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'OFF TO THE GREYFRIARS SCHOOL CAMP!

(An Exciting Scenc in Owr Grand School Story.)
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Too Clumsy!

(13 AG!”
“The stentorian voice of George
Wingate, the captain of Greyfriars,

boomed along the Sixth
passage of the popular school.

It was seldom that Wingate was kept wait-

ing for a response to the familiar summons,
As a rule, quite a crowd of inky-fingered
fags came scuttling up to do his bidding.
For Wingate was immensely popular with the
small fry, being one of the kindest and most
generous fag-masters at Greyfriars. -
_ On_this occasion, however, there was no
1mme_diate response to Wingate’s shout. So
he tried again, putting all his lung-power into
the-efiort.

“Fa-a-g!”

_ The Famous Five of the Remove strolled
into view round a bend in the passage. They
were in their cricket flannels, and they walked
quite sedately, as if Wingate’s summons
didn’t concern them in the least. And,
indeed, it didn't, for the Removites were
exempt from fagging.

“Wharton!” rapped out the captain of
Greyfriars. =

“Rorry, Wingate,” said Harry Wharton
blandly; “but you can’t fag the Remove, you
know.”

“I wasn't going to'fag you, you silly young
duffer! I simply wanted to ask jou if yeu'd
scen Boisover minor.”

The juniors shook their heads.

“Not so much as his shadow, Wingate!”
said Bob Cherry.

“Well, if you see him, you might tell him
that I'm waiting for him. Tell him there’s
t0 be a special tea in my study at five,
and that he's got to prepare it.”

“Right you are, Wingate!”

“You might also add that the penalty for
not turning up is a round dozen with a
cricket-stump!” said Wingate grimly.

And he went back into his study and shut
the door.

The Famous Five exchanged glances.

_ “Better go and find young Bolsover,” said
Johnny Bull.. “He's a decent kid, and I

Form

shouldn’t like to see him get it in the
neck.”

“Is he Wingate's special fag?” asked
Nugent.

“Yes”

“But my minor was fagging for Wingate

only yesterday!”

“Wingate changes his fag two or three
times a day,” chuckled Bob Cherry. “First
one gets sacked for mot washing his neck;
then another gets the push for negleet of
duty; and so the merry game goes on.”

THE PENNY PoPULAR.—NoO. 80.

Bolsover will be the next one to

“Young
go,” said
in time.”

“Let us huntfully track the ludicrous young
cub to his lair,” said Hurree Singh.

The Famous Five went along to the fags’
Common-room.

A curiously-blended aroma of stale apples
and fried herrings greeted their nostrils as
they pushed open the door. But the place
was empty.

“Where do the fags go in the winter-
time?” murmured Nugent.

“Dunno,” said Johany Bull. “But in the
summer-time they're generally to be found
on the cricket-ground, uprooting Ilumps of
turf with their bats.”

“Let us adjourn thither,” said Bob Cherry.

In that corner of the cricket-ground which
was allotted to the fags the Famous Five
came upon quite a score of the inky-fingered
tribe. =

But of Bolsover minor there was no sign.

“What ‘do you Remove bounders want?”
demanded Tubb aggressively.

“If it’s a set of thick ears, we're quite
willing to oblige!” said Paget sturdily.

“We're looking for Bolsover mipor,” said
Harry Wharton. “Any idea where be is?”

“Not the foggiest, old top!” said Dicky
Nugent.

“Look here, you cheeky young cub—"

“YWhere’s Dolsover minor?” demanded
Nugent major.

“Pare say he’s gone for a walk with his
big brother Percy,” amswered Dicky.

The Famous Five snorted.

1t was highly improbable that Bolsover
minor would choose to spend the afternoon
with his major of the Remove. The younger
fellow was of a widely different type from
his brother. Bolsover major’s hali-holidays
were generally spent in aimless lounging
about. Bolsover minor, on the other hand,
was always doing something energetic, if not
useful.

“Better look in the bath-rooms, you
fellows,” advised Tubb. “Bolsover’s having
his annual wash and brush up, most likely.”

“Ha, ha, hal®

“Pity you don’t follow suit!” growled
Johnny Bull. “I don't believe you've washed
your neck this term.”

“Look here i

The Famous Five watked away. They were
impatient to get to their game of cricket,
but, for Bolsover minor’s sake, they decided
to find him first. They searched the Close
and the Cloisters; they paid yet another
visit to the fags’ Common-room, bub they
drew blank. : >

Wharton, *“unless we warn him
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Finally, as a last resource, they tricd the
library

here he is!” ejaculated Frank
Nugent. -

Bolsover minor was perched on one of the
window-sills. He had heen reading, but his
book was closed, and he was staring vacantly
into space. His cheeks were flushed, and his
eyes were unusually bright.

“Yes, here he is!” said Johnny Bull
“We've been hunting for you bigh and low,
you silly young duffer!”

Bolsover minor turned a rather startled
face towards the juniors.

“Who wants me?” he inquired.

“Wingate,” caid Harry Wharton, “There’s
to be a special tea in his study at five,
and he wants you to buzz around and geb
things ready.”

“And if you're late,” added Bob Cherry,
“it means a round dozen with a cricket-
stump !”

“Qh erumbs!”

Bolsover minor vaulted down from the
window-sill. He staggered a little on reach-
ing the floor, and would probably have fallen
had not Harry Wharton put out his hand to
steady him.

“What's the matter with you, kid?” de-
manded the captain of the Remove.

- “N-n-nothing.”

“Do you feel queer?”

“Nunno.”

“Well, you look it! If you're not feeling
fit to fag for Wingate, we'll let him know,
and he’ll get somebody else.”

“I'm all right,” muttered Bolsover minor.

But his looks belied the assertion.

“If you're not fceling up to the mark, kid,
you've only got to say so,” said Johnny Bull.
“P'm all right, T teli you!” said the fag.

And he walked: to the door.

The Famous Five gazed after him curiously.

“He’s ill, and he won’t admit it,” said
Harry Wharton. :

“8illy young ass!” growled Johany Bull
“If he doesn’t choose to go and see the
matron, it’s his own funeral.”

“Hear, hear!” said Nugent. “Let’s gef
down to the ericket.”

Meanwhile, Bolsover minor presented him-
self at Wingate's study.

. The captain of Greyfriars eyed the fag
sternly. :

“I've been yelling for you,”
“Neéarly made myself hoarse.”

“Sorry, Wingate—"

“Bless your serrow!
been?”

“In the library.”

“Well, I wanut you to wire in and get tca
ready. Gwynne and Faulkner and Hammers-
ley will be egming along.”

he said.

Where have you

(Copywight in the United Siaies of America.)
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®Right you are, Wingate!™

“Here's a quid note. Get a rabbit-pis from
the tuckshop, and plenty of cakes and pastries
and things. I'm going out now, When I
come in at five I shall expect to find the
table laid and everything in readiness. If
it isn't, look out for squalls!”

And Wingate strode out of the study.

When he had gone Bolsover minor startefl
to lay the table. As a rule he was an ex-
cellent fag, speedy and agile. But his speed
and agility were not in evidence now. He
opened thz table-drawer so carelessly that a
shower of forks and spoons descended on to
the -carpet. Witlk a muttered exclamation
he stooped and picked them up. And then,
after laying the cloth, he blundered towards
the ecupboard.

It usnally took Bolsover minor three

- minutes to lay the table. - On this oceasion
it took him ten, and in the process he con-
trived to smash a couple of plates, a cup and
saucer, and the one and only teapot.

The floor was littered with broken crockery,
which the fag swept into a corner, Then he
went across to the tuckshop.

.The chapter of accidents was not yet com-
plete.

On the way back from the shop the dish
containing the rabbit-pie slipped from Bol-
sover minor’s grasp, and alighted with a crash
on the flagstones in the Close.

“Oh erumbs!” gasped the fag, appalled at
what he had dons.

The dish was in fragments, and gravy was
trickling in all directions.

“1 shall have to leave it where it is, that's
all!” muttered Bolsover minor.

And his only consolation was that there
had been no eye-witnesses of the ealamity.

When five rang out from the school clock-
tower, four hungry Sixth-Formers strolled
into Wingate’s study. And one of them was

Wingate himself. - .
Bolsover minor, his face still flushed, his
eyes brighter than ever, hovered near the
table. '
“Faith, an’ I'm dyin' for a cup of tea!”
said Gwynne, dropping into the armchair.
“Same here!” panted Faulkner.

Wingate was glancing in stupefied amaze-

ment at four ginger-beer bottles, which stood

like miniature forts at each corner of the
table. 2
“What's this for?” he demanded.
“To—to drink, Wingate!” - stammered

Bolsover minor. ;
“You silly young ass! We want tea!”
“Sorry, Wingate, but—-"

JWhat are you butting ahout now?”

“The—teapot’s broken!” faltered the fag.

“My hat!” Wingate's brow grew dark.
“You mean to say you've been juggling with
my teapot?”

“It was an accident, Wingate—"

. “Seems to have heen a whole giddy chapter

of accidents!” remarked Hammersley, point-

ing to the little pile of broken crockery in
the corner.

“You—you clumsy young cub!” hooted
Wingate. “You've smashed up the happy
home! And where's that rabbit-pie I
ordered you to get?”

“In the Close, Wingate.”

“What! You've left it out in the Close to
bhe bagged by the first fellow who comes
along?”

Bolsover minor looked the picture of
distress.

“I—I- The fact is, I dropped it!” he
stammered.

“You—you broke the dish?”

“Ye-e-es.”

“Then, -1I'll jolly well break you!”

Wingate picked up a cricket-stump as he
spoke, and strode towards the fushed and
trembling fag. X

Then he stopped short, and the hand which
grasped the stump fell to his side.

““Why, you're ill, kid!” he said, his Warsh-
pess- melting immediately to sympathy
- And in his eoncern for his fag W
forgot all abont the ruined pie and
broken teapot and the other damages.

“Better. cut- off to the sanny!” he said.
“Judging by your flushed appearance, ¥ e
got a temperature. Why didn't you tell m
you were off-celour?”

“Em: alk right!”
doggedly.

“Nonsense! Anybody can sce that you're
seedy. Buzz off and see the matron!”

The fag hesitated.

“You don’t want me to carry you up to the
sanny, I suppose?” said Wingate.

That threat had the desired effect.

gate

“the

e

said Bolsover minor

Bolsover minor quitted the study.
But it was not to the sanatorium that he
wended his way. He went out into the Close,

and seated himself on one of the rustic
benches under the elms.

The flush had not left his cheeks. The un-
natural brightness still shone in his eyes.
And through his clenched teeth he muttered,
almost fiercely:

“1 won't give in!”

e
THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Very Alarmiing.

OLSOVER MINOR imagined that he
would be all right again by the
evening,

But he imagined a vain thing.

He grew steadily worse instead of better.
But his resolve ‘not to give in did not
waver. If there was one thing he disliked, it
was being imprisoned in the sanny, and fed
on gruel,

Another reason why he would not go to the
matroen was because he feared the chipping
of his school-fellows, who would probably dub
hi a weakling for complaining about a
trivial ailment. 5

That the ailment from which he was suffer-
ing was merely trivial, Bolsover minor felt
certain, =

In the dermitory that evening his scarlet
cheeks attracted instant attention.

“What's up, Bolsover?” asked Tubb.
“Been dabbing red-ink on your chivvy?”

“ Atishoo!”

“Eh?”

“Atishum-m-m-m!” |

“Hallo! Looks as if you've got a rare old
cold coming along!” remarked Paget.

“'Shoo! It's all' right,” said Bolsover

10T,
“Better tuck yourself between the blankets,
quick,” advised Tubb. “You've got a touch
of the 'flu. That's what's the matter with
you. And we shall all be getting it if you
don’t look after yourself.”

Bolsover minor was only too glad to get to
bed. Once there, he felt better, and in a
few minutes he was asleep.

But when the rising-bell clanged out on the
morhing air
His eyelids were puffed. And his cheeks were
even more flushed than they had been over-
night.

But he still refused fo give in, and he
would probably have continued to stick it
out had not Mr. Twigg, the master of the
Third, noticed his condition when the fags
assembled for morning lessons.

“Why, Bolsover,” ejaculated the Form-
master, “what is the matter with you?”

“Nothing sir.”

“Nonsense!” - said Mr.
“Come here!”

Bolsover minor walked rather unsteadily
to the front of the class.

As he drew near to Mr. Twigg that gentle-
man promptly retreated a couple of paces.

“Bless my soul!” he exclaimed, in alarm.
“You have come out in a rash! You appear
to have developed some infectious malady!
Show me your chest!”

“Really, sir—"

“Do as I teil you!” commanded Mr. Twigg.

Dolsover minor unbuttoned his shirt, and
exposed his chest to the Form-master’s view.

“Yes! It is on your chest as well!” gasped
Mr. Twigg. “It is doubtless all over your
body! = You will go to the sanatorium at
once!”

“But, sir—"

“ At once!” repeated Mr. Twigz. “Mean-
while, I will communicate with Dr. Short, of
Friardale, and get him to come up to the
schoo! and examine you.”

“But I'm quite all right, sir—" .

“Go!” thundered Mr. Twigg.

And his tone was so fierce that Bolsover
minor promptly retreated.

There was a buzz of amazement from the
class.

“Silenee!"” exclaimed the Form-master., I
only hope, my boys, that none of yvou are
infected! You will come before me one by
one, that I may examine you!”

Looking rather sheepish, the fags obeyed.
< “Your complexions all appear to be clear
and healthy,” said Mr. Twigg at length.
“Let us hope that that unfortunate lad has
not disseminated any germs 4

“(terms, sir?” echoed Paget

Mr. Twigg nodded.

“There can be no doubt that Bolsover
minor is suffering from an attack of measles,”

Twigg sharply.

i alarm,

he said. “Exactly what variety of measles
it is impossible to say. But we shall soon
learn.”

And the Form-master hurried away to his
study, and rang up Dr. Short on the tele-
phone, instructing him to come up to the
school at the earliest possible moment.

The medical man arrived shortly afterwards

the fag felt worse than ever.-

Out on Wednesday. =

in his car. He examined Bolsover minor, who
had been put to bed; and then, with a grave
face, he made his way to the Head's sfudy.

I bave to inform you, sir,” he said, as
Dr. Locke looked up inquiringly, “that I have
just attended one of your boys, and find him
to be suffering from German measles.”

“Bless my soul!”

“I have given instructions for him to be
isolated in a special ward in the sanatorium,”
continued the doctor, “and we must hope
that he has not already infeéted others. An
epidemic in the school would be a serious
matter,”

Dr. Locke looked very alarmed.

“Surely German measles do not have
serious results?” he exclaimed.

“In ninty-nine cases out of a hundred,
But there is always the hundredth case.
in the event of a general epidemic cor
cations might arise in one or two instan
which—"

“Good heavens!”

“The boy at present affected—Bols
minor—will be quite fit and well again within
a fortnight,” said Dr. Short. “Meanwhile,
his friends must not be allowed to visit him.
It will not be a pleasant experience for him
to be isolated in this way. But the safety
of the community must be studied.”

“Certainly—certainly!” murmured
Head. >

“I sincerely hope there will be no more
cases. You had better advise the masters to
keep their eyes open, and if any boy develops
a rash he must be-sent to the sanatorium
immediately, Keep the boys in the open
air as much as possible, and communicate
with me if any fresh cases arise.”

The Head promised to do this. And he
fervently hoped that Bolsover minor would he
the first and last vietim.

But, alas for the Head’s hopes!

By dinner-time two fresh cases were re-
reported.

Tubb and Paget were. the unlucky ones,
and they were promptly despatched to the
sanatorium.

In the afterncon three more fags were
down—Dicky Nugent, Gatty, and Myers.

The Head issued a decree that there would
be no more lessons that day, and then sum-
moned a conference of masters in his study.
Dr. Short also attended the conference.

“Gentleman,” began the Head, “I am feei-
ing very alarmed "—and he looked it!—"on
account -of the epidemic of German measles
which has broken out in the school. Thus
far, I am thankful to say, it has been con-
fined to the Lower Forms. But unless imme-
diate steps are taken to place the rcémain-
der of the boys beyond danger of infection I
fear the trouble will spread. And a univer-
sal epidemic would be attended by serious
conseguences !

The masters nodded gravely.

“Have you any suggestions to make?”
inquired the Head. %

“I propose, sir,> said Mr. Queleh, “that the
boys already affected be strictly isolated from
their schoolfellows; and that the routine shail
go on as usual.”

Mr. Capper murmured “Hear, hear!” Dnt
he was the only one who supported his
colleague’s proposal. =

Mr. Prout, the master of the Fifth, cleared
his throat. L ;

“I have a proposition to make, sir,” he
said. 2

“Yes?” said the Head eagerly.

“The only way in which the health of fthe
community can be effectively safeguarded is
for the whole of the boys, with the exception
of those in the sanatorlum, to go away.”

“To their homes?”

“No, sir—to camp.””

“Bless my soul!”

Mr, Prout was the cynosure
lic was enjoying himself. _
him more than a circle of attentive listeners.

“I have had considerabie —experience of
camping-out,” he-went on. “When I was in
the Rockies in 'eighty-nine——"*

“This is neither the time ner place for
relating your personal reminiscences, Prout!”
interrupted the Head drily. Would you he
good enough to come to the point?” 7

“1 am coming to it, sir. When I was i
‘the Rockies in 'eighty-nine——""

“You shot fourteen bears, five eagles, and
a Red Indian,” said Mr. Hacker wearily. “Wo
have heard that story before, Prout——"

“8o often that we are heartily sick of it!™
chimed in Mr. Quelch.

Mr. Prout glared. 2

“I wish you would not keep “interrupting
me!” he snapped.. “When 1 was in the
Rockies in 'eighty-nine I carried my sleeping-
quarters about with me day by day. That
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may secem a startling statement,
none the less true. My sleeping-quarters eon-
cisted of“a folding tent. There iz nothing
more conducive to good health than sieeping
under canvas, I think Dr. Short will agree
w xth me—

“Yes, yes,” said the JOCLO£ “But do pleage
come to the peint, Mr rout. Are you
suggesting that the whole school should be
removed to an encampment?”

Mr. Prout nodded.

“¥ flatter mygelt that it is a very sound
and practical proposition,” he said.

“But if this scheme is agreed upon,’’ said
Dr. Short,- “it will have to bhe carried out
without a moment’s delay. It would be no
use removing the boys to-morrow or the next
day., The epidemic would prohably .have
spread still further by then.”

“Quite!” agreed Mr. Prout. “And I there-
fore urge that the move be made imme-
diately.”

“But, my dear Prout,”’ said the Head, look-
ing very bewildered, “where are we to find a
suitable camping-ground at a moment’s
notice?’?

“I know of one, sir. A few miles along the
coast there is a delectable spot known as
Woody Bay. Standing well back from the sea,
there are some spacious meadows owned by
4 Farmer Brooke. This farmer recently pur-
chased a very large number of bell-tents from
the War Office. He would be prepared to
Loan three hundred of them at short notice.”

*“Bless my soul!”

The Head turned to the other masters.

“You have heard Mr. Prout’s proposal,
gentlemen. What do you think of it?”

Mr. Hacker said what he thought of it in
a few terse and uncomplimentary words. But
the other masters, after a brief debate
amengst themselves, agreed to the propesal.
Dr. Short also expressed the opinion that it
would be a good move.

Mr. Prout looked very pleased when he
found that his suggestion was carried unani-
mously, with the exception of Mr. Haeker.
But then Mr. Hacker never puiled well with
Mr. Prout, and it was probably personal feel-
ing which had caused him to oppose the
suggestion

“Farmer Brooke is on the telephone, sir,”
said the master of the Fifth. “It will bhe
advisable to call him up at once, and I have
no doubt that he will be able to meet our
requirements. We shall require, roughly
speaking, three hundred tfemnts for a period
of a fortnight. By the end of that time
the boys who are.at present in the sanatorium
wiill have completely recovered, and there
will be no danger of infection.’?

There was further discussion in connection
with the important step which it had been
decided to take, and then the meeting dis-
persed,

Dr. Locke then had a busy half-hour. He
telephoned, first of all, to the chairman of
the Board of Governors, in order to obtain
sanction for the removal of the Greyiriars
schelars to the encampment at Woody Bay.

The chairman readily gave his consent. He
realised that unless the boys were removed
at once the epidemic would swiftly spread.

The Head then communicated with Farmer
Brooke, who was quite willing to hire the
tents and one of his meadows to. the Grey-
friars authorities.

