking as cheerily as he would
have given one—from a decent fellow. But
to be crowed over was not pleasant, and to

-be bullied was not to be thought of.

“Well. you'll be a beauty for a week or
th), You cheeky cad!” remarked Hid
“Youw'll know bhetter next time—what!”

“Next time Il try to lick you,” said
Jimmy.

“Ha, Ha, ha!®

“Oh, shut up, you swanking retter!”
growled Rawsou. * Yarooh!”

-A back-hander from Higgs sent Rawson
spinning. He rolled over a hed with a roar.
“Got any mere to say?’ asked Higes,

nieg at bim.
wawsen was up in a flash, and rushing at
him.

He knew -that he had ne chance, but that
made no difference. He attacked hotly, and
Higgs received a biow fairly ou the nose; but
poor Rawson went te the floor the next
roment. He lay quite dazed.

P You get!” grinned Higgs “You
Lraven't had enough yet !” 3 oy
“Let him alone!™ said Jimmy  Silver, as

the bully stirred Rawson with his heot—-not
too gently.

Higgs glared round.

“Do yeu want some more?” he demanded.

Bulkeley of the Sixth came into the
dormitory to see lights ent. Rawson was
staggering up.

The captain of Reokwood frewned.

“Hallo, fighting in the dormitory!” he.
exclaimed. A hundred lines to cach! Now
get into bed.”

Rawson went to bed without @ word. Higgs

gave the Reokweed ‘captain a rather
truculent look.
“Do you hear me? d Bulkeley quietly,

“All right,” said Hig

And he turned in.

Lights were put out, aund the captain of
Rookwood lett the dormitory. His footsteps
bad searcely died away when Higgs was out
of bed again.

“TUp with yeu. Rawson,
name!” he ealled out.

Rawson did not reply.

“Do you hear me?”

“I'm pot getting up,”

“You jolly well are!” said Higgs, with a
chuckle. I haven’t half licked you yet. Yeu
called me a retter!”

“You are a rotter!"ssaid Rawson.

There was a bump on the floor. Rawson,
bedelothes and all, landed out of bed in
Higgs’ powerful grasp.

A match glimmered out.

“Anybody got a candle?” asked Higgs. as
Rawson struggled in his tangled bedclothes.
“Now, then, buck up, some of you!”

Tubby Muflin squirmed out of bed as
Higgs’ eye rested om him, and brought a
candle-end. - Higgs lighted it., and stuck it
on a washstand. Rawsen was on his feet

if that's your

said Rawson quietly.

now, his eyes gleaming.

“You can all 'sit up and watch,” said
Higgs. “Now, my pippin, you're going
through it!”

Jimmy Silver sat up in bed. &

“Go back to bed. Rawson,” be said very
quietly. “You can’t stand up to that fellow.
Higgs, if you touch Rawson, you're bhooked
for trouble.”

Higgs ehuc .

“I'll show You how I used to rum things
in the Fourth at- 8t. Wode’s!” he said. “I
used to make 'em toe the line, you can het
This ehap has called me a rotter.
I'm going te lay inte him with a slipper. Get
across that bed. Raweon!”

THE PEXNY PoPULAR.—No. 76,
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Higgs picked up a slippsr.

Rawson’s reply was a rush at him. Thsy
closed, and Rawson went across the bed with
a crash, and then the slipper rose ang fell,

Jimmy Silver wag ou} of bed with a bound.

“BaC". up, Fourth!” he shouted.

The juniors hardly needed the bidding.

Whatever Higgs had done in the Fourth
l‘orm at St. Wode’s, he was not likely to

“run things” quite as he wished in the
Fourth Form at Rookwood, so long as Jimmy
Silver & Co. were members of that Form.

Jimmy was upon him with a spring.

The bully of the Fourth turned and
grappled with him. Lovell and Raby and
Newcome collared him at the same moment.
Ilynn and Oswald and Gower fastened on
him, and he went down with a crash, with
the juniors sprawling over him.

“Pin him!” gasped Jimmy.

Higgs struggled furiously.

“Leggo!” he gasped. “I'll lick any chap
h»re—any two of you—three, if you llke ik

‘This isn't a fight—this is a ragging,” said
Jimmy Silver coolly “Lay him face down
on the bed.”

Higgs crashed on the bed.

“Give me that slipper, Jones.”

Jones minor grinned and handed over the
slipper.

