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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
= Bunter’s Generous Offer!
11 HARTON! Quelchy wants you!”
Skinner of the Remove hailed
the captain of the Remove from
the doorway of Study No. 1.

The Famous Five were within, garbed in
their flannels.

It was a half-holiday at Greyfriars, and the
Remove had a cricket fixture with the Upper
Fourth.

And now, a few moments before the match
was due to commence, came the lean-faced
Skinner. with his unwelcome message.

“Blow Queclchy!” growled Wharton.

“Bless Quelchy !” said Bob Cherry.

“Bother Quelchy!” grunted Johnny Bull.

Skinner gave a chuckle.

“I should advise you to buck up, Wharton,”
he said. “Quelchy doesn’t look in a very good
humour. And the longer you keep him wait-
ing, the more strokes you're likely to get!”

“Strokes!” echoed = Wharton, looking
puzzled.
“Yes. Quelchy’s got his cane on his desk,

ready for action.”

“My hat”

“And he’s pacing up and down in his study
like - a caged lion!” added Skinner impres-
sively.

“Oh crumbs!”

“Rough luck, Harry,” said Bob Cherry.
“YLooks as if you’re in for a warm time.
What’s it all about, d’you think?”

“Haven't the foggiest nqtion,” said the
captain of the Remove. 2

“You haven’t been indulging in any little
flutters, I suppose?” said Skinner.

Wharton glared, and Frank Nugent handled

a cushion.

“Thought you might have been smoking,
or. playing nap for penny points,” continued
Skinner. - “Everyhody knows that you fellows
aren’t quite the Puritans you pretend to be.
I believe Yaroooooh 1

What Skinner believed was never known,
for at that moment Frank Nugent sent the
cushion whizzing through the air.. 1t
travelled through the doorway and into the
passage, and.Skinner—owing to circumstances
over which he had no control—accompauied
it. He alighted on the linoleum with a
bump which shook every bone in his body.

“Exit Skinner!” chuckled Bob Cherry.

“Now, what about Quelchy’s message,
HarIry?”

4 suppose I'd better go!” runted
Wharton. £ £
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“Take this,” said Johnny Bull, handing
his chum an exercise-book.

“What on earth for?”

“To barricade your bags. If Quelchy’s in
such a towering rage as Skinner makes qut,
it won’t be a case of handers. You'll have
to get over a chair.”

“Ass!” growled Wharton.

And he hurled the exercise-book ab its
obliging owner, and strode out of the study.

A moment later Wharton realised that
Skinner had been indulging in the pleasant
pastime of leg-pulling.

For Mr. Quelch looked quite the reverse of
angry. He was smiling, and there was no

 sign of a cane on his desk.

“Ah! Come in, Wharton,” he said. “I sent
for you in order to ask a favour of you.”

The captain of the Remove greaned in-
wardly. He would almost have preferred a
licking, for he could guess what was coming.
When Mr. Quelch sent for Wharton on a
half-holiday, and said that he desired to ask
a favour of him, it usually meant that a
new boy was coming.

“I suppose,” reflected Wharton, “that
Quelchy wants me to go down to the station
and meet him.”

His supposition proved correct.

“A new boy named Chester is arriving by
the train which reaches Friardale at two-
thirty,” said Mr. Quelch. “He is coming into
the Remove, and it is only fitting that he
should be met by one of his future Form-
fellows. I take it you are not otherwise
engaged this afternoon, Wharton?”

“1 was going to play cricket, sir.”

“In that case,” said Mr. Quelch, with a
smile, “I shall save you a lot of running
about in the blazing sun.” =

The Remove-master spoke as if he were

making Wharton a great concession.
" Not being an athlete himself, Mr. Quelch
could not understand® anybody being keen
on such a tiresome game as cricket, especially
at a time when the thermometer registered
eighty degrees in the shade. He concluded
that Wharton would be glad to escape an
afternoon’s leather-chasing, and his manner
was quite benevolent.

“You are excused from cricket this after-
noon, my boy,” he .said magnanimously.
“You will meet Chester at the station, and

bring him to the school.”

“Very well, sir.”

“And—er—might I ask you to .be good
enough to provide the new boy with some
refreshment—either here, ¢r at one of the
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establishments in the village? That is the
usual procedure, I believe?”

" “Very well, sir,” said Wharton, again, con-
scious of the fact that his exchequer consisted
of the princely sum of fourpence-halfpenny.

Mr. Quelch noted the expression oi com-
sternation on the junior’s face.

“Qf course, Wharton,” he added, “it .i§
quite optional whether you. entertain Chester
or not. I have no right to expect you to
entertain him, and I should not dream of
ordering you to do so. 1 leave it to you
entirely. Is that clear?”

*“Quite clear, sir,”. said Wharton.

And he went back to Study No. 1.

“Licked?” inquired Bob Cherry. .

“No.»

“Well, you seem jolly cut up about some-
thing,” remarked Nugent.

“I am!” growled Wharton.
this child this afternoon.”

What!”

“Quelchy wants me to go to the station
and meet a new kid—name of Chester.”

“My hat!”

“And, what’s more, he wants me to enter-
tain him-—to treat him to a feed, mark you—
and my worldly wealth consists of fourpences
ha’penny! I shouldn’t be able to buy enough
grub with that to entertain a small sparrow !”

“Ha, ha, hal” i

“It’s no laughing matter!” growled the
captain of the Remove. “I was looking
forward to a decent game of cricket this
afternoon, and Queichy’s gone and put the
lid on it!”

“Shame!” saig Johnny Bull.

“The shamefulness is terrific!” murmured
Hurree Singh. “But you must grinfully bear
it, my esteemed chum!”

“Br-rr!”

“I say, you fellows——"

A fat face, adorned by a pair of spectacles,
appeared in the doorway. And the Famous
Five exclaimed in unison:

“Buzz off, Bunter!”

“Oh, really!” protested the fat junior,
blinking at Harry Wharton & Co. “I’ve come
to do you fellows a favour—to do Wharton
a favour, anyway. I'm an unselfish sort of
chap, you know. I'm always bearing other
fellows’ burdens. In fact, I'm the soul of
generosity !”

“My hat!” 2

“I wunderstand that you’ve been detailed
to go and meet the new kid, Wharton,” con-
tinued Bunter. ;

“No cricket for
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“That’s so!” growled the captain of the
Remove. :

“Well, I'll go in your place.”

“ Rk

“I know you're simply dying for a game
of cricket, and you sha’'n’t be disappointed.
And while you're wiping up the ground with
E%mple & Co., I'll go and meet the new
cid.”

. The.Famous Five stared at the fat junior
in amazement. They were not accustomed to
Teceiving generous offers from such a quarter.

“You're rotting, Bunter!” said Wharton
sharply.

“ I'm not. I'm quite willing to go and meet
this kid Chester—”

‘“ How did you know his name was Chester?”
demanded Johnny Bull.

“Ahem! I—I happened to hear——"

“You've been listening at the keyhole, you
fat worm!” said Bob Cherry wrathfully.

“Never mind!” said Wharton. “We’ll over-
look that, if Bunter really mcans what he
says.”

“I do mean it,” said the fat junior. “I'll
go and meet the new merchant—-"

“Youwll have to entertain him,” said
Nugent, with a grin.

“I don’t mind that in the least. I'll take

him along to thesbunshop, and stand him a
Jjolly good feed.”

“Well, I'm jiggered!”

“I3 it a go, Wharton?” asked Billy Bunter.

The captain of the Remove hesitated.

“I shall have to get Quelchy’s permission
for you to go in my place,” he said.

“Buck up, then!”

Harry Wharton paid a further visit to Mr.
Quelch’s study.

* Well, Wharton?” said the Form-master.,

“Would you mind very much, sir, if Bunter
went to the station in my place, to meet the
new boy?”

Mr. Quelch frowned slightly.

“You do not desire to carry out my wishes,
Wharton?” he said.

. “Ahem! The—the fact s,
important cricket-match on, sir.”

“Very well, Wharton. But I am not best
pleased at the thought of Bunter going to
greet the new boy. It is a pity you could not
have found 4 more desirable substitute.’”

_“I think Bunter will manage it all right,
sir,” said Wharton. “And he seems kéen to
go. Of course, sir, if you really prefer that
I should go to meet the new boy—-7

““"No, no!” said Mr. Quelch. “ If you are
anxious to play ecricket in this sweltering
heat, by all means do so. And tell Bunter
that he had better hurry. The train will be

" in in a quarter of an hour.”

Thus it came about that Billy Bunter, and
not Harry Wharton, went to the station to
meet the new boy.

The -fat junior had an axe to grind, of
course. lnstead of entertaining the new boy,
he intended that the boot should be on the
other foot, and that the new boy should do
all the entertaining.

And as he rolled along the dusty road
which led to the station, Billy Bunter toid
himself that his exertions would be erowned
by a magnificent feed—at the new boy's
expense.

there’s an

——

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
An Arrival—and a Departurs !
111 OOD-BYE, my boy! And remember
: that I look to you to make a
success of your school career!”
“I'll do my best, dad.”

“I know you will, Richard. The life at
Greyfriars may seem hard to you at first,
aceustomed as you are to home tomforts and
an—indulgent tutor. But you will soon
adapt yourself to the new order of things.
‘And this five-pound note may make things
elisier for you."

“Thanks awfully, dad!”

This conversatlon took place between
Tichard Chester senior and Richard Chester
junior. The son—a good-looking, curly-headed
fellow of fifteen—leaned from the window of
a railway-carriage, and ‘the father—a some-
what stern-featured man—stood on the plat-
form.

There were shouts of “Stand back, please!”
and then the guard waved his flag.

Mr. Chester sald good-bye for the second
time, and the parting pressure of his hand
was so acute that Dick Chester winced.

Then the train rumbled out of the London
terminus. =

Dick Chester made himself comfortable in
one of the corner seats of the first-class com-
partment, which he had to himself.

‘Hé was looking forward very keenly to ]

Greyfriars. For months past he had urged

-on through

his father to dispense with a tutor and to
send him to a- public school, and at -last
Mr. Chester had yielded.

His father had said that the new.life might
seem hard to him at first. But Dick Chester
didn’t mind that. He was quite ready to
fight his own battles and to overcome any
obstacles which might be planted in his path.
And ke felt quite cheerful as the train rushed
the south-eastern suburbs of
London, emerging at length into the charm-
ing scenery of Kent.

After a time Dick Chester rose to his feet
and glanced out of the window.

The train had gathered speed, and the
compartment swayed from side to side.

“Wish the beastly thing would ease up a
bit!” murmured Dick Chester.

He was by no means of a nervous dispo-
sition, but there was just one thing that he
had a positive-horror of, and that was a
railway accident. He had manned a rowing-
hoat in a terribly rough sea without a trace
of fear; he had had passenger flights by
aeroplane, and he had simply revelled in

them; he had on numerous occasions risked

life and limb by recklessly riding a motor-
cycle. But, curiously enough, he always felt
apprehensive in a railway train. As a hoy
he bhad been an eye-witness of a terrible
calamity on the iron way, and all the grim
details had been impressed upon his mind
ever since.

The train was simply leaping along now like
a live thing. And Dick Chester was not the
only passenger who grew alarmed.

Faces appeared at the carriage windows,
and a nervous old lady in the next compart-
ment was threatening to pull the communica-
tion-cord and remonstrate with the guard
for allowing the train to go at such a speed,
when there was a sudden jarring of brakes,

“and Dick Chester was bodily hurled from one

side of the carriage to the other.
Shouts of alarm were heard, and all was

.chaos and confusion.

It seemed to Dick Chester that a terrible
collision had occurred.

What had really happened was that the
engine and the carriage next to it—in which
Dick Chester was travelling—had jumped the
metals.

But for the promptness of the engine-driver
in applying the brakes a serious accident
might have ensued.

As it was there were no casualties. But the
nervous old lady had fainted from shock.

When the confusion had subsided the guard
made a tour of the carriages, to see that
everybody was safe.

“ A narrow squeak; sir!” he said when he
came to Dick Chester. “We shall be held
up for half an hour or so until things are
adjusted.”

Dick Chester said nothing. He was white
as a sheet, and trembling in every limb.

“Are you all right, sir?” asked the guard.

The hoy nodded, without speaking. He tried
to say something, but no word would come.

The guard assisted him to alight from the
carriage, and Dick Chester seated himself at
the foot of the railway embankment. He was
dazed and stunned, and practically oblivious
to what was golng on around him.

All the passengers had alighted from  the
train by this time. Some were laughing;
others were chafing at the mishap and at the
delay which it had entailed.

In due course the engine and the front
coach were righted, and the guard’s voice
exclaimed:

“Take your seats, please!?’

Dick Chester clambered back into his com-
partment like a fellow in a dream. He was
utterly unnerved and bewildered by what had
happened.

The train continued its journey at a greatly
reduced speeds

Courtfield Junction was the next stopping-
place.

“Change
porter.

Dick Chester felt better now. The colour
had returned to his cheeks. He was ashamed
of his own weakness. He stepped down on to
the platform and beckoned to one of the
porters.

“See that my luggage goes through to Friar-
dale.” 3
That was what Dick Chester had intended
to say. But he could not say it. To his
horror he found that he was tongue-tied—
literally dumb!

The porter blinked at him in astonishment.

“ Did you want me, sir?”’ he asked.

Dick Chester nodded. And he was obliged
to convey to the porter, by wmeans of gestures,
what he wanted. 3

“Poor kid!” muttered the railway servant

‘ere for Triardale!” shouted a

a3 he moved away towards the luggage-van.
“Bin dumb from ’is birth, I should say.”
Dick Chester was appalled at the discovery
he had made. But he consoled himself with
the reflection that he would soon recover the
power of speech. He remembered to have
read of cases similar to his own—cases ot
people who had been bereft of speech by

“sudden shocks, and who had regained it again

shortly afterwards. Hs fervently hoped that
he would regain his own before reaching Grey-
friars. Otherwise all sorts of awkward situa-
tions might arise. =

It was not a long run from Courtfield to
Friardale. >

As the train rumbled to a standstill Dick
Chester caught sight of a plump youth in
Etons standing on the platform, apparently
waiting for somebody. And when Dick
alighted from the train the plump youth
rolled up to him.

“Are you the new kid-Chester?” inquired
Billy Bunter. i

Dick nodded.

“The beastly train’s half an hour late!”
growled the fat junior. “And I've been hang-
ing about on this platform, getting more and
more peckish every blessed minute! Got any
luggage?”’

Dick Chester nodded again.

“Why can't you speak?” said Billy Bunter.
“It’s bad form to keep nodding, you know!'*-

There was no reply. <

“You're shy, I suppose,” said the Owl of
the Remove, *“You teel nervous at coming to
a big school like Greyfriars—what!”

No answer. > = ;

“Or p'raps you're like me-feeling too
hungry and miserable to do much jawing,”
Bunter went on. “I'll tell the porter to have
your luggage sent up to the school, and theu
we'll go along to the bunshop.” =

The new boy seemed to fall in with
suggestion, for he nodded again, - -

Billy Bunter gave the necessary instructions
to the porter, and then he linked his arm in
that of his companion, and led him away to
the bunshop. :

“It’s always been the custom for a new kid
to stand a feed to the fellows who turn up to
meet him at the station. In your case vou're
luck,y'. You've only got to stand treat to
one.

Bunter did not add that he could consume
at one sitting as much as three or four
ordinary fellows.

Dick Chester uttered no word on the way tc
the bunshop. His silence was fast becoming
exasperating.

“What on earth’s the matter with you?”
said Bunter irritably. “Are you ill1?”

The new book shook his head.

“Then why the thump don’t you say some-
thing?”’ E

“M-m-m-m-m!” mumbled Dick Chester.

That was the nearest he ecould get to
speech.

“Well, you'te about the rummiest freak
I've ever struck!” gasped Billy Bunter.
“You haven’t said a single word sinee you
arrived. Blessed if T can make it out!”

But Dick Chester’s silence had its advan-
tages. Bunter was able to order exactly what
he liked. And he kept the waitress busy.

“What would you like, sir?” inquired the
girl, turning to Dick Chester as soon as she
had attended%to Bunter.

The mnew boy promptly went through a
series of motions, which amazed Billy Bunter
and alarmed the waitress.

After raising an imaginary cup to his lips,
Dick Chester picked up a fork, and levelled
it at Bunter’'s chest.

“Hi! Wharrer you up to?” gasped the
fat junior, jumping up from the table.

Dick Chester saw that the waitress could
not make head or tail of his requirements,
s0 he produced a peitcil from his pocket, and
scribbled on the back of the menu:

“Toast and tea, please!”

The waitress understood. And there was
a sympathetic expression on her face as she
turned away. She concluded — like the
railway-porter at Courtfield Junction—that
Dick Chester-had been dumb from birth.

As for Billy Bunter, he was so astoni
that he almost forgot to eat. =

“My only aunt!” he ejaculated.
couldn’t ‘you have told the girl what you
wanted, instead of writing it down?”

There, was no reply. :

Billy Bunter resumed his seat, and com-
menced operations on a dish of pastries. And
all the time he kept a wary eye on Dick
Chester. He had begun to suspect that the
new boy was insane. =

As the meal proceeded, Bunter’s suspicion
ripened into conviction.

For Dick Chester preserved his uncanny
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silence. He made ne reply to the questions
which his companion fired at him from time
to time. On numerous occasions he tried te
speak, and whemw he did so he screwed up his
face into the most hideous contortions.

Billy  Bunter soon became so alarmed for

bis own persenal safety that he was unable |
He was afraid that |

te eat with enjoyment.
this extraordinary new bey might suddenly
attaek him,

And when Dick Chester again picked up a
fork, and went through the antics of making
toast at an imaginary fire—the fire being
Billy Bunter's nose—the fat junior could
stand it no longer. He leapt to his feet in
terror, and fled from the bunshop.

Dick Chester had merely been demonstra-
ting to the waitress that he wanted some
more teast.

The girl bad understcod. But Billy Bun-
te? hadn’t!

‘The Owl of the Remove streaked along the
villagé street like a champion of the cinder-
path. He quite thought that the new boy
was® mad, and that he was in het pursuit,
with a view to doing him an injury.

Billy Bunter's terrified departure was in-
explicable to Dick Chester, who remained in
the bunshop, and went on eating. But he
felt very relieved, nevertheless, that the fat
junior had gene.

For if Bunter had lingered at the table,
and consumed all the good things he had
erdered, there would have heen precious little
change to come out of Dick Chester’s five-
pound notel

e vt

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Still Silent !

(i ALLO, hallo, hallo!” ejaculated Bob
- Cherry, as he came off the cricket-
© field with his chums, after the
Remove had defeated the Upper

Fourth. “Here comes Bunter!”

“Bursting with news and importance—as
uswal!” chuckled Dennis Carr. “Where’s he
been?”? .

“Didn’t you know?” caid Harry Wharton.
kl;l]e went to the station to meet the new

id.” -
“Puzele—find the new kid!” said Johnny
Bull. “What’s Bunter done with him, I
wender?” .

_Billy Bunter roilled up to the Remove
ericketers. He was looking very excited,
arid the perspiration was streaming down
his fat face. :

“I—1 say, you fellows—-**

“ Where’s the new kid?” demanded half a
dozen voices in unison.

“1 left him in the bunshop.”

“What! "You mezn to say vou finished
eating belore he did?” exclaimed Nugent.

“I-had to clear cut!” explained Bunter
breathlessiy.

“¥You were booted out, you
chuekled Bob Cherry.

*“Ha, ha, ha!” :
“Oh, really, Cherry! I cleared out because
didu’t want to stay there and he knifed!”
" Wha-a-at!” gasped Bob,

“The new kid’s mad!”

“ER?

“Absolutely off his roecker!”

“My hat!”

“He didn't say a single giddy word from
the time I met him to the time I left him!
In fact, he didn't say a word to anybody !
But he kept screwing up his face like a
blessed gargoyle. And when we were in
the bunshop he tried to knife me—>=>

“ What with?” gasped Wharton.

" A fork!”

“Ha, ha, hal?