“How soon can we come,
quired Dr. Locke.

“I'll arrange for a lahour party to erect the
tents right away, sir,” said- the farmer.
“They’ll have the whole of ‘the afternoon
to do it in. That means that everything
snonld be leauy by nightfall.”

“Splendid {¥ murmured the Head.

In the course of further conversation it was
arranged that three hundred bell-tents sheuld
be Nected for the boys, and half a dozen
mmqueea for the masters. Accommodation
would also be provided for the domestic
staff, and there would be ample facilities for
cooking,\a,nd so forth. .

Farmer Brooke promised to supervise all

* the arrangements personally. And the
was made clear for the whole of the G;c‘r
{riarg fellows—with the exception of the six
fags in the sanatorium—to proceed to Woody
Bay late in the afternoon.

As for Belsover minor, and the fellows he
had unwitt ln”lj infected, they would remain
at the schicol in the care of the matron.

Several - problems still confronted the
worried Head. bub-he was prépared to tackle
them with resolution.

Anything was hetter, he refiected, than to
allow the boys to remain where they were.

The sudden move. to Woody Bay would
cause much inconvenience. But far greater
inconvenience—perhans - tragedy—would be
occasioned if the move was not made.
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AMr. Brocke?” in-

but it is!

Realising this, the Head blessed Mr. Prout
for his timely suggestion. And then he pro-
ceeded to -complete the arrangements, for
transferring his large flock from Greyfriars to

the camp on the coast.
6
S who made that joyful observation.
The Famous Five, who were
grouped in front of the mantelpiece in Study
No. 1, nodded.

“No more lessons to-day!” chortled Bob
Cherry. *“Seems almost too good to be true!”

“Bolsover minor’s responsible for this,” said
Nugent. “We’ll go up to the sanny and offer
kim a vote of thanks!”

“We jolly well won’t!” said Harry Whar-
ton, “Dashed if I want to get a dose of
German measles—or any other variety of
measles, for that matter!”

'Heard of any more victims since Nugent
minor, Gatty, and Myers?” inquired Dennis
Carr.

Wharton shook his head.

“Nobody else, so far,” he said.
thing will spread. There isn't a shadow of
doubt about that. It started with fags, and
it will come to us next!”

“Well, you're a cheery cove, and no mis-
take!”’ said Dennis laughing. “Going to be
an undertaker when you grow up?”

“I say, you fellows——"

A fat and breathless figure elbowed Dennis
Carr agide, and burst into the study like a

whirlwind.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!” -ejaculated Bob
Cherry. “What’s up with you, Bunter?”

“News!” exclaimed the fat junior impres-
sively. “Stunning, gilt-edged news!”

“He’s going to tell us that we're excused
rom tfurther lessons to-day!”? said Johnny
Bull.

“Too late, Bunter, old son.
ages ago!”

“It isn't that,”” said Bunter excnteu!v

“Then what the thump——""

“We’re going home!”

“«“Whatt?

The juniors started bl:mkly at Billy Bunter.

“@ug-gug-going home?” stuttered Wharton.

“Yeﬁ.’” 5

“What do you mean, you burbling chump **

“What I say! I happened to be passing
the Head's study, and my bootlace came
undone "—the juniors were too amazed to
interject any sarcastic comments—“and I
heard the Head say—I wasn't deliberately
listening, of course!—that, owing to the out-
break of German measles, it would bhe ad-
visable for the school to break up, and for
all the fellows to go home. Just think of it,
you chaps! A fortnight’s holiday at home!
Isn’t it great!”

“It would be simply glorious,”

et e -

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
The Merry Friars!
AY, kidlets, we’re in clover!”’
It was Dennis Carr of the Remove

“But the

We knew *hat

said Bob

Cherry, after a pause, “if it was true! But
you're romancing, you fat fibber!”? 5
“He 1is tugfully pulling our esteemed

legs!” said Hurree Singh.

“Of course!”

“We're used to these Bunterisms by this
time,” said Dennis Carr., “As if they'd give
us a fortnight’s holiday in addition to the
summer vac!’’

“If you suppose we're going to swallow a
yarn like that, porpoise,” said Frank Nugent,
“there’s =0methmg wrong with your sup-
poser 1?7

“That's about the biggest cram I've ever
heard Bunter tell,” said Harry Wharton.

“And he’s told a few thousands in his time!” |

Billy Bunter blinked wrathfully at the un-
‘helievers. through his big spectacles.

“Beasts!” he hooted. “I'm telling the
truth!”’

“ Another whopper'" said Dennis Carr.

“Ha, ha, ha

The Owl of the Remove was furious to think
that nobody believed his story. He had been
tistening at the keyhole—his favourite form
of recreation—and he had overheard part of
the discussion at the masters’ conference. He
had heard it mooted that the boys should be
sent away, and that was all. And he
naturally concluded that everyone would go-
home. He had expected Harry Wharton
& Co. to be overjoyed at the news. But
they were not—for the simple reason that
they did not believe it.

“If you fellows won’t take my word,” said
Bunter, “I'll go and tell the news to some-

“Half a mo!” said Johnny Bull. ‘“If
you think you're going to get off scot-free,
after telling us a fib of that size, you're
jolly well mistaken!”

. body who will1»

Sk Hear, “Bump
him I’ . i
Billy Bunter fled wildly to the door.  But
it was closed, and Dennis=Carr had his back
to it

“I_T say, you fcllow

hear?” said Bob Cherry.

don't be heasts,

“you know——"'

The fat junior’s appeal was interrupted by

" the loud clanging of the school bell.

“ Hallo, halle, hallo!” ejaculated Bob
Cherry. * What’s going on, I wonder?”

Forgetful of Billy Bunter—who seized the
opportunity of making himself scarce—the
juniors stepped out into the passage.

Study doors were being thrown open, and
there was a chorus of inquiry as the hell
continued to clang.

““What’s it all about?”

¢“Is there a fire?”’

“Does Gosling think it's time for rising-
bell 2 ~

The answer to these queries was t:upphed
by Wingate of the Sixth, who came along
the passage with his athletic stride.

“Into Big Hall, everybody!” he rapped
out.

“Is it a general
asked Harry Wl harton.

es.

e

assembly, Wingate?”

More than that Wingate did not say.
Perhaps he did not know himself why the
assembly had been summoned.

“Come along, kids!” said Bob Cherry.
“ We'll soon see what all the merry Tumpus
is about!”

And the juniors joined the big prouﬂs ion
which was already wending its way in| the
direction of Big Hall, !

“By Jove!” said Nugent suddenly. I
suppose Bunter has been telling the - fruth
for once?”

‘“ About going home,
Wharton.

Ve

“No such luck!"’ grunted the captain of
the Remove.

The juniors took their places in Big F’l]!
Their faces were tense and.eager, but not
less so than the faces of the fellows belong-
ing to other Forms.

Even the high-and-mighty members of the
Sixth found it difficult to repress their excite-
ment. - And Coker & Co. of the Fifth, and
Temple & Co. of the Upper Fourth, were
chattering wunrestrainedly like a horde of
fags.

Silence came with the arrival of the Head.

Dr, Locke was looking worried to the verge
of distraction. He did not look like a person
about to deliver himself of good tidings. .As
a matter of fact, the Head had compressed
more work into the last couple of hours than
he usually did in a whole day.

“My boys,”” he began, when he had
mounted the raised dais at the end of the
Hall, “I have a rather startling announce-
ment to make.”

This statement set the school’s curiosity
fairly on edge.

“ As you are all aware, six boys belong-
ing to the Lower Forms have developed
German measles. Phat complaint, though
not serious in itself, sometimes brings othcr
and graver maladies in its train, It is highly
desirable, for the welfare of the schocl,
to place you all heyond reach of miectlon
and to do so immediately!”

Billy Bunter threw a triumphant glance
at the Famous Five. His expression seemed

do you mean?”’ sai_d

1

to say:

“ There. you. are, you fellows! I told
you so!”

“ Bunter was right, after all!” muttered
Frank l\uwent excitedly. ¢ We're going
home ! o

“ How nppmg 1

““ Wonder if the Head will mmd if I dance
a hornpipe?” murmured Bob Cherry.

“ Silence!” Dr. Locke's voice rang through
the Hall. ‘At a recent conference of the
masters this crisis was fully discussed, and
an important decision was arrived at.”

The school hung breathlessly on the Head's
words. =

“ Arrangements have been made for all of
you to be transferred to a camping-ground
at Woody Bay until the unfortunate boys
in the sanatorium have made ‘a complete
récovery.”

“ ORI

“ My hat!”

The Famous TFive were slightly taken
aback. This was scarcely such good news as
they had expected. But it was good, all the
same,

A buzz of excitement ran through Big
Hail,
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Cherry.

The Boy Scouts came plunging through the camp entrance fike a herd of buffaloes.
straight at the Removites, who had grouped themselves in a solid phalanx.

‘‘ Back, you interiopers !’ muttered Bob
And his clenched fist shot out and caught the patrol leader full on the nose and bowled him out. (8e¢ page 7.)

They rushed

Tellows nudged each other, and vowed that
they would have a high old time under
canvas. The joys of camp-life were a sealed
book to many of them, but those who had
already experienced such joys were not at all
averse to an encore.

The Head raised his hand for silence, and
¢ontinued:

‘“ This move must be made at once,”” he
said. * Every moment’'s delay increases the
danger of infection. I have arranged for
motor char-a-banes from the Courtfield
garage to be here at five o'clock. By that
time I shall expect every boy to have packed
his belongings. By that I mean only such
belongings as wills be necessary for a fort-
night’s absence from the ‘school. Mr. Prouf
and Mr. Quelch will accompany you to the
camp. The remainder of the masters and
the prefects will remain behind to see that
the move is conducted in as orderly a manner
as possible, and also to supervise the
removal, in ‘pantechnicons, of such furniture
and equipment ‘as we shall require.”

The Head paused, his gaze roving over the
excited throng.

1 sincerely. trust that each one of you
will do his utmost to make the move a sue-
cess,” he said. ~ “ It rests with the various
Form captajns to preserve order and prevent
confusion.” :

“ You'll have your hands full, Harry ! mur-
mured Frank Nugent, :

And Wharton grinned. To preserve order
in the Remove at such an exeiting juncture
would be an impossible task.

““ The school will mow dismiss!” said the
Head,

And the feilows streamed out of Big Hall,
eagerly discussing what they regarded as
the best piece of news of the term,

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
‘Oft to Camp !
s HREE cheers for the Head!" roared
Bob Cherry, as soon as he emerged
i Close . with his

into the sunny

: chums,
“ Hurrah !

¢ Three cheers for my minor!"”
Bolsover major. “ If he hadn't been thought-
ful enough to get German measles, this
wouldn't have happened!”

“Ha, ha, hat”

“ 1 say, you fellows——"" :

¢ Hallo, here’s Bunter!” exclaimed Johnuy
Bull. “ Let's bump him for telling us such
a fearful cram!” / :

“Oh, really, Bull, what I said was quite
correct ! I said that, owing to the epidemic,
the school was breaking up.”

“ And that we were all going heme!"” said
Dennis Carr. . ¢ There's a slight difference
between going home and going to camp!”

“1 told you all along that we were going
to camp !’

“ Why, you fat fraud—-""

“Oh, bump him!” growled Beb Cherry.

Willing hands were laid upon the Owl of
the Remove, and he descended to the flag-
stones with a bump and a roar. He would
probably have descended three times had
not Wingate of the Sixth come striding on
the scene.

“ No timo for these little pleasantries now,
you kids!” said the captain of Greyfriars.
“ Bueck up and get ready!”

Wingate carried an ashplant,
juniors melted away like mist
morning sun.

And then hegan the business of packing.

Some fellows were: only five minutes get-
%gng ready; others were an unconscionable
ime,

shouted

and the
before the

The Famous Five came in the five-minute
category.

Johnny Bull possessed a large trunk, and
into this toomy receptacle the personal
belongings of Johnny and his chums were
hastily thrown.

Lord Mauleverer, however, did not approva
of these lightning methods. His lordship had
a vast and extensive wardrobe, and he took
scrupulous ecare in packing his things.
Trousers and jackets and flannels were care-
fully folded before being placed in his trunk.
And each topper—Mauly possessed half a
dozen—was carefully wrapped in about a
ream of paper. The fact that thero was a
world shortage of pdper did not secem ig
trouble the dandy of the Remove,

Arother fellow who took a long time to
pack was Billy Bunter.

The fat junior had no case, bag, trunk,
valise, or other receptacle in which to stow
his things. After making a tour of the
Remove studies, however, he managed to get
hotd of a gladstone-bag, which he -conveyed
by stealth to his own quarters.

“1Is that your bag, Bunter?” asked Peter
Todd suspiciously.

“ Of course!”

“Well, I've never seen you with it before.”

“I've never had occasion to use it,”’ ¢
plained Bunter. * It's been lying in the
box-room all through the term.”

¢ Strikes me it's not the only thing that’s
been lying!"” grunted Peter,  who was busily
engaged in cramming two suits of clothes
into a case which awould omnly conveniently
hold one,

‘ Oh, really, Toddy,” protested Dunter,
“if you want to know, this bag was a
present from one of my titied relationsi”

And the fat junior started to pack his
things, which included a number of articles
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~which he had * borrowed ” from time to
time.

Before Bunter had got very far with his
packing, however, a whirlwind burst into
the study.

The whirlwind preved to be Dick Penfoid,
the cobbler’s son. ~ X

“Here it is!”’ hooted Pen. * Bunter, you
fat thief, you've bagged my bag!”

* Oh, really—" e

“ $hy those things out of it, and hand it
over, or I'll ‘wipe up the floor with you!”

Billy Bunter would have been wise to
comply ab once with Penfold’s command; bab
instead of doing so0, he exclaimed indig-
nantly: 2

I don’t kuow what you're talking about!
This bag’s mine!” ]

“You—you v gpluttered Penfold. “It's
got my initials on #—R., P
« Bunter evidently thinks that means

« Remove Porpoise’!’? chuckled Bob Cherry
from the doorway. -
“Ha, ha, ha!” =
Dick Penfold looked grim. :
“Remove porpoise!” he repeated:
tainly! I’ll remove him right away!”
And Penfold’s boot clumped upon the rear
of Billy Bunter’'s person.
“Yarooooh ! - =
With a yell that would have done credit _to
a Red Indian on the warpath, the fat junior
was propelled through the doorway and into
the passage. = = ;
Dick Penfold emptied his bag by the simple
expedient of turning it upside-down. Then he
took it along to his own study. :
“I—I say, you fellows!” wailed Billy.
“ Anybody got o spare trunk?” :
“We're not a set of blessed elephants!”
growled Johnny Bull.
“Ha, ha, ha!” ‘ L
“I should advise you to put a jerk in it,
Bunter,” said Iarry Wharton. “If you're not
ready by the time the char-a-bancs arrive, we
sha'n’t wait for you!”
“But I haven't got anything to put my
things in!” protested the Owl of the Remove.
“Go and horrow .a wheel-barrow from
Hosling,” suggested Nugent. <
“Ha, ha; ha!” - =
Eventually, Skisner came to the rescue with
4 very dilapidated-looking suit-case.
“Here you are, porpeise!”
generously. 2
“Where on earth did you dig that ancient
thing from, Skinney?” inquired Peter Todd.
“It’s Eiliott’s,” explained Skinner. “He was
sacked from the school, if you remember, and
he left this suit-case behind.” .
“Looks more like a dustbin than a suit-
case !” ehuckled Dennis Carr. “Still, it’s good
enough for Bunter!” .
The fat junior eyed the prehistoric suit-
case with extreme disfavour. He didn’t relish
the idea of using it, but he had no alterna-
tive, He crammed his own--and other
people’s—belongings into it, and joined the
human procession which streamed out into the
Close.
Seldom had the Close presented such an
animated scene.

£er-

he said

Coker & Co. of the Fifth were there, mount-

ing guard over an array of boxes and trunks
and bags. Temple & Co. of the Upper Fourth
were doing likewise. And the Shell fellows
had linked hands round their belongings,
which were piled in a pyramid. On top of the
pyramid stood Heskins, the amateur musician,
making weird noises with a mouth-organ.

The fags were there, too—with the excep-
tion of the jll-fated six who were destined to
spend the next fortnight in the sanatorium.

Mr. Prout and Mr. Queleh moved hither and
thither, like geuerals in command of a dis-
orderly army. = =

The master of the Fifth was perspiring
profusely, and he was wasting a good deal of
breath.

“Will you see that my trunk is all right,
Blundell? Thank you! Pray do not stand
on that eardboard-box, Coker, or you will go
through the lid! Hoskins! I have no cbjec-
tion to good musie, but that discordant din
is appalling! Stop if—stop it at once!
Where are the char-a-bancs? Can anybody
see the char-a-bancs?”’

“Here they come, sir!” said Bob Cherry.

And there was a rear of laughter, for, pass-
ing along the road, close to the school gates,
were a couple of donkey-carts..

Mr. Quelch was perspiring quite as profusely
as his colleague. But he did not waste nearly
so much hreath, and there was more method
in his movements. He ordered a gangway to
be formed, so that when the char-a-banes
arrived they would have a clear passage.
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Boom! T

The first stroke of five sounded from the
clock-tower. 7

Simultaneously, there was a tooting of
horns and a rumbling of wheels, and the char-
a-bancs swung into sight through the schoal
gateway.

“Here they “are!”

“Hurrah !”
the best,

“Let’s bag
Dennis Carr.

“They’re all alike!” said Johnny Bull.

“In that case we’ll bag the one that’s
nearest to the gates. Then we shall have the
honour of being the first to arrive at the
camp !”

The Removites shouldered their bags and
boxes, and made a combined rush for the
vehicle which would be the first to depart.

The Fifth made a rush for it as well, and
so did the Upper Fourth, and the scene was
reminiscent of a Lendon crowd trying to
board & motor-'bus.

The first person to set foot on the step was
Bolsover major, and he paved the way for his
Form-fellows.

Coker & Co. and Temple & Co. were beaten
back in turn, and the Removites, flushed and

kids!” exclaimed

' trinmphant, took their seats.

“All the luggage
Wharton.

There was a wail from Billy Bunter.

“My suit-case has broken open——"

“Bust your suit-case!”

“Some ass has done that already by putting
his foot through it!”

‘“Ha, ha, ha!”?

“What did the Head mean by saying that
the furniture and equipment would be sent
on in pantechnicons?” asked Vernon-Smith.
“Surely they’re not geing to take desks and
things to camp?” :

“Hope not!” said Squiff.
forward ta a {fortnight's
lessons.”

*Same here!”

“They won’t bring the desks,”
Wharton.. “You can set your minds easy on
that score. The pantechnicons are for the
bedding and the kifchen utensils, and so
forth.” =

Mr. Prout, puffing and blowing like 2
grzémpus, came hurrying towards the school
gates.

“Are you ready, my man?” he inquired of
the driver of the first char-a-banc.

“Yessir !”

“Then pray proceed.
structions, I presume?”

The driver nodded, and the char-a-banc
moved forward, followed by the others, with
their complement of happy passengers.

“Now we’re off !” roared Bob Cherry.

“Hurrah!”

And there were three more cheers for the
Head, and three more for Bolsover minor.

The latter, in his bed in the sanatorium,
heard those cheers, but he little dreamt that
they were for him.

“Everybody seems to have gone potty!” he
remarked tg Tubb, who was in the next bed.

Tubb nodded.

“Wonder what it’s all about?” he said.

They were soon to learn.

A moment later the matron brought in
gruel for six, and whilst the patients were
partaking of it she explained to them that
the remainder of .the school were going to
camp at Woody Bay. And this information
did not make the lot of Bolsover minor' & Co.
any the happier! 5

safe?” inquired Harry

“I was looking
freedom from

said Harry

Yeou have your im-

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
The Camp by the Seal

144 LORIOUS ! -
“Simply top-hole!”
“The Head couldn't have chosen

; a better spot!”

Such were the opinions expressed by Harry
Wharton & Co. as their char-a-banc came to
a halt at the entrance to a spacious meadow,
in which dozens of tents, pitched in orderly
rows, stood glistening in the sunshine.

It was indeed an ideal spot.

To -the mnorth, east, and west lay smiling
pastures, and to the south the sea could be
scen, stretching far away in tranquil
splendour.

“A fortnight of this,” said Bob Cherry, as
he stepped down from the char-a-bane, “will
make nie feel young again! I shall forget my
gout and my rheumatism, and lay aside my
crutches, and beccome as frisky as a young
lamb ¢
“Ha, ha,-hal?

