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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
A Wiitdnight CGapture !
ETTER for Master Nugent!”
The postman was passing through
‘the Remove lines in the Greyfriars |

143

camp delivering letters.
outside. No. 1 tent, and
through the flap. Frank
upen ‘it &t once.

He haited

Nugent peuneed

“Remittance, Franky?” inmquited Bob.
Cherry. 3
“No such hiek;” said Nugent ruefuily.

“Judging by the writing on the envelope,
If it's:
true -that you can tell people’s character hy

this is from my minor, at Greyiriars.

their handwriting, then my minor's a clumsy,
untidy little ass!”
““Ha, ha, ha!”

“What's he got to say for himself?” asked |

Johnny Bull.

Frank Nugent ripped open the envelope,
read the illsspelt effusion within, and passed
i ‘on ‘to his clrms.

‘This is what they saw:

“The Sannytoryum,
“Qreyfriars.

“Pear Frank,—I hope you are guite well as
it leeves me at present with these beastly
German measles. 1 think Bolsover minor
oucht to he shott for katching such a silly
komplaint end passing it on to others—
don't you?

“We are having a very thin time hear in
the sanny. The matron feeds us on grool
three timés a day. Groo! But we shan’t
be hear much longer, thank goodness! The
dockter came ‘this morning, and he says I
show a cleen hill of heHh.

“WWhat sort of time gre you having in
camp? Jolly ripping, I ¢ ! I've told Bol-
sover minor that as soon as we are aloud out
aof bed I shal datt him on the hoko for being
sich a chump as to kontract German measles
and infect T and Pagett and Gatty and
Myers and myself. He says he couldn’t help
getting the beastly rash, but I told him that
it was a very rash thing to do! (This is a
joke, but I ekspeckt you and your pals will
be too dense to see it!)

“Dear Frank, will you pleese se
bobb, bekaws I have run ont
nenney, and the 1st thing I meg
I get out of this whole i3 o
feed at the bunshopp in the vi

“I trussed you wiil do this.
love kontinew, you ne!

Let brutherly
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thrust a letter |

t Those two were the rightful occupants.
1 the whole of the Famous Five made the tent

“Now I must stopp as I have to take my]

‘grool by remaining

“Your dffeckshunate brother,
*Piekiy.

Harry Wharten & Co. ehuckled when they
read that missive.

The spelling—the appesal for five shillings—
the threat to. pulverice Bolsover minor—all
were characteristic of Dieky Nugent.

The fag was furious at having contracted
German measles. ¥e would have given-any-
thing to have been-able to go to camp with

‘the other fellows,

“Poor liftle beggar!” said Frank Nugent.
“1 ean quite believe that he's having 'a thin
time in the sanny.”

“Send him the five hob, and let him drown
his sorrows in ginger-pop !” said Johmny Bull.

Nugent nodded.

“I’ll send it as soon as we've finished our
eouncil of war,” he said. :

No. 1 tent in the Remove lines had been
aHotted to Harry Wharton and Frank Nugent.
But
their headquarters.

They had assembled there now, in the cool
of the summer evening, to discuss an im-
portant plan of campaign. And the campaign
was to be directed against Jimmy Brown &
Co., the Boy Scouts who occupied the rival
camp at Woody Bay.

Patrol-Leader Jimmy Brown was a very
enterprising, fun-loving “sert of feilow; and
he had already carried out several “wheezes
at the expense of the ‘Ureyfriars Remove.
He and his followers had bombarded Harry

Wharten & Co. with peashooters during
morning “lessons in  the meadow which
adjoined the camp. And the Seouts had

also put the “kybosh ” on a concert which
the Remeve had intended to give, and had
got up omne of their own.

Not content with these twe {riumphs,
Jimmy Browa & Co. had essayed a further
jape on the Removites.

Armed with hottles of red and black ink
and a number of feathers, they had broken
into ‘the Greyfriars camp during the night,,
swith the intention of inking the faces and
putting feathers in the' hair of Harry
Wharton & Co.

This little scheme; however, had slightly:
migcarried.

Owing ‘to ‘the. intense darkness, the ‘seouts
had been unable to distinguish the faces of
their victims, with the result that they had

Wharton, °
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Prout and 3Mr.
had transformed these two

smeared the faces of Mr.
Guelch, and

d.gentlemen into a combination of Red Indians
{and Christy Minstrels!

Harry Wharten & €Co. counsidered that it
awas high time something was done to check
the ‘merry anties of Jimmy Brown & Co., whe
seemed to he scoring all along the line. And
the Famous Five had assembled in No. 1 tent
to discuss the situation.

“Aecording to Nugent minoer's letter,” said
e shan’'t be here much longer.
We shall have to fold our tents, like ths
Arabs, and silently steal away to Greyfriars,
But before we go we siniply must get quits
with those bounders!”

“Absolutely !” said Bob :Cherry.

“We must turn the tables en them some-
hoew,” said Johnny Bull. “But how?”

“We could raidfully invade their camp,”
suggested Hurree Ringh.

Wharton shook his head.

“IWhat could five of us do against a whole
troop of scouts?”’ he said. =

“We could get the whote Form to back us
up,” said Nugent.

“True. But even then we should be badly
outpumbered.”

Bob Cherry raised his hand.

“Shush, you fellows!” he exclaimed.
“What on earth are you ‘shushing’
about?” demanded Wharten, in astonish-
ment. =

“If there's absolute qguiet for one moment,
so that you ean't even hear an acid ol
shall he able to get a brain-wawve!” said Bob.

“Brerer !

Bob’s chums “evidently had little faith in
his ability to ebolve staggering, sensationsl

g, &
“wheezes.” They went on tilking., And they
=

were still talking Wi e of the Sixth -
poked his head through the flap of the tent.

“Re

ids!” he said.

echoed Johnny Dull, “in the

arter to nine,” he said, “and,
ing to the camp regulations, all juniors
in bed by nine.”
the camp regulations!” growled
Nugent. ‘
“They’re made ‘to ‘he observed,” said “Win-
gate. “But if you kids den't feel like turning
in just yet, T-can find you a job.” +
“Oh, goodi”
“You all know what happened last night.
Somehady broke into the camp and played a
practieal joke on two of the masters. The
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Head- has, therefore, decided, in order to
prevent any further raids, to post sentries
round the camp all night.”

“My .hat!”

“If you kids would care to take on the job,

you're welcome,” Wingate went on. “You
will be relicved at eleven o’clock by a num-
ber of Shell fellows; and they’'ll be relieved,
in “turn, two hours later.”

The Famous Five jumped at the oppor-
tunity of keeping guard. They refiected that
in the event of a further night-raid by Jimmy
Brown & Co., they would be able to lay the
scouts by the heels.

“We'll take on the job, Wingate,” said
Harry Wharton promptly.

“Like a shot!” said Bob Cherry.

“But we shall want some help,” said Frank
Nugent. “Any objection to Carr and Linley
and Vernon-Smith keeping us company?”

“Not a bit,” said Wingate.

“Are you going to distribute loaded
revolvers among the sentries, Wingate?” in-
quired Johnny Bull.

“Don’t talk rot! If you see anybody break-
ing into camp, you can easily give the alarm.
All you've got to do is to rouse the nearest
prefect.”

After issuing a few instructions to the
newly-appointed sentries, Wingate withdrew:

The Famous Five then routed out Dennis
Carr and Mark Linley and Vernon-Smith from
their respective tents.

“What's the little game?” asked Dennis
Carr. - °*

sentry-go till eleven o'clock,”

“And there's quite a sporting chance that
we shall be able to capture Jimmy Brown's
gang. They're pretty certain to be planning
annther raid on our camp to-night.”

“Then they’ll be unlucky!” chuckled Ver-
non-Smith. “Better spread out round the
field, hadn't we?” .

The sentries posted themselves at intervals
heside the hedge which skirted the camp.
And then they waited, with eyes and ears
on the alert for every sight and sound.

An hour passed, and there were no develop-
ments.

1t was a moonless night.
visible, save a subdued glow from the
marquee which was occupied by the Head.

By the light of a reading-lamp Doctor
Locke was studying the works of Horace.

The masters and prefects had retired for
the night. Their tents were in darkn;zss. and
deep silence reigned in the Greyfriars en-
campment. [

A further half-hour passed, and the sentries
hegan to feel weary and “fed-up.” They
raired- of getting to grips with the scouts
{rom the other camp.

Boom! :

A distant clock began to strike eleven,
and simultaneously Bob Cherry, who was
¢

stationed in a cOrner of the fleld, heard a
crackling noise close at hand.

Peering through the darkness, Bob dis-
tinguished the head and shoulders of a
Boy Scout protruding through a gap in the
hedge. And he heard Patrol-Leader Jimmy
Brown mutter, in a low tone:

“Come on, you fellows! The coast is clear.”

Beb Cherry threw himself fuil length in
the long grass, so that he could not be
seen. Then he waited until the invaders had
crawled through the gap in the hedge, and
were inside the camp.

There were four of them in all—Jimmy
drown, Jack Hardy, Kid Lennox, and Tommy
Towers. These four had been responsible for
the raid on the previous night.

Suddenly Bob Cherry leapt to his feet, and
gave the alarm.

“Hallo!” ejaculated Jimmy
dismay. “We're spotted!”

“There's only one of them,” muttered Jack

Brown, in

“Collar him!”

“Gag him!”

The scouts made a combined rush at Bob
Cherry. But before they could grapple with
him the rest of the sentries came runmning
up.

“Good!”

Jimmy Brown & Co. were caught at last—
like rats in a trap. But they had no thought
of tame submission. They lined up shoulder
to sheulder as the sentries approached them.
And they hit out right and left.

Jut -the odds were, proportionately, two
to one against them, and they stood mno
chance whatever against the doughty fighting-
men of the Remove.

Bob Cherry “grassed” Jimmy Brown with

No light was,

“GEM " Library !

a straight left, and Harry Wharton promptly
sat on the patrol-leader’s chest.

Dennis Carr, after a fierce hand-to-hand
fight with Jack Hardy, got the better of
him, and pinned him to the ground. And
Kid Lennox and Tommy. Towers, although
they fought valiantly, were no match for
the remainder of the Removites.

Within two minutes the four scouts were
down, and they were not in a position to
rise.

Then there was a patter of running feet,
and Hobson & Co. of the Shell arrived on
the scene. <

“What the thump——" began Hobson, in
amazement.

“We've collared the giddy raiders!”
Vernon-Smith. *There are four of 'em.”

“My hatt” ;

“Would you Shell-fish mind going along to
the store-tent?” asked Harry Wharton.

“What for?” a

“Four sacks and four lengths of rope.”

Hobson chuckled.

“With pleasure!” he said.

And the Shell fellows departed on their
mission. z

Whilst they were gone Jimmy Brown & Co.
made frantic efforts to escape.

But the Removites were complete masters
of the situation, and they did not attempt
to conceal the fact.

“You're fairly caught this time, my sons!”
said Dennis Carr.

“(eroff me chest!" gasped Jack Hardy.

“You'll think twice in future before you
decide to raid our camp!” said Harry
Wharton.

“Gug-gug-gug!” spluttered Jimmy Brown,
who was in imminent danger of suffocation.

“Those Shell-fish are a jolly long tire,”
said Frank Nugent. “Oh, here they are!
 Got the sacks, you fellows?”

“Yes, rather!” .

“And the rope?”

“Yes.”

said

“What are you going to do, you bounders?”
asked Tommy Towers in alarm.

“You'll soon see!” chuckled Bob Cherry.

The sacks were then thrust over the
respective heads of Jimmy Brown & Co. The
arms of the vietims were pinned to their
sides, and the sacks were secured round their
bodies by means of the rope.

“Now,” said Harry Wharton, when the
last rope had been drawn tight, “you can
jolly well find your way back to your own

kennels!”

A guttural protest came from within the
sack which enveloped Jimmy Brown.

“Groo! We can’t see, you rotters!”

“Being scouts, you ought to he able to
feel your way under any conditions,” said
Dennis Carr. 2

“Ha, ha. ha!”

“We'll give you a start,” said Bob Cherry
generously. -

And he escorted Jimmy Brown to the gap
in the hedge, and bundled him through it
headfirst.

The other three
through in turn.

“It will take ’em hours and hours to get

scouts were bundled

Shell.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

In the darkness of the lane the four sack-
covered figures stumhbled and staggered. and
collided with each other. And frem inside
the sacks came muffled lamentations.
_“Hurrah!” ejaculated Jolinny Bull. “We've
scored over those bounders at last!”

“They won't raid us again in a hurry,”
said Harry Wharton.

“Now that we have disposefully got rid of
our ludicrous and scoutful enemies,” said
éﬁ:{rree Singh, “we will adjournfully retire to

Harry Wharton & Co. withdrew from the
secene of their triumph, leaving the Shell
fellows to keep guard.

There were no further
Greyfriars camp that night.

invasions of the

of a couple of hours to regain their own
quarters. With their hands pinned to their
sides, they were unable to extricate them-
selves from the sacks.

Even their scouting instinct failed to guide
them aright, for they proceeded about a
couple of miles in the wrong direction.

When they eventually gained their camp
they managed to rouse some of their com-
rades, who untied the lengths of rope, and
{ wrenched the sacks from the heads of the
victims.

Now on Sale.

back to their camp!” chuckled Hobson of the,

It took Jimmy Brown & Co. the hest bart

3

“What the dickens have you fellows been
up to?” inquired one of the scouts, in wonder.

“Ow! Japing the Greyfriars bounders!”
gasped Jimmy Brown. -

“My hat! I should say that the boot was
on the other foot!”

“The beggars collared us when we were in
the act of breaking into their camp,” said
Jack Hardy.

“Didn't you resist?"

“Of course; but we were up against terrific
odds.”

“Wharton & Co. have got the better of us
at last,” said Jimmy Brown, as he started
to undress. “But are we downhearted?”

“No!” exclaimed the others, in chorus.

All the same, it was in a far from pleasant
humour that they retired for the night—or,
rather, what was left of it.

o

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
The Challengsa !
11 Y only aunt!” :
“What awful freaks!”
“They can't play cricket fo:
© toffee!” =

These exclamations were made, respectiveiy,
by Harry Wharton, Bob Cherry, and Frank
Nugent.

It was the morning after Jimmy Brown &
Co.’s unsuccessful raid on the Greyfriars en-
campment: The Famous Five had heen down
to the sea for a bathe, and on their way
back they halted on the outskirts ofthe
scouts’ camp, and peered over the hedge.

There was great activity in the camp.

Stumps had been pitched on a level streteh
of green at a convenient distance from the
tents, and Jimmy Brown was batting.

Kid Lennox was bowling, and to the Famous
Five his deliveries seemed quite simple. But
they seemed anything but simple to Patrol-
Leader Jimmy Brown, whose wicket was
wrecked twice in quick succession:

“They call that cricket,” said Johnny Bull,
with a snort.

“Lennox seems to think he's playing
marbles, and Jimmy Brown appears to be
digging the soil!” said Bob Cherry.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

The Boy Scouts heard the laughter of their
rivals, but they pretended to he quite in
different to it.

All the same, the fact that five grinning
faces appeared over the top of the hedge had
a marked effect upon theig play.

_ “These puny weaklings,” said Bob Cherry,
“wouldn’t stand an earthly against the Grey-
friars Remove !”

“Why, we should simply make shavings of
them!"” said Johnny Bull.

“And send them home with, the tailfulness
between the legfulness!” murmured Iurree
Singh.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

With burning cheeks the scouts went on
playing. ,

“Shall T buzz the ball at those hounders,
Jimmy?" murmured Kid Lennox, when th
laughter of the Greyfriars juniors had become
almost unbearable,

“No,” replied Jimmy Brown. “Don't take
any notice of those laughing hyenas!"”

And he took guard once more at the
wicket. :

“How did you fellows get on last night?”
inquired Harry Wharton.

No reply.

“How many muddy ditches did you tumbls
into before you found your camp?” asked
Nugent.

. Slilencc—save for the sound of bat meeting
hall.

“You boundery will admit that you were
i";xiﬁy trapped last night!” chuckled Johnny

ull.

No answer. " :

“Like a set of Egyptian mummies, aren't
they?"" said Bob Cherry. “ Expect thex're
iex;‘l(lryx:,.z too much ashamed of themsclves to
alk. : :

“They're too ahsorbed in their game of hop-
scoteh,” said Nugent. “My hat! Did you
.ever see such a sorry exhibition in your life?”

Jimmy Brown had just uprooted a large
lump of turf with his bat. = He completely
migsed the ball, which ‘ambled past and hit
the middle stump with just sufficient foreo
to knock the bails off.

“&#3a, ha, ha!”
“This is better than a pantomime !
“Wonder how much they charge for admis-
sion to the ground?”

Jimmy Brown could stand the taunts of
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4 The Oldest

the Greyfriars fellows
round furiously.

‘Bu'fz on‘, you ratters!”’

“Rats {”

“Blest if I know why you want to hang
round here cackling!”

“We simply can’t help it, old top!” said
Bob Cherry. “There are two things which
would ‘make a cat laugh!”

“Eh—what do yeu mean?”

“Your face, and your cricket! Your face
is a standing joke, and your uxcket beats a
comic. opera!l”’

“Ha, ha, ha!”

* Look here,” snouted Jimmy B!‘own wrath-
fully, *“are you trying to pretend that we
can’t play ericket?”

“No pretence about it,”
“You can’t!”

Tommy Towers sprang forward.

“We'll challenge you Greyfriars boobies to
a game—when and where you like!” he

no longer. He spun

said Wharton.

hooted.

"Better apply to the fags,” said Johmny
Bull. “They may be able ‘to rgive you-a
fixture. But you can’t possibly play the
‘Remove. It would be far too one-sided!”

“You mean that we should lick you by an

innings and ‘unlimited runs?” - said - Jack
Hardy.

“No it ‘would be on the othm foot beot-
fully I” murmured Hurree Singh.’

“Ha, ha, ha!l

Jimmy Brown & Co. glared at the laughing
juniors.-

““We’ll undertake to wipe up the ground
with you at cricket,” said the scout leader.
#tAnd at sw‘m)ming,” added Kid Lennox.

“Likewise at runming,” 'said Jack Hardy.

*And at any other sport you_ care to
name!” chimed in Tommy Towers.

Harry Wharton turned to his ehums.

“Shall we take 'em seriously, you fellows?”
he asked.

“You'd better!’ advised Jimmy Brown.
“RBecause, if you don’t, the word will go
round that you're too funky to acecept our
¢hallenge.”

After a brief conference with the other

rs of the Famous Five, Harry Wharton
ed the scout leader.
serene !” he said.

“We'll take you

o |
* At cricket and swimming :md rmmmﬂ”’

“YCS aﬂd at amthmff else you like.
“Good i”
“Will three o doch this afternoon suit you
for the cricket-match?” inguired Wharton.
Do»\n to the ®ground!”
We'll regard thdﬁ as settled, then. And
we'll hold the ruxmmdm of the sports to-
STOITOW.

“And the camp that wins most events will
Ie entitled to call themselves top dogs,” said
Tommy Towers.

“Oh, absolutely {””

Ji«mmy Brown & Co. went on with their
cricket  practice, . and the Famous Five
returned to their own camp.

Morning lessons had finished at eleven, and
it was now nearly dinner-time. An appetising
odonr came from the dining-marquees. And
Billy Bunter was hovering in the vicinity, as
if he intended to waylay one of the cooks.

“Let’s go and have somec ginger-pop at
the tuck-tent,” suggested Boh Cherry.

In the canteen, over which Mrs. Mimbie
presided, a party of Removites were planning
an afternoon excursion along the coast.

“Afraid you’ll have to postpone your little
ramble,” said Wharton.

“Why?” asked Vernon-Smith. .

“We're playing ‘cricket  this
against the scouts.”

*0Oh, good!” g

“They've challenged us to meet thém at
mll sorts- of sports,” sald Bob Cherry. “We
ha'n’t be here much longer. And we might
well” put the )\)bosh on Jimmy Brown &
before we go.”

esy* tather 1’

The seouts’ challenge circulated swiftly
through’the Remove, and there was consider-
<kble- excitement.

Harry Wharton, as captain of the cricket
cleven, was smlply bembarded with applica-
tlous for places in the team.

“You’ll play me, of course, Wharton?” said
pqmﬁ
‘And me?”?
“Ditto me?”
“Faith, an’ if ye won’t gnc me a mhow,l 11
!xaughter ye, entoirely!”—
“Ha, hi,; hal”
* Harry V\harton waved the cm“d bacL.
THE PENNY POPULAR.—NO. £2.

afternoon

. notice-board after. dinner,”

folly in not changing into fiannels.

and Best Ali~

“Team ‘will he posted up on the camp

he said briefiy.
And the, clamouring, seething moh Wwere

compelled to possess their souls in patience.

