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CHERRS FOR THE NEW CAPTAIN!

{An Exciting Scene in the Magnificent Long Complete School Tale of the Chums of GreyFrinrs.)
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een o see Dennis Carr off.

;de ‘\Ld(k\(ﬂ’l‘ and Sir Jimmy hwau had
aceompanied them: and those two were still
oil the platform, although the London traim,
with Dennis Carr on board, had disappeared
some moments sinee.

Owing to the fact that his father had died
n nowz*y it had become necessary for Dennis
to leave Greyfriar

The kindly old he.sd had tried to avert the
catastrophe. He had offered to intercede
with the Governors of the schoot for Dennis
Carr to remain. But the junier’s pride would
not admit of Lis accepting charity of that
sort.
cartrending though it was to have to tear
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o
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Dennis had made up his mind to leave CGrey-

friars and to go to London, to meet whatsover

of good or ill the fates had in store for him.
At breakfast-time that morning Dennis had

thrust his head into the doorwdy of the
dining- roem,;and bidden the whole school
Lrood} re.  This was not good enough for

Harry Wharton & Co., who had ashcd Mr.
Quelch to allow them to see Dennis off,

And now the junior had gone. He had sold
practically all his belongings, and a few
pounds only stood between him and starva-
tin But from what the fellows knew of
i vnm~ be was not likely tc starve.

“A fellow like Carr would . always fall on
his feet,” remarked Johnny Bull. “He's got
pk‘ﬂtv of savvy, and he's bound to get on. 5

“T fancy he'll find it a stiff strucele,” said
Harry Wharton. *What with the difficulty
of gefting a job at the present time, to say
nothing of the terrifie cost of 2, poor old
Dennis will find himself up agains

He'll win through, though,” “D.ld Bob
?nerry.

“Hope so. If ever A fellow. deserved to get
on, Denauis Carr did."

“Wonder if we

m}i
e 5 habit
bect them.”

murmured Nugent. 1,
et it's a queer world. TFellows
of bobbing u) When you least e

If away from his familiar associations,

“I rather think Dennis will ecome
said Mark Linley, in his quiet way.
“What makes you think that,
asked Wharton.

“He may win a scholarship,”
ashire lad. ‘“He’s

back,”

Marky?”

said the Lan-
quite clever enough to do

esteemed Carr is

5 of the
Singh. *“All the same,

wre to returnfully
boy.  His pride

permitfully ailow him to do it.”
50,” eaid Bob Cherry. “I'm jolly
sorry the fellow’s gone, anyway. I've never
realised how much I iiked him until now.
“That's always the way,” sald Wharton.
“\\c never apprefmtc a fel ow’s worth until

 he’s taken from us.”

1.1e juniers tramped on through the snow
in silence.

Just befere the gates of Greyfriars were

reached, Frank \uvenu spun round excitedly
upox' hmrj '\’H}AI‘EOL

“Do you realise what this means, Harry?
The captainey of the Form is vacant again !

“My hat!”
In the excitement of the past twenty-four
hours the juniors had overlooked the fact

that Dennis Carr’s departure had creaded a
pacancy.

Dennis had been captain of the Remove—
elected by a majority of one. And now his
brilliant eareer had been cut short by the
sudden death of his father.

“There wiil have to be anothier election, I
suppose,” said Wharton.

“Half a jiffy!” sald Johnny Bull. <“Whe
got the highest number of votes next to
Carr?”?

“Three of us tied, if you remember. Dick
Russell, Billy Bunter, and myself.”~

“Then the mew election—if there is one—
will be confined to you three. By Jove.
Harry! I can see you winning back your eold
posmon, after all!”

“Hear, hear!”

“It all depends on onc
Cherry thoughtfuily.

“What's that?’

“Whether the fellows who voted for Car
at the mxt election will' vote for V&Ltmg.
this um

th

s \"c’ “and
make :
" 3fark Linley. “There

gether—Squiff, Tom

en of ¢
ulstrade, ‘&Ionty New-

Dick

are
Prown,

1
Rake,

(Copyriaht in the United ""“”afes of Arer

said Bob

Splendid Long Complete
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HARRY WHARTON &

Co., the Chums of Grey-

friars.
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All of them
see them
The con-
ell.?

said Bob

and Jimmy Vivian.
t fellows, and ¥ can’t
voting for a fat worm like Bunter.
test lies hetween Wharton and R

“And Harry's going to win!
Cherry in tones of determination. “After
all, he's the rightful leader of the Remove,
and he can skipper the Form a jolly sight
better iban any other fellow.”

“Fiattery, thy name is Cherry!
Wharton, laughing.

The juniors trooped into the
ing, and found quite a erow
round the notice-board.

t's —gsing

said

schaol build-
congregated

was

major, whose burly frame
¢ announcement from view, wa
‘one side, and the newcomers were
et a glimpse of the mnotice, which

FORM CAPTAIN.

e untimely and regrettable de-
is Carr, a new Form-captain
d by ballet in the Junior,
n Wednesday evening at 8
ates are eligib!ef\‘iz.,

prior to the dechon,
‘(Signed) H. H. QUELCH.”

ve a chuckle.

will be plenty of boisterous
Tked. “The first will be when
Bunter!”

herry——" said the fat junior,
time to overhear Bob’s remark.
b squashed--se My name’s
r the elccUon, and what’s 4 5
mean o win it!”
eh I
fellow cutside a lunatic asylam weuld
for a pudding-headed chump like you!™
rowled Johnny Bull
“Don’t be too sure!”
i “I, for one,

chimed in Bolsover
intend to vote fo

"in(.n the sooner you're shipped of to
Colney Hatch the befter!”

As a matter of faet, Billy Buunter had guite
a little coterie of supporters.

The feliows who had voted for him at
last election not likely to change.

o

Skinner and Snoop and Stott, and others

cd.)




&

THE PENNY POPULAR-Every

their kidney, would be only toc pleased to see
Billy Bunter at the head of the poll, for the
simple reason that under Bunter's leadership
:dlz\eyd would be able to do pretty much as they
liked.

The Famous Five, together with Mark
Liniey, repaired to No. 1 Study to talk things
over.

They had not forgotten poor Dennis Carr,
speeding away towards a life of toil and hard-
ship in London; but they knew that Dennis
himself would not like them to mope on his
‘account.  And so, fighting down their disap-
pointment at Carr's departure, they threw
themselves heart and soul into the task of
winning back the captaincy for Harry
Wharton.

- “How much cash have you fellows got?”
inquired Bob Cherry.

It was rather a blunt question, but it was
promptly answered.

“I'm rolling in it!” said Wharton.
always am at this end of the term.”

“Same here,” said Johnny Bull. “My uncle's
come down handsomely.”

- *1, too, am rollfully wallowing in the
esteemed shekels,” said Hurree Singh. “But
why does the worthy Bob ask the question?”

“Because,” said Bob Cherry, “I think it
would be a rattling good idea to provide a
study feed on a large scale, and invite the
seven fellows who voted for Dennis Carr at
the last election.”

Bob's suggestion was carried unanimously,
and then the bell rang for morning lessons.

“y

T e

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Love’s Labour Lost.
TRING first lesson, whilst Mr. Quelch
D was busy at the blackboard, with his
back to his pupils, seven juniors were
somewhat surprised to receive sundry
slips of paper.
Each slip, when unfolded, revealed the fol-
lowing invitation:

“A magnificent spread will take place In
No. 1 Study at five o'clock this afternoon.
You are cordially invited to attend.

. “Iced cake will be provided, and each guest
is therefore requested to bring his own

hatehet.
“(8igned) HARRY- WHARTON.”

The seven juniors, on reading this invita-
tion, emitted seven distinct chuckles.

Mr. Quelch spun round from the blackboard.

“Cease this unseemly laughter at once!” he
rapped out. “What is amusing you, Bul-
strode?” .

“Ahem! There—there was a bluchottle
l{u%zmg about on the back of your gown,
sir!”

“Bless my soul!”

_Mr. Quelch made two or three revolutions
in the hope of discovering the offending blue-
bottle.

The Remove-master looked remarkably like
a cat chasing its own tail as he. whisked rouad
and round. =
_“Dear me!” he murmured. “I fail to
identify the insect T question, Bulstrode!”

“1 believe it's buzzed out of the window,
sir,” said Bulstrode calmly. =

“Very well. If I see you laughing again I
shall cane you!” 7

Mr. Quelch returned to the blackboard, and
the seven juniors who had been invited to
the study feed tucked their invitations into
their pockets.

After morning lessons the Famous Tive
went to the tuckshop to make their pur-
_chases.

They made them on a most layish scale.
Indeed, Mrs. Mimble’s stocks were in danger
cf being completely absorbed:

. “Trot out everything you’ve got, ma’am!”
said Bob Cherry. *“We’re expecting the
Prince of Wales to tea this afternoon!”

Mrs. Mimbles gasped.

“Lor’, Master Cherry!
say 2

“The Prince of Wales, the Duke of Blank-
shire, and the Marquis of Bagsquash!" said
Bob Cherry solemnly. “And they've all got
healthy appetites. Does the Duke of Blank-
shire like doughnuts, Harry?”

“I'm sure he does!” said Wharton, laugh-
ing. “We'll have a couple of dozen, anyway.”

The supplies were taken along to Study
No. 1, and the Famous Five bustled about
to make that famous apartment look cosy
and inviting.

Afternoon school was not a lengthy afair,

You don’t mean to

and when it was over the guests began to
arrive.

Squif and Tom Browan, Dick Rake- and
Monty Newland, and Bulstrode and Jimmy
Vivian trooped into the study.

“We are seven!” said Bob Cher
we’re not, though; we're only sis
Mauly?” 3

“Snoozin’ in his “study,”
Vivian,

“I'll snooze him!” growled Bob.
over that cricket-stump, Johnny!”

Johnny Buil made a warning gesture.

“You mustn’t commit assault and batfery
on Mauly,” he said. “We wan$ to capture
his vote. I—I mean—"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

There was a roar of laughter from the
guests.

Johnny Bull had let the cat out of the
bag with a vengeance. And Squiff' & Co. no
longer wondered why they had been invited

R
. Where's

said Sir Jimmy

“Haud

to the feast. ;

Beb Cherry went along to Lord Mauleverer
study, and returned in a few moments, 2
companied by his languid lordship.

“Come along, Mauly!” said
briskly. “Make yourself at home!”

“Groo!”

“What'’s the matter?’ asked Wharton, in
alarm. “Are you ill?”

“No—merely a Ilittle drowsy, dear boy.
It’ll pass off, I expect, when I've sampled
scme of those rock-cakes. T shall start
friskin’ about like a young lamb!”

“Ha, g hall

The Famous Five spared no effort to make
their guests comfortable.

A cheerful fire cracked and spurted in the
grate, and by its blaze Hurree Singh was
busy with a frying-pan. Exactly what he
was doing nobody seemed to know, but he
assured his ehums that he was preparing an
Indian dish of great flavour.

“It will soon be done to an esteemed turn!”
he murmured.

“Are you referring to your face, Inky?”
inquired Squiff.

“Ha, ha, hal” \

“The best of Inky's choeolate-coloured com-
plexion,” said Bob Cherry, “is that he can
scorch it without anyone noticing it!”

And there was renewed laughter.

The feast was soon in full swing, and all
went merrily.

The only interruption came from Billy
Bunter, who, after asking for a share in
the feed, and being refused, loudly accused
Harry Wharton of bribery and corruption.

Johnny Bull snatched up the poker, and
the Owl of the Remove left the study in
a hurry. Had he lingered a moment longer
he would have left it on an ambulance!

When the feast was over, and the guests
were leaning back in their chairs with ex-
pressions of contentment on their faces,
Harry Wharton deemed it time he made a
speech.

“Gentlemen,” “and
Manleverer——"

“Ha, ha, hal?

The schoolboy earl glared.

“If it wasn't so frightfully fatiguin’,” he
said, “I'd go to the extent of punchin' your
nose, Wharton!”

“You misunderstood me, ass!” said Whar-
ton. “I didn't mean te imply that you
weren’t a gentleman. I simply wanted to
separate you from the commen herd =

“Who are you calling the common herd?”
demanded Tom Brown wrathfully.

Wharton groaned. He realised that he had
made an unfortunate beginning in his cam-
paign for votes.

However, Bob Cherry poured oil on the
troubled waters, and Wharton weat on with
his speech:

“As you are aware, gentlemen, the election
of a new Torm-captain takes place on
Wednesday evening, owing to poor old Carr
having slung his hook.  You all voted for
Carr at the previous election, and I admire
your judgment. 'y

Nugent

he began, Lord

Now that another election’s
under way, I'm going to ask you, straight
from the shoulder, to vote solidly for me!”

The guests grinned. They had been ex-
pecting this little oration all along.

“Without in any way wishing to blow my
own trumpet,” continued Wharton, “I think
I may say that I shall make an ideal Form-
captain—-"

“Ha, ha,_hat?

“I admit I eame rather a cropper before,
but that’s past history, and there will be no
repetition of it. I urge you to do your duty
to the Form by seeing that I am elected by
a thumping majority. If I become skiprer,

Friday. ' 5

you can rely on me to rule with an impartial
pand. I shall be a staunehi supporter of
freedom, and, at the same time, I ghall have
a word to say for slavery. I shall but down
tyranny, and also back up the tyrants when
necessary. I shall advocate compulsory
games, but all those who do not wish lo-
play will be excused——"

“Ha, ha, ha!” =

Wharton’s speech—which he did not intend
in the least to be funny—evoked roars of
merriment. :

The speaker glanced round at the grinping

~faces.

“I trust I make myself clear, gentlemen?”

“Clear as mud!” said Squiff.

“I am out tg study your interests, individu-
ally and collectively. There  wiil be no
favouritism of any sort; but I shall be pur-
ticularly lepient with -you fellows—"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“I shall see that the strictest discipline i3
enforced; at the same time, those who wish
to slack may do so.”

“Help!” sobbed Mounty Newland.
bust a boiler in a minute!”

“In conclusion, gentlemen,” said Harry
Wharton, who was not a little flustered by
this time, “let me urge you to rally round
and see that I finish up at the top of the
poll "

“You're up
Bulstrode.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Wharton ignored the insult.

“My final advice to you,” he said, “is just
this: Vote for Wharton, who will combine
freedom with slavery, liberty with bondage,

“I shall

the pole already!” grinned

and slackness with discipline! It’s up to
"you, each one of you, to do the decent
thing—"

“All serene!™ said Squiff, moving fo the
door,

“Half exelaimed Wharton, in
alarm. are you going?”

“To have a jaw with Russell.”

“With Russell! But why?”

“Y want to have a chat with him about
the election,” said Squiff calmly. “You see,
I’ve promised him my vote!”

Wharton gasped, So did the other members
of the Famous Five. .

“You—you mean to say you're going fo
vote for Russell?” gasped Bob Cherry.

Squiff nedded. And Tom Brown and Bul-
strode nodded, too.

“But—but why not vote for Wharton?” ex-
claimed Johnny Bull.

“For the simple reason,” said Squiff, “that
we've already promised Russell our votes.
He stood us a feed this morning, you see.”

“What!” 8

The Famous Five nearly collapsed, ®

They had imagined that, by inviting the
seven juniors to a study feed, they wm_xlfl
make certain of seven votes. But Dicik
Russell had forestalled them. He, too, had
given a feed earlier in the day, and had
secured, in advauce, the votes of Squiff, Bul-
strode, and Tom Brown. ~

It was a bitter pill for the Famous Five to
swallow, but they realised that they had
enly themselves to blame. They had nob
siown such initiative and promptitude
Dick Russell.

a

as

“Pa-ta, you fellows!" said Tom Brown.
“Thanks very much for the feed. It was
stunning!”

“Sorry we can’'t vote for you on this oc-
casion, Wharton!” said Bustrode. “But we 11
bear you in mind another time. So-long!

And the three grinning juniors whom Harry
Wharton had. relied upon to support him
marched out of the study.

a

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
The Electisn.

6 ARRY me home to die, somebody!”
groaned Bob Cherry. 2
“Fancy those bounders letting us

down like that!” said Nugent.

“After they'd stuffed themselves at our
expense, too!" growled Johnny Bull. “Pity we
didn't give them a jolly good bumping before
they went!”

Harry Wharton turned to the four guests
who had remained in their seats.

“Whom do you fellows intend to vote for?”
he inquired.

“For you, of course!” said Dick Rake.

And Monty Newland and Jimmy Vivian
also -signified their willingness to vote for
Wharton. .

“Well, that puts a better complexion on
the situation, anyway!” said Harry. “Would

THE PENNY PorULAR.—No, 52.
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you niind king Aauly up, Bob, and asking
l*m who h ng to vote for?”
Dehghtcd‘“ said Bob.

And he aroused the schoolboy e'\rl by the
simple expedient of tweaking his nose.

“Yaroooooh!”

Mauly shot up with a start.

“Thought that would do the trick!”
chuckled Bob Cherry, *Who are you going
to vote for, Mauly?”

“Nobody, begad!”

“But there isn’t a fellow of that name on
the list of candidates!”

Lord Mauleverer sighed drowsily.

“1'm not gein’ to vote at all,” he said.
sha’'n’t even turn up at the election!”

“Why net, you ass?”

“Too much mq, dear boy!”

“You—you——""

“If you don’'t come,” said Johnny Bull
rimly, “we’ll visit you in your study at a
fixed time every day, and explode jumping-
crackers behind you!”

“QOh, begad!”

“Now, are you coming, or are you not?”

“Well, if you're goin’ to perform stunts
of that sort, I think I'd better!”

“Ha, ha, ‘ha

“You promise faithfully that youwll turn

ay

up in the Common-room on Wednesday
night?” said Bob Cherry.
* Yaas.”

“And what will you do when
thete?”

“Go to sleep, 1 suppose.”

“Don’t you dare-—not bhefore you've voted
for Wharton, anyway! Once you’ve given
your vote, you can curl up like Rip Van
Winkie, and sleep for umpteen years at a
stretelr; but you've got to elearly understand
that the vote comes first, and the slumbes
aflerwards!”

“Oh, all right!”
“Any old thing!”

And the next moment he had leaned back
‘and closed his eyes again.

“My hat!” gasped Nugent. “Il never saw
such a glutton for sleep! He makes quite
an orgy of it!”

* Listen, you fellows!” said Harry Wharton,
who had been jotting d(mn a list of names
oir a sheet of paper. *“So far as 1 can see

you get

said Mauly, with a yawn

at present, I'm one vote better off than
lussell.”
“How do you make that out?” asked

Jolnny Bull.

“Well, to begin with, we each had seven
:upporters Aﬂd now he's got an extra
three, and I've got an extra four.”

“One minute!” said Bob Cherry.
forgotten somehody!”

“ Whom?”

“Smithy, of course!”

“Great Scolt, yes! Smithy was one of the
fellows who voted for Carr, and we've left
him out of our calculations. Wonder who be
intends to vote for this time?”

“Let’s go and ask him!” suggested Monty
Newland.

And the juniors went along the passage,
and swarmed into Vernon-Smith's study.
~ The Bounder lcoked up in surprise at the
invasion.

“What the thump——" he hegan.

“1 say, Smithy,” said Harry Wharton,
I count on your vote at the election? i

Verncn-Smith gripned.

*You can count on it as much as you like,”
he said, “but I'm afraid you won't get it!”

“QOh crumbs!”

“You see, 1've already sworn allegiance to
Hussell.”

The faces ofs Harry Wharton & Co., which
had been beaming radiantly when they
entered the study, were now as long as
fiddles.

“Is that final, Smithy?” asked Bob Cherry.

“Yes, as final as the editor’s decision!”

Johnny Bull glared at the speaker.

“You mean to say that you consider Russell
a better man than Wharton?” he exclaimed.

“Well, therc’s precious little to choose
between them. They're both equal to the
job. But, personally, I prefer to sce new
blood intreduced.”

“Then there's nothing
gueried Nugent,

_“Nothing !

Harry Wharton & Co. retreated from the
Bounder's study as- if they were returning
from.a funeral.

