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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
The Eleventh Man.

«“ GGD-BYE, Dennis, old man, and the
best -of luck!”
The parting words of his best

chum—Mark Linley—rang in Dennis
Carr’s ears as he boarded the train at Friar-
dale Station—the train that was to take him
back to London.

Dennis had just paid a flying visit to Grey-
friars, his old school, in order to communicate
some good news to Harry Wharton & Co.

He had left Greyfriars some weeks before
owing to his father’s death.

Mr, Carr had died in poverty, and Dennis
wiho, so far as he knew, possessed no living
relative, had been compelled to go out into
the world and earn his own living.

Diennis Carr was fifteen, znd brimful of
energy and-enthusiasm.

Much of the enthusiasm had been damped
when he first came to London, for he had
tramped the streets of the great city in vain
_looking for employment.

At length, however, he had been granted a
junior eclerkship in the office of Sir Howard
Prescott, a West End auctioneer, and a gen-
tleman of high social standing.

1t so happened that one of the other clerks
—a weedy youth named Craven—was a cousin

skinner, the cad of the Greyfriars Remeve.
Craven had hated Dennis from the outset;
and he and Skinner had hatched a precious
plot between them whereby they hoped to
bring about Carr’s downfall.
The plot had succeeded—up to a point.
Yennis had been accused of theft, and dis-
missed from Sir Howard Prescott’s employ.
Harry Wharton & Co. had sympathised
strongly with Dennis in his misfortune. They
had fiatly refused to believe that he was a
thief ; and their faith in him had been justi-
fied. For the facts had now come to light, and
the dastardly plot of Skinner and his cousin
had been exposed.

Craven had heen “sacked” from his job,
and Skinner had been flogged and very nearly
expelled from Greyfriars. It was ewing to
Dennis Care’s timely intercession on his be-
half that he had escaped the extreme penalty
of expulsion.

As fot Dennis himself, he had heen asked
by Sir Howard Prescott to resume his former
job in the West End office. Moreover, Sir

Howard had agreed to pay him his full salaty
for the weeks he had been absent.

Dennis was now returning to London—nob
to a hard and bitter ficht for existence, but
to a fairly comfortable job, and to lodgings
which, though not exactly comfortable, were
not too bad.

And yet, as the train rushed on through
the darkness of the winter cvening, Dennis
was conscious of a feeling of unrest and dis-
content.

A deep longing had taKen rood in his mind
—an intense longing to be back at Greyfriars,
living the happy, care-free life of a sehool-
boy.

His recent visit to the old school had re-
vived all his past affection for it. He wanted
to he back again—back in -the study which
he had shared with Lord AMauleverer and Sir
Jimmy Vivian, goed fellows hoth. He missed
the games and the japes and the feuds. He
even preferred a seat in the Remove Form-
room, under the gimlet eyes of Mr. Queich, to
an office-stool.

His schooldays had come to a sudden end
just when he was doing splendidly.

He had displaced Harry Wharton as cap-
tain of the Remove; he had gained many
triumphs in the Form-room and on the play-
ing-fields. And he was going from strength
to strength when the tragic message arrived
announcing his father’s death.

His father had been a rich man ounce; bub
he had frittered away his money in reckless
speculation, with the result that Dennis was
left unprovided for. He had been obliged
to leave Greyfriars—to abandon the delights
of school life, and become ¢ne of the world’s
workers.

Dennis sat in a corner-seat-of the railway-
carriage, reviewing past events until he be-
came quite miserable.

“Thig won’t do!” he muttered, pulling him-
self together. “I don’t suppose I'm the only
fellow by long chalks who has been slung
on the world at the age of fifteen.. Some poor
beggars have never known an education of
any sort, and I ought to think myself jolly
lucky to have been at Greyfriars at all!”

By the time the train rumbled into the
London terminus Dennis was his old cheerful
self once more.

He quitted the station and walked to his
ledgings. He was agreeably surprised to find

that Mrs. Grubb, his landlady, had prepared
him an excellent supper.

AMrs. Grubb seldom went out of her way to
prepare anything for anybody—with the ex-
ception of the weekly bills—aad Dennis could
not understand this sudden reformation on
her part. He did not know that Sir Howard
Prescott had paid a personal visit to his lodg-
ings, and instructed Mrs. Grubb to look after
him well.

Dennis ~ went to bed Immediately after
supper. The events of the day had exhausted
him, and he was soon sound asleep.

He awoke early, feeling fresh, fit, and ready
for anything—even for Mrs. Grubb's badly-
cooked sausages. =

After breakfast, Dennis took a brisk walk
in one of the parks, and turned up at Sir
Howard Prescott’s office punctually at nine
o’clock.

He was not the first clerk to arrive, for a
typewriter was clicking merrily as he entered
the general office.

A tall, good-looking young fellow was seated
at the machine. He was Werry, the senior
elerk.

“Good-morning, Terry!” said Dennis cheers
fully.

: ’l;erry stopped typing, and jumped to his
ee

“Why, it's €Carr!” he exclaimed. S1'm
awfully glad to see you back again, kid! I
owe you an apology!”

“An apology!” “echoed Dennis, in wonder.
“Yes. Over that affair of the petty cash,
you know. When the money was found in
your possession I quite thought you had
stolen it, and I helped to kick you out of the
office. 1 can see now that I was a cad to
condemn you. 1 might have known you
weren't that sort of a rotter. Will you allow
me to apologise—" : >
“Qut it short!” said Dennis.

be blamed for thinking me guilty.
evidence against me was overwhelming.”

“Well, it’s a real treat to see”you back
in harness again,” said Terry, as he shook
kands. “That beastly outsider Craven has
been fired out, and the atmosphere of the
office is a jolly sight more wholesome in
consequence, Things ought to go swimmingly
in future.” s

“Is there mueh work these days?” asked
Dennis.

‘o couldn'ts
The
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“Work! Miles of it—piles of it! We're up
to our.eyebrows, and then some! But we'll
soon make up the arrears now that you're
back.”

-And Terry résumed operations at the type-

writer.
Shortly afterwards, Sir Howard TPrescott
arrived. He greeted Dennis Carr very cor-

dially before commencing work.

Dennis had bis hands full that morning.

Sir Howard dictated letters galore. He
appeared to be trying to emulatc the breok,
by going on for ever.

At last, however, came

“I think that will be
\,al‘r'"

For the next couple of hours, Dennis Carr's
fingers raced over the keys of the typewr riter.
He succeeded in transeri bing the ole of
the letters correctly from his “shorthand note-
book; and then he took them in to Sir
Howard for s ature.

“You've done a rattling good morning's
work !” said Terry, when Dennis emerged from
his employer’s office.

Dennis grinned.

“If 1'm as busy this afternoon as I've been
this morning,” he said. “I shall have to get
you to telephone for a stretcher.”

the welcome words:
all for the present,

“This afternoon!” said Terry. “We don’t
work this afternoon.”

“Eh?”

“To-day's Wednesday; and Sir Howard has

agreed to make every Wednesday afternoon
a half-holiday in future.”

“0Oh, good!”™ said Dennis.

And then his face fell.
What was the use of a half-holiday to him
This wasn't- Greyfriars, where he could
sojourn to the eld. It was London;
and Dennis hadn't enough money to go to a
theatre mati of that sort.
itself to hhﬂ

pending the noon.

"Terry lovke(m p his roll-top desk, put on his
hat and coat, and picked up a smail
bag.

I'm off!” he said.

“What's your prograr
noon?” asked Dennis.

“Lunch fir Dt—gm* a light snack—and footer
afterwards

“Tooter!" said Denn
“Who do you play for? g

“The Red Crusaders. We're a Londen ciub,
composed of amateurs. And we're playing
the Surrey Rovers down at Richmond this
afternoon.”

“My hat!" said Dennis.
to see you play.”

“Good !”

his eyes sparkling.

m coming along

Terry and Dennis went to lunch together,
after which they boarded a 'bus to Richmond.

Dennis was feeling «quite elated. The
problem of how to spend the afternoon had
been solved; and he was looking forward to
sceing a good game.

At the end of a long but not unpleasant
journey on the top of the ’bus, Terry and his
companion alighted and went on to the
ground.

A small crowd of spectators,
about a hundred, had already assembled.

Terry nodded to Dennis Carr, and disap-
peared into the dressing-room with his ba

When he emerged, shortly before the time
fixed for the kick-off, he was in football
garb, and there was a frown on his hand-
some face.

“What's up?” asked Dennis.

“The same old story,” said Terry.
a man short.”

“My hat!”

“Our outside-right hasn't tutned up. He's
sent a wire to I{alewh our sAxppeL, to w.y
tie's gob mumps, or whooping- -cough, or son
idiotic thing. It's the limit!”

As Terry spoke the Surrey Rovers sprinted
on to the field, in order to put in some pre-
:liminary practice.

Dennis Carr noticed that the majority of
the players were mere boys, little older than
himself.

His eyes followed them wistfully.

“Jove, I'd give anything for a
he murmured.

Terry gave a start.

“Are you a footballer, Carr?” he

“0f- course!”

numbering

“We're

game !’

asked.

“Well, why the thump didn't y say so
before?”
i dldﬁ t think there was any chance of a

game.’

“There's a gilt-edged chance!” zaid Terry.
“Come along and see what the skipper has to
say about it.”

And Dennis was hurried away to the dress-
ing-room.
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Raleigh, of the Red Crusaders, was a fine, §
upstanding young fellow of e!ghteen or tuere-
abouts. He eyed Dennis Carr with approval,
and promptly engaged him to take the place
of the absent player.

“Buck up!” he said,
necessary eguipment.

Dennis effected a lightning transformation,
and shortly afterwards he ran out on to the
field with the Red Crusaders.

The crowd had increased considerably by
this time, and Dennis estimated that over
three hundred people were on the ground.
Nearly all of them were partisans of the
Surrey Rovers.

Dennis lined up at outside-right, hLis face
flushed with eagerness and excitement.

This was his first football *match since
leaving Greyfriars, and he wondered how he
would shape.

Then the whistle blew, and from the touch-
line came a mighty roar:

“Rovers! Play up, the Rovers!”

“Go it, the Reds!” came a solitary shout.

For the first ten minutes of the game
Dennis Carr had nothing to do, for the simple

eason that the Rovers were attacking.

Terry, at back, had pienty of work to do,
and he did it well. He cleared the ball sue-
cessfully at length, and it came whizzing
up to where Dennis was standing.

Away went the new outside-right in neck-
or-nothing fashion. He evaded the burly
back who loomed up to meet him, and swung
the ball across to Raleigh, who scored with
a grand first-time shot.

That was the only goal of the first half,
though the Red Crusaders were perhaps
a trifle lucky to be leading, as their oppo-
nents had had most of the play.

In the sccond half the Surrey
equalised: but ten minutes from
Dun‘h Carr again hroke through.
e himself scored. It proved
i crowd, di

handing Dennis the

Rovers
the end
and this
to be the
appointed

It

5 ¥
mr Terry, he was hugely
“You were great, kid!” he
Dennis on'the back.
“Lucky!” corrected Dennis, with a smile.

Aclapping

said,

“Rot! You played a topping game.
‘Where did you learn your footer?”

“At Greyiriars.”

“Beems to be a wonderful r>lace, Grey-
friars,” said Terry re‘icc ively. e'd fix
up a match v leven, onl‘ .

“Only wt

\ <' too much - above their

hi.?
Den".a laughed.
“My dear chap,” he said, “Greyfriars First
would lick the Red Crusaders to a frazzle!”

}- that your honest opinion?” said Terry.

“It is2 -

“Then I'll give your prophecy a chance to
come true. What's the name of the Grey-
friars skipper?” .

“Wingate—George W 1rgate

“Ghod!” said Terry. “I'll get our
tary to write to ngate ctraight
axnd see if a match can be fixed up for
day.”

“Shall T be able to turn out for the Cru-
saders?” inquired Dennis.

i Certainly.’ On this afternoon’s form
you're quite equal to the fellow who didn’t
turn up.”