THE THIRD CHAPTER
A Near Thing !

LEVEN members of the Remove Form
were in a highly-satisfied frame of
mind after dinner. They were the
eleven whose names appeared on the

notice-board.

Among the other fellows in the Form there
was weeping and gnashing of teeth.

But Harry Wharton spoke honeyed words to
the disappointed ones, amd he urged them
to turn out and cheer the Remove on to
victory.

The match was to be played in the meadow
adjoining the camp. The ground was inclined
to be bumpy in places. It was not nearly so
nicely rolled as the playing-pitch at Grey-
friars.  But, as Bob Cherry pointed out, it
would be the same for both sides.

" Jimmy Brown & Co. arrived shortly after
dinner. To the surprise of the Removites
they had not changed into flannels.

“Why haven't you fellows changed?” in-
quired Harry Wharton.

“Not necessary, dear boy,” said Jimmy
Brown. “We should lick you easily enough,
even if we wore heavy suits of mail.”

“Or if we played blindfolded!” eackled
Jack Hardy.

“Yes, rather!”’

- Harry Wharton looked grim.

“We shall see,” he said, as lxe spun the
coin.

“Heads!” said Jimmy Brown.

“TIt’s tails,” said the captain of the Remove.
“We'll bat first.”

“And if you're not all out in half an hour,
I'm a Dutechman!” was Jimmy Brown’s com-
ment.

A special marqguee had been erected to serve
as a pavilion. Refreshments were obtainable
within, and Harry Wharton and Bob Cherry
fortified themselves with strawberry-ices
prior to opening the Remove innings.

Quite a crowd of Greyfriars fellows had |

turned out to see the match.

Even Coker & Co. of the Fifth had con-
descended to honour the event with their
presence.

The umpires were Wingate of the Sixth,
and Scoutmaster Walters.

Harry Wharton took first knock, to the
bowling of Kid Lennox.

The captain of the Remove had seen Lennox
bowling that morning, and he prepared to
receive a slow, simple delivery.

When the ball came, however, it whizzed
along with the velocity of a bullet, and the
batsman’s off-stump was missed by the merest
fraction of an inch.

“Phew! Look out, Harry!” called Bob
Cherry from the other end of the pitch.

After that narrow escape Wharton kept
his eyes open. He found that Kid Lennox
was a bowler who varied his deliveries, send-
ing down fast balls and slow “googlies” by
turns. :

Once he had played himself in, Harry
Wharton showed the bowling no merey. He
despatehed the Dhall twice in succession to the
boundary ; and then he lifted it into the may-
quee, where it descended with a “plop ** on
to the knees of Billy Bunter, who was reclin-
ing in a deck-chair sampling a strawberry-ice.

The Owl of the Remeve jumped to his feet
m alarm.

“ Yarooooh!
yelled.

‘Ha, ha, ha!”

“Those fellows are going strong,” said
Brank Nugent, raising a glass of ginger-beer
to his lips. “Here’s power to their elbow !”’

Bob Cherry followed Harry Wharton's
e\'ampk’ and hit out lustily.

Runs came thick and fast, and the figures
on the scoring-board grew and grew. It
secemed. pretty evident that Jimmy Brown &
Co. were -booked for a licking,
mendous licking at that.

“Fifty up!” chortled Johnuy Bull, at fength,

“And the first pair still in,” said Vernon-
Smith. “I'm beginning to thmk tnat some
of us won't get an innings.”

In desperation, Jimmy Brown trleu a muple
of fresh bowlers But this only had the effect
of increasing the rate of scoring.

Boundaries were as plentiful as leaves in
Vallombrosa.. There were leg-hits and cats
galore, and terrific drives,

The scouts were beginning to regret their
Their

It’s raining cricket-balls!” he

and a tre-

scouting equipment was fairly cool, hud
flannels would have been much cooler.

“These bounders look as if they're going te
stay at the wickets ’mll sunset |2 growled
Jimmy Brown.

“Let’s have another shot at bo“lmg,’ said
.f&ld 'Le"mo‘{. “I'll shift the beggars SOMP-
iow!” -

And at last the partnership of Harry
Wharton and Bob Cherry was dissolved.

Bob ran out to a tempting ball from Kid
Lennex, missed it, and was stumped hefore
he could get back to his erease.

A volley of cheering greeted Bob Cherry
as he came off. He had made fifty of the
eighty runs which had been scored.

“I'll take your bat, I think, Bob,” said
Mark Linley, who was next in. *“lt’s bound
to bring me luek.” -

“The bowling’s dead easy, Marky,” said
Bob, sas he handed over the bat. “If you
don’t make at least ﬁft',, you'll deeer\e to
be flayed alive

Mark Linley made his ﬁftv all right. Then
he was struck on the forehead by a fast,
rising ball, and had to retire. He declared
that he would soon be fit again, and mean-
while his pldce at the wicket was taken by
Frank Nugent.

Harry Wharton was still battmv
a deozen rums short of his century.

“Three boundaries will do the trick,” re-
marked Vernon-Smith. “Wharton's in top-
ping form, and no mistake!”

The three boundaries were scored in the
next over. And then a storm of cheering
burst from the spectators. = -

“Bravo, Wharton!”

“Well played, sir!”

Billy Bunter popped his head out of the
marquee. \

“What's all the
fellows?” he inquired.

“ Wharten’s made his century !” said Dennis
Carr. “Hurrah!”

“If only he’d had the sense to shove me
in the side, there would have been a couple of
centuries!” said Billy Bunter,

“Ha, ha; hat”

With the total score standing at 240 Harry
Wharton declared the innings closed.

“Sorry mest of you fellows won't be ahle
to have an innings,” he said when he came
back to the marquee. - “But there would be
no sense in piling up a lot of unnecessary
runs. The Scouts won't get within a mile
of our total!”

“No jolly fear!”

An interval for tea foilowed. Jimmy Brown
&3 Co. were only too glad of that interval.
They had done so much lea ther-chasing that
_they were nearly dropping with fatigue.

“How d’'you feel, Jimmy?” inquired Beob
Cherry. -

“ Whew 1 :

“Still confident of winning?” asked Nugent.

“{roo!”

“Ha, ha, ha!? e

«Pass the jam-tarts this way,” panted
Tommy Towers. “Y can never bat well
vnless I lay a solid foundation.”

“I think it was jolly silly of you to declare,
Wlmrton ’ said Kid Lennox.

‘Why f’

“We shall get 240 all right.”

“Not in a thousand giddy years!” said
Dennis Carr.- “You're more likely to get
eleven duck’s-cggs!?

“¥es, rather!”

But there was a nasty shock in store for {he
Greyfriars cricketers

Fortified by rest and refreshment, the
scouts batted in great style. And runs came
at an alarming rate.

Jimmy Brown rattied up twenty in a few
minutes, and then he was caunht on the
boundary-line by *Mark Linley.

But Tommy Towers continued to hit out
vigorously.. The fastest deliveries of Hurrce
Singh, the Remove’s crack bowler, *had no
terrors for him. “And he was loyally bdacked
up by Jack Hardy.

The hundred was reached in record time.
And only one wicket down!

“This is awful !’ groaned Harry Wharton.

The Remove skipper looked worried to the
yerge of distraction. He had declared the
Greyfriars innings closed at 240, thinking that
the Remove had the mateh in safe keep' €.
And now the Scouts were piling up runs at
a terrific rate, and, moreover, they seemed
te be quite confident of wctory -

“If it wasn’t for the fact that you made
a century, Wharton,” said Dennis Carr,

“we’d Jolly well bump you for declaring too
soon.”

“Hear, hear!” said Peter Todd.

He was

rampus - about, you

s

“You
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Billy Bunter’s face resembled a boiled beetroot.

on the rope. ~(See page 7.)

He was fagged out; and he would have thrown up the sponge had not
a voice close at hand exclaimed : “ There’s a whoie rabbit-pie for you if Qreyfriars wins!’’ So he tightened his grip

cuzht to have waited until we'd put together
about four hundred.”

“It's easy to be wise after the event!”
grunted Wharton., “How did I know that
these fellows were a set of giddy Jessops?”

“They've got to be skittled out somehow,”
said Vernon-Smith, “or it will be a tragedy.”

“Better try your hand at skittling them
oui, then,” said *‘Wharton.

And Verpon-Smith did. His first ball
© »d Jack Hardy's middle stump to per-
form revolutions.

“Bravo, Smithy!” said Bob Cherry.
shall beat the beggars yet!”

Wickets fell fairly frequently after this.
But it seemed that the mischiel had been
done. ;

When the last of the Scouts went in only
three runs were needed to give Jimmy Brown
& Co. the victory.

The Removites hoped that the last man in
would be a nervous type of player, and that
he would be beaten by his first ball.

But this hope was speedily shattered.

“We

For

the last man walked-on to the playing-pitch’

alert: and confident.

Vernon-Smith was
down a real beauty.
it dead.

The-second ball was even better than its
predecessor, and the batsman got his bat to
it in the nick of time.

The third ball pitched short. And there
was a gasp of dismay from Harry Wharton &

bowling, and he sent
The batsman stopped

Co. as the batsman, grinning confidently, ran
out to swipe it.

Crack!

Tne ball was met fairly and squarely by
the face of the bat, and away it sped—away
and away, as if its destination was some-
where over the hedge.

But it got no farther than
upraised hand. .

Leaping high jn the air, Dennis brought
oft a magnificent catch. And the match was
over, and won by the Greyfriars

Dennis Carr's

Remove !

The batsman seemed dazed. He had quite |

intended that the ball should go over the
hedge, and it seemed incredible that it had
been intercepted, and held, by one of the
fieldsmen.

Yet such was the case. And the cheering
which greeted Dernis Carr's great effort could
be heard down on the beach of Woody Bay:

Harry Wharton mopped his perspiring brow
as he came off the field.

-“Jove, that was a near thing!" he panted.
“I made sure we had lost.”

“Same here,” said Jimmy Brown. *“Your
man Carr's a marvel! You’ll have to erect
a monument to him, or something, when you
get back to Greyfriars. Not one feliow in
a thousand would have held that cateh!”

“Well, we've lost the first event,” said
Tommy Towers resignedly; "“but methinks
there will be a different tale to tell to-
morrow.”

“Hear, hear!” said Jack Hardy. “We shall
win the other events hands down!”

To which Harry Wharton & Co. made retort
with the ancient and classic monosyllable:

“Rats?”

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Billy Bunters’ High Diving Dispiay.

$6 UMBLE out, you fellows!”
Harry Wharton thrust his heaa
through the flap of No. 13 tent in

the Remove lines, and rapped out
that sharp injunction.

The  four occupants of the tent—Boh
Cherry, Mark Linley, Hurree Singh, and Wua
Lung—stirred in theéir beds and awoke. -

It was dark as piteh until Bob Chercy
brought his electric-torch into action.

The rays of the torch fell full upon Harry
Wharton’s face.

“Why, it’s you, Harry! What the thump
do,you want here .at this time of night?”

“Are Jimmy Brown & Co. on the warpath?”
inquired Mark Linley, sitting up in bed.

“No,” was the reply. ‘

“Then what—"

“We've arranged to go for a dip, so that
we shall be in trim for the swimming contest
in the morning,” explained Wharton.

“A dip—at midright?” ejaculated Bok
Cherry.

“Y’L‘S.”

Tirg PENNY POPULAR.—NO. 82,
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“My hat!”

*I've roused Nugent and Carr and Johnny
Bull and Smithy,” Wharten went on.
think it’s a top-hole wheeze!”

“Dashed. if I deo!” grunted Boh Cherry.
“You must be potty to want to go swim-
ming on a night like this. There’s no moon,
and there’s not a star in the sky.”

“All the better,” said Wharton. “We shall
be able to break out of camp without being
spotted.”

“0Oh, you're potty!” said Bob, in disgust.
“We can easily practise in the morning.”
“We shall need more than one practice if
we're to lick the Scouts,” said the captain
of the Remove. “I've seen them bathing
down at the bay, ‘and they're top-hole
swimmers. If we put in a geod long swim
now, and another in the morning, we shall
stand a chance; but if there’s any slack-
ing >

“Eh?
Linley.

“If you don't come -

“Oh. we'll come all right!” said Bob Cherry.
“But it’s a mad idea, all the same.”

~The pottyfuluess of the ludicrous wheeze
is terrific!” said Hurree Singh. -

Three of the juniors  turned out and
started to dress. The fourth—Wun Lung—
curled himeelf up afresh between the hlankets.

“Coming along, Wun Lung?” inquired Harry
Wharton.

“ e no savvy,” was the drowsy reply.

“You "won't he swimming for the Remove
to-morrow  Still, it will be a }Jit of sport
for you,” said Wharton persuasively.

“Mc no savvy!”’

“@h, . all right.

Who's slacking?” growled Mark

s

Stay where you are!”
growled Wharton. “Ready, you feltows?”’

“Give us a chance!” protested Beob Cherry,
fumbling about in the darkness. —

“You needn't tog up elaborately in Etons
and silk toppers,’”’ said the captain of _the
Remove. “Flannels will do. And put a jerk
in it, for goodness’ sake!”

The iuniors were soon ready. They stepped
cut of the tent, and were joined outside by
the remainder of the midnight excursionists.

“ A1l here?”’ asked Vernon-Smith soft!_,v.

Harry Wharton replied in the aiﬁrmatwc—.‘

«We shall have to go ecaretully,” said
Dennis Carr. “I believe Coker & Co. are
on sentry-duty to-night.”

“In that ease we can make as much row as
wo like!” chuckled Frank Nugent. *Coker
wouldn't hear anything short of an earth-
guake!”’ %

“a, ha, Hat?

Armed with towels and costumes, the
juniors stole softly towards the camp exit.

Sprawiing in the long grass, close to the
gate, was Coker of the Fifth.

Coker was lying on his back, with upraised
knees, slumbering ~placidly. He evidently
imagined that a sentry was privileged to take
forty winks whenever he chose.

Harry Wharten & Co. stood looking down
on the sleeping sentry for a moment. Then
they wiped their boots on him and quitted
the eamp.

They went very warily, for they knew that '

= Theyr

at

if they were caught cut of bounds at
hour there would be ructions.

Camp discipline was much less strict than
the discipline - at Greyfriars. At the same
time, the Head would be hardly likely to
approve of nocturnal excursions of this sort.

Before the juniors had proceeded a hundred
yards in the direction of  the. shore there
lW:is a sound of approaching footsteps in the
ane.

“Into- the hedge—quick!”
Harry Wharton. . ¢

The others promptly ebeyed.

No sooner were they concealed in their
priekly ambush than a tall form leomed. up
in the darkness of the lane and went striding
past the spot.

Bob ' Cherry eclutched Harry
the arm. 3
“That was Loder!” he muttered.
‘YGS 3 =

«

that

rapped out

Wharton by

“He’s been out on the razzle, I suppose!”’

~I dare say there’s a White Horse, or a Red
Lion, or ‘a Dun Cow somewhere in the dis-
 trict,” murmured Frank Nugent.

/ien the footsteps of the prefect had
died ‘away in the direction of the camp the
juniors came out of their places of conceal-
ment. o

“Good job ZLoder didn't spot wus!’ said
Dennis Carr. 7

“Yes, rather!” 3

Harry Wharton & Co. went on their way:

They did not halt again until they reached
the sandy shore of Woody Bay. Then they
.slipped off their garments and plunged fear-
lessly into the dark waters. :

It was a novel, almost an uncanny expe-
rience swimming in the darkness. s

The juniors could distinguish the dark out-
line of the pier and of the rocks, and that
was all. 5

“Better not go too far out in case of acci-
dents,”” said Vernon-Smith.

The swimmers kept together in a ecluster,
and ventured out as far as the end of the
pier.

This was quite a good swim. And by the
time the juniors returned to the shore, after
having battled their way against a powerful
current, they felt that they had had about
enough.

“Another practice in the morning,” said
Harry Wharton, towelling himself vigorously,
“and we shall be as fit as fiddles!”

*“We ought to be able to put the kybosh on
Jimmy Brown & Co., anyway,” said Bob
Cherry.

Having dried and dressed themselves, the
adventurers started on their homeward
journey.

They got back to the camp without mishap.

Coker of the Fifth was still lying asleep in
the grass.

“If this merchant was in the Army,” said
Johnny Bull, giving the slumbering  Fifth-
Former a gentle prod with his boot, “he’d
be shot!”

“My dear ass,’’ said Dennis Carr, “as if
any self-respecting army would recruit
Coker!” X

“Ha, ha, hat?

Leaving Coker in the arms of Morpheus, the

juniors passed on.
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A subdued glow of light shone through the
canvas of one of the tents. It was Loder’s.
Harry Wharton & Co. gave it a wide berth
and made their way to their own quarters
by .a roundabout route. Their absence had
not been discovered by the authorities, and
they turned in.in high spirits,

. Next morning they rose with the lark, feel-
ing none the worse for their midnight swim.

Excitement rose almost to fever-pitch in
the Remove on the subject of the forthcoming
swimming contest.

Even Billy Bunter was excitéed. And that
was remarkable, for the fat junior rarely
evinced any interest in the athletic affairs of
the Form.

Morning lessons seemed interminable. But
the welcome word of dismissal came at last,
and the members of the Remove proceeded
in full force to Woody Bay.

Jimmy Brown & Co. were already on the
scene, They were reclining at full length
on the sahd in their bathing-costumes, en-
joying a sun-bath. Evidently they had becn
putting in some preliminary practice.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!” boomed the sten-
torian voice of Bob Cherry. “Ready for the
fray, you fellows?”

Jimmy Brown bounded to his feet at once,

*“Yes, rather!?” he said.

“What's the course going to be?” inquired
Harry Wharton.

“From here to the end of the pier.” N

“1-gee.”

“Of course, if that's too much for you 2

“Rats!’? said Wharton, with a smile.
“We'll make it to the end of the pier and
back, if you like.” .

“We jolly well won’t!” chimed in Tommy
Teowers. “’Nuff’s as good as a feast.”

“There’s a rope out yonder,” remarkea
Jimmy Brown, pointing out to sea. 'It's
fixed from the end of the pier to the judge’s
boat. The first fellow to touch-it winsg the
race for his side.”

Wharton nodded.

“Who's the judge?” he asked.

“Our scoutmaster. And his verdict will
be final.”?

“Of course!”

There were no less than nine Greyfriars
feilows taking part in the race.

The Famous Five were competing, as a
matter of course. And the other four were
Vernon-Smith, Mark Linley, Dennis Carr, and
Peter Todd.

Five minutes later the rival swimmers lined
up on the sandy bheach.

A big crowd witnessed the start of the great
race from the shore, and a still bigger crowd
swarmed on the pier and shouted messages
of advice and encouragement to the swimmers
below.

“(Come along Greyfriars!?®

“Buck up, the scouts!”

“Good old Wharton!”

“Put your beef into it, Jimmy!”>

At the commencement of the race the
swimmers were all in a bunch. But presently
they began to sort themselves out.

Hurree Singh, of Greyfriars, took the lead
with his speédy side-stroke, and close behind
him, striking out strongly, came Harry
Wharton and Jimmy Brown.

“It’s Inky’s race!” yelled Billy Bunter, who
was watching the event from the end of the
pier.

“Don’t lean too far over that railing. por-
poise,”” said Bolsover major, “or youll be
losing your spectacles!?”

“Rats! Pick it up, Inky!”

But Hurree Singh was dropping right be-
hind. He had set too strenuous a pace at
the outset, and both Harry Wharton and
Jimmy Brown overhauled him.

The race resolved itself into a neck-and-
neck struggle between the leader of the scouts
and the captain of the Greyfriars Remove.

The crowd on.the pier was waving and
heckoning and shouting frantically. 8

“Now, Wharton!”?

“Now, Jimmy!” >

“A dozen more strokes will do the trick!”

“Spurt—spurt, for goodness’ sakei’’

Excitement had risen to a high pitch.

Billy Bunter, curiously enough, was the
most excited onlooker of all.

Skinner declared that the fat junior must
have backed Greyfriars to win, and those wiio
watched Bunter swinging his arms about like
a windmill in a hurricane were inclined to
agree with Skinner.

The race was nearly over now. <

Harry Wharton made a desperate final
spurt and forged ahead of Jimmy Brown.

“Bravo!” yelled Billy "Bunter, his face
clowing with excitement. “Good old
Wharton! You've got him fairly whacked!
You—?"