Then Jimmy repeated the performance of
the fire-shovel in the end study, but con-
siderably barder: and as Higgs was protected
only by his pyjamas, his sufferings were con-
sxdemblv greater.

With half a dozen angry fellows pinning him
down on the bed, he struggled and wriggled
in vain, while the slipper rose and fell.

¥or a few minutes he bore it with gritted
teeth, and then his yells rang out.

“Youll have the prefecﬁs here,”
Townsend.

“Shove his jaws into a pillow.”

““Ha:-ha, ha!!”

Muffled yells came from the pillow that was
Hmde over Higgs’ extensive mouth. Jimmy

Silver lashed with the slipper till his arm
ached

Then he tossed lt ~aside.

“Let him get up!

Higgs squirmed oft the bed, breathless with
pain and fury. He choked, unable to find

said

his voice for the moment.

STRIKING A BARGAIN.
English visitor to a famous Scottish

The
zolfing resort was in high glee. He had
managed to secure the services of a caddy
who knew the game thoroughly. -

“Now, Donald,” he said, as they started off
on the first morning, “I expect to get some
good tips from you, my man.” :

Donald settled the bag more easily on his
shoulder, and eyed his’ patron.

“An’ 1,” he replied calmly, “expect the like
frae you! 17

PROVING HIS GQREATNESS.
“See that man over there?” whispered the
‘native of the place to a visitor he was show-
mfv round. “He's one of the greatest poets
in the country.” ¢

“Is he?” replied the surprised stranger

“Bat I've never seen anything of his in
_print.”

“No;that’swhere he’s great. He is always so
anxious to keep everybody else happy that he
burns all his poems as soon as they are
written.”

A MATCH FOR HER.

A certain suburban theatre was very full
when a young man came into the pit.
Presently he stopped heside a somewhat stout
lady who was trying to occupy enough room
for two.

“Is this seat engaged?” he asked politely.

The stout woman looked up angrily.

“Yes, it is!” she spapped. “I'm keeping it
for a gentleman!”

“That’s me, rigcht enough ! smiled the witty
youth, as he slid into the seat “but how did
you know I was coming ¥ :

DUE TO HARD WORK.
At last the house painter had finished, and
the place shone fresh and clean in new paint.
“Could you find time to scrape ¢ff the paint
Tye PENNY POPULAR.—No0. 76,
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“That's & beginning,” said Jimmy Siiver
quietly. “You're a rotten bully, Higgs. xou
con lick any chap in the rourth and that’
admitted. But you won’t be allowed to bully
any chap in the Fourth—that's a dead cer!
Bullying isn't allowed fn the Fourth Form
at Rookwood?"

“IHN—I"]l

“Are you gamg to bed quietly?”

“I'm going to smash you!” roared Higgs,
and be made a furicus rush at Jimmy Sitver.

“Collar him!”

“Down him !”

And the Fourth-Formers closed on Higgs
again. He was hitting out savagely, and two
or three juniors rolled on the floor. But he

went down.

“Put him on the bed, spread-eagled, and
hold him there, face up this time,” said
Jimmy Silver. * Whacking’s no geod for the
brute. He’s going to qta\ qmetl_y in bed.”

“I won’t!"” roared Higgs.

“We shall see!”

A dozen pairs of hands jammed Higgs on
his back on the bed. Jimmy Silver went
o his box and teook out a coil of cord.
{e cut off four lengths with his penknife,
the other fellows watching him curiously.

With cheerful coolness, Jimmy Silver
knotted a cord round Higgs’ ankles and
wrists, and tied them to the bedposts.

Then he was released. He wriggled con-
vulsively in his bonds. But Jimmy had done
his work well, and he had no chance of
getting loose.

“Bed!” said Jimmy.

“You’re going to leave him like that?”
chortled Lovell.

25¥65; 22

< Ha, ha:=hate

The juniors turned in, and Jimmy Silver

blew out the candle, and followed their
example. Higgs wriggled and gasped on his
bed. Jimmy had thrown the bedclothes

over him. But he was far from comfortable.

“Come and let me loose!” hissed Higgs
sulphurously.
“You're staying like that till morning,”

said Jimmy ecalmly. *“That's the only way
to keep you quiet.”’

“Till morning!’” yelled Higgs. “Do you
think I can sleep like this, you idiot?**

“I don't care twopence whether you can
s]eep or not!”

from thL wmdow-pmes"" asked the mistress
of the house.

“Certainly, ma'am,
coin,” was the reply.