Dennis Carr went back to his lodgings that
evening in a happy frame of mind.

Life in London was not such a dreary

seere-
away,
Satur-

affair,

after all, when there was a possik of
playing in a match af’amst his old tchool
The afternoon’s recreation had bucked

Dennis up immense!y. And he found himself
eagerly looking forward to the Saturday,
when he hoped to accompany the dashing
Red Crusaders team to Greyfriars.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Surprising the School.
Ko

£é N Y- 1
] Dennis Carr asked that question
of Terry on the Friday morning.

“Work had slackened off some-
what in Sir Howard Prescott's office. Sir
Howard himself was fixing up a golfing

appointment on the telephone, and most of
his clerks were discussing football
Terry drew a letter from his pocket.

1t all sciene,”- he ‘adid, “Wingate
seems quite a decent sort. Here’s his
letter.”

he captain of Greyfriars had written to
the secretary of the Red Crusaders as
follows:

3

“Dear Sir,—In reply to your letter, oup
First _Eleven has no fixture for Saturday
afterncon, and we shall therefore be delighted
to entertain, and, if possible, defeat, the
Red Crusaders.

“If you will wire the time of your arrival
I will arrange for a couple of prefects to
meet you at Friardale Station.

“Yours sincerely,
“GEORGE WINGATE.”

“That’s topping!” said Dennis.
to-morrow !”

“We're catching the eleven-fift
Charing Cross,” explained Terry.
turn up in time.”

“Rely on me,” said Dennis.

As a matter of fact, he was on the de-
parture platform an hour before the train
was due to leave.

The other members of the Red Crusaders

“Roll on,

een from
Mind you

team arrived in twos and threes, until at
length Terry was able to report “All
present!” 2

“Have you wired to Wingate?” asked
Dennis.

Terry nodded.

“I told him what time we were arrivias,

but said that he needn’t worry about
ing anyone to meet us.
show us the way.”

The féotballers boarded the train, which
happened to be a non-stop to Courtfield
Junction.

The whole of the eleven crowded into one
carriage, and Dennis eyed his fellow-players
rather doubtfully. They were very clever
footballers, he knew, but the majority of
them were mere boys, and Dennis began to
wonder whether they would be up to the
weight of the Greyfriars First.

The train sped on through the flying land-
scape, and at length came the welcome shout:

“Courtfield Junction! Change ‘ere for
Friardate an’ Greyfria

As . the footballers crossed over to the plat-
form where the local train was waiting, a
hand fell upon Dennis Carr’s shoulder, and
a voice exclaimed:

% - D{)ennis! What the thump are you doing
ere ¢~

It was Bob Cherry who spoke, and the

sen
You'll be abic to

other members of the Famous Five wcre
with him. 3

“I'm bound for Greyfriars,” explained
Dennis, as he shook hands cordially with

Harry Wharton & Co. “We've got a nlatLh
on this afternoon with your first eleven.’

“Who's ¢ we '?” asked Nugent, in wonder.

“The Red Crusaders.”

“But

“I'm a full-blown Crusader ” said Dennis,
with a smile. “I turned out for the team
on Wednesday, against Surrey Rovers, and
this will be r second appearancee

The Famous Five gasped.

“Do you ~enoual medn fn say,
Harry Wharton, ° “the
against our first eleven?

“Yes. Why not?”

“My hat! -~ You'll be_a
against fellows like Wingate !”

" ejaculated
1're going to play

lilliputian uyp

“Size isn't everything in’ football,” said
Dennis. “A little fellow can often get the

better of a hefty one.”

“True; but—but it seems jclly queer that
you should be playing for the Crusaders

“Are you fellows coming to see the match?”
asked Dennis.

“Of course!”

The Famous Five clambered into the local
train, and Dennis Carr accompanied them.

Needless to state, there was terrific excite-
ment at Greyfriars when it became known
that Dennis was a Red Crusader.

There was a certain amount of amusement,
too, for not many feliows imagined that
Dennis would be able to hold his own against
the giants of the Sixth.

After a light lunch, and a tour of the
school buildings, the visiting eleven pre-
pared for the fray.

A record crowd had gathered on Big
Side, and when the rival teams took the
ﬁeld there was a storm of eheer!nv, aceoms-
papjed by shouts of laughter.

The Red Crusaders re pigmies by com-
parison with the Greyiriars First.

Terry was tall, and so were one or two
others, but the majority were short and
slim, in marked contrast to the hefty Grey-
friars players.

Wingate did not know, as yet, that Dennis
Carr was to be one of his opponents. He
saw Dennis in foothall garb, and greeted
him cordially.

“I suppose you're going to referee, kid?”
he said,
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“NO,”

“You're one of the linesmen, then?”

“Wrong again!” said Dennis, Jaughing.

Wingate stared.

“You don’t mean to say——"

“That I'm one of the players,”
Dennis. “Precisely.”

“My hat!” gasped Wingate.

And before he could recover from lis
astonishment Raleigh, the Crusaders’
skljyper was tossing with him for choice of
ends

Wingate called “Heads!” and he proved
to be correct.

A strong wind from the sea blew length-
wigse across the ‘ground, and the captain of
hfrcyfrmrs wisely elected to take advantage
of it.

The players lined up, the .whistle went,
and the ball was set in motion.

“Play up, Greyfriars!” shouted the crowd.

“Look after your opponents!”

“Mind they don’'t blow away!”

“Ha, ha, ha!?

The Red Crusaders accepted this chaff
quite  good-naturedly, and they were en-
aged in battling gamely dgainst the strong
, which was fast developing into a

said

W
gale,

The visitors scon proved that they were
a very plucky and resourceful side. Bub

tieir work in the first half was of a purely
1e1enswe nature, and not once did Dennis
tarr—or any other forward, for that matter
—come into the pieture.

Aided by the terrific wind, the Greyfriars
team indulged in shots at gole and but for
the resolute display of the Red Crusaders’
hacks and goalie, at least half a dozen
goals would have been registered against
thein.

As it was, only two shots tock effect—one
from the foot of Wingate, the other from
the head of Pat Gwynne.

Half-time arrived with Greyfriars leading
ty two goals to nil. This, bearing in mind
that they had the advantage of their own
sround and the powerful wind, was nothing
to_go into raptures over.

_The Crusaders improved vastly after
change of ends, Their forwards, who had
hitherto "been dormant, playing a strong
game; and great was the surprise when
Pennis Carr, surviving a collision with a
luv‘ly p*cfect, raced through and scored.

Goalt”
“Bravo, Carr!”
ngate rubbed bhis eyes, and asked

Gwyine if it was all a dream. Gwynne had
just been asking Faulkner the same question.

Dennis Carr hdd had the brazen zudaeity
10 score a goal against the Greyfriars First
Eleven!

The game ruled fast and exciting after
this, but the Friars were severely handi-
capped by the wind. They could seldom
get within shooting distance, whereas the
lleds were attacking almost continuwously.

Twenty minutes from the end Dennis Carr
put in a fast run and a clever centre, and
Idl&lgh‘dl‘l)\ the ball <into the net.

Foall”

“Two alll”

“ Strikes me,” murmured Bob Cherry, “that
ﬂ\e Crusaders are going to win!”

‘And they deserve to, on the run of the
piay,” said Johnny Bull. “Carr's absolutely
great!”

Wingate rallied his men desperately, and
m? Friars attacked in the teeth of the
pale. .

A clever -bout of passing betweer Wingate
ond Gwynne resulted in the latter scoring
with a fast, low shot, which the Crusaders’
yoalie failed to stop.

‘Hurrah!”

“Good old Gwynne!”

1t seemed that the Friars had wop. But
in the very last minute of the game Raleigh
Jbroke through for the Lruaadas His shot
struck one of the uprights, and the ball
rebounded at the feet of Deunis Carr.

Dennis promptly pounced wupon it,
drove it into the net with terrific force
seving the game for his side.

“Three to three!” said Harry Wharton,
as the final whistle scunded.

“And one of the best games we've seen
Luis season!” -said Bob Cherry.

The Red Crusaders in general, and Deanls
Carr in particular, received quite an ovation
ws_they came off.

Even Skinner of the Remove, whe a short
vime before had done all in Lis power to
ruin Dennis, joined in the applause.

" Jolly well played, Carr!” he said heartily.

Dernis fairly glowed with satisfaction.

He had proved a valuable acquisition to
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and
hus

the Red Crusaders, and he had scored two §

goals against Greyfriars First, whkich was

a triumph indeed!

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
A Race Against Time.

FTER the match the visiting eleven
—with one exception—were enter-
tained to tea in the prefects’
Toom.

The exception was Dennis Carr.

Dennis was taken in tow by the Famous
Five, and marched away to No. 1 Study.

Mark Linley and Squiff joined the party,
and accommodation in the study was rather
limited. But Squiff said he didn’t mind sit-
ting on the ecoalscuttle if there weren’t
enough chairs to go round.
“Now, Bob,” said Harry Wharten briskly,
“what have we got in the way of grub?”
“There’s a tin of sardines in the eup-
board,” said Bob Cherry.

“%he one we bought last Friday week?”

“Yes."

“H'm! I think they’re a bit tco far gone
for human consumption. They ought to be
cmmmg their o.d -age pensions by now.

ha, ha!’
g heres half a cake stowed away on the
top shelf,” said Nugent:

’\.Vhart-on nodded.

“Yes, I know all about that cake,” he
said. It was left over from the Christmas
festivities. We can’t expect Carr to tackle
it, especially as he hasn’t brought his pick-
axel?

“Ha; ha, hal”

Harry Wharton slipped a pound note into
Bob Cherry’s hand.

“Cut along to the tuckshop, Boh, and see
what you can get in the way of grub.”

“Bring a ccld rabbit-pie, if Mrs. Mimble's

got ome,” said Squiff. “Nothing like a
rabbit-pie to make you feel frisky.”

Bob Cherry departed on his errand, and
when he returned to the study a few
moments later he was laden with good
things, like a juvenile edition of Father
Christn

“Ripping!” said Wharton.

And he proceeded to carve the pie.

Dennis Carr was the guest of honour, and
he was waited on hand and foot by his
chums. He strongly objected to being made
a fuss of ; but his objections were overruled.

“It isn’t every day you're here to tea,”
said Johnny Bull. “And we mean tc make
the most of you while we can.”

“Hear, hear!”

“You played a stunning game this after-
noon, Dennis,” said Mark Linley.

Dennis laughed.

“You're the ninevy-ninth fellow to tell me
hat,” he said.

“Well, it’s a fact. How did you manage

to become a Red Crusader?”

“There’s a fellow named Terry working
in the office—the chap who played.back for
us this afternoon. 1 went with him to
Richmond the other day to see a mateh,
and it turned out that the Crusaders were
a man short, so I became a player instead
of a spectator.”

“Are you going.to play for them all
through the season?” asked Wharton.

“That rests with the skipper.”

“I should think he’d be only too glad to
keep you in the eleven permanently,” said
Squiff. “More pie, please!”

“Nothing doing,” said Wharton,
don’t allow second heipings, except
honcured guests.”

Squiff rese up in wrath from the coal-
seuttle.

“If you mean to imply that I'm not an
honoured guest——" he began.

“1 say, you fellows—>

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!”
Cherry. “Here’'s Bunter!”

A fat face, adorned by a pair of spectacles,
insinuated itself round the door of the study.

“Travel!” said Johnny Bull curtly.

“Buzz off!” said Nugent.

“We
to

. ejaculated Bob

“Removefully take away your Idierous
and cbnoxious presence!” added Hurree
Singh.

“Ha, ha, hatl”

Billy Bunter—upon whom words were

wasted as a rule—stood his ground.

“Oh, really, you fellows—— I've called
to see my old pal Carr.”

“Well, here I am,” said Dennis. “Ta}\e
a good look at me, and tling your hook |
can’t cash a postal-order in advance, am’l
can't lend you five bob till to»morrow be-
cause I'm going back te London m-uight."