Crash
Splash!
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The ecrash was caused by . the sudden
wilapse of the wooden railing, against which
3illy Bunter had been leaning heavily.

And the splash was caused by the fat

junior, who—quite intentionally, of course— |

—took a high dive from the pier into the
sea.

There was a gasp of alarm from the eye-
witnesses of the calamity.

It was feared that the Owl of the Remove
might be dashed upon tlie rocks. But Billy
Bunter landed fairly and squarely into the
sea just as Harry Wharton was about to
grasp the outstretched rope and win the
big race.

On hearing that mighty splash close behind
him, Wharton spun round qulc}dy in the
water.

He expected to see a porpoise, but not a
human porpoise. And when he caught sight
of his plump schoolfellow struggling franti-
cally in the water he uttered an exclamation
of astonishment.

“Gug-gug-gug!” spluttered Billy Bunter,
who had already swallowed about a pint of
seawater. “Help! " Rescue! Save me!”

Harry Wharton promptly grasped the Owl
of the Remove round the waist.

“Don’t struggle,” he muttered,
have the pair of us under!”

Meanwhﬂe, Jimmy Brown had completed
his swim. And he had won the race.

There was a great commotion among the
crowd on the pier. The Boy Scouts cheered
loudly, delighted at Jimmy Brown’s unex-
pected triumph. But several of the Grey-
friars fellows protested that it wasn’t fair—
that Harry Wharton would have won easily,
had he not been called upon to go to Billy
Bunter’s assistance.

The captain of the Remove managed to
support the fat junior until the scoutmaster
arrived on the scene in his boat.

And then Billy Bunter, his garments
drenched, his spectacles missing, and with wet
wisps of hair straggling over his forehead,
was hauled into the boat, and conveyed to
the shore.

When he crawled out on to terra firma the
1 of the Remove fuly expected to receive
sympathy of his schoolfellows. But his
ectations were not realised!

“Bunter, you ass 2

“ Bunter, you chump—-"

“Bunter, you imbecile——"

“You've lost us the race!”

“Why couldn’t you have postponed your
high-diving stunt till afterwards?”

Billy Bunter stood blinking at the indignant

“or you'll

throng.
“Oh, really, you fellows,” he protested
feebly, “I' wanted Wharton to win!”

“ And-he lost, thanks to you!” growled Dick
Russell.

“You deserve to be flayed alive!” snapped
Ogilvy.

Shortly afterwards, the swimmers emerved
from the water.

“Look here, Wharton,” said Jimmy Brown,
“in view of what happened, the race ought
not to count. We'll have a fresh contest.”

The captain of the Remove shook his head.

“That’s quite all right,” he said.

“It isn’t all right! You'd have won
it hadn't been for Bunter.”

“I ought to have gone on, and left Bunter’s
rescue to one of the fellows coming up
behind.”

After further discussion.on the subject, it
was decided that the result of the -race
should stand. .

It was rough .Jduck on Greyfriars.
feelings which
entertained
homicidal.

But Harry Wharton & Co. consoled them
selves with the reflection that in the remain-
ing events, which werc to take place after
dinner, they would more than hold their own.

Bllly Bunter hurried back to the camp to
change his clothes. He hurried because he
was wet and uncomfortable, and also because
he realised that if he lingered on the shore
he would receive a severe bumping.

His schoolfellows did not approve of Billy
Bunter's high-diving exploits!

if

And the
Billy Bunter’s schoolfeHows
towards him - were almost

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Billy Bunter Makes Amends !
ETER dinner there were signs of great
-~ activity in ‘the Greyfrmrs camp,
Four bexing contests had been
arranged between the rival sports-
men that day.
Harry Wharton was to tackle Jimmy
Brown, Dennis Carr was to meet Jack Hardy,
Bob Cherry was to face Kid Lennox, and

“GEM ' Library!
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Vernon-Smith was to administer the knock-
out to Tommy Towers, if possible.

The winuer of each of these contests would
secure a point for his side.

Practically all Greyfriars turned out to see
the -sport, and the scouts brought over an
enormous band of supporters.

A ring was formed in an open space away
from the tents. And Wingate of the Sixth,
who was one of the judges, rapped out the"
names of the first pair:

“Wharton! Brown!"”

“Hurrah!”

There were loud cheers for both combatants
as they stepped into the grassy arena.

Harry Wharton was more sturdily-built
than his opponent. But Jimmy Brown was
slightly the taller of the two, and he pos-
sessed a longer reach.

“There will be six rounds,” Wingate an-
nounced. “And if there is no knock-out by
the end of that time, the verdict will be
awarded on points. Are you ready, you two?”

The boxers nodded.

Y Timel”

The opening
fierce pace,

Harry Wharton hit out with vigour and
confidence. But he found that he had met
more than his match in Jimmy Brown, who
was quite an expert at the noble art.

“Harry will have all his work cut out,”
remarked Bob Cherry, looking out anxiously.

Vernon-Smith, WhO was stdndm" at Bob's
elbow, nodded.

round was contested” at> a

“I'm sorry to have to say so0,” he said,
“but Brown's the better man. Jove! Look
at_that!”

Harry Wharton was down, felled by a

smashing straight left. And only the call of
“Time!” saved him from an early defeat.

During the interval Frank Nugent sponged
his chum’s face. And Wharton was quite
himself again when he went up for the second
round.

Then the Greyfriars representative suc-
ceeded in getting some of his own back.
Jimmy Brown staggered from a terrific

punch on the nose, and the water rushed to
his eyes. He stood still, blinking in a dazed
and uncertain fashion.

Then did the Greyfnaxs ]Ul’l'OI‘S call upon
thew leader to go in and win.

“Now’s your chance, Wharton!”

“ Polish him off!”

But Jimmy Brown had no intention of being
polished off just.yet. Heavy blows were
rained upon him by his opponent; but he re-
fused to be overthrown.

The second round was all Wharton. So was
the third. Likewise the Fourth. But Jimmy
Brown resolutely refused to take the knock-
out.

In the interval between the fourth and
fifth rounds Frank Nugent noticed that his
chum was looking worn “and fanged

“Feeling groggy, old man?” he murmured.

Harry Wharton nodded.

“Between you and me,” he said, “I'm
done!"”

“Oh, you don't say that!”

“But it's true. 1 haven't an ounce of

energy left.”
“Neither has Brown. You'll settle his hash
in the next round, all right.”

But Wharton shook his head.

Not often did the captain of the Remove
admit that he was “whacked.” But on this
occasion he had fought himself to a standstill.
And the fact that Jimmy Brown was in little

‘better case did not afford him much consola-

tion.

“Time!” rapped out Wingate.

For the fifth time 'scout and schoolboy
stood face to face in the ring.

In this round Jimmy Brown fought with
the strength of despair. He rained blow after
blow upon his opponent, and he- hustled him
round the ring.

Had any one of those biows had sufficient
force behind it, Harry Wharton would have
gone down for the count. As it was, he just
managed to keep going. 3

Wharton survived the fifth round, and he
survived the sixth and last. But in both
rounds Jimmy Brown had done the lion's
share of the fighting, and it came as no
great surprise when the judges awarded the
verdict to the scout leader on points.

The defeat of Harry Wharton, although
not crushing, meant that Greyfriars had lost

a valuable point. And there was great
anxiety in the ranks of the Remove.
That anxiety was soon lcsscned, however,

by Dennis Carr.

Dennis was called upon to face Jack Hardy,
and the fight lasted exactly ten: seconds. 4
At the end of that time Hardy went down.

on Sale. 7
A smashing straight left caught him between
the eyes, and finished his chancez. He failed

- to -rise, and Greyfriars, in the person of
Dennis Carr, bad succeeded in levelling thinra
up once more. :

It was generally imagined that the third
bout, between Bob Cherry and Kid Lennox,
would be too ene-sided to prove interesting.

Kid Lennox, however, put up a very plucky

fight, and he went the whole of the' six
rounds. But Bob Cherry gamed the verdict
on points.

“This is where we
Johnny Bull."

“Yes, rather!”

But the Friars did not keep their lead long.

In the last of the boxing bouts Tommy
Towers created a staggering surprise “by
defeating Vernon-Smith. And it was a very
thorough defeat, too—the bounder of Grey-
friars being outpointed at every turn.

Jimmy Brown & Co. were very pleased
with the way things were going. They had
scored three points, having won the swim-
ming race and two of the boxing contests.

Greyfriars had scored three points, too.
They had won the cricket match and two ot
the boxing bouts.

But the Boy Scouts felt conﬂdent that in
the running races, which were now about to
take place, they would .outclass theit
oppenents. 2

And then began a ding-dong tussle, which
would never be forgotten, either by those
who took part in it or those who merely
looked on.

The hundred yards race provided a breath-
less and a thrilling finish. Jimmy Brown won
it, defeating Hurree Singh of Greyfriars by
inches only.

The scouts then went farther ahead, Kid
Lennox winning the high jump in grand style.

Harry Wharton held a brief consultation
with the other members of the Famous Five.

go a'iead !" chortled

“This is awful!” he exclaimed. “Those
bhounders are beating us at every turn!”
“My dear fellow,” said Bob Cherry, “when

it comes to the long jump and the half-mile,
they- won't stand an earthly!”

And they didn't. For Bob himself won
both these events.

The points were now equal again, and the -
excitement was intense.

An obstacle race was the next item on the
programme. And the obstacles which had
to be surmounted were many and various.

There were hurdles which had to be cleared.
There were ladders, through the rungs of
which the competitors had to squeeze them-
selves. And there was a greasy pole which
had to be walked. Those who tumbled off
in the process had to start afresh. 5

Hurree Singh, who was as agile as a
monkey, carncd everything before him in
this event. And he looked a certain winner—
until he came to the greasy pole. He got
half-way across, and -then overbalanced, to
the dismay of the Greyfriars supporters.

Tommy Towers was following up behind,
and he managed to cross the pole at the first
time of asking. He was challenged ncar the
finish by Vernon-Smith, who had gained
ground rapidly. But Tommy Towers put in
a brilliant spurt at the finish, and he won the
ohstacle Tace by a bare yard.

“We’'ve fallen behind again,” said Bob
Cherry. “Never mind! We’'ll make amends
in the mile.”

The mile was the stiffest race of all,
it was also the rhost exciting.

There were a dozen runners—six scouts and
six Greyfriars fellows. And they got off the
mark in great StVIL when Wingate discharged
the pistol.

Jimmy Brown was the first to take the lead.
And his partisans urged him on with shouts ot
Pncouragement .Not that he needed much
urging. He was speeding along like a hare,
and not even the fleetest of the Greyfriars
runners could catch him.

“Jimmy !"*

“Go it, Jmey o

“You've got 'em groggy!”

fAnd in response to these cries came shouts
of :

.“Buck up, Greyfriars!”

“Put your beef into it!”

The course was three times round the
camp. "And when he was within ten yards of
the tape, with the other runners far behind,
Jimmy Brown suddenly threw up his hands
and pitched forward in the grass. He was
“done.”

. Ile sat up, dazed by the din and the shout-
ing. He realised that only a trifiing distance
of ten yards lay between him and uctorv
(Continued on page 10.)
Tur PENNY PoPtLaR.—NO. 82,

and




@

8 * The Oldest and Best All~School Story Paper—

OF A FAMQOUS DETFCTIVFE.,

A THRILI ING NEW STORY

Locke-is Faced with an Alarming Mystery,

- ALF-PAST seven o'clock on a-black
- February night.
man hurrying out of a main-line
station stopped opposite the post-
office, and for a moment watched the tide
of human traffic - flowing ceaselessly to res-
taurant and theatreland. For him the day’s
work was néver done.” Every hour brought
work to Ferrets Locke, the detective. Yet,
just back from a case in Paris, he hoped to-
night might bring respite and rest. During
the few moments that he stood waiting for
a taxi to draw up more than one curious
passerhy turned to look at the arresting
figure, already famous among the people ‘of
two continents. -

Arrived  at - his flat' in Maida Vale, 'he
mounted two flights of stairs to his suite of
apartments.  Throwing his soft-felt hat and
fur-lined coat on to a chesterfield, he switched

on the lights and passed into an inmer room. |

Everything was in perfect order, the fire
made up and free from untidiness; not a sign
of litter. anywhere. A small pile of letters
lay on the flap of his desk. Tobacco-jar,
_pipes, and several boxes of cigarettes showed
his devotion to nicotine,

He took the pile of letters and hent over
them. It was now as he stooped that one
became aware of the- bearing of the man;
tall and big, with a soldierly alertness that
belied the curious, half-somnolent light in the
deep-set eyes searching the envclopes.

They might be interesting him but little,
yet of every one he noticed the postmark, the
date of posting, and read in each separate
handwriting the charactel of the person who
had penned it.

In all there were seventeen. Sn.teen he
put on one side, one alone he balanced
thoughtfully on his fingers. The jerkiness of
the superscription, the broken characters, and
the slurred letters told of the writer’s ner-
vousmess and unnatural haste.

“More work!” he laughed shortly, turning
the envelope over and observing the richness
of the paper. +He swung round in his revolv-
ing-chair towards=the fire.

This was what he read:

“20, Baysdown Road, Regent’s Park,
“February,- 13th; 19—

“Pear 8Sir,—~I need not apeologise for
troubling you, because I want your assist-

ance.: It is'a case of life or death—my death, *

upless you ean help me and save me. Let me

say straight away that money is no object. |
1 twenty minutes to nine when he picked up
his hat and stick and passed into the outer |

My signature below speaks for itseif.

“You:may know of me as 3 wealthy man. 1]

must tell you my story to make sure you will
take up my case..

“Ten years ago I was an impoverished
director of a diamond-mine near Kimberley.
Six years later found me a multi-millionaire.
My wealth has brought me no happiness. I
have ruined my life by killing a man in self-
defence. It does not matter now what was
the nature of the quarrel bhetween Boris
Stephanoff and me. But, as a result of that
quarrel Boris Stephanoff met his death in
Jeffersburg, South Africa, twe years ago.
. THE PENNY POPULAR.—NO.- 82.

- A striking-looking -

4 for I believe you

| coward, nething more.

From that day his brother, Ivan Stephanoff,
has been out on the 'blood trail after me. He
is determined to take my life in revenge for
his brother’s.”

Locke turned back the-letter and read the
first _part again. After a moment he went
on: -

“Ivan Stephanofi’s one:time friendship for
me turned in a moment of time to fierce,
insensate hate—hate that has followed me
across the world.

“T have fled before it appalied, but my end
is sealed. Stephanoff will never rest until the
debt of blood is wiped out, till my life has
atoned for his brother’s. He has sworn to
kill me, and since he made his vow my life
has been a living hell. I cannot tell you
where I have been to escape his vengeanee,
for he has dogged me ceaselessly. Terror
scized me. I fled. Neither money nor the law
has availed. He follows on my trail, track-
ing me to a doom which grows in horror
because of its relentless certainty. Any hour,
any minute, we may come face to face. A
dagger-thrust, a pistol-shot, may have reached
me even before you read these lines. Three
months ago, in Moorshedabad, he attempted
to poison me. I escaped, and left for Europe.
Until four weeks ago, T neither saw nor heard
of him. T had hopes he was dead. Then one
night—to be exact, on Wednesday, January
14th last—at a masked ball in Vienna, he
shot at me, but missed, and took to flight.
Then he traced me to Brussels, where he
made yet another attempt, but again failed.
In fear I fled to London, but he has found
me once more.

“Strangc indced for a man to confess it,
but my e\lstencc has become a hideous night-
mare, a monster of horror gnawing into my
brain, and growing. When and how will it
end?

“I am distraught, distracted from fear. 1
write to you. The very effort cdnsoles me,
alone can help. And
yet—— Good Heaven, the fear comes upon
me now! He may be in this room even as
I sit here. My brain reels. I feel his fingers
on my throat choking me. Bah! am a
You will understand.
1 beg of you, come at once. Every moment
adds to my fear of death.

““ MARCUS HANNAFORD.”

Deliberately Locke folded up-the extrava-
gant letter; placed it in his pocket-book, and
glanced at the timepiece on the mantel.

The hands of the lantern clock pointed to

Toom.

He scribbled .a few directions' te his
assistant, Baker, and hurried down the stairs.
Twenty odd minutes later he turned into
Baysdown Road. The night was black and
blustering, no vestige of stars or moon, but
there was a biting wind that drove passers-
by hurriedly to the warmth and shelter of
their homes.

Curiously the detective glanced at the
houses along one side, big plaees with a sug-
gestion of comfort and luxury behind the
somewhat faded exteriors. He continued the
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of FERRERS LO CKE, the
- Famous Detective. -:-

By MAURICE EVERARD, |
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task of scanming the numbers,
proaching the one he sought

The wind lulled an ominous hush that made
itself felt. Then whip-like came the sharp
crack of a pistol-shot. A swelling volume of
sound died away to the tinkle of glass. It
was so unexpected that for the moment loca.
tion scemed impossible, but a subconscious
sense of direction urged Locke on, till he
found himself standing immediately below a
bullet-shattered window. There was a light
in the room above. No hurrying feet dis-
turbed the silence. The number on the fan-
light over the door was 20.

The detective sped upstairs, his mind on
Hannaford. The thin fingers gripped an
automatic pistol. Both the stairway and the
landing were fairly lighted, and, hastening
along the latter, he took in the fact of a
half-open door on the right, apparently a bed-
room in darkness, and another,through which
shone rose-red rays, cpen at the far end.
The former he instinctiveiy drew to, turned
the key in the lock, and sped on down the
corridor.

“That’s the room,”
one at the end.”

His footsteps were noiseless on the rich
carpet, and his eyes fixed on the open door.
By the time he reached it the black tube
glinted in his hand.

For an instant he stood on the threshcld,
his face grim and pale, his eyes narrowing.

Horribly distinet in the warm light a
kuman form lay, streteched face downwards on
the floor. A bluish hol¢ in the temple stocd
out horribly dark against the marbled skin;
a trickie of blood gathered in a quickly wan-
dering pateh in the thick pile of the carpet.

One hand, nervously twitching, still grasped
a smoking pistol, while on the far side of
the room hy the window a second weapon lay,

rapidly ap-

he conjectured—‘the

| a tiny spiral of smoke fast vanishing, and,

dominating the tragedy, a tall young man,
his back turned to the detective as he benf
over the slain man.

Seconds only had passed since the firing
of the chot; omne act in the drama was done.
The curtain had fallen, and now rose on the
nexs.

“Prop your hands to your sides,
wp, and face mell

A resolute thréat, ,m—cgmpelling in its un-
expectedness and quiét deliberation. At
Locke’s command the stooping @ figure
straightened out and swung round  with a
gas.p of terror.

“He’s dead!” he cried. “Stone dead!”

The hard lines about Locke’s mouth did
not soften. ~

“I am sorry,” he said coldly, “but it is
my duty to keep you here. until the police
Arrive.”

At mention of the police the young man
moved towards him, placing a trembling
hand on the detective’s arm.

“The police! No, for the love of Heaven,
not the police! You don’t think I—I com-
mitted this murder? Youm don’t suspect me—
and you won’t hand me over to the police?”

His words were spoken at a rapid rate
with extraordinary carnestness, and as he
saw the stern lock in Locke’s grey eyes he
shrank back.

straighten

&




* sbvious.

~—The

Locke sighed, but shook his head.

“I am a private detective, and, not being
a police-officer, have really no authority for
questioning you as to whether you are inno-
m{nt or guilty. All the same, my duty is
plain,” |

While he spoke he was bending over the
still form stretched out full in the light of
the electric chandelier.

“Dead!” he repeated, and looked up to
find the young man’s eyes fixed on him in
terror. Locke thought he was going to
faint.

“Half a minute! You mustn’t go off like
that!” he ecried, putting down the pistol.
He sprang up just in time to catch him.
“8it there o moment. I'Il get you some
water.”

“No, no! I want nothing—only to go!
You suspect me—think I am guilty of shoot-
ing that man. I swear I've done no wrong!
It only you would let me go—let me leave
now before it is too late! Latcr—yes, to-
morrow—I would come and tell you every-
thing, and prove te you I am innocent!”

“l can do nothing,” the detective said

doggedly. “Murder has clearly been done.
.l‘%cotl'and Yard must be told. You must sit
here!"” s

e went to the telephone and was aboub
to lift up the receiver. In a flash the youth’s
hand reached out and snatched up the
detective’s revolver.

“1f you ring that bell,” he cried, darting
to the door, putting his back against it, and
pointing the weapon to his forehead, “I

shall kill myself!”

H 4 half-raised "to his ear. His steely

glance took in the other’s resolution.

“Put that pistol down!” he said sternly.