The juniors simply roared. ' The idea of
Billy Bunter being knifed with a fork struck
dhem as being deeidedly comical. .

“It’s no laughing matter, you fellows!™
said the fat junior. “I might have heen
stabbed !”

mean!”

e

job of it!” said Dennis Carr,
“Ha, ha, ha!”
“The fellew's simply crazy!” gdeclared
Bunter. “He’s not it to be at large. Strikes

me he’s coming to Greyfriars in mistake Tor

Ceolney Hateh!”

“Don’t be an ass!” said Harry Wharton.

“Oh, really, Wharton! Do you think I'm
exaggerating 7

“No—you're telling a record whopper !”

“If anybody deserves to be put in a padded
cell it’s Bunter!” said Nugent.

“Hear, hear!”

The juniors were unanimously of the
opinion that Billy Bunter was romancing—
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that the story of the mad new boy was
simply a fabrication. e

“I don't believe a word about the new kid
being off his dot,” said Dennis Carr. “Tll
tell you what happened. He got fed up with
Bunter’s company, and eventually gave him
the order of the boot.”

“FPhat’s it!”

Billy Bunter blinked wrathfully at the
juniors through his big spectacles.

“You—you don’t-believe me?” he stuttered.

“Ne!” roared the Removites.

“You think I'm kidding you?”?

uYeSEﬂ

“My hat! I—1'll jolly well 2

“Qh, bump him!” growled Johnny Bull.

Many hands closed upon the Owl of the
Remove, who was swept off his feet and
dumped heavily on to the ground.

Bump!

“Yarcooh!”

“Once again!” sang out Bob Cherry.

Bump!

“Yooooop !** :

Billy Bunter sat up in the grass, quite un-
able to decide whether he was on his head
cr his heels. = :

And at that moment, who should come
strolling ‘on the seene but Dick Chester, the
new boy!

“Hallo!” ejaculated Whartoen.
new merchant?” 3

On catching sight of the new hoy, Billy
Bunter scrambled to his feet, and sped away
like a plump hare.

The fat junior was quite convineed that
Dick Chester was mad—dangerously mad—
and that it was unsafe to linger in his
vieinity.

“What on earth’s Bunter Lolting for?”
exclaimed Nugent.

“Might be something in what he was say-
ing!” muttered Bob Cherry.

“Rats! The new kid doesn’t lock as if he
could say ‘Bo!’ to a goose!”

Dick Chester gave the juniors a friendly
nod. =

“Hallo, kid!” said Harry Wharton. “You
found your way here without Bunter's help,
then??

Dick nodded. -

“Seen Quelchy yet?” asked Jobnny Bull

Dick shoek his head. 2

“Why, he’s all nods and shakes!” exclaimed
Bob Cherry. “Can’t you say something,
kid? "You're not tongue-tied, surely?”

No answer.

“ Where do you come from?” asked Nugent.

Silence. . =

“Who are your pater and mater, and what
wars did your ancestors fight in?” inquired
Dennpis Carr. =

“Ha, ha, ha!?

The new boy remained silént. And the
Remteve cricketers stared at him in astonish-
ment.

“Well, I'm jiggered!” gasped Bob Cherry.

“This is the absolute limit!” execlaimed
Harry Wharten.

Quite a crowd of fellows had reached the
spot by this time, and they shared the
amazement of the Famous Five and Dennis
Carr. .

“Do you fellows mean to say that you
ean’t get a word out of this kid?” said
Vernon-Smith. =

“Not a whisper!” said Bob Cherry.

“Better squeeze him, and see if he
squeaks!” suggested Peter Todd. *“He may
have a squeaker inside him, like a toy Teddy
bear!”

“Ha, ha, ha®?

The colour had mounted to Dick Chester’s
cheeks. He felt his humiliation keenly.
Several times he strove to speak, but withoub
success. And presently he stopped trying, for
the facial contertions he made zent the
cricketers into fits of laughter.

The only junior—apart from the new boy
himself—who did not join in the laughter

“Is this the

! e 3 . .| was Mark Linley.
“Pity the new kid didn’t make a complete

The
serious.

“Perhaps the kid’s dumb?’ he suggested.

“ Rats!” growled Johnny Buil. ‘As if
they’d send a dumb fellow to Greyfriars!”

Dick Chester was the cynosufe of all eyes.
He was certainly one of the most amazfng
new hoys who had ever turned up at the old
school.
too little; there had been new hoys who said
too mueh; but there had never, until now,
heen a new hoy who said nothing at all! ~

Harry Wharton & Co. continued to bhom-
bard Diek Chester with questions.

Dick listened attentively, and he nodded
and shook his bead by turns. But he uttered
Bo word., . :

Lancashire lad was looking very

There had been new hoys who said |

. “1t strikes me,” said Harry Wharton at
length, *“that either he's too nervous to
speak, or he’s playing some awfully deep
game.”’ . :

“My hat!” ejaculated Vernon-Smith. =I
believe it’s a jape! The new kid’s having
us on toast all the timé!”

“Here comes the salib Quelchy!” said
Hurree Singh. “Now we shall see whether we
are being japefully spooted or not!’

“Yes, rather!” :

“The new kid wouldn't dare to
Quelchy’s leg ! said Squiff.

With his gown flapping in the summer
breeze, and his mortar-board perched—umneon-

pull

sciously—at a rakish angle, Mr. Queleh
approached the group of juniors.
“Are you the new hoy?” he

inquired,
addressing Dick Chester. . ;

Dick nodded without speaking. -

“My only aunt!” murmured Bob Cherry.
“He means to keep it up!”

BMr. Queclch frowned. .

“Do not pod to me in that familiar manner,
boy!” he exclaimed. “When I ask you a
question, I expeet a verbal answer. Why did
you not report to me immediately cn your
arrival?” :

“M-m-m-m-m!* said Dick Chester.

“I do not regard that incoherent mumble
as a satisfactory answer, Chester!” said Mr.
Quelch sternly.. “It is.customary for hoys
who are coming into the Remove to report
to me when they arrive. Why did you net
do so?”

No reply.

The thundcrclouds gathered on Mr. Queleh’s
brow.

“I am
rumbled.

Silence. :

“The—the mad duffer!” muttered Vernon-
- Smith. “He’s actually keeping up this
idiotic game!”

Mr. Quelch bestowed the glare of a basilis
upon Dick Chester. -
" “Either this is studied insolence, boy, ‘ép
you have something in your mouth which

speaking fo you, Chester!” he

‘| prevents you from making a distinct enuncia-

tion. Which is it?”

Silence.

Thé master of the Remove surveyed the
new boy in astonishment and anger. He had
heard” of a silent wife, and of a silent
husband. But this was the first time he had
encountered a silent schoolboy! :

“I am waiting, Chester!” caid Mr. Quelch
grimly. /

Dick Chester felt very uncomfortable. The
Form-master’s eyves seemed to pierce him like
gimlets. He would eladly have answered Mr.
Quelch’s questions, but he was not able to
do so. He had hoped to rcgain his speeeh
before arriving at Greyfriars. But evidently
he was not to regain it yet.

There was but ene way out of the awkward
situation. 2

Dick Chester had only to write down on a
piece of paper that he received a shock on
his way to the school—a shock whieh had
deprived him of the power of speech. And
Mr. Quelch would have understood.

But the new boy shrank from admitting
that a slight railway mishap. had affected
him in” that way. He was afraid” that he
would be dubbed a funk and a weakling by
his schooifellows, so he preserved his silence,

Some of the onlookers were chuckling
softly. Others were looking very grave.

As for Mr. Queleh, he had seldom heen
known to look so angry.

‘I can only conclude, Chester,” he said, at
length, “that for seme reason or other yo:
are afraid to speak to me in the pr
of your schoolfellows.
my study!”

Dick Chester nodded. And as he set off in
the Form-master’s wake, there was a chorns
of exeited exclamations from the cricketers.

“My only aunt!”

“The fellow’s keeping it up!”

“What a nerve!”

Harry Wharton looked thoughtful,

“1 suppose there isn’t any truth in what
Bunter said—about the fellow being off his
rocker?” £

** Of course not!” said Bob Cherry. ** Thisis
a jape at our expense—and at Quelchy’s.”

“If that's the case, I shouldn’t care to be
in the japer's shoes,” said Dennis Carr.

“He'll soon begin to open his mouth when
Quelchy gets busy with an ashplant!” said
Johnny Bul.

“Yes, rather!”

And the ericketers, still discussing the
extraordinary new boy, went in to tea,

You will follow me to

SeReo

—c—
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¢ We'll make him run the gauntlet once down the
juniors armed themselves with weapons.
was answered, ‘ You cads—you cowardly cads !’ he

line ! said Wharton.
He prayed

that he could speak to them ; and the next moment his prayer
burst out. His speech had besn restored to him. (See page 7.)

Dick Chester’s face went white as the

v

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
“The Language of the Dumb!

({3 OW, Chester,” said Mr. Quelch, as
the new boy followed him into his
study. “I will trouble you for an
explanation

conduct!”

Dick Chester was still silent. But there
was an expression of helplessness and misery
on his face which caused Mr. Quelch to adopt
a kinder tone.

«Come, Chester! It is possible that you
suffer from an impediment in your speech,
and are afraid to say anything, lest you
should be ridiculed. If my supposition is
correct, I can assure you that you need not
hesitate to speak. No well-bred boy would
dream of laughing at you, or mocking you—
and I should not think of doing so myself.”

Dick Chester said nothing.

«Am I ‘correct in assuming that you have
an impediment- in your speech?” asked Mr.
Quelch.

The new boy shook his head.

“Then why do - you remain
demanded Mr. Quelch, fast

of your amazing

silent?”
losing ‘his

patience. “Is this deliberate impertinence on
your part?”

Dick Cliester again shook his head, more
vigorously than before.

“Rless my soul!” ejaculated Mr. Quelch.
“You behave as if you have been dumb from
birth. But that cannot be the case, or you
would not have come to Greyfriars. Why
cannot you speak, boy? Surely the English
language is infelligible to you?”

Dick Chester nodded.

“Then why do you not say something?
Why do you stand there mute, as if you are
tongue-tied?”

No answer.

Mr. Quelch compressed his lips.

“(ome with me, Chester!” he commanded.
“I will take you before Doctor Locke. You
will scarcely venture to remain silent in his
presence!”

The new boy accompanied Mr. Quelch to
the Head's study.

Dr. Locke, who was poriug over a volume
of classic lore, did not look best pleased at
the interruption.

 What is it, Queleh 2" he asked impatiently.’

“This is the new boy—Chester,” explained
the Remove-master. “He has only recently
arrived, and his behaviour is extraordinary!
He will reply to no questions—he will make
gp o'bscrvat,ions. I cannot get a word out of

im!"

“Bless my soul I” 3
¢] think, sir, that if you question him he
will scarcely dare to preserve his amazing

silence.”
; The Head nodded, and turned to the new
hoy.

“Tell me, Chester,” he said, “what is the
méaning of your extraordinary conduct?”

Dick Chester stood respectfully to atten-
tion, but he vouchsafed no reply.

“Did you hear my question?”
the Head.

The new boy nodded.

“Then answer me!”

Silence.

The Head looked grim.

I think I can account for this boy't
attitude, Queleh,” he said. “He has evidently
been sent to Greyfriars under protest. - He
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has no desire to come to a public school, and
his azastinabe silence is skeer sulkiness on his
art.”
pDiek Chester shook his head vigorously.
He tried to say: “No, no!” but only a low
mumble came from his lips.

“Do you deny that, Chester?” asked the
Head >

t¢ad.

- Dick nodded his head emphatically.
“Then what is the reason for- your per-
sistent sitence?”

No answer. :

“Is it possible, sir,” asked Mr. Quelch, in
some alarm, “that the boy ig dumb—that he
ig phbysieally unable to speak?”

"It is possible, but hardly probable,”
replied the Head. “The wisest thing to do,
in the circumstances, is to communicate with
the boy's father, and ascertain if he is really
dumb. Should the answer be in the negative,
then we shall know that this is either sullen-
uwess or impertinence on Chester’s part.”

Diek Chester was quite taken aback by the
ilead’s decision. But he said nothing.

“I will send a telegram to Mr. Chester,”
continued Dr. Locke. '‘Meanwhile, Quelch, I
will leave this boy in your charge. You will
allot him to a study, and so forth.,”

“Very good, sir!” s

Mr. Quelch beckoned to Dick Chester, and
master and junior quitted the study.

- They proceeded in silence to the Remove
passage. Mr. Quelch was heartily tired of
asking questions, and receiving no answer in
return.

The Remove-master halted outside the door
of 8tudy No. 10, and opened it.

Bolsover major was within. He was having
tea with Dupont, the Freneh junior.

Both juniors rose respectfuily to their feet

as Mr. Quelch entergd.

“Sit dewn, my koys,” said the Form-master.
“1 wish to tell you that I am allotting the
sew boy, Chester, to this study.”

Bolsover major scowled, and Dupont looked
far from pleased. ‘They were not in need of
a stable-conipanion, least of all a fellow who
never uttered a single word—for both
Bolsover and Dupont had heard of the silent
new boy. In fact, all Greyfriars was discuss-
ing him by this time.

“Might I suggest, sir,” said Boisover, after |

a pause, “that you put Chester in one of
the other studies?”

“You may suggest it, Bolsover, but I shall
ignore your suggestion!” said Mr. Quelch
drily.

_“This study’s rather overcrowded, as it is,
gir—" 7
“Nonsense, Bolsover! You have only one
study-mate up to the present!”

“But the accommodation is limited, sir——"

*That will do!” said Mr. Quelch sharply.
“1 have, decided that Chester shall share this
study with you and Dupont, and my decision
must be adhered to.”

So saying, the Remove-master beckoned
Dick Chester into the study, and retired.

“Well, I'm dashed!” growled Bolsover, when
Mr. Quelch’s footsteps had died away.
“Fancy having a freak like this pitchforked
into our study!”

‘And ‘Dupont remarked in his native tongue
that it was the absolute limit.

Bolgover turned to Dick Chester, who had
taken possession of the solitary armchair.

“1 hear you're not a very talkative sort of
merchant,” he said. “In faet, you haven'’t
said so much as ‘yes’ or ‘no’ since you've
been here. That so???

Silence. %

Dupont chuckled, and Bolsover grew red in
the face. * =

‘“ Look here,” he said. "** You're not going to
keep that game up with me! You might be
able to spoof Whartenn and the others, but
you're not going to pull the wool over my
eyes! Do you hear?” .

The new boy heard all right, but he made
0o answer, :

“Don’t sit there Jooking like & stuffed
dummy ! roared Bolsover. “fay something,
can't you?” =

tilence. = 2

* Where do you come from?*?

No-answer., - : g

“What sort of a game do you think you're
playing?”?

Still no answer.

. There was a tramping of feet i the
passage, and the Famecus Five arrived on the
scene with Dennis Car, =

“Hallo, hallo, halle!” said Bob Cherry.
“Mr. Percy Bolsover K.C., cross-examines the
new kid!» 5
e R kgl

“He doesn’t seem t¢ be having much luck!”
chuckled Nugent.
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When in Doubt—

“He'll never be able t¢ make that graven
image speak,’”” said Dennis Carr. “Not in a
thousand years!” :

face. 1t was a far from beautiful face at the
best of times, and its expression at that
moment was simply ferocious. .

Rising to his feet, the bully of the Remove
erossed over to the new bey.

“Now, you tongue-tied freak, I'll jolly soon
make you say something!’’ he roared.

And he promptly tweaked Dick Chester’s
nose.

Everybody expected to hear the familiar
“Yarooocoh!” eor a similar exelamation of
anguish.

But the new boy, although he felt the pain
acutely, made no murmur.

“Well, I'm jiggered!”’ gasped Boilsover, in
astonishment. "I shall have to try something
else, Hand me that ericket-stump, Froggy!”

Dupont handed over the stump, but before
Bolsover could bring it into action the new
boy had risen to his feet and knocked the
weapon cut of the bully’s grasp.

And then, to the utter amazement of the
onlookers, Dick Chester shot out his left,
straight from the shoulder.

It needed a very powerful blow to floor
the hefty Bolsover, but this one did the
trick.

Dick Chester’s clenched fist smote the bully
of the Remove full in the ehest.

Bolsover went reeling backwards against
the tea-table, from which he slid down on
to the foor.

The new hoy stood waiting for him to rise.
He uttered no word, but the expression on his
face said as clearly as any words could have
done :

“Come on, you cadl”

Bolsover was more surprised than hurt.
He was so surprised, in fact, that fully a
minute elapsed before he was able to heave
himself to his feet.

And when he did rise he received another
smashing left-hander, which nearly sent him
down a second time.

“My only aunt!> ejaculated Bob Cherry.
“That new kid knows how to hit, and no
mistake!”

“Pr'aps he thinks that the best way of
addressing Bolsover is with a straight left!»
said Wharton.

“Ha, ha, hat?

Bolsover was fighting furiously now. He
was giving back blow for blow. The fact that
he had been knocked down in his own study,
and by a new boy, goaded him to fury,

Bift! Thud! Biff! Thud!

Round and round the study the combatants
tramped, hitting out as they went. And con-
siderable damage was caused, not only to
the personal appearance of the fellows con-
cerned, but to the furniture.

Bolsover's boot crashed through the glass
panel of the bookcase, and Dick Chester,
launching a swinging right at his opponent’s
face, swept the ornaments off the mantelpiece
instead.

“ Smaszhing up the happy home!”
Johnny Bull. *“Go it, ye cripples!”’

* Ha,*ha, hat?

Dupont had taken refuge in the fireplace.
He hoped he would be safe there, But his
hopes did not materialise.

For at that moment Dick Chester sum-
moned every ounce of energy for a knock-out
blow. He struck Bolsover between the eyes
with tremendous foree, and the bully of the
Remove went crashing into the fireplace, right
on the top of his study-mate.

“Licked, by Jove!”’ said Harry Wharton
breathiessly.

And so it proved.

Bolsover was able to stagger to his feet at
length—much to the relief of Dupont, who
had been in danger of suffocation—but he
showed no desire to continue the fight. With
a ficrce scowl at the fellow who had licked
him, he elbowed his way through the grinning
throng in the doorway and made tracks for
the nearest bath-room.

As for Dick. Chester, he sank into the arm-
ciwair, pumping in breath.

“Where did you learn to use your fists,
kid?*’ inquired Bob Cherry, forgetting that
it was futile to ask the new boy questions. ,

There was no answer.

“Well, you're a coughdrop!” said Dennis
Carr. “But I should advise you to chuck this
silent schoolboy bisney. You might think it
o ripping lark, but the Head won't think so,
and neither will the fellows!™ i

“That’s s0,” said Harry Wharton. “We can
put up with a good deal, but we sha'n’t be
able to stand a fellow who never opens his
mouth., And.if you don’t chuck this silly rot
you'll find yourself up against it. You seem
a pretty good fighting-man.

said

There was a fierce scowl on Bolsover major's-|-and Harry Wharton

But that won't

count for much if you have all the Form
against you, will it??

Dick Chester still maintained his silence,
& Co., who scarcely
knew what to make of this amazing new boy,
who ecould use his fists, but not his tongue,
strolled away.

PE——

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
The Remove Take Action?

ICK CHESTER made himself quite at

home in Study No. 10,
Dupont kept up a rumning fire of
conversation, partly in Freach and
partly in English; but beyond an occasional
nod or a shake of the head the new boy made

7o response. And at last Dupont gave it up

and started his prep. :

Bolsover major ‘returned to the study.
but he remained silent—not because he was
& disciple of the silent schoolboy, but because
Lie had no desire to be spoken to again in
Dick Chester’s forceful, fistic language.

Bolsover seldom came up against anybody
who was capable of giving him a licking.
But he had met his master in the new boy,
and he wisely decided to lie low for a bit.
Two lickings in one evening would have
blotted out what little facial beauty Bol-
SOVer possessed.

And so the occupants of Study No. 10 did
their prep in silence. At least, Bolsover and
Dupont did their prep whilst Pick Chester
read one of Scott’s novels.

The new boy was not conspicuous again
until ecalling-over.
silence brought him into prominence orece
more.