Having nothing less than half-a-crown, the
mistress lent that. Half an hour later the
man returned her a worn and thin sixpenny-
piece.

“But—er—l—er—— Wasn't it half-a-crown
I gave you?” stammered the lady.

“It was,’ said the man, with emphasis;
“but it’s worn down a bit!”

if you could lend me a

A BIT OF A FEAT.

The squire of the village had presented the
local “Terriers” with instruments for a full
band, and they were diligently rehearsing
some pieces to play on the village green.

The practice was taking place in a large
barn, and the bandmaster was so pleased
with their efforts that he suggested that he
should go outside and listen while they played
again.

On his return to the barn one of the bands-
men asked:

“How did it sound, Jack?”

“Fine!” replied the master enthusiastically.
“All of you put your instruments down and
go outside and listen!”

DOING HIS BEST.

“Silence!” roared the judge to a small and
terrified man who stood with the end of his
nose resting on the ‘rail of the dock. “I will.
not have the proceedings of this court econ-
tinually interrupted. ~For the last half-hour
you have persistently wasted my.time and
the time of ghese gentlemen. Do you under- .|
stand me? You are wasting the time of the
court! . Let me have no -more of it ! .+

“And how can I help wasting your time?”
squeaked the little man.
I have no lawyer to do it for me?

5 TRACES OILITERA'FED.

Into Mr. Toddles’ studv manched the
detective.

“You sent for me, I understand said he
gravely, “to investigate a burglarv that was
committed here last night?”

“Of course I did! Of course—of course!”
fussed 'Mr, Toddles. : z

“Can’t you. see-that o

m“r‘n yell and wake ths houssi” splubteresd
288

Jimmy yawned.

“You can suit yourself about tha$, If
you bring a master here, he will want to
know why you're tied up., It will mean
a ‘licking for you from Bootles, and apother
licking from us after Bootles is gone, and
another tying up with a gag in your mouth,
I-mean business. You can yell if you like.”

Higgs did not yell.

He had already learned that Jimmy Siiver
was a fellow of his word.

“Look here, I—I'm not going to stay like
this!” he growled

“Good-night !>

“Come and let me loose, and—and 1’1l go
to sleep quietly,” mumbled the bully of the

Fourth.

Jimmy Silver did not answer. He settled
down to sleep.

“Will you let me loose?” hissed Higgs.

“NO!"

- “Look. here, Jimmy Silver:

No repiy.

“Peele, come and let me loose, or T'll Im%t
you to-morrow !’”

Silence.

“Muffin—Muffin,
here!”

Snore.

The bully of the Fourth had to make the
best of it. The Classical Fourth, chuckling,
settled themselves to sleep. But it was 2
long time before Higgs could sleep.

you fat beast,

coms

Jimmy Silver turned out of bed as the
rising-bell clanged out over Rookwood in
the summer morning. An 1mplorm" Took
was cast at him from Alfred Higgs' bed.

“Come and loosen me!” Higgs’ voice wasg
pleading. “I'm stif—I'm cramped—I've
hardly slept a wink. Let a chap loose!”’

Jimmy Silver cheerfully cut the corda.
Higgs rolled off the bed stiffly and painfully.
He was quite subdued. He did not speak
a word till he left the dormitory, followed
by the chuckles of the Fourth-Formers. For
the present, at least, they had succeeded in
Taming the Tartar.

(Another grand long story of Jimmy Silver
& Co. next week, entitled: ‘“ THE SCHOOL-
BOY REDSKINS!" Order your copy early.)

“What is missing?”

sets of harness—brand new, too!”

“Ah!” murmured the detective, making a
note in his little book. “And have you any
idea how many thieves were in this robbery?
Did the thief or thieves leave any clue—any
traces behind them?”

“Traces—tracdes!” said Mr. Toddles. “Ne;
they took those, teo!”

Knicker: “She sings with a good deal of
expression, doesn’t she?”

Bocker: “Yes. she does: but it’s the kind
of expression you must close your eyes to
appreciate.”

NO BACKING OUT.

It was truly in a terrible state that little
Johnny presented himself at the doorway.

“Why, what ever have you been doing?”
e\clmmed his mother.

*Couldn’t help it!” sullcnh rep!,ed Johnny.
“We had a free fight.”

“What ever for?”

“Well, you see, there's seventeen fighting
nationalities in our school, and only one
remained neutral!”