He eyed Locke defiantly, all fear gone
in a moment of desperation.

“I won't! If you mean to give me into
custody, I shall shoot myself!”

“Then the obvious conclusion would be
that you killed this man.”

“I didn't do it!” His voice rose angrily.
“For the last time, will you believe me and
let me go? 3

The grimness in Locke’s face melted.

“f can't let you go—just yet, at any rate.
But I do believe you, because by your own
action you have turned the suspicion of guilt
away from you. Put down the pistol! If
you tried, you couldn’t fire it; the trigger
is fixed by - safety-lock. I left it on  the
table purposely, knowing, if you had done
this thing, your first and natural impulse
as scon as my back was turned would be to
snatch up that weapon, shoot me, and
escape. All the same, you are in a desperate
plight!”

He put the pistol down.

“1 shall never forget your kindness,” he
whispered. “You will let me go now?”’

Locke was busy taking im the details of the
tragedy.

“Ior your own sake, I daren’t,” he replied.
“Murder has been done. This poor fellow
has been shot. - You are found in the room
bending over him, even before the life is out
of his body. The weapon with which the
fatal shot was fired lay close to your hand.
What else will your going look like but guilty
flight?” :

The ‘other came and stood by him as he
bent over the dead man.

*But you believe me innocent? If I am
arrested, how can I clear myself?”

‘The detective looked up.

“Frankly, I see go way at present. That
is why [ -don’t want 'you to take any step
which might Ax this’ crime more firmly upon
you. It is only a matter of moments before
the murder must be made known to the
police. If you go now, the conclusion is

Before twenty-four hours were
gone you would be arrested.” -

“Is there nothing I can do%”’

“Nothing, except give such reason for your
being hers as shall gain you the benefit of
the doubt in this terrible affair. Tell me
your name."

“John Hay.”

“Why did you come here to-night?”

He flung the question at him, all the time
making swift notes and skeiches of the scene
of the tragedy. Every word he uttered, too,
went down, though Hay could not have
guessed it by the way his keen eyes took
in everything.

“Please, don't ask me.
tell you,”

Who Fired the Fatal Shot ?
CCKE remained motionless, the tele-
phone-receiver poised in his hand,

§ . I couldn’t possibly
he -replied miserably, “There are

“GEM " Library! Now

some things a fellow can't tell, even to save

his own life.”
The man was submerged in the detective.
“Maybe,” he cut.in shortly, “but 1 am
trying

any more time slip by.”

picked up the telephone. :

“The-way to the street is open, Hay. If
you are guiltless, for the belief and hope I
have in your innocence, I warn you not to
g0.” >

Between them lay the dead body of Marcus
Hannaford, his face greying visibly as the
red stain widened on the carpet.

“You. are doing your best to help me. I
shall never forget. Is there nothing I can
do?” he said again.

“Nothing but to tell the truth and face
the consequences. You are innocent, you
say. What are the consequences to an
innocent man?”

“I'm not thinking of myself——" he began,
but broke off swiftly.

“Ah, I see!”

.} cryptic notes into Hay's hands.

0_help you out of ‘your predicament..
Will you be frank witp me? I daren’t let]

on Sale. 9

forced him-into’ the chair by the desk on
which the telephone stood. Then he-put his

. “Appear busy - writing, and’ don’t:
word,” he whispered, and straighténed

just

-as a man in a dressing-gown appeared in the
3 - < doorway. ;i -
He walked to the door, unlocked it, and .|

“Is the trouble here?” he asked. “Good
heavens, man, ‘what's happened?”’ his ‘glance
resting on the rigid form. i

“Murder, I fear. Wilt. you help me by
fetching a policeman? I am Ferrers Lotke.”

“Locke, the detective?” = AL

“Yes. I am telephoning to Scotland Yard.”
He picked up the instrument. “If you wiil
fetch a constable I will keep watch bere.”

The stranger smothered an oath. 5

“A devilish nuisance, this sort of thing!”
he muttered: gelfishly. “My name’s Donald-
son. I occupy the flat over this. When the
pistol went off I was in bed on doctor’s orders,
but hearing voices, I dressed and camc
down.”

Locke

caught the sudden pallor that

mounted into John Hay's cheeks.

¢ If you ring,” cried the

Ferrers Locke wen{ to the telephone, and was about to lift up the receiver.
youth, darting to the door and putting his back
against it, “ I shall kill myself !* (See this page.)

At last Locke had found the clue to his
terror. He was trying to shield someone.

“Was anyone else beside you here when
the murder was committed?”

Hay's eyes flashed with
resolution.

“I heard the shot fired, that is all.

unshakable

When

I came into the room Hannaford was lying’

on his face. I saw no one.,”

“No one passed you on the stairs?”

“You would bhave seen if they had. You
must have come up the stairs almost. on’
my heels.”

Locke nodded.

“That is true. I was only a few yards
from the front door when the pistol went
off. I saw no one come out.” His manner
became more grave. “That is the awkward
part for you. Clearly, it will be asked, if
you didn’t murder this man, who did?”

“We are going in circles. What do you
propose doing?”-he asked resignedly.

For answer Locke held up a warning hand.

“Hark! I fedar the matter will be taken out
of my hands.” . wh

On. the floor above a door slammed, and
slippered feet descended the. stairs. ;

Locke seized the young fellow's arm and

“Well, Mr. Donaldson, I'm sure the police
will trouble you as little as possible. You
might, however, remember exactly the time
when you heard the report. of the pistol.
Your evidence will be valuable. Aund a
policeman, if you please !” :

He spoke into the telephone just as the
door closed..

“Hullo, Scotland Yard! Ts that Scotland
Yard? Thank you! I want to speak to Sir
Kenneth Moseley. Ferrers Locke speaking.”
After a moment’s silence: “Is that you, Sir

| Kenneth?”

Hay stiffened as Locke briefly told of his
discovery. Seconds ticked by, and still no
mention of him. Was the detective indeed
going to leave him out—to shield -him per-
haps at the risk of his own reputation?

He rose, and while he still held the instru-
ment, laid -his hand on his wrist.

“You must- not, Mr. Locke—you must not
keep my mname. back. any longer,” he¢
whispered.

Locke stared, amazed.

A few moments ago he dreaded facing the
police. Now for his sake he was offering
voluntarily te® surrender himself. Still, he

. THE PENNY POPULAR.—NO. 82,
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continued his hurried recital of the discovery,
but Hay’s name did not figure in it.

When he put the instrument down John
Hay faced him resolutely. B

“Though 1 threw myself on your mercy and
begged your help, I didn’t ask you to im-
peril yourself. You are trying to hide up
my part in this affair because you are sorry
for me.”

“And what of that?” he asked quickly.
“You have convinced me, I hardly know how,
of your innocence. If I can save you, I shall
do so.”

“You are very_ generous.” g

“1 feel for you,” he said. -*The rest is
my affair, not yours. Mr. Hay”—his voice
fell to a low whisper—"I .don’t deny there
is danger for both of us in what I am about
to do. but I see no other hope of your winning
free. The constable is coming. In' ten
minutes half the detective force of Scotland
Yard will be here. You must say nothing,
except that I sent you here with a message
to Marcus Hannaford, telling him L would
call on him without fail to-night. You came
and discovered him dead only a few seconds
betore I arrvived; in faet, 1 was close behind
you as you came up the stairs.”

“Which is the truth!” Hay exclaimed fer-
vently. “What else?”

“No time now to explain; leave everything
in my hands. Do you write shorthand? Good!
Then take down what I dictate®

He resumed his examination of the place,
dictating the while: “Fatal shot fired at three
minutes past nipe. Murdered man’'s and
assassin’srevolvers both discharged practically
simultaneously, as only one report heard.
When we arrived on scene of crime mur-
derer "—Hay’'s hand trembled as he wrote
the last word, and the penecil slipped from

his fingers, but Locke went inexorably on—-

“had made good his escape. Position of body,
face downwards on the carpet, eight feet
from desk, head towards open door of inner
apartment, a bed-room, the passage door of
which - was open when I arrived, but locked
by me as I went by. As no one passed us
on stairs, assassin could not have escaped
that way—— Ah, constable, I'm glad you've
c¢ome, A crime has been committed only a
few moments ago. Yoz've seen nc suspicious
characters about, I suppose?”

“None, sir,” replied the policeman, as he
entered the room. ‘“Baysdown Road is on my
beat. I was just patrolling it when this
gentleman here "—pointing tc Donaldson—
“fetched me along. Have you notified the
Yard, Mr. Locke?” :

“Certainly! Don’'t touch either weapon
until Sir Kenneth arrives.”

Police-constable Thwaitely stood aside,
making notes and talking in a low voice to
Mz. Donaldson about the terrible nature of
the aifair.

Hay, in the intervals when Locke did not
throw a word at him, watched in amaze the
coolness with which the detective went about
his work. His eyes and hands were every-
where, subjecting to the closest serutiny the
waste-paper basket—unnoticed by Thwaitely
—and even tiie long-dead ashes in the grate.

The Rival Detectives.

T twenty-seven minutes past nine the
Assistant Commissioner of Police him-
self was -on the scene, accompanied,
among others, hy Detective-Inspector

Barkleigh Fox, an astute officer whom Locke
had had as rival in many a puzzling case.

Sir Kenneth Moseley, grim and alert, shook
Locke by the hand. Barkleigh Fox merely
inclined his sleek dark head in formal recog-
nition.

Sir Kenneth remained near the door, eye-
ing everything. Locke gave him a minute to
finish his survey, and dictated a few broken
sentences to Hay. The tension was terrible.
So far neither of the newcomers appeared
to take the slightest notice of the younger
mian’s presenee.

The Commissioner was the first to speak.

“Well, Locke, what do you make of it?”’
he asked tensely. “And who was the first
on the feene of the erime?” surveying Police-
constable Thwaitely narrowly.

“My secretary, Sir Kenneth, a fraction of a
second before me.” Locke responded briskly.
“Had I arrived half an hour earlier the
tragedy might have been averted. Read
that ! 3

He put Marcus Hannaford’s letter into the
other’s hand.

. “H'm! A vengeance trail, T see.
of this fellow Stephanoft?”

TBE PENNY POPULAR,—NO. &2.

Any trace

Are you teading . - <

£ Michael Poole’s Grand 1
School Stories of Dickie &

3 Dexter & Co., at St. Katie’s? §

-3

3 THEY ARE APPEARING 3

“Not - the
utterly!”?

Sir Kenneth scribbled something on a slip of
paper which he handed to one of his men,
who disappeared with it. =

“When did you receive this Jetter—Marcus
Hannaford’s request for your help and pro-
tection?”

“It arrived at my flat yesterday morning.
I got it to-night on my revurn from Paris.
Not taking the matter quite so seriously as
poor Hannaford did, and being at the moment
engaged, I despatched Mr. Hay here with a
message to the effect that I would call on
Mr. Hannaford later in the evening. 1 got
here much sooner than I expected—a lew
yards behind Mr. Hay, in fact, who heard
the shot fired when he was ascending the first
flight of stairs.”

Barkleigh Fox was on hands and knees,
noting the bore of the pistol that lay near the
door separating the two rooms.

“You must bave heard two shots fired,
Locke. Hannaford’s weapon and this small
one have both hcen discharged.””

“I heard only one. You, too, heard only
one, Hay, didn’t you?”

Hay strove hard to appear collected, but
the consciousness of Detective Fox’s small
dark eyes fixed on him proved very discon-
certing. 2

“I heard only one, Mr. Locke,” he said,
putting down the notebook and facing the
two men squarely. « :

Sir Kenneth looked puzzled.

“That pistol over there ’—pointing to the
bed-room door—*“what do you make of it?”

Locke smiled grimly.

“I am not inclined to give any opinion yef,
Sir Kenneth, except that undoubtedly the
fatal shot was fired from it. Mr. Hannaford
still bolds a pistol with an unusually big
bore. The bullet which kiiled him was shot
from a small-calibre weapon. I imagine,
when the autopsy comes, the bullet in his
head will be found to coincide with similar
bullets in the undischarged chambers of the
smalier revolver lying near the broken
window.”

“What was the state of affuirs, Locke, when
you and—er—your secretary ’—the Commis-
sioner seemed to linger somewhat curiously
on the word “secretary ”—“entered the
room?’?

“Both weapons were still smoking, showing
that each had been discharged less than a
minute before we saw them.”

“Have you ever noticed how long smoke
will hang about the muzzle of a discharged
revolver?*’

“Yes. In still atmosphere from twenty-
seven to thirty-eight or thirtynine seconds.
I have seen a pistol-barrel smoke fifty
Seconds after being discharged, but that was
in an absolutely shut-up room.”’

“What do you call this, then?” Fox inter-
posed.

“The shot fired by Mr. Hannatord—I pre-
sume in self-defence, or subconsciously as he
fell back with the murderer’s bhullet in his
head—must have shattered the small window
yonder. There would be a certain disturb-
ance of the still air caused by the draught;
consequently, the two weapons may have been
discharged within twelve or fifteen seconds of
our arrival.” > >

“In which case the murderer ' can have had
only a quarter of a minute’s start of you.”

Fox's tones were openly challenging.

“That is so,” Locke admitted coolly. “But
as no one passed me in the street or on the
stairs, and as this gentleman, who lives on
the floor above, informs me there is no hack
way out of these flats, I confess I am puzzled
to know how and just when Ivan Stephanoff
got away.”

(There will be another grand instalment of
this magnificent adventure serial next week.
Tell all your friends about it.)

slightest. He: has vanished
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And then, with a herculean effort, he scram-
bled to his feet.

But that effort came too late.

A fleet-footed figure came speeding past

_and breasted the tape before Jimmy Brown

had been able to struggie half-way across the
intervening space.

And then a mighty rear went up.

“Hurrah!”

“Wharton’s won!”

“Greyfriars for ever!”

Beaten by Jimmy Brown in the boxing con-
test, Harry Wharton had turned the tables
on his rival in the mile race. He had rumn
a well-judged race, and finished first.

Wingate of the Sixth consulted a list ke
held in his hand, and, as soon as he could
make himself heard, he announced:

“The two sides are level, in the matter
of points. The final event—the tug-of-war— -
will decide the issue!” . 7

At this juncture Billy Bunter elbowed his
way towards the rope which was being pre-
pared in readiness.

The Owl of the Remove had taken no part
in the sports hitherto. He was not an
athlete. But his weight in a tug-of-war con-
test was invaluable; and Wharton wisely de-
cided to include him in the Greyfriars side.

There were to be three pulls; but the con-
test did not start for at least ten minutes.
Masters and prefects and judges had all their
work cub out to keep the crowd back.

When at last the spectators were forced
pack out of range, the gruelling contest
began.

Billy Bunter lay back on the rope, and
pulled like a Trojan. And it was largcly due
to the fat junior’s efforts that Greyfriars won
the first pull. :

_Jimmy . Brown rallied his men. =

“If we lose the next pull, we're done !” he
exclaimed.

The scouts threw heart and soul into the
effort, and they had the satisfaction of haul-
ing their opponents over the line. =

‘And now came the final pull—the pull which
was to decide the issue.

The fellows on both sides were on the verge
of exhaustion. But they summoned all their
strength for that last desperate effort.

Urged on by their respective supporters,
they lay back and tugged with all their
might.

» Greyfriars gave ground for a foot or two,
and if looked as if they would be beaten.

Billy Bunter’s face Tesembled a boiled
heetroot. He was fagged out, and he would
probably have thrown up the sponge had not
a voice close at hand exclaimed: -

“There’s a whole rabbit-pie for you if Grey-
friars win, Bunty!” — 5

The mention of a Trabbit-pie stimulated
Billy Bunter to fresh efforts. He tightened
his grip on the rope and pulled tenaciously.

The rest of the Greyfriars team pulled hard
at the same time, with one strong, comcerted
effort, which the scouts could not withstand.

And then, after a moment of tense, hreath-
less anxiety, Jimmy Brown & Co. came
sprawling over the line—baflled and beaten!

% . 3 . ’ 4 s
In the Greyfriars camp that evening a mag-
nificent spréad was held. Victors and van-
quished sat down to-it together.
. The sports had proved very exciting and
immensely popular, and Harry Wharton & Co.
had triumphed over the scouts from the rival
camp. ;

But it had been no walk-over. From starf
to finish it had been a stern, dour struggle.
And Billy Bunter, who had lost Greyfriars the
swimming race by diving off the pier at the
wrong moment, had made ample ameads in
the tug-of-war. 3

Billy Bunter occupied the place of honour—
of course! And his appetite was in excellent
trim—of course!

It was a very merry gathering. And Harry
Wharton & Co., elated though they were at
their splendid success, did not forget to drink
the health of Jimmy Brown and his fellow-
scouts, who had proved themselves to be
doughty rivals and sportsmen true!

(Another grand long story of Harry Whare
ton & Co., entitled: *“GETTING QUITS WITH
GREYFRIARS!”® Make a joint of ordering
your copy earty!).
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
The Talisman.

(¢ ANY happy returns of the day,
Ernest !”
“Thanks, Franky, old man!”

Thus Frank Levison, of the Third
Form at St. Jim’s, greeted his elder brother
Brnest, of the Fourth Form at the same
ancient foundation, on the morning of the
latter’s birthday.

It was just alter breakfast, and morning
school would begin in about twenty minutes.

The brothers Levison strolled cut into the
old quadrangle in company,” Ernest with
several letters and packages in his hand.

“Got a good post—eh?” said his brother,
with a grin. “I suppose there’s a remiftance
irom father there?”

Eriuest turned over a small package about
the size of an ordinary matehbox.

“This has come from father.” he said, in
a puzzled voice. “Blest if I can guess what
it is! Buf there’'s a letter from him, too.
Let’s see what he says.” :

Levison major opened one of the letters,
and scanned it. As he did so his expression
became more puzzled still.

“Just listen to this!” he exclaimed, when
he had finished it. *“Blest if it doesn’t
beat the band!”

He began to read:

“Dear Ernest,—

“‘I am sending you a £1 note in honour
of your birthday, with my love and best
wishes. T am also sending, in another parcel,
something which you will doubtless be sur-
prised to get. It is -an- old Hebrew ring,
set with a curiously-carved green stone, which
came to light yesterday in a corner of the

old bureau whiech belonged to your grand-~

father. I have not seen it for many years,
but I remember being told the story of it.
Our fanuly used to call it “The Luck of the
Levisons,” and the story runs that if worn
by the eldest son of ocur house it is a talis-
man that will bring him good fortune when-
ever he is in need of it. In various misfor-
tunes which befel them, the family appear
to have lost faith in the “luck.” which was
put away in the old bureau. But as it
happened to turn up yesterday, I thought
I would send it to you, as the eldest son of
the house. You might give its luck-bringing
qualities another trial. My love to Franky
and yourself, YoUR LOVING FATHER.’ ™

“My hat!*® said Levison minor, as his
brother finished reading this missive. “That’s
a corker, if you like! Let's look at the ring,
Ernest!”

Levison major unwrapped the parcel, and
the brothers looked curiously at the ring
it contained.

The ring itself was a narrow silver hand,
and the curious green stone with which it
was set was quite small and delicately carved
in a quaint old pattern.

Levison slipped it on to his finger.

“Well, T'll give it a trial, anyway, as the
dad suggests,” he gaid, with a laugh. “I'll
slip it on when I want a bit of extra luck.”

“What'll the fellows say about it, I
wonder?’’ said Levison minor musingly. _

“Better not say anything about it,”” said
Ernest. “The chaps would only chip me if
they heard  the story., We'll keep that a
secret. I sha'n’t wear the ring all the time,
of course—just slip it on when I think it
might do some good. Probably no one will
fotice it. Chaps at St. Jim’s aren’t supposed
o wear rings, of course.”

“Well, let me know what happens when you
give it a trial,” said Frank., “If there’s
anything in it—" 3

“If there’s anything in it we’ll have some
fun,” said Ernest, with a grin. “Why, with
a real talisman I might do anything, even »’
—his brow clouded for a moment—“even get
back to Greyfriars!t”

Frank Levison was silent. In the past his
brother Ernest had been a member of the
Fourth Form at Greyfriars School; but
he was very wild in those days, and his
behaviour had led to his being removed from
the school. He was lucky encugh to get into
8t. Jim's, wherz he was very happy. But
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his dearest wish since his reformation was to
get back to Greyfriars before his school days
were over, and wipe out the disgrace which
clouded his name there.

B “Well, it's time for lessons, nearly,” said
Levison minor, after a pause. *“What are
you doing this afternoon?”