“That gives you and Russell eleven votes
cach,” remarked Menty Newland to Wharton.

Always provided that the same fellows who
voted for Bunter last time intend to vote
for hit” again, said Nugent.

“They de!” said Bob Cherry.

THE PERNY PeoPULAR.—N¢, 52

“We've

“can

more to be said?”

“I was

jawing to Skinner about it. and he was very
emphatic on the point. The siily ass! I
suppose he thinks he'd have a slack time if
Bunter held the reins.”

“The election’s going to bhe a jolly close
thing ! said Johnny Bull. * Bunter will be out
of it, of course. He hasn't a dog’s chance.
But with Wharton and Russell sharing
twenty-two votes—"
tFrank Nugent "uttered a sudden exclama-
on

“My only aunt!”

L\er\'body stopped shcrt

*“ Anything wrong, Franky?”
Cherry.
“I've just called to mind three more

fellows whom we've leit out of our calcula-
tions.”

“Three more! Who on earth are they?”

“Peter Todd, Alenzo of that ilk, and Tom
Dutton.”

“My hat!”

“Peter was up for election last time, you
will remember, and Alonzo and Toem Dutton
voted for him, as iif duty bound. Now, the
burning question of the moment is, who will
they vote for on Wednesday?”

Harry Wharton's eyes sparkled with a new
hope.

“Come along, you fellows!” he exclaimed.
“We ought to be able to capture three votes
this time!”

“Unless Russell has forestalied us again!”
growled Johnny Bull

The juniors hurried along to Study No. 7.
which was tenanted hy the two Todds and
Tom Dutton, the deaf junior.

*“Anybody at home?” inquired Bobh Cherry,
administering a couple of lusty thumps on the
door.

“Yes; walk right in, fathead! And bring
all the little fatheads with you!”

It was Peter Todd who spoke. S

Peter was ne less surprised than Vernon-
Smith had been at the wholesale invasion.

“Is it peace or war?” he asked, his hand
groping for a cricket-stump.

“Peace if you promise to vote for Wharton
—war if you're going to rally round Russell!”
said Bob Cherry.

“Ha, he, ho!”

“In that case,”
thinks it's war!”

The invading party stopped short.

“You mean to say youTe a Russeilite?”
gasped Nugent.

“Right on the wicket!*?

“Then you deserve to be shot at dawn,
that’s all I can say!” said Johnny Bull.
“Talk about rank disloyalty!”

Peter Todd shrugged his shoulders.

“I was under no obligation to vote for
Wharton,” he said. “He’s not a bad sort of
chap, I know, except that he's got an un-
fortunate face. but my preference runs in
favour of Russell.”

Harry Wharton & Co. groaned in dismal
chorus.

“It may give you some consolation to know
that Alonzo is voting fer Wharton,” Pcter
went on. ‘“He’s ratheér a duffer to do it,
but on this occasion I'm giving him hlb
head.” g

Wharton brightened up a little,
did his followers.

“That gives Russell and you twelve votes
apiece, Harry,” said Bob Cherry.

"Ewerythmg depends on Tom Dutton,” said
Nugent. “Which way is he going to vote,
Toddy?”

“Better ask him,” said Peter.  “1'd ask him
mysdf only I happen-to have mislaid my
megaphone !”

*“Ha, ha, ha!*

Harry Wharton stepped up te Tom Dutton,
who was reclining in an armchair, absorbed
in a book.

“I say, Dutton!” he exclaimed. “Who are

you gmu;.. to vote fm‘ at the clection??

murmured Peter, “me-

and so

“Sorry,” said Dutton, “but I'm stony!”

“Eh?”

“It's no use talking to me about a collee-
tion.”

Harry Wharton gasped.

“You silly duffer!” he shouted. “Who's
talking about collections? It was the
election that I was referring to—the clection
of a Form-captain. Who's your favourite
candidate?”

Tom Dutton rose to his feet in wrath.

“@h, you do, do you?” he said.

“Po!” echoed Wharton. “Do what?”

“Regard me wxfh candid hate!”

“Ha, ha, ha!

There was a spontaneons burst of laughter
from the juniors. Tom Dutton’s affliction was
a sore.trial, pot:oniy to himself, but to all
who endeavoured to lold converse with him.

asked Bob

f"rida;y.

“I don't hate you!” roared Wharton,
though he locked very much as if he did.
“I'm very much attached to you, as a matter
of faet!”

“Ha, ha, hat?

“And what I want to know is "—Wharton
was fairly bellowing by this time—"“can I
rely on your vote?”

“0f course!” said Tom Dutton, compre-
hending at last. “Why didn’t you ask me

this before, instead of heating about the
bush?” a
“0Oh, my hat!”

Harry Wharton was exasperated, but his
delight exceeded his exasperation. Tom
Dutton’s vote would put him one ahove
Russell.

“Good old Dutton!” exclaimed Bob Cherry.
“He's a brick! Let’s give him three cheers!
They’ll only sound like a faint Vyhl“[?ﬂl' to
him, but no matter!”

“Ha, ha; ha!”

‘Three ringing cheers were given for the
deaf junior; and then Wharton and bis sup-
porters, hugely elated, quitted the study.

There were no startling developments
tween then and Wednesday evening.

True, Bxlly Bunter had secured an extra
supporter in the person of Fisher T. Fish,
who at the last election had remained
neutral. But the addition of Fish would not
help the Owl of the Remove much.

The junior Common-room was packed on
the evening of the election.

Mr. Quelch conducted the proceedings, as
formerly; and the excitement was at fever
heat.

Ballot-papers were -distributed, and in the
short space of five minutes they had all been
filled in.

The juniors had come into the Common-
room with their minds made up, and it
was without hesitation that they placed
crosses by the names of their favourite can-
didates.

Harry Wha rton had figured it out that he
would rveeeive -thirteen votes, and Russell
twelve; but he could not be certain, for
one or two {fellows might have changed
their opinions, and those one or two would
make all the difference bet\\een a victory and
a defeat.

Mr. Quelch collected the ballot-papers, and
sent for a couple of prefects to act as
serutineers.

Walker and Gwynne performed this fune-
tion, and there was a hush whilst the vetes
were being counted up.

What would be the result?

Would Harry Wharton just manage to
scrape home, or would that energetic and
forceful lelOW Dick Russell, prance off with
the captaincy?

Thes¢ questions were scon answered.

Mr. Quelch surveyed the silent hut tensely
eager throng.

“My boys,” he said,
prolong your suspense.
election is as follows:

“W, (. Bunter, eight votes

The fat junior gave a grunt of dn satisfac-
tion. He muttered something to the effect
that there must have been foul puy.

“R. E:. Russell; twelve vetes——"

Wharton’s eyes shone with a great hope.

“And Harry Wharton, thirteen votes!”

“It’s an unlucky number, but it’s a lucky
day for you, Harry, old man!” said Bob
Cherry, who was the first to clap his chum
on the back.

And then, in the presence of Mr. Quelch
and the prefects, the supporters of Harry
Wharton set up a ringing cheer.

“ Hurrah{”

“Wharton’s won hack his old position!?

“Hip, hip, hurrah!”

Dick Russell, defeated by a single vote,
stepped up to Wharton and extended his
hand.

“Congrats!” he. said, with a smile.  “¥ou've
licked me fairly and- sqxurelv, and now that
I can’t be skipper myself, you can rely on
me to back you up—all al(:mg the line!”

“Thanks!” said Wharton breathlessly.

And then his supporters surged round
him, swung him off his feet, and carried
fhim in tmlmph from the Common-room,

Mr. Quelch made no attempt to stop the
demonstration. He smiled, and congratulated
Harry Wharton on his success.

There was great rejoicing in Study No. 1
that evening, and Harry Wharton's return
to the captaincy was heralded with langhter
and cheers.

But in Study No. 7, whither Billy ‘Bunter
had wended his weary way, there was weep-
ing and gnashing of tccth!

bee

“1 will not unduly
The result of the
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to the floor with a crash, (See page 6.)

‘“This is a respectable office,’”’ said the junior clerk, ““and we don’t want your sort here! You can jolly
Dennis Carr shot out his left in the approved Greyfriars fashion, and the weedy youth went

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Driven to the Wall !

EANWHILE, what of Dennis Carr?
Dennis had arrived in Lendon
with a few pounds in his pocket,
and with high resolve in his heart.

He had hoped to obtain employment, but
the hope had so far proved a forlorn one.

After attending the funeral of his father,
Dennis had tramped round in search of lodg-
ings. Finally, he had rented & small room—
attic would have been a more correct term—
in the neighbourhood of Westminster.

The landlady, Mrs. Grubb, was hard of face
and hard of heart. She insisted upon a fort-
night’s rent in advance, and she got it. She
also undertook to “do” for Dennis, who

- replied that he had no wish to shuifle off
this mortal coil just yet. :

Instead of tisking Mrs. Grubb’s cooking,
Dennis preferred to get his meals at a
restaurant. :

Next day he set out to search for employ-

ment. He adoptcd the very sensible plan

of visiting one of the big newspaper offices
and scanning the advertisement columns.

- _But, alas! he found that others were at
the same game—scores and scores of them.
And many were in a worse plight than he.
They had wives and families to support.
Wrecks of men they were, many of them,
.with wan cheeks .and drooping shoulders.
Their country had: called for them in the
time of need, and nobly had they answered
to the call; but their country did not want
them now.

The spectacle of these men, hunting high
and low for employment, moved Dennis Carr
strongly.

But he could not afford- to spend much
time in brooding over the misfortunes of
others. He himself had to find work, by
hook or crook, and he pushed .his way
towards one of the advertisement pgages
which was pasted to a board.

Ah! Here was a job that would suit him.

“JUNIOR CLERK (orale) wanted, with
knowledge of shorthand and typewriting.
Knowledgé of French desirable, but not com-
pulsory. Boy fresh from public school pr
ferred. Commencing salary, 45s. per week.
Apply personally, or by letter, to Messrs.
Barry, Jones & Barry, Queen's Circus, E.C.”

Dennis made a note of the address, and
hurried out of the newspaper office.

He had high hopes of obtaining the situa-
tion in question. He was an expert short-
hand writer, he could manipulate a type-
writer at a fair speed, and his knowledge of
French was at least passable. Moreover, he
was fresh from a public school. The adver-
tisement and the intending applicant seemed
to fit in.

But when Dennis reached the offices of
Messrs. Barry, Jones & Barry he received a
rude shock.

Although the advertisement had only
appeared for the first time that morning, no
less than thirty applicants had already been
interviewed, and a selection had been made.

A pompous-looking individual explained all
this to Dennis by means of a lengthy
oration, whereas two words—" Nothing doing ”
—would have sufficed.

This rebuff rather took the wind out of
Dennis Carr's sails, But he realised that
faint heart ne'er won a situation—or any-
thing else worth winning—and he retraced
bis steps to the newspaper office.

Having made a note of all the situations
for which he was suited, Dennis set out on
an extensive tour of the City.

The luck was dead against him.

It was the same old story everywhere—
“We're already suited, thank you!”

One or two employers rather liked the look
of Dennis, and regretted that he had not
turned up before; whilst the jobs were going
begging.

Noit until five o'clock in the afternoon did
Dennis exhaust the list of addresses. And
then he realised that hie had had nothing to
eat all day

“Thank goodness I've still got a littls
cash left!” he murmured. “That was a
happy inspiration of mine to sell most of
my belongings before leaving Greyfriars.”

A few moments later Dennis was scated
én a restaurant, reviewing the events of tha
ay.
It had been the most wretched day he eould
remember.

Everything had gone against Lim.

- In the case of every job he had applied
for there had already been a man in' pos-
session. Nobody seemed to want him, save
one or two who had been struck by his
gentlemanly appearance.

“This sort of thing mustn't go on much
longer,” muttered Dennis, “or I shall be
broke !"”

He determined .to get up early next mo
ing, in order to be on the spot when the
advertisements appeared. Experience had
already taught him that this was his oniy
chance of obtaining work.

Bat the next day, like its predecessor,
proved a “wash-out,” and so did the day
after. -

Dennis began to grow desperate.

His money was now reduced to a few
shillings, and the extortionate Mrs. Grubb
would soon be clamouring for a further pay-
ment of rent.

Tired out with his exertions on the third
day, Dennis went to bed early. But he found
sleep impossible.

His thoughts constantly turned to Grey-
friars—to the old school where he had known
such genuine happiness.

What were the fellows doing now? .

Were they thinking of him, or was it a
case of “Out of sight, out of mind "?
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How he wished he was back!

It only he could resume his place in the
Form-room and on the football-field!

Yes, even the drudgery of the Form-rcom
was preferable to this grim striving after em-
ployment.

Physically tired, but mentally active,
Dennis Carr remained awake until Big Den
sounded the midnight chimes; then he feH
into a troubled siumber,

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
The Last Straw!
EXT morning two letters arrived for
Dennis.
He was later than usual in get-
ting up, and his landlady pushed the
letters underneath the door of his bed-room.

Dennis pounced upon them eagerly.

He had been looking forward to these
jetters, having notified his Greyfriars friends
of his address. =

The first note be opened was from Mark
Liniey. Dennis  recognised the familiar,
scholarly hand.

“@ood old Marky!” he murmured.

And then he plunged into the letter, which
ran as follows: :

“My dear Dennis,—Do let us have a line
from you, old man, to say how you are
i We are all very anxious about you,
and are wondering if you have been success-
sul in getting a decent job at a decent wage,
or if you stand in need of help.

“&hould the latter be the case, let me know
at once. It will be an casy enough matter
to have a whip-round on your behalf, and
it your pride won't allow you to take the
money as a gift, you could have it on loan,
and pay me back at your convenience.

“After you had gone there was another
election, and Wharton has resumed his cld
position as captain of the Remove.

“Please write at the first opportunity,
giving all the news. The fellows send their
united good wishes.—Yours ever,

“ MARE.”

Dennis smiled as he read that letter.

“Just like Marky to offer me a helping
hand!” he murmured. “Still, I can’t take
the money. And I can't borrow it, for how
should I be able to pay it back?”

Dennis tucked Mark Linley’s letter into his
pocket, and opened the other one.

“Hallo!” he exclaimed. “What's the Head
got to say, I wonder?”

Dr. Locke had written a very kind and sym-
pathetic letter. e was afraid that Dennis
was finding it difiicult to keep his head above
water: and he repeated the suggestion he had
made before, namely, that he should approach
the governors on Dennis Carr’s behalf, so that
Dennis could return to Greyfriars.

“He's a brick!” muttered Dennis. “A first-
elass, gold-edged brick! But I can’t possibly
accept charity, no matter how down-and-out
I become!”

Having quite made up his mind on that
point, Dennis pocketed the Head's letter, and
set out once again in search of a situation.

“Let’s hope I have some luck to-day!” he
mused. *“1t’s about time!”

But once again the hope was shattered. -

The newspaper office was thronged with ex-.

officers and men, vainly secking employment.

There was also a number of men who had
employment, but couid not find houses to
live in. Wearily—with the air of men whe
were used to this sort of thing—they scanned
the advertisements which appeared under the
ticing. heading, “Houses to Let.” But,
alas! the rentals were far, far beyond the
means of the majority of house-hunters.

Dennis Carr squeezed himself between a
house-hunter and a man who was wearing the
ribbon of the D.S.0., and ran his eye down
the “Situations Vacant > column.

There were not so many advertisements this
merning, and there were only a couple of
posts which Dennis could fill. He jotted
down the addresses, and hurried round to the
respective firms, only to find that the jobs
had been filled already.

This job-hunting campaign was proving a
much grimmer business than Dennis expected.
He was feeling very desperate indeed now.

Save for a shilling or two, his funds were
exhausted; and soon there would be the
problem of rent.

Dennis Carr walked moodily
Thames Embankment, his hands,
deeply into his pockets.
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aleng the
thrust

verything's against me!” he muttered.
1ng !”
And then he remembered the two letlers
in his pecket.

The Greyfriars fellows were mnot against
him, at any rate, and neither was the Head.

On the one hand, Dennis had an offer of
financial help; and, on the other, a chance
to return to the school.

For a moment the hey wavered, but only
for a mioment.

“I ean’t do it!” he exclaimed. “I can’t
trespass on their kindness to that extent!”

When Dennis reached the Middle Temple
he halted abruptly.

His heart beat quickly with a new hope.

The sight of the famous Tewple caused him
to recollect his father’s solicitors.

Surely they would help him in his crisis?
Surely they would be able to give him em-
ployment? They had been not only the
lawyers, but the personal friends-ef the late
Mr. Carr,

Dennis remembered that their office was at
Lincoln's Inn. Accordingly, he made his way
thither.

He halted at length outside a door bearing
a brass plate with the inscription:

“MESSRS. CHAMBERS & TEMPLE, -

Solicitors—Commissioners for Oaths.
Office Hours: 10 a.m to 4 p.m.”

Dennis eould scarcely repress a smile.

“ Anybody would think this was Whitehail!”
he murmured. “I suppose oid Chambers is
funky of a nervous breakdown, and, therefore,
he knocks off at four!”

Dennis opened the door, and passed up a
flight of narrow, rickety stairs.

From 2 room at the top came the harsh
clatter of a typewriter.

The typist—a pale-faced youth of seventeen
or so—suspended operations on catchirg sight
of Dennis. -

“What d’you want?” he

“In the first place. ci
“ And secondly, Mr. Chambers.
“<The youth glared,

“Mr. Chambers isn't in.”

“Mr. Temple will do, then.,”

“He isn't in, either.”

Dennis clenched his hands with annoyance.

“Qffice hours; ten to four, with an interval
of three hours for lunch!” he said. “I sup-
pose that’s the usual routine, isn’t it?”

“Don’t you be cheeky, young shaver, or
rm—-r

At that moment Dennis heard the familiar
voice of Mr. Chambers, the scnior partner.

He was speaking on the tclephone in the
next room.

Dennis turned to the clerk.

“Thought you said Mr. Chambers wasn’t
in?” he exclaimed.

“Me wasn't in to you, I meant.”

“By Jove!” reflected Dennis. “If I'm lucky
enough to get a job in this office, I can see
myself at war with that fellow! ”

Then he moved towards the connecting-
door.

The youth moved towards it, too. He
reached the door first, and stood with his
back to it.

“Let me pass!” muttered Dennis.
to see Mr. Chambers!”

The clerk glanced at the speaker’s muddy
bhoots and at his stained and rumpled clothes,
and laughed harshly.

“ Mr. Chambers doesn’t interview tramps!”
he said. ;

That was more than Dennis could stand.

Rushing in, he grasped the youth round the
waist, and swung him to onc side.

Befere the victim could recover, Dennis
was through the connecting-door.

A tall, baldheaded man was seated at his
deslks, speaking into the telephone. He failed
to notice Dennis Carr’s presence until he
hung up the receiver. Then he rose to his
feet and extended his hand.

“Ah! How d’you do, Master Carr? Still
feeling bowled over by your father’s death?
Yes, ves, of course! That’s only naturall
Your father was a genuine sort-—one of the
best and least selfish men I ever knew. But
I will not dwell upon a subject which is pain-
ful to both of us. What ean I do for you, my
boy ?” -

Dennis did not beat about the bush.

“1 want a jeb!” he said frankly.

“A job-—eh? What sort of a job?”

“ Anything, so long as it’s honest.”

. Mr. Chambers looked thoughtful.

owl

said Dennis.

“T want
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- “I suppose a clerical job would be in your
line?” he said.

“That would be just the thing!” said
Dennis.
O “H’m! Can you write shorthand?”
“Rather!”
“Typewriting ?”

Dennis nodded.

“Bookkeeping ?”

Dennis nodded again.
feel decidedly hopeful.

Surely all these questions were leading up
to one thing—namely, his engagement as a’
junior clerk to Messrs. Chambers & Temple?
t'Mr. Chambers pursued his cross-examina-
ion.

“Speak French?”

“Yes.?

“Know Latin?”

“Yes.” :

“gond of things appertaining to the law?”

“Yes?