“Well, now that we're .here,” said Dennis

Carr, “we must see about hagging the hest
row of tents.”

“That’s the row nearest to the sea,” said
Harry Whartcn.

“Precisely! Come on!”?

But the Removites were unlucky on
occasion.

. Mr. Prout, who was absent-mindedly smok-
ing his pipe upside-down, came puffing up to
the camp entrance. =

“No boy is to enter until Mr. Quelch and [
have inspected the camp!” he exclaimed. =

“0Oh crumbs!”

“Prout’s bound to give the hest row of tents
to the Fifth!” growled Johnny Bull.

And so it proved.

_ The two masters made a survey of the
C¢amp, and found everything in excellent
condition.

There was just one thing that perplexed
them—namely, that each tent already- con-
tained bedding and equipment.

“Doubtless Farmer Brooke imagined that
we wished to hire blankets and towels and
looking-glasses, as well- as the tents bthem-
selves,” said Mr. Prout. :

Mr. Quelch nodded.

“He "has shown admirahble foresight,” he
said, “and the fact that he has already
furnished the tents will save us a great ‘deal
of trouble.”

“Which row of tents would you liké your
pupils to occupy, Quelch?” asked Mr. Prout.
"Thg row facing the sea?” :

“No, no!” said Mr. Quelch hastily. “If my
boys are quartered there, the sea will prove
too strong a temptation for them, and they
will be breaking out at night to bathe.’ ‘They
had better be accommodated in the -middle
row of tents.”

“Very good!” said Mr. Prout. “Then ‘the
row nearest the sea shall be reserved for the
members of the Fiith Form.”

"I_Chls decision having been arrived at, the
Fifth-Formers wére given permission to enter
ihg camp. They did so willingly enough,
bringing their belongings with them. =

Ly ”Wiﬂ now allot you to your tents, my
boys, said Mr. Prout. “Coker, Potter,
?refn, ngtzie;ald—you will occupy No. 1
ent. undell i i i
o el H{_lt,on, Tqm}mson, Smith

And so it went on until the whole. of the

iftr coTe. ing st 5 55
gi;gn:mc installed in theq’ temporary habi-

The Sixth were then fix i
ro:.\v il n fixed up, in the next

Meanwhile, Mr. Quelch shepherded the Sheh
to their quarters. Then came oD
Fourth; and then the fags. e

The Remove were left until’ last, mueh t
their disgust. And their disgust was de}vég
greater when they found that they were-to
occupy the middle row of tents. 7

‘Th(’a. worst position in the whole giddy
eamp! growled Frank Nugent.

“It will be a case of cannons to right of us,
cannons to left of us!” said Harry Wharton.
“On one side we’ve got the Upper Fourth—
confound ‘em!—and on the other side there’s
the Shell.”

“Jolly convenient for carrying out night-
raids!” said Bob Cherry. “I'm glad the pre-
fects won’t be near us, anyway !”

“Yes, rather!”

“I say, you fellows,” -said Billy Bunter
plaintively, “I feel awfully peckish! Wonder
when theyre going to serve tea?”

“Give them a chanee!” said Dennis Carr.
“Poor old Prout’s rushed off his feet already,
So’s Quelchy.”

“Dashed if I should care to be one of the
camp commanders!” said  Vernon-Smith.
“Prout and Quelchy won’t have a minute's
peace until the Head and the other masters
and the prefects turn up.”

“Quelchy’s no good as an organiser!” said
Billy Bunter scornfully. “He gets flustered
and flurried, and he doesn’t know what he’s
doing half the time. He's an old woman!”

A sudden hush followed Bunter’s remark.

Unseen. by the fat junior, but observed by
the rest of the Removites, Mr. Quelch himself
had approached the threng.
~“I could run this show a jolly sight better
than old Quelchy!” Bunter went on, bliss-
fully uncounscious of the fact that the Re-
move-master was standing ¢lose behind him,
“The Head must have been potty to let
Quelchy have a hand in the arrangements.
thag ,are you making those faces at me for,
Jarr?

“Shurrup, you fathead!” muttered Dennis.

“Eh? Why should I shut up? I'm stating
absolute facts. And I seem to. bhe making
quite an impression, ‘too, for mobody’s
attempting to confradict me. = As I said

this
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before, Quelchy’s no earthly use on a stunt
of this sort. He's an old woman !”

“Bunter!”

For quite a moment Mr. Queleh stood petri-
fied, unable to move or speak. And when
he did speak his voice rescmbled the detona-
tion of a bomb.

“Oh crumbs!” gasped Billy Bunter. And
he ‘spun round and encountered the stern
gaze of his Form-master.

“Bunter,” repeated Mr. Quelch, “I—I can
scarcely credit the evidence of my ears!
You have had the unparalleled audacity to
refer to me as a—a female of advanced
years!”

“I—I didn’t know you were standing just
behind me, sir!” stuttered the Owl of the
Remove.

“ Apparently not!” said Mr. Quelch  drily.
“Qtherwise you would have considerably
modified your remarks!”

“J—I didn’t say a word, sir—"

“What!”

“Not so much as a whisper, sir!” said
Bunter wildly. “I was simply telling the
fellows what a ripping organiser you were!”

“Ha; ha, ha!”> =

There was-an-irrepressible burst of laughter
from the juniors.

£Do not laugh at this wretched boy!” said
Mr. Quelch. “He has heen grossly imper-
tinent, and he has heightened his offence by
telling falsehoods! I regret, Bunter, that in
the peculiar circumstances I am unable to
cang you.”

Billy Bunter did not regret it. He grinned.

“But you will take five hundred lines!”
concluded Mr. Quelch.

“0h, really, sir! I can't write
camp !”

But. Mr. Queich thought differently.

“You will remain in your tent to-morrow,
Bunter, and will not leave the camp under
any tonsideration until the imposition is
finished."”

“Oh crumbs! Which is my tent, sir?”

“You will find that all the tents are num-
bered, my boys,” said Mr. Quelch, “and you
will occupy them according to the numbers
of your studies at Greyfriars. You, Bunter,
will therefore go into No. 7.”

Peter Todd gave a groan. He was fed up
with Bunter as a stable companion, and he
had hoped to escape the fat junior’s seeiiiy
in camp. But his hopes were ruthlessi:
dashed by Mr. Quelch’s announcement. -

Leaving the juniors to take possession of
their allotted tents, the Form-master walked
away.

“No. 1's ours, Franky!” sajd Harry Whar-
ton. “Give me a hand with this trunk.”

“Where's No. 13?” inquired Bob Cherry.

“And where's No. 62"

“Which is our kennel?”

Chaos and confusion reigned supreme.

Some juniors headed in one direction, and
others in the opposite one, with the result
that there were many violent collisions.

In the midst of the disorder a loud rear
of wrath became audible. It emanated from
the lane which skirted the meadow.

- “What the thump——" began Harry Whar-
on. : =

“Line up, you fellows!" said Dennis Carr.
“There’s going to be trouble.”

lines in

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
A Pitched Battie!
. TROOP of Boy RSeouts had arrived on
the scene.
They were fine, sturdily-built young
fellows, With sunburnt faces. And
they carried towels and bathing-costumes.

Halting in the lane outside the camp-
entrance they -glared at the Greyfriars
fellows,- whom they seemed- fo regard as
interlopers.

“These merchants,” said Harry .Wharton
grimly, “have come to raid our camp!”

“Looks like it!" growled Johmny Bull.

“Afraid they'll be unlucky,” said Nugent.
“They won’t make much of a show against
-three hundred fellows.”

The Boy Scouts were holding a council of
war in the lane. Their Scoutmaster, a strap-
ping young giant, was remonstrating with
them. But they paid little heed to him.

“You can't expect us to take thig lying
down, sir!”

It was Patrol-leader Jimmy Brown who
spoke.

And from Jimmy's followers burst a variety
of exclamations.

“They've bagged our camp!”

“The nerve!”

“The awful cheek!®

“Rush them!”

#Chuck them out!”

*
Out &a

Exactly how the Scouts intended to “chueck
onf ” three hundred fellows—some of whom
were twice their size—was not clear. But,
of course, Jimmy Brown & Co. had no con-
ception of  the numerical strength of Grey-
friars. They saw thc members of the Remove
Form, and that was all. It did not ccecur
to them that every- tent in the camp was
tenanted.

“Ready,
Brown.

There was a general nodding of heads. And
then came the sharp command:

“Charge!”

The Boy Scouts came plunging through the
camp entrance like a herd of bufialoes.
They rushed straight at the Removites, who
had grouped themselves together in a solid
phalanx.

“Back, you
Bob Cherry.

And his clenched fist, shooting out, found a
billet on the nose of Patrol-leader Jimmy
Brown.

“Yaroooooop !" -

The Scout leader was bowled over like a
skittle, but he was on his feet again in a
twinkling, and mustering his scattered forces.

Twice in succession the Scouts were beaten
back, but they launched a third attack v.:ith
great spirit, and fairly swept the Removites
off their fect.

Harry Wharton & Co. would have found
themselves badly up against it had not the
whole camp been roused by this time.

The Shell and the Upper Fourth rushed
willingly to the assistance of the Remove.
They were at loggerheads with that Form, &
a rule, but they promptly joined forces with
them against a common foe.

The Sixth-Formers were far too dignified to
take part in the pitched battle. But the
Tifth had no such scruples. They readily took
a hand; and as for the fags, they were fairly
in their element. |

Biff! Thud! Rifit Thud!

“Pile in, you fellows!”

“@Give 'em socks!”

The air was full of shrill battle-cries.

There had been chaos and confusion before,
but it was nothing to the present scene of
wild commotion.

Interlocked forms rolled over and over in
the long grass; tent-pegs were uprooted, and

you fellows?” inquired Jimmy

interlopers—back!” muttered

missiles of all descriptions went sailing
through the air.

Greyfriars, were on top now. They out-
numbered the invading party, and Jimmy

Brown & Co. were beaten back, slowly but
surely, towards the camp entrance.

Mr. Prout and Mr. Quelch were dancing
about like cats on hot bricks. They were
powerless to quell the tumult.

" “This is terrible!” panted the master of
the Fifth.

“ Appalling !” gasped Mr. Quelch. “But our
boys are not to blame. The Scouts were the
first to become aggressive.”

“And no wonder!” said a voice.

Turning suddenly, Mr. Quelch found himself
confronted by a tall, powerfully-built man.

“Are you the Scoutmaster?” he demanded.

“I am, sir. I am Scoutmaster Walters.”

“Then you ought to be ashamed of yourselt,
Mr. Walters, for allowing your boys to get so
completely out of hand!” snapped Mr. Queich.

“We shall claim compensation, sir, for
the damage that has been caused to our
encampment !” chimed in Mr. Prout.

The Scoutmaster looked grim.

“You are entirely to blame for what has
occurred!” he said.

“What do you mean?”

“This is our camp!” e

SBir1z

“We have rented it for a month from
Farmer Brooke. And this afternoon I took
my boys down to the séa for a bathe, and on
our return we find our camp occupied by
schoolboys! Can you wonder that strife and
disorder have occurred, in the circumstances?”

“Bless my soul!” - exclaimed Mr. Quelch.
“If this camp really belongs to you—0"

“It does, siri”

“Then a big mistake has been made! We
have evidently come to the wrong place!”
“Nonsense!” interposed Mr. Prout. “I am

positive that™ this is the meadow which
Farmer Brooke reserved for us.” :
“Here is the farmer himself!” said the
Scoutmaster. “He will settle the argument.”
A stout man with a florid face came hurry-
ing to the spot. He knew Mr. Prout, the
master of the Fifth, having accompanied him
on several shooting expeditions. =
“Mr. Prout!” he panted. “You have come
to the wrong meadow!”
“What "

Wednesday. §

. “Your quarters are over there "—the farmer
jerked his thumb in the direction of another
encampment ‘several hundred yards away—
“and this ca.np has been rented for a month
by Scoutmaster Walters.”

“I am right, you see,” said the Scoutmaster,
with a smile.

Mr. Prout hastened to apologise.

“I am indeed sorry, Mr. Walters! I can
assure you that we had no intention of poach-
ing on your preserves.”

“We will vacate the camp at once,” added
Mr. Quelch. “I will explain to the boys that
a blunder has been made.” .

But it was no easy task for the master
the .Remove to make the explanation.
shouted himself nearly hoarse before
finally succeeded in convincing the Greyfri:
fellows that the Boy Scouts were the rightful-
tenants of the camp, and that the Greyfriars
encampment was situated a, short distance
away. s

At last, however, order was restored,

The tumult and the shouting died away,
and Harry Wharton & Co. were the first to
apologise to their recent opponents, who had
received a rough handling.

Jim Brown and his followers were good
sportsmen. They declared that there was
nothing to -apologise for, and that they had
thoroughly enjoyed the scrap. =

“I expect we shall meet again, seeing that
you're practically within.a stone’s throw of
us,” said Jimmy Brown.

“Yes, rather!”

And the Greyfriars fellows and the Boy
Scouts parted on the very best of terms.

Half an hour later the Friars were installed
in their rightful quarters.

The two camps were very similar, and it
was not altogether surprising that a mistake
had been made. =

Later in the evening the remainder of the
masters arrived, together with the Héad and
the prefects.

The pantechnicons were unloaded, the tents
were furnished with bedding and other equip-
ment, and the members of the kitchen staff
set to work to prepare the evening meal.

And a very merry meal it was!

The fellows were hungry, and they did fuli
justice to what was set before them.

The steak was burnt and the potatoes were
as hard as bricks. But such trivialities passed
unnoticed.

In an address to the bhoys, the Head
explained that there was boudd to be a
cerbain amount of inconvenience at the out-
set, but he hoped that in the course of a day
or two everything would be running smoothly.

At an early hour the fellows retired to their
tents, very tired but very happy.

Harry Wharton & Co. were particularly
joyful. And they were keenly looking forward
to the many adventures that were bound to
befall them in the camp by the sea!

THE END.

(Another grand long story of Harry Whar:
ton & Co. next week, entitled: *“ THE RIVAL
CAMPS!” Make a point of ordering your
copy EARLY!)
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i Make sure of YOUR copy NOW.
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THE OPENING CHAPTERS.

Dick Tulliver, to escape being apprenticed
lo Wibbleswick & Co., a firm of drapers, by
his uncle, makes his way to the country town
of Dorminster. There he comes across the
Western Super-Film Company, who are
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 mysteriousty
disappeared. He is introduced to an actor-
friend of Trent’s named Biglow. Later, Dick
has the misfortune to make a dangerous
enemy of a hunchback dwarf, named Bernard
Grimshaw.

One day Dick discovers a secret passage
leading from Grimshaw’s room and out into
the grounds by the lake. He has reasons to
believe that it is frequently used by the
dwsrf, Dick falls in with an expedition of
schoolboys, led by a Fallowsdale boy, named
Faulkner, who proposes to explore Wildfell
Grange. The schoolboys are oceupying a
houseboat—the Gadfiy—and Dick joins forces
with them. Later, Dick discovers that the
actors of the Western Super-Film Company
have gone on strike, excited by Grimshaw.
He persuades Trent and Biglow to join the
expedition until the strike is over, and they
camp -on the island near the Grange. - The
same night their houseboat is stolen by a%
rival party, but they escape from the island,
and make a surprise attack to regain the

Gadfly.

! wretched Snap; they had plenty of
A - time to mobilise their forces, and
although they had not actually seen the
attacking party, had had a pretty good idea
of their line of advance. A shower of stones
suddenly whizzed past Dick Tulliver’s head
and fell with a suller thud on to the ground.

“Duek down and kéep quiet!” whispered
Harry Trent* - “It’s our only chance. We
must ‘make them think it's a false alarm.”

“It beats me how they know we’ve escaped
from ‘the island!” said ¥aulkner,

“Probably they don’t know,” -cut in Dick.
“But as they’'ve run off with other people’s
property, I expect they’ve got :a bit nervy
and-are ready to take alarm at the slightest
mnoize.”? - :

For some” minutes the stones ‘eontinued to
‘come  from all directions. " However, by
erounching down and moving slowly and
‘silently they escaped being hit; though they
could hear the missiles striking the turf ail
around, ths G

All at onee the stones ceascd.

“Good!” muttered Harry.® “They've
evidently come to the ceonclusion it's a
falts? alarm. I wish the moon would come
out}”

The little army of five held a hurried con-
sultation. They could still see the light—
presumably coming from the Gadfly—shining
ahead, and they resolved to boldly make a
beeline for this mark.

Dick stood up and tried to locate the posi-

(Now read on.)

Victory 1
HE. enemy were evidently well on the
alert. Thanks to the barking of the

i
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tion of the enemy's forces. As he did se
the moon suddealy shot out, and, although
Dick dropped on all fours at once. the foe
evidently had spotted him. They gave a
shout and made a rush in his direction.

“Forward!’’ whispered Harry.

On came the enemy. Dick and the others
could tell from the sound of their feet that
the attacking force had spread themselves
out. The collision was imminent.

Whoop! - Down came a couple of the enemy
on the top of Dick, who was slightly in
advance, bodies, arms, and legs in spread-
eagle fashion.

Dick disengaged himself from the tangle in
an instant, and was striking out right and
left.

His fists were hard, and the material they
encountered was soft = There was a snuffle
and a groan, which showed that someone was
put out of action. :

By this time the others of the enemy con-
tingent had come up. Further concealment
was useless, and, with a shout of defiance,
Diek, Harry, Faulkner, Templeton, and Plum,
massed together in a compact body, plunged
forward.

The moon now lit up the scene sufficiently
‘well to allow them to take the bearings of
the ground. They could dimly make out the
Gadfly moored in some sort of creek. The
créek formed a semi-circular bend, so much
could be seen by the line of willows which
bordered it. Right ahead was a wooden
building, about ten feet high, with some sort
of verandah in front. Iy between them and
the hut were the scattered enemy, coming on
in an extended line. .

Unless they could break through this line
they would be caught in a trap, for the bend
of the creek effectually barred their progress.
. But the wooden building! With their backs
to this they would have their foes only in
front. Why mnot take refuge here?

Dick and Harry made up their minds at
once. They would take this course.

In less than a minute the party had gained
the shelter.

Inside the verandah was a kind of counter,
with boards at either end reaching from the
ground to the, roof of the verandah. Dick
and Harry mounted the counter and dropped
down the other side, The others followed
suit. There they were, boxed up, it is true,
hut in a perfectly impregnable position. Nor
was this all, for underneath the counter there
were some pieces of broken boathooks and
oars.

“Let them come on!’’ exclaimed Faulkner,
brandishing one of thesz weapons. “We're
ready for them!” >

But the foe did not seem disposed to come

on. The moon was shining very brightly
now, and this was an advantage to the

beseiged: for while it shone upon the enemy
and discovered them, it' threw the verandah
into deep shadow, and effectually concealed
the little band within.

“1 wonder if Grimshaw is still with them?”
whispered Harry.

“No sign of him as far as I can see,”
returned Dick. *“And  Biglow? What can
they have done to Biglow, I wonder?*

Harry shook his head over the probable fate
of this unfortunate person. But hefore he
could advance any opinion a shrill whistle
sounded in front, and the enemy hore down
upon them with a ruosh.

Probably the rush did not occupy more than
twenty seconds, but it seemed to the garrison
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at least half an hour. A stout, lumbering
youth headed the onslaught, and was the first
to bite the dust; for Faulkner’'s weapon,
describing a curve in a horizontal direction,
caught him on the side of the head and
{)rt{ué:ht him down, bellowing that he was
killed.

Then somebody also cried out that it wasn't
fair to fight with sticks, and a third voice
inquired why *“the dwarf chap ” hadn’t told
them the encmy were armed. .

There was no sign, however, of Grimshaw
amongst the combatants.

But this was of little consequence in com-
parison with the fact that the assault wag
checked. The stout, Ilumbering youth—
quickly identified as Blogson—was still bellow=
ing, and lay at the entrance to the verandah,
a helpless prisoner,

“Lug him in!*” said Harry, pointing te the
prostrate Blogson.

With scant ceremony this was done.

“We'd better shoot him at once!”
Dick to Harry, in an audible aside.

Blogson set up a dismal howl.

“It was the dwarf who did it all,”” he
whimpered. “Really, we didn’t want to sneak
your boat!”

“All right, you beauty,” cut im Faulkner.
“Youn know what I told you I'd do to you
if you and your precious crew crossed my
path.”

Blogson groaned.