“Cricket,”” said Ernsst. “Tom Merry is
trying me in the team for the School House
against the New House. It’s jolly decent
of him, as I have been badly off my form
Jately. I'm going to play up like anything.
If T don't do well I sha'n’t get another
chance of playing in the team this seascn.
I know that. Besides, Doris is coming over
this afterncon—at least, she says in her
letter she will cycle over if she can get per-
mission.”’

“Oh, good! I can look after her while
you're playing,” said Frank. “Xallo, there’s
the bell! I must buzz off, or old Selby’ll give
it to me hot.”

He dashed off to morning school,  and
Ernest, taking off the ring and thrusting it
into his waistcoat-pocket, went into class
in a thoughtful mood. .

What between thinking of the curious ring
and of his sister Doris, Levison’s morning
almost ended in disaster. But upen mild
little Mr. Lathom threatening to detain him
for the whole afternoon if he showed any
further sign of inattention to his lessons
Levison managed to pull himself together
and emerge from the ordeal withou® further
damage than an imposition of fifty lines.

THE SECOND CHAPTER,
k Levison’s Luck,

11 EELING fit, Levison?”®
Thus Tom Merry, the cheery cap-
tain of the School House team, as
Levison came out of the Fourth
Form dormitory after dinner in his flannels.

“Fit as a fiddle!” said Levison. “I'm going
to play up this afternoon, I can tell you,
Tom Merry! We shall beat them!”

“Good man! I hope we shall!” said Tom
Merry. “But Figgins has got a joily good
team together, you know. It’s Fatty Wynn’s
howling I am afraid of. If our chaps can
only stand up to that, we shall beat them!”

Levison nodded thoughtfully. Fatty Wynn,
the stout Welsh member of the famous New
House Co., was a demon bowler, and when
he was in form there were few junior hatsmen
who could stand up to him with much hopc
of success. And he was known to be in
great form just at present. Figgins & Co.
were openly looking forward to seeing their
fat chum “make hay” of the School House
wickets in this afternoon’s match. Levison
knew that Tom Merry’s evident doubts were
only too likely to be justified. If only he,
Levison, could make a really good stand
against the demon Welshman! Levison knew
that if he could, he would be hailed as the
hero of the match, and his position in the
School House junior team would be assured
for the rest of the season. His lips tightened
as he went into his study to get his bat and
pads. He was quite determined that, if he
failed, it would not be for lack of trying.

Cardew, his study-mate; looked up as he
entered.

“Good luck, old man!
up this afternoon.” -

“I mean to!” said Levison grimly.

He made his way down to the pavilion on
the junior ground, where the cricketers were
gathered. Figging & Co. were in high spirits,
and the New House were quite evidently
anticipating a vietory. L

“Your men all here?” asked Figgins of Tom
Merry., “May as well get on with the wash-
ing.” 2

Tom Merry glanced round.

“Reilly’s not here, but he will be in a
minute. Let’s toss for innings.”

“No hurry, I suppose, Figgy,” said Fatty
Wynn casually. “It’s only twenty-five past
two. I just want .to—to—"

“To what!” said Figgins grimly.

“Well, to—to run gver to the tuckshop!”

You'll have to play

“said Fatty Wynn defiantly. “I'm hungry!”
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“Rats!” said Figgins firmly. “Let me catch
you going over to the tuckshop, my fat
pippin! You've got to bowl this afterncon—
and bowl like an angel!”’ 3

“But I tell you I’'m hungry!” said Fatty
Wynn piteously. “You wouldn’t let me have
any more pudding at dinner, you know. I
can bowl better if I have a snack—-" :

“No fear!”~ said Figgins, drawing his arm
through his fat chum’s. “No stuffing till
we've beaten these School House bounders!
Then we’ll have a jolly good feed!”

“Oh, really, Figgy!”

“Ha, hs, ha!”

“Heads or tails?”
grin,

“Tails!”

The coin spun, and fell to the grass.

“Tails it is!” said Tom. “What are you
going to do?”

“We'll bat first!” said Figgins.

“Right-ho! Out you come, chaps!”

And the School House cricketers trooped on
to the field.

Tom Merry took the first over. Redfern
and Kerr were the first -men in for the New
House, Kerr taking the bowling first.

The; runs came merrily, Kerr especially
showing great form. Tom Merry at one end
and Dick Brooke at the other sent down their
best deliveries, but twenty runs were scored
before either batsman gave a chance.

Then Kerr, playing forward, misjudged the
pace of a ball from Tom Merry. The ball
shot up in the air towards cover-peint. Cover-
point was Ernest Levison. Burning to dis-
tinguish himself, he dashed forward too
eagerly. Over-running the ball, he clutched
at it, caught it, and promptly dropped it
again.

There were shouts from the ropes—groans

said Tom Merry, with 3

‘from the School House, and eheers from the

New House.

Levison turned crimson with mortification.

He caught a very expressive look from Tom
Merry, but the junior skipper did not utter
a word of reproach. He could see that it
was through over-eagerness that the fieldsman
had failed. -
_ After this let-offi Kerr went on scoring
freely. Redfern was dismissed at last, with
17 to his credit. Figgins, the next batsman,
mnde another stand, but was finally caught
in the slips by D’Arcy for 21. By this time
Kerr had made 30, and the New House score
stood at 70 for two wickets. Their sup-
porters were in high feather.
_ Tom Merry, who had made several changes
in the bowling, took the hall again himself,
looking very determined. This would not do
at all. He proceeded to send down a deadly
over, in the course of which two New House
wickets fell. Things began to look better.
Noble, +the Australian juntor bowlced
“googlies ” from the other end, which puzzled
the batsmen mightily, only Kerr being able
to score off them. The hundred went up
just before the seventh wicket fell. The next
batsman added 5, before Noble howled him.
Owen then joined Kerr, and they took the
score to 125 before Owen was caught in the
long field by Monty Lowther. Koumi Rae,
the Indian junior, wag last man in, and kept
his wicket up until Kerr, running out to hit,
was smartly stumped. The total New House
score was 145, of which Kerr had made 76
off his own bat. He received a great ovation
from the New House"supporters. :

As they walked in from the field, Levison
approached Tom Merry.

“Awfully sorry about that catch!”
mutfered,

“Couldn’t be helped {” said Tom, as cheerily
as be could. “It was an expensive mistake,
as it happened, but you were over-keen, that’s
all. ‘We shall have our work cut out to beat
their score against the bowling of Fatty
Wynn and Koumi Rao, I'm thinking!”

“Who'’s going in first?”’ said Levison, after
a pause. &

“Blake and Noble. How do you feel about
batting? I was thinking of putting you in
about half-way down the list.”

Levison was silent a moment. He put his
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nand into his pocket, and felt there the
rmg he had received that morning. . “The
Luck of the Levisons.”

Why not try it now?

“Look here, Tom Merry!” he blurted out,
flushing. “Will you let me go in first with
Noble?” =

Tom Merry looked at him in some surprise.
He noted keenly Levison’s flushed face and
his air of suppressed excitement. And
Levison was such a cool fellow as a rule.

“I suppose you have a special reason for
asking this, Levison?” he said quietly.

“ Vs
but I feel—"

“Right,” said Tom coolly.
the innings with Noble.”

*“Thanks!” gasped Levison.

Tom looked at him curiously as he hurried
oft to a shady corner of the ground, where
his sister Doris was sitting with Frank Levison
and Cardew. The junior skipper did not
regret the impulse that had led him to accede
to Levison’s unusual request. He could see
that Levison had something on his mind, and
above all was anxious To distinguish himself in
the match. And unless someone on the School
House side played a quite exceptionally good
innings, Tom knew that the New House would
win. Fatty Wynn and Koumi Rao were, when
in form, the most deadly pair of junior
bowlers at St. Jim’s. Some members of his
team, Tom decided, would have to play the
innings of their lives if the Schoel House were

“You can open

to win. It was just as likely to be Levison
as another. Anyway, he had given him~his
chance. And it was not long before Tom

Merry was thanking his lucky stars that he
had done so. =
~After a chat with his sister, Ernest Levison
hurried to the pavilion and donned his pads.
There was some surprise in the team when
it was known that he was going in first.

“What's the game, Tommy?” inquired Jack
Blake jocularly. “Levison been lending you
money, or what?”

“Who’s skipper of this team?”’ demanded
Tom Merry. -

“Oh, all right! What’s the betting he gets
out fiest ball?” =

Levison heard, and looked grim. He slipped
on his batting-gloves, which quite concealed
the ring from view. Then he walked to the
wieket with Noble.

Neble was one of the best junior bats at
St. Jim’s, and had made some very fine scores
this season. But to-day he obviously was not
comfortable with the bowling. Both the
bowlers were making the ball swerve and
break in a way that would puzzle any bats-
man. Noble appeared nervous, and was soon
in qifficulties.  Levison, to everyone’s sur-
prise, seemed quite at his ease. He was per-
fectly cool and collected, and batted with
confidence.

Noble was clean bowled when he had made
5. Jack Blake followed him in—and out
again. - D’Arcy and Lowther and Manners and
Reilly failed to stop the rot. But Levison
was batting magnificently. After the sixth
wicket went down Tom Merry came in, He
walked straight up to Levison.

“I'm going to try and stay here while you
get the rums, Levison,” he whispered. *“I
sha'n't tryto score—I can see that you are
on the ball, so I'm going to leave it to you.”

Levison nodded.

“Right-ho!”

Tom Merry was as good as his word. He
kept his bat down, and refused to hit out
at even the most tempting balls. Levison, on
the other hdnd, hit out at everything. It
was an amazing partnership—perhaps the
most amazing that had ever been seen on the
junior cricket-ground at St. Jim’s.

Levison, as Jack Blake put it, was batting
like an angel. No bowling eame amiss to
him, and Fatty Wynn exhausted all his wiles
in vain against him. The score mounted up
and- up, and just before six-thirty, Levison
made the winning hit—a boundary—which
brought the School House score to 147!

Levison had scored 120 of these off his own
bat. The School House had won by four
wickets and two runs. :

The ovation that Levison received from the
enthusiastic School House juniors was a
record one. Even the New House fellows
were constrained to cheer him. He was
carried shoulder-high to the pavilion, and
again all the way to the School House. He
finally escaped, much rumpled, from the
hands of his admirers, and was able to join
his brother and sister,

(Continued at foot of Col. 29
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FOR NEXT WEEK: 9

Our programme of splendid stories for next
Friday includes:
“QETTING QUITS WITH

£ GREYFRIARS !
By Frank Richards.

Another splendid complete -story of the
rivalry between the rival campers, Harry
Wharton & Co. and Jimmy Brown & Co., in
which the latter makes a supreme effort to
“down ” their friends the enemy. - You will
enjoy this splendid holiday story.

The second instalment of our powerful new
detective serial,

“THE EXPLOITS OF FERRERS LOCKE,
DETECTIVE!”
By Maurice Everard.

will be full of interest and excitement. The
way in which the great detective goes to
work on the puzzling mystery, employing the
original methods that have made him so
justly famous, provides most enthralling
reading for fiction-lovers of all tastes.

There are also two more complete school
stories :

f# THE TALISMAN!”
By Martin Clifford,
being a splendid tale of Tom Merry & Co.,
the famous chums of St. Jim's; and

“JIMMY SILVER & CO.S VISITOR!”
Ey Owen Conquest.

A grand story of the Rookwood Chums, and

of the exasperating experiences which result

trom their efforts to entertain an uninvited

guest.

PRAISE FOR THE AUTHOR.

It is not every author who gets compli-
mented. I am glad to see, though, that the
readers who appreciate the stories of Mr..
Michael Poole are legion. Letters about his
work reach me by every post. Mr. Poole is
one of the old, experienced hands at the
game, and the other night he told me some
of his adventures in Italy when he was with
the Army.

Mr. Poole’s account of his travels in out-
of-the-way parts of the boot-heel kingdom
was most interesting. You may understand
something about the beautiful Italian
language, but that little knowledge is not
much help in country districts where the
inhabitants have a jolly language of thejr
own. There is something very quaint and
original, too, about the local train in Italy.
It does pretty much as it likes, and it is
often so small that you can lose it in a

1 double ,sense, for, as likely as not, you over-

look it altogether if the vegetation is dense.

CARDEW'S CRITICS.

Since Ralph Reckness Cardew came to the’
Fourth at St. Jim's the clever fellow has
caused any amount of interest. You either
like Cardew, or you do the other thing.
There is no half-way house. Some readers
abuse him up hill and down dale. They
consider him a snob and an ass. But, at any

Doris Levison greeted him with a proud
smile. :

“It was splendid, Ernest!” she said. “Just
wonderful! And how your schoolfc¢llows
cheered you! You're the hero of the hour!”

“Hero! I should just think he is!” ex-

.claimed ¥Frank, clapping his brother on the

back. “Qood old Ernie! A hundred and
twenty, not out, against the best junior howl-
ing at St. Jim’s! How ever did you do it,

old chap?”’ 4 -
“Have you forgotten !” whispered Ernest.
“I tried it this afternoon for the first time!”
“Tried it!” repeated Frank Levison, puzzled.
“Yes—“The Luck of the Levisons!” It was
that that did ig!”
. THE END.

rate, though Cardew may be an ass, he is
not a silly ass. ~He shows brain, even when
he seems most frivial, and, as a matter of
fact, he offers a type-of English character

“which is not nearly as rare as is made out.

4 command.

Cardew’s “sare ” is pungent, and his sense of
humour often enough provokes bad feeling,
for there are many who cannot take a joke
against themselves; they are bad losers, and,
therefore, poor sportsmen, and these victims
attack the grandson of Lord Reckness with
blunt ferocity -quite unjustified. Cardew i3
by way of regarding the world from a lofty
standpoint. But he has shown genuine feel-
ing when wanted. Ie is far more interesting
than scores of fellows, not so much because
he is haughtily contemptuous of any display
of feeling—most chaps are built that way—
but for the reason that he is deeper. Car-
dew pretends to be languid and indifferent,
but, actually, he is a thinker, and frequently
he has shown the qualities of a statesman,
young as he is. 1 was drawn into making
these remarks hecause of a letter from Miss
Joyce W. @uatland. She thinks® highly of
Cardew; also she has a .special word for
“Chat,” and says, “Don’t leave it out, will
you?” I have no intention of doing so, but
“Chat ” is not really a feature of the paper—
only just one of those extra things which sort
of happen, being merely the accompaniment
to the rest.

.CARRY ON.
There is some considerable magic in the
But a crowd of fellows fail to
act up to it. They get Sogged by the noise
of the passing day. They are apt to forget in
the confusion and the shouting that their job
is just to carry on with their special duty.
That is the one and only way to help set
matters right. There is really no other known
method. It is the fashion to exaggerate
trouble and to go round shouting with the
thoughtless, but it is a rotten system. Just
carry on!
AN INTERESTING DISCOVERY.

A friend of mine, who, very wisely, hag
gone to live in the country, has made =a
discovery in the old house which he took in
a remote part of Sussex. The plaee is an
ancient farmbouse, and has been neglected
for years. It has been done up, of course,
and in the process many curious facts came
to light. The building turns out to haye a
history. For long years it had been used
as a farmhouse. The rooms were patched up,
and so forth, but behind the plaster walls
there was stonework, also fine carving, quaint
old inglenooks, and traces of artistic finish,
which have all been hidden for ages under
rubbish. It is worth while taking a second
look at some of the farmhouses in the
southern counties. Often underneath the
shabbiest and most tumbledown exterior you
will come upon bits of a historic mansion,
as in the case mentioned.

“+HE SILENCE.”

“The new serial in the °‘Magnet,” ¢ The
Silence,” is tres bon, but, not understanding
the meaning of this phrase, I will go further,
and say it is weally wippin'!”’. Thus Gunner
Will Pitt, who writes from Burscough, Lancs.
Much obliged. “The Silence ” is great, and
treats of a subject which hag a big fascina-
tion all its own. Pity everybody  does not
take a tip from the meaning title. A shade
more silence—if silence runs in shades—
would not be a bad 'thing. Lots of folks
speak, and wish they had not!
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ULLY’S

TALE,

l - THE ROOKWOOD PLOTTERS!

A SPLENDID, LONG, COMPLETE
DEALING WITH THE
ADVENTURESOF JIMMY SILVER &
CO. THE CHUMS OF ROOKWOOD.

By OWEN CONQUEST.
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THE FIRST CHAPTER,.
Uncle James Takes a Hand!
ONES MINOR of the Fourth was look-
ing blue. -
: Judging by Jones minor’s expression,
most of the troubtes in the world had
settled suddenly upon the youthful shoulders
of Jones. -

Jimmy Silver, coming out of the end study
with his bat under bis arm that fine after-
noon, paused as he saw Jones minor and his
worried looks. Jimmy Silver was cheery as
usual, Jimmy was generally the liveliest
and cheeriest young gentleman within the
walls ‘of Rookwood School. 2
‘“‘He gave Sidney Herbert Jones a playful dig
in the ribs with the business end of the hati

“Keep smiling!”’ he said.

“Yow-wow! Fathead!” roared Jones.

“What’s the trouble?”

“Yow-wow! You've jolly nearly punctured
my ribs, you duffer!”

“Oh, never mind your ribs!”’ said Jimmy
Silver cheerily. “I mean, what’s the trouble
generally? Are you understudying a moulting
fowl, or is there something the mdtter?
If there is, tell your Uncle James!”’

Jones minor rubbed his ribs:

“It’s that beast Beaumont,” he said.
“Beaumont of the Sixth, you know. I'm the
beast’s fag, you know. Br-rr!”?

“And he wants you-  to fag on a hali-
holiday?” said Jimmy sympathetically. “Such

is life, dear boy! ‘Keep smiling!?”’

“’Tain’t that, ass! I don’t mind fagging
for the beast, if you come to that. But
Beaumont’s uncle is coming to see him this
atternoon—-""

“Well, he doesn’t want you to entertain
hig uncle, I suppose?” grinned Jimmy Silver.
“T've heard of Beaumont’'s uncle—a tre-
mendous big gun—Sir Somebody Something

with half the alphabet after his name.
Beaumont won’t- want you to talk to his
urnicle.”’ - :

“Fathead! He wants an extra-special tea!”

“Chance for you to show what a splendid
fag you are!”

“Silly ass!” roared Jones.
trouble. Beaumont’s told me to get an extra-
special feed ready for his uncle and him, and
hre hasn’t given me any money!”

“Ask him for it, then!”

“I have, and he hit me with a cricket-
stump !’

“Oh, my hat!**

“I've only got eighteenpence,”’ said Jones
minor lugubriously, “and I don’t want to
spend it on Beaumont. And it wouldn’t be
enough. TLook here, I'm not going to stand
it! Why should a chap go up and down
the Fourth Form. horrowing cash to stand a
feed to a beastly Sixth-Former—what?”

“Oh!” said; Jimmy Silver.

“And if there isn't a ripping tea I shall
get skinned!” said Jones minor. “You kunow
how that beast Beaumont goes for a chap—
twists your arms, and that kind of thing.
T've a jolly good mind to go to Mr. Bootles.

“That ain't the

Only—only Beaumont’'s a prefect, and he’s
a fibbing beast, and he would deny it all, and
1 should have him down on me for ever and
ever, and—and——"

Jimmy Silver shook his head.

“Leave Bootles out of it!”
“Sneaking won’t do any good!”

“Well, what’s a chap going to do?” ex-
claimed Jones minor warmly. “Beaumont's
always up to some beastly Prussian dodge. I
told my major in the Fifth, and he told me to
go and eat coke!”’ ;

“No good bothering your major. Your
major can't back up against a Sixth-Form
prefect!”

“Well, it's rotten!
pence,”” said Jones minor.
ain’t enough for Beaumont. The beast don’t
care where I get the tin, It will cost six
bob at least for the kind of feed he wants,
and if it isn’t all right I shall get licked!
Bulkeley would put the stopper on if I told
Bulkeley, but he couldn’t stop the heast
twisting my arms every day for the rest of
the term. What’s a chap going to do—eh?”

Jimmy Silver reflected. He was due on the
ericket-ground for practice; Lovell and Raby
and Newcome were waiting for him there.
But in his eapacity as Uncle James to the
Classical Fourth, Jimmy Silver feit that it
was up to him to help Jomes minor in his

he said.

I want my eighteen-
“And. besides, it

difficulty. Jimmy had a clear idea of the
duties, as well as the rights, of captain of
the Form.

“Something ought to be done,” growled
Jones minor. *“It’s too thick, you know.
My belief is that Beaumont has lost all his
tin bragging. I know jolly well he plays
cards—I’ve seen ‘em in his study, fagging
there. Serve: him jolly well right if I told
about him!?”