The Removites assembled in the Hall, and
Mr. Quelch called the roll

“ Bulstrode !*?

* Adsum !”

“Bafi t»

“Here, sir!”

“Brown!”

** Present, sir!’

Mr. Quelch paused, with a frown.

“When I eall your names, 1 expect every
boy to reply ‘ Adsum!’ ** he said. I want
no variations. Bolsover!”

“¥en sipld 5

“Take a hundred lines, Bolsover!” thun-
dered Mr. Quelch. :

“Oh, erumbs!” gasped the bully of the
Remove. “What’s that for, sir?”

“For failing to comply with my orders,
You said  Yes, sir! ’ instead of * Adsum!’

“But I—I thought—"

“I am astonished to learn that you are

capable of thought, Bolsover!® said Mr.
Queleh, with crushing sarcasm, “Pray he
silent. Cherry!” =

“Adsum!”?

farr (¥

“Adsum!?’

“Chester!”

Dead silence,

Mr. Queich pursed up his lips.

“Where is Chester?” he demanded, in
tones of amnmoyance. “Wharton, go and sce
if you can find him—"

“He's here, sir!”

“Then why did you not reply when your
name was called, Chester?’’ :

“He mnodded, sir,” Billy PBunter said.
“P’r’aps he thought that was sufficient!” =

“Silence, Bunter! Your perverse conduct,
Chester, calls for severe punishment. How-
ever, I shall take no action until Dr. Locke
has ascertained from your father if there is
any justification for your silence,”

Even as Mr. Quelch spoke the Head
appeared on the scene.

There was a deep frown on Dr. Locke's
face, and a telegram fluttered in his hand.

“I have just learned, Mr. GQueleh, from the
father of that wretched boy that there is no
reason whatever why he should remain silent.
He is not dumb, neither has he an impedi-
ment in his® speech. It is obvious, there-
fore, that his silence is due either o sulkiness
or impertinence.”’ ~

All eyes were turned upon the new hoy.

“What have you.to.-say, Chester?” thin-
dered the Head.

“M-m-m-m!” mumbled Dick Chester,
making a desperate effort to speak. But he
could get no further than that articulation.

“So you still persist in this outrageous con-
duct?” said Dr. Locke, his eyes glinting.
“ Very well, You will visit me in my study
after breakfast to-morrow morning, when I
will endeavour to cure you, once and for all,
of your obstinate silence!”

Diek Chester turned pale, but he made no
comment. And . shortly - afterwards the
Remove was dismissed. -

In the interval before bed-time the juniors

And then his continued .
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collected in the Common-room, in a-state of
grmt wrath and excitement.

“We know now why the new bounder won't
spéak !’ said Vernon-Smith. “Xt’s his idea ot
a joke.. He thinks it great fun to try and
onof the school I’

“The Head says he'll cure him in the morn-
ing,” said Peter Todd. * But I think it’s up
to us to cure him to-night!”

“Hear, hear!”

“We’'ll bump the rotter!”

“We'll toss him in a blanket!”

“We’ll make him speak somehow!”

he juniors were furious. They didn’t mind
a joke, but they considered that -Dick Chester
had gose altogether too far. His silence was
xasperating—maddening. And the Removites
were determined to take steps to cure him of
that silence. A sound bumping, they
reflected, or a blanket-tossing, or some other
painful experience, would soon restore Dick
Chester’s speech.
' “Where's the
Squift.

“He's hidden himself away somewhere, you
bet!” said Bolsover major savagely. “But
we shall see him in the dorm. And then
we'll put a stop to his little game.”

“Yes, rather!”’

Dick Chester was looking pale and over-
wrought when he arrived- in the Remove
dormitory, half an hour later. He was
worried by several things, and by the loss of
his speech most of all. He had not uttered
a single word since the shock he had received
in the railway-train; and he was beginning
to despair of ever recovering the power of
speech.

It was terrible to be misjudged and mis-
understood, and be unable to say a word in
his own defence. =

The new boy decided, as he entered the
dormitory that the only thing to be done
was to write down his explanation on paper.
He bhad refrained, so far, from taking this
step. But it was the only way.

But before Dick Chester could produce note-
book and pencil, a crowd of juniors came
surging towards him.

“Now, you cad,” said Vernon-Smith
grimly, “we’re going to put you through the
hoop!”

“Collar him!” reared Bolsover major.

“One moment, you fellows!” said Harry
Wharton, intervening. *“We'll give him one
more chance to speak. And if he doesn't take
it he'll know what to . expect., Now,
@hester!”

The uproar subsided, and everybody waited
for the new boy to speah
came.

“He’s still
Carr, at length.

“Well, we shall have to cure him, that’s
all,” said Bob Cherry. “We’ll show him that
it’s no use trying to hold out against the
Form.”

“What’s it to be, Wharton?”’ asked Squiff.
“A blanket-tossing 2’

“No,” said the captain of the Remove.
“We'll make him run the gauntlet—just
once between the lines. And if that doesn’t
make him chuck this tommy-rot, nothing will!
Line up, you fellows!”’

The juniors armed themselves with pillows
and bolsters and knotted towels. Bolsover
major was searching for a more formidable
weapon of attack.

And Dick Chester, with white face and
clenched hands, stood looking on at these
preparations, whilst Bulstrode and Tom
Brown each gripped one of his arms.

Fierce anger flamed up in the new boy’s
breast. He wanted to speak—he wanted to
tell these fellows what he thought of them.
He prayed passionately that the power of
speech might be restored to him.

And the next moment his prayer was
answered!

bounder now?” inquired

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Dick Chester Explains!
1 OU cads—you cowardly cads!”
Diek Chester had spoken at last.
He had grown red in the face, he
had stuttered frantically-——and his
speech had been restored to him!

And he now made up for his long silencc
by pouring forth a torrent of angry words.

Bulstrode and Tom Brown were so amazed
that they released the new boy as if he had
suddenly become red-hot.

As for the rest of the fellows, they desisted
from their operations, and stared at Dick
Chester in stupefied astonishment.

For a couple of minutes the new boy con-

- But no word |

sticking it out!” said Dennis’

tinued to lash them with his tongue. And
then he threw himself on to the nearest bed,
and burst into a fit of sobbing.

The first fellow to find his voice was Billy
Bunter.

“I say, you fellows, he’s mad!
all along that he was potty! I—"

“Dry up!” said Mark Linley.

And in an instant he was at Dick Chester’s
side.

“What's wrong, kid?” he asked -quietly,
placing his hand consolingly upon the shoul-
der of the sobbing junior.

The new boy made no reply. But after a
time the fit of hysterical sobbing passed, and
he exclaimed fervently:

“Thank Heaven!”

“Why do you say that?”’
Linley.

Alnd the juniors hung on Dick Chester's
reply.

The new boy raised his pale face to that
of the Lancashire lad.

“Because my speech has been restored,” he
answered.

“My only aunt!” exclaimed Dennis Carr, in
startled tones. “Do you mean to say, Ches-
ter, that you actually lost your speech?”

“Yes.”

“But your pater declared that you hadn’t!”
protested Harry Wharton. “He sent the
Head a telegram——" -

“It was since I left home that I lost my
speech,” explained Dick Chester. And there
could be no doubting the sincerity of his
statement. Even Bolsover major realised that
he was speaking the truth.

“But—but how on earth did you come to
loge your speech, kid?” exclaimed Bob Cherry.

“I—1 can’t tell you! You'd think I was
a funk—"

“We should thmk nothmv of the sort!"
said Bob warmly. ,“The way you stood up to
Bolsover and trmmced him is proof that
you’re not a funk!”

“Tell us all about it, Chester,” said Vernon-
Smith. “And if any cad starts smeering I'll
punch his head!”

The new boy hesitated a moment, whilst the
eyes of his Form-fellows were fixed eagerly
upon him. And then he told his story.

“I've got a positive dread of railway
smashes,” he explained. “I've had it ever
since I was a small kid, and I've never been
able to shake it off. = The average fellow,
when he travels by train, doesn’t worry a jot.
The possibility of an accident doesn’t occur to
him, and if it did he wouldn’t let it trouble
him overmuch. But it’s different with me.
I get awfully nervy about such things.”

“Do you mean to say you've been in a train
smash to-day?” exclaimed Peter Todd.

“Not a smash exactly. But the engine
happened to jump the metals, and so did the
carriage I was in.”

“My hat!”

“I was thrown from one end of the carriage
to the other, and the shock of it fairly
stunned me. When the guard came along and
asked me if T was all right I couldn’t answer.

I knew

asked Mark

And I've not been able to speak a word since

—antil just now!”

“Poor kid!” said Mark Linley softly. “And
we thought you were being silent on purpose
—that you were playing some deep game or
other.”

“ And the Head thought so; too—and so did
Quelchy,” said Dennis Carr. *“They’ll have to
be told the facts right away.”

“Yes, rather!”

The pillows and bolsters and towels were
returned to their allotted places, and a party
of rather shamefaced juniors crowded round
the bed on which Dick Chester was sitting,
and asked his forgiveness.

“It’s all right, you fellows,”” said the new
boy. He was smiling now. “It was all a mis-
understanding on your part.”

“Why on earth didn’t you explain the facts
in writing?” said Wharton.

“I was afraid you'd think me an awful
weakling, to let a slight railway accident
upset me like that!”

“What rot!” said Johnuny Bull. *“We
haven’'t all got ecast-iron nerves. Every
fellow has a weakness of some sort. Per-

sonally, I've always got a horror of being |

knocked down by Coker’s motor-bike !”

“Ha, ha, hal?

At this juncture Wingate of the Sixth
came into the dormltory to extinguish the
lights.

The captain of Greyfrlars frowned when he
saw everybody out of bed, and he very
promptly inquired the reason.

Harry Wharton then explained everything
to the astonished Wingate. And the Sixth-
Former, as scon as he had recovered from his

amazement, hurried away to explain matters
to Mr. Quelch, who in turn aequainted the
Head with full details of Dick Chester’s un-
enviable experiences.

Now that the new boy’s tongue was loosed
he proved a very mheres*mg and entertaining
feilow. And Harry Wharton & Co. were {ook-
ing forward to enjoying his friendship at
(xreyinara

But they were destined to disappointment.
Next day, the Head arranged for a cele-
brated nerve-specialist to come down to the
school and examine Dick Chester. = And,
greatly to the junior’s disgust, the eminent
]x]nan preseribed six months’ complete rest for
im
“You are suffering,” he said, “from
neurasthenia. Not acutely, but it may
become acute unless you lead a perfectly
quiet life for six months or so.”
“I ean do.that by staying here,
Dick Chester.

But the specialist thought otherwise.

The Head communicated with Mr. Chester,
and arrangements were made for Dick to
reburn home.

But before he went he - was invited to
attend a magnificent repast in Study No. 1.

There were other guests, tco.  But Dick
Chester occupied the place of honour. And
his schoolfellows did their utmost to make
amends for their former freatment of him.
They could hardly be blamed, of course, for
ucting as they had done; but they meant
to show Dick Chester how much they
regretted the unfortunate misunderstanding,
and how sorry they were to lose him.

‘That specialist johnny who ordered you
away,” said Bob Cherry, ‘“deserves to bae
boiled in oil!”

“Hear, hear!” said Harry Wharton. “It's
an awful shame that you've got to go,
Chester !”

“But still, it will not be a case of out of
gighttulness, out of mindfulness!” said Hurree

ingh
“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Absence makes the esteemed heart grow
as fond as two in the bush, as your hnwhsh
provab has it.”

“Ha.- ha,-hat?

Inky ﬂot a bit mixed,” said Nugent.
“But you can see what he means. We don't
want to lose you, but it's no use kicking
against specialists and parents and heac-
masters!”

“Not a bit!” said Dick Chester. “Let’s
hope I shall get a reprieve, that’s all, and
he allowed to come back to Greyfxmxs long

efore the six months are up.

Harry Wharton & Co. hoped so, too.

And it was with genuine regret that they
parted company with Dick Chester, who had
caused such a_sensation at Greyfriars by
appearing—unwillingly enough—in the role of
the Silent Schoolboy !

THE END.

( Another grand long story of Harry Wharton
& Co. next week, entitled: ** WIBLEY'S WIN-
NING WAY!” by Frank Richards. Owder
your copy EARLY !)

sir,” said
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" When in Doubt—

_THE OPENING CHAPTERS.

Dick Tulliver, to escape 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, wha are
located in a ruined manor house, known as
Wildfell Grange, which is reputed to be
haunted. By a piece of luck, Dick is able to
‘be of service to Mr. Halibut, the producer.
Through the good offices of a friend named
Harry Trent, who is working for the com-
pany, Dick is taken on in place of Archie
Deen, the star actor, who has mysteriously
disappeared. - He is introduced to an actor-
friend of Trent’s named Biglow. Later, Dick
hag the misfortune " to make a dangerous
enemy of a hunchback dwarf, named Bernard
Grimshaw.

One day Dick discovers a secret passage lead-
ing from -Grimshaw’s room and out into the
grounds by the lake. He has reasons to
believe that it is frequently used by the
dwarf. A strike takes place among the
actors, and in despair Mr. Halibut sends Dick
and Harry with an urgent message to Colonel
Allingham, a patron of the company. Whilst
Dick is in the eolonel’s house, Mr. Halibut’s
ear is stolen, and Harry with it. After
making inquiries, Dick is able to.get on the
track of the car, and finally runs to earth his
chum, in the cellars of a ruined farm.

{Now read on.)

‘The New Chums.
ICK TULLIVER wasted no time in
loosening the bonds that encircled
Harry.

. “Good old Dick!” mumbled Harry,
in a faint voice. “I might have known you'd
soon track me down. The scoundrels! Have
they gone?”

«Y think so. What’s more, they have left
the car here.” At least, there was no sound
of them starting it up. My word, Harry!
I'm awfully relieved to find things are no
worse. They might have been, you know.” .

Harry Trent.nodded. -

“They canght me properly by surprise,”

he said, as, assisted by Dick, he slowly got

to his feet and stretched his cramped limbs.
“1 heard you kicking up that row on Colonel
Allingham’s knocker, and just as I had made
up my mind to join you, three men suddenly
came through . the gate and stepped up
to the car. One of thém, in quite a géntle-
manly voice, .asked me if I could oblige him
with the time. Not suspecting anything, 1
tcok out my watch.
found a revolver an inch away from my nose.
I said nothing, and they said nothing. The
man holding the revolver stood over me,
while the other two men got into the car.
Then he with the revolver climbed in beside
me, and indicated that I was to set her
going. What could I do, but obey? Off we
went until we reached this place. They con-
ducted me down to these cellars, and with-
out giving me an explanation—indeed, they
never spoke a word the whele time—they
trussed me up. Apart from binding me, I
can’t say they did me any injury.  Still, if
you hadn’t found me, I should have probably
starved to death.” -
THE PENNY PePULAR.—No. 78,

.said Dick hopefully.

When I looked up I'

“Jove, it was a small house-boat!
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";Vould you recognise them again?” asked
Dick.

“No. Their faces were completely hidden.
Now you know what’s happened to me, Dick,
let’s have your adventures.”

Dick accordingly related them.

“ By the way,” he concluded, “ did you
notice if they carried a bag of any sort?
1 understand they collared most of the
colonel’s plate.”

Harry had not observed any bag.

“Still they may have had one,” he sald.
“1 had no chance of taking in any details.
The whole affair was too sudden. I tell you
what, Dick,” he added hotly, “I sha’n’t rest
until I've run those chaps to earth!”

“Don’t blame you,” said Dick sympathetic-
ally. “I only wish 1 had been able to follow
them to see in which direction they went.
I suppose the sfirst thing to do will be to
inform the police.”

“Yes, after we've seen the colonel,”
returned Harry. “Then there’s old Halibut.
We must get back to Wildfell Grange as soon
as possible. I bet he’s tearing his hair out
by this time. Look here, Dick, you can drive
the car; can’t you?”? :

“After a fashion,” said Dick.

“Then the bhest thing you can do is to
drop me at the colonel's house, and then get
along back as quickly as you can.”

But, alas! for their plans. The car was
there, right enough, but a car with all its
tyres punctured is not much use. In other
words, the three men before departing had
slit each tyre with some sharp instrument,
and there they bhung on the wheels, all soft
and flabhby.

“And that's that!” murmured Harry rue-
fully. “What’s to be done now, Dick?”

“You go along to the colonel’s place,” said
Dick promptly, “and ['ll return to the Grange
the best way I can.”

“On foot! Why, my dear chap, it'll take
you hours!”

I dare say I can get a lift of some sort,”
“It’s just turned eight.
Tl 'walk back as far a8 Nodstead with you,
and see if there’s a bike for hire anywhere.”

So back to Nodstead they went, and at
the High Street they parted company, Harry
going back to Grandcourt Lodge, and leaving
Dick to seek some form of conveyance which
would take him to Wildfell Grange.

The village of Nodstead, however, proved
barren of bikes, traps, dogcarts, or, in fact,
anything that went on wheels. It was market
day at the neighbouring county town, and

the inhabitants required their vehicles for pLm

the purpose of going there. There was mot
even u perambulater to be hired. !

Dick pursued his investigations until he
reached the outskirts of the village, and
found. himself gazing at a placid stream that
meandered away toward the hills that eould
he seen in the distance.

“A bhoat would be better.than nothing,”
he reflected. “This stream .is probably a
tributary of the River Swift. It’s bound to
take me somewhere near the Grange.”,

But there was no boat in sight.

Stay! What - was _that wooden-looking
affair he could see under a clump of willow
trees over yonder? A bathing-hut! No; by
: Even as
hie looked, a rowing-boat appeared round the

NAT FAIRBANKS.

bend of the river and made straight for the
spot where the house-boat was moored.

“Perhaps they may be able to assist me,”
thought Dick.

It was a faint hope, but Dick had had
enough of wandering about. He was not only
very tired, but very hungry, too. If they
were decent people they might offer him a
cup of tea, or, failing that, he could indulge
in a muchmneeded rest under the inviting
s}éadows of the trees growing by the water’s
edge.

The path leading towards the house-boat
crossed a small meadow which sloped away
down to a hedge, beyond which the river,
glistening in the sun like a mirror, ceuld be
seen between the poplars fringing its banks.

As Dick got nearer he saw not only the
top of the house-boat, but also the top of
a bell-tent. It was a camping party. In
between the trees flitted some figures clad
in white, and the closer he got the stronger
grew a familiar odour.

It was the smell of fried bacon!

If Dick was hungry before—he was abso-
lutely ravenous now.

He strolled up to the bell-tent and  dis-
covered a fellow about his own age bending
over an oil-stove, on the top of which stood
a frying-pan, and in the frying-pan reposed
half a dozen rashers of bacon and three eggs.

Something seemed to have gone wrong with
the stove, judging by the reckless way the
fellow was striking matches, holding them to
the wick, and then, as they burnt out, throw-
ing them away, and striking others.

“Good-morning!” said Dick pleasantly.
“Won't it work?”

There was no verbal reply to this remark,
but the fellow’s next -action spoke volumes.
He lifted up.the frying-pan, and, taking a
flying kick, sent the stove hurtling into the
adjacent bushes. 2 =

“That's settled that!” he said, turning a
flushed face to Dick. :

. He was a young gentleman, with straw-
coloured hair, and a large, pointed nose. He

-was lanky, with very bony elbows and wrists,

and his knees seemed ineclined to shakiness.

' He. gazed at Dick for a brief moment, and

then apparently Dick’s appearance meeting
with his approval, his features melted into a
faint grin.
“I say, aré you
fires?” he asked. -~ . .
“T'm an-expert at the job!” returned Dick
solemnly. ;
“Qh,,,well, if you.wouldn’t. mind. heiping

e

any good.- at . lighting

- Before he could complete the sentence, Dick
hiad started 'to . coileet twigs-and other odds
and ends rsuitable, for the purpose. :

. “He can’t want fo.cat all that himself,”
thought Bick, as he .gazed on the contents
of the {frying-pan. *If .1 light. his fire, out

.of. common..decency, he’ll have to invite me

to breakfast.” . é

“You haven’t two bricks, 1 suppose?” asked
Dick.