It was plain that” Blogson's head was very
paiuful, for Faulkner had caught him a rare
old crack. Young Plum, finding under the
counter an old hamper, turned it bottom
upwards and made him sit upon it. And,
indeed, Blogson wanted very little making,
for the blow and his feelings of terror had
left him little better than a limp rag.

“Now, then, your only chance is to speak
the truth,” began Harry sternly. “First of
all, is the dwarf with you?”?

“No; he left about half an hour ago. I
don’t know where he's gone to,”” said Blogson
earnestly, “He wouldn't tell us. But he
made us promise faithfully to stop here
until to-morrow. We weren't to go near the
Grange,” he added, turning to Faulkner.
“Not that we wanted to after he’'d told us
the things that happen here. It's a fearsome
place, Faulkner! = You've no idea! If you
had, you wouldn’t go within a mile of the
show.”’

Faulkner intimated that he thought differ-
ently. Templeton and Plum, however, did
not appear to be so certain on the point.

“Never mind about the Grange for the
minute,” said Harry Trent. “I want to know
about that prisoner you took. What's
become of him?” ¢

“He's in the houseboat,” replied Blogson.
“He fell in the river, and he’s trying te dry
his things. In one of the lockers we found an
old uniform, and the dwarf made him put it
on.”

Plum and Templeton immediately gave way
to loud bursts of laughter.

“It belongs to old Sattlebee,”” explained
Faulkner. “When he was a young man he
served in the militia, and I got him to bring
along his uniform. I thought it would give
a real military touch if I could get him to
put it on now and then.”

“We must get on board the Gadfly as soon
as possible,” said Dick. “1 believe we could
sally forth now. Those fellows don’t seem

said
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“to have much stomach for any more
)

was right.
sign of the renewal of the conflict on the par
of the enemy. As far as they could s
“they were gathered together in. a cr
watching the shed, very much as a cat
watches a mouse. ¢

All at once a perfect hurricane of barks
broke out. That sleuthhound Snap 1
evidently discovered the approach of further
forees,

It oceurred to Dick that perhaps it was
the dwarf returning.

The enemy, however, plainly considered
that Snap’s bark spelt danger to themselves.
There was a possibility of being caught be-
tween two fires. At any rate, they could be
seen making preparations for a rapid retreat.

“Now’s our chance!”. cried Harry.

Exultingly, the little band left the shelter
of the hut, and charged in the direction of
the demoralised enemy. The enemy gave up
all idea of further resistance, and, taking to
their heels, fled blindly away.

Snap’s barks still rang out.
coming nearer now. A few minutes later the
animal bounded up to them, and then
scampered back to a figure they could dimly
sec approaching.

“ Why, it's old Sattlebee!” cried Faulkner.
Sattlebee ambled towards them, every now
and then tripping over Snap, who, in an
excess of emotion ab recovering his master,
kepl on getting between his legs.

“1 thonght I couldn’t mistake ’is bark,” he
olbserved placidly. “I'd- know it in a
thousand.  Well, and how ’ave you young

sters been goin’ on?”

_This from a soldier who had deserted his
post was pretty cool cheek, but Sattlebee’s
appearance was so extremely opportune that
no one felt disposed to utter the reprimand
that discipline properly required.:

At present there was no
¥

They were

The Mysterious ‘ Someone.”

HEY found. Biglow sitting in the
houseboat, and his extraordinary ap-
pearance for the minute left them

_..Speechless. -~ Dressed in Sattlebec's

old militia uniform, he presented the most
comic figure imaginahle. Anything less
martial than Biglow has never been seen.

When Sattlebec was measured for this upi-
form he was but eighteen years old, and a
shm slp of a lad at that! Biglow was slim,
but, then, he was tall, and the consequence
18t the trousers. did not come down
much below his knees; while, as for the coat,
it would not meet by at least a foot, and
the sleeves fitted so tightly, his arms looked
exactly like sausages. Complete the attire
by placing on Biglow’s head a battered straw
hat,. and you have the picture before you.

Biglow was highly offended at the mirth
his appearance provoked.

“It’s bad enough having to don the attire
of a scarecrow,” he boomed, “without having
a lot of grinning apes!”

“Beg yer pardon, master,” interrupted old
Sattlebee indignantly. “But it seems to me
you oughter think yourself fortunate in
having a.suit o' clothes to put on.”

“Are they yqurs?’ asked Biglow. “But
you must see what a hideous fright I look!”

“Oh, I dunno!” grunted old Sattlebee.
“When I wore that uniform I looked a smart
chap, T can tell 'ee ! Ah, I had a few gals

after me, too!”

“No. doubt—mo doubt!” mumbled the
wretched Biglow. “I dare say you looked a
very fine fellow, but that was many years
ago. The clotites were new then; now
they're patched and faded. Chaps, I've had
a time! Single-handed I faced the dwarf
and his crowd of yelling brats. I did all that
a brave man could. Overpowered by num-
bers, I fought, in a manner of speaking, with
my back to the ground. That was when
we landed. Grimshaw at present bears the
marks of my prowess in the shape of ‘a
black eye. As the hattle raged they rolled
me nearer and nearer to the river bank, You
have only to examine my clothes to guess
what happened. Those clothes speak more
eloquently than any words of mine.”

“It's all les!” burst out Blogson. “You
know you surrendered without a blow. It
was no fault of ours that you fell into the
water in stepping out of the boat. Really
and truly, we didn’t lay as much as a hand
on him.”

“This is absolutely adding insult to in-
jury!” bellowed Biglow. “Boy, you know as
well as T do that force of numbers alone
overcame me—"

,“That’s what I'm saying,” said Blogson.
%You knew you hadn't a chance against the
lot of us, 50 you caved in at oncel”

“There, there!” brocke in Harry Trenb
soothingly. “No one ever kinows what takes
place in a battle. I am sure you put up a
most gallant fight, Biglow, and the best thing
we can do with the prisoner, is to set him
to work to scrape the mud off your clothes.
Just see that he gets on with it, Faulkner!
Dick, have you posted a sentry?”

“Yes; Plum's on guard,” said Dick. “I
don’t fancy, though, there’ll be any attack.”

“Neither do I. But it's just as well to
t preeautions. Come outside a minute,
I want to have a word with you.”

Out of earshot of the others, Harry Trent
said:

“Grimshaw’s mixed up in some deep game.
1 guess, Dick, you're sufficiently curious to
try and find out what it is.”
ick- nodded.

“You said a little while back that you had
a theory about Grimshaw,” resumed Harry.
*Do you feel inclined to tell me what it is?”

“Dh, yes; I'll tell you,” said Dick, with some

very € arrange for that to

: i, I'm conv in my own mind thut
the dwarf is the moving spirit of the whole
business. What's more, Harry, I believe if
we went to the Grange now we should find
Grimshaw there, and probably some others as
well.”

“It’s possible,” agreed Harry. e remnained
silent for a moment or so. “* You know, DPick,
this may be a far more" serious affair than
we think,” he went on. “I have a feeling in
my bones- that we ‘aré up against sow
extreme peril. I don't think that feeling p
me off—in faet, it makes me more determined
than ever toe get at the bottom ‘of the
mystery. I fancy you feel the same.”

Dick nodded. :

“What about those Fallowsdale chaps?” he
asked, 'with a glance towards®the interior of
the Gadily.

“0h, we must kecp them out of ‘it!” said -
Harry emphatically. “By Jove!” he cried, as
a sudden thought struck him. “Grimshaw

he
h;

could

ts

¢ Qo for his legs,”” whispered Harry Trent.
grippad the gipsy’s legs, and they rolled over together, with Harry clinging
iike a terrier to the upraised arm, which held a stout cudgel. (See page 10.)

The next moment Dick had

“It’s such a wild notion, however,
But first, I'lL

hesitation.
that T expect you'll only laugh.
ask you a question.”
“All right! Ask away.”
“Do you believe “the Grange
haunted?”
Harry Trent considered for a brief moment.
“Well,” he said slowly—"no; I don't think
it is.”

is really

“Ah!” replied Dick. “Then perhaps my
theory won't strike you as being so wild
after all. -Now, a lot of queer things have

happened at the Grange; we can't get away
from that. But as I think, like you, the place
isn’t haunted, thesg queer happenings must
he due to. What's the word?”

“Human agency,” suggested Harry.

“Yes; that’s it—human agency. In other
words, semeone's been having a game with us.
What's been the result? We've all cleared
out of the Grange. Isn't it just possible that
this ‘ someone.’ wanted that to happen?”

“But why should he want that to happen?”
asked Huarry.

“QOh, that I can't say! The first thing to
do is to find out who this ‘someone’ fis.
When we find that -out, we'll probably find
out the other. Now, Grimshaw has been the
vietim of these games as much as anyone,
but, then, if he happens to e this ¢ someone,’

seems to have been hit with the same idea.
You remember that chap Blogson told us that
the dwarf had frightened them into giving up
their expedition to the Grange. That seems
to fit in with your theory, Dick, that Grim-
shaw wants the place to himseli.” -
“You're right. To0ok here, I vote we seftie
these chaps comfortably here for the night,
and then we two will slip away as soon as
possible, and make tracks for the Grange
“I will address the ‘army’ on the s;hjec!:
of turning in,” said Harry gravely. “I'm
afraid young Faulkner will want a bit of con-
vincing. At the present moment he's probably
evolving some gigantic scheme for taking the
Grange by storm. : However, I'll do-what:I
can.” 1
Returning once more to the cabin of the
Gadily, Harry Trent called the -troops to
“attention.” i e
“Men,” he said, “thanks to our splendid
organisation and gallant spirit, we have so
far triumphed over our enemies. They have
retreated many miles, and the probabilitics
are we shall not be molested any further
to-night. Therefore, we can secure the well-
earned rest of the victorious soldier upon the
battlefield. To-morrow we shall continuc our
dangerous and hezardous advance. Jaded and
Tae PeNnv Popuran.—No, 80.
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tired with our excrtions, we will seek repose,
and—and——" Harry paused, and looked up
at the ceiling, as if seeking for further words
ot eloquence. “Anyway,” he went on, “as this
advance may not be to the liking of some,
anyone who would like to turn back, now is
your chance.”

“I'm going on, for one,” said Faulkner,
giaring at Plunmi and Templetén. “And so are
those two!”

“And you, Biglow?”

“Certainly!” replied @ Biglow. 41y
clothes are dried by the morning.”

*“And you, Private Sattlebee?”

“Oh, yes, so long as I gets my wages

reg'lar.”

it was not a noble answer, but what could
one expect from mercenary troops?

“And Snap; be’ll stick to you as long as 1
he with you,” ddded Sattlebee.

“Oh, I don't doubt that!” returned Harry
sarcastically. “Well, now that it’s all settled,
we'd better anchor the Gadfly in the main
stream, rig up our beds imside, and turn in.”

Nobody had the slightest objection to this.
They collected the few rugs they possessed,
laid them on the floor of the cabin, and by
dint of some squeezing the “army ” spread
themselves out, and to quote Harry Trent’s
poetic words, “sought repose.”

Five minutes went by, and then suddenly
the air became strongly impregnated with foul
tobacco smoke.

“Qugh! Ough! Ough!” coughed everyone.

“My. word! OQugh! Ough! I'm almest
suffecated! Is anything on fire?” exelaimed
Dick. “Hang it! It’s Private Sattlebee’s
pipe!  Look here, if you must smoke, hold
your pipe outside the window!”

Private Sattlebee slept, as it were, at the
foot of the bed—that is, he was at one end
of the eabin. Feeling cold, he had lit his
pipe, and so had surrounded himsclf with a
veritable smoke screen.

1 say!” exclaimed Faulkner, sitting up.
“We've posted no sentries!”

“I wondered how leng it would be before
he remembered that!” grunted Harry to him-
self,

He had purposely posted no sentries,
beeause that would have rather upset the
plan he and Dick had formed to go off on
their own. :

“Yes; that was rather an omission!” he
owned. *“Private Sattlebee, if you want to
smoke, you'd better take the first guard. I
will relieve you at twelve o'clock.”

As he spoke ‘he quietly kicked Dick
Tulliver’s leg.

With %reat, difficulty Private Satilehee, who,
like all mercenaries, was lazy and un-
cnthusiastic, was roused, for though he was
smoking, he was also, to all intents and
purposes, fast asleep. And the awkward part
of it was that the rousing could only he done
by means of furtive kicks. As for shaking him
by the elbow, or indeed touching any visibie
portion of him, this was impossible, owing
to the presence of Snap, who showed by his
gleaming teeth and snarling that he would
instantly resent any such treatment of his
comrade. ;

But much may be done by kicking, and
Private Sattlebec at last turned out, and
went “sentry go ” on the roof the the Gadfly.

A Discovery !

UNCTUALLY = at midnight Harry
relicved old Sattlebee, eor, rather,
to be strictly accurate, Harry woke
Sattlebee up, and told him to get

below. Ten minutes later Dick cautiously
crept up on,to the roof and joined his
friend.

“ Are they all asleep?”’ asked Harry.

*“ Soumd. There’s nothing to prevent us
from starting away at once.”

They gently pulled the dinghy alongside,
and, with as little noise as possible, got into
her, undid the rope, and pulled away.

“We won’'t land at the bridge,” said
Harry., “If we row along for-about half
a mile up-stream we shall be able to shove
in near Deepdeen Common. We’ll cross that,
and so be able to approach the Grange from
the rear. I know a path which will bring
us quite close to the lake.”

“ Good idea!” rveplied Dick, thinking of the
entrance to the secrct passage which was
within hall of the lake.

“ You see, if we went up the High Street
we might run intq someone,” said Harry.

‘“The mysterious ° someone’}” laughed
Dick.

‘*“ Exactly 1’

The current was with them, and they shot
under the bridge at a good pace, Faintly
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in the distance they could hear the roar
of a weir. The placé Harry Trent had sug-
gested for disembarkation was a hundred
yards or so before you reached Deepdeen
Lock. Deepdeen Common came almost down
to the water’s-edge.

It was a typical summer night, with just
sufficient ccolness in the air to form a pleas-
ing contrast to the heat of the day. The
moon was at the full, but shone with a
misty light in places where the vapour from
the marshlands hung 16w upon the ground.
Some of these patches could be seen tiocating
across the common.

They guided the dinghy towards a small
creek, and, after making her fast to the
stump of a tree, they set off on their walk,

After about a quarter of an hour they
entered upon the streteh of land where the
mist seemed to be more dense. There was,
however, no difficulty in keeping to the path.
But presently the path ceased to be a path,
and trailed off into rough ground, full of
inequalities and depressions.

“ Are we far from the grounds belonging
to the Grange?’’ asked Dick.

‘“ Not five minutes’ walk now. If it wasn't
for this beastly mist we should be able to
see the old wooden fencing.”

As we have mentioned before, the fencing
that marked the boundaries of the Wildfell
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They found Biglow sitting in the
house-boat, dressed in Sattlebee’s
oid militia uniform, the trousers
over twelve inches too short, pre-
senting -the most comic figure
imaginable. (See page 9.)

Estate was in such a state of dilapidation
that there were gaps every half-dozen yards
where anyone could get through. Dick and
Harry, therefore, had no difficulty in reach-
ing the lake. There was not a soul to be
seen anywhere. Faintly threugh the mist
loomed, solemn and frowning, the desolate
Grange. :

All at once they saw, shining between the
tress, a feeble flicker of Hght.

“ Now we've got to be cauticus,”
Harry. 5

whispered

They moved noiselessly in the direction of

this light, and presently discovered it pro-
ceeded from a smoky naphtha-lump hanging
outside a typical gipsy van. The door of
the van was open, and just within sat an
elderly woman. She was leaning forward,
her chin resting on her hands, and was gazing
fixedly in the direction of the Grange.

“ What do you think this means?” breathed
Dick. ;
Harry shook his head.

Two Grand School Stories each week in-—

‘ Shush!
** These
keen !’

They crouched theére, awaiting develop-
ments. Of course, there was just the possi-
bility that there would be no developments.
The van might be there by chance, and its
occupants have nothing to do with possible
happenings at the Grange. The Wildfeil
Estate provided excellent camping ground for
these nomads, and no doubt they had often
taken advantage of its deserted conditions.
Owing to its sinister reputation, the pclice

Not a sound!” he whispered.
gipsies’ learing is wonderfully

seldom included it in their beat.
Five minutes went by, and the gipsy
woman never shifted her position. She

might have been carved in stone—she was so
still. Then came the sound of hurried foot-
steps, and a young gipsy burst through the
brambles and bushes, and pulled up, breath-
less, beside the woman.

‘“ We've landed it safe enough, mother!™
they heard him say.

The woman beckoned him (¢ draw nearer.
She whispered something, but what it wus
they were unable to heéar. However, it
secmed to have a considerable effect on her
son. He piecked up a stout cudgel, and came
straight for the place where Dick and Harry
crouched.

“ Go for his legs!” whispered Harry. *“IT'H
tackle his arms!”

What happened Dick could scarcely tell,
so quickly was the gipsy on them. Dieck was
conscious of gripping him, and then followed
a confused struggle, finishing in the iot of
them falling together in a mix-up of arms
and legs. But the gipsy was underneath—
that was the main point.

Quick as lightning they sprang clear of
his clawing grasp. From the van came the
sound of a shrill whistle, followed imnredi
ately afterwards by what sounded like an
echo,

The gipsy woman had given the alarm.
And who could tell what would follow?

‘“ We must bolt for it!” muttered Harry,
clutching Dick by the arm,

Before the young gipsy could regain his
feet they had darted to the shelter of a
belt of trees. They dropped on their hands
-and knees, and began to wriggle through the
serubby grass which bordered the Ilake.
Already they could hear rapidly-approaching

footsteps. They seemed to come from all
directions.

Suddenly Dick bethought him of the
cntrance to the secret passage. There was

just a chance that it might provide the
haven of refuge tlat would save them. It
was somewhere about here. Where?2 Te
glanced frantically around.

“It's all up, I'm afraid!” grunted Harry.
“ We're surrounded!”

‘“ No, no!” returned Dick. ** There's just
a chance! Ah, I see it! Quick! TFollow
met”?

Harry Trent did not waste time by asking
what ¢ it ”* was. The note of hope in Dick’s
voice was all that concerned him for the
moment. With Dick leading, they wormed
their way- through the long grass until they
came to the opening of the passage.

Dick noted that the covering of bushes
and serubby trees had been moved aside,
which showed that the passage had been
recently used. Probably it was being used
at the present moment. To enter, therefore,
was rather like going into the lions’ den.
Dick debated this point for a brief instant,-
but it flashed, across his mind that probably
for the moment the passage was deserted.
If anyone had been there it was more likely
than not that they had run out in response.
to the gipsy woman’s whistle.

“Where’s it lead t0?” asked Harry.

“To the Grange,” hurriedly explained Dick.
“If we're not stopped I can take you to
Grimshaw’s room.”

“Ah, I understand.”

Dick did not hesitate to penetrate through
the darkness in front of them, though the
uncertaipty as to the danger of so doing was
very plain. But certain sounds outside spoke
of a greater peril. They hurried forward.

It was not long before they came to the
cavern where Dick, on his former vigit, had
*seen the various tokens of habitation. As
before, the old fashioned ship’s lantern was
throwing its flickering light from the top of
a large paeking-case. And, as Dick had pre-
viously observed, there was still the roughly-.
constructed coueh on which they could see
sprawling the vague outline of a human
figure.

Othefwise, the
deserted.

however, place  was

(Continued on page 1)
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 Give me the Stars and the Highway

a thrill

S there*a boy who does not §
word

of execitement at the very
“Camp 7? .

Camping, however, is not merely a
fine game; it is really a fine art. This means
that there are campers and campers—good
campers and bad campers. Every boy wants
to be a good camper—a real backwoods-
camper. But how can he? Well, in this little
article I shall try to tell you how to make a
good beginning to your camping-out, and a
good start is half the thing accomplished.

First of all, you want a tent. A bell-tent
won’t be much use to a boy-camper, and a
real backwoodsman won't look at one. What
you want is a small A-tent, sometimes called
a patrol-tent. This you might make yourself.

{~ GROUND -
SHEET &
BLAMKETS

That is the best way, but if you can’t do

that, buy one. The cost will be about
£1 10s, or £2.
Next, you must have a waterproof ground-

sheet to sleep on.
It is dangerous.