“And got licked for slandering a prefect,
and cut by the Fourth for sneaking!” said
Jimmy Silver. “Not much catch in that!”

“Well,  I'm not going to stand it!
You cught to do something—you’re Form-
captain, ain’t you?”’ said Jones minor sulkily.

Jimmy nodded. o

“Keep smiling!” he said. “I’'m going to
take it in hand. Beaumont is a beast all
round, and it’s time he was-called to order.
Let’s go and:see him!”’

And he led the way to the Sixth-Form
corridor, followed very dubiously by Jones
minor.

“Hallo, here you are!” exclaimed Loveil
of the Fourth, coming up. “Why the

dickens don’t you come, Jimmy? We're wait-
ing for you!”’
“Can’t come just yet! I've to see to

Beaumont. ‘The beast is sticking Jones for a
tea, and I'm going to remonstrate with him
and point out- the error of his ways,” ex-
plained Jimmy.
“You shrieking ass!”
“Beaumont’ll skin you!”
“Can’t be helped! Come on, Jones!”
Jimmy BSilver marched on, leaving Lovell

yelled Lovell

staring. He tapped at Beaumont’s door and
marched in, followed by Jones, who looked
as if he would rather have been anywhere
else at that moment. ST

THE SECOND CHAPTER,
N:G.!
EAUMONT of the Sixth stared at the
two juniors.
He was standing before the glass,
arranging his tie. Arthur Beaumont
was a good deal of a dandy, as well as-a
very great deal of a blackguard., And he
was dressing very carefully to meet his dis«
tinguished uncle at the statien. The prefect
had great expectations from that uncle, and
Sir Charles Beaumont was a guest whom he
delighted to honour. Sir Charles was a some-
what crusty old gentleman; but .if manipu-
lated in the right way his “visit might be
warth a “fiver *> to his dutiful nephew. And
a fiver would have come in very handy to
the sporting Sixth-Former, who had had
what he called brutal luck with the geegees
of late.

“What the dickens do you fags want?”
Beaumont snapped, as he turned round from
the glass.

“Just a little heart-to-heart talk, Beau-
mont,” said Jimmy Silver cheerily.  “¥ou
want Jones to get your tea, I understand—
something extra-speciai?”’

“Yes; I've told Jones—mothing to do with
you, Silver!”

“Yes; it’s got a lot to do with me as
captain of the Fourth and Uncle James
generally ! explained Jimmy Silver coolly.

“It seems that you've omitted to supply
Jones with the necessary cash for getting the
feed. Jones thinks he can do it on six hob.”

Beaumont pointed to the door.

“Get out!” he said laconically.

“I—I say, Silver—— murmured Jones
uneasily.

Jimmy Silver stood his ground without
turning a hair. The ‘look on Beaumont’s
face, however, made him feel glad that he
had his bat with him. He suspected that he
would need that bat for self-defence before
the interview was over.

“You see, Beaumont, it ean’t be did,” said
Jimmy calmly. “I can’t see Jones imposed
on in this way.” s

“What!”

“Jones is under my wing, you sée. Now,
Jones is ready to fag, but not to pay your
expenses. I sha’n't allow him to do that.*

“Why, you—you—-—"* -

“That’s how the matter stands, Beaumont.
It you're short of tin I'll lend you a few bob
it it comes to that, on your I 0 U.”

“Shut up, you ass!” whispered Jones, in
terror.

Beaumont strode to the table, and picked
up a cane.

“So vou’'ve been complaining to Silver,
Jones!” he said menacingly
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“Nunno! I—I-—

“Hold out your hand!*

“Qh, you ass, Silver!” groaned Jones minor.

Jimmy Silver pushed Jones back. His eyes
were glittering now.

“You can’t come the prefect in a matter
like this, Beaumont,” he said quietly.
“You're not going to cane Jones.”

“Wha-a-at!”

“Jones is standing up for his rights—or I'm
standing up for them for him,” said Jimmy.
“That's how the matter stands—yaroooooh!”

Apparently the Sixth-Former was not
willing to listen to reason. . He made a sudden
Jump at Jimmy Silver, and the cane came
down with a heavy lash.

Jdimmy Silver roared.

Jones minor promptly dodged out of the
study.

“You cheeky young
Beaumont. “Coming
cheekin' me, by gad!

Lash, lash, lash!

Bitt !

The cricket-bat crashed on Beaumont’s
chest, and the Sixth-Former staggered back.
Jimmy Silver grasped the cane handle of the
bat with both- hands, and flourished it.

“Keep off, you rotter—"

“Groogh!”

“Hands off!”

scoundrel!” roared
to. my study and
T'll give you a lesson!”

‘Beaumont made a rush at him. The bat
clumped, fairly on his chest again. Jimmy
Silver’s  fighting-blood was  up. He was

standing up for the rights of the Fourth, as
TUncle James was bound to do. For Beau-
mont to use his authority as a prefect to
back up his bullying was qunite intolerable,
according to Jimmy Silver’'s ideas.

'I'nfortlmately, Beaumont had force on his
side, and he was quite a Prussian in his
opinions.

Jimmy Silver got in only one drive with the
bat. It was a good drive, and it made
Beaumont gasp. But then the powerful
senior’s grasp was upon him, and -the bat
was wrenched away and hurled into the pas-
sage. Then Beaumoent’s left hand closed on
Jimmy’s eollar, whilst his right wielded the
cane.

Swish, swish, swish!

Jimmy Silver roared and wriggled.

Lovell looked in at the door.

“Chuck that, Beaumont!” he shouted.

Lash, lash, lash!

Then a powerful twist of the senior's arm
sent Jimmy Silver spinning into the passage,
and he crashed into Arthur Edward Lovell,
and sent him spinning. The chums of the
Fourth rolled on the floor together.

“Oh crumbs!”

“Yow-woop !”

Beaumont glared at them from the door-
way.

“Clear off, or I'll come out to you!” he
shouted. + =

“0Oh dear!”

“Yah!” S

]}(—:qumonb strode out inte the passage,
gripping the cane. But Lovell and Jimmy
Silver did not wait. They scrambled up and
ran. There was no arguing with a prefect's
cane at close guarters.

“Jones!” roared Beaumont.-

Jones minor came in fear and trembling.

“Ye-es, Beaumont,” he stammered.

“Hold out your hand!”

Swish! :

“Wow-ow-ow !”

“Do you want any more?”

“Groogh! Nunno, please, Beaumont!”

- ‘;Is my tea going to be ready when I come
in?”

“Ye-es—yes, certainly!” =

Beaumont tossed the cane on the table.

“Mind it is!” he said. “I'll tan you if it
isn't! Get out!”

Jones minor got out.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Jimmy Silver is Mysterious !

113 QU’'LL bave to lend me six bob for
Beaumont’s tea!”
Thus said Sidney Herbert
Jones as he came face to face with
my Silver in the quadrangle.
nmy Silver snorted.
“No jolly fear!” he said.
“But I shall have to get
otter,” said Jones.
a2t =
Jimmy Silver held up his hand.
“Look here,” he said. “You're not going to
get tea for Beaumont on those terms!”
“You silly ass, haven’t you had enough
et?" snorted Jones. “I've got to!”
THE PENNY POPULAR.—NO. 82.
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“You won’t! I'll order a Form licking for
you if you do,” said Jimmy Silver sternly.
“Beaumont is a Hun, and it’s against the law
to give in to a Hun. I've told you that if
Beaumont didn’t come to reason, I'd do your
fagging for you this afternoon. You can
leave it to. me.” -

“Well, that's all very well,” said Jones
minor. “But if Beaumont ain’t satisfied, I
shall get the licking all the same.”

“You can tell Beaumont I'm fagging for
him. Tell him I've had a good remittance,
too."”

“I—1I say that's jolly decent of you, Silver
and—and I take back what I said about your
being a howling idiot,” said Jones minor re-
pentantly. "And he went back into the House
in much improved spirits.

Lovell and Raby and Newcome stared
blankly at their leader.

“What the merry dickens are you driving
at, Jimmy?” exclaimed Newcome. “You're
not going to fag for Beaumont?”

Jimmy nodded.

“What about the cricket?”

“(ricket ‘can stand over for once; it isn't
a match, anyway. It’s a question of stand-
ing up for the rights of the Fourth.”

“How the thunder are you going to do
that by fagging for Beaumont?’ demanded
Lovell.

“By the way I'm going to fag for him.”

“0Oh, I—I say, Beaumont is a rather dan-
gerous beagt to play larks on!” said Raby
dubiously.

“Sp am I1,” said Jimmy  Silver coolly.
“But Beaumont has licked me. He's going
to pay for that, and for bcing a rotten
bully !”

“That’s all very well; but—"

“Cave! Here comes the beast!" muttered
Raby.

Beaumont of the Sixth came out of the
School House, and he grinned as he came
towards the Fistical Four. Jimmy Silver's
wrigglings seemed to amuse him. The cap-
tain of the Fourth had not got over the
licking yet.

“Jones tells me you want to fag for me
this afternoon, Silver.”

“Yes, please, Beaumont,” said Jimmy
meekly.
“Well, I don't mind. Jones is a mucky

little ass, anyway. Your licking seems to
have done you good!” said the bully of the
Sixth, laughing.

“Yes, lots, Beaumont, please.”
Jimmy’s chums stared at him.
could not understand him in the least.
“Well, I'm going out,” said Beaumont. “I
shall be out all the afternoon, but I shall
get back with my uncle about five o’clock.
You're to have tea ready at five sharp, and
a good tea. 1 want something extra

speciall”

“Yes, Beaumont.”

“If there isn't a first-class spread, what
vou've had is nothing to what you'll get,”
said Beaumont.

“T'll see that there’s plenty,” said Jimmy
Silver, with Quaker-like meekness.

“Well, that’s all right.”

Beaumont walked on, smiling. He flattered
imself that he knew how to deal with unruly
and that his dramatic measures had had
a good effect upon Jimmy Silver.

When he had gone the Co. turned on
Jimmy Silver furiously.

“What the dickens do you mean?’ de-
manded . Lovell. “Why, even Leggett
wouldn't be such a meek-and-mild worm as
yvou were with that bullying cad!”

“I'm going to fag for him, and I wanted
him to agree to jt.” -

“But look here 2

“I'm going to see that there’s plenty for
tea when he comes in with his uncle,” said
Jimmy.

“You silly ass!’ 1s that what you've given
up cricket for?”

¥en s

“Then you're a silly owl, and we'll jolly

They

well bump you!” exclaimed Lovell indig-
nantly. = * You're letting the end study
down!”’

“Fathead!”

«“Well, what’s the little game, then? We
want your remittance for our own tea, not
for Beaumont's!”

“Oh, you're a duffer!” said Jimmy Silver.
«Can’t you trust your Uncle James? My re-

| mittance is going to stay in my trousers.
_pocket, so far as that cad is concerned. I'm

going to have plenty of stuff in his study—
more -than he wants. I'm not going fo pay
for 1b!%; i

“Oh, my hat!”

“Beaumont has authorised me to get stuff

for his tea,” said Jimmy Silver. “I haven’t
said I'm going to pay for it, have F2”

“But—but what?”

“0Oh, come on!
orders!” 3

“That isn’t: the way to the tuckshop!”
howled Lovell, as Jimmy Silver started for
the School House. 4

“I'm not going to give orders in the tuck
shop !

“Where the merry thunder are you going
to give them, then?”’

“In Bootles’ study.”

“Bub-Bub-Bootles' study!” babbled Lovell.

“ Yes. Bootles has gone out; you saw him!”

Raby tapped his forehead.
~“Mad!” he said. “Quite off! Better. give
an order for a strait-jacket while you're
abeout it, Jimmy!”

““0Oh, fellow your uncle, and don't jaw!™
said Jimmy Silver.

He led the way, and the Co., in blank
amazement, followed him. It was to the
study of Mr. Bootles, the master of the
Fourth, that he led them.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.

Jimmy Carries Out Instructions !
J IMMY SILVER walked cheerfully into

I've got to give the

the Form-master's study, and Lovell
and Raby and Newcome followed him

in.

The master of the Fourth had gone out for
the afternoon, so that usually dreaded
apartment was quite safe for the herces of
the Fourth. But what Jimmy Silver in-
tended to de there was a great mystery to
his chums. They were more than half inelined
to believe that their Uncle Jimmy was
wandering in his mind.

W

Jimmy locked the door when the Fistieal =

Four were within the study.

“Mustn’'t chance being
remarked, in response to the wondering stare
of the juniors.

“But what are you going to do here?”
shrieked Lovell. =

“@ive my orders for Beaumont's feed!”

“You howling ass——"

“Shush! Do you want all Rookwood to
know that you're trespassing in your Form-
master’s study, you ass?”’

“Look here v

“I'm bound to order grub for Beaumont—
plenty of it. Haven't 1 told him I would?”
demanded Jimmy Silver. * Besides, his uncle’s
coming—a very special uncle—Sir Somebody
Something or other. Sir Somebody is going
to find Beaumont's study well provided—a
fand flowing with milk and honey. Now shut
up while I telephone!”’ E

“Tut-tut-telephone !” stuttered Lovell

“Yes, ass! What do you think I've come
for?”

“0Oh, I—TI see!”

“Time you did!” said Jimmy Silver
witheringly.
Jimmy crossed to the telephone, and

opened the directory. Juniors who were good
were sometimes allowed to use Mr. Bootles’
telephone on very special occasions. Junicrs
who weren't good sometimes used it on ccea-
sions when Mr. Bootles was away.

Mr. Bootles, who was a very methodical
gentleman, kept a precise list of the calls he
made, and he was sometimes exasperated
to find that the account from the Telephone
Department did not exactly agree with his

‘own account.

This sometimes led Mr. Bootles to make
bitter remarks on the subject of Govern-
mental inefficiency and incompetence. Pro-
bably some members of the Fourth Form
could have explained how it was that Mr.
Bootles was chagged for more calls than he
ever made.

Lovell and Raby and Newcome watched
Jimmy in wonder. They could guess that a
“wheeze » was coming, but they could not
see it yet. Their backs were up at the idea
of fagging for the Sixth-Form bully to the
extent of providing him with an extra-special
feed at their own expense.

But Jimmy Silver was quite calm about
it. Jimmy Silver’s active brain had already
decided on a plan of campaign.

* He took up the receiver, his chums watch-
ing him in silence.

“Qoombe one-0-one!” said Jimmy into the
transmitter. 2

“That's the grocer,” said Lovell. “Yon
howling ass, Jimmy, if you order stuff by
telephone youl have to pay for it!”

“Dry up, old chap!™

“But look here—""

“Shut up! I've got my number!” Jimmy
devoted his attention to the receiver. “Is
that Coombe one-0-one? Chunkers’ Stores?”

“Yes, sir. Mr. Chunkers speaking.”

interrupted,” he "
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The fishmonger, as he turned to the door, was confronted by a man with a basket on his arm.
study ?'’ asked the new-comer, ‘‘ I've brought the pouitry sir—three pcunds seventeen to pay, please.” (See page 17.)

“ Mr. Beaumont’s

“This is ,Rookwood School. Can you send
me some things this afternoon?®?

“H'm! Who's it for, sir?”?

Jimwmy Silver grinned. If it was a good
order {rom Dr. Chisholm or a master, Mr.
Chunkers wouid find it possible to deliver
the goods. If it was some fellow who wanted
a tin of pineapple, he wouldn't. Jimmy Silver
understood. But Jimmy was prepared to
give a good order—a very good order.

“Beaumont of the Sixth,” he replied.
know the name, of course?’?

“Qh, yes, sir! What's wanted?”

“Rather a lot of things, but only on con-
dition that they're delivered at five o’clock,
or very soon after. Sir Charles Beaumont
is coming to tea. and I want something extra
special. The order will come to about three
pounds!’?

“Three what?'’ gasped Lovell.

“My boy’s just ¢Sme inm, sir,” came hack
Mr. Chunker’s reply very cordiaily. *“I shail
be very pleased to deliver the geods, sir!”

“Very good! Here's the list! Six whole
pineapples, very best quality; three tins of
corned beef—good, not American; a dozen
tins of sardines; three two-pound eakes,
currant, seed, and sultana. Got that?”

“Yes, sir; taking it down, sir!?’

“A soda syphon, and a dozen bottles of
Jemonade, a pound of Brazil nutsythree pound
jars of raspberry, strawberry, and greengage
jam—->" H

“Oh, crumbs!” murmured Raby.

“A large tin of biscuits, three pounds of
marmalade, six tins of potted rabbit,” went
on Jimmy Silver recklessly. =

“Yes, sir!”

“A dozen tins of condensed milk, six tins of
eocoa, a couple of pounds of—of—of mixed
peel, two pounds of bacoms cut in rashers,

“You

thiree dozen new-laid eggs—mind, the very
best =

“Certainly, sir!®

“Six tins of—of prawns, a jar of jeliy, a
pound of milk chocolate, three pounds of
preserved ginger, a jar of honey: =

“You howling ass!’® breathed Lovell. “It’s
coming to quids and quids! Where are you
going to get the money?”

Jimmy Silver did not heed. He proceeded
to enunierate more items, all of which were
faithfully taken down by Mr. Chuukers at the
other end of the wire.

“Is that all, sir?”’ asked Mr. Chunkers, in
a silky voice. ;

Seldom had Mr. Chunkers bagged an order
like that.

“Yes, that's all. Send the bill with the
goods, addressed to Arthur Beaumont, and
tell the man to wait for the money.”

“Certainly, sir!”

“Mind, I do not want to run an account.
I have a great objection to an aceount. I
want the goods paid for on delivery.”

“I'll see to it, sir!”

“And they must come at five or soon after
—not before five, as I shall not be on the
spot——"? 3

“I'll arrange it, sir!”’

“Thank you, Mr. Chunkers!
you.”

And Jimmy Silver rang off.

I rely “un

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Good Orders !
[ OU—you—you howling ass!® gasped
Lovell and Raby and Newcome in
a breath.
Jimmy Silver smiled serenely.
“Who's going to pay for that ecargo?”
demanded Lovell, :

“Eh? Beaumont, I suppose.’?

“Beaumont {*’

“Certainly! I'm ordering them for him,
and they’ll be delivered to him. Who should
pay for them, I'd like to know?”

“But—but he won't—*

“I think be’ll have to!™ said Jimmy calmly.
“Mr. Chunkers won't have the trouble of
sending that cargo up to Rookwood for
nothing. I'm preivty certain that when his
man has fagged up here with' that load on
a hot afternoon he won't fag back with the
same load.” :

“You funny ass!’’ gasped Raby. “It means
an awful row! . Beaumont will declare he
never ordered them, and it will come out
that you telephoned.”

Jimmy Silver looked surprised.

“I sha'n’t conceal the fact that I tele-
phoned,” he said.

“You—you won’tt® *

“Certainly not, as I'm acting under Beau-
mont’s orders!”

“B-b-Beaumont’s orders!’ ejaculated New-
come. >

“Yes. Hasn’t he ordered me to get him
a spread, best quality, regardless of expeuse?
I'm- doing it.”?

“Oh, my hat!”

“I don't see how Beaumont can complain.’
said Jimmy. “If he complaing of me to
Mr. Bottles, 1 shall simply explain that
Beaumont gave me instructions to get him
an extra special tea. He did, didn’t he?”

*“Ha, hatl - Yesi?

“And as for ordering the goods for Beau-
mont to pay for, that can’t ‘be avoided, as
Bezumont left me no money to pay for
them.”’

“Ha, ha, ha!” =
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“But he meant you to pay for the grub
out of vour own pocket!”’ yelled Raby.

Jimmy Silver shrugged his shouldérs. :

*“0f course, Beaumont can explain that
to Mr. Bootles or the Head if he likes,” he
said. “Personally, ‘I think Beaumont.won't
care to mention it.”’

“Ha, ha, -hal?

“Oh, my hat! What a lark!” gurgled
Lovell. “Why, the silly ass has shoved him-

gelf right into your hands! You're ordering
all that stuff by his express orders!
Ha, ha!”

“Exactly!”

Jimmy Silver proceeded to look through the
uelephone dnrectory again, while his chums
sat on Mr. Bootles’ table and gurgled with
merriment.

“Haven't you finished yet?” exclaimed
Lovell, as Jimmy took up the receiver again.

“No fear! This is going to be a fv.ast for
the gods!” :

“Ha, ha,-hal”

“Number, please?” came the voice from
thc Exchange.

“Coombe, one-two"'

“That's the glddv ﬁshmonﬂer"' Jimmy ex-
plained to his chums. “Mr. Chhnkers will be
sending some tinned fish, but I think Beau-
mont ought to have some fresh fish, too.
flallo! Is that Coombe, one-two?”