“Ha, ha; hal?

Fl’id&y«

Bﬂly Bunter blinked at the
feasyers through his big =

“Will you feilows stand me ie began.

“We can't stand you at any pme”’ qmd
Bob Cherry.

envicugly
spectacles.

o

©“Wilk you stand me a feed? 1 wouldn't
say no to half a dozen tarts.”
“Very well,” said Wharton, “you shall

have ’em.”

fo saying, the captain of
picked up a ]Ule jam-tart.

Five other juniors did likewise; and when
Wharton rapped out the command “Fire!”
the missiles whizzed through the air. Two of
them missed their human torget, but the
other four smote Billy Bunter full in the face,
and he travelled through the doocrway at
cxpress, speed.

“Yaroooooh!”

“Good-bye, Bluebell!” sang out Bob Cherry.
“We've’ plenty more tarts here if you'd like
them {”

But Bunter didn't come back for any more.
He preferred to take hLis food internally
rather than externally.

The feed continued without interruption;
and when it was over the juniors drew their
chairs up to the fire and chatted about old
times.

Dennis Carr was very happy. But his
happiness was tinged with regret when he
reflected that the delights of Greyfriars were
not for him. He must go back to the Londen
office, and continue to earn his own living.
He was no longer a happy, care-free member
of the Greyfriars Remove.

For quite a long time the juniors remained
in conversation with their guest.

The winter dusk had fallen long since, and
the wind blew up from the sea with a violence
which made the study windew rattle, ang
caused the leafless branches of the elms in
the Close to creak and groan.

At length Dennis Carr sprang
his feet.

“My hat!” he exclaimed. “I shail
train! I had no idea it was so late.

Harry Wharton & Co. were equally alarmed,
They, too, had forgotten the flight of time.

“What time does your train go, Dennis?”’
asked Mark Linley.

“ Nine o'clock.”

“Then youll just do it by the skin of your
teeth, if you put in a smart sprint!”

Dennis put on his hat, and placed his coat
over his arm. Then, hurxledlv shaking hands
all round, he dashed out of the study and
along the passage, nearly bowling over Loder
of the Sixth as he went.

Without stopping to apologise to the pre-
fect, Dennis sped on.

The luck was against ‘him. The wind
bufieted his face as he crossed the Close, and
it impeded his progress - And then he found,
to his annoyance, th'lt the school gates were
lod‘ed

“T must shin O\er the wall, I suppose !’

the Remove

suddenly to®

m)&s the

* he

panted. “It won’t be the first time I've dome
%5
The wall was surmounted, and Dennis

streaked along the road like a champion of
the cinder-path.

He paused only once,
luminous watch.

“Five minutes!” he muttered. “If the
train's late, I shall do it. If it happens to
be punctual, I shall miss it!”

The remainder of the Red Crusaders were
alveady on the station platform. They were
wondering what had happened to Dennis.
They did not know that at that moment he
was dashing along the deserted road as if
his life depended upon it.

As he neated the station Dennis caught
sight of the approaching train. It swung
round a curve with a gleam of lights.

“1 shall just about do it!* he reflected.

But the luck was still against him.

The train halted barely a moment. Then
it rumbled out of the little station just as
Dennis reached the platform.

“Dash it!” panted Dennis. *“Too late!”

Then he turned to a grinning porter whe
stood near.

“Is that the
inquired.

“Yessir—except the mail-train.”

“What time does that go out?”

“One o’clock in the mornin’, sir.”

“Oh, help!”

Dennis didn’t relish the idea of waiting four
hours in a cold and cheerless waiting-room.

He decided to go back to Greyfriars.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!” ejaculated Bob
Cherry, when Dennis reappeared in' Sfudy
No. 1. “Missed the train?” :

Dennis nodded.

“It was a matter

to glance at his

last train to-night?” he

of seconds,” he said.
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The train rumbied to & standstili, and Dennis alighted from one of the carriages.
civifian attire, and was wearing Etons. The amateur musicians lined up and their instruments combined ina most

discordant din. (Seepage 7.)

He had discarded his ordinary

|
i

must be thankful for small mercies!”

“Tell you what,” said Wharton. “We'll
stoke the fire, and you can stay in this study
until it's time for you to go.”

“Thanks awfully!”

“Make yourself comfy in the arm-chair and
have a nap,” said Mark Linley. “Otherwise
you won't be fit for anything to-morrow.”

Dennis availed himself of his chums' hospi-
tality; and after they had been summoned to
bed he amused himself by going through the
back numbers of the “Greyfriars Herald.”
After which he endeavoured to go to cleep,
but with no success. His mind was too much
occupied to admit of slumber.

By Jove! I'd give the world to be back
at Greyfriars for good!” he exclaimed. “The
more 1 visit the obd place, the more I want
to come back. If only the pater had lived!”’

But Mr. Carr bhad died in penury, and
Denniss Carr’s schooldays had come to a
sudden climax in consequence.

It was no use sighing for what could never
come to pass, Demnis reflected. And he
resigned himself to the new life in London,
lendd resolved to do his utmost to forget the
9

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
A Surprise for Dennis.

OOM !
It was the first stroke of midnight
sounding from the old clock-tower.

Dennis Carr rose to his feet with a
yawn.

It was carly to think of starting for the
station, but Dennis meant to leave nothing
to chance this time. If he missed the mail-
train he would be in a sorry plight.

He put on his coat and hat, took a last
lingering look at Study No. 1, and then,

<

extinguishing the light, he stepped out into
the dark passage.

As Dennis emerged into the Close a tall
form loomed up in the darkness, and there
was a violent collision.

= owt”

“Yow!”

The victims of the collision uttered these
exclamations simultaneously.

Then an electric torch flashed out, and a
voice—the harsh voice of Loder of the Sixth—
exclaimed:

“@Got you, you young rascall”

Toder was returning from a nocturnal jaunt
to the Cross Keys. It was a little habit
of Loder’s to break bounds when the rest of
Greyfriars slumbered.

Evidently the prefect imagined that he had
captured some junior in the act of com-
mitting a similar offence.

Dennis Carr, after tenderly caressing his
elbow, burst into a laugh.

“It’s ail right, Loder!” he said.

“ All right, is it?” snarled the prefect. “I'll
joily soon show you whether it's all right or
not! You will come with me to Mr. Quelch!”

“But I'm not a Greyfriars fellow,” pro-
tested Dennis. “I'm Carr!”

“I'm well aware of that,” said Loder.
“You've no right to be on the school premises
at midnight, and I'm going to report you!
Come with me!”

The prefect enforced his command by grip-
ping Dennis Carr’s arm and marching him
away.

“Let go, you idiot!” panted Dennis.
got a train to catch!”

Loder ignored the plea. He marched his
captive along the corridors, and halted out-
side the door of Mr. Quelch’s study.

A light gleamed underneath the door; and
from within the study came the click-click

“Thve

~

of a .typewriter. The Remove-master was
working lavd.

Loder rapped on the door, and Mr. Gueleh's
voice bade Lim enter.

Great was the Form-master’s surprise when
he saw who his late visitors were.

“Bless my soul! What does this mean,
Loder?”

“1t means, sir, that I've j
on the school premises at this time
His conduct strikes me as being very 5
picious. Instead of returning to London with
the rest of his team, he has remained here,
possibly with the object of carrying out, o1
assisting to carry out, a burglary.”

Dennis laughed aloud.

“0f all 1hsurd rot " he began.

“0are™ id Mr. Quelch, “it is certainly
singlar that you should be found on the
premises at so late an hour! I must ask you
for an explanation.”

“The fact is, sir,” ssaid Dennis, “I mi
my train. I had tea with Wharton and
others, and didn’t notice the time.”

“A flimsy excuse, sir!” said Loder, with a
sneer.

“Silence, Loder!”
“Proceed, Carr!”

“Having lost the train, there was nothing
for it but to wait for the mail-train, sir,” said

ennis. “I came back to Greyfriars to
the evening in Study No. 1. And I wa 3
starting out for the station when Loder
collared me."”

“He had been up to some shady game or
other, sir!” interposed the prefect.

“Nonsense, Loder!”

“I—1 beg your pardon,

“Buch a suggestion is
accept Carr's explanation
To accuse Carr of loite

THE PENNY

t caught C
it

d

snapped Mr, Queich.

sir?”
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premises with intent to
not only absurd, but unjus
But I eaught him in the act, sir
“You ea u;,ht him in the act of doing nothing
Wmmb,e, said Mr. Quelch. He was
rely on his way to the railway-station.
1 now, Loder, I must ask you to explam
1t you yourseli we doing outside the
iding at such an hou
cder gave a start.
He had brought Dennis
ent, only to find that he
called over the coals.
e—the faet is, sir,” he
very restless after I w to
ied I heard come body moving about, and
last, unable to stand it any Iongu, I

commit a felony is

He had not expected
Carr up for
himself was

on my things and came down to
5
frowned.
ation is not ertirely satisfac-

he “However, I will say

said.

¢ ,out the matter. You will apelo-
el cd Loder, F'xu~hi'no.
“You mll qpommt@ to: Carr,” rq)e“ted the

back to bed.”

is.

r to have to apolo-
But the raseally
he trouble
Quelch’s

Remove-master, “and g
r clenched h
vas most humiliat
e to his recent victim.
+ knew that there would
failed to comply with Mr.

orry I made a mistake, Carr!” he
said Peunis cheerfully.
a silly asg in future.”
ir. QUE}('}

The cheeky

J} right.,”

young

Leave this study at

rather than walked,

ely conscious of the

ct that he nad made a fool of himself. He
d bem compelled to apologise to the

ilow whem he had hoped to get into trouble.
With a savage scowl on his face, Loder
went along te his own quarters.

Dennis Carr, after a hrief and pleasant co
ation with Mr. Quelch, set out er
the station. :
zf, was pitch-dark, and blowing great guas,

Dennis had plenty of time to spare on

oceasion.

Te had his return ticket in his pocket, and
te paced up and down the dark platform,
waiting for the mail-train.

1t was signalled at last, and a sleepy porter
shuffled out on to the platform.

The train rumbled to a halt, and Dennis

clepped into a second-class cumpax’ment

There was only one other person in the
riage. He was a middle-aged, benevolent-
king gentleman, with a genigl smile on his
face and a ’na‘e.lmg rug on his knees

“Good-morning ! he said to Dennis.

Dennis returned the salutation.

“T suppose it is morning by now!” he said.
with a gr

The henevolent-icoking gentleman
an admonishing forefinger at his
jassenger.

wagged
feliow-

“You've been keeping late bours!” he said
t‘f‘rr"r.
“Not from choice, sir, I assure you,” re-

iied Dennis.

%10 th»v he evplained how he had missed
tiie earlier train, and been compelied to spend
+hé evening at Greyfriare.

“Greyfriars!” echioed the other. "Are you
a (ITE_,f"l(xI‘“ boy 77

T was,” said Den “But I'm not now,
worse luck!”

“You mmn to say you've been expélied?”

“Oh no!

©Then what

“It’s a long sto \,” said Dennis, “and if 1

started to explain everything you'd soom be
hored stiff I?

The gentieman in the cormer-seat did not
nress for further infoermation. He opened his
beok, and started to read.

Deanis regarded him curiously the while.

There gecemed something strangely familiar
in the features of his traveiling companion.

Had these two met before?  And if so,
when and where?

Dennis could not for the life of him find a
solution to these questions, and he was stiil
trying to puzzie things out when the train
rumbled into the London terminus.

“Good gracicus!” exclaimed Dennis Carr’s
companion. ‘‘It's three o'clock?! Porter!
¥ind me a taxi, and put my luggage on buardg,
and there's a handsome tip for you!”

The porter touched his hat and hurried
away on bis errand.
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was ahout to bid farewell to
ing gentleman, when the

Dennis Carr
the benevolent-looki
latter spoke.