“That’'s a pity,” said Mr. Chambers,
great pity! if you had come to me yesterday
1 could have fixed you up with a job in this
office. You seem to possess all the necessary
qualifications. As it iy, I've engaged e-
body else.” ]

Poor Dennis! His hopes came crashing
down like a house of cards.

Mr. Chambers was very sympathetic. But
Dennis could see that the sympathy was not
genuine, but assumed.

“Cheer up! "said the lawyer. “A smart
youngster like you won’t be eut of a job
for long, You'll soon find something to suit
you if you hunt round.”

“That’s what I've heen doing ever since I
came to London,” said Dennis wearily.

“Never mind! Persevere, my boy, and
you'll prove successful in the end.” :

Dennis was about to retort that it was
impossible to persevere when he was penni-
less. But he checked himself and tuined to
the door,

“I - wish you luck!” said Mr. Chambers. “I
may have a vacancy for a junior clerk
about six months hence; so if you are not
suited by that time you might let me know.”

Dennis passed out, feeling too sick at heart
to reply to that generous statement.

The solicitor’s final words fuud Leen over-
heard by the weedy youth in the outer office.
He sneered at Dennis as the latter came out.

“Nothing doing,” he said. “And I shounld
think not, either! This is a respectable office,
and we don’t want your sort here! Ycu
can jolly well—"

Bitf!

He was beginning to

Vi

a

Exasperated beyond measure, Dennis Carr
shot out his left in the approved Greyiriars
fashion.

The weedy youth fock the blow on the
point of the jaw, and he went to the foor
with a erash that shook every bone in his
body.

Dennis passed on, and disappeared down the
rickety staircase, leaving the clerk to sort
himself out.

“No luck !” muttered Dennis, as he cmerged
into the January drizzle. *This was my lasg
resource, ang, it’s failed! There's a cheerful
outlook in front of me, and no mistake!”

He became aware of the fact that he was
ravenously hungry. He had eaten nothing
since the previous evening.

Dennis fished in his pocket and brought
to light the princely sum of one-and-four-
pence. It was enough for one meal, and that
was all,

“Shall I, or sha’'n’t 1?” murmured Dennis.

On the one hand, it seemed madness to
spend every penny he possessed; on the other
hand, his hunger must be appeased,

Dennis Carr’s hesitation was short-lived. -

With a grim expression on his face, new
white and wan, he made his way to the
nearest restaurant. -

Once again he was tempted to take ad-
vantage of Dr. Locke’s ofter, and oif Mark
Linley’s.

His past record at Greyfriars had been co
good that the governors would cheerfuily
have paid his term fees if he cared to
stay on.

But to go back at this juncture would be
a confession of failure. It wouid show that
he was incapable of earning his own living.

No, he could not go back. Moreover, he
could not accept money from his old chums,

He must paddle bis own cance., He must
make his own way in the world, independent
of help from his old friends.

He had taken the plunge, and now he must
sink or swim.
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THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Dennis Finds a Friend.

13 HICH I begs to hinform you, sir,
as 'ow another week’s rent's
% % due.”

Such was the cheery greeting
ffers. Grubb, Dennis Carr's amiable land-
ady.

“But I've already paid you a fortnight's
rent in advance, Mrs. Grubb!” protested
Dennis.

“That's right,” she said. “An’ when you
leave, one week’s payment will be refunded
to you.”

“Oh!” :

Dennis did not quite understand this queer
method of business, which had evidently
been invented and patented by Mrs. Grubb.
But Dennis was tired, and he was not equal
to arguing the point.

“Very well, Mrs. Grubb,” he said. “You
shall have another week's rent as soon as
I can raise it.”

Mrs. Grubb frowned.

_‘;"You mean to say as 'ow you 'aven't got
it?”

“Not at the moment.”

“Well, if you don’t get it by Saturday,
hout you go!”

With this threat ringing in his ears, Dennis
went up to his room to rest. He was tired
out with much tramping.

Sleep, however was denied him.

How could he sleep, with the knowledge
that e had come to the end of his resources?

All his meney was gone, and on Saturday
he would probably be evicted from his
lodgings. Mrs. Grubb was not the sort of
woman to display the quality of merecy.

For the space of a couple of hours Dennis
lay on his bed fully dressed, brooding on his
unfortunate plight.

At last, unable to endure his cheerless
surroundings any longer, he put on his cap
and coat — both of which were becoming
geather-stamed-—and set out into the winter

usk.

The steady drizzle which was falling
harmonised with Dennis Carr’s thoughts.

He was indeed in a sorry plight. Not only
was he faced with the prospect of going to
bed supperless, but he did not knew when
or how he would get his next meal.

Unconsciously, Dennis directed his steps to-
wards that crowded and brilliantly-lighted
-part of the metropolis known as Theatre-
land.

Long queues were lined up outside the
principal theatres, and there was an inces-
sant buzz and whirl of traffic.

Dennis paused on the edge of the pave-
ment, and took stock of his surroundings.

At that moment a taxi drew up beside the
kerh. . It drew up suddenly and without
warning, with the result that the drivers of a
couple of taxis following up behind uttered
wrathful shouts.

“Clumsy fool!”

“Get a move on, can't yer?”

These shouts caused the driver of the first
taxi to set his vehicle in motion again.

The driver failed to notice that his fare,
an elderly, well-dressed gentleman, had been
in the act of alighting. Yet such was the
case.

The sudden movement of the taxi literally
hurled the old gentleman on to the pave-
ment, where he would have come a very
nasty cropper indeed but for the presence
of mind exhibited by Dennis Carr.

Dennis rushed forward to save him, and
he couple collided violently.

The collision had a double effect. It caused
the old gentleman to steady himself and
remain on his feet, but it swept Dennis Carr
off his.

Dennis fell heavily, but he had achieved his
object and saved the old gentleman from a
fall which in his case might have resulted in
serious injury.

“My—my dear boy!” panted the elderly
individual. “I trust you are not hurt?”

“Only a bit dazed, sir,” said Dennis.

And he scrambled to his feet.

The old gentleman noted the pallor of the
hoy's face in the glare of the streét-lamp.

“One moment!” he said.

Then he advanced towards the taxi, which
had halted half a dozen yards ahead, and
abused the driver in measured terms.

1“ You clumsy dolt! You confounded imbe-
cile!
after I had ordered you to halt!”

The taxi-driver mumbled a few words of
apology.

“Here is your fare, plus the usual
gratuity,” continued the old gentleman.

You had no right to move on again

“tAnd I may tell you you are lucky to gel
it!”

He then returned to Dennis Carr.

“I am indeed grateful to you, my boy, for
coming to my aid in such a prompt and
plucky manner! But for you I should have
had a very nasty tumble. I feel that I should
like to reward you for services rendered.”

So saying, the old gentleman produced a
wallet, from which he extracted a couple of
Treasury notes. These he handed to Dennis.

The latter shook his head.

“No, thank you, sir,” he said. “I hope I
sha’'n’t offend you by declining to take the
money, but—but I'd rather not!”

“Nonsense! You have fully earned it.
Now, be a sensible young fellow, and——
Why, bless my soul!”

4i'he speaker broke off in some alarm as
Dennis Carr staggered forward with his hands
pressed to his forehead.

But for his companion’s timely aid Dennis
would have fallen.

“Why, you are
gentleman.

“Only a trifle giddy, sir!”

“You are ill, I say! And I must insist upon
seeing you to your home at once. Where
do you live?”

“Nowhere,” said Dennis.

“What! You mean to say you are home-
fess?”

“] shall be on Saturday, anyway.”

The old gentleman asked no more ques-
tions. He summoned another taxi, and gave
an address in South Kensington.

Dennis was assisted into the vehicle, which
moved off at a crawl on its journey.

The taxi stopped eventually outside a large
house—a mansion, almost.

Dennis knew that he was about to receive
hospitality, and he tried to raise a protest,
to which his benefactor refused to listen.

ill!” exclaimed the old
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A few moments later the couple were seated
together in a spacious and sumptuous dining-
roon.

Dennis soon learned whom the old gentle-
man was. He was Sir Howard Prescott, a
celebrated West End auctioneer, who had
recently been knighted.

“I can see what's the matter with you,
my boy,” said Sir Boward, leaning across the
table. *You're pretty nearly famished with
hunger. That accounts for your dizziness.
Am I not right?”

“I'm afraid you are, sir,” admitted Dennis.

He had certainly had a meal that day, but
it had been neither a substantial nor a sus-
taining one.

“I'll see that you have a good square meal
right away!” said Sir Howard.

And he did.

Never in all his life had Dennis Carr enjoyed
a meal so much as the one he had that even-
ing. He consumed it in silence, the old gen-

“tleman watching him with curiosity and in-

terest.

“That's better!” said Sir Howard, noting

with approval that the colour had returned
to the boy’s cheeks. “Now, tell me all about

( yourself !”

“There isn't much to tell, sir. A week ago
1 was at one of the big schools in Kent—
Greyfriars, to be precise——" >

“And you were fired out, hey?”

“Not exactly. My pater died, and it so
happened that he left no money. So I had
to quit schooling, and earn my own living.”

“Oh! And how are you faring?”

Dennis smiled ruefully:

“I haven't even’ got a job yet, sir. I've
tramped everywhere in search of one, but
without result. And, what's more, I've come

&
Friday. 3

to the end of my resources. On Saburday,
unless by some miracle I am able to stump
SP.? week's rent, I shall be turned oub of my
igs.”

“{ood gracious! You appear to be having
a rough time of it, my boy—a dashed rough
time! What sort of a job are you after?” _

“Any job which will enable me to pay my
way, sir.” :

“Can you do clerical work?”

“On my head, sir!”

“Good! Then there's a job waiting for you
in my office. A vacancy occurred yesterday,
and if you would like to fill if, it will save
me advertising.” s

Dennis brightened up. ;

After all his rebuffs, all his reversals of
fortune, he was on the track of something
good at last. .

“Mind you,” said Sir Howard, “there will
be plenty of hard work—" %

“All the better, sir!” :

«“And I cannot offer you a very princely
salary to start with. Let me see. The
youngest clerk I have at present—a boy
named Craven—gets forty-five shillings a week.
He has been with me six months, and iIn
justice to him I cannot give you more than
he is getting, or even a similar amount.”

“I quite understand that, sir.” :

“Would two pounds a week be satisfactory
to you?”

«1 should say so, sir.” = :

«0f course, if you care to put in overtime
you will be able to bring your salar
three pounds a week. And that ougl
sufficient for you to live on.” ==

“«I'm awlully grateful to you, sir!
Dennis.

«qut-tut! It is I who have cause to he
grateful. I hardly dare to conjecture what
might have happened this evening had you not
come to my assistance. A fall at my age 18
a serious matter. You. broke ‘my fall, a'n%
nearly broke your own neck in doing so. Yo
are a plucky youngster, and I shall bg
interested to see how you shape in the office.

The conversation continued for half an hour
or more, and then Dennis prepared to depart.

“Don’t you think you had better accept a
week’s salary in advatce?” said Sir Howard.
«Then you will be able to make peace with
your landlady.”

Dennis smiled.

“That’s jolly good of you, si;!"

“J shall expect to see you in my office at
nine o'clock in the morning,” continued Sir
Howard, as he handed over the money. “By
the way, I bave not yet asked you your
name.”

«(arr, sicr—Dennis Carr.” !

«Then I hope you'll run smoothly. Ro«_‘tﬂen
pun, that—eh? Weli, good-night, my boy!

“Good-night, sir!” .

Dennis was shown out, and he walked home
—if his lodgings could be called home—with
a couple of Treasury-notes rustling in his
pocket, and with a heart which was consvéer—
ably lighter than when he had set out that
evening. =

“What luék I he muttered joyfully. .

The drizzle was still falling; but Dennis
did not even notice it.

FTortune had smiled on him at last, and the
grim quest for employment was at an end.
He no lenger belonged to that vast army of
individuals “of no occupation.”

To-morrow he would set out, with renewed
hope and vigour, for 'Sir Howard Prescobt’s
office in the West End. He would become a
wage-earner—a fellow who filled a ‘definite
niche in the world.

Memories of Greyfriars still rose in a crowd
to haunt him. He would have given the
world to be back in the old familiar surround-
ings. If only he could take his place in the
Remove once more! =

But it was no use siching for whab could
never be.

Dennis realised that it was of the future
he had to think, and not of the past. The
past was goune heyond recall, and he had no
power to bring it back; but the future was
His own, to make or mar as he chose.

And before his eyes closed in slumber that
night, Dennis asked himself—not for the first
time—an absorbing question.

How would he fare on the morrow?

THE END.

be

said

Another grand long story of Harry Wharton
& Co. next week, entitled * The Downfall
of Dennis,”” Order your copy in advance,
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A Circus Sensation!

i& OUP LA! Here we are again!”

A burst of delighted applause

broke from a thousand throats as

Clancy, the clown, dashed into

view, tripped over a tarpaulin, turned three

somersaults, and landed in a sitting posture
in the centre of the circus ring.

@ To the accompaniment of a peal of
laughter, Clancy lifted himself up with a
firm grip on the back of his decorated
trousers and gazed round at the sea of faces
lit by the roaring naphthaline flares. The ex-
¥reS§inx1 on his face was so full of comic
ewilderment and trouble, that again the
audience responded with loud guffaws. «

But, little though the crowd knmew it, old
Ciancy, who for many years had been one
f the prineipal draws of Beauman’s Gigantic
Circus, was genuinely troubled.

“No ringmaster again!” he muttered to
himself, “If old Beauman can't leave the
drink alone long enough to come into the
ring, why don’t he appcint someone else?”

It was not the first time that Clancy had
trotted from his caravan and entered the
circus, to find the ringmaster and preprietor,
Boris Beauman, not in his place. The best
of the old clown’'s jests and japes were at
the expense of the ringmaster, and he was
thoroughly approved at having to “gag ” the
time away until the entry of the next turn,
Micky and Mike, the Daredevil Acrobats.

But next moment Clancy, with the agility

of a man half his age, hopped through a

paper hoop, and, selecting two attendants

for victims, worked off quips and pranks with
whole-souled enthusiasm. The minutes flew
by, but no one entered the ring.

¢ ‘'“Here's them -acrobats late, now!” he
moaned under his breath. “What with old
Beauman having an alcoholiday in his cara-
van, and no acrobats, it secems to me that
I've got to be the whole Gigantic Circus!”

But €lancy was wrong in one particular, for
at that moment the proprietor was staggering
towards his caravan with a large bottle con-
cealed beneath his overcoat, on his way
back from the Green Horse, a place of public

refreshment situated conveniently close to
the eircus lot. Boris Beauman was always
glad to reach his pitch in Liverpool for this
very reason. He was never so happy as when
in bar-room company, and not every place
to which his circus travelled could boast of
such a convenient resort as the Green Horse.

Although somewhat fuzzled as the result
of his evening's entertainment, he realised
he was late for the show, and was hurrying
as fast as a lamentable shortness of breath
would permit. In addition to the bottle,
his overcoat concealed his evening-dress, and
he had only to leave his purchase in hig
caravan to be ready for his duties in the
ring.

With stifled curses at the cold mist and

ccrmi-darkness, he passed between the cages
the menagerie until he came to that por-

1 of the lot on which the group of ¢aravans
huddled. He had almost reached his
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A MAGNIFICENT NEW SERIAL STORY

OF A YOUNG CIRCUS ACROBAT WHO

ROSE TO FAME AND FORTUNE AS
A CINEMA STAR.

By STANTON HOPE.

own, when a slim figure rose in front of
him.

Boris Beauman gave veat to a low ex-
clamation, and almost dropped the bottle
in his surprise.

“Who—who’s that?” he gasped. =

A'lad’s voice immediately answered him.

“It's only me—Micky Denver.” :

The circus proprietor breathed his relief,
but his tone changed to violent rage.

“You, is it, you scum!” he hissed. “And
what the blazes are you doing skulking round
my caravan?”’

"“I {followed Chappie,”. began - the lad.
“He—-—

“Chappie!  That mongrel cur!” roared
Beauman. “Didn’t I tell you before I'd
shoot the beast if I caught it hanging around
my place?” ; :

“He spotted a rat,” said Micky quietly,
“gnd ran under your van after it. Why,
he's caught it, too! Good old Chappie!”

In the ray of light that streamed through
the half-open door of the caravan uppearqd
a small, wire-haired dog, bearing I his
mouth a full-grown rat. His stubby tail
wagged to and.fro with astonishing rapidity
as he laid his eatch at his young master’s
feet, and looked up as much as to say,
“Now, wasn’t that clever of me?”

Boris Beauman gave a snarl of rage.

“1'll smash every bone in its hody!” he
shouted.

He staggered forward and swung his foot in
a vicious kick, Like lightning, Micky stooped
down and whipped the terrier from the
ground. The result was that Beauman, meet-
ing nothing of greater resistance than air,
overbalanced, and crashed headlong on to
the wooden steps of his van, smashing the
precious bottle into a hundred pieces. As
though fully appreciating the discomfiture
of his enemy, the little dog gave vent to
a series of sharp, joyous barks. Micky
Denver drew the folds of the blue dressing-
gown he was wearing tightly round the
terrier, and watched with white face the
circus proprietor slowly rize from the steps.

From a long experience of blows, kicks,
and curses from Beauman, the lad fully ex-
pected to have to meet a violent onslaught.
But the combined effects of the drink he had
taken, and the loss of the drink he had
intended to take when the show was over
that night, had reduced the circus proprietor
to the verge of tears. He drew a big hand-
kerchief from his pocket and mopped the
liquor from his clothes, and turned to Micky
with quivering lips.

“You ungrateful cub!” he whined. “Didn’t
I save you from the gutter when your father
di=d, and give you a chance in life? Wasn’t
it my charity tbat kept you from beggary,
eh?”

Micky Denver flushed scariet, as he always
did when Boris Beauman referred to his past
history. It was true that the circus pro-
prietor had taken charge of him, and the lad
had been duly grateful, and put up with the
harsh treatment . accorded him on that
account. But theé lad had Legun to realise
that Beauman's motive was not quite s¢ un-

selfish as he himself always made out. Under
the tutelage of Mike Megan, a crony of Beau-
man’s, Micky had developed into a pro-
ficient acrobat; but, apart from giving him
food and shelter, the circus proprietor had
never paid a pennypiece for his services. But
for the sympathy and friendship of old
Clancy, the clown, the lad would have shaken
the sawdust of the circus from his feet long
before.

“I fully appreciate the fact that you have
provided for me, Mr. Beauman,” said Micky,
“but, on the other hand, I have worked
hard for you, and have done my bhest to
repay you for my keep. With the exceptinn
of Clancy, Chappie is my only pal, and 1
won’t allow you to lay a finger on him!”

The lad’s face was pale, but his chin was
set, and his eyes flashed with the light of
determination. Beauman drew a sharp
breath, and his bullying nature rose to the
surface again.

“You impudent gattersnipe!” he thundered.
“I'll horsewhip you for this, and smash that
mongrel cur you picked up into pulp! What
are you sneaking about here for? You ought
to have been in the ring long age! Get to
your job, or I'l—T’Il——"

Words failed the drunken bully, and, with
a final roar, he staggered up the steps into
his van, and slammed the door behind him.

Micky waited no longer. He knew he was
behind time, and that his partner, Mike
Megan, would be cursing higs absence, so he
put Chappie on the ground and darted at
top speed to the great circus tent. In the
passage-way that led to the entrance of the
ring itself, a tall man in a brown dressing-
gown was standing. As Micky dashed in he
swung round with a scowl.

“Where have you been all this time?’ he
demanded. “I've been waiting here for ten
minutes, and the bareback riders have gone
in, and nearly finished their turn. I'll take
it out of your hide after the show!”

The exit of a man and woman on two
white horses stopped further ~“conversation,
and the +two acrobats threw off their
dressing-gowns preparatory to entering the
ring. In his white tights Micky looked a
splendid specimen of an athlete. He was
rather slim, hut his pliant muscles rippled
beneath the skin to his every movement, and
his eyes shone with excitement, as they
always did before his work on the trapezes.
He raised a warning finger, and Chappie
crawled under a bench and sat down, a3
Micky had ,taught him to do while the
acrobatic turn was on.