No harm can come to any boy by camping-
out if he takes care not to he foolhardy.
The backwoodsman always takes care, and
uses his “think-tank,” and so avoids doing
silly things which might make him il or
unfit. You will probably want a haversack,
a good ash' staff or stick, a strong
knife. and a small hatchet. Before starting
off you will pack up a billy-can or cooking-
pot, matches in a small bottle (this keeps
them dry), somre paper for fire-lighting (birch-
bark is even better), food, and knife, fork,
spoon, toothbrush, comb, towel, seoap, and
pyjamas, not-ebook and : peneil, map and
compass.

All this goes into your haversack. Then
you roll up your two blankets in your ground-
sheet, and strap it up, and wear it over your
shoulder bandolier fashion.

Now, a few words about the camping-
ground. 2

Never camp without permission.

As soon as you arrive on the ground dig
your latrine about 50yds. away from where
you're going te pitch your tent.

If there is no wood and no water on your
camp site, “trek op,” and don’t camp.

You must have wood and water.

Now piteh your tent—door facing S. or S.E.
Note which way the wind generally blows—in
this country the prevailing wind is W.8. W,

Light your camp-fire (not too close to your
tent) so that the wind does not blow the
smoke into the door of the tent.

Never light a fire under a tree or hedge,
and always keep your fire within a circle of

Never sleep without one.

Anrd ¢ tent by the scent of the pines.

1th. diameter or less. A big-fire shows a
“raw” camper. An old camper makes and
keeps a small fire—not a bonfire.

Shut all gates. Don’t break hedges. Keep
the ground clear. Burn all rubbish which
will burn, and bury the stuff which won’t
(such as ting or bottles). Scraps of:paper and
orange-peel on a camp site show a very poor
camper.

Always slacken your guy-lines before going
to bed at night. If you don’t, and it rains
during the night, you may find the tent on
top of you with all the pegs pulied out of the
ground. Rain and heavy dew tighten the
ropes.

When you *turn in,” sleep with as much
bhlanket under as over you.

If you find the ground hard, dig a small
Liole for your hip.

A patrol-tent has two poles, one at each
end. These poles should each be in two
parts, socketed so that you can fit them
together. This means that there are four
short poles to carry with you, and when you
pitch your tent you fit them together, and
make two poles.  Next, unroll your tent, and
lay it out flat on the ground. Now fit the
iron spike at the top of each pole into the
hole at each end of the tent. TFit on the
round wooden bobbins over the spikes. To
these round hobbins are attached the cords
which keep the tent upright. Now for tent-
pegs and mallet. Drive in two pegs at each
end of the tent to take the two cords from
|reach bobbin. This will keep your tent stand-
ing, while with the other pegs you peg out
the sides of the’ tent. Pull the wooden
slides till the ropes are all tight, and the
tent will “set” with no creases or sagging
anywhere. 2

This completes the pitching of the tent.
The next thing to do is to lay out your
ground-sheet (rubber surface
downwards) on the ground inside
the tent. On this keep your
blankets folded up. Do not leave
them lying on the grass, however
dry you may think it is.

You will now be ready for some
food, especially a hot drink of tea
Or €ocoa.

The lighting of a fire out-of-
doors is easy when you know how; -
but if you don’t know how it may
be a great trouble to get it going.
The “pyramid ” fire is the simplest
and best to start with. Take out
of the ground a piece of turf 12in.
square by 2in. deep, and carefully fg
keep it, so that you can replace it
before you go home.

Now, if you have some dry
paper, tear up some pieces, anq
place them in the centre of

your square fireplace. Round the paper in the
form of 4 wigwam or pyramid, pile up thin
dry dead twigs, leaving room to light with
a match at one side. Before you light your
fire, he .sure to collect some larger bits of
dead wood up to 2in. or 3in. thick. Break
this up, and keep it ready by the fireplace.
Now set light to the paper. Let the twigs
burn for a little while, and then, while they
are in full bfaze, place on larger and larger
twigs, till at last you can begin to burn your
logs. Don’t hurry—go slowly, or your fire will
be put out by piling on too big wood before it
is going strong enough to burn such thick
timber. If your fire blazes up and dles down
and looks like going out “for keeps,” bend
down with your face close to the ground, and
blow it into flanre again.

Never, never break down branches from any
tree. ¥You will find plenty of dead wood lying
on the ground if you only use your eyes and
look for it.

WHAT MA
HAPPEN =
DOR T SLACKEM THE

.51

Tiaving get your fire going, get three pieces
of wood—one long red, and twe with forked
tops. Point the ends of the forked pieces, and
pusi: thent into the ground, one on each side
oi the fire, then lay the long rod ucross the
forks (see heading illustration above).

Get out your cooking-pot, and dcecide what
You are going to cock, and sling the pot en
this long barv over the fire.

With regurd to food. For a week-ynd camp
you should take with you:

One tin of cecoa-milk powder,
One little bag of tea.

One little bag of sugar.

One tin of condensed milk.
Two tins of bully beef.

One little tin of salt.

4ib. of rashers of hacon.

3ib. ox‘ butter or margarine.
One large loaf of brown bread.
Half a pot of jam.

Two packets of hard, plain checolate,
One tin of fruit.

You should take care that you camp near
cnough to a village shop te buy more br
if you run short. Also, if you behave as :
backwoods-camper, and break your camp in
good order, don’'t break fences, or otherwise
annoy the farmer, you should be able to get
a supply of eggs, fresh milk, and butter frem
the farm.

Always have one -good, big  meal per day.
The other meals need not be very large, but
always have one really satisfying. meul,
generally at mid-day.

1f you are.not certain that your camp water
fupply is good for drinking, boil all you use
irst

If it is likely to pour with rain, dig a small
trench round your tent.

W You

GuY-ROPES ,

Don't get up at’3 a.m. just because you
wake up.. Get up at 6.30 or 7 a.m.

Don’t eamp under trees. Don't rob nests.
Don’t run after cows or sheep. Don’t trample
on the farmers’ fieids. - Keep to footpaths.

Keep cheerful, and all will be well.

On leaving your camping-ground for heme,
see that it is as clean and tidy as when you
pitched you tent (or even more sc). |

There is not space to give more than a few
hints, but these are the most important. (

Ko book can teach you to be a good camper. |
If you want toseamp and to understand camp-
ing, you must go out and camp.

You will learn by making mxstnkcs, but take
good care net to make the same mistake
twice.

Camping is the finest sport in the world,
and gives physical and mental health, and a
good all-round butdoor education.

Peace to you, and Good Camping!
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A SPLENDID, LONG, COMPLETE
SCHOOL TALE OF JIMMY SILVER
& CO.

By OWEN CONQUEST.

OF ROOKWOOD.

e

—

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
_Off to Greyfriars!

IP-ZIP!
“Here comes the giddy 'bus!” called
out Lovell.

And there was a laugh. S

It was not exactly a ’bus; but it was
certainly the largest motor-car that had ever
been seen at Rookwood.

It rolled up the drive to the School House,
and stopped. The chauffeur jumped down.
Mornington of the Fourth Form gave him a
nod.

A crowd gathered round the car. Bulkeley
of the Sixth, coming out of the School House
with his bat under his arm, stopped to stare
at i,

“Hallo!
asked.

Lovell grinned.

“It came from Rookham, and itis come for
ug,” he said. “Mornington is standing a car
to get over to Greyfriars this afternoon. The
junior eleven’s going over, you know!”

“Might be a junior twenty-two by the size
of the car,” grinned Raby.

“Oh, we can take half Rookwood along
with us,” said Jimmy Silver. “Morny’s friends
will come over to see Morny playing the
giddy ox.”

Bulkeley frowned. =

He signed to Mornington to approach. The
dandy of the Fourth lounged ecarelessly
towards the Rookwood captain.

“You've hired that car, Mornington?”

“Yaas.”

“To take the crickct-team over to Grey-
{riars?”

“Yaas."

«And how much is it going to cost you?”
demanded Bulkeley.

Mornington shook his head.

“I 1eally don't know! I think they charge
by the mile, and somethin’ for waitin’, and
somethin’ for the chauffeur, and somethin’ for
somethin’ else,  They'll send in a bill, T
think.”*

“It won’t be less than twenty pounds,”
said the captain of Reokwood. s

-=Twice as much, very likely,” said Morn-
ington. .

“4nd you can pay it?”

“Yaas."”

“Then your.guardian ought to be spoken
to about allowing you so much money!”
snapped Bulkeley. *I'm surprised at your
doing this, Silver,” continued  Bulkeley,
addressing the captain'of the Fourth. “You
ought to have taken your team over by
train.”. . 13 P

Jimmy Silver coloured.

“I'm mnot ecaptain  to-day, Bulkeley,” he
replied. “Tommy Dodd’s captaining the team
this afternoon. I couldn’t agree with the
fellows about pla{ing Mornington, so I've left
2t in Dodd's_hands.”

“Where's Dodd?” .

“Here they come,” said Newcome

Where did that come from?” he

Dodd and Doyle and Cook, the three
Tan PENNY PorULAR.—No. 80,

Tommies, were coming over from Mr,
Manders’ house on the Modern side.

“You're wanted. Dodd!” called out Lovell.

“Hallo! What's wrong?”’ asked Tommy
Dodd, pitching his cricket-bag into the car,
and then turning to Bulkeley.

“You ought not to be taking
over in a -motor-car,” said the
Rookwood sternly.

“Well, Mornington offered to
car,” said Tommy Dodd uncomfortably. “It's
better than crawling on the railway, with
three ehanges of trains, and a wait or two.”

“Yes, that's all right in ordinary times,”
said Bulkeley. “At present such extravagance
is unpatriotic. The Head would speak to you
pretty plainly if he saw this.*

“0Oh, my hat!” said Tommy Dodd. ny;
didn’t think, Bulkeley. I—I say, it's too late
to send the car back mow. We've lost the
train.”

“You'd better go, then, as you've ordered
the car.. But don’t let it occur again, or I
shall have something to say to you.”

*“ All right, Bulkeley.”

The Sixth-Former- went on towards the
cricket-ground, leaving the juniors looking and
feeling somewhat uncomfortable.

Certainly, a rapid run across country in a
whacking car was preferable to slow trains
and waiting at country stations. And Morn-
ington had fairly forced Tommy Dodd to
accept the offer of that car. Mornington was
much given to swank, and had a very keen
eye to his own comfort. As for the expense,
he was one of the fortunate individuals who
did not have to consider expense. He had
more money than he wanted, and much more
than was good for him.

He hurst into a scoffing laugh as Bulkeley
strode away—not till the captain of Rook-
wood was out of hearing, though.

“What rot!” he said. “Why shouldn’t we
have a car?” =

“Lots of reasons why we shouldn’t,” said
Jimmy Silver tartly. “It’'s ‘a time for
economy now, not extravagance!”

“Oh, rats!”

“Well, that’s right enough,” said Tommy
Dodd. “But—but I mnever thought, you
know. It's a good deal more comfy than the'
train, and will save time.”

“And time's money,”
Doyle. . i

“I suppose you're comin’ in the ear?”!
sneered Mornington. “If Jimmy Silver ob-;
jects, he can take the train by himself. Nol
law against that.” S

“Can’t be did,” said Tommy. Dodd. “The
train’s gone. Tumble into the car, you chaps.
We've no time to waste.” = s

The cricketers began to take their places
in the car. Jimmy Silver was frowning with
annoyance. Considering the terms he was on
with the cad of the Fourth, Jimmy did not
like -accepting any favour at his hands
Jimmy had resigned the cricket. captaincy
rather than play Mornington in the eleven.
So the arrangements had been out of his
hands; otherwise the offer of the car would
have been declined without thanks. But he

your team
captain of

remarked Tommy |

stand the |

3

had no choice but to go with the rest of
the team.

Mornington’s friends, Townsend and Top-
ham, Peele and Smythe, were going, though
they were not in the team. There was plenty
of room. Jimmy Silver hesitated, but he
made up hig mind by the time the rest of the
team were in the big car.

“Come on, Silver!”’ called out
Dodd.

*“Oh, all rightt”

Mornington looked ot of the car, with
a sneering smile.

“Silver needn’t come,’” he said.
stick to his principles,
in here.”

“Not at all!” grinned Townsend

Tommy

“He “can
And he’s not wanted

“Let him walk!” suggested Adolphus
Smythe. And there was a chuckle from the
Nuts.

“Oh, shut up!” growled Tommy Dodd.

“G@et in, Silver. It can't be helped now!”

“That’s not good enough,” said Morning-
ton. “This is my car, and Silver isn’t comin’
in unless he’s civil about it.”

Jimmy Silver had his foot on the step. He
removed it.
“I'm not coming, Dodd,” he said. “I can't

travel with that cad at his expense.”

# rot! You can pay your whack in
the car if you like.””

“I can’t pay my whack in thirty or forty

pounds. I'm not reeking with money like
}:.Iommgton. I'll come over by the next
rain.”’

“Then I'll do the same,” said Lovell.

“Same here,” said Raby and Newcome at
once. The Fistical Four always stood fo-
gether.

“Good egg!” said Mornington.

Tommy Dodd growled.

“@et in, Silver. The next train will be too
late!”

“But—>’

“Look here, whe's captain of this eleven?”’
roared Tommy Dodd. “You were ragging
Mornington the other day for not obeying
orders.  You regigned the captaincy because
you wouldn't put up with it. Now, what
are you doing yourself?”

“Oh, if you put it like that-—""

“Well, do put it like that!” growled
Tommy Dodd. *“Get in, and dry up. As for
you, Mornington, you'd better shut up!” ~

“I ‘don’t want Silver in the car—"

“You should bave said that when vou
offered the rotten car!” snapped Tommy
Dodd. “I'm sorry I agreed mow. But it
can’t be helped; and this car belongs to

if the team for the afternoon. You're nobody!”

“What!”

“You're nobody, or less than nobody!”
growled Tommy Dodd. “Now get in, Jimmy
Silver, and for goodness’ sake let’s get off.
I suppose you don’t want to keep Greyfriars
waiting for us all the afternoon!”

Jimmy Silver, without a word, stepped into
the car and took his seat. The chauffeur
tooled the big automobile down the drive,
and it turned out of the gates of Rookwood.
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THE SECOND CHAPTER,

Left Behind.

QOKWOOD juniors had started for the

match at Greyfriars, but they bhad

not started in their usual good
spirits.

There was disunion in the team.

It could not be denied that Mornington,
slacker and dandy and blackguard as he
was, had turned out a first-rate cricketer,
and all the cricket club had agreed that he
ought to be given a place in the team—with
the exception of Jimmy Silver.

Jimmy had resigned on that question, but
be was playing in the team. It was left for
Tommy Dodd to see how he profited by
Mornington’s services.

Lovell and Raby and Newcome had differed
from Jimmy on the question of playing Morn-

ington; but, personally, they did not like
him 'vny more than Jimmy did. Tommy
Dodd did not like him, either, for that

matter; but he knew that he was a first-
rate bowler, and the team needed bowlers.

Finding himself in the same team  with
his old enemy, Jimmy’s idea had been to
make the best of it, and “keep smiling.”

But it was not easy.

And Mornington was not in the least dis-
posed to be civil to the captain of the
Fourth. He would have been very glad to
see Jimmy left out of the match altogether.
And Jimmy knew very well that if his old
rival found an opportunity of playing him
a trick durmg the match he would avail
]nmqelf of it. He would not get a good
innings if Mornington had a chance of run-
uning him out.

With the rivals of the Fourth looking
erimly at one another, and Tommy Dodd in
an ill-humour with both of them, the eleven
started.

Tommy was annoyed by the car. He had
not really wanted to accept Mornington’s
offer; but he had accepted it, and Bulkeley's
words left him feeling very uncomfortable.

As the big car swept along the country
roads the drive was enjoyable enough i the
summer weather.

Mornington and This nutty friends sat
together in a cormer, and a few miles from
lookwood Mornington produced a silver
cigarette-case, and handed it rocund.

Tommy Dodd’s expression grew almosb
terrific as he saw the junior strike a match
and light a cigarette.

Jimmy Silver said nothing.

He was in Mornington’s car, and he was
tired of bickering with the cad of the
Fourth. It was not his business now that
he was no longer skipper.

But Tommy Dodd was prompt to take
action.

“What the thunder are you doing, Morn-
ington?” he exclaimed.

“ Smokin’.” <
“Throw it away!”

“Eh2”

“Throw that ecigarette away!” shouted

Tommy Dodd, his face growing erimson.
“1s that the way to get ready for a cricket-
mateh, you fool?”

“It’s my way,” said Mornington coolly.
“An’ don’t call me names. I don’t like it.”

“Yaag, keep your wool on, Doddy,” drawled
Townsend. *Dash it all, a fellow must have
a smoke!”

“You can smoke till you're sick, as you're

not in the team!”‘said Tommy Dodd. “But
you won’t smoke in this car!”
“1 believe it’s Mornington’s car,” sneered

Townsend.

Mornington frowned angrily.

“Yaas, it’s my car, and you can smoke,
Towny. Light up, Peele. I'm going to
smoke.”

“You heard what I said!” exclaimed Tommay
Dodd.

“Yaas.”

‘”1hr(m that cigarette away!”

“Rats!”

Jimmy Silver smiled slightly. Tommy Dodd
had thought him a little unreasonable for
refusing to play Mornington so long as he
was skipper. Tommy was getting some of
Mornington’s insolence himself now.

The Nuts of Rookwood grinned cheerfully,
and lightel their cigarettes. Lovell began
to cough.

“Look here, I'm not going to =tand this!”
ke exclaimed.

“Put your foot down, Tommy,” murmured
Tommy Cook.

But the Modern skipper did not need

“
arging.

He rose to his feet, with a gleam
in his eyes, and signalled to the chauffeur
to stop the car.

“What the dickens arec you doin’?” ex-
claimed Mornington. “We're not ten miles
from Rookwood yet! What are you stoppin’
forz”

“Some of the passengers
here,” said Tommy Dodd.

The automobile halted by the roadside.
Tommy Dodd threw open the door.

“Townsend, Topham, Peele, and
will get out here,” he said quietly.

“By gad!” ejaculated- Smythe.

“0Oh. rot!” said Townsend. “What do you
mean??

“Y mean what I say. Will
out, or will you he chucked out?”

Mornington started up.

“ghut tmt door, and let’s get on!” he
exclaimed. “None of your rot! This is my
car, and my friends are comin’ along in it.”

“You offered this car to the eleven. I
was a fool to acecept it. But it's too late
to change now. I'm the chap who gives
orders here. Those smoky cads are not
coming any further, Pitch them out, you
fellows !”

There was no lack of obedience fo that
order.

Cook and Doyle and Lovell and Raby
grasped the four Nuts at once, and in spite
of their resistance and their frantie expostu-
lations, they werg shoved out of the car
without ceremony.

Smythe of the Shell sprawled on his back
in the road, and his cigarette slipped into
his mouth. The ecigarette was very hot
at one end, and the Temarks of Smythe of
the Shell were simply lurid. Townsend went
spinning across him. Topham sat down
violently in the dust. Peele put up a
fight, and he was roughly handled before he
was pitched out. But out he went.

Four dishevelled Nuts, with their necktics
torn off and their clothes rumpled, sprawled
in the dusty road.

Mornington had joined in the struggle to
aid his palq
him down in his seat and held him there.

Tommv Dodd drew the door shut.

are getting out

Smythe

you step

“Drive on, chauffeur!” he said.
“Don't drive on!” yelled Mornington. “I
order you not tol!”
Tommy Dodd drew a deep breath.
“You've landed us in this,” he said. “We

can’t leave your rottem car on a country
road miles from anywhere, without giving
up the Gremlars match. We're going on in
it. As you've hired this man, hes under
your orders. Teli him to drive om.

“Not without my friends.”

“Let ‘em come if they won’'t smoke,”
gested Towle.

But Tommy Dodd had put his foot down.

“Phey're not coming,” he said curtly.
“Tyurn Mornington over on the floor.”

“Eh? What for?”

“Qo that I ean get at him with this bat.”

“Ja, ha, ha!”

“Look here ” roared Mornington.

“I'm going to luk you with this bat till
the car drives on,” said Tommy Dodd coolly.
“Pin the cad down!”

Mornington resisted desperately.

But he went down on his face in the bottom
ot the big car, and half a dozen boots were
planted on him to keep him there.

Whack, whack, whack!

The chaiffeur  looked on with his eyes
almost starting from his head. But he did
not make any motion to interfere. It would
not have been much use.

Whack, whack!

*Leave off I shrieked Mornington, pale with
fury.

“1s the car going on?”

“Not without my friends.”

Whack, whaek, whack!