“If your home xs in the same direction as

mine,” he said, “you can avail yourself of
my taxi with pleasure!"
“Thanks awfully, sir!” said Dennis. “If

you'll tell me whew you live—-"
“Park Crescent—No. 4, Park Crescent.”
Dennis Carr stood rooted to the platform,
surveying the speaker in blank astonishment.
For No 4, Park Crescent had been his father’s

houg

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.

The Bream Cemes True.

d, my beyl” Te

ted Demm Carr’s companion.
“F -am!® said - Demnis. - “I'm

knocked all of a heap. No. 4, Park

is the house in which my pater

vas the other’s turn to leok surprised.
Having recovered from his amazement,

he
darted a keen, searching look at Dennis.
*“Your name?” he asked gquiekly.
“Carr—Dennis Carr. But why 3
The benevolent-looking gentleman fairly
He seized Deams Carr’s hand, and

beamed.
hook it as if it were a pump-handle.

* Dennis, my dear boy, don't you know me?
u\mt you recoilect: But, of course, you
A r't. You were a mischievous young
imp in knickerbockers when I last saw you.”

Dennis Carr was utterly bewildered.

* Who—what——" he gasped.

“Dennis, I am your uncle—your
Biek !”

“My hat!”

‘You had doubtless forgotten my cxi
ence. I have been abroad for many years,
and on receiving the sad news of your father’s
death I hurried back to England, with the
chject of straightening out your father's
affairs, which were left in rather a tangle.
and also to make provision for your future.
Your career at Greyfriars has terminated, I
understand ?”

“That's so, uncle!” said Dennis breathlessiy.

“Then I will make numednte arrangements
for your return to the school.”

Dennis Carr’'s joy and delight kne
bounds. :

Had Uncle Dick been a younger and less
portly person, his nephew would have waltzed
him along the platform.

At that moment the porter appeared.

“I've got you a taxi, sir!” he announced.

“3plendid! Come along, Dennis!”
the vehicle rolled through the deserted
reets, Uncle Diek explained that he was
out to take possession of the house which
had been ocecupied by Mr. Carr.

“You will come and live with me, my boy
he =aid, “until arrangements can be made
for your return-to Greyfriars. And now, tehl
me all that has happened to you since your
father’'s death.”

Dennis recounted the adventures which had
hefallen him in London, and his uncle listened
with great interest. 2

“You have had some rather grim experi-
ences, Dennis,” he said, at length. “But your
troubles are over now. I will telcphone to
the headmaster of Greyfriars, and I have no
doubt that he will allow you-to retumn at
once.”

“Thanks ever so much, Uncle Dick!”

“Tut, tut, boy; don’t thank me! T am
merely doing my duty by you. Hencefor-
ward, I am your guardian as well as your
wiele.”

“And the ‘best guardian a fellow could
have !’ said Dennis warmly.

The taxi slowed up in Park Crescent and
stopped outside No. 4.

The driver was lavishly tipped—Uncle Dick
scemed to have a habit of lavishly tipping
people—and uncle and nephew passed into the
nouse.

Not a wink of sleep did Dennis Carr get
that night. Ie was far too excited to sleep.
He lay in a state of physical and mental
wakefulness, blessing his good fortune.

He had often dreamed that he might one
day return to Greyfriars, and now his dream
was coming true!

Unele Dick did not let the grass grow vndpr
his feet. He telephoned to Dr. Locke at the
first opportunity, and the Head of Greyfriars
readily consented to Dennis Carr’s return,

“lverything is fixed up,” Uncle Dick in-

Uncle

W no

formed Dennls after breakfast on Monday
morning. “You may return to Greyfriars—
to-day, if you ecan so arrange matters with

your employer.”

“Oh, good!” murmured Dennis.
He went te the office as usual that morning,

3
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and Sir Howard soon ra
and take down letters.

Dennis explained what had happened,
requested that he ml’rnt be relieved of
duties as soon as possibie.

_Sir Howard warmly congratulated De
oa his good fortune, and said that he m
g0 as soon as he wished. Accordi;m{}'. Denniis
armnced to retum to his om =ch00] that day.

ng fer him to go in

and
his

e

‘Wd] it’s a stroke of luck for
Zlnd I'm jolly glad, for your sake,

But I'm sorry you're leaving th
We were geiting anng famously t
suppose this means that you'll n#
uO turn out tor the Red Cru
1id s0,” said Denn

“My loote,

Feny put out his hand.

‘Goed-bye, Carr, a I
said cordially.

“Gdod-bye, Terry!”

Dennis Carr quitted Sir
office with few regrets.

Sir Howard had been very dece
and ¢o had the others; but Le
life of a junior clerk was tame by co
with that of a public schoolboy.

His next action was to despatch a
frmn the nearest post-office.

" he

Howard Preseo

The telegram was worded as
“Linley, Gr iars: Sehoo
serene. Wealthy uncle turn

ing Greyfriars this

afternoen.—DE
-

Needles ay, that telegram
profound tion at the old school. It
arrived just as the Remove streamed cut of

made a

Form-room after imorning lessons: and
after whirling it round his
wcing a hcmpxpe, showed th

who shared

ge to the Famous Five,

The corridor
“Hurrah!”
“Carr’s coming
“Good old Dcnn
¥y Wharton
¥: but there
s face as he

rang

with cheering.

was as cheerful as any-
v wistful expreszion
turned to his chums.
good-bye to the captaincy of the
Remove, you fellows,” he said. “(arr’s the
proper. captam I shall have to stand

“1 bhadn't

thought of tha

“Harry's quite right,” said Frank \vxger
“Carr was skipper of the ¥
left, and he’s -entitled to
tion.”

“All the same, it’s rough
said Johnny  Bull.

“Never mind,” said Wharton. “J
grin and bear it. DBesides, it’s quite on the
cards that I snall vm L-ack the captainey
ther on.”

“Yes, rather!”

“I say, ~you fellows,”
Bunter, who had been list to the con-
versation from .the outset, “what about
giving Carr a reception at the station, and
carrying him back to the

chimed in Biliy

school—the c¢an-

(Kuermg hero stunt, you know?”
“Good!” said Bub Cherry. “Bunter’s n

a rattling good suggestion for once! Brave,

Billy!”
And the hkumecrous Bob clapped the fat
junior on the back with such viclence that

Billy Bunter nearly curled up.
“¥Yow-ow-ow!” groaned the
“You've punctured me, you ass!”
“Any more suggestions?” inquired
with a grin.
But RBilly Bunter,

vie
Raob,

if he had any further

ideas, discreetly kept them to himself.

“The puzzle is;” said Mark Liniey, "what
train is Dennis coming by?”

“'The one that gets in at five o’clock, 1
chould say,” said Johnny Bull. “It’s a non-
stop from London to Courtfield.”

When afternoon lessons were over, Harry
Wharton mustered the Removites together,

and all sorts of musical mstruments were
begged, borrowed, or stolen

Peter Todd had gxoc‘zred a flute—how cr
from whence nobody kuew.

Bolsover major was in possession of a
cornet; and here again the source of origin
was a mystery.

Dick Russell had a-kettle-drum which he
had fashioned himself; and Ogilvy had a pair
of cymbals.

At least a score of the company pos-
sessed mouth-organs, and they, started giving
a rehearsal in the Close. Y

“Stow it, you duffers!”. shouted Harry
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Wharton,
get to

ing
%

ng his ears. “Wait till we
before you start kick-
You'll have the Head and
out here, at this

the sta
up a din!
dozen prefects

the
with

had
off
ling

restored,
a body,

order
marched
Five leac

I

pro-

been
the

in

1 noisiest |
ife

‘Plenty of time,”
‘hen they rmwcd the station.

remarked Bob <Cherry,
“Train isn’t

lined up on I.hE‘
signal dmp;u‘ they
started tunmg their instruments.

The din was terrific; and the  station-
aster and the porters protested in vain.
fenclcmen' Young gentiemen!”
ieu-mastm‘ l‘ep."ovi:*g‘.y. “You

ir mu«ﬂ(’mna

forget your
L‘ut tle Wi were wasted on the high-
Removites.
& vas a shout as the train
sight round the bend.
“Pile in, you fellows!” shouted Whar
he flute, the cornet, the kettle-
the cymb bals, and the mouth-organs
bined in a most discordant din.
The train pumbled to a standstiil, and
> 1ted from one of the car-
ad discarded his ordinaty
attire, and was wearing Ktons. He
iunior clerk no lenger, but a public
v once again.
a moment Dennis stood rooted to the

came into

c

itform in blank umazement.
Pom! Pem!
Bo.»m'

Bnom 2

Form had never made it
heard to such an extent in the whole co

of its history.

The train went on its way, but the din
still continued, wuntil at leagth Harry
Wharton raised his hand for silence.

Wharton intended to make a speceit. In
fact, he had mapped out in advance what
he was going to say.

But Le got no further than “Carr, old
chap

A storm of cheering arose, and Bob
Cherry and Mark Linley made a rush at
Dennis Carr, and -lifted him on to their
shoulders.

len the triumphal march back to Grey-

friars began, and the “music” broke out
afresh. 3

The cornet blared and the cymbals clga't}ed,
and it was a very joyous procession of juniors
that marched along the country lanes.

Bob Cherry and Mark Linley were re-
licved. at length by Frank Nugent and
Johnny Bull.

Dennis Carr repeatedly appealed-to he set
dow; but his appeals went unheeded.

The procession streamed through the old
gateway of Greyfriars; and Gosling, the
crusty old pmtm dropped his bunch of keys
in his amazement at the strange spectacle.

A halt was called in the junior eommon-
room, and Dennis Carr, flushed and breath-
less, was at last set down.

But there was no peace for him.

“Speech!” shouted Peter Todd:

And the cry was taken up on every

Dennis mounted form, and
his schoolfellows.

side.

a addressed

He was not very colierent—coherency wis
impossible, with so many interruptions—but
he id he was overjoyed to be back «t

Greyfriars, and that he had neither expected
nor deserved such a tremendous reception.
And then Harry Wharton exclaimed

ringing tones:
“Three cheers for Dennis Carr, the captain
of thie Remove!”

in

Friday. 7

“Excuse me,” ¢aid Donn befure ‘om‘
cheering could burst orth.
slight mistake. I'm captain of t‘w Remo\a
no longer.”

“Eh? How's that?”

“You're the duly
Mark Linley.

‘Quite so; but I've decided
job over to Wharton.”

“Why?” inquired a s

“It’s like this,” explaii
been away from Greyir
and I've got a lot of leeway to make up
in the way of lessons. If I (Jup tu& -cap-
taincy, it will give me a better chance.’

And so Harry Wharton continued as cap-
tain. after all. And Dennis Carr resolved to

“swot ” hard for many weeks to come, in
order to make up for lost time.

Dennis returned shortly aft
own study—to the apartm
wich Lord Man
and there
that study,
passage.

elected skipper,”
to
voice

core of

month,

ver

a

with the Head, to wh
from his Uncle Dick.
a cheque for Dennis (a"r

“I am delighted, my bo

“that you are back
The Head’s clehv}lt
cally everyb

cads of the
the past had done
Dennis, now hailed with
the return of the wanderc

Skinner

THE END.

(Another grand {oy
Wharton & Co. next
Slacker of Greyfriar
EARLY!) -

This is 4 small line drawing of
Given Free.
ing is 7} inches by 10 inches.
picture is '

May 31st—June 1st, 1916.
by ¥. O. Salisbury, painted for
on board H.M.S. Chester.”

a week or so.
after that date.
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QOur Grand
Adventures

New Serial, dealing with the
of a Young Acrobat who Rose

to Fame and Fortune as a Cinema Star

By STANTON HOPE.