With a great bound, Micky and Mike
burst through the entrance into the glare
of the flaming naphthaline lights. A round
of applause greeted their appearance, and the
two acrobats opened their turn with fiying
handleaps over each other's shoulders.
Then, springing on to the trapezes,. they
swung high into the air, and performed
flying somersaults to the blare of the band
and the acelaim of the audience.

Suddenly Micky swung on to a tiny plat-
form near the extreme top of the tent. The
music of the band ceased. A breathless hush
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Micky strove hard to recover his balance, but it was too late! Hso landed
and the two rolied in the sawdust togsther (See

full on the top of Boris Bezuman, !
this page,)

fell on the crowd. The young acrobat was
about to dive from that great height and
clasp the hands of his partner, who was

swinging head-downwards from a flying
‘trapeze. The slightest miscalculation, and ‘he

would crash down to the floor of the ring,
for no net was spread beneath him.

As Micky stood balancing himself daintily
on the tiny platform, awaiting the sign that
Mike was ready, he felt no fear. A little
natural excitement tingled in his veins; but
he had never failed yet, and no thought of
failure entered his head now.

Mike clapped his hands twice. It was the
signal for ths “big stunt.”

A pin might have been heard to fall in the
silence that possessed that crowded tent.
Micky let go the brass rails that bordered
the sides of his little platform, and stood on
his toes, gauging with his eyes the swing
of the trapeze.

Then a loud roar broke the silence of the
circus:

“Come down, you thief!”

It was Boris Beauman, who had entered the
ring, and was shaking his fist at the young
acrobat in drunken fury. %

Micky heard the voice, and strove to re-
cover his balance. But it was too late!
With terrible velocity, he hurtled down-
wards, and, instead of catching the wrists
of Mike firmly as the trapeze was at the
end of its swing, he was a fraction of a
second too late. His hands caught the hands
of his partner, but his hold was not good,
“and the sudden strain on his arms caused
him to let go his grip. Sharp gasps of alarm
broke from the audience, buf, fortunately,
their fears were groundless. Boris Beauman
was underneath, and Micky landed full on the
top of him, and the two rolled into the saw-
dust together. y

Had the lad not broken his.fall by grasping
the hands of Mike, it is probable that finis
would have been written to the carcers of
both Micky and the circus proprietor. As it
was, Micky leaped to his feet and waved his
arms to relieve the anxiety of the audience,
and Beauman, bruised and sore, staggered to

his feet, with a thunderous look on his face
that boded no good for the young acrobat.

“Tried to add murder to your other crime,
eh, you young rip?” he snarled. Then clutch-
ing Micky by the threat, he hissed: “Now
then, where’s that gold watch you boned
from my van?”

A medley of cries arose from the spectators:

“Let the kid alone!”

“Yah, you great bully!”

“Didn’t like acting the part o' mattress,
eh, old sport?”

This last remark, shouted in a stentorian
voice, brought forth a shout of laughter, and
several men jumped over the barrier into the
ring. . =

“Now then, guv'nor, what’s up?” asked one
burly individual. o

Boris Beauman released his hold on Micky,
and turned to face his interlocutor.

“This young scoundrel has robbed me!” he
roared, “I caught him skulking about my
caravan, and when I got inside I found a
valuable gold watch gone from the drawer
where 1 put it.”

Mike Megan- slipped from his trapeze, and
artistes, attendants, and audience crowded
swiftly around. It was evident that the
sympathy of the majority was for the youang
acrobat, who had so neariy lost his life
through ' the ill-timed interruption of the
pullying ringmaster.

“What have you to say, lad?” asked one.

“I say it is false—false!” ecried Micky
vehemently.. “I never went into his van, and
if you like you can search my clothes and
boxes for the wateh.”

“ Likely, ain't it?'" sneered Beauman. ‘ Of
course, he’s hidden the wateh somewhere
where nobody’s likely to look, and when -

“Now then, what's the trouble here?”

The crowd parted hastilv, and the hurly
form of a police-inspector came into view.

“Qfficer, arrest this thieving young scamp!”
shouted Beauman, pointing dramatically at
Micky., “ He's robbed me and——"

“Come this way!” ordered the inspector,
interrupting the circus proprietor’s outburst.
“Now then, make way there!”

By careful ushering, the limb of the law

extricated Micky and Beauman from ths
crowd, and got them through the exit., Im-
mediately, Chappie, who had ‘been waiting
patiently under the bench, leaped out, and,
with every manifestation of ‘delight, rubbed
his cold nose in Micky’s hand.

Just outside the great circus tent the in:
spector halted, and another policeman, at-
tracted by the commotion, arrived on the
scene.  Some of the circus artistes, who had
followed them out, flocked round, too; but
they were dispersed by Beauman himself.

“Get back to your work!” he shouted.
“D’you think I pay you to hang about doing
nothing ?”

0ld Clancy, the clown, atone refused to
budge. He wrapped Mi in the blue dress-
ing-gown, and remained by his side whispering
encouragement.

“Don’t be afraid, youngster!” he wheezed.
“Everything will turn out all right, and you
can rely on old Clancy to stand by ye!”

Micky saw the kindly look that shone
through even the crude white chalk and red
paint_that smothered the clown's face, and
he murmured his thanks, and took fresh
heart. The chauge—-frem the comparative
warmth of the interior_of the circus to the
chill air outside caused him to shiver, but
thetkindly inspector was quick to notice the
fact.

“Where are your ciothes, 1ad?” he asked.
“That dressing-gown is too thin for this
weather.”

“In there,” replied Micky, pointing to a
small adjoining tent.

“Get inside and slip ‘em on, then,” said the
nolice-officer

Holding Micky's arm he entered the tent,
where a small oil lamp was shedding a feeble
light. rooping in after them came, in
order, Chappie, the little mongrel, the other
policeman, Beauman, and Clancy, the clown,

“Mind the young rip don't escape!” said
Beauman; “he’s as slippery as an eel!”

“That’s my business, sir!” said the inspector
frostily. “I'll hear what you've got to say
in a minute.” :

Micky hastily drew on his clethes over his
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acrobat’s tighits, and pulled his hoots and
overcoay on. ”

“Now, sir, let's have your versien of this
matter!” said the inspector to Beauman, in
business-iike tones.

“Well, it was like this,” said the circus
proprietor, “just as the show was starting
this evening I caught this lad coming out of
my caravan. It struck me then it was sus-
picicus; but—""

“It's a lie—a deliberate lie!”

Micky's eyes flashed, and he took a quick
step forward. = Immediately there was the
snap of semething over his wrists, and he
foxfzfnd himself manacled with a pair of hand-
cuffs,

“Now, lad, behave yourself!” said the in-
spector. “I didn’t want to put the bracelets
on you, but we can’t allow any little games,
d’you understand?” :

“That’s right, officer!” said Beauman, in
thick tones. “I'm glad to see you doing your
duty.”

“] want no commendation from you, sir!”
said the inspector stiffly. “1I understand ycu
charge this lad with stealing a gold watch?”?

“1 do,” said Beauman. *He broke into my
van and stole it while I was on a business
visit down town. But before you take the
scoundrel to the lock-up I want the watch
back.” hen, stepping towards Micky with
uplifted hands, he shouted: “What have you
done with it—eh, you thief?”

Chappie, who had been sitting on his
haunches watching the scene with puzzled
eyes, sprang to life at the threat to his young
master, and, baring his teeth, flew at the
legs of the circus proprietor.

“ Get, out of it, you mongrel cur!” shrieked
Beauman., And, raising his foot, he dealt
the little dog a violent kick in the ribs.

It was too much for Micky. With a cry of
anger he hurled himself forward, and erashed
his manacled hands full on the mouth of
the bully. XNone too steady on his legs, Beau-
man measured his length for the second time
that evening, this time into the soft mud
churned up by the hoofs of horses just outside
the tent.

The police-officers made a grab at Micky,
but they were a fraction toc late.

With sudden inspiration the lad remem-
bered an old trick taught him by a “hand-
cuff king,” who had once been with the show.
Fe ducked his head, and, bringing his wrists
sharply on the toe of his boot in the exact
manner in which he had been shown, released
the spring lock of the handcuffs. Then, with
a splendid take-off from the prostrate form
of the ecircus hully, he darted. clear of the
tent, and, with a sharp bark of delight,
Chappie darted after him.

“Houp la!”

0ld Clancy, the clown clapped his gnarled
hands in great glee, but the two policemen
shouted a warning, and started in hot pur-
guit. Unfortunately, Beauman raised himself
slightly at that moment, but he sank back
with a yell as the hefty boots of the Police
Force descended upen him.  Certainly he
hindered two zealous officers in the execution
of their duty, for by the time they had re-
covercd their balance and got into their
stride Micky had gained a good ten yards’
start.

“Stop thief!”

Several men who were working near the
entrance to the circus joined the policemen in
their chase; but Micky was soon lost to sight
in the deep shadows among the caravans.

“Phew!” panted the inspector, to his
subordinate. “We've lost him all right! And
I expect we shail hear something about the
matter.” Then'he gave a chuckle. “But I'm
rot sorry the young scamp got away!” be
added.

———

‘The Stowaway.

NCE clear of the tent, Micky Denver
lost no time in dropping the loosened
handecufts and making for the darkest
and most deserted part of the circus

lot. One or two men called out to him as
he passed, but he took no heed of them. With
Chappie-at his heels, he ran like a hare until
he got clear of the circus area altogether
and reached the narrow, deserted streets
that abounded in that vieinity.

When all sounds of pursuit had receded
from his hearing he dropped into a quick
walk until he came to a railway embank-
ment. Turning sharply from the road, he
descended the slope and stopped under the
shelter of a bridge te consider his best course
of action.

“1 think we’'ve made a mess of things this
time, Chappie, old fellow,” he murmured,
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“Micky

fondiing the muzzle of the terrier. “But

what chance would I have had in a police-

rt in the face of Beauman’s evidence?
Anyway, I should have been cenvicted for
assault, and then what would have become
of you, eh, Chappie? But the point is: What
are we going tc do next?”

Chappie pawed sympathetieally at Micky's
overcoat, and his expression was so full of
comical wonderment that the young acrobat
burst out laughing.

“You're sorry you can’t think of anything
heipful at the moment, eh, old fellow?” he
said, patting the little mongrel’s head.
“However, let’s put some more distance be-
tween ourselves and the circus, and perhaps
we'll hit on some scheme later.”

With Chappie follewing closely at Lis heels,
started to walk down the railway
track. Although he had no definite scheme
in his head, he wanted to make in the direc-
tion of the river. Perhaps at the back of
his mind he had the hope-that he might
manage to work a passage on some small
coasting steamier, and thus get clear of Liver-
pool altogether.

For hours the young acrchat and his dog
wandered by devious unfrequented ways, until
at last they came to a waterside district
well down the river, where, passing through
a dilapidated gateway, they found themselves
on a long wooden wharf. The tide was at
the slack, and Micky gazed longingly across
the muddy waters of the Mersey tc an old
tramnp steamer which was swinging slowly to
the first gentle reflux of the tide. He sat
down on the edge of the wharf and wondered
whither the ship was bound, for hoarse shouts
and the rattle of the anchor chains as they
came winding in over the windlass came
clearly to his ears.

“Hallo, there!”

The sudden hail caused Micky to leap up
and swing round in alarm. Coming towards
him was_ an old night-watehman with a
Jantern in his hand. For a moment Micky
thought only of flight, but then he realised
that there was little chance of the man
having heard of the occurrence at the circus,
or of recognising himself and Chappie as
the runaways. But what excuse could he
give for being on a dark wharf at four
c’clock in the morning?

Chappie gave a low growl, and the old man
stopped. = ¢

“Call that dawg oft!” he wheezed. '“Ah,
that’s right! Now, where 'ave you been, me
lad? Your pcor father's been in a turrible
state about you, ’e as!”

The old man raised his lantern, and 3Micky

kept his face as low in his overcoat as he’

could. What did the old fellow mean? Tt
was obvious that he, Micky, was being mis-
taken for someone else. But for whom?

“It’s lucky for you, me lad,” went cn the
night-watchman, “that your father is a goed
friend o’ mine, and that he give me the
price of a bottle to take you off, otherwise
youw’d 'a’ been properly in the soup.”

Micky’s brain worked light lightning.

“1 suppose I should,” he agreed, “I'm a
bit late, aren’'t 1?27

The old man chuckled.

“Late!” he echoed. “That’s good! Another
five minutes and you wouldn’'t 'a’ caught the
old Plunger at all, She's weighing now!”

So that was it—he had been mistaken for
somebody who cught to have been on board
a ship called the Piunger, which was just
weighing for sea. Micky’s heart gave a great
bound of hope. What a chance to get away
from Liverpool, perhaps to some land across
thie ocean!

“Well, come on,” he said gruffiy. “Let’s
get a move on, or I shall miss the old packet
after all.”

“An’ sarve you right!” snapped the night-
watchman, “Don’t you start supposin’® I
want to take you off, ‘cause I don’t. If it
wasn't for the good turns your father ’as
done for me, you wouldn’t catch me pulling
out to the middle o’ the river at this time
o’ the mornin’!”

Grumbling under his breath, the night-
watchman led the way down some weed-
coated steps to where a rickety old skiff
was moored. Suddenly an idea seemed to
strike him.

“’'Bre, you ain't going to take that little
dawg with you, are you?”’ he asked.

“Well, I'm not going to leave him behind,”
said Micky.

And he picked up Cliappie and deposited
him in the bow of the boat.

“Your father will say sumthin’ to you
all right when he seeg it!” said the cld man
wisely. “I shouldn’t be gurprised but what
you get, a taste of the rope’s-end -from him
as well as bo's'n, Still, it's none o my

THE PENNY POPULAR—Every Friday,

business. 'Ere, get for'ard and give a pull cn
the bow oar.”

Glad of the opportunity of getting behind
the night-watchman, Micky hastily cbeyed
the- order, and shipped the car im its row-
lock. It was possible that the man did not
know the youth he had been told to take off
to the Plunger, but Micky did not intend to
take chances. He had not let the night-
watchman see his face properly yet, and he
was not going to do so if he could help it.

Socn the little skiff was clear of the wharf
and decreasing its distance from the oid
tramp steamer in mid-river. The old ' n E-
watchman rowed a long, steady stroke, and
Micky _put every ounce of his strength into
seconding his efforts. It was-a risky venture
the lad was undertaking, and there was 2
very big chance of it failing, but he was
desperately anxious to get as far removed
from the hated circus life as he could. Mean-
while, he determined to pump his fellow-rower
for as much information as he could before
reaching the ship. :

“I say, what time did you see my father?”
he asked, thinking this a sale question with
which to open a conversation.

The old man took no notice; he needed
all his breath for his exertions. Micky made
two or three tries, but it was not untii they
were nearly out to the steamer that his com-
panion deigned to speak.

,“Is there a cangway down on the starboard
side, me lad?” he demanded.

Micky looked over his shoulder at the
gaunt form of the weather-beaten steamer.

“Yes,” he answered.

“That’s good,” said the old man; “for we're
only “just in time. We'll give way together
for half a dozen strokes, and then you can
stand by ready to jump out and make fast
the painter. I'll ‘ave a minute’s rest in
the skift afore I pull back.”

No hail came from the steamer. As a
matter of fact, the crew were far too busy
for a watch to be kept at the gangway. But
Micky did not know that, and it was with
much trepidation that he stood up in the
how of the hoat ready to board the Plunger.
He had no desire to fasten the skift to the
gangway as the night-watchman wanted. in
case somebody tumbled him into it again.
His chances of being allowed to remain on
board the tramp when he was discovered
would be all the better if there were no
boat available for taking him ashore.

The night-watchman gave a couple of hard
pulls with his oar, and the nose of the skiff
swung in towards the steamer. In a flash
Micky grabbed the little mongrel from the
bottom of the boat, and leaped cut on to the
gangway of the Plunger.

“Hi, young ’Cpcraft, make fast that
painter !”
With astounding agility the old night-

watchman shipped his oar, and clutched the
gangway with both hands to prevent his
skiff from being carried away by the tide,
which was now beginning to run strongly.

Micky swung round, keeping his body close
against the rusty side of the ship.

“Can’t you see I've got the dog in my
arms?” he said. “Besides, you ought to he
getting back to your job on the wharf.”
.“You're right there,” said the old man.
“If 1 was caught doin’ favours for people
like what I've done for you, I'd get the
sack, I would! Rowing is 'ard work at my
time o’ life, and I gets that thirsty and
Ah, thank you, young sir!”

It was Micky’s only coin—a half-crown
old Clancy had given him on his birthday—
but he tossed it into the skiff. The night-
watchman let go his hold on the gangway
and made a grab for it, and as he did so
Micky gave the boat a sharp thrust with his
foot, and sent it spinning from the ship.

“Hi! What’s your game, you young up-
start?” :

The night-watchman got cut his oars, buf
the tide had caught the boat, and, to Micky’s
joy, the old man adopted the easier course
of rowing back towards the shore. As he de-
parted he fired one parting shot.

“Give Master ‘Opcraft my compliments!”
he shouted. “An’ tell 'im I ‘opes ’e’ll give
you a jolly good lickin® with the rope’s-
end!” .

Micky shivered with apprehension, not so
much from the prospect of the old man’s
cheerful hope being fulfilled, as from fear
that the noise might lead to his premature
discovery by one of the Plunger’s crew.

Micky waited until the row-boat was lost
to view, and then, as there was nb sign that
the cry had been heard by anyone on the
ship, he cautiously began to ereep up the
gangway. With Chappie clasped tightly in
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his arms, he hLad almost reached the top,
when he felt the ladder tremble and heard
the dull thud of slowly-revolving propellers.
The Plunger was starting her voyage down
the river!
Apprehensively,

the
bulwark, and to his relief found that the

Micky peered round
-after well-deck was deserted. He quickly
stepped on board, and as he did so one of
the ship’s cooks emerged from a galley in
the starboard alleyway and ecame towards
him. Without a moment’s hesitation Micky
sprang up the iron ladder leading to the
deck above, and made himself as incon-
spicuous as possible in the shadow of a large
ventilator, where he stood, hardly daring
to breathe. But he need not have heen
alarmed, for the cook had no thoughts of
stowaways in his mind, and most of the rest
of the crew were working with the first
mate on the fo’c’s’le head.

Chappie, with great good sense, had re-
mained quiet so far; but he began to get
tired of his cramped position in Micky’s
arms, and struggled to get his feet to the
ground again. Micky raised a warning
finger to him, and looked round for a better
hiding-place. A few feet away, hanging from
a pair of davits, was a large-sized cutter,
and with one hasty glance round to make
sure that nobody was in sight, he ran across
the intervening space of deck.

He mounted the iron rails that ran fore

and aft inboard, raised the tarpaulin that |

covered the lifeboat, and, having deposited
Chappie inside, crawled into the boat him-
sclf. The floor of the cutter was hard and
lumpy, but Micky was too tired to be par-
ticular. He rested his head on a small
water-cask, and, with .Chappie curled up by
his side, he soon fell into a sound sleep.
How long he remained asleep Micky had
no idea, but he was awakened suddenly by
a low grow! from Chappie. The lad patted
the little dog on the head as a sign for
him to keep quiet, but Chappie’s ears were
thrust forward and his wiry frame was
-trembling with suppressed excitement. The

cause was not far to seek. A nomber of men
were approaching along the deck outside,
and then a gruft voice gave an order.

“'Bre, one o’ you, make fast that boat-
cover! It's going to blow like blazes when
we get a bit farther out!”

A couple of seconds later a huge pair of
hands grasped the tarpaulin under which
Micky was crouching and began to drag it
tauter over the boat. With a deft twist the
little mongrel freed himself from his master’s
grasp, and, pushing his head over the side
of the cutter, gave vent to his feelings by
a series of loud barks. The seaman who was
responsible for Chappie’s excitement let go
the tarpaulin and dropped back to the deck
in his surprise.