The bat was hard, and Tommy Dodd’s hand
was ‘heavy.  Mornington roared and writhed
with anguish.

“Yow-ow-owoop! Leave off! I'll order the
chauffeur to drive on, if you like!”

“@o it then!”

“Drive on, Wilson (™

¥ pagirly o

The big car was set in motion again.

By the roadside four dusty and furious Nuts
shook their fists after it. Smythe & Co.’s
little. smoke had cost them dear. They could
not o on to Greyfriars, and there was a ten-
mile walk back to Rookwood.

They set out on that long tramp in the
sun with feelings almost too deep for words.

sug-

Cut on Wednesday.
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THE THIRD CHAPTER,
No Smoking.
ORNINGTOXN struggled to his feet in
the car.
\ He glanced back along the road;
his comrades had already dis-
appeared in the dusty distance.

He dropped into his seat, pdllt\“g‘.

’lommy Dodd sat down again.

“Do you think I'm goin’ to stand this ot
of thing, Dodd?” snarled Mornington, eyeing
the Modern junior as if he would e‘xt him.

Tommy nodded.

“I rather think s0,” he replied. “I don't
see thut you’ve got auy choice about it. 1'd
have turned you out along with your precious
pals, too, if T hadu’'t \mnted you to play in
the Greyfriars match.”

Mornington gritted his teeth.

“You'd haye turned me out of the car—my
own car?”

“Ves.

“You cheeky cad——= :

Tommy Dodd displayed a formidable set of
knuckles under Mornington’s nose.

“De you see that?” he asked.

“Yaas, you fool!”

“Well, if you don’t keep a civil tongue in
your hea.d you'll feel it,” said Tommy. *For
two pins r'd give you a thumping good hiding,
here and now. If I don’t, it’s because 1
don't want to put you off your form ifor
cricket.”

Mornington scowled, and did not reply.

He sat in silence for some minutes, while
the éar rushed on by the green ¢ountry road,
up hill and dewn dale, leaving a cloud of
dust and a smell of petrol behind.

But Mornington was not to be repressed for .

long.
Ten minutes later the cigarette-case came
into view again, and Mornington selected a

‘smoke and lghted it.

Tommy Dodd looked at him fixedly.

“I've told you not to smoke,” he said.

“Go and eat coke!”

“Do you understand that Im skipper ef
this team?”

“QOh, rats!”

“Throw that cigarctte away ™

“1 won't!”

“Won't you?”

\Iornmﬂtou was down on the flcor again
the next minute with Tommy Deodd’s }mm

| en his chest.
His mrlous face glared up at the M fodern .

junior.

“I'lt make you sorry for this!” he hissed
beuween his tecth.

“Going to lick me?” asked Tommy con-
temptuously, “I'll give you a chance after
the mateh.”

He groped in Mornington’s pocket for the
cigarette-case. He opened it., and tossed the
cigarettes into the road.

Then he threw the case back to ‘VIornmi.,tcr!

“Now you can get up,” he said.

Mornington got up.

He simply hurled himself at Tommy Dodd,
striking out furicusly with hoth fists. But at
that game he had no- chance with the
redoubtable Tovnmy

The Modern junior knocked hLis blows aside,
and let out his right, which Mornington
caught with his nose. Momington was hurled
back into his seat like a sack of coke,

He sat there, panting.

“Like a little more?” asked Tommy Dodd
cheerily,

“Hang you—hang you!” stuttered ’\Iurnm"-
ton. “I'll make you .smart for thxs somic~
how !”

_“Oh, shut up"’

“Sure, it’s a thafe.of the worrld N are,
Mornington,” said Flynn. “If I were skipper,
1'd drop ye out of the car, and chance ift{

“We can 't play 2 man short,” said Tommy
Dodd.  *“We couldn’'t hring any reserves; as
Mornington filled the car with his ‘:moky pals.
it I didn’t want him:to play, I'd chuck him
out fast enough.” -

Jimmy Silver was silent.

He had stood alone in his determnmtm" not
to play Mornington, good cricketer as the
slacker of the Fourth had proved himself to
be.  But the rest of the eleyen had eome
round to his way of thinking now. Tommy
Dodd heartily regretted that Mornington: was
in his team. And he had made up his mind
that if he eaptained Rookwood juniors again,

Mornington most certainly would not be a |

member of the eleven. He was quite fed up
with the cad.

Mornington sat jn sullen silence during the |

remainder of the drive.

The rest of the cricketers chatted, hut they |

were not in a cheery humour, - The incidents
THE PENNY PoPULAR.—No. 80,
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of that drive bhad mnot conduced to
sheerfulness.
When Mornington's eyes turned upon

Tommy Dodd they gleamed with malice and
hatred.

Jimmy  Silver
Mornington’s looks.

The rageal of Rookwood was thinking of
one thing, and of one thing conly, and that
was revenge upon Tommy Dodd for handling
him, and for his threat of turning him out of
the eleven.

That threat, he knew, would be carried out;
and so the young rascal had nothing to lose
by wreaking his grudge in the first way that
came to hand. And Jimmy guessed what way
that would be. The Rookwooders set great
store by the Greyfriars match, and a licking
at Greyfriars would be a blow to them.
Unless Jimmy was mistaken, there would be
a traitor In the ranks. He tried to put the
Lhought out of his mind—he did not want to
do even Mornington “an Injustice.

But his- hopes of a win in that long-
rxpected match at Greyfriars were not high.
Mornington would play good cricket—none
better—so long as he was allowed to have
his own way, and received a due quantity
of “kow-towing.” Otherwise, there was no
rascality he would stop at.

Jimmy did not utter his thoughts.

He was no longer skipper of the team,
and it was for Tommy Dodd to think that
matter- out and decide. But the Modern
iumor had no suspicion of what was in Morn-
ngton's mind. He did not know the cad of
(til)g Fourth quite so well as Jimmy Silver

i

thought . he - understood

Courtfield came in sight at last, and then
the car buzzed along a leafy lane to Grey-
friars School. :

. A fat junior, whose plump nose was
adorned with a large pair of glasses, was
lounging in the gateway as the ear stopped.

He blinked at the Rookwood cricketers.

“I say, you fellows! My hat! So you've
“tome in a car!”

‘“ Hallo, Bunter!"

Billy Bun of the Greyfriars Remove
chuckled. e e

‘“He, he, he!” =

“ Well, where does the chckle come in?"
agked Tommy Dodd rather gruffly.

“He, he, he! Wharton’s gone in the
brake to meet you at the station!” said
Bunter. . “‘ Cherry and Nugent and Squiff
have gone with him, and Linley and .Brown
and Bull—-""

‘“Oh, my hat!*

“ You see, they expected you to come
by train!” grinned Bunter. “ They’'ll be
lw:x:&mg at the station for you! He, he,
1€

“ Well, there's nothing to cackle at, you
fat duffer!” growled Lovell. E

But Billy Bunter seemed to think there
was. He continued to cackle.

Tomm,\f1Dodd compressed his lips.

This- mischance added to his annoyance.
Mornington’s swank had not finished causing
trouble yet. Harry Wharton & Co. had
naturally expected Rookwood to arrive by the
usual ‘traim. Thirty or forty pounds for a
motor-car, naturally, did not oceur to them.

“ Well, it can't be helped!” growled
Tommy, “ I suppose somebody can bike
along and tell them we've come.”

“They'll wait™ for the next
chuckled Bunter. ‘ He, he, he!”

““It won't take long to run down to the
station in the car,” suggested Jimmy Silver.
““ We can bring Wharton and the rest back
with us?’ : -

* Good egg!™”

Tommy Dodd stepped back into the ear,
and the chauffeur drove on to Friardale.

train!™

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
At Greyfriars.

ARRY WHARTON & CO were wait-
H ing at Friardale Station. L

The train by which they had

expected the Rookwood party had

come and gone, but the Rookwooders had not
appeared,

“ Lost their train, by Jove!" said Bob
Cherry. * Missed the connecetion at Court-
ficld, perhaps!” :

“ They'll be late,” said Wharton.
Pose we'd better wait!”

““ Silly asses!" growled Johnny Bull.

The Greyfriars fellows waited. The next
local train crawled in frem Courtfield, but
it did not bring the expected cricketers. The
juniors watched it come in, and then left
the station, puzzled and perplexed. The
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“ 1 sup-

brake was waiting outside, with some of the
QGreyfriars juniors in it.

“ Hallo, hallo, hallo!” exclaimed Bob
Cherry suddenly. ¢ Here they come!”

The * ecar dashed up -to the station and
stopped. 3

Wharton ran to it.

“My hat! We came here for you, and
you seem to have come here for us!” he
exclaimed. “ We didn't know you were

coming by car!”

He shook hands with Jimmy Silver as he

spoke.
“ We didn't know till this morning,” said
Jimmy. ‘ We've got a tame millionaire who
does these things. Sorry you had the trouble
of getting a brake here for nothing!”

* Oh, that's all right!”

“ No harm done,” said Bob Cherry.

‘“ Jump in here, and we'll whisk you back
to Grey?riars," said Tommy Dodd,

‘* Right-ho!”

Wharton stopped to tell the driver of the
brake to take it home  and then entered the
car with his companions. The chaufteur
turned back to Greyfriars.

The car, big as it -was, -was somewhat
orowded now.. Jimmy Silver & Co. knew that
the Greyfriars fellows were thinking it extra-
ordinary that so much money should have
been spent on a car, though, of course, they
made no remark on the subject. It made the
Rookwood fellows feel uncomfortable.

Swank of any kind was not in their line;
but_purse-proud swank was worst of all. At
that moment they wished Mornington and his
endless supply of cash at the ends of the
earth. The waste of so much money was in
the most execrable taste.

The car covered the distance to Greyfriars
in a few minutes, and turned in at the gates
of the school.

Wharton had learned by that time that
the Rookwood team had a new captain, and
he had been introduced to Mornington, the
new member of the eleven. The Greyfriars
fellows could not help observing Mornington’s
sullen looks, and wondered a little.

Billy Bunter had spread the story of the
big car, and there was quite a crowd of
Greyfriars fellows to see the cricketers alight.
Among them was Vernon-Smith of the Re-
move—a member of Wharton's team. He

started a little as he caught sight of
Mornington. -

“Hallo! You've come to look on?’ he
exclaimed.

“You know Mornington?” asked Jimmy
Silver.

Vernon-Smith nodded and grinned.

“Yes; old acquaintance,” he said.

Mornington shook hands with the Bounder
of Greyfriars, and they walked away
together.

“I didn't expect to see you here,” Vernon-
Smith remarked. “Are you going to score
for the game?”

“I'm going to play.”

“Play! Yonl!?

“Why not?” demanded Mornington angrily.

“Oh, no reason why not!” said the Bounder
pacifically, “I never knew thaf cricket was
much in your line—excepting for betting on
a game!”

“I've taken it up as a game.”

“Good for you!” said the Bounder
cordially. “I'm jolly glad of it! I'm in
the Greyfriars Remove team, you know!”

“8o you've taken up ecricket, too?” said
Mornington, eyeing him ecuriously.

“Yes, rather!”

“Can you give me a smoke?” asked Morn-

ington. “I'll come to your study. I want a
smoke.”

The Bounder whistled.

“You don't want a smoke just before

playing, surely?” he said. “It will put you
off your game, you know!” -

“I've had that from Tommy Dodd!”
growled Mornington.” “I suppose you've got
some cigarettes about you? You always had
when I knew you!”

-“I've changed a bit since then,” said the
Bounder quietly. “I don't smoke now.”

“Oh, draw it mild!” -

“Honest Injun! And if you'll take a word
of advice, you'll do the same,” said Vernon-
Smith. “It’'s a mug’s game, you know—
spoils the wind!” >

“Oh, rot!”

“ Besides, what would your skipper say?”

“Hang my skipper!”

“Well, I'm sorry,” said the Bounder drily.
“I’'ve not got any smokes. Sorry!”

Mornington grunted, and followed the rest
of the cricketers to the pavilien. The Bounder
whistled softly.

“My hat!” he murmured. “What are they

doing with that fellow in the team? I
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wouldn't mind laying two fo one againsé
Rookwood, if they're-playing Mornington.”

And the Bounder shrugged his shoulders.
He had known Mornington a term or two
before, at a time when he deserved the nick-
name the Greyfriars fcllows had given him—
when his ways were far from being the ways
of Harry Wharton & Co. The Bounder had
reformed, but it was evident that there had
beer ‘no change in Mornington. And how
such a fellow had get into the Rookwood team
was a puzzle to the Bounder.

Wharton and Tommy Dodd tossed the coin,
and it fell to Rookwood to hat first.

Jimmy Silver spoke to Tommy in a low
voice.

“You're opening’ with
asked.

Dodd stared.

“Certainly not! Why?”

“It would keep him in & good humour.”

“Hang his humour!” =

“Certainly! 1T hanged his humeour. when I
was playing him,” said Jimmy, “and he threw
away a wicket to get level with me. But we
want to beat Greyfriars if we can; and as
you've got the cad in the team——"

Tommy Dodd snorted.

“I've said that I think you were mistaken
ahout that,” he answered. “I can't believe
the chap would be such a rotter! Anyway,
he goes in last. He’s a ripping bowler, but
he’s the poorest bat here!”

Jimmy Silver said no more. As skipper, he
never made any concession himself to Morn-
ington's swank, and Tommy Dodd could
hardly be expected to do so. But unless
Mornington was kept in a good humour,
Jimmy knew he would fail.

Mornington was - already putting on his
gloves, as if he took it as a matter of course
that he would go in first.

“Silver and Cook!” called out Tommy Dodd.

Mornington’s eyes.glinted.

“Where do I come in?” he asked.

“Last!” said Tommy Dodd curtly.

And he turned his back on Mornington,
giving him no time to make any rejoinder.

The Rookwood innings opened with Jimury
Silver and Tommy Cook.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
The Rotter!
H TURREE JAMSET RAM SINGH, the

Mornington?” he

Greyfriars Indian junior, went on to
bowl the first over.

Jimmy Silver received the bowling,
and he soon showed that he was in great
form. It was as a bowler that Jimmy shone;
but he was a very good bat, and he stood up
well to the Indian’s bowling.

The innings began with runs for Rookwood.
and Tommy Dodd’s face,  which had been
clouded; brightened up considerably as he
watched that good beginning.

Jimmy Silver was 25 to the good when he
was caught out by Tom Brown of Greyfriars.
Cook and Doyle and Raby had fallen vietims
to the bowling during that time, with a hand-
ful of runs each. Then Tommy Dodd went
in, to face the bowling from Tom Brown. The
New Zealand junior of Greyfriars was a good
bowler, and at the third ball Tommy’'s sticks
were down.

“Rotten luek!” said Jimmy SBilver sym-
pathetically, as hie came off.

“Lucky you did better!” grunted Tommy
Dodd. “They’ve got jolly good bowlers! But
we've got something in that line to surprise
‘em a bit, I think!”

The wickets went down as the runs went up.
The score stood at 70 when “Last man in!”
was called.

“Mornington!” called out Dodd.

Mornington was not to be seen.

“Where’s that silly ass got to?” exclaimed
Tommy Dodd irritably. “Why isn't he here?
He’s keeping the fleld waiting!”
rnington! Morny!”

“Where are you, you duffer?”

“He, he, he!” chuckled Billy
“Your man's gone to the tuckshops”

“The silly dummy! Cut off and tell him
we're waiting! There's a good chap!”

Billy Bunter rolled away. 'He came hack in
a few minutes, grinning. Meanwhile, the
Greyfriars fieldsmen were waiting.

“Well, where is he?” exclaimed Tommy
Dodd, as the fat junior came back alone.

“He, he, he! He says he’ll come when he's
finished his ginger-pop!”

Tommy Dodd's jaw looked very square as
he started for the school shop behind the
elms in a corner of the old Close.

He found Mornington seated on a high
stool at the counter, imbibing ginger-pop in
a leisurely manner, and chatting with Skinnsr

and Snoop of the Remove.

Bunter.
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. “ Come with me !’ shouted Dodd.
in words.
’

‘* Rats ! ’* answered Mornington insclently.

He rushed into the tuckshop, grasped Mornington by the collar, and whirled him out again.

Letgo! Oh! Ah!" (See this page.)

Tommy Dodd wasted no more time
“ You roiter!

" “You silly duffer!” roared Tommy Dedd,
putting his head into the shop. “Do you
know we’re waiting for you?”

Mornington looked round carelessly.

* Well, wait!” he said.

* What!”

“I haven't finished my
You've left me late enough!
won’t hurt!”

Tommy Dodd crimsoned with anger.

“Come with me!” he shouted.

* Oh, rats!™

Tommy Dodd wasted no more time in
words, He rushed, at Mornington, grasped
him by the collar, and yanked him off the
high stool. The stool went flying, and Morn-
ington came to the floor with a heavy bump.

“ Leggo!” he roared.

“ Come on!”

-**You rotter! Let go! Oh! Ah!”

‘ Ha, ha, ha!” roared Skinner and Snoop
as Mornington was rushed out of the tuck-
shop with a iron grip on his collar.

Mornington, struggling wildly in Tommy
Dodd’s powerful grasp, was rushed down to
the ericket-grourgat top speed. The Grey-
friars fellows looxed on in blank astonish-
ment, and Vernon-Smith burst into a laugh.

‘“ Now get on, you booby!” growled Tommy
Podd, thrusting Mornington’s bat into bhis
band. *‘ Buck up !’

Mornington grasped the cane handle of the
bat with convulsive fingers, as if he would
fell his skipper to the earth with it. Baut
he controlled himself, and strode sullenly
on the pitch.

“My word!”
Wharton.
that 2’

Wharten laughed,

ginger-pop !
A little later

Bob Cherry murmured to
‘““ What sort of a merchant is

The ball was tossed to Tom Brown
Mornington went savagely to the wicket,

The New Zealand junior glanced along the
pitch at the sullen, savage face and gleam-
ing eyes of the batsman curiously. He sent
down the hall.

Mornington hardly moved his bat.

as

Crash!

“How's that?” sang out the New
Zealander.

And there was a laugh.

“QOut!”

Jimmy Silver shrugged his shoulders. He

had expected it. But Tommy Dodd’s eyes
almost started from his bead. Even Tommy
Dodd could scarcely doubt that Mornington
had deliberately thrown away his wicket.

He strode to meet the batsman as he came
off. The glitter in his eyes daunted Morn-
ington, and he backed a little.

“Did you do that om purpose, you un-
speakable cad?’ stuttered Tommy.

‘““ No!” Mornington muttered sullenly.

It had been on his lips to admit it, and
taunt his skipper; but he realised that it
was not safe. At a word Tommy Dodd would
have knocked him spinning.

“ Tl give you the benefit of the doubt,”
said Tommy Dodd. * But, by Jove, you'd
better be careful, Mornington!”

Rookwood were all down for 70.

Vernon Smith joined Mornington as the
latter stood sullenly alone near the pavilion.
The Bounder ‘eyed him very furiously.

‘“ Anything wrong?’ he asked.

“ Nothin' !’

“ Your wicket went
‘Bounder.

Jolly easily,” said the

Mornington's lips curled. |

“Tv will go just as. easily in the pext
innings !” he said coolly.

“You mean to say—-"" i

“I don't agree with my skipper. I'm a
dangerous fellow to rag!” said Mornington,
his eyes glittering.

“Dash it all, that isn’t playing the game,
you know !

““ You were always such a fellow for piay-
ing the game, weren't you?” sneered Morn-
ington.

The Bounder flushed, and turned away
without speaking. At his very worst, the
Bounder of Greyfriars had never been suvch
a real “ rotter ” as this. Vernon-Smith was
called to open the innings with Harry
Wharton for Greyfriars, and Mornington fol-
lowed the Rookwooders into the field.

J The Rookwood score was not what

Tommy Dodd had hoped to see it, but
he pinned his faith to the Rookwocod bowi-
ing. With two such bowlers as Jimmy and
Mornington, he felt that the Greyfriars score
was pretty certain to be kept low. And
Jimmy’s first over. showed great promise.
The Bounder of Greyfriars received it, and
after taking 4 runs off the first two balls, he
was cleaned bowled with the third, and he
went out, looking somewhat grim.

Bob Cherry followed him in, and was dis-
missed- for 2. Then came Frank Nugent,
who went out with a duck's egg for the last
ball of the over,
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Turned out of the Team.
IMMY SILVER bowled the first over
for Rookwood.
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It was a good beginning for Rookwood.

The field crossed over, and Mornington
received the ball to bowl against Harry
‘Wharton.