Micky Denver,
Circus.
t‘ﬁe bullying proprietor, of having

brings up in New York Harbour,
swims ashore.

an orphan I"d, is an acrobat in Beauman’s Gigantic
Qune night, in Liverpool, he is accused unjustly by Boris Beaum:m,

stolen a gold watch
against him, and Micky is arrex(ed but escapes to the river-front
?nd stows away on a tramp-steamer cﬂllbd the Plunger.
Micky escapes thxough an open port and
In New York Micky mieets a slim, red-headed American,

THE OPENING CHAPTERS.
Alec P, Fxgg,
‘jumps”’ the *
Kansas City.

The evidence is Figg;

Micky frustrates him,
alone. In the city,

‘When the ship

(Now read on.)

ho is also an:
hicago Fly
known as Sn
cracksmen on the Continent, and he attembpts to crack the hotel safe.
and makes the rest of his way to Los Angeles
he loses little time in vmtmg the offices of a cinema
company, and coolly requests to see the great Charlie Chaplin on business,

ious to get out West. With him ‘l\.w
by stages they beat their way
5 Alec, is one of the most espr.;

A Visit to the Cinema City!

HE cool request of Micky Denver to
see the greatest star in the cinema
world on business fairly took the
wind from the sails of the young

American in the inquiry bureau. He gazed
i and down the English iad, pensively chew-
> on the pepsin cud and wondermg what
Gu cer animal he had to de 21 with.

Certainly Micky's appearance did not justify
his bold-as-brass demand to see the great
Charlie Chaplin, who was as difficult to inter-
view by &‘mn"crs as the Prime Minister of
¥ngland. ‘Jumpl g ”? trains and travelling
right across the Tnited States between
freight vans and inside of box cars had not
improved the lad’s attire, which, although
mrcfully brushed, was showmg mlrked signs
cf needing a bit of tailoring in places. Be-
sides, Micky’s clothes, made in Kngiand as
they were, were quite enough in themselves
to attract attention from anyone used to
sceing the latest American-cut garments.

“Say, kid,” said the smart American youth
at length, “I'm curious to know this—how
did you guess Mr. Chaplin was in to-day?
Sometimes he doesn't come down here for
days at a time.”

As a matter of fact, when Micky had called
at the office of the cinema company his only
reason for supposing that the great film
star would be there was that the name,
“Chaplin,” was blazing in letters of gold
putside the premises.
‘nemme%d the beautiful limousine that he
had seen turobhmg softly by the side-walk.

“I saw a car,” began Micky; “and—-"

‘A low grunt on a motor-horn and the whir
of an engine caused the lad to swing round.
A little cloud of yellow dust was all he
could see in the roadway beydnd the polished
swing-doors—the limousine had gone.

“Well, kid,” said the American youth,
1 guess you've missed him now. Didn't
you sce him glip out half a minute ago
while we were pow-wowing here?”

A sickening wave of disa pwmt
‘r-x*o‘sgh Micky. had heen wit
seeing in the 1 the man whose name
vas a household word in every civilised
ruuntry in the globe—the man whose antics
had afforded him so many pleasant hours
the Old Coml*ry, and who might have set
iim on the path to cinema success himself.
ather unreasonable flood of anger against
well-dressed young American clerk inter-
ed with his chagrin.
hy on earth dldnt
1 artlcaia iy wanted to
lie. Chaph'rl
g ican bridled up.
see here,” he said. “What’s phaz-
Had you an appointmnt with Mr.

t swept
L an ace

you Gell me?* hé
see Mr.

“Nov.” answ
*but I had a
ree hnn ah

ed Micky, reddening a little;
important business matter to

rust a printed form through
et in a very businesslike manner.
t he said abruptly. “lf your
3 rtant Mr. Chaplin. shall see
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But he suddenly re-

the slip, and I guess he’ll grant you an
appointment.”

Micky took the form into his hand. 1n
block print letters against blank spaces it
demanded curtly, “Name—Address—Business
—To see whom?” and other similar informa-
tion, and Micky realised that he had no
chance of seeing the great man by that
means.

“It—it doesn’t matter,”
a catch in his voice.
other time.”

Chappie, always sensitive to any trace of

sappointment in his young master’s tones,
reached up and thrust his cold little nose
into Micky’s hand. The young American,
who was quite a good-natured youth at
heart, regarded the English lad with more
sympathy, and also not -without a trace of
curiosity in his look.

“I'm afraid calling again wouldn't be any
use, kid,” he said, quite kindly. “However,
if you care to put me wise to any proposition
jou have in mind that you think will interest
Mr. Chaplin, I'll give you my opinion of your
chances of seeing him.”

Micky hesitated, and then decided to lay
his case before the clerk. Perhaps, after all,
he might be able to give some useful informa-
tion as to the best way of going to work
to secure a position in some film company
in Los Angeles.

“Well, it’s like this,” explained HMicky.
“I've beat it all the way from England to
land a job in a ¢inema studio, and I thought
Mr. Charlie Chaplin, whom I've seen a_ good
many times in the picture- palaceb at l“ome,
might lmvn a vacancy. See?”

“1 see,” said the young American, smiling
broadly. “As an actor, I suppose?”

“I want to be a star later on,” said Micky;

,” said Micky, with
“I'il—I'n tr) some

“but, of course, I don't mind starting at
the bottom and taking any job.”
“You’re modest ”  murmured gthe clerk.

“Most of ’em want to be a Doun[as Fair-
banks or a Mary Pickford rrjht off the
reel—or, rather, I should say, right on the
reel. But, say, talking seriously, do you
know how many qppllcatmns for cinema jobs
Mr. Chfn)lm gets a day?’

“No.”

“Well, T guess it's something like five
thousand.”

Micky clasped the polished counter to

steady himself. But quickly a look of in-
credulity appeared on his face.

“I reckon you're pulling my leg,” he said.

“You Yanks can stretch things, you know.”

“I guess I'm not,” averred the American.
“I don’t want to hoof you into the slough
of despond or anything of that sort, but let
me tell you something right here to save
you needless disappointment in future. You
haven’t the chance of a snowhall in the
Sahara of getting a show in any film com-
pany in Los Angeles. Folk wait in queues
for the chance of getting taken on by the
directors, and still the reubs flock m from
cvery one-horse town on the map between
Pasadena and Pittsburgh on the hope of
one day seeing their faces on * the silver
sereen !”

Peter Steel;

Micky gave a low whistle, and seeing he
had created a profound effect the young
American, who liked to hear the sound of
is own voice, continued his theme.
Yep,” he went on; “I suppose you aren't
‘ise to the faet that there are seven thou-
md  three hundred and eighty-five cinema
schools in the United States, and it is esti-
mated that they turn out, cut dried, and
polishied, two hundred and nmuty thousand
potential cinema stars a week?
Notwithstanding his optimistic nature,
Micky’s spirits sank somewhat under these
ihly-tongued statisties, e~pecmly as the
merican youth seemed quite serious. It is
¥y, indeed, that this true s=on of Uncle
Sam was rcallv under the impression that he
was speaking the truth, basing his calcula-
tions on his own experience v applicants
for cinema honours at the inquiry bureau
of the film company.

“Then, according to you,” said \I‘ck) ‘;t
doesn’t look as though I'd got a dog’s cha
of landing a job. However, I'm il
have a few more shots first, for I don
to throw up the sponge yet. It’s jolly ¢

of you to give me so much information, hut
I'm 'Urmd I've taken up a tidy bit of your
time.”

“That’s all right,” said the American; “but

I guess you'll soon bhe
you're going to rely on cinema work for
your oats. Still, you can try the studios if
you like out at Cinema City. Go and call at
the Filmart Company’s studio, and ask for
he’s my uncle, and an assistant
But I guess there’ll

up agajnst it if

director of the company.
be nothing doing.”

The clerk then directed Micky to Cinema
City, where many of the greatest fi
panies in the world have their s os, and
the English lad thanked him for taking so
much trouble.

As he was about to leave the office Micky
turned to fire off one last question.

“By the way, can you tell me when Mr.
Charlie Chaplin will be here again? I'd like
to know, so’s I could wait outside. I'd like
to see him off the screen, theugh I suppose
he looks about the same as his- photographs.
I reckon you get a free laugh every time he
comes in those swing-doors!”

. The young American looked as though he
was-about to have an apoplectic fit, but by
an effort he controlied himself.

“Mr. Chaplin may not call here again for
two or three weeks,” he said, “‘so I shouldn’t
hang around if I were ycu. Good-morning!”

Micky revolved himself out of the swing-
doors and set off on his journey to Cinema
City. The beautiful Californian sunshine was
bathing the street with golden light and with
warmth, but the outlook to Micky secemed
hazy and chiil. He had expected to face
difficulties and rebufls, but the leaden picture
dvawn for his benefit by the young c nema
company clerk surpassed his worst anticipa-
tions.

,He would have taken the trolley- car part
of the way hut for the objection on the
part of a conductor to Chappie, o ‘\hci«y
and his dog had to walk the vhole distance.
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chéppie gave a resounding bark in answer to the cry of the cinema star, dashed helter-skelter across the rocks, and
feaped into the raging sea; while Micky, discarding his coat as he ran, hastily foliowed him.

(See page. 11.)

From the business séction of the city he
passed on through the streets of beautiful
houses chiefly built of wood, lying back from
well-kept lawns and gardens, vntil at last he
arrived on the outskirts of Los Angeles, where
was situated his objective—Cinema City.

Without having formed cny very definite
idea in his mind as to what Cinema City
should look like, Micky had had a notion
that it was a very wonderful and extra-
ordinary place he was going to see. That
some industry was going on in the enclosed
spaces and low, bungalow-like buildings that
came to his view was obvious, but that he
was in the centre of the world’s cinema in-
dustry he could hardy credit.

But as he proceeded down a sidewalk a
number of automobiles flashed past him, each
containing about half a dozen Turks in flow-
ing robes and armed with scimitars. Turning
a corner, he almost ran into a couple of
Crusaders in shining armour. with white cloth
and bright-red crosses over their breasts.

Miecky gazed after these two with some-
thing akin to awe in his look, for were not
these two real live cinema actors whose pic-
tures would be projected on screens all over
the world shortly?

_ Meeting an American lad of about his own
age, Micky inquired the way to the Filmart

studios, and, having got his bearings, set off
briskly with the definite object in view of first
interviewing Mr. Peter Steel, the uncle of the
clerk in Los Angeles, The sun had long
passed its zenith when the lad reached a wide
gateway in the high wooden fence which bor-
dered the company's location. On an office
building just Inside the gateway was the
name, “Filmart Cinema Company, Ltd.,” and
lower down was a notice-board bearing the
single word, * Enquiries.”

Micky entered, and addressed himself fo a
man at a desk behind the barrier.

“Could I see Mr. Peter Steel?” he inquired
politely.

“What for?”

“I—I've just come up from the city from
his nephew on a matter of business.”

The man scrutinised Micky with no very
favourable eye. p

“Mister Steel's very busy, I guess!” hé
snapped. “And if it’s anything you kin write,
you'd better jobt it down on that pad and
I'll see he gets it later.”

“The matter’s important,” said Micky
firmly, “and so I must see him personally.”

The man behind the barrier addressed a boy
who was sitting at a nearby table sorting
some letters.

“Here, take this young fellow down the lot

and see if you kin find Mister Steel, Artie!”
he said. “Don’'t take him near, though, if
they’re ‘ shooting * those dance-hall sets!”

Micky did not get the full purpert of this
last somewhat cryptiéal remark, and did not
give the matter much thought, as he had
gained more success than he had expected
from his application to see the assistant-
director.

Without a word the boy led him from tie
office, and Micky quickly became absorbed
in the surroundings of a cinema studieo. It
reminded him of nothing so much as Beau-
man’s Gigantic Circus in which he had worked
as an acrobat at home. Many people of bhotht
sexes were about, some of whom were dressed
in fancy costumes as though taking part in
a festival, and in certain parts of the lct
piles of sawdust were laid to fill up holes
in the ground. Especially was Micky re-
minded of the circug by the bouquet which
was wafted over every now and again from
the animal cages at the far end of the lot.