After some hunting about, a couple of bricks
were unearthed. Placing them about six
inches apart, Dick threw the twigs and
things in between, and in a very short space
of time he had the beginnings of quite a

-promising fire.

“You know how to cook as well, I dare
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BRY?” sald the other, wafching Dick with
every sign of approval. g
1 ~“I should say so0!” replied Dick. “And eat,

too!” he added to himself.
; “Then would you complete your frightful
Kkindness by finishing off the bacon and €ggs?”

“I'm in Tuck!” thought Dick, giving the
frying-pan a scientific shake.

He had just placed it on the fire when

suddenly, close at hand, voices arose. Two
fellows, each bearing a number of small
parcels, staggered into the clearing and
dumped the lot on the ground.
; “What, breakfast not ready yet, Plum!”
exclaimed the foremost of the neweomers, in
a tone of great annoyance. “What have you
been doing? Here, who's this?”

“This,” of course, referred to Dick.

The person addressed as Plum hesitated
a Second before replying.

“He’s an expert fire-layer and. cook,” he
mumbled. “I  hope you don't mind,
Faulkner?”

“It's totally against. orders!” returned the
other sharply. “How do you know he isn’t
a spy?”

“I bet you didn’t ask him to give the pass-
word !” chimed in Faulkner’s esmpanion,

This being all Greek to Dick, hs allowed
his attention to wander from his culinary
duties for one brief second to take stock of
these fellows. “Public school boys out for a
holiday,” he summed them up. A glance at
the cap Faulkner wore further.convinced him
he was right in his surmise. He recognised
the colours as those belonging to Fallowsdale
College. During his last year at school he
had played cricket and foothall against them.

“I found your chum having a couple of
shert, sharp rounds with an oil-stove,” said
Dick. *“ And as the oil-stove was winning, 1
barged in and helped him.”

“And if he hadn’t, you chaps wouldn’t have
got any breakfast!” grunted Plum. “Look
at that bacon; look at those eggs! Absolutely
‘done to a turn!  You remember what
‘happened yesterday, Templeton, don’t you?”

To judge by Templeton's face, he remem-
bered only too well; so also apparently did
Faulkner. 2

“The stuff certainly looks more like eggs
and bacon than it did under your treatment,”
confessed Faulkner. He locked at Dick
keenly. “Do you belong to these parts?” he
asked.

“Oh, no,” replied Dick; “I've got stranded
here. I want to get back to a place called
Wildfell Grange—"

“What!” ejaculated the others, and the
word pronounced in unison produced *the
effect of a pistol-shot. ;

__ The Expeditionary Force.
€ ILDFELL GRANGE!” repeated
Dick, and then added the query:
“Why not?”
“Oh, of course,
reason——" began Faulkner.

“No reason at all why you shouldn’t—"
cut in Templeton.

“8till, it's jolly strange!” blurted Plum.

Dick looked at the bacon and eggs that

were rapidly cooling in the morning air.
Faulkner’s eyes took the same direction.
' “I vote we start on these and talk after-
wards,” he said gravely. “Put on the kettle,
Plum, for the tea. Will you join us?” he
added to Dick.

“Thanks!” said Dick.

there’s no

“That is, if you can

spare it!"”
“Oh, we've heaps of grub,” returned
Faulkner. “Our commissariat department’s

in full working ordér. Templeton and I have
just bought a ton of finned stuff. Then
there are the iron rations, besides.”

Dick rather opened his eyes at these
military terms; but he made no comment for
the moment. He was really too hungry to
bother about explanations of the why and
wherefore of this “ecamp,” and devoted all
his attention to the liberal portion of egg and
bacon that Faulkner dished out to him. But
as he ate he quietly took stock of his com-
panions. Faulkner was evidently the leader.
He was a tall, good-looking lad, built on
athletic lines, and with a quick, decisive
manner about him that betokened boundless
energy. Templeton, on the other hand,
seemed to be of a languid disposition. Dick
couldn’t imagine him hurrying over anything.
Plum, who was the youngest of the trio, was
afflicted with tremendous volubility, and
when he talked, he had the habit of coming
very close to you, and thrusting his long nose
almost in your face.

It was after the first cup of tea had been
poured out, and Plum’s chattering comments
on this, that, and the other had for the

moment come to an end, that Faulkner
started to-unbosom himself.

“It’s like this,” he began. “We are here
on active service.” He paused, seeing Dick’s
puzzled expression. “But perhaps I'd better
explain fully.” -

Dick nodded his head, as much as to say:
“Perhaps you had.” .

“We all belong to TFallowsdale College,”
said Plum eagerly, butting in, “and—"

“Hold your tongue, Plum! Templeton, if
the ‘cook’s mate’ shows any further sign
of insubordination, have the kindness to
bonnet him.”

“Well,” resumed Faulkner, after a pause to
allow of the “cook’s mate’s” subsidence,
“we’re oub on active service to investigate
this Wildfell Grange. For a long time past
we've heard all sorts of queer stories about
the show, and as our school’s closed down for

person Sattlebes some sorf of sentry you've
posted?”

“8ome sort of sentry is right,” grumbled
Faulkrer ~ “Yes, he’s been on duty since six.”

“Then I didn’t see him.” said Dick.

“Go off, Plum, and rout him out,” said
Faulkner. “You see,” he ‘went on, “this is
not the only  expedition making" for the

-Grange. . By the way, we may as well know

your name. Dick Tulliver? Thanks! Well,
Tulliver, as I say, we're not the only expe-
dition on active service. A chap named
Blogson from our school, and one of the
biggest outsiders you ever:met, is conducting
a gang of followers on the same quest as us.
Blogson and I are deadly rivals— always have
been—and he's sworn, so 1 hear, to find out
all about the Grange before we do, Luckily,
we slipped away without him knowing we'd
gone, and so we've got a day’s start of him.
It’s war to the knife between us, and, that

There was a loud tinkling of cycle-beils, and the crew of the Qadfly saw a
party of cyclists rapidly approaching down the road.

Faulkner, “ the enemy approaches !

Down into the cabin, all of you!
mustn’t spot us !’’’

‘* Men,” announced
They

a fortnight, we thought we’d spend the time
in taking a trip to the Grange, and finding
out how much truth there is in the wild
yarns we've been told. You say you're going
there?”

“Yes,”’ said Dick.
as quickly as I can.”

‘ Sodo we,” chimed in Plum. * In fact—"'

He was unable to say more, for Templeton,
in obedience to orders, pulled his straw hat
over his eyes.

Plum once more subsided.

“As I was about to say,” went on Faulkner,

“I want to get there

“we want to get there as soon as possible.

I take it that you know the way?”’

“Oh, yes,” said Dick. *“The quickest route
would be by water, but I don’t know how
your house-boat will be of any assistance.
You can't go very fast in that.”

“That’s all you know!’ retorted Faulkner.
“The Expedition has hired a horse and
man—-"

“And a dog,” grunted Templeton.
forget the dog, Faulkner.””

“I'm not likely to,” said Faulkner grimly.

“0h, I see,” cried Dick.
means of being towed along.”

“Exactly! By the way, Plum, you'd better
go and relieve old Sattlebee. His time’s up.
Did he challenge you?” said Faulkner, turn-

ing to Dick. B
“Challenge me!” echoed Dick.

“Don’t

“Is this

“You have the.

being so, I am running this expedition on
strictly military lines.”’

Faulkner rambled on in this style for some
time. He was far too absorbed in his own
affairs to show the slightest curiosity about
Dick, and as Dick was not particularly
anxious to disclose his connection with Wild-
fell Grange, he was quite content to listen
while Faulkner talked.

Presently Plum returned, leading by the
arm none other than the elderly patriarch

who early that morning had supplied Dick
‘with the information concerning the where-

ahouts of the missing motor. Behind them
slunk the wretched-looking dog.

“I have arrested Private Sattlebee,” an-
nounced Plum. “I found him asleep at his
post. - Did I do right?”

“Perfectly right,”” said Faulkner sternly.

‘I suppose you know, Private Sattlebee,
you've infringed the rules of the service?”

““ Yes, Maester Faulkner,” mumbled the
patriarch very contritely.

“And according to military law you ought
to be led out at once, placed with your back
against a  wall, blindfolded, and shot?”

““And serve you jolly well right, too!”’
Templeton severely. “Such fellows as
can only be dealt with by martial law.”

“And has he coom wi’ you, sir?”

‘““ Who's come 2"’
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“ Why, Marshial Law, as you called him
just now.”

“Hang it, Sattlebee,” returned Templeton
angrily. “Don’t you try and be a greater fool
than you are!”

“Noa, sir. I'm always contented wi’ my
place.”

It was wonderful what a sly look old
Sattlebee had in his eyes sometimes. What-
ever he trled to be, he certainly looked a
greater fool than he was. But Dick reckoned
anyone would be most woefully deceived if
they took himn for a greater fool than he
looked.

“There, there, that’ll do!” snapped Faulk-
ner. ‘‘ Private Sattlebee, I shall put you on
fatigue duty at once. We're going to strike
the camp this very minute. Pack everything
into the house-boat, and get the horse ready
to tow us down the river.”

At this moment Plum gave vent to an
agonised yell.

“Look at that wretched dog!’’ he cried.
“He’s collared the knuekle of ham!”

The expedition immediately scattered
amongst the trees in a vain endeavour to
catch Sattlebee’s dog. A well-directed shot
with a meat tin from Diek brought the
marauding career of the animal to an abrupt
conelusion. He dropped the knuckle of ham,
not much the weorse for its adventure, and
sat down on his haunches and barked defiance
at all and sundry.

“That dog’s a professed thief, mark my
words!” pufied Plum. “The wretched cur!”

“ Which, begging your pardon, Snap’s as
pure-b.red a mongrel as ever you saw in
your life,” retorted old Sattlebee, standing up
boldly for the animal. <

“Silence in the ranks!’’ ordered Faulkner.

With some diffieulty the rank and file—
otherwise Sattlebee—was induced to start his
fatigue duty. The others set to as well, and
merrily the work proceeded. By half-past
hine everything was ready to be taken on
board.

A procession was formed. It marched to
the house-boat in the following order:

Faulkner, with knapsack on shoulders, a
pair of field-glasses, and a wicker basket.

Plum, with a saueepan, articles of crockery,
and pockets bulging with a miscellaneous
collection of tins of cocoa, potted meat, and
sardines.

Last of all Templeton and Dick, struggling
under the weight of the tent, which, folded
up and rolled round a pole, was, with a
couple of macintoshes, no slight burden.

The only person not doing anything
appeared to be Private Sattlebee. But
though he didn’t_ use his hands, his tongue
went pretty freely, and he had a word to
say on everything: Indeed, mest of the time
Sattlebee sat on the most comfortable place
he could find on the bank, and looked on so
cheerfully that Faulkner, who was beginning
to lose his temper, asked whether he couldn’t
discover something to do. :

“I shall have plenty to do, never fear,”
returned Sattlebee, bringing out a dirty clay
pipe. “The old ’oss’ll want a bit of
managing. I'm not going to tire myself now.
and not he able to use my strength when I
want it. . Recelleek, you young gents’ll be
all comfortable aboard whilst me and Snap’ll
be truiging along that there tow-path.”

‘:Oh, all right!” snapped Faulkner.

'Everythmg was evéntually stowed on board.
The horse, after some difficulty, was induced
to start, and the house-boat was soon gliding
along at a steady three miles an hour.

T some ‘miles without encountering

any difficulties. The sluggish river
wound in and out, now running parallel with
the high road, and now slipping under a
bridge to allow the road to pass over, and
meeting it again half a mile farther away.
This -sort of thing was continved without
much variation. -

“You're sure we're going in the right
direction?” said Faulkner every now and
then to Dick.

“Oh, yes,” he assured him. “We .ought to
reach the village by dinner-time.”

“Tell us what you know about the old
Grange,” said Plum. “Sattlebee’s told us
some hair-raising yarns, and swears the place
absolutely swarms with ghosts.”

“It’s empty, of course?” inquired Temple-
ton. ;

“I expect so0,” replied Dick guardedly.
Indeed, he fully expected to find it so when
he got there. By this time Colonel Alling-
ham had most probably got into communica-
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Back to the Scene of Action.

HE Gadfly, for so was the house-
boat named, pursued her course for

When in Doubt——

tion with Mr. Halibub, and had announced
his intention of refusing to allow the com-
pany to take up their quarters elsewhere. If
the members of the eompany displayed the
same spirit of revolt that they had shown
last night, they would have packed up their
belongings, and quitted the Grange. Conse-
quently, the house would certainly, for the
time being, at any rate, be empty.

“And that being so0,”” thought Dick,
“Harry and I will have to find some place to
sleep in. All the likely beds in the village
will be collared hours ago. I wonder if these
fellows would let us share their tent with
them. I must try and wangle it.”

“I’'ve heard curiouns tales about the Grange
as well,” said Dick. “I won’t say they’re all

true, but the fact remains the place has a
very bad reputation.
bring a bigger
Faulkner muttered something
fellows funking it.
“Your farce is far too small,” said Dick,

I wonder you didn't
army *° with you.”
about the

The next moment the boy lifted

up the frying-pan, and, taking a

fiying kick, sent the stove hurt-

ling into the adjacent bushes.

# That’s settled that!?” he mut-
tered.

shaking his head gravely. “I'm wondering if
1 could beat up a few reeruits. I don’t want
to dictate to you in any way, but you see I
know semething of the dangers you'll en-
counter, and you don't.”

“True,”” murmured Templeton, with a
rather anxious look in the direction of his
chief.

The gallant Faulkner appeared to be turn-
ing things over in his mind. The smallness
of his “army > had been the drawback all
through, but the idea of enlisting outsiders
didn’t attract him very much. Still, it
depended a good deal who bthe outsiders were.
This chap Dick Tulliver, for instance, would
be a distinet acquisition.

“How about you?” he asked Dick.
you care to join the ‘F.E.F.'?”

“«F.EF.? questioned Dick.

“ That's cur name—Fallowsdale Expedition-
ary Force, you know !’

“Qh, I see,” returned Dick, smothering a
chuckle with difficulty. “Yes, I might take
up a temporary commission. I’ve got a friend
as well who might be induced to join. He’s
a head taller than 1 am—wouldn’t O’Flaherty
just love this?” he added to himself—*“I've
half a mind to ‘drop him a line.”

Fsulkner produced a note-hook,

“Would

“T'll add your mame to the roll,” he said.

He was proceeding to do so, when a loud
tinkling of cycle-bells rang out. At thab
moment they were approaching one of the
bridges that carried the road across the river,
Down -this road they espied a party of cyclists
appreaching.

Faulkner whipped out his field-glasses and
took a rapid survey.

“Men,” he announced, in solemn tones,
‘ the enemy approaches, Down into the cabin,
all of you. They mustn’t spot us!”

Everyone dived below in a most undignified
fashion.

“It’s Blogson and his party!” breathed
Faulkner.

“You mean the rival expedition?’ said
Dick.

Faulkner nodded.

“They’'ve caught us wup!?® ejaculated
Templeton. “Phew! Here's a go!”

“There’s one thing,” muttered Faulkner.
‘ Not knowing wc're on board the Gadfly, they
won't suspeet anything.”

“Unless they spotted our caps,” said Plum.
He glanced out of the cabin-window—they
had passed under the bridge by this time—
and looked towards the road. *“Anyway, they
haven't stopped. I can see them scooting
along for all they’re worth. One, two, three
By Jingo! There seems to be a dozen
of them !

Faulkner, with the promptitude of all great
military men, immediately held a council of
war.

In a brief speech he outlined the necessity
for extreme caution. They were outnum-
bered, he said, but then so was Henry the
Fifth at Agincourt. After all, numbers weére
not everything in warfare; brains would
always defeat brute - foree coupled with
ignorance, and as they had the former
qualification, and Blogson relied . enfirely
upon the latter, there was no reason te
despond.

“8till, if you can prevail upon your friend
to join up, so much the better,” he added to
Dick. 2

The danger for the moment being past, the
members of the F.E.F. once more went up on
deck.

“Look!” gaid Dick, indicating a spot on
their left. “Can you see part of a roof and
two square chimney-stacks?” :

“Yes, I see them.”

“Well, that’s Wildfell Grange. What do
you propose doing now? Blogson and his lot
will have reached the village by this time.
You're not keen on meeting him yet awhile,
I suppose?”

“QOh, no. I want to take them by surprige.”

“I thought so. Then if I may make a sug-
gestion, I should advise you to pitch your
camp somewhere in those backwaters. Geb
old Sattlebee to stop at once. When the tow-
rope’s attached, we’ll hitech it on to the
dinghy, and a couple of us will pull the
Gadfly to a convenient camping-ground.”

Everyone voted this an excellent suggestion.

Accordingly loud yells were raised to Sattle-
bee to stop. Sattlebee being at the present
moment fast asleep on the back of the horse,
the Gadfly was towed nearly a quarter of a
mile out of her proposed course. Eventually,
however, Sattlebee was secen to poke up his
head and give vent to a hoarse “Hoy!” there-
by signifying that their shouts had at length
penetrated his hearing.

The Gadfly slowly drifted across to the tow-

ath.

p:Mtcompanied hy Plum, Dick got into the
dinghy, and, after attaching the tow-rope,
they bent to their oars and slowly pulled
the Gadfly in the direction of the backwaters.

These backwaters Intersected the marshy
land by innumerable channels, forming a
multitude of islands of various sizes. When
the river was low and the sun hot, the beds
of many of these islands were sufficiently dry
to allow them to be crossed at the expense of
muddy feet. But the wider channels were
nearly always impassable. A greenish-black
slimy mud, inte which a stone pitched with
moderate force instantly sank, covered them—
a mud of a glutinous character, which the
winter floods scarcely sufficed to disturb.

But there was one island standing out of
the water considerably higher than the rest,
thickly covered with trees and undergrowth,
and it was here that the Gadfly eventually
came to rest.

“How will this suit’ you?’ asked Diek.

“Couldn’t bhe better,” said Faulkner.
“Finest bit of cover we could possibly find!”

“Prime!” ejaculated Templeton.

“A 1!” exclaimed Plum. .

¢ Right you are!” said Dick.

(Continued on page 17.)

“And now
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LONG ODDS!

" A Grand Complete Story of the Chums of St. Jim’s.

By MARTIN CLIFFORD.

L e S P 3

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Cutts® Precious Schemie.

OM MERRY, of the Shell Form at St.
Jim’s, and captain of the junior
school, strolled out into the playing-
flelds with a book on a hot summer

afternoon. He had some poetry to learn
for Mr. Linton, and he was looking for a
quiet spot where he was not likely to be
disturbed.

_ He walked towards a group of stately oaks
in the corner of the playing-field near the
cricket” pavilion. Round the hases of these
noble trees were wooden seats, Tom Merry
was just about to take a seat beneath the
largest of the oaks, when he paused as
another idea struck him. Two minutes
later he was perched snugly in the fork of
two stout branches, twenty feet from the
ground. The leafy foliage screened him from
view from the ground. e

“Snug enough here.!” he remarked to him-
self, with satisfaction, opening “The Golden
Treasury.” “Now for this blessed poetry.”

For ten minutes he was undisturbed. Then
the sound of voices drifted up frem below.

“It’s safe enough!” Tom Merry heard the
words distinctly., “Merry can’t possibly win;
it’s an absolute cert !”

“Then you've given long odds, Gerald, oid
man?”

There was an unpleasant chuckle.

“Long odds! Rather! I can afford to, old
man. I tell you it’s a cert!”

Tom Merry peered down through the leafy
secreen that surrounded him. Two St. Jim's
fellows had strolled up and seated themselves
beneath the very tree in which he was
perched. Tom recognised them at once.
They were Gerald Cutts of the Fifth and his
crony, St. Leger.

Tom Merry hesitated. His first thought
was to shout down and teM them to buzz
off, as he wanted to learn his poetry. But,
having beard their first words, he hesitated.
He did not want to be an eavesdropper, but
as their conversation appeared to concern
him very closely, he thought he might as
well hear some more.