“A dawg!” he gasped.
one!”

Immediately there came the sounds of other
voices and the heavy tread along the deck.
It was useless to remain in hiding longer, and
Micky poked his head out. The broad day-
light made him blink, but he made out a
small group of seamen facing the boat, who
raised loud exclamations at the sight of him.

Then the bo’s’'n of the Plunger, a burly
ciant in a blue jumper, stepped forward.

“Hallo! What ’'ave we ‘ere?” he said. “A
stowaway, eh! Come on ocut o’ there, ye
yozylpg swab, an’ let's ’ave a good look at
yel

“Or the ghost o'

There will be ancthesplen-
did instalment of this grand
serizl next week.
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By BAGLEY TRIMBLE.
(Edited by Monty Lowther.)

HE other day I was walking through

the quad, thinking about my people 2

home at Bagley Towers, when a silly

chump—I forget now who it was;

Tom Merry or one-of that lot—came up to

me, and ‘said. “How do you see yourself,
Baggy?”

Of course, I replied: “Through the looking-

glass, fathead!” And he laughed.

Then he explained that he didn't really
mean how I sece myself at all, but what I
thought of myself. [ said I hadn't got time
to tell him all that, so he asked me to write
it down; and here we are. &

Well, to start with, I consider that I'm the
most thoroughly ill-treated fellow at St.
Jim's. (I knew that was coming.—M. L.)

1t doesn’t matter what I do, or what 1
don't do, somebody’s bound to come along
and start kicking up a row; if it isn't one, it's
another. I seem to act like a red rag to a
bull. Directly anyone catches sight of me
he seems to go mad.

There's something all wrong somewhere. If
1 see a pin on the ground outside a study,
and stoop to pick it up, somebody dashes oub
and says that I was listening at the keyhole,
As though I'd do a thing like that!

‘rinstance, the other day I was leaning
against the wall. just inside the gates, rest-
itig. There was nothing in that, was there?
Suddenly I heard voices outside. It was Tom
Merry and*his lot talking. The Terrible
Three they call themselves—though I can’t
see anything very terrible about ’em.

Well, as I say, they were talking. (So are
you—through your hat!—M. L.)

Now, I happened to hear Tom Merry say
that” a “Greyiriars Herald " Tuck Hamper
had just arrived for him, and that it was
waiting at the lodge. Then that silly ass
Lowther (I'Il-give you “silly ass Lowther”
when 1 get held of you—M. L.) said they’'d
better take it up to the study before they
went to footer, and open it at tea-time.

You can see that it wasn’t my fault I heard
all that, can’t you?

Anyway, they took it upstairs between
them, and then came down to footer. They
think they're very hot at footer; but, of
course, that's just a little weakness on their
part.

Later on that afternoon I happened to be
walking along the corridor, and I remembered
about the tuck hamper, and thought I'd
just pop into their study and see what it
was like. I just wanted to see whether it
was worth while going in for that “Grey-
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friars Herald "
hamper myself.

Well, the hamper was there all right; and
a jolly big one, too! I was surprised, really;

competition and getting a

I didn't think the “Greyfriars Herald ” would

give away such whacking prizes.

As the fatheads hadn’t opened the thing,
1 thought I'd better do it for 'em; it'd got
to be opened, so I was saving them the
trouble.
there?

There was simply tons of stuff in it: 1
hadn’t seen such a heap of grub since before
e war. There was cake and chocolate and
jelly and condensed milk, and—oh, loads of
things! Those three lunaties coulan't possibly
have eaten it all themselves if they'd tried.

I suddenly thought of that old tag, “The
proof of the pudding is in the eating,” and,
of course, I wanted to know -what the stuff
was like because of going in for the competi-
tion myself. There was nothing extra-
ordinary about that, was there?

At any rafe, I tried a bar of chocolate. I
couldn't see anything wrong in that, because
we live in a free country, and we're all human
beings.

Well, the chocolate was really very good
indeed, and 1 wondered whether the cake was
as good, That was only natural, wasn't it?

But how was I to find out if I didn’t try it? |

Of course, I did the only thing a sensible
chap could do; I tried it.

That cake was about the best thing I've
ever tasted in the way of cake; T didn’t

think the stuff was in the country te make |

cakes like it.

I bhegan to think that perhaps it was worth
while going in for the competition; but, mind
you, I was not sure. It depended on what
the other things were like. I tried a bit of
jelly, though I had to bite it off, because
that stuft’s so blessed tough until it’s properly
made.

Anyway, it wasn’t at all bad; the only
thing was that it was raspberry flavour, and
[ prefer<lemon myself. 1 just had a taste
of the figs afterwards, and broke my finger-
nails getting the box open.

They were just as good as the other things
—the figs, I mean—and I came to the con-
clusion that it would be quite worth my while
to try my hand at winning a hamper myseli.
I didn’t trouble about the condensed milk,
because I knew what that would be like; be-
sides, I hadn't got a tin-opener.

I was turning the straw and stufl over to
have a look at the next layer of things, when
1 heard Merry and the other two coming
along the corridor. So I buzzed out of the
study to run along and tell them what a
splendid hamper they'd won, but directly 1
got outside Merry shouted:

“Collar him!" %

Then those two chumps Manners and Low-
ther dashed at me like a couple of hooligans,
and before I hardly knew where I was they'd
got me down on the floor, and were sitting
cn my chest.

“Let me get up!” I exclaimed.
wanted to tell you——"

But before I could explain matters, Merry
came running out of the study.

“He's wolfed half the grub out of the
hamper!” he bawled. “The beastly glutton!”

Thera's a thing to say about a fellow like
me!

I tried to get a word in to explain that T
was only just doing it to see whether it was
worth my while going in for the competition.
But it was no good; they wouldn't listen to
what I had to say., And that's just like ’em.
They'll never let a fellow speak for himself.

Then, what d’you think? They started
pumping me! Yes, me—Bagley Trimble, of
Bagiey Towers! Just think of it! It’s
enough to make all the Trimbles for
centuries back rise in their graves!

They would insist that I'd been stealing
their grub. I reckon that was a blessed
insult; it was as good as calling a Trimble
a thief!

1f I'd only had one lunatic to deal with—
say, Tom Merry himself—of course, I should
have landed out, because I'm a pretty hot
fighter; hut what can a chap do against
three?

By the time they'd done ill-treating me I
was pretty well half-dead. (Pity to only half
do the job!—M. L.)

And that’s just how it iz all the time. I'm
always being misunderstood. But I'll pay 'em
out! I was thinking of asking those fatheads
Merry and Manners and Lowther to come

“I just

-down to Bagley Towers——

(Cut it out! We've had quite enough!
‘ivlloufe wasted too much space already.—

There was nothing in that, was |

Friday.

Between Ourselves!

By TOWSER.

(Interpreted by Robert Arthur Digby.)} :

T is not often I get a chance to say a

I few words—dogs don’t get much of a

look-in at the best of times; but I've

- got a column all to myself now, and.

though I could say enough to fill the paper,
I'll make the best of it.

Of course, I’m not grumbling when I say
that dogs don’t get much of a look-in
because, as a matter of fact, my master is
very good to me. He's a real good sort,
though one or two of his chums, just between
you and I, are rather funny chaps.

The one they call Dighy is a jolly decent
fellow; he seems to like me, and I like him.
Then there is another one called Blake. Hes
not so bad, in a way, though he seems to
think that I get too much attention. If it
wasn’t for that, I should be very keen on
him; but, of ceurse, he shows his ignorance
when he thinks I'm looked after too well.

Now, the other chap—Gussy, they call him
—he really is a funny old stick. -Why?
Because he doesn’t seem to like me at all;
and he must be funny if he doesn’t like me!

You see, he’s always talking about his
“twousahs "—not that I can see very much
to talk about, because they're all stripes!

Anyway, he seems to think that I'm always
wanting to take a bit out of them, which
is just where he makes a big mistake. Every
time I go anywhere near him, he says: “Take
that howwid bwute away; he has no wespect
for a fellah’s twousahs!”

He's just about right there; I haven't got
any respect for his trousers—and not very
much for him, either, calling me a horrid
brute! =

But I get a rare lot of fun out of him,
all the same. He's afraid of me, really,
and I do pull his leg; not with my teeti,
of course—oh, no!

The other day the four of them went
skating, and I was taken with them. Well
1 noticed this fellow Gussy kneeling on one
knee by the side of the ice, and fastening
on one of his skates. The other skate was
just close behind him, so I .crept up. quietly
and put my nose over it.

The next moment Gussy put his band round
to grasp the skate, but instead he put it right
on my nose.

“Yow-oo000h!” -

He gave such a yell, and jumped right on
to the ice with one skate on. Then, just to
frighten him, I jumped towards him.

He gave another big yell, and tried to run;
but, of course, he couldn’t, and down he went
with a bang!

Oh dear! I nearly died through laughing
so much. Then my master came along and
tied me up—shame!—and that was the end
of my little bit of fun.

What a life! A real dog’s life!
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A SPLENDID LONG
COMPLETE STORY
JIMMY SILVER & CO., THE

OF

OF ROOKWOOD.

&

By OWEN CONQUEST.
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Hard Up!
EEP smiling!”
Jimmy Silver
clapped Rawson on the back with
a sounding clap that made Raw-

(1]
K of the Fourth

son stagger as he gave him that
admonition.

*]mwwon gasped.

“Ow

useful

Jimmy grinned at him cheerfullv

“What are you looking like a boiled ov»l
about?” he asked.

“Was 1?27

“You were! Come up to the study te tea,”
said Jimmy. He held up a parcel, which he
had just ‘brought from the tuckshop,
temptingly. “Look here! We're in funds—
at least, I'm in funds, and the study is
flowing with milk and honey—anyway, with
bam and eggs! Come oni”

Rawson grinned faintly,

“Thanks! But—"

“No buts,” said Jimmy Silver;
coming!”

And he grasped Rawson’s sleeve with his
free hand, and marched him along the
passage.

Rawson went unresistingly.

It was difficult to resist Jimmy Silver's
high spirits.  Jimmy’s spirits were always
high, his face always sunny. He swung bis
parcel of tuck cheerily by the string as the
two juniors went up the passage to the end
study.

Rawson’s face was dark and clouded, and
Jimmy wondered why.

Rawson, the scholarship boy, had had a
good many little persecutions to suffer at
the hands of Townsend & Co., the snobs of
the Fourth; but they had not affected his
spirits much. The burly Rawson was 2a
little too muscular for the Nuts to handle
personally ; and he repaid their absurd coi-
tempt with a contempt much more profound
and well-founded, despising them as snobs
and slackers and duffers, as they were. He
was generally in cheerful spirits. But Jimmy
Silver had spotted him locking as if most of
the troubles in the universe had settled ou
bim in a cloud.

So it was just like Jimmy to march him

off to a merry feed in the end study, with
the intention of cheering lim out of the
*blues.”
. Townsend and Topham and Peele, the Nuts
of the Fourth, were in the passage, and they
made it a point to curl their lips as Jimmy
Silver came by with Rawson. Rawson did not
even look at them. But Jimmy Silver did.
And he swung his parcel a little more widely,
and caught Townsend under the chin with it
as he passed. Towny gave a yell and sat
down.

“Clumsy!” said Jimmy Silver ch;dm'ﬂy

And he walked on to the end study, 1
Townsend snttmc in the passige, rabibi
chin and glaring.

“Cheeky rotter!” gasped Townsend.
I thought he did that on purpose,
after him and lick him{”

“He did it on purpose, right enough,” said
Topham

“you’re

“Ifif

T'd-go

“No doubt about that,” chimed in Peele.

Townsend considered it judicious to turn a
deaf ear to those remarks. Certainly he
would have fared very badly if he had gone
after Jimmy Silver to lick him.

Lovell and Raby and Newcome were in 1he
end study getting tea. They greeted Raw-
son with friendly nods. The Fistical Four
of the Fourth rather liked old Rawson. He
was so burly and good-natured, slow to take
offence, but a dreadfully hard hitter when he
did take offence, as some of the Nuts had
discovered, and a decent fellow could hardly
help ]iking him. And then, there was no
“rot ” about him. He made no attempt to

_conceal the fact that his father was a

working carpenter, and his brother a private
in the Army. Amazing as it seemed to

Towny & Co., he was distinctly proud of both
these facts.
Townsend, in a moment of deep sarcasm,

had asked Rawson if he would have been
proud if his sisters had been washerwomen ;
to which Rawson had replied, in his serious,
thoughtful way, that it depended upon
whether they did the washing well. Raw-
son’s amazing opinion was that a good
carpenter was superior to a bad emperor; an
opinion which proved to Towny & Co. that he
was simply “outside ”—in fact, the very ex-
treme outside edge.

Rawson’s plain common-sense, which out-
raged all the ideas and beliefs of the elegant
Nuts of Rookwood, rather amused Jimmy
Silver & Co. It was recally surprising the
number of things Rawson was proud of. He
was proud of having come to Rookwood on
a scholarship, instead of being paid for by
money he hadn’t earned. So he wasn’t likely
to agree in any way with Towny, who re-
garded earning money as the very last
degradation a fellow could fall into.

Jimmy Silver slammed his parcel on the
table—the study table that stood as firm as
a rock now, sinece Rawson, with his wonder-
ful knowledge of carpeniry, had mended the
“gammy " leg.

“Here you are!” said Jimmy. “A feast of
the gods, dear boys! Have you got the
kettle boiling?” &

“Just on,” said Lovell.

“Make the tea, Rawson, old chap—make
yourself useful!” said Jimmy Silver briskly, as
he unfastened the parcel.

Rawson nodded without speaking, and made
the tea in his careful way. RBverything that
Rawson did was careful and methodical, and
he made tea as carefully as he did Greek
exercises.

It was indeed a feast of the gods in the
end study. There were eggs and ham galore,
there were sardines, there was a whole cake,
there were two kinds of jam, and there was
an entire pineapple. No wonder the Fistical
Four sat down very smilingly to tea. It was,
in fact, more than a feast of the gods; for,
as Jimmy Silver truly remarked, the gods on
old Olympus never had ham and eggs

But even-under the influence of that cheery
feed, Rawson’s gloomy face did not light up.

Jimmy tried him  on footer, in which he
intended Rawson to take a hand, let the Nuts
rage as they would., Rawson was generally
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keen on games, but just now he seemed to
have lost his interest in footer. Jimmy came
to the point at last, taking a pal’s privilege
of speaking plainly.

“What’s the matter?” he demanded.

“Matter!” said Rawson.

“Yes. You're in the blues.”

Rawson coloured. 3

“I—I'm sorry!” he stammered.
shouldn't have come.”

“Bless your little heart, we don’t m
said Lovell. “Pass the jam!”

“Anything wrong?” asked Raby. “You can
tell us. Has Smythe of the Shell been licking
you again?”

Rawson grinned. The way Adolphus Smythe
had tackled him, to mop up Rookwood with
him, and the way the great Adolphus had
fled headlong from the ring after a few
rounds, was still chuckled over in the scheol.

“No,” said Rawson.

“Have the noble Nuts
asked Jimmy.

“They don’t worry me,” said Rawsen. “1
don’t mind them.”

“Then cheer up!” said Newcome.
pineapple, and grin!”

Rawson tried the pineapple, but he ¢id not
grm

“The—the fact is—" he said at last,
face flushing erimson.

“Go it!” said Jimmy Silver encouraging!

“I—I'm short of tin.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Rawson looked puzzled.

“Nothing funny in that,

been worrying?”

“Try the

his

is there?” -he

asked.

“Well, no; but it’s rather funny to wear
a face like a blue moon about it!” said Jimmy
Silver, laughing. “My dear chap, that isn’t
so bad as the end of the world, or a railway
strike, or any catastrophe like that. Cheer
up, and borrow some tin from your Uncle
James. How much do you want?”’

“That ain’'t all,” said Rawson. “You—yon
sce, I don’t have a lot of pocket-money like
you chaps. I only have the scholarship allow-
ance, and out of that I have to pay for my
hooks and clothes, and—and there's other

things.”

“0ld folks at horhe—I understand,” said
Jimmy. “It’s rtipping of you, old chap!
Nothing to blush about.”

“What I mean is,” said Rawson, still

blushing, “I—I mean, if you lend me some
tin, it will be a bit of a time before I can
shell out again, and—and so—"
“Make it next term, if you like,” said
Jimmy. “Will half-a-quid see you through?”
“It would for this week,” said Rawson,
“buf—but I mayn’'t be able to pay it back
for weeks, or I'd have asked you before.”
“Don’t worry about that,” said Jimmy.
He fumbled in his pockets, and produced
three half-crowns, two shillings, and a six-
pence. “There you are, my son! 1f you °
keep, it till next term, it will be a littie
windfall for me some time when I’in stony.”
Rawson hesitated to pick up the moar
though his eyes dwelt on it longingly. It
evident to the Fistical Four that the scho
ship junier was bitterly in need of it, the
TaE PENNY POPULAR.—NoO. 52,
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why they could not guess. Rawson certainl
never had much money, but he had no ex~
pensive tastes; and, as a rule, though he
had. little, "he aenerally had some in his
pockets, and never fell into the utterly
ony " state that Jimmy Silver & Co. ex-
peri ienced so often.

“Shove it into your pocke», old son,” said
Jimmy, in wonder. “What's the matter with
you?”

“It—it’s rather
fnlte!:ed Rawson.
“What rot!”
“But—but you fellows know I'm not that
sort, don’t you?" said Rawson. “It’s so
pre%mv that—that Im risking making you

like sponging on you!”

erious about nothing!”

“Dont be so jolly s
“You are such

said Jimmy Silver, Lmr*hmfr
a serious old hunks Rawson"’

Rawson slipped the money into his pocket.

o can 't say how much I'm obliged to you.
Silver,” he said. “Do you mind if I buzz off
now? I—I want to get down to (‘oombe
beore the Shopa close.”

“Right-ho!” said-Jimmy.

Rawson quitted the study.
Tour had not finished their tea, and they
went on with it cheerfully en(mgh In dis-
cussing the prospects of footer they soon for-
got-about Rawson. But they were to be
reminded soon of the scholarship junior—and
of the loan.

The Fistical

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Disgusted With Rawson.
REGULAR blow-out!” said Muffin of
the Fourth.
“0h, bow-wow!”
send. “Draw 1| mild,
“I tell you I saw him.”
¥ W ell, where did the bounder get the tin?”
“Blessed if 1 know, uniess he's been borrow-
ing it from Legﬂ‘tu“ said Muffin. “But there
he was, in Mrs. Wicks’ shop in Coombe, lay-
in tuck ad lib. And when a fellow asked
for a whack, he said ‘Rats!" Rats—to me,
you know!"

“Ha;ha, ha!*

“8erve you right for wanting to feed with
such a rank outsider, by gad!” said Townsend.

“Well, I haven't been down on Rawson.”
said Muflin. “I've freated him very decently,
I think—spoken to him, and borrowed his dic-
tionary, and all that.”

“You’d be civil to anybody with a smeil
of doughnut about him,” said Topham.

And there was a laugh. Muffin was a fat
youth with a first-ciass appetite, and it was
popularly believed that he would have
accepted an invitation to feed with the Kaiser
himself. Muffin was in a state of indignation
now, and Jimmy Silver & Co., who were
coming in from the dusky quadrangle, paused
to listen to his tale of woe and grievance.

“Somebody done you out of a doughnuf,
Mufty?” asked Jimmy sympathetically. “Or
did you dream you were a jam-pufi—and
woke up?”

“It’s that rotter Rawson,” said Muffin.
“Mean; I call it. Rolling in tuek, and
wouldn't hand out a single biscuit to a chap.”
Tosh ! said Jimmy at once. “Rawson
always whacks out when he’s got anything.”

“Wkich isn't often!” sneered Townsend.

“Well, T tell you he's a mean beast!” said
the aggrle&ed Mufiin. “Rolling in cash, too!”

“He isn't—he’s stony!”