The boy led the way past a restaurant and
a small kiosk in which was displayed choco-
lates and chewing-gum, and came to a part
of the lot on which were set several scenes.
By one of these sets, built of wood and painted
in tints of grey, representing the entrance
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to a dance-hall, were a number of people
working.

“Mister Steel’s over there,” said the hoy,
“but they haven’t finished °shootin’’ that
set yet. 1'd get fired from my job if I took
you near till after they've finished. I opine
you'd better come back later in the after-
noon.”

“All right,” said Micky; “I'll see Mr. Steel
later. But I'd like to mooch about this place
for a while if it’s all the same to you.”

“You can't stay on the lot,” said the boy;
“they don’t allow nobody not on business to
mike around hyer. You kin come back later.”

Before he left the Filmart premises, Micky
ascertained the whereabouts of several other
great cinema companies, and he determined
to visit one or two of these before returning
to see Mr. Peter Steel. He called at two,
and at each place was told curtly, “No
vacancies.” And finally, tired, dusty, and
hungry—for he had had no lunch—he wan-
dered back to the Filmart studio. This time
he had an exceptional bit of luck, inasmuch
as when he applied at the office again, a
short, stocky individual entered and heard
his request to see Mr. Steel.

“I am Mr. Steel,” said the man.
do you want?”

“A iob, sir,” said Micky.
“There’s nothing doing here,”
nssistant-director abruptly,

“Good-day !”

For a moment Micky was nonplussed by
the sharp reply, but he bad no intention of
throwing up the sponge so soon.

“A nephew of yours in Los Angeles sent me
up to see you, sir,” he insisted. “I used to
work as an acrobat in a circus at home, and
I can do all kinds of stunts. I’'m willing to
tackle anything, however, and you bet I'll
do]tmy level best to prove I'm worth my
salt.”

“Huh! Young Floyd ought to have known
better than to have sent you up here!”
snapped Peter Steel. “I suppose you called
in at the Chaplin place—eh? Well, as that
idiot nephew o’ mine sent you here, and you
Iboolk down on rock-bottom, I'll help you to a

illet.”

The assistant-director drew a notebook from
Lis pocket and serawled down something with
a fountain-pen, while Micky waited with
spirits soaring high at the prospeet of get-
ting a foct on the long ladder to cinema
success at last. When he had finished
writing, the assistant-director folded the note
and handed it to Micky.

“Take this down to the Kinema de Luxe on
Orange Avenue and ask for Mr. Amis B.
Clarke; he’s the manager, and he’ll fix you
with a job selling chocolates, chewing-gnm,
and salted peanuts in his kinema—that is, of
course, if he hasn't already filled it.”

With a mumbled word of thanks, Micky
accepted the note and turned away. His
hopes had been rudely shattered, and the
sudden reversal in his expectations left him
more cast down than he would have been had
he received no encouragement at all.

He would have been content to have
swept the floors in a film-studio; but such
a menial position in a cinema-studio could
lead him- nowhere, he thought, even if it
provided him with a sufficient income to
keep body and soul together.

For the first #ime since leaving Liverpool,
he forgot the continuous ill-treatment of
Boris Beauman, the proprietor of the
Gigantic Circug, and reflected longingly on
the flare of the napthaline-lamps over the
ring and the loud plaudits of the crowds
as they sat thrilled by his feats on the
flying-trapeze with his late partner, Mike
Megan.

Tired though he was, he selected a street
corier, and attempted to give an acro-
batic show, but he and Chappie bad to take
to their heels before they had performed
a couple of stunis, owing to the appearance
of a policeman on the scene. At two other
spots Micky also tried‘to give a show, but
with like unsatisfactory results.

Pinally, tired and dispirited, and suffering
all the loneliness of the unknown stranger
in a big city, he wandered back to the unen-
ticing lodging-house, with Chappie trotting

wearily at hig heels.
i 4 offices and studios of cinema com-
panies great and small. The deadly
barrage, “No vacancies!” then had its effect,
and, down-and-out Micky and little Chappie,
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“What

said the
turning away.

in the Surf of Santa Monica!

IVING from hand to mouth, Micky,
for two days, made a tour of the
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with his stumpy tail drcoping pathetically,
meandered to other fields of endeaveur.

Thrice the young acrobat was warned by
the police while attempting to give street-
performancés, and once he was taken to the
courthouse for causing an obstruction.

He was fortunate encugh to be discharged
with a caution, after Chappie had given a
great deal of evidence in a very determined
and loud manner; but the experience de-
cided Micky to try to find some other em-
ployment more favourably regarded by the
Los Angeles authorites. :

He had not a dime to his name now, and
the only prospect he had of a job was the
recommendation that Mr. Peter Steel, the
assistant-director of the Filmart Company,
had given him.

In spite of the opportunity the positien
afforded of seeing the pictures, Micky had a
hard job to persuade himself to call at
the Kinema de Luxe, in Orange Street. But
he did so, and the mauager put him to
work. ;

Micky’s  voice -shouting “Chocolates,
chiclets, and salted-peanuts!” created quite
an amusing diversion among the audiences
used to hearing the well-known call pro-
nounced in vibrating nasal twang by a real
live little nephew of Uncle Sam.

“Bay, Jeff, that guy sure has a power-
ful English accent!” Micky heard one West-
erner remark to another.

In his capacity of chocolate-seller in the
cinema-theatre, the Engiish lad actually
managed to save a little by being very care-
ful with his money; but, in spite of some
advantages, he was far from satisfied with
his post.

In his leisure time he ¢till ardently sought
for some work which might afford him an
opportunity of, later, becoming a cinema-
actor; but repeated rebuffs or vague replies
to the effect his application “would be horne
in mind,” were his daily portion.

One Thursday, after Micky had been there
for two or three weeks, the Kinema de Luxe
remained closed for the day for alterations,
and the lad determined to give Chappie and
himself" a holiday by the sea.

He learned from the keeper of the cheap
lodging-house in which he was staying, that
a branch-line of the Scuthern Pacific con-
nected the city with Santa Monica on the
coast, seventeen miles distant.

To this place, therefore, Micky invested
his savings in a return ticket, and boarded
the train, with Chappie lying smuggled up
beneath his coat.

A white-haired old gentleman was sitting
opposite Micky in the carriage, and in" the
free-and-easy manner of the country, le soon
opened a conversation.

“Not long out from the Old Country,
you, lad?” he asked. .

“No, sir—only a few i

“H'm; I guessed so. I'm English-
though TI've lived out here for many y
How d'you like California?”

“Fine!” said Micky. “And I'm looking
forward to seeing the coast. I haven’t been
there yet.”

“There’s sure some grand country between
here and the coast,” said the cld man; “and
the climate’s dandy for oranges and grapes.
I'm an orange-grower myself.”

“Los Angeles is a Spanish name, isn't it,
sir?” asked Micky, who was curious to obtain
all the information he could about- that
great hub of the cinema-world.

“That’s right; it is,” answered the man
opposite. “It’s a contraction of the original
name given to it by the Spaniards in seven-
teen hundred and eighty-one, ‘ Pueble de la
Reina de los Angeles,’ which means, ‘ Town
of the Queen of the Angels,’ and was in-
tended as a tribute to the Dbeauty of the
spot.”

From the orange-grower Micky cbtained
much more interesting and instructive in-
formation about the country in which he
was. making his home, and, in return, he
narrated some of his struggles to obtain em-
ployment in the cinema business. M

The old gentleman was as good a jistener
as he was a conversationalist, and let the
lad unburden himself without comment.

Just before leaving the train at a wayside
station ' near his' plantation, he handed
Micky his card. :

“If ever you get up against it, lad,” he
said, “just call at this address. 1 employ
a number of Englishmen, and I'll find you a
job orange-picking, or deing chores of some
kind. Good-bye!” : :

When Micky, with Chappie at his heels,
walked from Santa HMonica Station to the
beach, it was as though a new world Lad
burst open before his eyes.

are

Friday.

The delicious, salt-spiced breeze, wafting
from the limitless ocean, fanned his cheeks
and sent the blood racing through his veins,
and the sight of the great, white-capped
rollers of the blue Pacific, piling themselves
with roars of exultation on the beach, set
his spirits soaring sky-high.®

People stopped and looked at Chappie in
alarm. It was as though the little mongrel
had gone mad in his delight. Hither and
- thither he rushed barking with the full
power of his strong little lungs, now and
again chasing the back-wash, and being
tumbled over and over by an incoming wav
before he could escape.

Never did Micky and Chappie bave such
fine times together as pelting along the
Santas Monica seashore in the genial Cali-
fornian sunshine.

At last they clambered up the rocks of
the headland to the north of the beautiful
bay, and Micky drew from his pocket the
package of bread-and-meat sandwiches he
had come prepared with.

Immediately Chappie sat up and begged,
with one eye cocked, saying as plainly as
possible, “Look here, young master, I don't
want to wait till you've finished to-day. The
sea-air has given me such an appetite, 1
?ouid tackle the bone of an elephant’s hind
egi™ R

With a laugh, Micky gave the little dog
a couple of sandwiches to be going on with,
and then set himself to take a hearty meal.

The sandwiches disposed of, Micky
stretched out at full-length on a flat surface
of rock, and revelled in the luxury of a
nap, while Chappie, seeing there was nothing
doing in the way of a romp along the sea-
shore for the time being, quickly ecurled up
and followed suit.

It was about half an hour later when the
lad was roused by the scund of gruff shouts
proceeding from the beach below the rocks.
He sat up erect, with every fibre of his
being tingling with excitement at the sight
which met his eyes.

A few hundred yards from him,*in the
direction of Santa Monica, he could discern
number of people, one of whom held a
ge megaphone in his hand, and another
& big oblong camera of polished wood.

In a he had realised they were
members a cinema-company about to
“shoot ~ scene in a photo-play!

Mi an excellent view from where
he was and he followed with intense

i
interest the preparations which were being
made. Out at sea just beyond the surf a
arge steam launch was hove to; and the lad
rightly- guessed that this we some way
connected with the cinema folk on the beach.

Through his megaphone the director—a tall,
broad-shouldered American, in a slouch-hat
and shirtsieeves—roared orders in stentorian
tones, and the crew of the launch lowered
what appeared to be a broken spar of a ship
inte the water, Directly afterwards a slim
girl, clad in a white evening-dress, appeared
at the side of the launch, gave a jump into
the sea, and hastily scrambled on to the
floating spar. The launch then steamed away
down the coast for a short distance to he
clear of the camera focus, while the girl on
the spar was slowly horne by the tide towards
the shore.

The camera man moved along the beach, and
placed his tripod in a good position for filming
the ss as she came hurtling through the
surf clinging to the broken spar. Obviously
the subject was a scene for a film dealing
with & shipwreck, and was to show the sole
survivor being cast on “the uninhabited
island.” i

The spar with the girl clinging to it was
caught by the first great curler, and shot
forward a short distance with a rush, and
Micky rose to his féet in his excitement to
witness this® very thrilling incident which
would soon he seen by hundreds of thousands
of pairs of eyes all over the world on the
cinema-screens.

In- the trough between two waves the
broken spar with its human freight was borne
again slowly towards the waiting group of
film men. Then a giant roller rushed for-
ward and lifted the girl and spar high on
its glistening white crest. TImmediately the
director gave an order, and the camera man
began to revolve the handle of his machine.

The plucky actress was still clinging to the
spar when the great curler had passed on
its mad race to the beach. For a few seconds
she was in comparatively smooth water in
another long valley of blue-green sea, and the
film director took the opportunity of roaring
a few words of encouragement and commenda-
tion through his megaphone.

Then another monster roller tock possescien
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of the broken spar and its fragile burden.
This time there was no gainsaying the im-
pact of the tens of rushing water which had
gathered force and impetus over leagues of
open, wind-swept ocean. - The spar was shot
almost perpendicularly in the air, and the
young cinema actress was torn roughly from
it, and shot forward in a seething mass of
sparkling white foam at the speed of an
express train!