Gerald Cutts was one of the “fast set ” at
St. Jim's, and more than a little of the
blackguard. St. Leger, though less daring,
was of the same kidney.

“Several of the fellows
Crooke, and Racke, and Clampe—fancied
Merry’s chancés in- the competition, so 1
offered to take their bets. I laid ’em ten
to one.” And Cutts chuckled his unpleasant
chuckle. .

“Ten to one!” exclaimed St. Leger.

“Yes, ten to one—in half-quids! You see,
dear boy, I happened to know that young
Stubbs—the .fellow they used to call the
Chicken before he was warned out of the
ring for foul fighting—was knoeking about
down here. I got him to enter, under the
name of Hawkins. He looks quite a kid, but
he’s an old hand at the game—a regular
young tough! And if Merry gets as far as
the'ﬁnal, Stubbs’ll be there to knock him
out ” > k

“But—but supposing, by some chance,
Merry knocks him out instead?” said St.
Leger.

“That’s all right, dear boy; he won't!” said
Cutts, with a reckless laugh. “Sfubbs is a
regular young tough, I tell you; and, besides,
he knows a trick that’ll make all safe. He’s
done it before. Merry will think he’s been
kicked by a mule whean he goes down. I
tell you it’s easy money.”

St. Leger looked at Cutts with a sort of
uneasy admiration. Rascal as he was, he
was not quite such a reckless rascal as Cutts,
and he could scarcely think with composure
of the idea of a schoolfellow—and a junior
at that—being so roughly handled in the ring
by a ruffianly young prizefighter. And Cutts’
veiled hint of foul play made him still more
uneasy.

“I—I don’t like it much, Cutis,” he said.
“ Ruppose—"

“Suppose nothing!” said Cutts. “My dear
ehap, it can’t go wrong. I shall net a fiver

in the Shell—

at least. And I'm jolly hard up at present,
I can tell you. Banks has pretty nearly
cleaned me out lately.”

Banks was a rascally bookmaker who
haunted the neighbourhood of 8t. Jim’s.

“But—but if you should happen to lose—"

“I sha'n't lose!” laughed Cutts. “If I did,
I should have a deuce of a job to find the
money. I should do it somehow. I've done
it 'before. But I sha'n’t lose this time—I've
fixed that all right.”

“Well, T don’t like it,” said St. Leger,
gazing round in a half-frightened manner.
“Let's get in. I don’t like talking about it,”

“Oh, rats!” laughed Cutts.
your nerve, old boy!
in now.”

The two rascally seniors rose and walked
towards the school.

Tom Merry took a deep breath.

“The—the awful villain!” he murmured.
He saw the whole plot quite clearly.

On. Saturday there was a gymnastic dis-
play and bhoxing competition in Rvicombe in
aid of the funds of the local nospital. The
junior boxing competition was open to any
local boxer under the age of seventeen, and
Tom Merry, who was the best junior bexer
at St. Jim’s, had entered. @The Head had
approved, and had even encouraged his hoys
to enter, his sympathies having been enlisted
in advance by the hespital authorities. Jack
Blake of the Fourth, and Figgins of the New
House, and several others had entered, but
Tom Merry had high hopes of winning.

And now that blackguard Cutts, finding
that some of the shady members of the Shell
Formn were willing to bet on their chsmipion,
had “made a bhook ” oun the competition. By
gefting the ruffianly young professional
“Chicken ” Stubbs to enter, Cutts considered
he had made the issue quite safe. And then
his hint of foul play, if other means failed!
Tom Merry shivered a little. Then he set
his teeth.

“We'll see, Mr. Blacksheep Cutts!” he mut-
tered, as he slid down the tree, all thoughts
of the poetry he was learning driven out of
his head. “We’'ll see! Forewarned is fore-
armed! But I guess the odds are against me
all right!” =

But come on, we'll get

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Tom’s Qreat Fight.

# OM MERRY kept his own counsel. He
said nothing of the ugly plot he had
discovered to his friends, Manners
and Lowther, with whom he shared

Study No. 10 in the Shell Form passage. But

after dinner on Saturday, when he was pre-

paring to go down to Rylcombe for the com-
petition, hre looked very grave.

Monty Lowther locked at him curiously.

“What’s up, Tommy?”

“Nothing, old man.
fiddle!”

“Weli, keep your pecker up,” said Lowther.
“You're our champion in the show, you
know. All the {fellows in the Form think
you're going to win.”

“I know.”

“Some of ‘em have been fools enough 1o
bet on it, even,” said Manners. “Crooke and
his lot, I mean. Blessed if I know what the
cads want to bet at all for. There’d be a
fine row if the Head knew.”

“There would,” gaid Tom, with a faint
smile. “Blessed if I want to win their dirty
money for them—but I don’t want to lose,
either.”

“No fear!” #

“All the same, Crooke & Co. got long odds
against me!” :

“How do you know?" asked Manners and
Lowther, in astonishment.

“Well, 1 do know. The betting’s long
odds against me, so everybody doesn’t think
I’'m going to win, evidently.”

“Rats! Of course you'll wint”

“1 hope so,” said Tom, with a smile.

The chums went down te the village with
a crowd of St. Jim's fellows, and the com-
petition began.

I feel as fit as a

“You're losing

Tom Merry did well. Never, his delighted
supporters declared, had he been known to
box better. He got through three matches of
three rounds each, which brought him into
the final. But it was noticed that he boxed
grimly, without the sunny smile which usually
lit up his pleasant face. Perhaps he was
thinking of the long odds against him!

Jack Blake and George Figgins were drawn

| against each other in the first' round. After

a spirited three-round contest Jack Blake
gained the verdict over the New House cham-
pion by a narrow margin of points. In the
next match Blake was defeated by Grimes
the leeal grocer’s boy who was in turn
knocked out in one round by one Jim Haw-
kins, a burly youth whom nobody seemed to
know. :

Hawkins and Tom Merry were therefore to
meet in the final match, which was limited
to six rounds.

Tom Merry took careful note of Hawkins,
who was a sullenJooking youth of a lowering,
almost eriminal, type of countenance. ie
knew how to box, too—that was obvious. The
local referee had accepted his age -as one
month under seventeen, especially as his
declaration was backed up by Gerald Cutts
of the Fifth Form at St. Jim's, who carelessly
admitted that he used to know Hawkins,
and could vouch for his age.

The crowd of St. Jim’s boys and masters
and villagers watched the final contest
breathlessly. In the middle of the front row
of seats Tom Merry noted Cutts and St.
Leger—the latter obviously nervous and ill at
ease, Cutts with a sardonic smile playing
round his mouth.

“On my right Tom Merry! On my left

. Jim Hawkins!”

Thus the referee. Then:

“Fime!”

Tom Merry, pale and determined, opened
cautiously, He knew that Hawkins would
try to knock him out early in the fight. If
he couldn’t do that he would employ a foul—
but in what way Tom did not know. So he
was all on the defensive.

Hawkins forced the fighting from the first.
He drove Tom round the ring, showering
blows at him, but he did not penetrate the
junior’s defence. Neither did he expose him-
self to the risk of a heavy counter—he was
too experienced a boxer for that. S

Tom had hard work to defend himself. At
the same time, he gave the rascally Stubbs
ihe impression that he was a weaker boxer
than was actually the case—which was just -
what Tom wished to do! 2. &

The first round ended without much damage
on either side.

At the call of “Time!” both sprang into the
ring again, and Tom started his defensive
tactics again. An evil smile played round
Hawkins’ mouth, and Tom took it for a
danger-signal. And it was!

Suddenly Hawkins redoubled his attaclk.
Like a whirlwind he showered blows upon
Tom, who gave ground and used every art of
defence. For .almost a minute he kept it
up, and then Hawkins saw his chance. He
sprang in, and lashed savagely at the junior.
Tom ducked desperately, and half-parried the
blow. But such was the force of it that,
landing upon his ear, it knocked him fiying
across the ring. 5

Tom lay there bléeding and half-sfinned.
Hawkins sprang towards him like a tiger, but
the referee motioned him back, and began
to count:

“Six—seven—eight—"

Tom Merry suddenly realised that he must
make an effort now or never. Hawkins’ foul
trick was quite clear to him mnow—that
crashing blow, half-parried, but still almost
stunning in its effect, had enlightened him.
The young ruffian’s gloves were loaded!

“Nine—"’

'Fom Merry bunched his muscles for the
spring. >

Before the referee had time for the next
word, Tom Merry was on his fect, amidst a

(Continued on page 17.)
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THE FIRST CHAPTER. “Yah! You silly asses! What the | moment, you chump!” growled Newcome.
in Training! thunder—" “I'd give a bob to lick you, you ass!” ;
2 4 “Look at my nose!” roared Lovell. “Give “Keep smiling,” said Jimmy Silver cheerily.

IFF, Bash! Bump!
Jimmy Silver, the captain of the
Fourth Form at Rookwoed, was busy
when Lovell and Raby and Newcome
-~ eame-inte the study.
- The punching-ball was suspended midway
Dbetween eeiling and floor, and Jimmy Silver,
in his shirtsleeves, was pounding at it with
terrific energy.

Jimmy was in great form,

At every “bifl » it looked as if the punch-
ball would be torn away from the hook, either
in the floor or the ceiling. He did not pause
as his chums looked in at the open doorway.

“I say, Jimmy- ” began Lovell.

Biff !

“There’s news,” said Raby.

Bash!

“Mornington’s coming back,” said Newcome.

Crash!

“Do you hear fathead?”’ demanded Lovell.
“That cad Mornington’s coming back. I've
just heard it from Topham. He's coming
this afternoon, too.”

Biff !

“What do you think of this one with the
left 2"’ asked Jimmy Silver.

“Oh, blow!” ¥

“Buppose. that punch-ball were Bully
Higgs!” said Jimmy. *“And suppose I got in
the left like this—"*

Crash !

Jimmy Silver got in the blow with terrifie
vim, and with the effect of tearing the punch-
ball away from its fastenings.

There was a roar from Lovell & Co. as
the detached ball smashed upon them. Lovell
caught it with his. nose, and staggered back,
throwing out his hands wildly, and his elbow
caught Raby under the chin; and the back
of his hand .on the other side smote Newcome
fairly in the eye.

‘* Oh, my hat!” ejaculated Jimmy Silver,

* Yaroop!”

““ Oh, ycu ass! My nose—""
“ My eye! Yooooh!”
‘“ Ha, ha! You shouldn’t stand in the way,

you duffers! You never know where a punch-
ball’s going!” said Jimmy Silver chidingly.
‘“ What do you chaps think of that one with
the left? Suppose Higgs got it fairly on the
chivvy—-—""

The Co. did not tell Jimmy Silver what they
thought of his straight left. They rushed into
the study, and hurled themselves upon him.

‘“ Here, I say, hold on! Leggo! Wharrer
you at? Oh, my hat!”

Jimmy Silver descended on the study carpet
with a concussion that caused the dust to
rise.

The yell that rose from Jimmy Silver could
have been heard at the end of the passage.

THE PENNY POPULAR.—No. 78.

him another!”

“Look at my eye!” shrieked Newcome.

Bump! Bump!

Jimmy Silver struggled desperately in the
grasp of his incensed chums. Accidents would
happen, and could not be helped; and that
accident had appeared quite comical to Jimmy
Silver until the wrathful Co. collared him.

“Leggo! T1'll give you my left that I'm
keeping for Higgs!” he yelled.

“Give him another!”

Jimmy Silver hit out. Lovell caught the
left with his chest, and sat down. Then Raby
caught the right, and sat down, too. New-
come was pitched over them, and Jimmy
Silver made a jump for the grate, and
collared the poker. Three wrathful juniors
jumped up, and rushed at him, and jumped
back again just in time from the brandished
poker.

“Keep off, you asses!” gasped Jimmy Silver.
“What are you going for an old pal for, you
chumps?”

“Look at my nose—-"

“Well, it is a picture,” agreed ¥immy Silver.
“I dare say Higgs' nose will be like that when
I've done with him. You ought to be glad.”

“Glad!” hooted Lovell. “Put that poker
down!”

“Not till you make it pax,” grinned Jimmy
Silver.

“Look at my eye——"

“Oh, don’t be an ass, Newcome !
is going to be worse than that.”

“You—you fathead!”

“Blessed if it’s worth a chap’s while to
stand up for his study,” said Jimmy Silver
indignantly. “Here am I training like a
Trojan, to get into form and lick Higgs, and
that’s the way you back me up!”

“You dangerous ass—-"

“Here’s a new fellow come to Rookwood,
too big for any chap in the Fourth to tackle,
and starting as ‘a bully and an all-round
beast,” pursued Jimmy Silver. “I’'m cultivat-
ing a straight left for his special benefit:
You ought to back me up like pals. Blow
your silly nose!”

“@Groogh! You lunatic—"

Lovell dabbed his nose. It was very red.
For the moment he was quite incapable of
appreciating the beauties of the Jimmy Silver
left, even if that left was destined to knock
out the bully of the Fourth.

“Now help me fix up that punch-ball again,”
said Jimmy Silver.

“You fix it up again, and we’ll brain you!”
said Raby, in concentrated tones. “You can
play the giddy ox in the gym.”

Jimmy Silver snorted.

“Look here, do you want me to lick Higgs,
or don’t you?” .

“I'd rather he licked you at the present

Higgs' eye

“Think of the state I shall be in after I've
licked Higgs.”

The argument was not without its effect
upon the Co. If Jimmy Silver did succeed in
licking the redoubtable Higgs, there was no
doubt that he would be in a very parlous
condition when be had finished.

“Do you think you can do it?” said Lovell.

“I'm going to try. Somebody’s got to put
the beast in his place, and the fellows all say
it’s up to me, as captain of the Fourth.”

“Well, so- 1 5.2

“Quite right.”

“Well, then, back a fellow up, instead of
grousing because you happen to get a thick
nose,” said Jimmy Silver warmly. “I mayn't
have any nose left at all when I'm through
with Higgs.”

“Very likely!” grinned Raby.

“If you chaps were really keen about it,
you'd back me up no end. Suppose you stand
up to my left, Raby, and see how it goes—"

“Yes—I don’t think!” said Raby.

“Lemme try it on you, Lovell.”

“I'll try the tongs on you, if you do!”

“And that’s what you call backing a fellow
up,” grunted Jimmy Silver, * I've been cul-
tivating that left for a week, and I've got to
try it on somebody. I don't want to tackle
Higgs and get licked again. Whom shall I
try it on—that's the question?”

“Mornington’s coming back this afternoon,”
said Lovell. “We came here to tell you. 1
thought the cad had left Rookwood for good.
Try it on him when he comes. It will do him
good.”

Jimmy Silver shook his head.

“Mornington couldn’t stand up to me for
two seconds. And I can lick any chap in the
Fourth excepting Higgs.” -

“Try Smythe of the Shell.”

“Pooh! It would nearly kill him!” sniffed
Jimmy Silver. “Look here, I've got to put
it to the test before I tackle Higgs. What
about having a row with a senior?”
“Eh 7
“Not the Sixth, of course; I couldn’t whop
Sixth-Former——"

“Ha, ha, ha:!¥

“But a chap in the Fifth,” said Jimmy
Silver seriously. “If I could lick a Fifth-
Form chap, I can take it that I'm able to
lick Higgs.”

“Why, you ass—" exclaimed Lovell.

“There's Bailey—he’s .a bit too tough,
perhaps. What about Bingham?”

“Bingham could eat you, you ass!”

“I don't know. Bingham walloped young
Muffin with a cricket-stump yesterday because
he burnt his toast. He fags the kids who'll
let him. It ought to be stopped, oughtn’t it?
Well, I'm going to stop it, and practise my

=

feft on Bingham!”
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“You silly ass!” roared Lovell. “I tell
you——"

Jimmy Smer slipped on his jacket.

“ Come on ! he said briskly.

“Where?”

“To look for Bingham.”

“You thumping ass—-"

“Bow-wow !”

Jimmy Silver left the study, and headed
for the Fifth-Form passage, and his chums, in
dismay, followed him.

Jimmy Silver was evidently in deadly
carnest, and the Co. were prepared to back
Bim up—to the extent of carrying him away
]\\'_hen Bingham of the Fifth had done with
1.

THE SECOND CHAPTER
Put to the Test.
and he scowled at the Fistical Four
as he passed.
Higgs was on the worst of terms

Being a tremendously big and powerful
fellow, as big and nearly as old as most fellows
in the Shell, Higgs had matters very much

Jimmy Silver had tackled him on his first
day at Rookwood, and had been hopelessly
licked. And as Jimmy was the most redoubt-
was cock-of the walk afterwards.

But the buily of the Fourth did not have
matters all his own way. The Fistical Four
too unpleasant they were accustomed to
tackling him in concert, and ragging him till
he saw reason. So Higgs was far from being
nation and wrath.

Having established the fact that he could
lick any fellow in the Form, he had expected
any member of the Fistical Four, and “ whop
him without merey. But the four together
handled even the burly Higgs with ease, and
great extent.

But that position of affairs did nct satisfy
Jimmy Silver.
in his place, and Jimmy felt that it was up
to him to do it.

For a-long time now the captain of the
purpose of * taking on ” the burly Higgs cnce
more.

Once the bully of the Form had been
much more peaceful and comfortable all
round.

But it was a fremendous task, and Jimmy
not nearly so big nor so strong as the over-
grewn Higgs, and he had to make up for the
deficiency by training and science.
remarked, with a sneer, as the Fistical Four
¢ame along.

Jimmy nodded cheerily.

¢ Thinking of tackling me—what?”’

¢ Exactly!”

£x Well, I'm ready to lick you any time you
now. Put ’em up!”’

Jimmy Silver shook his head

“ Not quite ready yet;” he said calmly.
You’re not in a hurry, I'suppose?”

“ I'm jolly well going to knock some of the
cheek out of you!™ said Higgs, in his most

IGGS of the Fourth was in the passage,
with the Classical Co.
his own way in the Fourth.
able fighting-man in the Lower School, Higgs
stood together in that. When Higgs became
monarch of all he surveyed, much to his indig-
to reign supreme. He was prepared to tackle
checked his Hunnish proclivities to a very
The whole Form looked to him to put Higgs
Fourth had been training specially for the
licked in a fair fight, matters would be very
knew it. He had heaps of pluck, but he was
1 hear you're going inte training?”’ Higgs
*“Yes, that's so.”
like,” said Higgs, “and I- nm} a., well begin:
# 'l let you know the date of your licking.
bullying tone;,

. Jimmy ‘backed away a pace.
Tl give you the date; if-you like,” he
said amicably. “ Next Wednesday, if that

will suit you.”

“ Next Wednesday, or-any time you like!”
jeered Higgs. ‘““But Pll.give you a thiek
ear now to go on with!”

“ Hands off, you silly‘ass:!** grmvled Lovell.

. Higgs was advancing, with his’big fists up.:
- But the Fistical Four did not stand on dere-
mony with Higgs. They collared him together,
and bumped him on the floor.

They went on their way, leaving the bully
of the Fourth sprawling.

Jimmy Silver led the way cheenly to the
Fifth Form passage.

Outside Bingham’s study door he paused,
and his chums attempted to reason with him
onee more; but they reasoned in vain.

Jimmy had thought the matter out.

Bingham was a senior of the Fifth, and a

:single blow home upon his face.

powerful fellow, By the kind of stand he
could make against Bmgham Jimmy expected
to judge his form in the coming encounter
with Higgs. Even the burly Higgs was no
match for the Fifth-Former.

Jimmy was in the pink of condition, and
extremely pleased with his Jeft. He hoped to
give a good account of himself with Bingham,
and, once his mind was made up, wild horses
could not have stopped hiny,

He thumped at the door, and threw it open.

Bingham of the Fifth was in his study, and
Mutffin of the Fourth was’ 5

Muffin was on his knees, mak1n~ toast at
the fire. The Fistical I*our frowned at the
sight. For the I‘n‘th to fag the Fourth was
an unparalleled * cheek,” "and only timid
fellows like Mufiin would h%we endured it for
a2 moment.

There was a smell of -burning in the stum'
and Bingham was assisting Muffin in the ﬂrt'
of making toast with the business end of a
ericket-stump.