“ Put in the best you ean,” said Tommy
Dodd. ‘“ Wharton's the best bat on the
Greyfriars side. If you can get him out, you
can play with the rest.” 3

Mornington smiled.

There was a peculiar glimmer in his eyes
as he went to thé bowler’s crease. The
Rookwood field looked on keenly.

Morningfon had shown wonderful quality
as a bowler, equalling even Jimmy Silver.
In practice at Rookwood he had taken Bulke-
ley’s wicket, and Bulkeley was a mighty man
at the wicket. The Rookwooders cheerfully
expected him to make hay of the Greyfriars
wickets,

But they were disappointed.

Harry Wharton received an easy ball—a
ball that a fag in the Second Form could
have played with ease.

He cut it away to the boundary, and the
batsmen did not trouble to run. Johnny Bull
grinned at him along the pitch. Both the
batsmen wondered what on earth that rank
duffer had been put on to bowl for.

The next ball was just as easy, and it went
to the boundary again. Tommy Dodd looked
on in amazement. "

This was the champion bowler who was to
have kept down the Greyfriars runs. A third
boundary followed, and the Greyfriars crowd
began to laugh and cheer,

“ Well bowled!"”

*“ Ha, ha, hal"

Mornington smiled grimly. Me knew what
he was about. He was able fo play into
the batsman’s hands if he chose, and he did
choose,

‘Wharton was a hard hitter, and that kind
of bowling was child's play to him. It looked
as if he would not have to stir from his
wicket durlng the over, while adding runs
at a great rate. ‘

JA fourth boundary hit was greeted with
yells of laughter from the crowd. Tommy
Dodd’'s face was a picture by this time.

The fifth ball of the over gave the batsmen
3, and Johnny Bull faced the bowling. And
Johnny slogged at the easy ball, and it swept
past the boundary amid a roar of laughter.

Twenty-three runs for the over was enough
to make the Greyfriarg fellows roar.

“(lve the ball to Raby!” said Tommy Dodd,
in cgoking tones, as Mornington came off the
piteh.

Mornington smiled.

“I don't seem to be in great form yet,” he
remarked carelessly. “Draggin’ a chap about
by the collar doesn’t improve his form!”

“You rotten cad! Are you giving the game
away?” muttered Tommy Dodd.

Mornington raised his eyebrows.

“What a question!” he drawled. “You

“should really have let me have my smoke in
the car, Dodd! I warned you you’'d be sorry
for it, didn’t 12" ' ;

Tommy Dodd clenched his hands hard.

“Then you've let us down on purpose, you
cad!” he said.

Mornington shrugged his shoulders.

But for Tommy's natural repugnance to
making a startling scene before the Greyfriars
fellows, Mornington would have gone down on
his back at that moment. Tommy Dodd
restrained his anger with an effort.

Raby went on to bow! the next over.

Then Jimmy Silver bowled again, and
Wharton’s wicket went down, and the Rook-
wooders cheeredsup a little.

“Are you trying Morny
whispered to his skipper
crossed over.

Tommy Dodd shook his head.

“You think he was giving the game away?”

“I know he was.”

“Well, it looks like it,” agreed Tommy
Cook. “Jimmy Silver was right about the cad,
after all. I say, this looks bad for us!”

“Can’t be helped! I'll have something to
say to Mornington afterwards.”

“That won't save the match,” sald Cook
ruefully.

The bowling was chiefly in the hands of
Jimmy Silver and Raby after that, with
Tommy Cook for an occasional change. Dodd
did not intend to trust the ball into Morning-
ton’s hands again.

Mornington contented himself with fielding,
and hc. flelded very badly. He had proved
nimself a good catch, but his skill had
deserted him now. Squiff of the Remove gave
him a good chanpe, but the hall dropped un-
touched, and Squiff added 20 runs to his
credit before he was bowled by Jimmy Silver.
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again?” Ceok
when the field

low, furious tones.

Tommy Dodd gritted his teeth in helpless
anger. He understood now Jimmy Silver's
feelings when he had found that he had a
traitor in the ranks on the one occasion when
Jimmy had, against his better judgment,
played Mornington in a match.

Mornington had no further opportunity of
treachery on the bowling-crease. But the loss
of the first-rate bowling they had depended
on was a heavy one to the Rookwood team.
Jimmy Silver was first-rate, but the change
bowlers were very ordinary, and Mornington's
bowling was sadly missed.

The Greyfriars innings ended for 135 runs—
almost double the Rookwood score.

They owed at least half the score to Morn-
ington’s bowling, and to the fact that he had
not bowled, as Tommy Dodd well knew.

When the field came off, dark looks were
cast at Mornington by the rest of the team.
Only the fact that they were on the Grey-
friars ground saved them from a ragging.

There was an early tea under the trees
before Rookwood batted a second time.

When they prepared for their second
innings Mornington lounged up to Tommy
Dodd, with a smile on his face.

“Like to open the innings with me?” he
asked.

Tommy’s eyes blazed,

“No, you cad!”

“You'd better!”

Tommy clenched bis hands. It was as mueh
as he could do to keep them off the cad of the
Fourth at that moment.

“You'll go in last,” he said, between his
teeth, “and if you lose your wicket for a
duck’s egg, I'll kick you out of the team on
the spot, whatever the Greyfriars fellows may
think!”

Mornington gave a shrug.

Dodd and Cook opened the innings. They
had little hope of a win now, but they played
their hardest. First-rate bowling from Hurree
Singh, Tom Brown, and Peter Todd accounted
for the wickets.

Tommy Dodd knocked up 30, and Jimmy
Silver equalled his score, but the rest of the
batsmen had little luck. There were no
duck’s eggs; but Oswald was dismissed for 2,
Lovell for 3, and Raby for 1. Flynn aecounted
for 6, and Cook and Doyle for 7 each. The
score stood at 90 when Mornington came in.

Tommy Dodd spoke to him as he put on his
gloves. There was a chance yet if every run
was added that could be added. It made
Tommy simply wild to think that he had to
ask a batsman not to betray the side. But
a defeat loomed darkly ahead, and Tommy
Dodd put his temper in his pocket, so to
speak, and addressed Mornington with all the
civility he could muster.

“Do  your best, Mornington. There’s a
chance of pulling the game out of the fire.
Every run counts now.” =

Mornington smiled sneeringly.

“Are you goin' to keep me in the team
after this?” he asked.

“No!” said Tommy, with blazing eyes.

“Sure of that?”

“Yes, you cad!”

“Enough said!”

Mornington went to the wickets, and
Tommy Dodd’s hopes sank to zero. He knew
what to expect, and what he expected was
not long in arriving.

The first ball from Squiff knocked Morning-
ton's bails off., Rookwood were all down for
90.

“Oh, the thafe of the worruld!” gasped
Tpmmy Doyle, as Mornington came lounging
off. “Sure, I can’t kape me hands off him,
Tommy !”

“Leave him fo me!” said Tommy Dodd
grimly.

Mornington came up to the pavilion, and
Tommy Dodd met him with a blaze in his
eyes. Jimmy Silver & Co., guessing what was
coming, stood round to sereen the scene as
much as possible from Greyfriars’ eyes.

“You rotten cad!” said Tommy Dodd, in
“You haven't decency
enough to know what a cowardly hound you
are! Take that!”

“Oh!” yelled Mornington.

Crash! s

The cad if the Fourth rolled at Tommy
Dodd’s feet.

“Now get off the field!” said Tommy Dodd
savagely. “If you're still here in one minute,
I'll pitch into you, and give you the higgest
hiding you ever had in your life!”

The Greyfriars fellows exchanged glances,
and politely looked another way, and appar-

ently remained in ignorance of what was,
_going on.

Mornington staggered to his feet,
his face crimson, his eyes glintine,
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Without a word he turned and left tha
field. :

“Good riddance!” muttered Cook. “Better
tr:)lay ? man short than bave a traitor in the
eam!”

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Rough Justice.

REYFRIARS wanted 26 to win, and
. there was ample light for doubls

that number of runs to be scored

.if the batsmen could do it. And
pthere was little doubt that they could do
1.

Jimmy Silver was, as keen as ever, and the
“hat trick ” from Jimmy cheered his com-
rades. But the hat trick could not win tha
mateh. A good catch by Newcome in the
slips helped. But the Greyfriars Remove had
six wickets yet in hand when 25 runs had
been scored, and they tied. Then Harry
Wharton knocked the ball away for a single,
and the match was won.

The Rookwooders took their defeat as
cheerfully as they could.

They had come to Greyfriars expecting to
do great things. Tommy Dodd had con-
gratulated himself on having two first-class
bowlers in his eleven. The disappointment
was bitter—all the more so because it was
due to treachery and not to bad luck.

Most of the team intended to have .some-
thing to say to Mornington when they re-
turned to Rookwood; indeed, it was likely
that Mornington would have some very pain-
ful experiences in the car going home.

Billy Bunter was grinning outside the
pavilion as the Rookwooders came out ready
to depart.

“Looking for the car?” grinned Bunter.
“He, he, he! It’s gone!”

“Gone!” exclaimed Tommy Dodd. “The
car’s not gone without us, I suppose?”

Harry Wharton came up.

“I'm sorry to say your car’s gone off,” he
said, rather awkwardly. “Bob has gone on
his bike for the brake. It will be here in
two ticks.”

“Oh, my hat!” said Tommy Dodd.

“Has Mornington gone?” asked Lovell.

“Ahem! From what I've heard, I fancy
your man went oftf in the car while we were
batting,” said ‘Wharton.

“Well, it was his car,” said Tommy Dodd

“I'd rather go home by train, really. I sup-

pose there is a train?” :
“Yes; lots of time for that.” <
The Rookwooders waited, with all the

patience they could muster, till the brake
arrived, and they were glad to get into it
and start for the station.

Mornington’s last trick had roused their
anger to white heat. But the rascal was
safely out of reach for the present.

Tommy Dodd was glad when the brake
rolled away from the gates of Greyfriars.

“These fellows must think we're a queer

crowd!” he growled. “Serves us right for
bringing that cad and outsider along with
us!”’
“It was a dirthy trick, to take the ear,
afther fairly shovin’ it down our throats 23
he did!” growled Tommy Doyle indignantly.
“Sure, it makes us look a set of asses to the
Greyfriars chaps!”

“I wonder what they're thinking?” grunted
Lovell.

Tommy Dodd
Fourth a glare. 2

“Why don't you say, ‘I told you se”?” he
asked bitterly.

“No good jawing,” said Jimmy Silver, *I
did tell you so, as a matter of fact, Tommy.
Mornington's only served you as he served
me. The fellow e¢an't get on with anybody
who won't kowtow to his rotten maney!”

# Well, you were right,” said Tommy Dodd,
more amiably. I suppose all the fellows
will admit that now. The rotter chucked the
game away, because I wouldn’t let him smoke
in the car coming over. I was wrong about
him, and I own up. And after this you're
skipper again, Jimmy Silver.”

“1 haven't said anything about that——"'

I know you haven't, But you resigned
beeause you wouldn't play Mornington, and
we were asses enough to want him. i
wouldn't play him now for his weight in
gold! I hand the captaincy back to you—
that’s only cricket!” z

‘“ Hear, hear!"” said Lovell.

The brake stopped at Friardale Station, in
good time for the train, fortunately. Tha
Rookwood cricketers piled into the train.

During the journey home wmost of the
cricketers were thinking of the things they
would say to Mornington when they arrived.
They reached Coombe at-last, whence they

gave the ecaptain of the
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had to walk tBrough the nightfall to Rook-

wood,

The school gates were closed when they
arrived, and old Mack came out to open
them.

Inside, a group of elegant youths were
standing, evidently waiting for the cricketers.
Townsend and Topham and Peele and Smythe
and Mornington chuckled in chorus as the
tired juniors came tramping in.

“So you've got home?’ grinned Smythe.
* By gad, you look fagged!”

““ Ha, ha, ha!” chorused the Nuts.

Tommy Dodd strode up to Mornington.

‘“You cad!”’ he said, between his teeth.

Mornington smiled insolently,

“ You told me you didn’t want my blessed
¢ar more than once!” he remarked. “ I took
you at your word, you see. I assure you, the
run home was much pleasanter witheut your
company !”’

“ Must
Townsend.
Doddy.
know !’

““Ha, ha, ha!!

have been—awfully !’ chuckled
“ This rather makes us even,
You gave us a horrid long walk, you

Tommy Dodd did not heed the merry Nuts, |

“I don’t mind your taking the car, you
swanking rotter!” he said. *“ What I'm going
to speak to you about is selling out the
match!”

“ Oh, draw it mild!'* said Smythe. * We've
had all that from Jimmy Silver for a week
past, you know!”’

*“ You'll have it from me now!
played like a Hun!
out of rotten spite!

Mornington
He gave away the match

Now he’s going to pub
his hands up!”’

““ Oh, I'll do that!” said Mornington. * If
you're looking for a lickin’, you Modern cad,
T'll give you one!"”

“ Qo it, Morny ! chorused his friends.

“ Come on!” said Tommy Dodd grimly.

Tommy Dodd was not in good trim for a
fight after a hard cricket-match and a
long railway journey. Perhnaps Mornington
counted on that, and believed thot there was
a chance for a little cheap glery. If so, he
was mistaken.

Tommy Dodd ‘““‘piled in"’ with grim deter-
mination, the cricketers standing round in
a ring.

There were no rounds in that fight; it was
hammer-and-tongs from start to finish.

Mornington did his best, and he came on
with plenty of pluck, and still more savage
temper. A good many of his fierce blows
came home on Tommy Dodd’s flushed face,

‘But Dodd did not._heed them.

Mornington was knocked right and left,
amid cheers from the cricketers, and at the
end cof five minutes he was lying in the
quad, gasping., and unable fo rise.

Tommy Dodd looked down at him with
gleaming eyes.

“Tg that enough?” he stiapped.

“ Ow—ow—wow !” groaned Mornington.

Tommy Dodd gave him a glance of con-
tempt and- walked on. Townsend & Co.
gathered round Mornington, and helped him
up and took him away. The dandy of the
Fourth was looking a wreek in the dormi-
tory that night; but there was no sympathy
for him from the Classical Fourth. Tommy
Yodd had meted out stern justice to the
fellow who was Turned Out of the Team!

THE_ END.
(Another grand leng story of Jinuny Silver
£ Co, next week, entitled: *““ AT THE

ELEVENTH HOUR!™ By Owen Conquest.
Avoid d:.sappcz,ztmeut by crdering your copy
EARLY!)
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IF YOU LIKE TH'S STORY
YOU WILL LIKE

“THEBOYS’ FRIEND”

A grand long story of Jimmy
Silver & Co. of Rookwood

School appears next week.

{
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ORDER A COPY NOW !

PRICE 11d.

EVERY MONDAY!
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 TALES TO TELL t{
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POOR FELLOW !

Pramp: “Yes; lady, of the fifty years that
g lim\e lived I have spent sixteen years in
ed
Lady (banding him a shilling): “How
terrible! Weak back, I suppose?”
Tramp (pocketing the u)m) “No, lady;
sleeping eight hours a day is a regular habit
of mine!”

THE TRUE ECONOMIST!

A farmer from the Highlands, on a visit to
Glasgow, dropped into a restaurant in one of
the prmmpal streets for dinner. Having
found a seat at one of the tables, he ordered
a three-course meal.

Presently he called to the waiter:

“Hey, my mon, come here!”

Thmkmvv that something very serious was
wrong, the waiter promptly rushed forward.

“What's the matter, sir?” he asked meekly.

“What are the two spoons for?” queried the
farmer.

“The large one is for soup, and the small
one for pudding,” said the surprised waiter.

“Tak’ awa’ that little one,” was the un-
expected command. “I've as big a mouth for
pudding as I have for soup!”

A TIMELY INTERVENTION!
“Bow-wow !” growled the dog.
“Ow-ow-ow!” yelled the butcher’s hoy.
There was a scramble and a scuffle. But
human wit was not equal to the canine grit.
and in a trice the butcher's boy was pinned
dgtunkt the wall.
“Help!” he eried desperately
Help-came. It came in the bulky shape of
the dog’s owner, who hurried out of the house
to the scene of the battle.
“Naughty—naughty little Towser!
down!”

Down—

she added: “I do hope he hasn’t bitten you!”

“No; I've kept him off bv giving him your
steak!” replied the boy. “But you're just
in time to save the suet!”

A POSER!

Teacher: ““ Now, boys! I have taught you
all there is to know about the long measure,
and I want any boy who is doubtful on any
point to question me concerning it.”

Pupil: *‘“P-please, sir, how many police-
anen(;s feet does it take to make a Scotland
Jard?”

UNABASHED!

The other day a man called upon his
neighbour, who owed him a sum of money
that had been long outstanding, and found
him busy carving a fine plump turkey.

“Well, Mr. Tite, when are you going to
settle that little debt you owe me?” asked
the caller.

“X should very much like to, my dear sir,”
murmured Mr. Tite, *“ but I find it impossible.
I am cleaned out—ruined! I baven't a
farthing!”

“Then I must say,” remarked the creditor,
“that a man who is unable to pay his debts
has no right to be eating a turkey like that.”

“Alas!” exclaimed the debtor, as he held
his napkin to his eyes. “I couldn’t afford its
keep!”

THE INFERENCE!

Teacher (giving hygienic lesson): “Disease
always. attacks the weakest part.”
Little Willie (timidly): “Please, teacher,

‘didn’t. you say yesterday that you had a cold
in your.head?”

ONLY TO BE EXPECTED!

Just as a train. was running into a local
station it parted in the middle. Of course,
‘the eommunication-cord snapped, and one end
of it struck against an old lady sitting in
the corner of one of the carriages.

“Good gracious!” she exclaimed. “What is
the matter?”

“The train has broken in two,” replied a

gentleman in the seat opposxte

“ %1 should think so, t00,” she replied, look-
ing at the broken cord. “Did you ever think

that a picce of pudding-string like this would
bold a train togetherg”

@

Cut on Wedmesday;

she exclaimed angrily; and the dog.
retreated. Then, turning to the terrified boy,.
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' “(Continued from page 10.) !
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“Somecne’s asleep, or ill,”
Harry, pointing to the couch.

“He was lying just like that when I came
here before,” returned Dick. - “You don't
think it is.a 4

He completed the sentence with a .slight
shudder.

“We'll risk it, and look!” said Harry.

Followed by Dick, he tiptoed over to the
coueh.  Ag they approached a faint moan
strueck upon their ears. It came from that
shapeless form.

Harry bent over the couch, and gently
puiled aside the, rongh covering.

“Yes, it was a human bemg—nt least, if a
skeleton-looking figure could be called a
human heing.

“Dick,” muttered Harry,
suppressed ery of hurror,
who this ig?”

Dick gazed at the worn, emaciated. heip-
less human form, wearing only a ragged shirt
and a pair of trousers.

“No. Who?” he whispered.

“It’s Archie Deen—the fellow who £o
mysteriously dlsz\ppeared» the day you joined
the company.”

There was a silence for some minutes.

“Is he alive?”’ queried Dick.

“Yes, be’s breathing, = He's been bad‘
hurt, though Notice the bandage ronnd h\s
head? Poor old Archie! ~¥f he could only
tell us who has done this! The devils, who-
ever they are!” :

“Whoever they are!” echoed Dick softly
“It’s pretty safe to assume that the devils
are those we have just left outside.”

“Yes,” muttered Harry. “What can we
do? Nothm"" he added bitterly. “That’s
the beastly part of it. A% least, we can do
nothing for the present. To save Archie we
must first of all save ourselves. What are
those bottles on the ground? Medicine
bottles! His head's tied up in a pr -
sional manner, too. That looks as if they've
been giving him medical attention, at any
rate. There’s a gleam of hope in that, He's
lived so long, he might very well live for the
next twenty-four hours. We can deo a greuu
deal in twenty-four bours, Dick, witix luck.”

“And in the meantime we leave him
here?”’

“What else is there to do?” returned Harry
impatiently. *“We ean’t carry him anywhe
and it would be madness to stop with hi
Is that the passage we take to the Grang

“Yes. We’'ll get on there—eh?”

“Nothing eise for it. We daren’t hng(.
here any longer. Those fellows outsi
be returning very shortly. I'd giv
deal to know if Grimshaw is. amongst them.”

“A thousand pounds to a penny he is!”

Dick took a fleeting glance at the face of
Archie Deen.

whispered

a barcly
you lknow

with
“dao

“Look! One of his eyelids is flickering!” he
exclaimed excitedly.