“1 tell you'he was simply perspiring bobs!”
said Muffin. “I saw him. I called in at Mrs.
Wicks' to ask her to trust me for a stone
ginger, and--and she wouldn't. And there
was the bounder buying tuck. Cakes, and bis-
cuits, and chocolate, and things, and whole
jars of jam, I tell you. And he wouldn’t
whucl\ out a single erumb with a chap he

drawled Town-
Muffin!”

hn

\\ nat rot!” said Jimmy.

“And that wasn’t all, either,”
“ie was buying smokes, too!”

“Rats!”

“1 tell you I saw ’em!” howled Muffin. “He
asked Mrs. Wicks to give him an old card-
board box to pack 'em in—all kinds of tuck,
and a packet of tobacco, and half a dozen
packets of cigarettes. I saw the lot!”

Jimmy S8ilver’s brow darkened. -

If Townsend or Topham lLad made that
statement, Jimmy Silver would have regarded
it as a libel, and perhaps taken drastic

_measures.  But Muffin, who never thought
about but feeding, was not one of Rawson’s
persecutors.  And he
aggrieved earnest.
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said Muffin.

was  evidently in

- study

.and there may be

Townsend burst into a mocking chuckle.
“Well, that puts the lid on!” he ejaculated.

“Why, Rawson’s rowed Toppy and me for
smoking in the study!”

“He has!” said Topham. “The cheeky
worm!"

“And now it comes out that he smokes
himself,” said Townsend. “Like all these
chaps who keep up awfully good appearances,
what! I suppose he’s going to smoke ’em in
the end study with Jimmy Silver.”

“You don't suppose anything of the kind,”
said J'mm) curtly. “Anybody who starts
smoking in the end study will go out of that
1 on his meck. And I don't believe
Rawson smokes. He's told me he doesn't.”

“Of course, he would tell the truth!” jeered
Peele.

“Of course he would!” agreed Jimmy. “Only
cads tell lies, and Rawson is a decent chap.
You've made a mistake, Muflin!”

“Didn't I see with my own eyes?” howled
Muffin indignantly.

“QOh, you were dazzled by the pot: of jam,
and saw double!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Perhaps he's going to stand a study feed,
a chance for you yet,
Muffin,” suggested Dick Oswald.

Muffin brightened up.

“Yes, that's possible. I'll keep an eye open
for him when he comes in. After all, it's time
he stood a spread;
he’s been here.”

“Too jolly poor!” said Peele.

“Well, he's in funds now,” said Muffin.
“He was spending shillings like ha’pennies, I
tell you!”

-“ Anybody missed
Smythe of the Shell.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“He'’s not going to stand a feed in my
study,” said Townsend. *If he does, I shall
retire from the scene!”

“Do!" said Muffin.

any cash?” chortled

“That will leave all
the more for me. I sha’n't refuse Rawson’s
invitation. I rather like old Rawson, come
to think of it, though he was rather a beast
at -Mrs. “Wicks'.”

“Sure, and he's a broth of a boy!” said
Fiynn. “And if Towny don't like the feed
in his study, Rawson can have 1(; in mine, and
I [l help him.”

“Same here,” said Hooker.

“More likely the chap’s having a feed on
his own, and don't mean to ask anybody!”
sneered Townsend.

“Rats to you!” sneered Fiynn. “Let’s go
down to the gates and wait for him, and give
him a hand with the tuck.”

“Jolly good idea!” said Mufiin heartily.

Half a dozen of the Ciassical Fourth
adopted Flynn's suggestion. The Nuts con-
tented themselves with sneering. They didn't
want a “whaeck” in Rawson's spread;
especially as it was doubtful whether they
would be asked.

The Fistical Four went on into the Common-
room ; Jimmy Silver's brows knitted a little.

Jimmy, with his usual generosity, had lent
Rawson nearly all that remained of his remit-
tance, and he was himself in a “stony " state
tiil the funds should rise again.

It was decidedly startling to hear that
Rawson had been expending that loan in
“tuck.” Jimmy had naturally imagined that
he needed it for some important purpose. If
Rawson had borrowed money for a feed, when,
according to his own statement, the date of
repayment was very uncertain, Rawson was
not exactly the fellow Jimmy Silver had taken
hims for.

“That's jolly queer!” Lovell remarked.

“Simple enough,” said Raby, in a theughtful
way. “The poor chap has bcen chipped about
not having any money, and so on, and perhaps
he thinks he'd like to stand Sam for once.”

Jimmy Silver nodded.

“It's not quite like Rawson,”
I dare say that’s it. He never seemed to care
for Towny & Co.'s silly"rot; but you never
know. And it’s all oosh about the smokes.
Iuﬁin was mlstaken

“1—1 suppose s0.'

“PDash it all! We're not going to believe
that Rawson has been telling downright lies!”
said Jimmy.

“N-no! But Muffin says he saw—"

“Muffin’s a fat idiot!”
« “True, 0 King!” :

Meanwhile, eight or nine juniors had
gathered at the gate to wait for Tom Rawson
to come in. The Classical Fourth agreed that
it was really a ripping idea of Rawson’s to
stand a “spread,” as an answer to the charges

he said. *But

he hasn’'t stood one since]

4
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of meanness hinted by Towny & Co.
they were generously willing to help
Rawson in disposing of the good things.

Rawson’s burly figure came in sight, striding
up the road from Coombe.

“He hasn't got a bundle!” said Oswald.

“Can’t bave much tuck in his pockets,”
Flynn. “Sure it's a duffer ye are, Muffin!
isn’t a spread at all, at all!”

“But he was buwng the tuck—tons of it!”

“Then sure he's scoffed it intoirely! Be-
sides, why should he go down to Coombe to
buy tuck for a spread? He could have got it
from Sergeant Kettle here.”

“But I saw him.”

Rawson arrived at the gates. He glanced
in some surprise at the group of juniors, all
of whom greeted him with cordial nods and
sweet smiles.

“Top of the afternoon to yez!
“Where have you got it?”

“Eh? Got what?” -~

“Faith, the tuck!”

“What tuck?”

“Isn't it a spread?”
warmly.

“A spread! No!”

“Well, of all the mean beasts!” said Muflin,
in disgust. “Of course, I took it for granted
that you were going to stand a spread with
all that tuck, Rawson!”

Rawson grinned.

“You shouldn’t take things for granted,
Tubby!”

And Rawson went on into the quadrangle
with long strides.

The Classical juniors looked after him with
deep feelings.

“Scoffed it all himself!” gasped Muffin. “I
tell you there was a heap—whoh jars of jam,
cakes, and biscuits, and chocolate!”

“Greedy rotter!"” growled Hooker. “Blessed
if I don’t think Towny’s been right about that
chap all the time!”

“And cheese,” said Muffin.
tiful cut of cheese.
'md tongue.”

“Well, he must have had a blow-out!”
grinned. Flynn. ~“Sure, I hope he enjoyed it;
but it's a mean baste he is!”

And the juniors returned to the School
House in a state of great disgust. Towny
& Co. chuckled gleefully when they heard
the result. A fellow who, the first time he

was in funds, “enb out of the school and
stood himself a “whacking ” feed, all on his
own, was not likely to be popular. And the
story. of the smokes was not likely to be
allowed to die. Rawson had stopped smoking
in his study by Towny and Toppy, who shand
the study with him—a high-handed proceeding
that had earned him the deadliest animosity
of the “Giddy Goats.” The discovery that he
was a smoker himself was too good to bs
lost, and Townsend & Co. made the very most
of it.

sald
It

said Flynn.

demanded Hooler

“A really beau-
And a glags-jar of ham

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Shown in.

IMMY SILVER looked rather oddly at
Rawson when he saw him again in the
Fourth-Form dormitory that night.

The feed that hadn’t come off had
been much discussed among the juniors, "and
it was generally agreed that Rawson was what
Muffin elegantly termed a “greedy beast.”

Raby's charitable surmise that Rawson had
borrowed the money in order to rebut charges
of meanness by “standing Sam ” in the Fourth
was evidently wide of the mark.

The Fourth, of course, ‘did not know that
Rawson had borrowed the money Muffin had
seen him expending at the village shop.
Jimmy Silver & Co. were not likely to mention
that circumstance.

Rawson caught Jimmy's eye on him in the
dormitory, and coloured, and turned away
his head. He had heard a good deal of the
tattle among the juniors, and understood how
he was regarded.

The next morning he joined Jimmy as the
captain of the Fourth went out into the
quad before breakfast.

Rawson's manner was very awkward, and
there was a flush in his cheeks. It was evi-
dently painful to him to say what he had
‘to say.

“I—I say, Silver ” he began.

“Hallo!” said Jimmy .cordially. “More
trouble?”

“No. You—yog’ve heard what the fellows

“Bless you, I never mind what fellows
babble!” said Jimmy. “I advise you not to,
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Rawson’s elbow.

‘“ Qentlemen,’’ said Smythe, as he drew the two coins from his waistcoat-

pocket and laid them on the table at
‘“ In the name of Rawsca’s friends, | hereby make the presentation.’’

pale, for the coins were none other than farthings covered with gold paint! (See vage 17.)

Rawson’s flushed face hecame

either.
James.”

Rawson grinned.

“I shouldn't like you to think 1'd borrowed
your money to go out and guzzle,” he said
awkwardly. “I want you to know that it
viasn’t so.”

“That’s all right,” said Jimmy. *“Muffin
had . eaten too many pork-pies, and he
dreamed-it all.” . X

“Not that, either, exactly,” said Rawson
“I don’t deny anything that Muffin said
and all T say is, it wasn’t bis business!”

“Quite so® Jimmy became grave. “Look
here, Rawson, I hope Muffin was mistaken
about the smokes!”

“You don’t think I smocke in secret, like
that fathead Townsend, do you?” said Raw-
,son, laughing.

° “No; and I'll take your word about it.”

“Well, I give you my word I don’t!” said
Rawson. “I hope I'm not silly idict encugh.
Whatever I may be, I don’t think you'll ever
sce me setting up as a Nut.”

“All serene!”

“Look here! If you like, Silver, I'il ex-
plain the whole thing to you.” said Rawson
stowly and reluctantly.

“But you'd rather not?”

“Yes, I'd rather not. But as you lent me
the money—"

“Bow-wow! Don't say another word!
Come and help me punt this footer about !”

That’s sound advice from your Uncle |

And the subject was dismissed. .
Townsend and Tovham kepf ap eye on

Rawson that day, with the idea of catch-
ing him smoking, to show him up as a hum-
bug—a whited sepulchre, as Towny put it.
But Rawson was not to be ecaught. 1f he
smoked, it was a dead secret, for he was
never seen with a cigarette, neither was there
a telltale stain on his fingers, or a “niff 7 of
tobacco about him. For tweo or three days
it was the same.

“He smokes out of doors, same as he
has his spreads,” said Townsend to his chums.
“Did you ever hear of such a cad? Going
out of the school to guzzle, as if he was
afraid a chap would ask for a whack!
Br-r-r-r!*

Peele chuckled. :

“Rather a good idea .to follow him next
time he goes on a gorging expedition,” he
remarked. “Catch him in the act—what!”

“Good egg!” agreed Townsend. “But where
does he get the tin from? I belicve he only
has about a bob a week allowance.”

“Nobody's missed ahything,” grinned Top-
ham.

“Might be borrowing from that Modern
cad, Leggett,” said Peele. “Pity him if he
gets into Leggett’s clutches.”

Rawson came (nto the study at that
moment, and the discussion ceased. Rawson
was leoking very thoughtful and decidedly
ghim. He glanced at the three Nuts. They
had cigarettes between their lips, and there
was a haze of smoke in the study.

Towny & Co. watched him uneasily, won-

dering whether be would cut up rusty, as
usual, at the smoke.

But Rawson had other matters in his mind.

He opened the table-drawer and took out a
book. It was a somewhat gaudy volame,
and evidently a “prize ” which Rawson had
won at school beforc he came to Rookwood.
He put the book under his arm, and left the
study without a word to the Nuts. Towns-
end, glancing from the window, saw the
scholarship junior crossing over to the
Modern side.

Tommy Dodd & Cp. were lounging outside
Mr. Mander’s house, and they lined up to
meet Rawson. Rawson was a Classical, and
the three Tommies were Moderns, which was
a quite sufficient reason for ragging Rawson.
The fact that they rather liked him personally
made no difference.

“Stand and deliver!” said Tommy Dodd.

Rawson stopped.

“Pax!” he said.
gett.”

“No Classical bounders allowed on this
side’t” said Tommy Cook. “Not unless they
go on their knees—-"

“And sit up .and beg!” said Tommy Doyle.

Rawson grinned.

“Don’t play the goat now!” he said.
gob business with Leggett!”

Tommy Dodd glanced round, to make sure
that Mr. Manders was not within sight er
hearing.

“@oing to see Leggett?™ he asked.
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“I've come to sec Leg-
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“All right; we'll take you to him.”

The three Tommies separated, to allow
Rawson to pass in. As he put his foot on
the stairs they closed on him suddenly, and
he was whirled oft the floor. The surprised
Classical struggled in their grasp.

“Let zo, you eilly asses!” he gasped.
“Let go, I tell you! Ow—oh! Tl T

“Come on!” said Tommy Dodd cheerily.

The three Moderns rushed Rawson up the
staircase, with his arms and legs wildly
@. He was rushed headlong into the
juniors’ passage, and they arrived at Leg-
gett’'s door.

You silly duffers!” gasped Rawson.
“Knock at the door!” said Tommy Dodd.
Crack !

“Yaroooh!” yelled Rawson.

The merry Moderns had used Rawson’s head
to knock at the door with.

“Come in!” called out Leggett.

“Yooooop"”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Legoett opened the door from within. He
jumped at the sight of Rawson struggling
and wriggling helplessly in thie grasp of
the three Tommies.

“Visitor for you,” gasped Tommy Dodd.

“Sure, we're showing him in, Leggsttl”

“Come on, Rawson!”

Leggett jumped back as Rawson was ru‘shed
into the study. But he did not jump quickly
enotgh. Rawson’s head crashed on his chest,
and Leggett roared and fell on the carpet.
Rawson was deposited on his chest, and the
three Tommies retired from the study howl-
ing with laughter. -

“HE FOURTH CHAPTER.
The Amateur Shylfock.
Gerroft!”

¢ OW-OW-OW |
Leggett.
Rawson, breathless after his

rough  handling, rolled off Leg-
gett, and the Modern junior sat up, gasping

“You silly Classical ass!” 8

“It wasn't my fault,” said Rawson.
duffers ”

“You silly fathead, what did you come here
for?” hooted Leggett, staggering to his feet.
“I'm hurt!” >

“Sorry, but—"

“QOh, get out, you Classical rotter!”

Rawson put his collar straight. He picked
up the book, which had rolled into the
fender. 2

“What the dickens is that?” said Leggett,
looking at it.

“I've come on business,” said Rawson.

Leggett calmed down, a gleam coming into
his narrow, shifty eyes. Leggett of the
Fourth was always open to do business. He
would buy anything for a tenth part its
value, and sell it again for double its value
when he found -a purchaser, and he was
always ready to lend money at fifty per cent.
per week. There was no doubt that Leggeit

- would be a great financier when he grew
up, unless he found hisz financial operations
cut short by a cold and unsympathetic judge
and jury some day.

“0Oh, that's all right!” said Leggett. “Short
of tin?”

“Yes”

“You shouldn't waste your tin in spreads,”

gasped

“Those

grinned Leggett. “I've heard all about it,
you seel!”
“You buy things of the fellows,” said

Rawson, without heeding that remark.

“Yes, if they're any good.”

“What will you give me for this book?”
Leggett sniffed.

Jixes!” he replied.

“It's a pretty good book,” said Rawson.
Moroceo binding, gilt edges, and a jolly good
story—° Treasure Izland.””

“Books are a drug on the market,” said
Leggett, with another sniff. “What is it—
some hlessed school prize?”

“Yes,” said R-wson.

“Let’s look a :t.”

Leggebt took the book and examined ib.
He burst into a secoffing laugh as he read
an inscription on the fiyleaf:

“¢ Presented to T. Rawson, Denham Road
Sehool.” My hat! Is that the County Council
Sehool where you used to go?”

“¥ ey

“Well, 'you'd have to tear out that flyleaf,
and that takes away a lot from the value of
the book,” said Leggett. “Still, I'll give you
twopence for it.”

“Twopence!"” ejaculated Rawson.

“1 don't suppose I should get a shilling
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for it,” said Leggett. “Anyway, there's my
offer—take ‘it or” leave it.”

“I'Hl leave it, thanks!
ing the book back.

said Rawson, tak-

He moved towards the door, his face
gloomy in expression. : =
“Hold on!” -said Legg eycing  him

12
curlously. “If you're hard up, I might be
able to let you have a loan.”

Leggett paused.

* “How much are you in want
«“1'd like ten shillings.” °
“That's a lot of money for

you,” said Leggett inquisitively.

you want it for?”

‘Rawson did not reply.

“ Another spread for your little self—what!”

“Never mind that. Will you lend me the
money "

“On terms—yes,” said Leggett.  Always
open to do business. A penny on the bob
every week—that's tenpence a week till you're
square.”

Rawson hesitated.

“T mayn't be able to square for weeks,”
he said.

«] don't care, so long as you keep the
interest up.”

There was a long pause. Leggett's interest
was at the rate of about eight per cent. per
week—something like four hundred per cent.
per annum.

Leggett could have given the venerable
Shylock himself points in the usury business.
But Leggett did not lend money for amuse-

of2*

a chap like
“What do

ment.

“Well, I—I'll take it!” said Rawson at last.
“T must have the money from somewhere.”

“A poor kid like you shouldn’t come to a
school like this,” said Leggett.

“That's not your business!
meney?”

“Hold on!” said Leggett coolly.
hand over hard cash for nothing!
I know you'll pay up?”

“Y promise,” said Rawson simply.

But Leggett chuckled.

“Promises are like pie-erusts!” he remarked.
- %Yours may be,” said Rawson con-
temptuously. “Mine are not. I will pay you
the interest every week till I can return the
money.” <

“Promises ain't business,” said Leggett
coolly. “You may mean to, and you mayn't
have the money. You don’t have much, I
kunow that. You'll have to hand over some
security, of course.”

“1—1I don't think I've got anything of value,
except this book.”

“That's of no value. Look here, if you
think I'm trusting money into the hands of a
poverty-stricken bounder who mayn't be able
to pay up, you're mistaken,” said Leggett.

“Suppose I give you an 1 O U?”

“You'll have to do that, of course, but
your signature’s not worth anything. You've
2ot no resources. 1f you get a fellow to sign
it whom I can trust, it's a go!”

“I couldn't ask L

“What rot! You're friendly with Jimmy
Silver. Ask him.”

Rawson flushed.

“1—I couldn’t ask him!”

“Then you won't have the tin!"
Leggett coolly. “Good-bye!”

Rawson still hesitated.

“Look here, Leggett,” he said awkwardiy,
“I—I can pay this money at the end of the
term. I get a whack from my scholarship—
the rest that's due to me. I weuldn't borrow
if I couldn’t pay.” ;

“Good-bye!” said Leggett. “I don't know
what’s due to you and what isn't. Bring me
the I O U with Jimmy's name on it, and it's
a go. Otherwise, don’t trouble to cail again.
I'm rather busy!”

Leggett sat down to the table and began
to work. Rawson eyed him for some moments,
and then left the study with a downcast
face.

The three Tommies were in the doorway,
waiting for him. They intended to carry
him back to the Classical side, as they had
carried him to Leggett’s study, but the grim
trouble in the junior's face disarmed them.
Tommy Dodd clapped him on the back.

“Cheero!” he said.

Rawson started.

“What?”

“Anything up?” asked Tommy Dodd, in
a very friendly tone.

Rawson stared at him.

“Yes, if you want to know!” he said.

“Wouldn't Leggoett advance a tanner on the
hook?” grinned Topham.

The Nuts had guessed the purport of Raw-
sen’s visit to the Modern side.

“No!" said Rawson calmly.

Where's the

“I don't
How do

said
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“Well, look here,” said Townsend, “As
you're in our study, we fcel that we ought
to stand by you, Rawson. If you want to raise
the wind, we can give you a tip."”