“ You clumasy, silly young ass!” Bingham
was remarking, as the door opened. * Deon't
you know how to make toast?”

“ Yow-ow-ow!”’

“ What are you making that row for, you
fat beast?”

“ Yow! That stump hurts! Yow!”

“ Stop that!" said Jimmy Silver authorita-
tively.

The Fifth-Former swung round,

“ What do you fags want here?”
* Get out of my study !”

The Fistical Four came right in. Lovell,
at a sign from Jimmy Silver, closed the door.
Bingham stared at them.

“ What's the little game?’ he demanded.

“ You're the little game,” said Jimmy Silver
calmly. * You've been fagging the Fourth,
Bingham !

““You cheeky young ass——""

“ It's got to stop!”

“Got to?”

4 ¥en

“ And who's going to stop it?"” grinned
the Fitth-Former.

“1 am!”

“ And how are you going to stop it, you

he snapped.

cheeky, scrubby, inky little beast?”
“I'm going to lick you!” said Jimmy
cheerily. i
* Ha, ha, ha!l”

= I’ut that toast in the fire, Muffin!” said
the captain of the Fourth.

“ But—but—"" stammered Tubby Muffin.
“ Bingham—"
“ Never mind Bingham!” said Jimmy.

“T'm looking after Bingham!
take that toast with you!”

Lovell took Tubby Muffin by the ear, and
led him to the door. Muffin had no choice
about going.

Bingham jumped forward.
jumped in his way.

* Take the toast, Muffin !

Lovell shoved the toast into Muffin's grubby
hands, and pushed him out of the study, slam-
ming the door after him.

Bingham had no chance to interfere.
was already struggling with Jimmy Silver.

The Fifth-Former was a head taller than
Jimmy, and in a struggle even the hardy and
athletic- captain of the Fourth did not have
much chance; but his chnms promptly piled
in, and dragged Bingham off.-

‘ That isn't the game!” said Jimmy, a little
hreathlessly. ‘ If you're looking for a fight,
I'm your man! No bear-hugs, please!” .

“ Why, I—-1—TI'll smash you!” spluttered the
Fifth-Former, crimson mth rage. “ I'll smash
you into sn.xthercun:.

"t Go-atiead ™

The enraged senior went-ahead at once. He
rushed on Jimmy Silver, hltt.m., out w1th both
fists.

Jimmy had to give ground before the heavy
rush ; but his hands were up; and he guarded
well.

The Fifth-Former drove :him right round
the study table, without, however, getting a

Get out, and

Jimmy Silver

He

Lovell and Raby and Newcome stood with
their baecks to the door, looking on with
breathless interest.

“You little beast!” gasped Bingham,
pausmg from sheer want of breath.

“@o it, Jimmy !’ sang out the Co, “He’s
got bcllows to mend.”

Jimmy “went it.”

He made a sudden onslaught as the senior
paused breathlessly, and Bingham, much to
his astomshmant found himself driven back.

~Jimmy's right caught him under the chin,
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and he staggered. He hurled himsgelf forward
furiously, and then the famous “left ” came
into play. It seemed to Bingham of the Fifth
that a mule’s hind leg had struck him. With
a terrific crash, the Fifth-Former went down
on his back. -

“Bravo!” roared Lovell,

“Hurrah!”.

“Good old Jimmy !’
_ Jimmy Silver stood panting a little, waits
ing for his formidable adversary to rise, But
Bingham was not in a hurry to rise. He lay
on the carpet, gasping, and blinking dazedly
at . Jimmy Silver. His chin feit as if it were
no longer there. He seemed unable to realise
at first that he had been knocked down by
a Fourth-Former. :

“@roogh!”’ he gasped, at last. “Ow, ow!
Why, you cheeky little beast——"
“Get up and have some more,” chortled

Raby. “This is what comes of fagging the

Fourth !’

Bingham sat up dazedly.

“You little rotter, I don’t fight with kids in
the Fourth!” he spluttered. “I’ll jolly well
lick you with a ericket-stump for your con-
founded cheek !”

He scrambled up at last, and plunged at
the cricket-stump. Jimmy backed to the
door.

“If you’ve had enough I'll go, ¥ he said.
“Mind, no more fagging the Fourth after
this. The end study deesn’t allow it.”

“Get out!” roared Bingham.

He flourished the stump, and the Fistical
Four got out. They did not want to argue
with the stump at close quarters. Lovell
slammed the door with terrific force, to show
the whole of the Fifth Form at Rookweod
how much the end study ecared for them
generally.

And, in a gleeful mood, the Fistical Four
went in to tea in the end study. Matters
were looking up for that famous study.

Let ma

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
The Return of Mornington.

ORNINGTON stepped from a big
motor-car at the gates of Rook-
wood. And there was a rush of
Townsend, Topham, Peele, and
Gower to meet him. The Nuts of Rookwood
had not forgetten Mornington, and they were

glad to welcome him back to the school.

Mornington shook hands with them.

“Jolly glad you're back!”’ssaid Taownsend.

“I've had a holiday,” said Mornington, ag
he sauntered across the quadrangle with his
dear pals. “ But I decided to come back t
Rookwood. My guardian wanted me to, an
he’s not a bad sort. I decided to come.”

“Hear, hear!” grinned Topham.

“I’'ve got to report to Bootles,” said Morn.
ington. “I'll join you in the study when I've
finished with him.”

“Right you are! We'll have tea ready.”

Mornington tapped at the door of Mr,
Bootles’ study, the master of the Fourth, and
entered.

Mr. Bootles laid down his ‘book.

f‘(]Ah! You have feturped, Mornington,” he
said.

“Yes, sir.”?

Mr. Bootles shook hands with the junior.

“1 hope, Mornington, that you have coma
back tlo Rookwood with good resolutions,”
he said.

“1 shall be more careful than I was, sir,”
said Mornington.

“I am glad to hear you say so.
see. You will share Peele's study. I believe
Peele is a friend of‘yours?" 5

“Yes, dir?

“Very Well' You may go. 1 trust there
will he no more of the unpleasantness that
marked your carcer here on a previous
occasion. You have my best wishes, Morning-
ton.”

“Thank you, sir!” =

Mornington left the study. His manner
to Mr. Bootles had been very respectful, and
the Form-master felt relieved. Mornington
seemed to have ehanged considerably, and
for the better, and Mr. Bootles was very glaa

to see it. Mornington had given him trouble
encugh. -
Outside in the passage a bitter sneer

crossed Mornington’s lips as he walked away.

He had certamiy changed. He had learned

that he could not have matters all his own

way at Rookwood. That there were fellows

there who did mot care twopence for his

wealth, and that so far as the masters were
THE PENNY POPULAR.—No. 78,
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concerned he was simply a junior schoolboy
who was expected to toe the line with the
rest. Mornington was no fool, and he had
learned his lesson. But the change was only
outward; at heart he was still the incolent,
overbearing, purse-proud “bounder ”’ who had
put up the backs of the Rookwood Fourth.

There was -a chorus of welcome as he
entered Peele’s study.
- ‘'ThHere was a handsome spread on the table,
and Townsend and Topham were in the study
with Peele and Gower. Higgs, who also
shared the study, was not present, and the
Nuts were glad of it. They did not pull well
with the truculent Higgs.

“Welcome home, dear boy!” said Townsend.
“How did you get on with Bootles?”

Mornington shrugged his shoulders.

“I’ve had a lecture,” he said.

“You didn't cheek him?” asked Topham.

“No fear. 1've learned some things,” said
Mornington coolly. “I know now what I can
do, and what I can’t do. 1'm goin’ to bave

exaectly the same kind of time as I did before,

but I'm goin’ to be more careful about it.

“What’s the good of cheekin’ a Form-master
and gettin’ licked?”

“No good at all,” said Peele. ‘° But you
didn’t seem quite to see it before.” .

“1 can -see it now. Is Jimmy Silver still
cock of the walk in the Fourth?”

- “No jolly fear!” said Townsend. “There's
a new chap here—chap named Higgs—a rcgu;
lar prizcfightin’ beast! He’s licked Silver I’

Mornington’s eyes gleamed.

“My hat! That's good news?!

“ &till - up against that crowd—what?”
asked Peele, with a grin.

“More than ever. 1'm goin’ to have a try
for captain of the Fourth!”

“QOh, great Scott!”

“Not muech in your line,” said Topham.
“You'd have to grind at cricket.”

“T'm goin’ to grind at cricket, and beat
Jimmy Silver at his own game!”

“Ahem!”

“You think I caun't do it?”

“Ahem!” - :

“Well, you'll sce,” said Mornington. “I've
got some surprises in store for the Fourth, I
can tell you. That’s one of them.”

“Well, we'd all like to see Jimmy Silver
downed,” said Gower. “A chap can't smoke
a cigarette in peace, or have a little game
of banker.” : - =

«What's this fellow Higgs like?” asked
Mornington as he sat at the t,ea—tabla; assidu-
ously looked after by the devoted Nuts. :

“A rtotten, beastly bully!” growled Peele.
“He shares this study, too! You'll have to
be rather civil to him.” i ;

“If he's up against Jimmy Silver he's on
our side.”

“Ye-e-es; but he’s a ‘regular beast, you
know. He expects a fellow to fag for him in
his own study. I shouldn’t wonder If he
wants to fag you.” !

Mornington’s eyes gleamed. ;

The door was thrown open, and Higgs of the
Fourth came in. The tea-party exchanged
uneasy glances. .

“Hé}ilg!‘ Tea ready?” said Higgs. "‘Well,
1'm ready, too! Make room for a chap!” .

Peele & Co. had hoped to be free of Higgs
while the little party was on. But they did
not venture to dispute the lordly will of the
Form bully.

“Haven't you got a chair for a fellow?”
grunted Higgs. “Didn’t expect me to tea—
what? Hallo!* * You're Mornington, 1
suppose?” .

“I’m Morningfon.”

“A big pot—what?”
£ Ves,”

. “Well, you won't put on any airs in this
study,” said Higgs. “You'll make my toast at
tea-time same as the others—see!”

“1 shall do nothin’ of the sort!”

“You won’t, by gem! Give me that chair,
to begin with!”

“Go and eat coke!”

“You can have my chair, Higgs,” said Peele.

Higgs snorted.

“I didn’t ask you for your chair. I asked
this cheeky young cad for his chair. Now,
then, up you get, Mornington!”

Mworpington did not move.

“Did you hear me?” roared Higgs.

“Yes.”

“Are you getting up?”

“No

>

“Then here goes!” grinned Higgs, and he
grasped the back of the chair and swung it
away, and Mornington went with a crash to
the floor.
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THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Turned Out,

HE tea-party in Peele’s study were all
on their feet now—with the excep-
tion of Mornington. Mornington was
on his back. Higgs looked: down at

T

him with™ a grin. Mornington’s face was
thunderous as he sprawled on the study
carpét.

_ “Up you get,” continued Higgs. “No slack-
ing in this study !"

Mornington picked himself up with his lips
hard set, and his eyes glittering.” Higgs took
the chair he had vacated, and sat in it at
the table.

“Now, then, where’s the toast?” said Higgs.
“You can make me some toast, Mornington.
It will teach you to know your. place in this
study. Now, sharp’s the word!”

Mornington sprang to the fender.

Higgs, under the impression that he was in
a hurry to make the toast, chuckled. But it
wfas not toast that Mornington was thinking
of. - =

He clutched up the tongs from the fender,
and whirled round on Higgs.

* Here, look out !”” yelled Peele.

Right at the bully . of the Fourth the
enraged Mornington rushed, with the heavy
tongs brandished over his head. The Nuts
watched him in terror. 3

Higgs' chuckle died away.

“Put those tongs down!” he roared.
my hat! Jiminy!”

Higgs dodged out of the chair just in time
as the tongs came down. If the blow had
reached him,
The tongs crashed on the chair, and split it.
Higgs’ face was pale as he backed away.

“You mad young idiot!” he gasped.

“Morny!” gasped Topham.

“Hold on, old chap——*

“Stop it!” yelled Higgs. For Mornington,
unheeding his alarmed pals, was still making
for him with the tongs. Higgs dodged round
the table, and the tongs came down with a
erash among the crockery.

“Put those tongs down!” shrieked Higgs.
“I'll smash you!” 2

Crash! 3

The tongs swept the clock from the mantel-
piece as a third blow missed. B

Higgs was dodging wildly about the study
now. The rage and fury in Mornington’s face
startled and terrified him. The Nuts crowded
back out of the way, still more terrified than
Higgs. The heavy weapon reached Higgs at
the fourth swipe, catching him across the
shoulders. The burly Fourth-Former reeled to
the floor, and crashed down on his hands and
knees.

Mernington was upon him the next second.

He grasped Higgs by the collar with his

“0On,

fett hand, and whirled him over, and
brandished the tongs over his terrified face,
Higgs put his hands before his eyes
involuntarily.

“Don’t!” he shrieked. “Don’t!”

“You hound!” said Mornington.

“Don’t, you fool! Do you want to brain
me?”

“I'd brain you as soon as look at you,”
said Mornington, between his teeth. *Lie
there, you hound! I'll smash you if you
move!”

Higgs did not move. He dared not.

“Morny, old man——" said Townsend feebly.

“Bring a cricket-sbump here, Peele!”

“I—1 say——" stammered Peele.

“Do as I tell you!”

Peele obeyed.

“Now thrash that hound till he can't yelp!”
said Mornington savagely. “I’ll see that he
doesn’t resist. If he moves a finger, his skull
goes!” %

“I—I say—chuck it!" stuttered Higgs. “IL
—I'll make it pax! I—I—— Look here, you
wild beast—-"

“Let’s make it pax, Morny,” said Pecle,
with -very lively fears of what would result
afterwards if he carried out Mornington’s
instructions.

Mornington paused. His fury was passing,
and he was calming down. He tossed the
tongs into the grate with a crash.

“Pax, then,” he sail. “But understand,
Higgs, that if there’s any more of your rot in
this study, you'll get hurt!”

He sat down at the table breathing hard.

Higgs rose slowly to his feet.

He had been terrified to his very soul by
Mornington’s outbreak of savage temper. But
his terror had passed now, and rage had taken
its place. He had made it ‘‘ pax,” which
ought to have been sacred. But Higgs was
too enraged to think of that. The dangerous
tomgs were in the grate now, and Mornington

he would have been stunned.

was weaponless, Higgs advanced on him
furiously.

““ You blessed wild beast !’ he snarled.
give you something for your temper!
teach you!”

“You've made it pax, Higgs,” said Peele.

Smack! The back of Higgs’ heavy hand
hurled Peele out of the way. Then he sprang
upon Mornington, and grasped him.

Mornington's teeth came together hard. As
he was swept out of his chair, he caught the
teapot from the table. The teapot. crashed
on Higgs' head, and smashed there. and Higgs
reeled back with a fearful yell. He was not
prepared for desperate measures like that, ©

“Oh, gad!" gasped Peele.

Higgs staggered, back, his hands to his
head. His head was cut, and tea drenched
his hair and face. He blinked dazedly at
Mornington The latter had caught vp a
jug, ready to repeat the hlow.

“My—my-—my hat!” stuttered Higgs. “You
rotten hooligan, you—you ought to be in a
reformatory I” 3
. “Do you want any more?” asked Morn-
ington, between his teeth. “Lay your paws
on me again, if you dare!”

Higgs clenched his hands hard. But it was
only too evident that if he made an attack,
the heavy jug would smash on his head.
Higgs' head was hard, but- not quite hard
enough to stand that.

He dabbed his forehead with
kerchief.

“You rotten wild beast!”

Mornington langhed.

“I'm not quite big enmough to lick you,”
he said, “but you'll keep your paws to
yourself in this study. No bullying here.
Now get out!”

“What!” .
m;("%}ctv out, or I'll start on you with this
“I'm going to have tea!" roared Higgs.
“You're not going to have tea here!
You're going to get out of this study, if you

don’t want your thick skull cracked!”

Morniugton advanced as he spoke, ‘and
Higgs read savage determination in his face.
He backed to the door. 7

“Look here——" He dodged out of the
study. “I say—"

The door slammed on him.

Higgs did not reopen it.
with Mornington.

Mornington returned to the tea-table. The
Nuts of Rookwood looked at him, half in
admiration, half in disgust. i

“There won't be any more fagging or
bullying in- this study.” said Mornington.
“Why didn't you fellows handle the brute
like that?”

“Well, we don't want to be sent to a re-
formatory for cracking a fellow’s skuil,” said
Gower tartly. ““ You may like to chance that,
I don't.”

Mornington shrugged his shoulders.

. “I'd rather chance that than be bullied
in my own study!”

“Well, Higgs will give us a rest now,” said
Townsend. “Blessed if the brute wasn't
fairly cowed. But he’ll have his knife into
you, Morny.”

Mornington shook his head.

“That's all right! I'm going to make
friends with Higgs now I've taught him a
lesson,” he said coolly. “I had to begin
that way.”

“By gad, he won't feel very friendly to
you, after that lick on the head.”

“Oh, he'll ¢ome round! If-he can lick
Jimmy Silver, he’s the kind of chap I want
to pal with,” said Mornington.” “I'm going
to be captain of the Fourth before the term’s
out, and Higgs is going to help me.”

“Hear, hear!” said Peele & Co., though
they doubted ifr

The tea-party finished without any inter-
ruption from Higgs. And after tea the
young rascals gathered round the table to
play nap and smoke cigarettes. “Evidently

Mornington had not changed.
J him in the dormitory that evening.
Mornington had been on the worsh
of terms with the captain of the Fourth.
But Jimmy was quite prepared to let by-
gones be bygonmes. So long as Mornington
behaved himself now, Jimmy did not want
to rake up old troubles. :
He had heard of the “row ” in Morning-
ton’s study, and all the Fourth had stared
at the big bump on Higgs' head. The billy

“
it

his hand-

he gasped.

He was fed up

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.

Mornington’s Little Qame.
IMMY SILVER locked rather curiously
at Mornington when he encountered
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Higgs made a hot attack, and *‘ petered out *’ as befor
Higge® heavy right came crashing on his chin and the

{See Chapter 6).

¢ ; but when Jimmy closed in on him he met with a surprise,
captain of the Fourth went to the ground with a heavy bump,

of the Fourth certainly did not deserve to be
gently handled, but few were found +to
approve of Mornington's wild beast tacties.

Whether approved or disapproved, those
tactics had had their desired effect. The
Fourth Form bully let Mornington severely
alone. Mornington certainly had risked ex-
palgion from the school, and perhaps a term
in a reformatery. But Higgs did not wish
to risk having his skull cracked, whatever
might happen to Mornington afterwards. He
feared Mornington’s savage temper far more
than Mornington feared his big fists.

Jimmy Silvet nodded vpleasarntly enough
to Morningten in the dormitory. Mornington
returned his nod. :

“Here you are againl!” said Jimmy cheerily,
“1 bepe you'll like Rookwood & hit better
this time, Mornington.”

“Thanks!” said Mornington. “I intend to
get on a bit better this time.”

“I hear you're going to be captain of the
Fourth this term!” grinned Lovell. The
boast had already made its. rounds in the
Fourth.

Mornington nodded.

“Exactly !” he said.

“Well, yor are a funny ass!” commented
Lovell.

Bulkeley of the Sixth eame in o see lights
out, and his eyes fell on Alfred Higgs at

once. His brows contracted.

“What's the matter with your head,
Higgs?” he exciaimed. “Your forchead’s
c¢ut. . How did you geb that bruise?”

There was a hush in the dormitory,  The
fact that Higgs had been bullying would
rniot have saved Mornington from condign

punishment, if the ineident of the teapot
broken on Higgs’ head had transpired.

“I got a knock, Bulkeley,” said Higgas
surlily. With all his faults the bully of the
Fourth was not a sneak.

“It must have been a pretty hard knock,”
said Bulkeley.

‘“ Yes; but it’s all right.”

Bulkeley gave him a sharp look, but he
no more and lights were put out, and the cap-
tain of Rookwood left the dormitory. The
general opinion of the Fourth was that on the
morrow Higgs would “smash > Mornington.