HIS ROADSIDE PAL.

Jones’ opportunity at-last had come.
had been offered a really good job in
Australia. - So he forthwith threw up his
thirty bob a week elerkship in London, and
made arrangements to leave for the 1sland of
the Ran"aroos

While passing through Liverpool, on his
way.to the docks, he was suddenly and un-
‘expeetedly hailed by a friend from Man-
-ehester, who  inquired:
~““Hallo, old man,-where-are you off to?”

“ Australia ! was Jones’ blunt reply.

He

~ «Rioht-ho, then! said his friend. “I'll
watk a bit of the way with :you!”
ond - Mamma : “Now, -Charlie, don’t you

‘admire my new dressy’ -
Charlie: “Yes, mamma; it’s beautiful !
Mamma: “And, Charlie, all the silk i3
provided by a poor little worm.”
Charlie: “Do you mean dad?”

“Several odds and ends, and three complete =N
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WRITE TO YOUR EDITOR ABOUT IT.

ouR EpITOR)

YOUR ED'TOR IS ALWAYS PLEASED TC HEAR FROM

HIS

PCP ULAP » TKE FLE.

NEXT WEEK'S ATTRACTIONS!

The issue of the PENNY POPULAR due to
appear next week will, I can confidently
E be one of the best so far publighed. The
t of the good things on the fine programime
wiil be a rollicking story of Harry Wharton
& Co. at, Greyfriars, entitled:

‘CLEARING HIS NAME !
By Frank Richards,

which deals with the sensational way in <vhich
Dennis Carr and his loyal chum, Mark Linley,
contrive to win- back the friendship of Harry
Wharton and his friends. In this splendid
school tale Mr. Frank Richards quite excels
himseli, and I strongly advise my chums not
_to miss e
“ QLEARING HIS NAME!Y

There will also be another thrilling instal-
nnnt of our wonderful serial of the cinema,

“THE MYSTERY MAKERS!?
By Nat Fairbanks,

This fine tale has received a grand recep-
tion at the bausds of my chums. Nat Fair-
“Hanks tells me that he has plenty more
material in his bag of surprises, as will be
seen . in the forthcoming instalments. I shall
not give the game away for Mr. Fairbanks,
but I wiil say this, that our friend Dick
Fuiliver will prove «dn decisive fashion the
kind of stuff he is made of. &

The third of the stories is a magnificent
long- complete story of Jimmy Silver & Co.,
entitled:

ff THE SCHOOLBOY REDSKINS!”

By Owen Conquest.

This is a story full of exciting and laugh-
able incidents. All those of my readers who
admire the popular chums of "Rookwood
should make a special point of reading this

. urand story, which is one of the best Owen
Conquest has given us for a long time.

THE “HOLIDAY ANNUAL.”
The second volume appears September 1st.
1 want those of my readers who feel in doubt
about getting it locally to make a note and
agk to have it sent dircet by the publisher.

-in any way, but perhaps it might ﬂatter you

Address: EDITGR, THE " PENNY
ETWAY HOUSE, FARRINGDON

STREET, LONDON, E.C.4.

THE WALKING NOCMADS’ CLUB.

Stan. W. Diaper, 128, Fortune Green Road,
West Hampstead, N.W. 6, is se s
of members are eighteen to
idea is to revive the walking
entrance fee is 1s. The idea .is-good, f
by walking a fellow keeps his health and se
a host of useful things. Write to the secre-
tary if you feel you could put your heart into
the noticn.

The

CORRESPOMNDENGE.

Sincere thanks to W. Jan Jaarsveld, Box
126, Cape Town, for his letter—he wants to
hear. from rcaders Also to Reg Murray, 70,
Toxteth Road, e Park, S dnc;s Australia.
He asks for a.mt! er Au"tralmn 1 hove ke

is “Cooee” in the “(Cem.”—I am
grateful o A. Carney, 173, Jones Street,
Ultimo, Sydney, for h ne letter. He thinks

I have'a swamp of cheery mi
but his own will beat the band fo
—Len -Keely,” Merton Street, Boggobri,
N.S.W., Australia, wants to hear from
friends.—So does Frank Ingham, Euston
Avenue, S. Australia; his sister Edna also
sends me a capital line.— Ajlsa Hay,
Blackwood Road, Bunbury, W. Australia, has
good news. I am glad of it. She deserves it.
She is a dancer, and the Leap Year Ball was
"leat Her description was so vivid that one
could almost hear the band tuning up for the
Destiny Valse! I shali let it go at that.