" Rawson eyed him very dubiously

“If you mean that, I'll be glad,” he said.

“Well, write home to your mater——"

“Yesd

“And -advise her to take in washing.
see Yarooh!”

Townsend staggered back against the wall
as Rawson gave him a rough shove, and the
scholarship junior walked on. Townsend, his
face red with rage, made a furious stride
after him, but paused.

“The cheeky cad!” said Topham. It was
jolly good advice you were giving him, too,
Towny!"”

“I'll be even with him!” growled Townsend.
“By gad, I'll make the poverty-stricken cad
sit up! Laying his paws on me—the cheeky
scoundrél! Pretty sort of ruffian to come to
a gentleman's school!” ;

“Regular hooligan!” said Topham, “I
Towny, I've got an idea. What about ra
a subscription, as he's hard-up?”

“Dotty?” grunted Townsend,

“A spoof subscription, I mean—I've got two
farthings—"

“Farthings!”

“Yes—and some gold paint—""

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Let's go and tell Smythe, and we'll work
it on him this evening!” chuckled Topham.

And a little later there was an important
consultation, amid much cigarette smoking,
in Adolphus Smythe’s study, and the loud
laughter that proceeded from the study
seemed to hint that Adolphus & Co. were
enjoying a very good joke indeed. .

You

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
‘The Presentation.

HERE were several curious glances at

Rawson when he came into the junior
Common-room that evening.

The depression

was visible to every eye.

That Rawson was unusually “hard-up " was
now known to every fellow in the Fourth; but
'%t was not so clear what he wanted money
or. - :

His wants were few, and his allowance,
small as it was, covered them. He had toid
Jimmy Silver that there was nothing wrong
at home. Tubby Muffin certainly had no
doubt what  he wanted cash for—it was .to
stand himself feeds, with smokes galore.

But such a want as that was not likely
to have such an effect upon a steady
character like Rawson. It was a puzzle,
which Rawson himself did not seem in the
slightest degree inclined to explain.

Townsend & Co., sticking to the story of
the surreptitious smokes, had suggested
that Rawson had gone a little furthier in play-
ing the *“giddy ox,” and had lost money on
gee-gees. All the Giddy Goats knew how
money went when it went in that direction.

Jimmy Silver had heard the suggestion,
but he did not believe it. Rawson had too
much sturdy common-sense to waste money
in that way, and he had very strong views
on the subject of racing generally, too. More
than once the Nuts, with undisguised con-
tempt, had heard him express his indigna-
tion that betting on horses was allowed at all,
But if Rawson had not been hetting, it was
hard to guess why he was in such extreme.
need of money.

In the case of any other fellow the matter
would not have attracted much attention;
but in poor Rawson's case the Nuts of Rock-
weod were keen to draw attention to it, and
make it the joke of the Form. Rawson's
personal affairs were his own business; but
Townsend & Co. made them theirs. -

Jimmy Silver, who was playing chess with
Lovell, gave Rawson a nod as he came in,
which Rawson did not even see.

He dropped into a chair by the fire, and
stared "moodily at the embers, unconscious
of the looks that were cast towards him.
Signs passed between several of the Nuts who
were in.the room, The merry rag planned by
Townsend & Co. was in. progress.

Adolphus Smythe came in, with Howard and
TFracy of the Shell. He was joined by Town-
send and Topham and Peele. The six elegant
Nuts came towards Rawson, and there was
a general movement of interest. All the
juniors in the room could see that something
was “on.”

“Aw! Excuse me, Rawson,”
with a little eough.

Rawson looked up moodily,

in Rawson’s face

said Smythe,
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“ Hope I'm not interruptin’,” caid Smythe
golitely,

“I'm doing nothing,” said Rawson. “What
is it, Smythe? I warn you I dow’t feel in a

humour for any of your little jokes.”
Adelphus looked pained.
“ Dear

man, I'm not

jokin’,” he said
“I'm goin’

to speak to you as a

friend.”

“Yaas, that’s it!” said Townsend.
all friends here.”

“Don’t be ratty about nothin’, Rawson,”
urged Howard; “we’re really feelin® very
friendly, you know.”

Rawson looked puzzled. :

“Well, what's the game?” he asked.

“Go it, Smythey!”

“It's a presentation,” s:ud Smythe.

“A what!”

Jimmy Silver was Iookmg up suspiciously
from the chessboard. Although all the Nuts
made it a point to Jook serious and solemn
as owls, Jimmy could guess that a joke was
intended.

Smythe of the Shell gave another
cough.

“ Gentlemen,” said Smythe, turning his eve-
glass .round upon the interested juniors, “I
should like you all to see this presentation
made to Rawson by his friends.”

“Hear, hear!” said the Co.

“‘Sure, phawt's the little game mtomh N
asked Flynn.

“There is no little game, Flynn. 1t is a
presentation. I hope Rawson will take it in
the spirit in which it is meant.”

“You can rely on that,” said Rawsen.

“Good! Gentlemen, hitherto Rookwoed has
heen a somewhat exclusive school. True, we
have Modern bounders here—and even on the

“Welre

Classical side there are such bounders as
hifuffin -

“Oh, draw it mild!” said Mufin indig-
nantly.

“But until quite lately we were never able
to boast here a member of that truly useful
and admirable class, the workin'-class,” said
Adolphus gravely. “This has been altered.
We have now a representative of the class
which have been called the backbone of
England. Don’t smile, gentlemen. The Rav
sons of this world have a very important
junction to fulfil. Without Rawsons, how
should we get our hoots cleancd or our hats
rade?”

“Hear, hear!”

“Qur a*txtude therefore, should be one of
grateful "ecogn‘tmn towards the lower classes,
to whom we owe so much.”

“Hear, hear!”

“Off the ‘wicket!” gaid Rawson calmly.
“My ‘idea is that people who work are the
upper classes, and people who den’t work are
the lower classes. They're called by their
wrong names a+ present.”

Ha, ha, hal”

“I stand corrected,” said Adolphus grace-
fully. “Our friend Rawson, therefore, comes
here as the representative of what should
justly be called the upper classes. Unfor-
tunately, in the upper class to which he
belongs there is a dearth of hard cash, which
causes our friend Rawson to be under the
painful necessity of wearing old clothes.”
\,I“Sh“t up, you cad!” came from Jimmy
Silver.

“Oh, Iet him run on!” said Rawson. “This
is as amusing as watching the monkey at the

little

There was a chirrup of laughter, and
Adolphus turned red with wrath. But he
calmed himself with an eflort, and proceeded
in the same strain of gentle irony.

‘“ The upper, or Rawson classes, are some-
what short of filthy luere. Our friend Rawson
is in that unhappy state known as stony. This
is an intolerable state of affairs. Our supe-
rior friend, Rawson, has been driven to selling
the valuable prizes he won in the palatial
halls of the County Council -

Ha, ha, ha!”

“But his friends have rallied round. Deeply
conscious of the honour done to Rookwood
by the arrival of this superior person in our
midst, we have raised a small fund to relieve
him of pecuniary embarrassment. We have
whacked out—especially our genercus {rieand
Topham has whacked out—-"

“Oh, don’t mensh!” said Topham modestly.

“By our combined efforts we have raised
a fund for presentation to our friend Rawson,
in acknowledgment of the honour he has
dore us by comin’ to reside in our midst,”
said Adolphus. “In the name of Rawson’s
friends, I hereby make the presentation.”

And Adolphus, with a flourish, drew two
coins from his waistcoat-pocket, and laid
them on the table at Rawson’s elbow.

There was a buzz as the glimmer of gold
was seen.

“Half-quids!”
hat!”

The juniors stared at Smythe in amaze-
ment.
tion to wind up with some joke at Rawson.
The sight of the gold coins seemed to show
that he was in earnest.

Rawson blinked at the two coins.

Only himself knew how much the money

gasped Hooker. “Oh, my

would have meant to him. But he shook
his head.

‘““1 suppose you're serious, as you've handed
out the money,” he said. “But I can’t
take it.”

“Oh, do!” said Adolphus.

“Do!” chorused the Nuts.

“It’s all yours,” said Howard,
kindest regards.”

“As a special favour to us,” said Adolphus,
“we beg you te accept our little presentation.

“with cur

Don’t be proud. The one fault of the lower
—I mean, the upper—classes is that they
are proud. As a special favour—-"

There was a yell from Flynn, who was
peering at the two gold coins on the table

“Sure, they're not hailf-quids.”

“What!”
“They're farthings!” yelled
“Farthings pamted with gold )amt 2

“Ha, ha, hat*

There was a burst of laughter in ihe
Common-room. All the fellows could see
Smythe’s little joke at last.

Rawson’s flushed face became pale. He had
heen puzzled, but patient. He had a simple
nature, and it had really seemed to him for
the moment that Adolphus & Co. had meant
kindly, though in a tactless way.

He . understood now.

The whole room was howling with
laughter. The Nuts were howling, too, and
Adolplius’ eyeglass had dropped off in his
great merriment

But his merriment bad a sudden check.

Rawson stepped forward and bhit out
straight from the shoulder. There was a
loud yell—mnot of laughter—from the great
Adolphus, and lie went tumbling heels over
head among the Nuts.

They had expected his ironical ora--

Flynn..
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THE SIXTH CHAPTER,.

The | O U.
RASH!
Adolphus Smythe went
 fioor, dragging down- ey
Howard, whom he

wildly hold of ta save himself. Taen th
was: a yell from Jimmy. Silver,

*“Ha, ha! Well hit!”

Rawson had not finished yet. He
rushing forward. His face was pale
anger, and he was hitting out hard 1
quick. Topham rolled over Townsend, and
Tracy was sent reeling by a on the
chin. Peele backed away, but not in time.
A drive on the chest laid him on his back.

The whole party of merry Nuis were on
the floor, but they did not look very merry
ROW.

The Fistical Four roared with laughter, and
it was echoed all over the room. The sudden
downfall of Adolphus & Co. seemed to
Fourth-Formers the climax of the joke,
they shrieked.

“Ha, ha,; hat”

“@o it, Rawson!”

“Get up and have some more, Towny!”

“Ha, ha, hal”

Adolphus scran
The laugh had
And he was hur

“Rush him!” y
cad! Scrag him!”

“Me, too!” grinned Jimmy Silver. jo
Rawson. *“Back up, the end studv!”

And Lovell and Raby and Newcome joine
him at once.

*Comes on!” said Jimmy Sllver invitis
as the great Adolphus paused. “Fair pia
a ]GWGl you know. Come and scrag th
of u

and

ly to his fert.
im, after ail

Smy’ghe. “Celiar the

%, Yes go it, Adolphus!” vgrinnet .

\Iop ‘em up, Adolphus.”
“I—I decline to enter into a vulgar rew
with fags,” gasped Adolphus.
“Ha, ha, ha!”
“Well, if you won’'t come on, we will!”

said Jimmy Silver. “Come on, you chaps,
and kick the cads out!”

The Fistical Four made a rush, and
Rawson foilowed them up, and Ac s &
Co. were promptly hundled neck =
out of the Common-room. They were
tributed in the passage, gasping and ye
and left to sort themselves out.

Adoiphus & Co. did not return. They
crawling away with mutual recriminat
feeling anything but victorious.

In the dormitory that night Teownsend
seen bathing his nose, and Topham his
while Peele rubbed ointment on his
and they maintained a very dignified rese
towards Rawson.

“Any more presentations coming along:”
asked Jimmy Silver.

But the Nuts of the Fourth did not reply
that question. :

The screaming joke had fallen fiat. Sm
& Co. had had little doubt that Ra
would accept the money, and when the half
sovereigns turned out tp be giided farthings
they were prepared to enjoy Rawson’s lacks.
But. the little joke had fallen flat—and <o
had Adolphus & Co. It was not likely that
there would he any more presenmtions to
Rawson.

The next day after lessons Rawson j
Jimmy Silver when the Classical Fourth
cut. The expression on his face gave Jimm
a hint of what was the m.xttex.

“Well?” said Jimmy.

Thists Roy Carter,
the brave boy hero
of one of the finest
and most thrilling
Redskin tales ever
writien. Y ou must
not  miss it/

Commencing with
To-day, WONDERLAND TALES is be-
ing greatly enlarged, so if you have not al.
ready read this jolly COLOURED story
book, now’s the time to start taking it in,

~PALES-02

ON SALE EVERYWHERE,

Better Value Than Ever !

the issue on sale

“ Tubby Wiggins "—the St.

Tves Jat boy who appears every

week in one of Jack Lewis’s |
Jamous school stories,
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“I'm not going to borrow of you,” said
Rasyson, with a faint smile.

“You'd he welecome,” said Jirnmy, “only I'm
stony, old sor. But if there's anything I
can do——"

)

like asking you,” said Rawson
“But—but I don't get any more
n for some time, you know. And—and I*
want some badly. 1 feel like a sponging cad
speaking to you about it. But a

“I'Il help if I can,” said Jimmy . wonder-

ingly. “What do you want me to do?”
I've becn trying to borrow of Leggett.
He won’t lend me any tin uniess—uniess a
chap he knows has got money signs the paper
along with me.”

Jimmy looked very grave.

“The less you have to do with that money-
lending cad the better, Rawson,” he said.
I know that But I must have the money.
You know I wouldn’t bilk you, Jimmy. I
get some more from my scholarship at the
end of the term. I can settle out of that.
I'll give you all the partieulars.”

“You needn’t,” said Jimmy. “I can take
your word.”

“Leggett we

“Leggett’
borrow of hi -

“Ten shillings,” said*Rawson. “Tenpence
a week Interest., I can manage that. And I
shall settle the principal at the end of the
term., But unless I get somebody to put their
name on the paper—somebody he knows is
all right——"

“I understand. I'll sign it,” said Jimmy.
There was a moisture in Rawson’s eyes.
I—I ought to tell you what it's for,” he
tered, “only—only—"

ever mind that. I know you're fair
7 said Jimmy at once. “Trot out
2 . Ten bob wouldn’'t bust me,
even if I had to pay it.”

“You won't have to, Jimmy.”

Te you going to

“I know that, fathead! . Give me the
paper.”

Ten minutes later Rawsen ran down
Leggett of the Fourth in the quadrangle.

Leggett held out his hand for the paper the
scholarship boy handed to him.

ALl sereme,” said Leggett. “Jimmy
Silver’s fist is good enough for me. And
there’s your tin.”

He counted out nine shilling and twopence.

“Ten bob?" said Rawson.

“First week's interest deducted,”
Leggett coolly.

“You rotten Shylock!” growled Rawson.
‘I want the money!”

“Take it or leave it!" said Leggett, with
8 shrug of the shoulders.

Rawson walked away without replying.
Leggett sauntered on, smiling. It was a
good stroke of busincss—on Leggett's side—
and the young rascal was not very deeply
troubled with a conscience.

said

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
The Secret Cut.

AWSON hurried out of the School
House immediately after lessons that
day with his coat and eap on. And
Muffin of the Fourth gave a howl to

qis friends.

“QUome on, you fellows!”

“Phwat's the game?”

“The beast is going out feeding again!”
said Muffin. “He’s in funds. Ceme on!”

“That's right!” said Hooker. “He’s been
borrowing of Leggett—I saw him!”

Flynn chuckled.

_“Faith, we'l] catch him in the act, intoirely!
Come on, ye gossoons!”

Quite a little crowd of the Fourth followed
Rawson to the gates. Townsend and Topham
joined the party, and Flynn, Hooker, Jones
ninor, and several other fellows. They
marched down the lane towards Coombe on
the track of the unconscious Rawson.

Rawson did not look back ence.

He hurried on to the village with his long
<trid and the juniors had to step out to
kcep pace with him.

They were grinning over their little joke.

Rawson's solitary spreads had caused great
_ disgust, and the idea of catching him in the

act, as it were, appealed to their sense of

huamour. Muflin was of opinion that the tuck

Ei‘ught to be raided as a punishment, while

's idea was to make the greedy fellow
ashamed of himself.

They reached the village, and there was a
general gasp as Rawson was seen to enter the
tobacconist’s.

“I told you so!” chortled Muffin.
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“What. would” Jimmy Silver say now?”
grinned Townsend.

“Howly DMoses!” said Flynn, in disgust.
“Well, the spalpeen is bowled out now, and
I'll have somethin' to say to him intoirely.”

“Here he comes!”

Rawson came out of the shop with a liftle

packet in his hands. He stepped along to
Mrs. Wicks' little shop and went in.

“Tuck this time,” said Jones minor.

“We'll keep him in sight, and drop on him
when he starts on it,” said Mufiin eagerly.
“He don't gorge it in the shop; he didn't last
time. Takes it away in a box to some quiet
corner, the mean beast!”

Townsend peeped into the shop.

Rawson was standing there with his back
to the door, giving orders to old Mrs. Wicks.
I “}Vhat’s he getting?” asked Muffin breath-
essly.

Tuek!” said Townsend. “Cheese and a
glass jar of ham and a loaf. Now he's asking
for grease-proof paper to wrap the loaf in.”

“What the dickens does he want that for?”

“Blessed if I know.”

“And a 'pound ‘jar of marmalade, and a
pound of biscuits,” went on Townsend. “ We’ll
jolly well lather him with the marmalade!”

“ Ha, ha, ha!”

“Now he's asked for a box——"

“He did last time,” said Muffin.
does he want a box for?”

“To carry the tuck in, I suppose.”

Townsend, somewhat puzzled, peered round
the corner of the door again. Rawson, quite
unconscious of the espial, was busy at the

y

“What

counter. Mrs. Wicks had banded him an
empty cardboard box, such as sweets are
packed in. Rawson rolled the loaf up care-

fully in the grease-proof paper, and packed
it in the box, and carefully packed in his
other purchases round it. The packet of
smokes went in along with the rest.

Then he purchased three sheets of brown
paper at a penny each, and carefully wrapped
up the box, cording it with thick string he
produced from his pocket

“What's he doing now?” IMuffin

gasped

_breathlessly.

“Wrapping it all up,” said Townsend, mysti-

fied. “Blessed if I understand what he's up
to at all. Hallo! He’s coming out!”
Rawson came striding out of the viliage

shop. He glanced carelessly at the group of
juniors, and crossed the street.

“ After him!” said Muflin.
He's gone into the post-office.”
's quare! What's the little game

intoirely ?”

Townsend burst into a chuckle.

“I've got it!" Bet you he’s going to send
himself a parcel to Rookwood, to make out
that he gets parcels like other chaps.”

“Ha, ha, ha!"”

“That's it,” said Topham.
him.”

‘Phe curious crowd crossed over to the vil-
tage post-office. They looked in at the door.
pawson was.standing at the counter, and his
box was on the scales.

«Tnder eleven pounds?” they heard him
ask. ¥ »

“Yeg—only eight,” said the postmaster.
“Phank you. I'll address it now.”
pawson moved over to the portion of the
counter reserved for telegrams, and dipped
a pen in the ink, and began to address the
parcel.
* Hooker, with a grip, stole in on tiptoe,
behind Rawson, to read the address over his
shoulder. Rawson was writing it in large
bilock letters. It raa: 2

“PRIVATE R. RAWSON,

“Let’s watch

Moscow, Russia.”

Hooker's jaw dropped as he read the un-
expected address. Rawson drew a label from
his pocket, to address also, and as he moved
the back of his hand came into violent contact
with the inquisitive Hooker's chin.

Crack!

“0Oh!” gasped Rawson.

“Yow-ow-000p {” yelied Hooker.

Rawson turned round, his eyes blazing. *

< You rotter! You were 2

“Yow-ow!” gasped Hooker, nursing his chin.
«I—I'm sorry, Rawson. I am really. I—I
didn't know your brother was a prisomer in
Russia! I—I beg your pardon!”

«0Oh, go and eat coke!” growled Rawson,

He addressed the label, fastened it on
securely, and handed the parcel over to the

postmaster. Then he strode out of th_e ;>osp~
ofiice. Hooker followed him, still rubbing his

chin.:

" Hooker.

g -

Friday.