But when the Fourth turned out in the
morning the bully of the Fourth took no
notice of Mornington. :

Still more surprising, after lessons they were
seen walking together in the quadrangle.

And when tea-time came round, Higgs
joined the festive board in the study in quite
good humour.

Peele and Gower could not understand it.
But they were glad to see their truculent
study-mate in such a subdued humour.

Mornington appeared to have quite for-
gotten his trouble with Higgs. He was quite
civil and friendly with him. But the savage
temper was there, all ready to break out
again if provoked, and Higgs knew it. There
was no more bullying or hectoring in the
study, and Peele and Gower felt the relief
very keenly. But the buily of the Fourth
found that friendship with Mornington was
quite worth while, Higgs was not wealthy,
while Mornington had much more money than
was good for him. ~The study was a land of
plenty now that Mornington had come, and
tea there was like unto the most prosperous
spread of the most prosperous times in any
other study. And for that ecombination of
reasons Higgs of the Fourth found it expedi-
ent to be on pally terms with Mornington,

said

Mornington’s announced intention of oust-
ing Jimmy Silver from the ecaptaincy of the
Fourth excited a good deal of curiosity. Most
of the fellows laughed at the idea. The only
fellow who had a chance of competing with
Jimmy was Tommy Dodd, of the Modern
side. Mornington was one of the most un-
popular fellows in the Lower School. As for
Jimmy Silver, he simply shrugged his shoul-
ders and dismissed Mornington and-his hoasts
from his mind.

By fair means Mornington ecertainly never
could accomplish his object; ard as for foul
play, though he was none too goed for it,
Jimmy did not see what he could do. Morn-
ington’s party in the Fourth consisted, so far,
only of the Nuts and Higgs. And a cap-
tain of the Rookweod Fourth had to be,
before everything else, great at games.
Mornington’s cricket was a joke. But it was
soon discovered that there was a change in
that respect. Mornington began to be assidu-
ous at the nets, and even in a few days he
showed quality as a cricketer.

Jimmy Silver looked on the change with
an approving eye. He would gladly have
rendered Mornington assistance in his new
dmbition to become a cricketer. But Morn-
ington’s dislike was too bitter to be over-
come. He had not forgotten a single one of
his “rubs ”? with Jimmy during his former
stay at Rookwood.

On Saturday afternoon he dropped into the
end study when the Fistical Four were about
to go down to the cricket.

“You'ré playing the Moderns this after-
noon?” he remarked.

“That’s s0,” assented Jimmy.
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“Mv friend Higgs would like a plaee in the
team.”

“Your friend Higgs can go and eat coke!”
said Jimmy tersely.

“You mean you won't play bim?

“Of course I won't! He's no aood at
cricket|®

“the as good as Oswald or Jones minor, I

- think

“You re welcome to think so,” yawned
Jimmy Silver. “But it's what I think that
matters, as I happen to be crlcket captain.
You're not skipper yet, you know.

“Cheeky ass!”’ growled Lovell.

“If you refuse to do Higes \umce, I shall
advise him to give you a hiding,” said Morn-
ington.

“Qh, that's the little game,
Jimmy disdainfully. “That's
palled with Higgs, after nearly
silly skull with a teapot.”

“As a matter of fact, I've a message for
you from Higgs. Where will you meet him?”

“Next Wednesday, behind the barn near
Coombe,” said Jimmy Silver. “It's going to
be a real scrap, and we can't have it in the
gym—the prefects would mterfere

*You will meet him to-day.”

“Buzz off 1’

“I shall advise Higgs to tweak your nose
in the quad, if you funk it,” said Mornington.

“Like that?” asked Jlmmy Silver affably,

taking Mornington’s somewhat prominent
nose hetween finger and thumb.

“@roogn {”

Tweak !

“Is that how you mefm‘“ asked Jimmy
calmly, while his chums roared with laughter.

2,
is it?” said
why you've
eracking his

“Yoow-ow! Led go by dose!” stuttered
Mornington. “ Yoooow!”
“Ha, ha,; ha!”’

Mornington dragged his nose away. It was
crimson. He shook his fist savagely at Jimmy
Silver, and strode out of the study, leaving
the Tistical Four howling with laughter.

“Jolly lucky I'm in tramln" for Higgs,”
grinned Jimmy Silver. “Now that cad’s come
back ‘I shall have trouble with the beast
cvery day. Mornington’s going to use him
to give this study the kybosh, if he can.
Come on!” -

The -Fistical Four took their bats and left
the study. They found Higgs of the Fourth in
the passage, with Mornington & Co. Higgs
barred the way:

“You're not going to play cricket just yet,
Jimmy Silver!” he exclaimed. “You're going
to settle with me first!”

“Certainly !”” said Jimmy.
have it?”

Without waiting for a reply, he jammed his
bat against Higgs' broad chest, and the bully
of the Fourth backed away with a howl.

Three more bats prodded him energetically,
and Higgs fairly fled.

The Flstlcal Four smiled and went on their
way. And the match with the Moderns was
played ‘withiout any interruption fmm Alfred

:rrgs

“Where will you

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
The Qreat Fight.

EDNESDAY .was a great day in the
Lower School at Rookwood.
] The great fight between Jimmy
Silver and ngs of the Fourth was
coming off -that afternoon, and it created
immense interest in the Lower Forms.

Jimmy had tackled Higgs before, and had
been hopelessly outelassed. But he had been
in steady trammv for weeks since then. He
was not over- canhden but he hoped to be
victorious, and he had the best wishes  of
most of the Fourth.

Higgs was brimming with confidence, and
Mornington & Co. backed him up heartily.

After dinner the Fistical Four strolled out
of the School House in a careless sort of
way. It was important to keep the matter
from the knowledge of the powers.

Most of the fistical encounters of the
Rookwooders were fought out in the gym
with the gloves on. But this special fight
was to be a record in the way of fights. It
wag understood that it was to be a fight to
a finish, and interruptions from prefects or
masters were not desired.

Outside the gates of Rookwood Jimmy
Silver & Co. were joined by a crowd of
friends and sympathisers. Tommy Dodd &
Co. of the Modern side were conspicuoua
among them. Tommy Dodd's sympathiss
were all with Jimmy Silver oa this oceasion.
Moderns as well as Classicals yearned to ae9
the bully of the Form taken down a peg
and put in his proper place. Tommy Dodd
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had tried it valiantly himself, but he had
tried in vain. And Tommy was aimost pre-
pared to admit that the Classicals were “top
side ” of Rookwood, if Jimmy Silver succeeded
in licking the bully of the Fourth.

Oswald and Jones minor, Flynu and Raw-
son and Dickinson minor, and a crowd of
other (Classicals joined the crowd. It was
easy to see how feeling ran in the Fourth.

When Higgs left Rookwood he was accom-
panied by Mornington, Peele, and the rest
of the Nuts, and Smythe & Co. of the Shell—
all the old enemies of the Fistical Four. But
‘they were not a dozen all told. There were
thirty or forty fellows with Jimmy Silver
when he arrived at the rendezvous.

The old barn near Coombe lay well back
from the road, and there was a stretch of
level ground behind it. Several large trees
shut it off from view. It was quite an ideal
spot for the pecualiar purpose of thé Rook-
wooders.

Jimmy Silver & Co. were first on the
ground. Lovell opened his hag, and produced
the gloves, a sponge, and a basin. The basin
was filled at the pond, and all was ready for
the fray.

“Here they come!” said Oswald, as the
burly form of Higgs was seen crossing the
field, accompanied by Mornington & Co.

Jimmy sedately peeled off his jacket, and
rolled back his shirt-sleeves. Higgs grinned
at him as he came up. Not the slightest
doubt did Higgs entertain of the result.

“Ready to be smashed?” he asked politely.

“Quite ready, thanks!” said Jlmmy Silver.

“Two t6 ome on Higgs, in quids!” sang
out Adolphus Smythe. “Now, then, you
sportin’ fags, play up!”

“I'l give you two to one on the hoko
if you don't shut up!” growled Lovell. “None
of your rotten blackguardism here!”

“I'll take you, Smythey!” said Leggett of
the Fourth.

“Money down!" sa
supereilious look at Leggett.

The Modern junior produced a currency
note, and Mornington held the stakes. Jimmy
Silver observed the proceedings with a frown,
but he did not interfere. As a matter of
fact, Leggett’s proceeding was encouraging.
Leggett of the Fourth was an extremely
keen and acute youth, and his backing Jimmy
Silver was a good omen, though Jimmy was
greatly inclined to kick him for dbing so.

Lovell was Jimmy's second, and Morning-
ton acted for the bully of the Fourth.
There was a grim smile on Mornington’s face.
1t was evident that he fully believed that
the captain of the Fourth would be hope-
lessly knocked out. It was the first step
in his campaign for “downing ” Jimmy Silver.

Adolphus, with a

“I'l keep time,” remarked Peele, taking
out his gold watch.
“No, you won't!” said Lovell promptly.

“We'll have a nsutral to keep time.”
“Look here,
“Bow-wow! Tommy Dodd will do it.”
“I'm your man!” said Tommy Dodd at

once, and Jimmy Silver nodded assent.

Tommy Dodd could be relied on for the
fairest of fair play.

“You agree to Doddy,

“I don’t care twopence!”

“Right, then!”

Tommy Dodd took out his watch.

“Seconds out of the ring!” he said im-
pressively. “Now, shake hands, you two.
Time!”

Higgs grinned as he shook hands
Jimmy Silver. Then the mill started.

Round the field of combat the Rookwood
juniors- formed a ring that was growing
thicker every minute as more fellows arrived
from the school. And there was a buzz of
encouraging shouts to the captain of the
Fourth.

“(o - it, Jimmy!”

Higegs !)egan with a bull-like ru~h which
he fully expected would sweep Jimmy Silver
away like chaft before thie wind. Jimmy was
not ‘heavy enough to stop the weight, and
he gave ground, backing nimbly, followed
up by Higgs with lunging fists. They went
right round the ring, amid loud laughter from
'{lggb party. But Jimmy did not turn a
hair. He was guarding like clockwork, and
not a single of Higgs' heavy drives reached
him.

Higgs paused at last, almost out of breath.
Then Jimmy came on, and the breathless
Alfred was being hammered prettily *when
Tommy Dodd called “Time!”

Jimmy joined Lovell in his corner.

“He's got bellows to mend!” said Lovell
jubilantly. “The thundering asses were keep-

with

ing. it up in the study last night—smoking
like furnaces, you know! Higgs' wind is
no good to-day.”

Jimmy nodded.

“If he doesn’t knock mec out in_the first
two or three rounds, I think I've got him,”

rhe remarked.

“8tall him off, you know.”

“You bet!"
“Time!”

Jimmy entered the ring again, and Higgs
recommenced his bull-like tactics. This time
Jimmy Silver did not give ground. He side-
stepped quickly as the rush came, and before
Higgs knew what was happenmg Jimmy’'s
right came crashing on the side of his head.
Higgs spun sideways, and crashed to the
ground.

’i‘here was a roar:

“Well hitd”
Tommy-Dodd grinned, and counted.
‘ One, two, thre‘P four—"'

Higgs was up again, looking dazed and

furious. He came for Jimmy Silver again, but
he was not rushing. The rush had been taken
out of him.

Hammer-and-tongs they went now, and
Jimmy began to receive some punishment.
But he kept his bulky adversary well at arm’s-
length, and gave as good as he received.

“Time!” .

Lovell sponged Jimmy Silver's heated face
as Jimmy rested on Raby’s knee. The captain
of the Fourth was breathing hard, but he was
as sound as a bell.- On the other side of the

ring Higgs was breathing in gulps.

“Get closer to him, and pound him!” was
Mornington's advice to his principal. “If you
let ]hlm stall you off, he'll tire you out and
win{”

Higgs glared at his second.

“Do you think you know more about it
than I do?” he snorted. “He won't stand up
for another round; I can tell you that!”

“Time!”

Higgs toed the line angrily and savagely.
He was hurt, and he was angry, and his
second's remarks had irritated him. Hé¢
resolved to finish Jimmy Silver in that round
with a whirlwind attack.

The whirlwind attack came, but it did not
finish Jimmy Silver.

With all the skill at his command, Jimmy
kept his burly enemy off, giving ground where
necessary, and side-stepping briskly to escape
being cornered. Higgs followed him up fast,
breathing jerkily, till he had fairly bumped -
himself to a stop. Then came & lightning
attack from the captain of the Fourth, and
Higgs reeled and staggered blindly under a
shower of blows.

The call of “Time!"” came very fortunately
for Higgs. He was reeling as he sank on his
second’s knee in the corner.

*“ You haven't given him the left, Jimmy,
murmured Lme‘l, as he fanned his principal.

Jimmy smiled.

“I'm keeping that in reserve!”

“How do you feel, old man?”

“As if I'd been under a lawn-mover!”
grinned Jimmy. “But I'm good for a dozen
rounds yet!”

The fourth round commenced, and was
fought through, then the fifth, with much
less energy on Higgs’' part. The burly Fourth-
Former had bellows to mend now with a
vengeance, and he no longer rushed.

Both the combatants were showing signs of
wear and tear, in spite of the gloves. Jimmy
Siiver's nose had a very bulbous look, and
his left eye persisted in winking. Higgs had
one eye closed.

“Time "

The crowd was in a buzz when the fifth
round closed. Jimmy had stood up to his
burly enemy for five rounds, and certs ainly had
bad no more punishment than Higgs.

With delighted anticipation, the juniora
realised that Jimmy had a chance, after all,
and a good chance.

“Time!”

There were eager eyes watching the com-
batants as they closed in the sixth round.

Higgs made a hot attack, and “petered
out,” as before; but when Jimmy closed in on
him he met with a surprise. Higes' heavy
right came crashing on his jaw, followed hy
his left, which caught Jimmy under the chin.

Higgs was winded, but not so winded as he
had made out, and Jimmy had been taken
in. The captain of the Fourth went to the
ground with a heavy bump.

“Bravo!” yelled Mornington, in
delight.

Jimmy Silver lay gasping, and Tommy Dodd
counted steadily.

“QOne, two. three,
eight—

"

great

four, five, six, sevenm,
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Jimmy was up at “eight.” Higgs rughed
down en him; but Jimmy, with herculean
efforts, stalled him off until “ Time!” was
called. His head was reeling, bis eyes swim-
ming, and hé tock blow after blow, hardly
ablie to guard; but somehow he lived through
ihe round by sheer pluck and determination.
But he was at his last gasp when Tommy
Dodd called “Time!” and he sank on Lovell's
knee, - : :

Lovell sponged his face, his own face show-
ing only too plainly his anxiety. Jiminy gave
him a feeble grin:

“Bad business!” he gasped.

“Youll lick him yet,” said Lovell hope!ally.

But his look was not so bhopeful as his
waords.

But a minute’s rest had a wonderful effect
on Jimmy Silver. At the call of “Time” he
stepped up again quite steadily, if not briskly.
Higes lunged forward, grinning. He had had
a momentary doubt; but it was gone now.
He was quite convinced that Jimmy Silver
weould net survive the seventh round.

But he did. He devoted himself to defence,
_and, by sheer skill and determination, he held
his own, while his strength came back, He
was fceling better at the end of the round
than at the beginning.

“Tighth round, bedad!” said Flynn. “Sure,
Jimmy’s stickin’ to him, and he's a broth av
a boy! Qo it, Jimmy!”

Hammer-and-tongs again! Rookwood |
“scraps ¥ seldom lasted into eight rounds.
was a historic fight. Higgs was attacking
again, but in that round came Jimmy's
famous left, which he had practised on the
punch-ball and Bingham of the Fifth.

It came on the point of Higgs' iaw with a
terrific force, and Higgs® fect seemed torn
from the ground as he reccived it.

“Hooray !” yelled Lovell.

“One, two, three, four,
eight, nine =

Higgs staggered up. According to the rules
of the ring, Jimmy would have been justified
in knocking him out; but he did not. Higgs
could not_have stood up against a fag of
the Second Form at that moment. Jimmy let
him alone till the call of “Time!”

“Ass!” gaid Lovell, at the end of the round.

Jimmy grinned.

“Time |

RBiggs came up to the serateh, but he was
evidently “done.” He was staggering as he
faced Jimmy Silver. The fighting was all on
one side now. The Rookwood erowd huzze
with excitement. -

Higes of the Fourth—the bully of the Lower
School—was on his last legs! Jimmy Silver
was winning—winning hands down!

Ninth round, and last. It was pretty plain
that Higgs wounld not last into a tenth. Only
dogged determination kept him on his feet
now. Jimmy Silver was very mnearly spent,
but he was fit for another two rounds at
least.

The gloves came home again and again
npen Alfred Higgs as he fought savagely and
wildly, and at last he went down—under the
Silver “Jeft,” which he could not stop. He
lay groaning on the grass.

“One, two, three, four, five, six, seven,
eight. ninc—out!” said Tommy Dodd; and he
closed his watch with a snap.

Higgs sat up dazedly.
him a scowl, and turned his back and strode
savagely away. His champion had been
lieked; it was a triumph, instead of a down-
fall fer Jimmy Silver.

“Lend me a -hand,
Riggs. “I-I—ch®®

It was Raby who lent him a hand; his own
second  was gone. Leggett grinned, and
inrried after Mornington to claim his stakes.
rest of the fcllows were cheering londly.
: blinked at Jimmy Silver. He hiad pit

five, six, seven,

somebody !” - gasped
=1 r
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ance.
“You've licked me—me!” he stuttered.
Jimmy grinned cheerily.
“You licked me once,” he said.
your fist on it!”
He held out his hand. :
Higegs hesitated for a moment; then, with
@ feehle grin, he shook hands with the captain
of the Fourth. 3

“@ive us

= . . . s 5

Both the combatants of that great fight
reguired considerable. attention before they
could venture to show themseives at Rook-
woed, and both of them felt the effects of it
for some time to come. But in the Fourth
Form, Classical and Moedern alike. there was
great rejoi

THE END.

Mornington gave |

ged fight, and -he could nob stand up

ng over Jimmy Silver’s Triumph, |
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5
roar of applause. Hawkins lunged at him,
but Tem, with reeling head, staved him off
somehow till the end of the round.

When time was called again, Tom came up,
looking grimmer than ever. Hawkins stepped
up to finish him off, when he got the surprise
of his life! Thud, thwack, smack! Tom was
upon him, putting every ounce of his strength
into a whirlwind attack! Hawkins staggered,
tried to duck, and Tom got in a terrific
upper-cut before he could recover himself.

Hawkins went to the floor with a erash!

Amidst a hubbub of voices, the referee
began to count, but Hawkins never moved.

That upper-cut, with every ounce of
Tom’s failing strength behind it, had done
its work too weil. Hawkins was counted out,
and -Tom Merry was declared the winner.

His seconds were picking Hawking up, when
Tom Merry stepped forward, and wrenched
off one of the man’s gloves.

“Look there!” he exclaimed.

Beneath the glove Hawkins’ hand was
bound with bandages, into which small lead
weights were sewn !

The referee stared aghast, as a roar arose.

“Youl play! Foul play!”

SFoul play it is!” exciaimed the referee
indignantly, as Tom Merry turned on his heel
and left the ring. “That fellow Hawkins
must never be allowed to hox agajn!”

Back at St. Jim’s, with a handsome silver
cup in his possession, as the winner of the
boxing-contest, Tom Merry told his two
chums the whole story.

“The odds were against me,” he concluded
—“ long odds! But I determined to win in
spite of them, or bust! I jolly nearly got
knocked out, too!”

* Cutts ought to be kicked out of the
school I said Manners furiously.

Tom Merry grinned.

“Well, he ought really, of course, but I
ean’t sneak about him. But I'm going to see
that he pays up what lie eawes to Crooke &
Co.—it must be about fifty pounds!”

“Phew ! e

“And then I'm going to Crooke & Co. to
make them send the whole of their winnings to
the hospital!”

“Hear, hear!”

“Good old Tommy!"?

And Tom Merry kept his word. And that
was how, as the result of Tom Merry’s plucky
fight against long odds, the local hospital
benefited to the amount of fifty pounds
from *Five anonymous donors!”