I have;
ym pathv

n

HUSTLE.

We all know the dear old yarn of the two
h0"s who tumbled into two buckets of milk.
()h I am drowning!” wailed<one of the
victims. »“You just hustle!” cried the other.
“I'm bustling, see!” Well, the- frog- which
was uncntexpnumg did get drowned , but the
other frog was found later sitting on the top
of a pound of butter. It just shows what
energy will do. Thought is ali very well in
its way, but th*s zs a world for action as
well as thinking. -

PRAISE INDEED!
‘* Please. do not think I am getting at you

to know th.lt I consider your Chat is almost
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more interesting than the yarns. I have cut
out all:your Chats sinee last November, and
I frequently spend quite a pleasant evening
reading them over.” Thanks! I do not krow
about flattery. A friendly word is more. But
Chat should be just a bit of the world and
of what is doing. It is life which should
be compnmcnted, life and thought, for being
there, ready material for Chat. That’s all
there is to it. By the ¥y, my friend is
S. W. Lindsey, 36, Che 1¢, London,

E. 17, and he would like to hear from readers
in U.8.4., Bgypt, and India—tage n to
twenty-cne. Hé ighing for more worlds ty
conquer. I half cy he will get them.

THE DUMPS,
Don’t we all know them! Th
and m;-, ge, and take po
mind. There may b\, not
grumble about, but if you have the support
of the whole Dump Family—the Im.glmo!
grandfathér, the worrying t
Dumps, and the querulous little Dumps—i
easy enough to be unhappy. They make yor
el that life is a failure. You were feeling
bright as raindrops in un only yester-
¥, but now you seem to rcalise that you are
ignorant that any minor could plough you,
You remember all the dismal! happenings,
nary one gay, inspiring event. ‘mu recall the
day when you were snubbed. That's what
the Dumps do! 7The only way iz to evict
them, to grab the head of the family, and
throw him out on Lis neck, then do ditto
with the rest.

come in bag

FUSS ABOUT NOTHING.

It is the  fashion . te laugh >at the
phiiosopher. He is regarded as a grumbly
kind of a general nuisance and spoilsport,
with o long beard and flowing whiskers. And

this age hates whiskers! TFrom the hard
things said about whiskerage, one might

think everyhbody was a barber, and afraid of
losing custom. But the philosopher has uses,
I am sure he has. You can very seldom sece
him. As a rule, he is busy in his own world,
and in that world of his there is far less
noise, and the folks who live there never
make an absurd fuss about nothing. Now, it
really is the tendency these days to
exaggerate things—the bad things—and worry
over the exaggerations no end. That's the
pity o't!

\ Packed FREE, _Carrlage PAID,
LOWEST CASH PRICES.

i Old Cycles Exchanged.

m m
Direct from Works,
EASY PAYMENT TERMS,
Big Bargains in Shop Soiled and
B Tyres and Accessories at pop-
i\J3ular Prices. Satisfaction gmranteed or Money Refunded
Write for Monster Size Free
st and Sﬂc;al Oper ot Sample Bicycle
CYCLE GOMPANY
Bept, B 607, AIRMINGHAM.

No Applmnces No_ Dru
System NEVER FAILS.

HEIGHT INCREASED
30 DAYS

stamp.—Melvin Strong, Ltd. {Dept. S.), 24, Southwark St.,

b/~ fomee

g8. No Dletmg The Melvin Strong
Full particulars and Tesnmomals ld

NERVOUSNESS

Incorpd,
Coionel to Private, D.8.0:7

“ GURLY HAlR! :

bair, 1/3, 2 1ad.

UPPER RUSSELL STREET, BRIG TON

“My bristles were mude curly in a féw days,”
wrxtes R. Welch. = “OURL.
stamps accepted oﬁUMMEBS (Depﬁ. A, P‘), 81

is the greatest drawback in life to any man or woman, Tt
you are nervous, timid, low- -spirited, lack self-confidence,
will-power, mind coneentration, blush or feel awkward in the presence of others
send 3 penny stamps for particulars of the Mento- Nerve Strengthening Treat-
ment, used in the Navy, from Vme Admiral to Seaman, and in the A
s, M.C.’s, M.M’s,and D.O.M,
SMITH, LTD., 527, Imperial Bmldmgs, Ludgate Cncus, London, E.C. 4.