Harry bent over the still form.

“Archie!" Archie!™ he whispered. “Don’t

you know me? I'm Harry Trent!

A voice so low that it was hardly more
audible than a sigh proceeded from the white
lips. The word uttered wasz “Go!”

“Yes, yes, we'll go. -But, first of all, tell
us who has done this?”

The lips moved, and, hending down his ear
to Deen’s mouth, Harry heard him mumble
something.

“Yes, old chap.” said Harry gently,
and spe.\k a little louder. Who?”

But they were not tg learn this yet awhile.
Faint echoes of voices penetrated, and they
knew that to stop here another instant would
he fatal.

With a parting glance at the poor fellow.
they darted to the opening of the passage
which communicated with the Grange.

They had not gone more than a dozen yards
when the darkness in tront was suddenly
shot with a faint gleam of light.

It was a webbly light, and its movements
were mmt probably caused hy the fact that
it was being carried by someone. Ag the
light was approaching nearer every minute
it did not take them long to realise that
their retreat was cut off.

In other words, thev
caught like rats in a trap!
ANOTHER LONG INSTALWMENT OF
THIS MAGNIFICENT SERIAL STORY
OF THE CINEMA WILL APPEAR IN
NEXT FRIDAY'S “PENNY POPULAR.”
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Our next story of the Chums of Greyfriars
in their canvas camp by the sed deals with
the lively rivalry between the junior school-
boys and their friends the Boy Scouts, in
the adjoining camp. Harry Wharton & Co.
find Jimmy Brown & Co., of the Scouts, foe-
men worthy of their steel! The title of this
stirring story is:

“THE RIVAL CAMPS !¢’
By Frank Richards,

In the next story of Rookwood School the
antagonism between Jimmy Silver and Valen-
tine Mornington, the millionaire schoolboy,
reaches an amazing climax.

Don't misg

“_AT THE ELEVENTH HOUR!Y

By Owen Conquest,

The next chapters of our grand serial hrings
the mysterious happenings at the Wildfell
Grange to a head, in a series of exciling
incidents. You will enjoy this thrilling instal-
ment of

HTHE MYSTERY MAKERS!"
By Nat Fairbanks.

OUR NEW SERIAL.

. I have secured a grand new serial for the
“Penny Popular” which will be starting very
shortly. It consists of a stirring narrative

of
¢ THE EXPLOITS OF
FERRERS LOCKE, DETECTIVE!'"

~ By Maurice Everard.

Really good detective tales are rare, but
this is one of the best. And at their best
such stories take a great deal of beating.
I count myself lucky in having secured this
grand tale, and I think that as soon as my
chums have read the first instalment they
will heartily agree with me,

A DISAPPOINTED AUTHOR.
it is impossible not to feel sympathy for

Address: EDITOR, THE ‘'PENNY

STREET, IONDON, E.C.4.

that befell him in his attempt to become a
“littery gent.” He wrote a thrilling yarn
about Romulus and Remus. The thing had
never. been done before. It appears the
writer had discovered some extremely fas-

cinating facts about Romulus, likewise
Remus.  But little is known of the last
named. Some authorities aver that he was

not killed off quick, but that he merely went
back home in a huff because he could not
build Rome just as he wanted it.

Anyhow, town-planning was a strong point
with Romulus, and it was just as well he had
the job, as the first part of his name gave
Rome a useful cognomen. Well, anyhow, the
correspondent who tells me his woes ran
a good story together, and after the MSS.
had been travelling up and down the world
for some years he received a note from an
editor asking him to call. The editor said
he liked the tale awfully, and would use it
with a few trifling alterations. The author
did not mind, but the other week his work
was published. Well—will' you believe it?—
the editor had turned it into an improving
little yarn, showing how a young fellow called
Harry had come to London—not Rome, please
note!—with a shilling in his pocket, and won
fortune by selling winkles! This just shows
what authors have to put up with—and smile!

WESTMINSTER ABBEY.

It is to be hoped that all the money that
is needed will be fortheoming for the restora-
tion of Westminster Abbey. The sacred
edifice sorely needs extensive repairs, and
Londoners may be trusted to see that the
work is done. There will be help from every
part of the world. Westminster Abbey
stands for pretty well everything which has
made this country, and its marvellous history
goes back into the twilight of the very old
days.

SAYINGQ THE SAME THING TWICE.

Have you noticed the habit? It is common
enough. A fellow thinks he has hit on a
good, smart turn of expression, and he
repeats it over and over again. Just listen
to any argument in the street or anywhere,

Two Grand School Stories each week in—

You will hear some perfecfly frivial rematk
over and over again till you get tired. If
there is a dispute in a railway-carriage some
onlooker ¢hips in and says somebody hag got
a seat to which he is not entitled. He says
this several times, and it only makes matters
worse. It all shows sad lack of originality.

CORRESPONDENCE.

Correspondence is wanted by M. Mossetson,
112, Meyer Street, Germiston, Transvaal,
South . Africa, with - readers (12-16).——
Charles Brown, Mill Street, Stanley, Perth-
shire, N.B., who sends an excellent letter,
wants to hear from readers (12-14) interested
in cricket.——G. Cornelious, 21, Carlyle Road,
Gosport, Hants,' wants to hear from readers
in London or Lyndhurst, Hants (15-17).——
I was glad to hear from A. H. Bennett, an
old Dover reader, who is now with the Army
of the Black Sea. He sends me a letter full
of high spirits and appreciation. Good luck
go with him!—1J. Brown, 28, Princess Road,
Moss Side, Manchester, asks for a boy from
Manchester at Greyfriars; also he wants to-
hear from readers anywhere (15-17).——Sydney
Watts, 36, Cooper Street, Stretford, Man-
chester, prefers the “Penny Popular ” to any
of the Companion Papers. He would like to
exchange Manchester views for Colonial cards
with readers overseas.

FOOTBALL.

H. Cooper, 53, Fleet Street, Leicester, wants
to know of any football teams in the district
desirous of joining a league.——Rusking F.C.
(16-17) wants players. Apply by letter to
C. Preston, 82, Vaughan Road, Camberwell,
S.E. 5.—Birkbeck Argyle F.C. League team
require players as reserves (16-17); trial for
first team guaranteed. Especially goalkeeper.
Matches wanted home and away; five miles.
Sec.: F. C. Anesden, 25, Elsden Road, Brucs
Grove, Tottenham, N. 17.

THE  HCLIDAY ANNUAL.Y

The second volume of the “H. A.” will he
published on September 1st. Meantime there is
a tremendous demand for Vol. 1. It is still
to be obtained for 5s. 6d. from the publisher
at these offices. Clifford Pass, 130, Park
Street, Oldham, tells me he is unable tq
cope with all the requests for the copy of
the “Annunali” which he offered for sale. Will
his correspondents please understand this,
and accept his excuses? -

a correspondent who tells me the bad luck
NICKEL -

Sl LVER WATCHES

@@) DELIVERED ON FIRST PAYMENT OF
/)1 i
L

ONLY. YOU
HAVE WATCH
WHILST PAYING FORIT.

Gent’s  full-size Railway-timekeeping Keyless
Lever Watch. Stout Nickel Silver Damp and
Dustproof cases, plain dial, perfectly balanced
superior Lever movement, splendid timekeeper.
Price 15/- each. Luminous dial (see time in
the dark), 2/- extra. Wrist, 2/- extra, Ladies’
or Gent’s. :

E will send either of these watches on reeeipt of P.O. for
_2/-. After receiving watch you send us a further 2/- and
promise to pay the remaining balance by weekly or monthly
instalments. For cash with order enclose 14/- only. Five years’
warranty given with every watch. -
YTo avoid disappointment send 2/- and 6d. extra postage at once.
No unpleasant inquiries. All orders executed in rotation,

C. KAVANAGH & CO. (Dept. 20),

68, BISHOPSGATE, LONDON, E.C. 2.

e WHEN ANSWERING ADVERTISEMENTS
BE SURE TO MENTION THIS PAPER.

THg PENNY PoPULAR.—No. 80.
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§ Packed FREE, Carriage PAID, Direct from Works,

LOWEST CASH PRICES. EASY PAYMENT TERMS,

‘Immediate delivery. Big Bargains in Shop Soiled and
Seconq-hand Cycles, Tyres and Accessories at pop-
jjular Prices. Satisfaction guaranteed or Money Refunded
jOld Cycles Exchanged. ~ Write for Monster Size Frea
3 List and Special Offer ot Sample Bicycle

E A CYCLE COMPANY, Incorpd,

Dent. B 607, SIRMINGHAM,
HERGHT INCREASED _ Gomplete
iN 30 DAYS Course.
No Appliances. No Drugs. No Dieting. The Melvin Strong
System NEVER FAILS. Full particulags and Testimonials id.
stamp.—Melvin Strong, Ltd. (Dept. S.), 24, Southwark St., 8.E.
PHOTO POSTCARDS, 1/3 doz., 12 by 10 ENLARGEMENTS, 8d.
ALSO CHEAP PHOTG MATERIAL. CATALOGUE AND SAMPLES
FREE. HACKETT'S, JULY ROAD, LIVERPOOL.

NERVGUSNﬁSS is the greatest drawback in life to any man or woman, It
» S you are nervous, timid, low-spirited, lack self-confidence,
will-power, mind concentration, blush or feel awkward in the pregence of others,
send 3 penny stamps for narticulars of the Mento-Nerve Strengthening Treat-
ment, used in the Navy, from Vice-Admiral to Seaman, and In the Army, from
Colonel t¢ Private, D.8.0.’s, M.C.’s, M.M.’s, and D.0.M.’s.~GODFRY ELLIOTI-
SMITH, LTD., 527 Imperial Buildings Ludgate Oirecus, London, E.C. 4.
& ” “ My bristles were made curly in a few days,”
GURLY “AlR! writes R. Welch. “.CURLIT” curls stmightg.%t

hair. 1/5, 2/6. {2d. stamps accepted.)—SUMMZERS (Dept. A, P.
UPPER RUSSELL STREET, BRIGHTON, =

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, 9d. Money returned if not sabis-
fied. —TOM CARPENTER, 63, Morcambe Street, Walworth Road, 8.E. 17.
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LARGER PACKET —SAME PRICE

Y PACKET FOR

« 3 FLAVOURS -

ORE for your money, Boys! That's something fresh in these-
days of high prices, isn't it? YOU actually get

A BAR OF WRIGLEY’S FOR NOTHING.

EVERY Packet of WRIGLEY’S now contains 6§ Bars. The price.is the éame—
3d. per Packet. ;
BUT ASK FOR—AND SEE YOU GET—WRIGLEY’S,

as there are others made by people jealous of the world-wide peopularity of
WRIGLEY’'S. The outside packet may look like the real VWRIGLEY'S, but the
contents do not taste the same.

GET THE BEST—and the MOST—you can for your money—

GET WRIGLEY’S

and enjoy the long-lasting delicious flavour—Ionger-lasting than any other sweetmeat,

SEE how WRIGLEY'S helps you in your work and play—how it keeps you

feeling fresh and fit—full of vim and high spirits.

GET AND TRY ANY OF WRIGLEY'S 3 TO-DAY.
Remember — WRIGLEY’'S — with the 6 Bars in each Sealed
g . Packet for 3d. 3

SCLD EVERYWHERE,

\\\\

SEALED TIGHT — KEPT RIGHT

The Flavour
Lasts ! .

WRIGLEY’S, Ltd., 235, Westminster Bridge Road, London, 8.E. 1.
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NATIONAL HAIR-GROWING EXPERIMENT.

How to rid yourself of Falling Hair or Dryness and secure a Magnificent
Growth of Beautiful Abundant Hair.

1,000,000

Remarkable interest has been aroused in a wonderful and delightful
plan of:home hair-growing experiments, which every man and woman
who takes a pride in his or her appearance and desires to possess a
wealth of abundant hair should learn aboat,

This plan consists of an interestin,
exercises, in which all
the mnecessary, ma-
terials are supplied
free of charge, and
certainly every man or
woman, whether their
hair be perfectly
healthy or ~whether
they are suffering
from somc form of
hair trouble, will
delight to participate.
MILLIONS PRACTISE

HAIR DRI

The Inventor - Dig-
coverer of - * Harleng
Hair - Drill,” who is
responsible for this
great  Experimental
Hair - Growing Cam- -
paign, says i —

* There are millions
of people the world

Does your hair fall out when
you comb ard brush it in the
morning? If so, this is a sign
of hair weakness that can be

overcome by & two-minutes-a-
day Healthy Hair Emercise.

over who. now practise ° Harlene Hair-Drill,” but I shall not remain

content until everyone, without exception, has proved for themselves

bow easy it Is to cultivate beautiful hair. I have decided once more
to offer a million ‘ Harlene Hair-Drill * Outfits free, so that everyone
can prove to their own complete satisfaction that no matter what
the present eondition of their hair may be, they can grow healthy,
luxuriant, abundant hair at any age.”

THE FREE GIFT PARCEL,

1. A Trial Bottle of * Hariene,” the wonderiul hair tonic slimulant
and dressing that liferally compels a magnificent growth of hair.

2. A free packet of * Cremex ** Shampoo Powder—the finest scalp-
cleanser in the world, which prepares the head for Hair-Drill.

3. A bottle of Uzon Brilliantine, which gives a final touch of beauty fo
tke hair, and is especially beneficial to those whose hair isinclined tobe dry.
H'ﬁ, % f{f?, Mannal explaining exactly how to carry out the * Harlene

air-Dril -

“HARLENE HAIR-DRILL?”

g series of pleasant hair-beauty

Dryness elinging to the roots of

the Halr retards its growth just

a8 weeds chock young flowers,

“Harlene Hair-Drill” is ths

most effective method of remov- Test
ing the Dryness and Scurf.

OUTFITS FREE.

find —* Harlene Halr-Drill” will awaken your hair
and will bring back all its natural health and

You will
to new life,
abundance. s =
Write for your * Harlene Hair-Drill * Gift to-day, cutbing out and
posting the form below,! together with 4d. in stamps to cover

; cost of return
r i postage,

After a Free Trial
‘you can obtain further
supplies of *“ Harlene””
at 1s. 1id., 2s. 9d.,
and 4s, 9d. per bottle ;
- ¢ Cremex " Shampoo
i\ Powders at 1s. 13d.
per box of seven
shampoos (single
/| packets 2d. each);
*“Uzon ” Brilliantine
at 1s, 14d. and 2s. 94,
per bottle, from all
Chemists and Stores.
or will be sent direct
on receipt of 6d. extra

~ for postage from
You may possess ahealthyhead  Kdwards’ Harlene,
of hair, abundant, bright, beau-  Ltd.,, 20, 22, 24
tiful, if you adopt the popular o4 26, Lamb’s Cor-

remedy for all bair woakness. Ry
fc Free by sepding the dmé Street, London,

eoupon below,

FREE “HAIR-DRILL " COUPON

Detach and post to EDWARDS’ HARLENE, LTD., i
20, 22, 24 and 26, Lamb’s Qondult Street, London, W.0.1. |
Dear Sirs,—Please send me your Free « Harlene » Four-Fold
Hair-Growing Outfit as announced. I enclose 4d. in stamps for
postage and packing to my address. Penny Popular, 31/7/20.

NOTE TO READER.

Write your full name and address clearly on a plain piece of
paper, pin this Coupon to it, and post as directed above.
(Mark Envelope “Sample Dept.”)

i

'Don’t Wear a Trus&

Brooks’ Appliance {s & new aclentific dis.
eovery with automatio air cushions that draws
ths broken parta together, and binds them as
you would a broken limb. It absolutely holds
firmly and comfortably, and never slips. Always
light and cocl, and conforms to every move-
ment of the body without chafing or hurting.
We make it to-your measure, and send it to

_ you on & strict guarantes of satisfaction or
- ‘money refunded, and we have put our price g0

Bemember, we make 2 —88)
\ 0 you—yon wear it—and if it doesn’t eatisf;

you, you send it back
to us, and we will refund your money. 24

U hat is the way we do
business—always absolutely on the square—aud we have sold to thou-
sands of people this way for the past ten years. Remember, we uss
no salves, no harness, no lies, no fakes. We just give you a atralght
business deal at & reasonable price.

Brooks Appliance Co,, Ltd., "0
-(1830B) 80, Chancery Lane, London, W.C.2. o
A

¢ARE YOU SHORT ?

If 50, let the Girvan Systom help you to increase
your height. Mr. Briggs reports an increase of
§ inches; Driver E. F. 3 inches; Mr. Rateliffe 4
inches; Miss Davies 3% inches; Mr. Linden 3
inches; Mr. Ketley 4 inches; Miass Leedell 4 §
inches. This System reguires only ten minutes
morning and evening, and greatly improves the
health, physique, and carriage. No appliznces
or drugs. Send 3 penny stamps for further par-
ticulars and £100 Guarantes o Enquiry Dept.,
AMP. 17, Stroud Gresn Road, London, N. 4.

MAGIC TRICKS, Wiy, b 0, f1>
T. W. HARRISON, 239, Pentonville Road, London, N. 1.

CUT THIS OUT

% The Penny Popular.” PEN COUPON, Value 24,

Send this coupon_ with P.O. for only 5/- direct to the ¥leet Pen Co.,
119, Fleet St., London, E.0.4. In return you will receive (post free) a
splendid British Made l4-ct. Gold Nibbed Fleet Fountain Pen, value 10/6.  If
you save 12 further coupons, sach will count as 2d. off the price; so you may
send 13 coupons and only 3/-. Say whether you want a fine, medium, or broad
nib. This greal offer i3 made to introduce the famous Fleet Pen to the
PENNY POPULAR readers. (Foreign postage extra.) Satisfaction guaranteed

©f cash returned. Special Safety Model, 2/- extra.

SHOPPING MADE EASY.

EVERYTHING ON EASY TERMS.

No. 1. Masters' Famous *“ Ajax " Service Capless
Boot for Police, Post and Railwaymen, price 80/-;
easy terms, 5/- deposit and §/- monthly. Specially
selected material, price 35/-; same terms.

No. 2. The King of the Road—an extra smart
Boot for Sunday or business—extra good quality,
only 35/-; easy terms, 5/~ deposit and 5/- monthly.

No. 3. Masters’ Famous “ Cyclops’. Boot, a
beavy Sunday Boot for workmen, price 88/=;
5/~ deposit and 5f/--monthly. Also in Tan 35/-;
same terms, 5/~ deposit and 5/- monthiy.

5/=- MONTHLY

No. 4. Masters' * Empire ” Boot, a reliable Boot
for everyday wear, price 27/6; superior quality,
80/-; easy terms, 5/« deposit and 5/- monthly.

No. 5. Gent’s Shoes in Strong Box Leather, smart
shape, price 30/-; 5/- deposit and 5/~ monthly.’
Also in Brogue, Black 30/-, Tan 35/-; same terms,
5/- montbly. Wonderful good value. <

No. 8. Ladies’ Smart Walking Shoe, in Black
Box, 25/~; Glacie Xid, 30/= and 85/=; Tan, 35/-,
very smart Shoe; or §/- deposit and §/- monthly.

No. 7. Ladies’ Strong Box Boots, 27/ Glacie,
35/~, Lace or Button ; 5/~ depogit and 5/« monthly.
Tan, 48/-, or 7/68 monthly.

Send 5/- deposit with size and say which pair we shall
gend you, Pay balance §/- monthly after delivery,
BOOT LIST FREE.

Foreign applications invited, ;

MASTERS, Ltd., 6, Hope Stores, Rye.

ELEGTRIG LlGHT Battery, lampholder, lamp, wire, switch, re.

5 fleotor, and instructions, post fres, 4/2. (Oaf,
Model Engines, Motors, Railways, Dynamo%, ote.. 3d.—8mall Power Co.,
38, Queen’s Road, Aston, Birmingham,

Printed and published &\;er{? Friday by the Proprietors, The Amalgamated Press, Limitéd, The Fleotway House, Farringdon streeh.iLondon, E.Q. 4
° A

Advertisement offices:

Abroad, 8s, 10d. per annum; six months.

leetway Housge, Farringdon Strest, London, E.O.4. Subsoription rates: Inland, 1L
. 6d. for Bole agents for South Africa: The Cen
Zeoaland: Messrs. Gordon & Gotch, Ltd.; and for Uanada, The Imperial News 0o, Ltd. Saturday, July 3lat, 1920,

8 rr annum; 3. 6d. for six months.
tral News Agency, Ltd. Sole agents for Austu\hanml Now