By this time Micky was dancing about, and
¢lapping his hands in his excitement, but the
sophisticated camera man calmly went on
turning his handle in the most cold-blooded
fashion imaginable. However, a young man,
wearing a thick, woollen, surfing costume, who
was among the group, prepared to help the
girl out of the water just as soon as the
scene had been “shot.”” With the help of two
others he uncoiled a rope from a large iron
reel on a stand, and slipped the loop in the
end of it under his armpits,

Directly the director gave the order to
“eut,” he dashed down the beach, and
rushed into the foaming surf where the young
actress was being battered about in evident
distress. He had almost reached her when the
spar, swirling in from the side, caught him a
glancing blow on the legs, and sent him head-
long under water. Thinking he had been

badly injured, the men on the beach hastily |

wound in the rope over the reel, and dragged
him, choking and fuming, from the water. In
those few seconds the strong undertow had
caught the actress and swept her out to sea
again.

By the time her would-be rescuer was ready
to make another attempt the girl was nowhere
to be seen by the people on the beach. Even
the . sophisticated camera man left his
machine, and, with the others, rushed along
the shore in the rippling foam to seek the
unfortunate actress.

But, although the people on the heach
could not glimpse her, the girl had not re-
mained beneath the surface long. The
powerful current drew her swiftly along the
coast in the direction of the rocks on which
Micky and his little dog were standing; and
as she came up in a sweeping valley between
two wave-crests she saw the lad, and gave a
shrill ery for help. Micky’s eyes followed the
direction of the cry, and saw the face of the
gir} looking bheseechingly towards him. In
a flash he recognised it for one he had seen
many times on the screens in the picture-
theatres at home—the face of Mary Maid-
stone, star actress of the great Broadwood
Film Company!

But swift as Micky could act, Chappie was
quicker.” The little dog gave a resounding
batk in answer to the cry of the cinema star,
dashed helter-skelter across the rocks, and
leaped into the raging sea; while Micky, dis-
carding his coat as he ran, hastily followed
him.

Whether the little mongrel knew by instinct
that something was amiss or whether he
merely thought the human being in the water
an excellent excuse for another bathe, it is,
of course, impossible to say. Whatever his
metive, when he actually reached the water
he had no very clear idea whither to swim,
and narrowly escaped being dashed to pieces
by the first mountainous wave that rushed
in and burst itself into thousands of particles
of glittering spray against the rocks.

But Micky had well gauged his direction,
and, with a powerful crawl-stroke, made
quickly towards the drowning actress.
Chappie, seeing his master swimming away
from the treacherous rocks, followed suit, and
his little feet.paddled swiftly in a heroic
effort to keep near him. A wave that lifted
the cinema star high on its crest gave the
young athlete his exact bearings, and a few
powerful strokes enmabled him to clutch the
arm of the drowning girl.

By this time Mary Maidstone was uncon-
scious, and Micky, taking good care to keep
her face well above water, had no difficulty
in swimming with her beyond the surf area.
To have swum inshore oppesite those grim
rocks would have been suicidal.

Several times Micky caught the booming
voice of the cinema director giving orders
through the megaphone to the steam launch
farther down the coast, and the lad hoped
confidently that a rescue would be effected by
the ship. Chappie was keeping well along-
side, and, despite the roughness of the sea,
appeared to be suffering no distress.

The sea was so buoyant that it was no
effort to keep afloat; but Micky noted with
anxiety that the powerful current was taking
them quickly in a northerly direction round
the headland. To attempt to battle with this
current with bis unconscious burden would

soon have gpelt exhaustion, so he confined his
efforts to keeping as far out from the rocks
as possible. Once or twice he called out at
the top of his voice; but he came to the
conclusion that either the steam launch had

_failed to grasp the situation, or else had

realised the futility of standing in so close
to the rocky headland.

The situation speedily became desperate.
Chappie once or twice spluttered and gasped
with mouthiuls of salt water, and Micky
began to watch his four-footed little friend
with as much concern as the slim form of
the girl he was trying to rescue. As they
were lifted high on one mountainous billow,
the 1ad glanced back towards the rocks from
which he and Chappie had dived, and there
saw several members of the cinema company
irantically clambering to the highest points of
vantage.

Now Micky was fast becoming exhausted
himself, and was beginning to debate seriously
the desperate measure of swimming nearer in,
and risking the rocks in an attempt to land.

CAN YCU
PAINT?

SPLENDID
PAINTING
COMPETITION
IN

CHUCKLE,

THE FAMOUS COLOURED PAPER

NOW ON SALE
EVERYWHERE.
ASK FOR IT!

But, the decision was taken from him by
that eratic.rascal Boreas, the Old Man of the
Sea. 3

Micky turped just in time to see a prince
among waves, born perhaps of the Storm King
in some distant part of the ocean off the
China coast, bearing down upon him. The
mighty billow already had started to curl, and
it reared its white, foaming crest against the
hapless lad and his burden with a driving
force equal to the horse-power of ten loco-
motives. Only just in time Micky slipped the
fingers of his left hand tightly through
Chappie’s leather collar and tightened the
grip of his right arm round the unconscious
girl.

What happened after that he had but the
faintest recollection, for he and his charges
were hurled pell-mell towards the shore at
headlong speed. It was as though he were
in the midst of a secthing cauldron, and,
gasping and choking, he felt himself being
tossed like a cork onwards and upwards. For
one awful moment he caught a glimpse of
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a looming black rock ahead, and he nerved
himgelf for the crash which would reduce his
body to a mass of broken bones.

But that shattering crash never came. His
body shot like a bullet from a gun above
the rock, and gradually came to rest on
something hard and smooth. With a thrill
of joy he realised he still had the cinema
star locked in his arms, and Chappie, who
was very still, gripped by the collar.

Next moment Micky felt himself receding
to the sea again in a swirling, hissing torrent
of backwash, and he frantically sought some
foothold to save himself and his charges
from this fresh danger. Fortune again
favoured the plucky lad, and he brought up
against a raised portion of the rock’s sur-
face, but Rhis arms were almost dragged
from their sockets by the pull of the water
exerted on his unconscious burden, but he
set his teeth and held grimly on. Those

.wiry muscles, toughened by years of train-

ing on the flying trapeze, proved equal to
the severe test, and with a sigh of relief
Micky found himself, the girl, and Chappie,
high and safe for the time being on the
polished surface of rock.

His first idea was to try and get the
cinema actregs and his little terrier away
from the reach of any other giant wave that
might come ‘surging over the rock, but his
lelt arm gave such a twinge as he made
the effort that he sank down again with a
groan. Then the sound of voices dinned
into his ears, and he caught a glimpse of
hing towards him.

“1 say. you-fellows!” ecalled Micky. in a
very weak, guavering voice. ““ You lock after
the girl and this little dog here; I'll manage
to get along somehow.”

One burly individual, wearing a huge pair
of tortoiseshell spectacles, whipped the
young cinema actress into his arms and
carried her shorewards, while a plump, ruddy-
faced little man, with a laughable, turned-
up nose. picked up little Chappie. Despite
his protests, Micky was carried off willy-
nilly by the tall, clean-shaven director whom
he had Seen on the beach using the mega-
phone so lustily during the filming of the
scene.

Micky had not a very clear idea of that
journey from the rocks, but-he remembered
being set down in a sandy cove and seeing
the big man with the curious spectacles
applying first-aid to the young actress and
the red-faced ,man restoring Chappie to an
active interest in life by a series of hearty
ats on the back.

, you've hurt yourself some, kid,” said
the tall director. *“You've surc got a nasty
gash 'in your left arm.” =

But before Micky would allow the director
to dress the long cut and bruise he had sus-
tained on the t red over to see
how his little four-footed friend was getting
on. Chappie, who had partially recovered
as the result of the stout man’s vigorous
efiorts, quickly found a place in Mi
with a little whine of delight.

Several members of the cinema company
and cthers who had seen the lad dive from
the rock came running from the direction of
Santa Monica, and soon quite a little crowd
collected. As Micky turned to have his arm
attended to, a slim, handsome man, with
clean-shaven face, and wearing a bow-tie
and a straw hat, came up.

“Miss Maidstone is safe, sir,” announced
the film director. Then he pushed Micky
forward. “And here’s the lad who saved
our Mary for us,” he said. “The way he
and this little dog of his went in from that
rock was worth fedturing in a special pro-
duction.”

The stranger shook Micky by the hand.

“Miss Maidstone is a great friend of ours—
that is, my wife and myself,” he said, “and
1 should like to add my thanks to those of °
her friends of the Broadwood Company.'
Then, turning to the film director, he said:
“My ecar is at your disposal if you need
it, Romery.” .

“The company came down from Cinema
City in automobiles,” said the director, “so
1 guess we can look after Miss Maidstone
and this lad all right, thanks all the same,
Mr. Chaplin!”

ANOTHER LONG INSTALMENT
CF THIS MAGNIFICENT SERIAL
STCRY OF THE CINEMA WILL
APPEAR IN NEXT FRIDAY’'S
PENNY POPULAR.
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NEW CHAMPION

By MARTIN CLIFFORD.

4 ECONDS out of the ring!”
“hmet”
Perey Mellish, the black sheep of
S8t. Jim’s, swaggered towards the

centre of the ring in the gym, with a confi-

o
I

gent - grin on his face.

To see Mellish in fighting attitude at all
#as a tremendous surprise to all the
juniors, but with Tom Merry as his

adversary it fairly took their breath away.
Not only that, but Mellish had
gone out of his way to pick a quarrel with
the even-tempered junior captain, and had
himself suggested a scrap with the gloves.

Of course, the gym was erowded. Fromn
New House and School House alike, the
juniors had poured in to prove the truth or
otherwise of Baggy Trimble's statement that
there was a fight on between Tom Merry
and Mellish.

Tom Merry was looking very grim as he
faced Mellish, but the latter thought he
detected a slight wavering on the part of
his opponent, at which his confident gria
expanded.

Biff!

To the amazement of the spectators, Tom
Merry was seen to stagger under a power-
ful drive from Mellish’s left, and, before he

could regain his balance, a second blow
reached him full between the eyes.
Crash!
Tom Merry fell to the ground in a dazed

heap, while Mellish regarded
mocking grin.

Monty Lowther, his face full of concern
for his fallen leader, was counting away
the seconds. At the count of seven the
junior captain staggered to his feet, and
the following two seconds seemed like a
nightmare to him, with Mellish dancing mn
and out like a pastmaster at the art, and
getting home with several beautifully-
placed blows.

“Time!”

That call saved Tom Merry from certain
defeat, amazing as it was; and Percy
Mellish strolled over to his corner conscious
of having gurprised the juniors. Racke
patted him on the back quite affectionately.

“My hat, you've fairly got bim beat!” he
remarked.

“Oh, T shall lick him all right!” answered
Mellish modestly.

In Tom Merry’s corner all was confusion.
Mapners, D’Arcy, and Herrles were doing
their best to bring their ehampion up to
seratch, but he was looking very fagged
and battered about. His left eye was half-
closed ‘and his nose was streaming red,

“Buck up, Tommy,” ventured Manners,
looking very crestfallen.

“Grooough!”

“You mustn’t let Mellish whack you, deah
boy!” exclaimed D’Arcy. “Think of yoush
position.” X

“Yow-ow!”

“Time!”

Tom Merry, blinking out of his
closed eyes, fell into fighting attitude.

Thud!

Mellish’s left shot ~out with lightning
rapidity, and the junior captain received the
full force of that blow on his nose.

Smack !

A heavy right-hander followed,
caught him in that vital spot, the
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him with a

half-

which
solar

actually

P wasn’t

plexug, and for the second time he sank to
the ground.

This time, however, he remained deaf to
the timekeeper's . count. Although the
juniors were shouting wildly to him to get
up, he merely groaned and turned over.

Tom Merry, the best fighting-man of the
School House juniors, had lowered his
colours to the weedy ~and much-despised
Mellish in two rounds. s

No burst of applause greeted the victor.
Instead, he was the recipient of incredu-
lous stares.