THE END.
(Another grand stery of the chuins of St. Jim's
next week.)
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I'm going to leave you for an hour or so.
I'm going into the village to make what you
military people call a reconnaissance. Pirst
of all, I want to see if anything’s happening
at the Grange; but I can alsoc keep a sharp
look-out for your friend Blogson ard hiy
army !’

Faulkner was quite agreeable to this.

“We sha’n’'t move from here until you
return,” he announced.

Dick quickly rowed out into the main
stream, and within ten minutes had reached
the landing-stage which ran down from where
Rellock, tiiexboat-builder, had his premises.
Passing through the yard, Dick climbed a
chort flight of steps which led to the small
High Street which divided the village of
Mogesleich into two parts.

Moggsleigh was quite an ideal spot, with
its little church, green, pond, and old bridge
with its massive buttresses. There was also
the White Lion, one of those comfortable-
locking inns seen nowhere out of England,
covered all over with ivy, which in itself
always gives a house a warm, cosy
appearance. :

The White Lion was usually deserted in the
middle of the day, but at the present moment
Dick discovered quite a small crowd gathered
outside—there was a small crowd inside as
well, but both crowds came from the same
source—Wildfell Grange. In other words, the
entire strength of the Western Super-Film .
Company were assembled here. Their ‘belong-
ings as well, as the pile of bags and
numerous parcels scattered about the side
walk testified.

As Dick approached loud cheers hroke out.
They weren’t cheering him, but an individual
who was addressing them from the bar-
parlour window.

1t was Bernard Grimshaw, the dwarf!

“We must stick together,” Dick heard him
say, when the cheering had subsided. * Blacke
legs must not be tolerated on any account.
Certain members of the company have tried
to curry favour with the man Halibut.. T
mention no names at present; but I warn
them that your strike-committee have their
eves on them. Let them beware, comrades!”

Further loud cheering on the part of the
“comrades.” =

“Qh!” thought Dick. “That’s a hit ab
Harry Trent, Biglow, and myself! There's
going to he trouble here!”

ANOTHER LONG INSTALMENT OF
THIS MAGNIFICENT SERIAL STCRY
OF THE CINEMA WILL APPEAR IN
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A Gripping Detective Novel of a Mother
and a Bon, and well-written Episode in a
: Brigand’s Stronghcld, introducing Sexton
{ — —Blake, Tinker, and the bloodhound, Pedro.
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NEXT WEEK'S PROGRABMDME :
“ WIBLEY’'S WINNING WAY ! "
By Frank Richards.

Our next grand long complete tale of the

chums of Greyfriars finds the famous author,

in his lightest and happiest’ vein. Wibley of
the Remove is the leading figure in an un-

usual incident, which his ac_ting and im-
personating abilities help him to carry

through successfully.

“ WIBLEY’S WINNINGQ WAY! ™

is_ highly amusing all through, and -all
“Penny Popular” readers will be delighted
by a story of a type in which Frank Richards
is unsurpassed.

As a story of extraordinary and powerful
interest, our grand cinema serial,

¢ THE MYSTERY MAKERS!”

: By Nat Fairbanks,
has already made a great impression and
spread the fame of the “Penny Popular”
still further abroad. The plot is thickening,
and the mysterious doings of Bernard Grim-
shaw are attracting particular attention
among certain of the actors who have been
keeping their eyes open.

My readers will find
% THE MYSTERY MAKERS !V

& story well worth following with the closest
of attention as it unfolds week by week, a
tale of absorbing human interest and exciting
adventure that never flags for one moment.

A splendid story of the popular chums of
Rookwood School entitled

¢ TROUBLE FOR JIMMY !V

By Owen Conquest,
‘will also be included in the good things for
next week, 1t is full of rollicking incidents
woven together in a masterly fashion. And
I strongly advise all those of my chums who
admire these Jimmy Silver yarns not to miss
this grand school tale.

HUMOUR.

Soms fellows have a peculiar sense of
humour. They imagine that by misleading
others they are being funny. They will stoop
to the very meanest and shabbiest devices
to gain their point. For instance, they will
advertise in someone else’s name, so that
third parties are put to a great deal of
trouble and expense. Not alone third parties,
but many others as well—fourth and fifth, and
20 on. I suppose the squalid-minded trick-
ster hiding in the dark is satisfied, but his
satisfaction is as paltry as he is himself.

RETURNING A MANUSCRIPT.

This s always hard. Nobody likes to send
ba¢k a story which, however bad, represents
a lot of earnest work, But there is no help
for it. You can follow the rejected yarn on
its travels, a sad, despondent affair, until it
drops through the letter-flap of the writer.

WEEKLY CHAT PAGE,

YOUR EDITOR I8 ALWAYS PLEASED TO HEAR FROM

HIS READERS.
POPULAR,"

Address :

Still, there it is. The sportsman takes a
return as part of the game—which it 15—
and tries again.

GOOD ACTIONS.

Some individuals decry doing work for
nothing. In a village there is always some-
one to mock at the fine chaps who put:in
good service without thought of pecuniary
reward. After all, we do not sum up life in
pounds, shillings, and pence. The best in
the world has nothing to do with these
tokens.

“Ringers and singers,
Are little home-bringers,*

runs the old country cynicism, meaning that
the bell-ringers and the others who help gain
nothing. But they would be sadly missed
if they were not there. I heard a scoffer the
other day talking in this strain, and then
ne told me how he had * diddled "'—I employ
his term—a certain company in whose debt he
was. “It was easy enough,” he said. *“No-
body was about.” That is all very fine; but
he was there, he knew what he was doing,
and should havs looked more strictly after
himself.

THE BEE SWARM.

A fellow I know keeps bees, and really
he is very handy with them; but over and
over again he has been in danger of losing
a big family party of the useful insects in
the way of a swarm. The expeditionary
party leaves the oid hive and hooks itself on
to a window of a neighbouring house—
generally choosing the most inconvenient
place, of course. The bee-keeper has to requi-
sition a ladder, slip a gauze veil over his
head and shoulders, and bring the runaways
back to the new- hive he has all ready for
them. He often gets stung, but, as he says,
it is only a tickle. Bees do not hurt him. On
the other hand, wasps do. Their sting is
quite a different thing, as he knows to his
cost. He said some very hard things about
wasps, and told me how he destroyved their
nests by fire. The wasp may have his good
points, but, all said and done, he is a pirate.
The wasp will save himself trouble in the
honey-getting line, and pillage the bees who
have done all the work. It is a shabby busi-
ness altogether. A home-coming bee laden

with good honey will meet a hefty wasp and-|

be held up in good old highwayman fashion.
;I‘bsé wasp kills the bee and comes in for the
oot.

IN THE WOOD,

If you want to see Nature at her best at
this season of the year you should go for a
ramble in a wood. At the edge of the sylvan
wilderness the foxglove stands in grand
array, its dark green leaves helping to set
forth the crimson _and. white  blessoris,
There, tdéo, you will find the exquisite
meadowsweet, one of the flnest flowers in the
big garden which is never cultivated. It
seiects a place where the ground is always
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oozy and encouraging to moss, for the stream
runs here. A fat toad hops out of the growth
and looks at the intruder, and then dives
back into the sanctuary to make all sure.
In the depths of the wood there is a strange
sitence in the heyday of summer. The wraqk
-of past winter is almost concealed, and in
occasional patches of sunlight amidst the
oaks and beeches you find the gay orchids
peering through the green.

ALWAYS WANTED.

The right story is always wanted.” What
is the right one? There have been doubts
on this point since the far-away times when
authors wrote their themes on slabs of stone.
But what is welcome is freshness of view.
Repeating what has been written before
seldom pays. The book that “gets there”
contains something which has been written
from the heart, something that strikes a new
note and sends the reader on his way glad
that he read the story or article. Every
editor worth his salt—and every editor is
surely worth that, to say nothing of the
mustard—jumps at the bright and the new.

THE SIVIPLE TRUTH.

Money cannot do everything, though many
mistaken folks insist that it can. It would
be a poor lookout for the world if it were .
so, and much to the discredit of humanity,
for we all know that the rich man gets bored
and fed-up. Money will leave anybody in
the lurch, and show him that it is merely
an extra. These remarks are connected with
a letter to hand from a fellow who tells me
that he thought he would be happy enoug_h
when fortune came. He has discovered his
mistake. Before he inherited a large slice
of wealth he was a genial, happy-go-lucky
wight without a care. He dressed so oddly
that his friends laughed at him, but be did
not mind, and he enjoyed life, and was popu-
lar wherever he went. It did not” matter a
straw that his ancient bowler hat went
flip-flap when he raised it, that his trousers
bagged, and his coat was worn at the seams.
He worked hard—for others—and the world
wagged well. Now he is in the grip of the
tailors. He has to dress up to his new posi-
tion, and he feels oppréssed by the tyranny
of it all. Of course he might surrender his
riches, but he cannot do that very well, since
others have to be considered. But it only
shows that money does not make a man,
even if a man makes money.

AN AVARICIOUS READER.

1t always seems to me that the new reader
must concede something. I receive many
complaints about. the difficulty the new
reader experienges as regards getting to know
all about the characters. This is hardly fai
A long seri enife
by-reasoll of thé ¥yhrhs which have gone
beford, but each tale stands by itself as well.
I know I might put in each number contain-
ing a story of a certain group of characters
a little biography of each, explaining all
about them, why they are and what they are.
There could be something about their sisters
and their cousins and their aunts as well, but
it would all take up a rare lot of space. But
the new reader is an out-and-out good fellow,
and I intend to do my best for him.
R 1 5

story series is ausmented in—imberest
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IN EVERY PACKET NOW

Dbut the same  price
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HURRAH ! Boys, here’s good news. ‘
WRIGLEY'S are now GIVING AN EXTRA X
BAR in every 3d. Packet.

YES, one Bar “free, gratis and for nothing,” at the
old price of 3d, per Packet, notwithstanding
the huge increase in the cost of sugar.

Y OU can keep free from thirst and avoid all mouth-
dryness, and keep as fit as a fiddle in the

hottest of weather at the small cost of d. for a Bar

of WRIGLEY’S that will last you all the day.

A 3d. PACKET OF WRIGLEY'S is the World’s

Biggest Sweetmeat Value To-day—(1) Longest-
lasting, (2) Nicest Flavours, (3) Best for Health and
\ : Strength, (4) Unrivalled for the Appetite, and (5) If
\ you like you can make the 3d. Packet of 6 Bars
of WRIGLEY’S last a whole week.

Try a 3d. Packet To-day.
SOLD EVERYWHERE.

-;}{:if,w, SEGLED TIGHT — HEPT RIGHT

B c;/g{;&af
e The
== Mant

LeaF”

= Flavour

20 e WRIGLEY’S, Ltd., _
S e 235, Westminster Bridge Rd., London, S.E.1.
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HAIR FULL OF “SUNSHINE” ?

N

Try This Experiment

<44

at Your Dressing Table.

1,000,000

ERE is an experiment that will tell you
is really healthy :

BOssescscsessessc0ssceT RSt s s

Stand before 3 window and hold
up a mirror so that your head is
between the mirror and the light.

‘hen look at the reflection of your
“hair in the mirror. Is it full of .
: light, or is it dull ?

R e o e

if your hair

ee e 00 oo up o0

4eve o8 60 96 05 0p B

If dull, without radiance, then you need
to look to your hair. You should apply at
once for one of the 1,000,000 * Harlene
Liquid Sunshine-oi-Health for the Hair
Gifts now being distributed free of cost to
all who would like to cultivate healthy and
beautifully radiant heads of hair.

‘For_every truly healthy heall of hair
displays a halo-like radiance, no matter
what the colour—fair, brunette, or black.

The hair that looks dull and lustreless
Iacks its chief charm. It is all too likely
that it I3 * lifeless,” and without elasticity.

° It hangs limp and lacks the enchanting.curl
or wave that imparts °‘the curve of
auty ”* to the hair,

FOUR PRIME AIDS TO HAIR HEALTH
~ AND BEAUTY—_FREE,

Vet the hair is of all parts of the body the
most responsive to proper health-cultural
cenditions, -

' Write for one of the 1,000,000 Presenta-
tion * Harlene Hair-Drill ” Outfits, and see
how marvellously quickly your hair will
pick up health and beauty.

There are four prime aids to the health
and beauty of your hair in the Presentation
*‘ Harlene Hair-Drill ” Outfit that will be
sent to you simply for the asking. They
are— :

A HEALTH AND BEAUTY “TEST" FOR YOUR HAIR.

Read this article forinstructionsfor an interesting test
to see if your hair is full of “ The Sunshine of Health.”

S HARLENE HAIR-DRILL " —LIQUID SUNSHINE GIFTS.

1. A boitle of ¢ Harlene,”” the trme liquid food and natural
{onic for the hair.

2. A packet of the marvellous hair
and scalp-cleansing * Cremex’® Sham-
poo  Powder, which prepares the head
for *“ Hair-Drill.”? ;

3. A bottle of ¢ Uzon® Brilliantine,
which gives a .final touch of beauty to the
whose scalp is inclined to be ‘f dry.’

4. A copy ol the new edition of the
:_ec.:et ¢ Hair-Drill ” Manual of instruc-
ion.

After a Free Trlal you will be able to
obtain further supplies of ““ Harlene™ at
1s. 13d., 2s. 94, and 4s. 9d. per bottle.
“Uzon” Briliantine at 1s. 13d. and
2s. 9d. per bottle, and “ Cremex ” Sham-
poo Powders at 13. 1id. per box of seven
shampoos (single packets 2d. each), from
all Chemists and Stores, or will be sent
direct on receipt of 6d. extra-for postage,
from Edwards® Harlene, Limited, 20, 22,
%&, émil 26, Lamb’s Conduit Street, London,

“ HARLENE” FREE CIFT FORM

Detachand post to EDWARDS' HARLENE,
Ltd., 20, 22, 24, and 26, Lamb’'s Conduit St,
Londenm, W.0.L

Dear Sirs,—Please send me your free
“Harlene ¥ Four-Fold Hair-Growing
Outfit as described above. I enclose
4d. in stamps sor postage and packing
to my address.

* PENNRY POPULAR, 17/7/20.
NOTE To- ADER.

Write your full pame and address
clearly on 2 plain piece of paper, pin

this coupon to it, and post as directed
ﬂ above. (Mark envelope “Sample Dept.”) 1§

ARE YOU SHORT ?
B =

If 50, let the Girvan System help you to increase
your height. Mr. Briggs reports an ingrease of
-5 Inches; Driver E. F. 3 inches; Mr. Ratcliffe 4
inches; Miss Davies 33 inches; Mr. Lindon 3
nehes; Mr. Ketley 4 inches; Miss Leedell 4

inches. This System requires only ten minutes
morning and evening, and greatly improves the
health, physigue, and carriage. No appliances
or drugs. Send 3 penny stamps for further par-
ticulars and £100 Guarantee to Enquiry Dept.,
AMP., 17, Strond Green Road, London, N.4.

R
Nervousness deprives you of employ-

STRENGTHEN YBUR NERVES. ment, pleasures, and many advantages

in life. If you wish to prosper-and enjoy life, strengthen your Nerves, and

5/8,
1L

ment, Used by Vice-Admiral to Seaman, Colonel to Private, D.S.0.’s, M.C.’s,
PHOTO POSTCARDS, 1/3 doz., 12 by 10 ENLARGEMENTS, 8d.
MAGIC TRICKS’ and - 10/6. - Sample = Trick,
Increase YOUR height by the ROSS SYSTEM,

7 . @
‘ Opplng Shoes, Cutlery, Costumes,

worth, 10/- monthly, etc. Write for Free
119, Flest St., London, E.C. 4. In return you will receive (post free) %
send 13 coupons and only 3/-. Say whether you want a fine, medium, or broad
or cash returned. Special Safety Bodel, 2/- extra.

NICKEL

SILVER WATCHES

DELIVERED ON FIRST PAYMENT OF

2/ ONLY. YOU

HAVE WATCH
WHILST PAYING FOR IT.

Gent's full-size Railway timskeeping Keyless
Lever Watch; Stout Nickel Silver or Oxydised
Damp and Dust Proof Cases, plain dial, per-
fectly balanced superior Lever Mowement,
splendid timekeeper. Price for either pocket
or wrist, 15/- each. Luminous dial (see time
intdark), 2/- extra. Ladies” Chain or Wrist, 2/-
exbra. oot

We will send either of these watches on receipt

= of P.O. for 2/-.. After receiving wateh you send
us a further 2/-, and promise to pay the remaining 11/- by weekly
or monthly instalments. For cash with order enclose 14/- only.
Five years’ warranty given with every watch.

To avoid disappointment, semnd 2/- and 6d. extra postage at
once. No unpleasant inqairies. All orders executed in rotation.

The LEVER WATCH Co. (M Dept.),

42a, Stockwell Green. London, S.W.S.

BOXING GLOVES, 8/6 per Set.

Drill, of superior texture, Leather Palm, 13/6: Tan Cape, 17/-. Cricket
Bats, 7/6,-10/6, 13/6, and 18/6. Postage, 0. Money returned if not satis-

hair, and is especially beneficial to,those‘

fied —TOM CARPENTER, 69, Morcambe Street, Walworth Road, S.E. 17.

p “ GURLY HAIRI”

“My- bristles were made eﬁr!y in a few days,”
ch. “C

writes R. Wek {CURBLIT ” curls straightess
hair. 1/3, 2/6. (1id, stamps accepted )—SUMMERS {Dept. A. P.), 31,
TPPER RUSSELL STREET, BRIGHTON.

HEIGHT INCREASED GComplete
IN 30 DAYS 5/ ~ Course.

o Appliances, No_ Drugs. No ‘Diesing. The Melvin Strong

N
System NEVER FAILS. Full particulars and Testimonials id,
stamp —Melvin Strong, Ltd. (Dept. 8.}, 24, Southwark St., S

regain confidence in yourself by using the Mento-Nerve Stregthening Treat-
M.M.s, and D.O.M.’s. Merely send 3 penny stamps for particulars,—GODFRY
ELLIOTT-SMITH, Ltd., 527, Imperial Buildings, Ludgate Circus, London, E.C.4.
ALSO CHEAP PHOTO MATERIAL. CATALOGUE AND SAMPLES
FREE. HACKETT'S, JULY ROAD, LIVERPOO_];.
Illusions, etc.—Parcels 2/86,
T. W. HARRISON, 239, Pentonville Road, London, N. 1.
MY HEIGHT IS €¥T. 3INS.
BE TAL!— price 7/6, complete. Particulars 2d. stamps,
P, ROSS, 16, Langdale Road, Searborough.
Raincoats, Frenchcoats, Boots,
Rings, Watches, etc, on
made gasy terms. 30/- worth, 5/- monthly ; 60/-
Catalogue and Order Form. Foreign
Eas . orders cash only. MASTERS, Ltd.,
® 8, Hope Stores, RYE. (Estd. 1869.)
¢ The Penny Popular.” PEN COUPON. Value 2d.
Send this coupon with P.O. for only 5/- direct to the Fleet Pen Co.,
splendid British Made 14-cf. Gold Nibbed Fleet Fountain Pen, value 10/6.
you save 12 further coupons, each will count as 2d. off the price; so you may
nib. This great offer is made to intiroduce the famous Fleet Pen to the
PrENNY POPULAR readers. (Foreign postage extra.) Satisfaction guaranteed
inted - blished every Friday by the Propristors, The Amaigama
iﬁxvnet:ﬂs&nnguguomgesa & 'lgha ,I"lez;cw’g Hyouss, Farringdon Streef, Landon,

Abroad 8s. 10d. pzer annum; 4s. 5d. for six months.

t%ichesas. Limited, The Flestway Heuse, Farringdon SCregt..‘London, EOC. 4.
L. & 6

2 Sole agents for South Africa: The C
ealand: Messrs. Gordon & Gotech, Ltd.; and for Canada, The Imperial News Co., Ltd,

ubscription rates: Inland, lls._per annum; 5s. 6d. for six months.
entral News Agency, Lid. Sole agents for Ausbra.liajg‘nd New
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