*¥Yes.

oA les Shpp s?”

“Yps.

“@an you send me some fish this afternoon
—soon after five—say, half-past five at the
latest? Beaumont, Rookwood School. I want
two hundred oysters—"

“Great pip!” gasped Lovell.

“And a whole cod—"

The juniors shrieked.

“Three pounds of Scotch salmon!
it's Scotch! Must be the very best!
price doesn’t matter particularly!”

“Certaindy, sir!”

“And six pounds of winkles!”

“Winkles!” stuttered Lovell. “Beaumont,
the dandy—and winkles! Oh, my only Uncle
Thomas!”

*“And three pounds of shrimps—"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Can you let me have the lot at half-past
five, Mr. Slipp, for a very special occasion?
Send the bill for cash on delivery.”
“Certainly, sir! Rely on me. The name

Mind
The

i5

“Arthur Beaumont, Sixth Form.”

“You're sure you want a whole cod,

“Ahem!
than half!”

“Very good, sir!”

“Can I rely on getting them by half-past
five? 1It's a very speecial OCC‘WIOH——R sort of
spread for a distinguished party.”

“Half-past five, sharp, sir!
with them?” -

“That's it! Thank you!”

Jimmy rang off again. The Co. were
reduced almost to hysterics by this  time.
The thought of that consignment of {fish
arriving in Beaumont’s study while his titled
and distinguished uncle was there quite over-
came them.

But Jimmy Silver was not done yet. He
was turning over the pages of the telephone
directory.

“For goodness' sake, chuck it!” stuttered
Lovell. “We don’t want all the goods in
Coombe brought up to Rookwood this after-
noon.”

“Beaumont said it was to be an extra
special spread,” replied Jimmy Silver calmly.
“As a good. fag, I'm bound to carry out the
instructions of my fag-master. Do you
fellows think I'm overdoing it?”

“QOverdoing it! Ha, ha, ha!”

“Coombe double-three!” said Jimmy into
the receiver.

sir?”
Perhaps a half would do—not less

And the hill

“Who's Coombe, double-three?” asked
Raby. s

“The poulterer.”

“Oh crumbs!”

“Hallo! Is that Mr. Skinner? This is

Rookwood Scheol. Can you send me some
fowls this afternoon?”

“Yessir !”

“I want them particularly by half-past five
or soon after. Six of the best &urrnv fowls,
and a couple of ducks!”

“Ten bob each, by gum!” breathed Lovell.

“Certainly, sir!” came on the telephone.
“To whom are they to be delivered, sir?”

“Master Arthur Beaumont, Sixth Form,
Rookwood Sdhool. They're for a very
speeial occasion—standing a big feed, you
know; and they mustn’t be later than hali-
past five. or they're ne use to me. They have
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-in his study that afternoon.

to be—ahem!—handed over to the cook in
good time!”

“1 understand, sir.
with them?”

That question was put very politely, but
it was clear that Mr. Skinner would not have
scnt the fowls without the bill.

“Certainly! And instruet your man to
wait for the money. -1 do not wish to run
an account; in fact, it is against the school
rules to do £0.”

“Depend on me, sir.”

“Thank you!"

Jimmy Silver rang off, and turned to the
telephone directory again. But his chums
swooped down on him, and dragged bhim away
by main force.

“That's enough!” gasped Lovell. “You've
stuck Beaumont for about ten or fifteen
pounds already! Enough’s as good as a
giddy feast!”

“Well, perhaps that will do,” said Jimmy
Silver thoughtfully. “Beaumont said it was
to be a good spread, but I dare say he won't
think I've ordered too little.”

“Too little! Ha, hal!”

Jimmy Silver unlocked the door, and -the
Fistical Four left the study, almost weeping.
Never had Mr. Bootles’ telephone been so
useful. There was no doubt that the bully
of the Sixth would have a tremendous spread
Whether it
would please him was another matter.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Plenty of Tuck !
J IMMY SILVER & Co. went down to the

Shall I send the bill

cricket with clear consciences. They

felt that they had done their best.

If Beaumont wasn’'t pleased at the way
Jimmy Silver had carried out his instructions,
that was Beaumont’s look-out.

Jones minor had gone on the river with
Rawson and Hooker. Jones minor had been
very pleased to leave his fagging in the hands
of Jimmy Silver. He could really not have
left it in more capable hands.

But about five o’clock Jimmy Silver & Co.
quitted Little Side. They wanted to be on
the sceme when the goods began to arrive.
Jimmy's liberal orders on Beaument’s account
had been confided to a select few in the
Fourth, and Oswald and Flynn and two or
three others were in the secret.

Towards five o’clock the juniors posted
themselves to look out for the arrivals.

Five was striking when Beaumont of the
Sixth was seen to enter at the gates, accom-
panied by an old gentleman with a white
moustache and a purple complexion. This
was evidently S8ir Charles, the distinguished
visitor upon whose account Jimmy Silver had
taken so much trouble.

Jimmy Silver & Co. scuttled behind the
beeches as Beaumont and his uncle crossed
the quadrangle. They did not want to catch
the Sixth-Form bully’s eye at that moment.

“Beaumont will expect to find tea ready in
his study,” murmured Lovell. “The goods
haven't arrived yet.”

“The first lot can’t be long now; it's turned
five. I say, that old johnnie doesn’t look like
a chap to appreclate a joke, does he—even
a good one?

“He doesn’t—he don’ t!” grinned Oswald.

“Well, it’s Beaumont'’s look-out. He can’t
say that I haven't ordered enough to please

”

Beaumont of the Sixth conducted his uncle
into the house. The dandy of the Sixth was
treating the old gentleman with exquisite
politeness and attention. Beaumont had
every hope that the visit would materialise
in a fiver; and a fiver was worth while. Sir
Charles had a somewhat crusty temper, and
his nephew had to be very careful with him.
But there was compensation in ‘2 handsome
tip for the waste of an afternoon. “That was
how the affectionate nephew regarded it.

Mr. Bootles had just come in, and Beau-
mont introduced Sir Charles, and the baronet
stayed a few minutes chatting to the Fourth-
Form master in the hall. Then the prefect
conducted him to the Sixth-Form corridor.

“This is my study, uncle. 1'm so glad to
be able to show it to you,” said Beaumont’,
overflowing with affectionate solicitude. “It’s
really kind of you to have paid me a visit
at last. I've made some little preparations
for you. I've been looking forward so long
to your having tea in the study, you know.
1 hope you won't he disappeinted.”

“Not at all, my boy—not at all,” said Sir
Charles affably. “Quite a pleasure, by gad!
Reminds me of my own schooldays. Jolly
little room, by gad!”
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Beanmont started a little as he entered
the study affer his uncle. There was no
sign of tea.

His teeth came tegether hard.

* He had distinctly ordered Jimmy Silver to
have the spread ready at five—an e:tra
spcdcml spread. And the table was not cien
lai

“The young villain!” muttered Beaumont.
“I'll skin him—I'll' scalp him—-"

“What did you say, Arthur?”

“N-n-nothing! Sit down, uncle, will you?”
armchair while I—I call my fag? 1'll wiing
his neck!”

“Eh?”

“N-n-nothing! 8it down, uncle, will you?”

Sir Charles sat down.

“As a matter of fact, I am a little hungry,”
he said graciously. “Whv what’s the matter,
Arthur? Have you got ‘the toothache?”

“Toothache! Nunno!”

“Well, don’t grit your teeth like that; it
sets mine on edge.”

“(C-c-certainly, uncle. I didn't mean

“Very cosy little quarters,” said ths
baronet, more graciously.

He broke off as a voice was heard in the
passage. It was the voice of Mr. Bootles.

“Bless my soul! What is this—what—
what? Why are you bringing that basket
here, my- lad? You should deliver goods to
the househeeper Bl

“This ‘ere is for Master Beaumont, sir—a

special order, sir.”

“Bless my soul! I really do not see what
Master Beaumont wants with such a large
consignment of goods. However, I suppose
Voudhad better take them in, You may pro-
ceed.”

Beaumont of the Sixth stared at the door
as a burly lad appeared there, with a huge
basket on his arm. The lad was a powerful
muutry fellow, but he seemed to have pienty
to do to negotiate the baqlmt, :

‘\Lx\fm Beaumont ‘ere?” he asked.

“I'm Beaumont, What do you want?”
“The goods from Chunkers’, sir.”
“The—ths what?”
“From Chunkers’, sir.

And mortal

‘eavy

sir,” said Mr. Chunkers’ messenger. “We
‘eavy, in this ’ot weather, sir. Shall I put

'em ‘ere?”

“Some of your little preparations, Arthur—
what!” chuckled the baronet.

“Nunno! Ye-es!” stammered Beaumont.
“I—I did not order—I mean Who told
you to bring those goods here, boy?”

“Mr. Chunkers, sir.”

“Who—who ordered them?”

“You, sir. Ordered this arternoon. fo ba
sent up by five—very special, sir. Aand 'ere
they are, and mortal 'eavy!”

The grocer's lad began to
basket, Beaumont wate him as if mes-
merised. His uncle’s eyes opened wide.
Beaumont had told him that he had m
some little preparations. Bubt these preps
tions could hardly be called little.

Tins of pineapple, of corned beef, sardine
and 1abbit were piled on the study tabi
with jars of jam, boxes of biscuits, cakes,
bhottles, pots, tins, jars, and all sorts and
conditions of things.

A pyramid was gradually formed on the
table, till there was scarcely room for any-
thing more.

Having landed his cargo, so to speak,
grocer’s lad paused, and breathed hard,
mopped his brow with a handkerchief.

“An ‘ere's the bill,” he said.

“The—the—the bill!” stammered Beaumont.

“ Yessir. Three pounds fifteen shillings,
Aip."

“Eh?”
“And, please, I'm to wait for the money,
8ir.”

unpack the

the
and
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THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Money Wanted,

EAUMONT gasped.
He could no more have paid three
pounds fifteen’ shillings that after-

noon than he could hme paid three
thousand pounds. . -

He blinked at the grocera lad, and blinked
at the huge piles of merchandise, and blinked
at his uncle, whose expression was growing
very peculiar.

“Three pounds ﬁfwen Sir.
thu bill2”

“You needn't trouble !"
mont. “I think Mr. Chunkers must be out
of his senses. I did not order those goods,
and I'm certainly not -going. to pay for
them!”

“Hey?”

“You can take them back!”

“Take them back! TY've carried that thers

Shall I receipt

snapped Beau-
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a mile, sir, in this Kid

ell you I never ordered them!” roared

Beaumont.
“And I tell you you did!” retorted the

enger. “I was there meself when Mr.

hunkers took down ‘the order.”

“You lying hound———"

“Arthur!”

“Ye-e-es, uncle!”

‘ere

ko

“That is not language to use in my
presence!” said the baronet stifily.

b“tI—I beg your pardon, unele; hut—
u

{ you have ordered these goods, Arthur,
you mu:t pay for them.”

“But—but - I haven't—>

“Nonsense!” said the baronet decisively.
“They are delivered to you by name. I see
“that the bill is. made out in your name.
Is it possible, Arthur, that you have bheen
?O ;eckless 2s to order goods you cannot pay
or”

“Nunmno! I—I never——"

“Or am I to understand, sir, that you
ordered these goods to be delivered during
my visit, to bamboozle me, sir, into paying
for them?”

“0Oh crumbs! I—I—T mean—--"

“Pay the lad at once!”

“I—I can't! I——7

“I ain’t going vnthouf the money, I knows
tlla’t_,"’ said  Mr. Chunkers’ young man
stolidly. “Not it I ‘ave to’ wait “ere all

night, I ain’t!”

“You young scoundrel——"

“Silenee!” thundered Sir ‘Charles, “I am
surprised at vou, Arthur—shocked, disgusted,
by gad!”

“But, uncle, T didn’'t! I never—I—I—"

- “Enough! ‘I presume, sir, that you have
indulged in this wanton and improvident
extravagance with the idea of entertaining
me. Perhaps you thought, siv, that I had
an inordinate appetite for potth rabbit and
tinned pineapples and cake and biscuits and
chocolate;: As you have recklessly ordered
theze goods on my account, and you cantuot
pay for them, I will settle the bhill. But I
do not thank you for this childish extrava-
e.muefqulfc the contrary. And I am sorry
—\rtnur, that a n:pue\\ of mine can
ilfy of prevaricaticn.”

B“BLt IL I—I * stammered the unhappy

E

Sir Charles took out his purse, and threw
the money on the table.

“There is your money!
Take this shilling for yourself.”

“Thank you kindly, sir!”

Mr. Chunkers’ young man left the study
vwith his basket, quite satisfied. *Sir Charles
fixed a basilisk eye on the unnappy Rook-
svooder.

Receipt the bili!

“T am surprised at you, Arthur! You
may make the bhest use you can of that
ridiculous mountain of goods. I shall not

stay to partike of them. Your conduct has
<hocked and disgusted me. I shall take my
leave at this moment. Pah!”
* But, unecle, I—I assure you—-"
“I regard myself, sir, as having |
victim of a t an unworthy trick

dered the baronet. “1 have paid your
bil} i :

The baronet broke off as a man with a
shiny complexion and a fishy smelli and a

huge basket appeared in the doorway of
the study.
“Master Beaumont, sir?”
“Wnat do you want?’ yelled
“Phe~fish, sip{®
“The what?” =
“The fish, sir, from Slipp’s.”

Beaumont.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
2 Fish dnd Fowl !
ISH,” gaspeds Beaumont—— fﬁsh from
-from Slipp’s
Sir (_lmrlea sx.ort@d

T :“So thie is;.some more..of your

L\txma sance; ‘Arfhyur!”. -
It‘hwult ordered any ﬁnh"’
o1
] nn1 man frem the ﬁshmolwer’s looked sur-
seda sy
S pr you ‘ain’t the mght young c'ent,lo-
man, sir.:, Master. Silver told me .this: was
Master Bcdumont s study—-" s
“This .is - Master Bequmonts study. afd
this is Master: Beaumont!® broke in the

baronzt. “May I ask what you bave in that
basket?”

“Qysters, sir, and winkles, and ‘arf a cod,
air, and salmon!”

“Good heavens!”

clled Beau-

umaont.
your senses.

I didn’t order it!” shricked Be
“I think you are out of

Arthur. What possessed you to order hal' é
¢od, and—and winkles? Do you think I t,
winkles, sir?’ shouted Sir Charles.

“No, no! I—I—

“Four pounds ten to pay, sir,” said the
fishmonger. :

“Wha-a-at!”

“Shall I make out the receipt, sir?”

“I won’t pay it!” yelled Beaumount.
didn’t order any fish, or oysters,
winkles. Take them away!” =

“Wot I

“Take all that stuff out of my study at
oneel” .

The fishmonger looked dangerous.

“I dou't understand this ’ere,” he said.
“If this ‘ere bill ain’t paid on the nail,
I'm going straight to your ‘eadmaster, young
man!”

“I should recommend you to do
snorted Sir Charles. “I should assuredly
recomnend you to do so. I you think,
nephew, that you can bamboozle me, sir, into
paying bill after bill, I can assure you, most
emphatically, that you are mistaken. I
leave you.to your own devices, sir!”

And the baronet, in great “rath stamped
out of the study. >

Beaumont sank helplessly into a chair. He
was almost overcome. The fishmonger was
looking at him grimly, and there was evi-
dently no help to be had from his uncle. A
fishy hand held out a fishy bill to the un-
happy prefect.

In the quadrangle, a moup of merry juniors
grinned*as the angry and disgusted baronet
came- striding out.  Sir (;haxles did not
glance at them. He strode away directly
to the gates. His visit to his nephew had
cost him three pounds fifteen, and Bir Charles
could hardly be blamed for supposing that
his nephew had tricked him into paying for
large supplies for his study. But Sir Charles
did not mean to pay any more. Beaumont
was lett to his own devices in dealing with
the fishmonger.

“Hallo, the giddy guest is departing!”
murmured Jimmy Silver. “Surely he must
have hEe‘l satisfied with the amount of tuck
proyided !

"Ha, ha, ha!”

“Beaumont seems to have satisfied the
grocer somehow. I wonder how he’s getling
on with the fishmonger?”

The juniors chuckled hysterically.  They
were near Beaumont’s study window, which
was open. 'They soon discovered how he was
getting on with the fishmonger. Beauvmont's

“1
or—or
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veice could be heard, raiscd almest to 2
shriek.

“Pake it away! T tell you I didn't order
it, and I'm not going to pay for it. I
couldn't if I wanted to. Take the rubbish
away !”? .

I ain’t moving them goods, sir. I'm wait-
inrr for the money.”

“I won't pay a cent!”

“Then I'm goin’ to your eadmaster!”

“Go, and be hanged!”

Beaumont was white wlth rage and chagrin.
His uncle’s visit had been “mucked up ” with
a vengeance. The expected tip had not been
iorthcomm" and the propitiation of the old
gentleman mwhb be a difficult task.
tamlv, he h.;d enough groceries laid in to
last him for rest of thn term, if that was
any comfort.

But the fishmonger remained to be dealt
with. He had set down his basket, and evi-
dently did not intend to move it.

The fishmonger was angry--that was
natural enough—dt getting such a reception,
after toiling a mile “with a basket on a lLot

afternoon. - He looked very much. inclined
tJ lluy his fishy hands on Beaumont of the

‘\h ;

“Young eswindler!” said the fishmonger.
“Thagig:wobt you are! I s'pose you reckened
I'd leave the goods without the money—
wot l—and then we could whistle for it. = Well,
1 give'yow a minute to pay this ‘ere bill!”

“Hang.you! Get out!”
“Then.: I'm - goin’ to - your ‘eadmaster!
Fallo !’ The fishmonger, as he turned to the

door, was confronted by a man with a basket
on his arm.
“ Master study
newcomer,
Beaumont glared at him furiously.
“You—you—what do you want?”
“The poultry, sir!”

Beaumont’s asked the

“Poultry!” shrieked the unhappy Beau-
mont.
“Yes, sir: the fowls and ‘qucks,”

“Ful-fuf-fowls and ducks!”

MNow on Sale.

Cer-

11

“Yessly. Six Surrey fowls end two ducks.
Three ponmdq severiteen to pay; please.’”

‘(yet out!” reared Beaumont.

He )«’

5 hafxen t ordered any fowls, or—or ducks.
I won't take them! I won’t pay for them!
Go to thunder!”

The poulterer’'s man looked astounded, as
well he might.

“You're Master Beatumont?’ he asked.

“Yes, you fool!”

“Then there ain’t no mistake.” And I ain't
leaving them fowls without the money,
neither !

“1 won't pay a cent!” yelled Beaumont.
“It’s a swindle! Has everybody in Coombe
gone mad?”’

‘“ Another swindle I hooted the ushmmger

“He’s a regular sharper mate! Hg's ordered
tthla ‘ere ﬁsh and he don t want to pay for

“He’ll pay for these ‘ere fowls, or therc
be trouble!” said the poulterer’s man. “My
guv'nor told me to be careful, seeing us
the goods was ordLred by a young gentle-
man .\t school.”

“Take your rotten rubbish aw ay!” hooted
Beaumont.

“Them’s hest Surrey fowls, and they ain't
rotten rubbizh, and if you ‘don’t ‘and over
three pounds seventeen I'm going to your
headmaster!”

“@Go and hang yourself!”

“Come alonger me, mate,” said the fish-

monger. “We'll soon bring the young swin-
dler to his senses!”

The two men left the study together, evi-
dently with the intention of seeking the
Head of Rookwood, and presenting their bills
to him.

Beaumont of the Sixth remained in the
study—with the groceries, the fish, and the
fowls. :

The bully of the Sixth hardly knew whether
he was on his head or his heels. Unless the
tradesmen of Coombe had gene suddenly mad

that afterncon, he could not account for
the extraordinary delivery of goods in his
study.

A few minutes later Mr. Bootles locked
in with a grim brow.

“Beaumont! You are wanted in the Head's
study! Follow me!”

And Beaumont followed him, in a dazed
state. g

THE NINTH CHAPTER,

Guileless Jimmy !
R. CHISHOLM eyed Beaumont sternly
as he follewed Mr. Bootles into the

study. The fishmonger and the
poulterer were there, both looking

angry, and looking strangely out of place in
that severe anartment

“Beaumont”’—the Head’s voice was sharp
and cutting—"kindly explain. what this
means. It appears that you have ordered
a large qua ntlty of goods you cannot or will
not pay for.’

“Nothing of the sort, sir,” said Beaumont
desperately. © I can 't Jmaﬂmc why the things

5

4 Beaumout =
““Tt's true, sir. I never ordered them.®

“There must be some mistake,” said the
Head, frowning. “You are sure you were
directed to deliver these goods to Master
Beaumont at this scheol?”