rmy, from
Q-GODFRY ELLIOT.[‘v

IT ” curls straightest

CEEOCO:

Spare time Agents XVJnted
Outlay. Best makes only

PHOTG BOSTCARDS, 1/3 doz..
‘ALSO CHEAP PHOTO MATERTAL! CATALOGUE AND SAMPLES
fREE HACKETT 8, JULY ROAD; :

12 by 10 E\TLARGEMEN"'S 2d,

L VERPOOL

1,000,000 STAMES TIRED

A packet 64 30 dxﬁererxc will be given to anyone aisking to see approvals, and
2 enclosmg 2(1 {postage).—WHIIE, 85, Dudley Road, Lye, Stonrbndge

I HGramophones, Mouth Organs 2

, 4
fll1ul Goods. Noveltles, Etc. Genl’s Strong Watch,
Oxydised 10-/, Nickel 12/6, Hair Clippers Set 10,
Gold Shell Bings 1/3—Send Holein Card for Size, All
// Pést Free. Satisfaction or Money Back. Pain’s
4§ Presents House, Dopt. 34, Hastings.
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EEE 1 Al applications ior Advertisement EEE
‘oo § Space in this publication should be |} oon
EEE addressed to the Advertisement ggg
oo | Dept., . UNION JACK ‘SERIES, jujuinl
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NATIONAL PLAN TO BENEFIT

THE GROWTH AND CONDITION OF THE HAIR.

3t

+<+

The Invitation to 7Test Free the Wonderful Effect of

“ Harlene Hair-Drill” in Promoting

Hair Health and Beauty.

1,000,000 COMPLETE TRIAL OUTFITS FREE TO-DAY.

1f you are worried about the condition of your balr; if it is weak,
impoverished, falling out, or affected with scurf,” dryness or over-
ereasiness, do as millions of others (both men and women) bave done,
and try * Harlene Hair-Drill.”

From to-flay onwards there are to be distributed one million
hair-health parcels free of all cost—each parcel to contain a Complete
Outfit for the care of the hair.

SIMPLE METHOD SECURES HAIR-
: HEALTH,

The whole process takes no more
than two minutes a day, and is enthu-
siastically praised by a host of “ Hair-
Drill ” devotees for the marvellously
refreshing and rejuvenating feeling this
every-morning-toilet exercise gives
before facing the day’s work.

. A _USEFUL _AND WELCOME FREE
2 GIFT.

Post the coupon below, together with
* yournanie and address, and 8ix penny
stamps to cover cost of'postage and

. packing of the parcel.

By return von will receive this
Four-Fold Gift:

L A trial bottle of ¢ Harlene,” ths
ideal Hguid food and natural growti-
promoting tonie for the bair,

2. A vpacket of the nunrivalled
‘‘Cremex’’ Shampoo—the finest, purest,
and most soothing hair and scalp
cleanser, which prepares th® head for
¢ Hair-Drill.”

When your hair is atiacked by scurf. dryness, over-greasiness,

and begins to fall out and become brittle, thin and weak, it

needs the beneficial treatment of ** Harlene Hair-Drill” to give
new health and strength to the impoverished hair-roots.

3. A bottle of * Uzon » Brilliantine, which gives the final touch of ~

beauty to the hair, and is most beneficial o those whoss scalp iz ¢ drg.*”

4, A copy of the newly published * Hair-Drill ” Manual—the most
authoritative and clearly-written treatise on the toilet ever prodaced.

After a Free Trial you will be able to obtain further supplies of

“ Harlene” at 1s. 13d., 2s, 9d,, and 4s. 9d. per bottle: * Uzon ™

Brilliantine at 1s. 13d. and 2s. 94. per

POST THE bottles and * Cremex” Shampoo

FREE Powders, 1s. 13d. per box of seven

CoUPON

shampoos (single packsts 2d. each),
from all Chemists and Stores, or direct
from Edwards' Harlene, Ltd., 20, 22,
24, and 26, Lamb’s Conduit Street,
London, W.C. 1,

“‘HARLENE” FREEGIFT FORM

Detach and post to' EDWARDS'
HARLENE, LTD., 20, 22, 24, and 26,
Lamb’s Conduit St., London, W.C.1.

Dear Sirs,—Please send me
yvour Free “Harlene” Four-Fold
Hair-Growing Outfit as des-
cribed. 1 enclose 6d. in stamps
for postage and packing of parcel
to my address,

NOTE TO REAPER.