“Well?” said Townzend breathlessty. “Was
the cad addressing it to bimssif?"

“Who are you calling z cad?’ growled

I “He's worth fifty of you, and chance
it, Towny!" ¢

Townsend stared.

“Why, you ass—"

“Pretty lot of worms you are, to be follow-
ing the chap about, and watching him, and
suspecting him!” jeered Hooker. “Jolly
decent chap, I think. 'Tain't every fcilow
wio'd spend his last bob seading grub to a
prisoner in Russia!”

“A—a prisoner
astounded juniors.

“Yes,” said Hooker crushingly. “His
brother’s a prisoner with the Bolsheviks, and
Rawson's sending him grub, and if you feliows
can’t be decent enough to know a decent chap
when -you see one 4

“Oh, draw it mild!” said Townsend, for
once almost ashamed of himself. “You were
with us, anyway, Hooker. I—I dida't know
his brother was a prisoner; he's never said
anything about it——"

“He wouldn’t, to you,” said Hooker. “Weli,
I've begged his pardon, and if you're decent,
you'll do the same.”

“Oh, rats!” said Townsend.

in Russia!” howled the

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Staunch as Steel.

IMMY SILVER & Co. burst wrathfuliy
into Rawson's study about an hout
later. They bhad heard of the
expedition, and the curious discovery

that had resulted. And they were naturally
wrathful.

“You bounder!” shouted Jimmy.

“You mysterious beast!” hooted Lovell.

Rawson jumped up in alarm.

“What's the row? _What the dickens—"

“We've heard all about it!” growled Jimmy.
“Why couldn’t you tell your old pals that
your ?rother was a prisoner with the Bolshies,
what?”

“I suppose these silly asses have been
sing!” growled Rawson, frowning. 4
can't they mind ti own business?”

“Why didn't you tell us?” howled Raby.

“Well, I—I eouldn’'t!” said Rawson. *“You
—you see, Dick was taken prisoner by those
Bolshevik beasts, and there was a letter home,
and we knew he was on awfully hard tack.
though he couldn't say much. I—I wanted to
send him what I could—you know how our
men are starved in the Russian prisons. But
—but T conldn’t tell you fellows, I—it would
have looked asz if [—I wanted you to stand
something for him, and—and it wasa’t your
business—I mean, you weren't called upon to
do anything of the sort, and I didn’t want to
lock like sponging. I wish those silly duffers
had minded their own business!”

<] see,” said Jimmy Silver. - “Perhapa
there's a little senze in what you say, but
not much—not very much. Upon the whole,
we won't bump you as we were going fo.
We’'ll punish you another way—through your
brother Diek.”

“Th! What do you mean?”

“I mean,” said Jimmy Silver sternly, “that
as soon as we get out allowances, we're going
to make up a stunning parcel, crammed witt
grub and smokes, and send it to Brother
I’ck..without so much as saying, By your
leave!’”

“Hear, hear!” said the Co. heartily.

Rawson grinned.

“] see; you're beginning already,” he said.

“And we're going to keep on,” said Jimmy
Silver. “The end study herewith and hereby
adopts your Brother Dick, and regards him as
our Brother Dick. And if you raise the
slightest objection to our sending tuck to our
Brother Dick, you will get a whele set of
thick ears, Tom Rawson!”

But Rawson did not raise objections.

. . B . . . B 0

Somewhat to Rawson's surprise, he found -
himeelf wonderfully popular in the Fourth
Form that day. And for the next weeck or
two it was quite the fashion in the Fourth
Form to send off parcels to Brother Dick; and

‘however much the other prisoners in Bol-

shevik hands went on short commons, it was

certain that Brother Dick, at least, was re-

markably well supplied. 2
THE END.

(4nother grand, long story of Jimmy Silver
& Co., the chums of Rookwood School, next
week. Order your copy of the PENNY POPULAR
early.)
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SPLENDID NEW FEATURES.

There is great news this week. In addition
fo our usual story of Greyfriars and a tale of
Rookwood, I am giving special articles about
a few of the celebrated characters of St.
Jim’ I do this because I know how cager
my friends are for mere biography, so pledsu
drop a word ahout the feature to your chums.

Crr New Sepial.

But I want to ru;z’ specially to the fine
new serial, “Miek o’ the \Jovws » which will
take rank among the best and most stirring
stories we have Lad in the ¢ o‘rpmnon Papers.
I you ‘take any interest
will appreciate to the full this narrative of a
young and enterprising eircus aerobat who
rises to fame and fortune in the mwlwy world
at the film. And as everybody 1\<,\ma‘145 is
Leen on the.cinema~and all it implies, I am
quite confident regarding the succcss of the
serial which is just starting.

& Mk o’ the Movieg,!

is a real and appealing character is
. the hero; the sort of fellow you cannot
help taking te, for he is human. He has to

fzgqc a lmriad difficulties, and then he loves
his” dog.  About that dog—ealled Chappie,

after the famous Charlie Chaplin—there is
much to be said. Chappie Is a grand fgllow,
e has no special breed, gives Jimself no airs;
but lie is just the real, proper sort of dog
who finds his way to anybody’s heart.

A mongrel—yes, he is only a mongrel. But
what of it? A mongrel is gene'a‘u the best
companion and the dog with the keenest sense
of humour and the quickest bympatny Just
A mongrel is
not worrying about his aristocratic ancestoh

» and whether they jumped out of the boat

with William of Normandy.
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Chappie of the Fiims,

Of cousse, Mick and bhis mongrel pass
through ama adventures, Later on we
shall find the inimitable winning through
at Los Angeles, the great city where the best
films are made.

Chappie can do things; he ean accemplish
that fascinating vsagﬂle walk of the leading
cinema actor of the world—Chaplin, to wit.
You will be speilbound hy this yarn, It is

written by a brilliant author, who, besides
like the rest of us, has
up

being a dog lover,
been to and fro and
big world, and seen muc

=

Su tell exox;bouy about
please!

and down in the
rth the seeing.
and Chappie,

Mick

VARIOUS SUBJECTS.
Perkaps you think ti i
chat a t this we
good topics have b
apd are leaning up ag
fence trying to get their wmd back. But you
would be mlttal\en And Towser, whom you
see scenting after something in the right-hand
corner of one of ‘the pages -Towser has a bit
g me way with bim when he gets to
i ay soon be just sniffing round to
s if there is anything good to chat about.
But that is not Towser's motive at all.
Towser is just attenc is own business—
in this case a bone—v ound in every
waltk of life, whether you walk on four legs
or have to put up with a mere eouple. But
what I wanted to say is just this—there is
always plenty to chat about, and chat does
folks good, so long as it is amiable chat, of

course; for, unfertunately there are
individuals who tramp round seeing how many
crabby things they can say. Lu; we don't

want to talk to them.

HINTS FROM AUSTRALIA
My two friends, A. Carney and Jack Gilli-

write from Blackfri
a gum-leaf and a
wishes

gan,
enclose
with théir good
Greyfriars and St Jim's,

om Blac

How the old mes turn up!
think of Rlackiriars

TLondoners
s in cennection with the
bridge which wused to be the last but one

across the Thames, until the Tower had a
bridge of its own. 'Then there are letters
fxom girl xeuuers, “all as keen as possible, and
with heaps of imagination as well. Not that
I am going to suggest boys do not possess
imagination, bub often girl readers see things
that others miss and vice versa.

Not that a friend in Liverpool who sen
me a few questions and a cargo of com
ments is a girl. He says he has been a
reader of the Companmn Papers for the last

four years. “I would,” he says, “like to
know these few items: What is Bagley
Trimble’s age? What -are his parents?

Where does he live? Why don't his pecple
send him money?”

There you are! Now, Baggy-is very reti-
cent on the subject o folks and his
home, for we do magnificent
st‘or!co of Trimb

romanct
assume 1 mble fmmxly has @
htmaszlu for it, or at least that there is not
enough spare fioating round to supply
Baggy with cash for all his needs. aps
this is quite as-well. Baggy is bad enuunh
as things are at present. - He would he
simply insufferable if he were rich.

It takes a lot of real good feeling and
decent thought to be 1 nd true to seli.
In a coinic play the miflionaire was hear
to exclaim angrily: “Rude! 1 am not ruc
You never saw me rude! I am rich!” B
would be on —lines, most Hkely
fortune i He would not have to
bother about raising cash in the same way
that he does now, “put he would show his
natural weanness in other directions. As to
his age, Baggy is fifteen,

EEARM 70 BCX IN YOUR OWN HGME.
Aly amazing postal course of 12 lessons complete with Art, Supplement,
Half price offer to readers of this paper,
Mention 7'he Penny Popular.
iyweight Champion); ‘au, Wimborne
Road, Southend-on-Sea.

“** The Science of Boxing.
3/6, Send at o
Stanley Heoper {Essex

> Boys,

MOUTH ORGANS BEATEN

Allthe Iatest tunes can be played
on the Chella-phone.
Pecket
iunes can be correctly played in
2pny key, Soldiers and Sailors love
it. ‘‘Enocks the German mouth
crganintoacockedhat.” Postiree, 1 /@ eack; better
quality, with8ilver fittings, 2/8, {rom the maker,

R. FIELD (Dept. 33), Hall Avenune, HUDDERSFIELD,
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The only
instrument on  which

PHOTO POSTCARDS, 1/3 doz, 12 by 10 ENLARGEMENTS, &d,
ALSO CHEAP PHOTO MATERIAY. CATALOGUE AND SAMPLES
FREE. HACKETTS, JULY ROAD, LIVERPOOL.

And at 67-

be Your Own Printers »
and make extra pocket-money by using

B PODMORE & Co., Desk P.P, Southport.

T “PLEX” DUPLICATOR.

Makes pleasing numerous copies of NOTE
PAPER HEADINGS, BUSINESS CARDSs
SPORTS I‘IXTURE CARDS, SCORING
CARDS, PLANS, SCHOOL PUBLICATIONS,
DRAWINGS, MAPS, MUSIC, SHORT-
HAND, PROGRAMMES, NOTICES, ete., in
a variety of pretty colours. Send for one
TO-DAY. Price 6/6 complete-with all sup-
plies. Foreign orders, 1/6 extra.—

69, Chancery Lane, London, W.C,

NERVOUSKESS

Colonel to Private, D.S.0.’s s, M.M.’s, and D.C.M.’s

, M.C
SMITH, Ltd., 527, Imp°r1a1 Bmldmgs, Ludgate Omcus. London, E.0. &

is the greatest drawback in life to any man or woman. If
you are nervous, vimid, low-spirited, lack self-confidencs,
will-power, mind coneentration, blusk, or feel awkward in the presence of others,
gend 3 penny stamps for particulars of the Mento-Nerve Strenzthening Treas-

ment, used in the Navy, from V)ce-Admira.l to Seaman, and in the Army from

free,

3@ Rﬁ AGEC TRECK@ Illumf)ns;s&:l&\émlx ustrations

The lot post.

1/-—T. W HARRISON, 239, Pentonv 1116 Road, London, N.1

—GODFREY ELLIOTT

" VERTRILOGQUISH.

“REGO” MODEL AEROPLANES
ARE THE BEST.

Flies 200 yards. Fullylilus-

fend 8/6 for Sample Model.

dialogues, Only 74d.,
5, 7d,.—~IDEAL NOVELTY & PUBLISHING CO., Clevedon, Somerset.

Learn this wonderful and laughabls Art, Failur
imposkible with our book of asy ructions anc
post free. Hundreds delighted. Forty ca

INGREASE YoU

Ross System pever fails. mp.
g P, ROSS, 18, LANGDALE ROAD, SCARBOROUGEH,

SEVERAL INCHES
withoul applisnces
Price 7/6, complete, Particulars 1id. stam

R HEIGHT /6

Iz : i

trated Catalogue of Aeroplanes and Parts, 1/-, Post Free. Eﬁlg Ail applications for Adventiseniont E‘Eﬁ
J{n(| : : ; oSt JEYu(
“RECGQ” 110, Old Street, Landcn, E.C.1. i (W Space in this publication should be i
%gg addressed to the Advertisernent ggg
@XE N@ G L@v%ﬁ & ?/@ i Manager, UNION JACK SERIES, it
e EEE{ The Fleetway House, Farringdon Egg

per set of four (thh lace-up palm, 12/6), Tan Caps, Best, 16/6. Bootballs, ol
match size, cowhide, 11/6. ]honey returned if not satisfed. Postage 3 DLU::[ Straet, E,C.4. % m(nin|
on all.—TOM CARPENTER, 69, Morecambe Street, Walworth, $.8, 17, “F A jmfmnl
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NATIONAL PLAN TO BENEFIT

NDITION OF THE HAIR.
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The Invitation to Test Free the Wonderiul Effect ol
= 2 “Hair Health and Beauty.
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¥ Harlene Hair~Drill” in Promoting

1,000,000 COMPLETE TRIAL OUTFITS FREE TO-DAY.

If you are worried about the condition of your hair; if it is weak,
tmpoverished, falling out, or affected with scurf, dryness or over-
greasiness, do as millions of others (both men and women) have done,
and try *“ Harlene Hair-Drill.” =

From to-day onwards there are to be disiributed one million
hair-health parcels free of all cost—each parcel to contain a Complete
Qutfit for the care of the hair.

SIMPLE METHOD SECURES ' HAIR-

< (AR TR RRRRRRILE
€ no mMore Z v
d is enthu-

of * Hair-
marvellously
refreshing and rejuvenating feeling this

every-morning-toilet  exercise gives
before facing the day’s work.
A USEFUL AND WELCOME FREE
- GIFT,
Post the coupon below, together with
vour nanie and adg , and four penny
stamps to cover: " of postage and
“packing of the parcel.
By return you will receive this
Four-Fold Gift:
1, A ftrial bottle of *“Harlene,”* the

tdéal liguid food and natural growth- I\ e Write your full name and
pz%pmoﬁng fonic for fhe hair. TR]AL OUTE!TI & AT z ggdress clea}r!{l:;n 2 plain pie%e
2. A "packet of the unrivalled 7 baper, pin this Coupon to it,

¢‘Cromex*’ Shampoo—the finest, purest,
and  most soothing hair and scalp
! , which prep the head for
¢ Hair-Drill.”

When your hair is attacked by scurf, drymess, over-greasiness,

and beging to fall out and become brittle, thin ond weak, it

needs the beneficial treatment of ** Harlene Hair-Drill ™ to give
new health and strength to the improvished hair-roots.

3. A hottle of “ Uzon ** Brillianiine, which gives the final touch of
beauty to the hair, and is most beneficial to those whose soalp ig ¢ dry.”

4. A copy of the newly published *“ Hair-Drill ” Manual—the most
anthoritative and clearly~-written treatise on the toilet ever produced.
_After a Free Trial you will be able to obtain further supplies of
“ Harlene ” at 1s. 14d., 28. 9d., and 4s. 9d. per bottle; * Uzon”
Brilllantine at 1s. 1}d. and 2s. 9d. per
bottle; and ¢ Cremex” Shampoo
Powders, 13. 1}d. per box of seven:
shampoos (single packets 2d. each),
from all Chemists and Stores, or direct
from Edwards® Harlene, Ltd., 20, 22,
24, and 26, Lamb’s Conduit Street,
London, W.C. 1.

“‘HARLENE” FREEGIFTFORM

| Detach and post to EDWARDS'
HARLENE, LTD., 20, 22, 24, and 26,
Lamb’s Conduit St, Leadon W.C.1

Dear Sirs,—Please send me
your Free “Harlene” ¥our-Fold

air-Growing  Outfit as des-
eribed. I enclose 4d. in stamps
for postage and packing of parcel
to my address,

NOTE TO READER.

and post as directed above.
(Mark envelope “Sampie Dept.*’)
i Penny Popular, 17/1/20.

NERVOUSNESS

CURED COMPLETELY.

If you are nervous in company, if you redden up when
spoken to by strangers or superiors, if your bashfulness
is causing you to miss golden opportunities in social or
business life, here is a message of hope, a guarantes of
cure complete and permanent. By My System of Treat-
ment you can quite certainly be cured in one week and in
your own home. My System gives you perfect nerve control
and self-confidence. If you suffer from Nervousness, Tim-
idity, or Heart Weakness, write now for full particuiars of
My System of Private Home Treatment. Sent FREE
privately if you mention Penny Popular.

Address, Specialist, 12, All Saints Road, St. Anne's-on-Sea.

RIDER

AR Packed Free. Carriage Paid, Fz'jln as' Fres Trick
4 LOWEST CASH PRICES, EASY PAYMENT TERMS.

5 Prompt delivery, Save Dealers’ Profits, Satisfaction
X I guaranteed or Money Refunded.

% REAT CLEARANCE SALE
DfSecond-handCﬁles. Thousands of GOvernmen®
Cycles—B.S.a UMBER, RALEIGH, ROVLR,

TRIUMPH, SWIFT, etc,, many as good as new-all
ready for riding No reasonable offer refused, Writs
for Free List and Special Offer. -

CYCLE COMPANY, I(ncorpd.
Dept. 130Q, BIRMINGHAM.

CUT THIS OUT

*“Penny Popular.” PEN COUPON Value 2d,

Send this coupon Wwith P.O. for only 5/- direct to the Fleet Pen Co.,
119, Fleet St., London, £.0.4. In return you will receive (post free) a
splendid British-Made 14-ct. Gold Nibbed Fleet Fountain Pen, value 10/8. If
you save 12 further coupons, each will count as 2d. off the price; so you may
send 13 coupous and only 3/-. Say whetlier you wani a fie, medium, or broad
nib, This great offer is made to introduce the famous Fieet Pen to the
PENNY PoPULAR réaders. (Foreign postage extra.) Satisfaction guaranteed
or cash returned. Special Safety Hodel, 2/- extra. &

Frea Cat:
Free. Bi
), from

tions), Jewel-
lery, Ugeful 77 it
ods, Novelbies, Toys, atc,, ate.
ig  Bargalns in all Depts.
'Write To-Day | Don’t Misa This !

. _PAIN'S
PRESENTS HOUSE,
Dept 21, HASTINGS.

POST FREE!
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rARE YOU SHORT?

If 80, let the Girvan System help you to increass
your Leight. Mr. Briggs reports an inorease of
5 inches; Driver B. F. 3 inches; Mr. Ratoliffe &
inches; Miss Dayies 3} inches; Mr. Lindon

inches; Mr. Ketley 4 inches; Misgs Leedoll 4
inches. This system requires only ten minutes
morning and evening, and greatly improves the
health, physique, and carriage. No appliance
or drugs. Send 3 penny stamps for further par-
ticulars and £100 Guarantee t0 Enguiry Dept.
A.M P., 17, Stroud Green Road, Londen, N. 4.

How o make one ai

HOME CINEMATOCRAPH MAGCHINE, [y o meke one ot

of INSTRUOTIONS and DIAGRAM (Reg. No. 666745}, POST FREE, 2/6.—
BRITISHSCOPE, 235, HIGH HOLBORN, LONDON, W.0. 1.

Overcoats, Poots, Shoes, Suits, Raincoats, ich Coats, Costumes,
and Winter Coats. Veracity Pocket and Wrist Watches, Rings,
Jewellery, &c.,on easy terms. 30/-worth 6/- monthly: 60/-worth 10/
monthly ; &¢. CATALOGUE FREE. Foreizn applications invited,

MASTERS, Lid., 6, Hope Stores, RYE. Estd. 1869,
28 EEE R % This miserable complaint permanently cured, either gex.
EmeﬁNb. Simple Home Treatment, Particulars freo. Enclose stamp
postage.~MR. J. AMBROSE HILL (Specialist), 60, Royal Aroade, Weston-

super-Mare. (Testimonials daily.)

ST TR Learn this Wonderful, Lsughabla Art. Failure
VEH i RILOQNSM- impossible with our new book of Easy Instructions
a"'aal laughable Dialogues. Only 8d. “ Hundreds Testimonials.”” Thoughts
Beac igg_& Conjuring, 1/2—WILKES, PUBLISHERS, STOOKTON, RUGBY,
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