“'Bre’s the name on the bill, sir.”

“And lock at this, sir.”.

“You assure me you did not order
coads, Beaumont?”

“On my word, sir.”

“Then I must inquire further. Can
assert that Master Beaumont. ‘ordered
gocds, personally or in writing?” asked
Head.

“It was by telephone, sir,” said the fish-
monger. “} was present while Mr. Slipp tock
down the order.” °

“Did you telephone an order, Beaumontf

“Qertainly not, sir! I've been out all the
afterncon. I—I think I see new, sir. Some-
body must have used my name on the tele-
phone, gasped Beaumont.

“That is possible, of course, though it
would he a very curious proceeding—-"

“Jimmy Silver I”” howled Beaumont
denly.- “I see it now.”

“What??

“It was Silver, slr—Sﬂver of the Fourth !”
almost shouted Beaumont. “It’s plain enough
now. ' 1 licked him for being cheeky, and he's
done this out of revenge.”
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“Have you any proof of your assertion,
Beaumont ?”

“Y know it was Silver, sir.- I'm sure of
4. I—I ordered him to get my tea ready
while 1 was out, and he's done this—-"

“Silver shall be questioned. Mr. Bootles,
may I request you to call Silver here. He is
in your Form.” .

“Certainly, sir!” X

Mr. Bootles whisked out of the study, and
returned in a few minutes with Jimmy Silver.
The captain of the Fourth did not look
alarmed. He was quite calm and cheerful,
and he bestowed a friendly nod on the in-
fariated Beaumont.

“Silver,” said the Head, fixing his eyes on
Jimmy's innocent face, “I have sent for ycu
‘to ask you a question. Did you order a
large quamtity of goods by telephone, to be
delivered to Beaumont this afterncon?”

“Yes, sir,” said Jimmy promptly.

“1 knew it!’ howled Beaumont.

“Yilence! Did you use Beaumont’s name on
the telephone, Silver?” asked the Head, his
brows setting grimly.

“Yes, sir.®

«And why, Silver, did you play such an
unheard-of trick?”

“Trick, sir!” repeated Silver, in surprise.
“Tt wasn't a trick, sir—ahem!—it was only
what Beaumont told me.”

“Beaumont told you!” exclaimed the Head.

“Certainly, sir.”

“It's a lie!” shouted Beaumont.

“Silence! This matter must be threshed
out. Kindly tell me the whole particulars,
Silver!”

“Yes, sir. Beaumont told me to have tea

ready in his study—a very extra special
-spread, sir, as his uncle was coming. I'm
bound to fag for Beaumont, sir, if he orders
me, as a prefect in the Sixth——"

“Yes, yes. But he did not tell you to order
these goods?”

“He left the matter to my discretion, sir,”
said Jimmy blandly. “As it was a very
special occasion, I tock the liberty of using
Mr, Bootles’ telephone. There was no other
way of ordering extra special goods in time.”

Beaumont’s face was a study.

“Beaumont did not tell me exactly how
much to order, sir,” went on Jimmy calmly.
“I may have overdone it a little, I'm not an
expert caterer, of course, though I hope 1
shall always do my best for a prefect. As
Beaumont had authorised me to make pur-
chases for him, I was entitled to order the
goods in his name. I didn't want them my-
self, of eourse—they were for Beaumont.”

“That is correct,” said the Head; “but you
must have been well aware that whatever
money Beaumont handed. you to procure his
tea would not be sufficient to cover these very
extraordinary orders?” 2

“But Beaumont didn't give me any money,
gir,” said Jimmy cheerfully.

The Head's brow darkened.

“Did you intend Silver to . order goods for
you on credit,” Beaument?” he demanded.

“N-n-no, sir.” 5

“Yet you did not give him any money to
pay for the goods he was to order for you?”

“1—-I—I forgot.”

You should not have forgotten, Beaumont.
1t appears, then, that you ordered your fag
to procure you a meal of unusual proportions,
and did not provide him with the money to
purchase the articles required. Naturally, a
thoughtless junior would conclude that you
intended him to.order the goods for you to
pay for m_x,delivery, or on credit., What else
could he conclude?”

Beaumont nearly choked.

He did not dare to explain to the Head
that he had expected his fag to provide for
him out of his own pocket.

and Best All-School Story Paper——

“Silver appears to have acted as you might
have expected him to act, as he was bound
to conclude that you desired him to erder
goods in your name,” said the Head. “He

appears to have ordered huge guantities in a-

reckless manner, doubtless from your having
told him.that you required something very
special. You should not trust a careless
junior in such matters, Beaumont.”

“I—1 didn't—I—"

“It appears that you did. You have acted
with flagrant carelessness,” said the Head
severely. “You may go, Silver.
fiold you to blame.”

“Thank you, sir.”

Jimmy Silver left the study.
he heard the Head’s next words:

“You authorised Silver to order goods in
your name, Beaumont. You are called upon
to pay these accounts.”

Chio

*Ag you are probably not prepared to meet
such sums, I-will pay them myself, and the
bills will be sent to your father. As you
probably have no use for such a quantity ot
soods, you may take them to the house-
keeper, and an allowance will be made for
such as can be used. You may ‘go; and 1
trust this will be a lesson to you.”

Beaumont of the Sixth left the study with-
out replying. He could not reply. His feel-
ings were too deep to be expressed in words.

As he left

Jimmy Silver had always been in the
Sixth Form bully’s black books; and he was
more so than ever now. But the cheery
Jimmy did not mind. The whole: Fourth
howled over the story of how he had fagged
for Beaumont, and the Sixth Form chuckled
over it when it reached their ears, and it was
long before his Form-fellows allowed Beau-
mont to hear the end of it. Jimmy Silver
was never called upon to fag for Beaumont
again. He was really much more capable
than Beaumont’s tag—but the bully of the
Sixth preferred Jones minor.

THE END. e
( Another grand story of Jimmy Silver & Co.
next week, entitled: ““JIMMY SILVER &

€0.S VISITOR!" Order your copy EARLY.)

HE wonderful story of a man who

* lived from early childhood in the

woods with none but fierce and savage

apes as his companions and protectors.

The tale on which the famous film was
founded. Begin it TO-DAY in the
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 TALES TO TELL !
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= NOT LIKELY.

Two tramps were crossing a river one
day, when they saw a notice which read:
“ £5 will be given to anybody saving life
from this bridge!” :

“You jump in, Bill, and T'll come and
rescue you,” said one.

“Right-ho!” said the other. “‘And
we can share the guids!”

Accordingly one of the tramps plunged
in the river, and began to yell for help.

Mick, safe on. the bridge, turned to his
friend struggling in the water, and, with
an excited countenance, called out:

“Sorry, Bill; but I've just seen a notice
that says twenty pounds will be paid for
a dead body !”

FOWL PLAY.

She laid the still, white form beside
those which had gone before. No sigh,
no sob, forced its way from her heart,
throbbing as if it would burst. Suddenly
a cry broke the stillness of the place, one
single, heart-breaking shrick, then
silence. Another cry, more silence, ex-
cept for a gutuural murmur, which
seemed to well up from her very soul
She left the place.

She would lay another egg to-morrow.

f“THE EVER OPEN DOOR!”

The poet was desperate. He must have
been, or he would never have risked going to
see the editor. But, desperate as he was, he
stumbled up the editorial stairs, and into the
editor's presence, with a large and fearful
assortment of selected sonnets, poetical
phantasms, and verses of all sorts and speties.

“Is there,” he began—*is there a good
opening in your office for a really first-class
poet?”

“There is, sir,” said the editor sternly.

“Then here I am,” said the poet. “Where's
the opening?”

“Behind you, sir!” said the editor grimly,
as he pointed to the door, which was being
hgel;i open by the office-boy. who ushered the
visitor out.

THE TROUT AND THE TALL HAT!
Richard Jefferies told a good story =
a trout he saw in a brook near London.
There was a reedy pond close by, and for
syme reason or another, the pond had a
traditionary fame for fish, though it con-
tained nothing better than small eels :
few roach. Anglers flocked to the pond,
left the brook alone. Jefferies, who never
missed anything, saw a large trout under the
bridge which spanned the brook, and he knew
scores of fishermen would be after it if the
fact were known. He liked to wateh that
trout, but wienever he saw anybody coming
along he would snateh off his hat to give the
trout warning and make it .scuttie off. It
scuttled. The least shadow on the surface
of the water sent it gliding back into the
darkness. Many folks who passed that way
were ¢n route to the City, and wore top-
hats, The shadow of the topper gave the
trout warning when Jefferies was not there.
The great naturalist does not say whether
the fish wag ever caught. Prebably not. It
may be lurking under the old bridge still.

§iSecond-hand Cycles,

Old Cycles Exchanged.

§ Packed FREE., Carriage PAID, Direct from Works,

{ LOWEST CASH PRICES. EASY PAYMENT TERMS,
Immediate delivery. Big Bargains in Shop Soiled and .
B i Tyres and Accessories at pop: *
ffular Prices, Satisfaction giaranteed or Money Refunded
Write for Monster Size F'ree
List and Special Offer of Sample Bicycle

CYCLE COMPANY,
Dept. 2 607, SIRMINGHAM,

M.M.’s, and D.C.M.’s.

STRENGTHEN YOUR NERVES Nervousness deprives you of employ-
: . = ment, pleasures, and many advantages
in life. If you wish to prosper and enjoy life, strengthen your Nerves, and
regain confidence in yourself by using the Mento-Nerve Strengthening Treat-
ment. Used by Vice-Admiral to Seaman, Colonel 4o Private, D.8.0.’s, M.0.’s,
O.M. Merely send 3 penny stamps for particulars.—GODFRY
ELLIOTT-SMITH, Ltd., 527, Imperial Buildings, Ludgate Circus, Londox, E.C.4.

Incorpd,

PHOTO POSTCARDS OF YOURSELF, 1/3
MENTS, 8d. ALSO CHEAP PHOTO MATERI

1] %
SAMPLES FREE—HACKETTS, JULY ROAD, LIVERPOOL.

doz., 12 by 10 ENLARGE-
AL

CATALOGUE AND

- MAG!C TRICKS Illusions, etc.—Parcels 2/6, 5/8,
{ s and 10/6. Sample Triek, —
- T. W. HARRISON, 239, Pentonville Road, London, N.1
¢ 3 s ris T i W 8,
‘CURLY HAIR!” .3y bristos were, made, Girly ihh Simniiiens
hair. 1/5, 2/6. (2d, stamps accepted.)—SUMMERS (Dept. A.P.), 31,
UPPER RUSSELL STREET, BRIGHTON.
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WHEN ANSWERING ADVERTISEMENTS
BE SURE TO MENTION THIS PAPER.

crosspatter acts, 1/3.

PATTER for Amateur Comedians,

double turns (2 comedians), 9d., 1/-, and
/ Comic sketch (3 comedians), 1/3.
dunets, ete., 4d.—JACK M. FINN, Author, Colchester.

For single turns, 9d. and 1/-, For
upwards. Threo
List of comia




——The “GEM" Library! Now on Sale. 19
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AN
EXTRA BAR
)}/ iN

EACH PACKET |

HERE'S a double Treat that's hard to beat these days :

HILE everything else has “gone up™ in price, WRIGLEY'S is still a Jd. a Bar for the
longest-lasting sweetmeat in the world.
The addition of an extra 6th Bar is WRIGLEY’S way of serving the Boys on the pre-war
price basis. ¢
AND what 'a wonderful sweetmeat WRIGLEY'S really is. To-day it has a larger sale than
any other standardised sweetmeat in the world. WHY ?—Because it is by far the biggest

value in the world. It
—Lasts Longest in Substance and Flavour ;

—Is the Finest Digestive ;

—Is good for the Teeth and Gums ;

~—Cleans the Tongue and Sweetens the Breath ;
—Sustains the Strength and Spirits.

"~ GET AND TRY A PACKET TO-DAY
and you will understand why WRIGLEY’S is

HE WORLD'S FIRST AND FOREMOSY FAYOURITE SWEETMEAT 'éi ;
SOLD EVERYWHERE. f‘,'-;: |
Make sure you get the real WRIGLEY’S
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TAKE CARE OF YOUR HAIR.

FOw ot

Adopt the Popuiar and Beneficial “Harlene Hair-Drill.”
1,000,000 COMPLETE ¢ HAIR-DRILL *” Outfits FREE TO READERS.

IF you are worried about the condition of your hair, if it tion, * Hair-Drill,” is the surest way to overcome all hair
L is weak, impoverished, falling out, or  affected with | defects, and that it is also the easiest way to ensure the
scurf, dryness, or over-greasiness, do < : g perfect growth of long, silky, beau-
a8 millions of others (both men and 3 tiful hair in abundance, glossy and
women) have done, and try ‘ Harlene " bright.” ‘ :

Hair-Drill,” the delightful toilet o
exerciso -and unfailing ' Temedy for ¢ HARLENE " FOR MEN ALSO.
all hair defects, = - - g ;

- A short course of Hair-Drill will
quickly convince you of the wonderful
benefits to be derived from its daily
practice, and the opportunity is freely
offered to you in the unique Four-
Fold Gift Outfit described below.

HERE IS THE 4-FOLD GIFT.

- 1. A Botfle of ** Harlene ** the true
liguid food and tonic for the hair,
which stimulates it to new growth.

2. A Packet of * Cremex ** Sham-

Men, too, find that “ Harlena”
prevents Scalp Irritation, Dryness,
and a tendency to Baldness. It is
no exaggeration to say that millions
of men and women in all watks ‘of
life practise the refreshing and
beneficial *‘ Hair-Drill ” daily, and
so.preserve hair-health and beauty.

After a free trial you can always
obtain further supplies of * Harlene ”
at 1s. 13d, 2. 9d, and 4s. 9d. per
bottle ; *“ Cremex ' Shampoo Pow-

4 ; dors ‘at 1s. 13d. per box of seven
poe Powder, which prepares the head shampoos (sinéle ;ackets 2d. each) ;

for * Hair-Drill.” : \ A G 3 € “ Uzon” Brilliantine at 1s. 13d. and
. 8. A Bottle of *° Uzon ** Brilliantine, . AR 2s. 9d. per bottle, from all Chemists

which gives a final touch of beauty to Reflect on the condition of your hair. When it is and Stores, or will be sent direch,
it needs the beneficial treatment of Harlene Hair- from Edwards’ Harlene, Ltd., 20, 22,
¢ Hair-Drill >’ Manual of instruection. to-aay. - W.C.1

the hair attacked by scurf, dryness, over-greasiness, and
Drill to give new health and strength to the im- '24 and 26, Lamb's Conduit, Strest
» s ’ St
';-Wr%e in the first place for one of the 1,600,000 * Harlene “EARLENE' GIFT COUPON.

begins to fall out and becomes brittle, thin and weak, ©On réceipt of -6d. extra for postage,
4. A copy of the new edition of the
poverished hair roots. Send for a free trial outfit

A iy s ; :
Hair-Drill ” Outfits, and prove its efficacy for yourself free of " Detach and post to EDWARDS' HARLENE, Lid., 20. 22, 24, and 26, Lamb's |
persona] expense. ; Conduit St., London, W.C.1. 5

= - 5 1 O'I;Fir Sirs,—Please send me your Freetnllarlene“ Four-Fold Hair-Growing

3 ¥ S, ced. I enclose 4d. in stamps for- postage and-packing to my
MILLIONS PRACTISE ‘° HAIR-DRILL.” ot Pty P ®. 1
: . 7 : OPULAR, 14-8-20.
i S Hai | NOTE TO READER.

. Mllhons_ of men and women now practise Har ene Ilair- : Write your full name and address cleatly on a plain piece of paper, pin this
Drill  daily. They have tested and proved that this unigue | coupon to it and post as directed sbove. (Mark envelope Sample Dept.”")
preparation, ** Harlene,” and its agreeable method of applica- 3

- ; © | cure It and be Popular and Successful.
9 _You can’t be popular if you are nervous, if you Blush and look confused

when spoken to. Nobody wants Bashful, Nervous, Timid, Awkward peopie

- * round them either in Society or in Business. It is the Confident that
DELIVERED ON FIRST PAYMENT OF are liked, the Self-Possessed. They are popular everywhere, they are

= S X = 2 S B, 2 the. Winners of all life’s Prizes. - Why not be like them and have a try!
- i for Success? : You can be Cured of Nervousness and Blushing, . In One

o N LY Y o u Week by My System-cured permanently—you will gain Confidencs,

= g B . : Ease of Manner—Personality. Be a Leader in Society and a Winner

in Business. Seize this chance. - Write to me at once, mentioning

HAVE WATOH PENNY POPULAR, and I will send you full particulars Free, in plain sealed

- envelope. Address—Specialist, 12, All Saints Road, St. Anne’s-

==\ WHILST PAYING FORIT. | | ===

Gent's full-size Railway timekeeping Keyiess Y o
Lever Watch; Stout Nickel Silver or Oxydised ARE YOU SHO RT H
Damp and Dust Proof Gasei.e plainudlal, pe{- b :a,{xae. t‘);: Gﬁm’f; System help you §° lncrua:
fectly balanced superior ver Movement, your height. Mr. Brigg- reports an increase o
“splendid -timekeeper. - Price for either pocket ?.?&%‘é‘-’*u‘;’{i’if.ﬁs :‘-33 l&‘f:%%i'; l{g\-_.Rﬁt&lgne;
or wrish, 15/~ each. 'L“.mmo“‘.dial (see time inches: Mr., Ketley 4 inches; Miss Leedeil 4
in dark), 2/- extra. Ladies’ Chain or Wrist, 2/- § inches. This System requires only ten minutes

extra. i 2 morning and evening, and greatly improves the

3 § > i BTl f liances

We will send either of these watches on receipt l:,eaé‘r},l; sphy;éggag and carriage. No appl

e ) . penny stamps for further par-
: g of P.O. for 2/-. After receiving watch you send . t{cﬂlu‘gs and £100 Guarantes to Enquiry Dept.,

us & further 2/-, and promise to pay the remaining 11/- by weekly AM.P., 17, Stroud Green Road, London, N. 4.

or monthly instalments. For cash with order enclose 14/- only.
Five years' warranty given with eyery watch. == :
“To avold disappointment, send 2/- and 6d. extra postage ab

once. No uynpleasant inquiries. All orders executed in rotation. o N 9 s
= . . 1 " HOUR

The LEVER WA Tc” co' (M Dept.)’ bTTO}i'S SHORTHAND has only 8 rutes and 29 characters. Complete theory

5 a, Stockwell Green. London, S.W.9. ; learned in 24 hours. Practice quickly giveshighspeeds. Send2stamps for
42 2 . e 2 1liustrated booklet ?)ontaining specimen lessons to DUTTON’S COLLEGE

= : - Desk 303), SKEGNESS. London Branch: 92and 93, Great Russell Street,
-~ J %N.O. 1s M)anchesver Branch: 'S, 8, 9, Yict{oria Bmldu_xgs, St. Mary’s Gate.

- - ‘ 5, 8, 9
ELEGTR'G L'GHT Battery, lampholder, lamp, wire, switoh, re- .
; s flector, and instructions, post free, 4/ 2. Oat.
Model Engines, ‘Motors, Railways, Dynamos, eto,, 3d.—Small Power Co., o
38, Queen’s Road, Aston, Birmingham, et : : s
CUT TH[S OUT Catalogu Raincoats, Trenchcoats,

& ; = i z - Boots, Shoes, Cutlery, Cos»
The Penny Popular,” PEN COUPON. Value 2d, tumes, Rings, Watches, ete.,
Send this coupon with P.O. tor only 5/. direot to the r;eat( Ren. Doy t on easy terms, 30/- worth, 5/« monthly ;
ee ., London, ¥.C.4. In return you will receive (post free) a 5 S .
splendid }ix:zitfish;%\’dade 14-ot. Gold Nitbed Floot Fountatn Pon, value 10/6. 1t Q) S 60/- worth, 10/- monthly, etc. Write for
you save 12 further coupons, each will count as 2d, off the price; so you may : i
send 13 coupons and only 3/-. Say whether youwant a fine, medium, or hroad Free_Cttgalog_ue anfl Order Form. Forelgn
nib. This great offer is made to introduce the famous fFle_et— Pen to tthe applications invited. MASTERS, Ltd.,
PENNY POPULAR readers. (Foreign postage exira.) Satisfaction guaranteed E ee. 6, Hope Stores, RYE. (EStd. 1869.}

or cash returned. Self-Filling, or Safety Models, 2/- exira.
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