Write your full name and
address clearly on a plain piece
of paper, pin this Coupon to it,
and post as directed gbove,
{Mark envelope “Sample Dept.”)

PENNY PoPULAR, 3/7/20.

NICKEL :

SILVER WATCHES

DELIVERED ON FIRST PAYMENT OF
ONLY. YOU

2/- HAVE WATCH

WHILST PAYING FORIT.

Gent's full-size Railway-timekeeping Keyless
Lever Watch. Stout Nickel Silver Damp and
Dustproof cases, plain dial, perfcetly balanced
superior Lever movement, splendid timekeeper.
Price 15/- each. Luminous dial (see time in
the dark), 2f- extra. Wrist, 2/- extra, Ladies’
or Gent's,

WE will send either of these watches on receipt of P.0. for
_2/-. After receiving watch you send us a further 2/- and
promise to pay the remaining balance by weekly or monthly
instalments. ¥or cash with order enclose 14/- only. TFive years’
warranty given with every watch.
To avoid dirappointment send 2/- and 6d. extra postage at once.
No unpleasant inquiries. All orders executed in rotation.

C. KAVANAGH & ©O. (Dept. 20),

68, BISHOPSGATE, LONDON, E.C. 2.

j

4 @ 1llusions, —Parcels 2 5/8,
MAGIC TRICKS, (17, ey Pareck 2/, 516

I. W. HARRISON, 239, Pentonville Road, London, N.1.

ARE YOU SHORT ?

If so, let the Girvan System heip you to increass
your height. Mr, Briggs reports an increase of
s inches; Driver E. F. 3 inch Mr. Ratcliffe 4
Mr, Liftdon 3 §

r. Ketley 4 inches; Miss Leedell 4 §

8. This system reguires omly ten minutes
morning and evening, and greatly improves the
bealth, physique, and carriage. No appliances
or drugs Send 3 penny stamps for further par-
ticulars and £100 Guarantee to Enquiry Dept.,

‘A4M.P., 17, Stroud Green Road, London, N. 4.

NERVOUSNESS

Cured—Confidence Won—In a Week.
_ You know tnat nery ousness and bashiulness handicaps you terribly,
in busm'r:bs a.nr} society. You are passed by, ignored, perhaps laughed at, a
“smart ” peopie exereise their eheap wit and sarcasm at your expense. You
know ‘all that, but you don’t know, and don’t realise that you can Cure
yourself Completely at Home in Just One Week. That is actual fact, :
thousands of other victims of Nervousness, Bashfulness, Blushing, Timidi
and Company.-shyness have proved. In one week My System cures you
pletely, and gives you Self-Confidence and Ease of Manner. My syste
you Will-power, Nerve-Controf, and that splendid Mental Exnergy acd Fo
ness that leagl s0 surely to Success. Write to-day, ment ioning PENNY POPULA
-for full particalars, which I will send Free privaiely. Don’t delay—for yo
own sake. Address: Specialist, 12, All Saints Road, St. Anne's-

on-Sea. 2
@ Raincoats, Trenchcoats, Boots,
Opplng Shoes, Cutlery, Costumes,
: Rings, Watches, etc., " on

easy terms. 30/- worth, 5/- monthly ; 6c/-

ma e worth, 10/- monthly, etc. Write for Free
Catalogue and Order Form. Foreign

E as orders cash only. MASTERS, Ltd.,
YQ 6, Hope Stores, RYE. (Estd. 1869.)

 CUT THIS OUT

PEN COUPON

Bend this coupon with P.0, for only 5/- direct to the Fleet Pen CTo.,
119, Fleet St., London, E.0.4, In return you will receive (post free) a
splendic Britash Made 14-ct. Gold Nibbed Fleet Fountain Pen, value 10/6. 1f
you save 12 further coupons, each wil count as 2d. off the price; so you may
send 13 coupons and only 3/-, Say whether you want a fine, medium, or broad
nib. This great offer is made to introduce the famous Fieet Pen to the
PENNY PoPULAR readers. (Foreign postage extra.) Satisfaction guaranteed
or cash returned. Special Safety Model, 2/~ extra. .

“*The Penny Popular,” Yalue 24,

1 MY HEIGHET IS S8FT. 3INS,
Increase YOUR height by the ROSS SYSTEM,
price 7/6, :complete. - Particulars 2d. stamps,

£. ROSS, 16, Langdale Road, Scarborough.
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