Racke and his
themselves silently
champion had won!
theless it was true.

Racke turned to Mellish with a grin, and
clapped him heartily on the back.

“Ow-yarooh!”

cronies were hugging
with delight. Their
It was amazing, never-

. . o . - . e .
“Give him ancther dose of the sponge,”
grinned Tom Merry.
“Yow—stoppit!”
Percy Mellish glared up at his interrupters

with no friendly eye, and, as -he did so, a

sponge, liberally soaked
jammed into his mouth.

“Tumble out, yourslacker!”

“@Grooough!” -
hi's fear and respect of the junior
in returned to him in a flash.

Tom Merry had not been knocked ont,
after all, d the black sheep of St. Jim's
realised that he had been dreaming.

Most of the juniors were dressing, and he
appeared to be the only one in bed, but he
there long. Tom Merry saw to

with water, was

that.

With a dissatisfied grunt, Mellish turned
out, and it was soon borne in upon his mind
that he was the same old Mellish, and not
Tom Merry’'s vietor at fisticufls.

Shy A
=7

3

SKIMPOLE'S RAT-TRAP!

By MARTIN CLIFFORD,

RRRR-R-R-R! Yap, yap! Grrrr!
“What the merry dickens is all
g ; that row?”

Jack Blake of the Fourth at St.
Jim’'s, looked up impatiently as he made that

2

SH

n.
v are we to know?’ snapped George
P . “Sounds like a dog, doesn’t it?”
“Yes, and like that be Pongo of
young brother's!” said Digby; lco
at Arthur Augustus D'Arcy.

“Bai Jove!” cried the Honourable Gussy,
screwing his monocle into his eye. “ Young
Waliay has no wight up heah with his dog;
but, of course, deah boy, I cannot keep him
away.”

~Anyway, you'd better go out and tell
him to buzz off now!” growled Herries.

Gussy rose from the table with a war-like
gleam in his eye, and opened the study door.
As he did so his minor, Wally D'Arey, with
Curly Gibson, Joe Frayne, and half a dozen
more of his chums dashed into the corridor.

ng sternly

“Bai Jove!” exclaimed Gussy.
“Hi, Gus! What are you doin’ to my
Pongo?” shouted Wally.

“What do you mean by dashin’ into this
cowwidor in that wough mannah?” demanded
Gussy wrathfully.

“Bust the corridor!
shouted Wally.

At that moment a fresh outburst of growl-
ing and yapping rang out from the opposite
end of the corridor. Immediately Wally
D’Arey turned his back upon his illustrious
brother, and rushed towards the door of a
study from which the noise was proceeding.
It was Skimpole’s.

Thump, thump, thump!

“Open this door!” yelled Wally D’Arcy.
“What’s my dog in there for?”

“I’'m afraid I cannot open it just now!”
replied the anxious voice of Skimpole,

“Can't you, by Jove!” shouted Wally. “If
you don’t, I'll bust it in! 1 want my dog!”

“Your dog is quite all right!” cried Skim-

Where's my deg?”

pole. :

“1 know he is, fathead!” retorted Wally.
“It’s you that’s all wrong! Open the door,
quick !” ’

Wally's remarks were punctuated by violent
thuds on the door, and Skimpole, fearing that
damage would be done, suddenly flung it
ope.

your-
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. “You silly idiot—-" burst out Wally.

But his remark was cut short at that stage
by Pongo dashing wildly past him. He had
a momentary glimpse of what Tooked like a
large bird-cage fastened to the animal’s nose.

“You rotter!” shofted Wally at Skimpole.
Then he turned with-his band of followers,
and ran wildly after the fleeing Pongo.

Down the stairs ran the juniors, followed
by Skimpole.

It was not until they reached the quad
that they caught sight of Pongo, who was
flying round like a whirlwind. Then suddenly
there was an astonished yell from the fags
as the dog ran nearer to them, for they dis-
covered that the contrivance which was
dangling at Pongo’s nose, was a large rat-
trap, centaining a live rat!”

“My hat!” shouted Wally. “Catch him!”

Wildly the juniors raced round the quad
after the dog, Skimpole bringing up the rear.

“0Oh, my rat-trap!” he wailed, as he ran.

“Hang your rat-trap!” howled Wally.

“Got him!”

Pongo turned suddenly, and ran straight
towards his master, almost overthrowing him.
Walily clutched at Pongo’s body, and as he
did so the rat-trap dropped loose to the
ground.

“It’s all right, old boy!” said Wally, pat-
ting Pongo soothingly.

“Oh dear me!”

Skimpole, gasping and dishevelled, stocd by
surveying Pongo and his master.

“You've nearly frightened the poor little
beast to death!” exclaimed Wally, glaring
furiously at Skimpole. ;

“B-but I thought he would like the rat!”
faltered the genius of the Shell. “He was
d-delighted when he saw it in the trap!”

“Of course he was, fathead! He didn't
want the blessed trap fastened to his nose,
though!” retorted Wally.

“It was gquite an accident,”
pole, “and now my great
destroyed !”

“Good old boy!” murmured Wally, patting
Pongo’s back.

The other Third-Formers were clustered
round the rat-trap, watching the antics of the
rat inside.

Curly Gibson picked it up and looked for
the opening.. While he was fumbling with it
it suddenly flew open, apparently of its own
ac%md. Like a shot from a gun the rat leapt
out.

With a sharp yap Pongo broke loose from
his master’s grasp, and was upon the rat
before it had run many yards, Fortunately,
Pongo’s muzzle was hanging loose from his
nose or he would have lost it.

“Oh dear! My rat-trap’s destroyed!”
moaned Skimpole, almost tearfully,

“You can go and make another!”
claimed Joe Frayne.

“T can't!” wailed Skimpole. “Tt was a great
invention, and it was going to do away
with rats in a week, and I—I've forgotten
how I made it!”

“Faney a fellow inventing anything, and
then when it gets busted up nof, being able to
make another model!” said Joe Frayne with-
eringly.

*“All the inventors I've heard anything
about keep plans of their giddy inventions!”
chimed in Curly Gibson.

“Fancy keeping a plan of a rat-trap!”
grinned Frayne. :

“0ld Pongo looks as though he’s busy with
his own rat-trap now!” exclaimed Wally, as
watched his dog.

“Ha, ha, ha! Rather!”

“It’s the best kind of rat-trap, too!” de-
clared Curly Gibson. “It’s not likely to get
out of order!”

With the broken and bent trap Skimpole
walked slowly back to the school door.

“Where did you get the rat?’ demanded

Wally, running after him and standing in his
path.
“I got the rat with my trap!” explained
Skimpole meournfully, “and borrowed Pongo te
catch it when I opened it. While I was un-
doing it the beast dashed in and caught the
trap on his muzzle, and I couldn't get it away
from him!”

“Of ecourse, you couldn’t get it away from
him!” said Wally. “He’s too quick for you
any day of the week!”

“If I hadn’t opened the door it would have
heen all right!” groaned Skimpole.

“Sorry, old scout, but you shouldn’t have
borrowed Ponge without asking!” replied
Pongo. “Anvway, he’s got the rat now!”

Pongo was shaking it violently, and en-
joying himself to his heart’s rcontent. But
Skimpole had lost interest in the business,
and he continued on his way up to the study
again, disappointed and sad.

wailed Skim-
invention is

£X-
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
The Raiders!

6¢ AKE up, you slackers!”
“Yaw-aw-aw!”
“Out you get!”

“Yaw-aw!”

“Slackers!” rapped out Jimmy Silver.

Slackers really was not the word, for it
was past eleven o'clock, and at that hour
all Rookwood was su pnoscd to be fast a~1ecp

mmy Silver had jumped actively out of
de in the dormitory of the Classical Fourth.

Jimmy was captain of the Fourth, and his
word was law; but the Clawml juniors
scemed more inclined to yawn than to follow
his active example.

There was quite a portentous chorus of
yawnas.

“I—I  say— mw -aw i yawned Arthur
Edward Lovell. “On second thoughts, Jimmy,
it’s rather a rotten idea to raid the Modern
cads to-night.”

“Just what I was thinking,” said Raby.
“I think very likely another night we should
—ahem !—be more likely to catch them nap
ping.”

“Yes; let’s chuck it!” said Newecome.

“Good idea,” said Oswald. “Tumble in,
Jirnmy.”

Jimmv Silver did net tumble in,

He went to his washstand, and dipped a
sponge in the water-jug.

That evening, in the end study., a raid
had been planned, and at the time it had
seemed a ripping idea. The Classicals were

quite kecen on the scheme of raiding the dor-
mitory of the Modern Fourth, and “mop-
ping-up * Tommy Dodd & Co. with piliows.

Somechow or other the scheme seemed less
enticing at a quarter-past eleven.

With singular unanimity, the Classical
juniors were prepared to leave Tommy Dodd
& Co. to slech the sleep of the just, and to
do the same themselves.

But for the energy of Jimmy Silver the
raid would certainly have been postponed
indefinitely.

But Jimmy was already out of bhed, and
Jimmy was full oi energy.

Instead of arguing the” matier he squeezed
the wet sponge over Arthur Edward Lovell's
face, just as Arthur Edward was closing his

eyes again 10' another nap.

There was a loud yell from Lovell.

“Yah! ()h! Greogh! You silly ass!”

“Turn out!” said Jimmy er severely.
“The end study never gla ! Cut you
get 1” Y

“Loek -here
“Do you want

some

? Remember,
1 water,” - said

you're making me e
Jimmy. “S8till, if you're keen on it, here
goes!”

Lovell rolled h%ﬂ!l_/ out of the other side

of the bed.

“You silly f1ss~—(fcm it

“Raby, old man——-

“Keep that sponge away!” said Raby, in
sulphurous tomnes “T'll dot you in the
eye—— Gerroff! I'm getting out, ain’t I,
you silly fathead? Gerroff!”

“Are you getting up, Newcome?”

“Yes, you chump!” gasped Newcome.

‘ Any more slackers uzm’o some cold water?”

asked Jimmy Silver cheerfully, “There’s
lots here.”

The slackers decided to turn out. The
Fistical Four were already out, and Oswald
and Rawson and Flynn and Hooker followed
their example. Once out, they joined cheerily
in turning the others out. \Yaturall:,, they
were indignant at fellows slacking in bed
when it was time to go on the war-path.

“Look here, I ain't in this!” snapped
Townsend, the champion slacker of the
Fourth, eyeing Jimmy Silver apprehensively.
“I don’t belicve in this rot!”

“Same here!” said Topham. “You can
leave me out, Jimmy Silver!”

“And me!” growled Peele and Gower
together.

Jimmy Silver sniffed.

“Rotten funks! Are yeu afraid of Manders
dropping on you? Turn out!”

“We won’t!”

“And I won't, either!” cxclaimed Morn-

mgton, sitting up in bed. “You can leave us
out

“All hands on deck!” exclaimed Lovell.
“I've heard you saying, Mornington, that
compulsion is a jolly good thing for shirkers.
Well, you can’t grumbie at having some of
your own medicine.”

“Ha, hal”

“Roll him out!”

Mornington grasped his pillow as
fellows started for his bed.

“Keep off, you rotters!”

“Are you turning out?”

“No, 1'm not:|?

“You want to slack
raiding the Moderns !”
“Go an’ eat coke!”

“Have him out!”

Mornington swiped out with the pillow, and
Raby staggered back. But Newcome and
Rawson grasped him, and the dandy of the
Fourth bumped on the floor, tangied in his
bedclothes.

He struggled furiously to
hit out with clenched fists.

“Yoop!” yelled Rawson, as he
Mornington’s knuckles with his nose.
you rotter——"

“Yow-ow!” yelled Newcome. |

“Back me up, Towny, and the
you!” shouted Mornington.

Townsend & Co. did not move. They were
not looking for a scrap with Jimmy Silver
& Co.

Three or four Classicals rushed om Morn-
ington, and the dandy of the Fourih went
down again with a bump.

“Bump him!” gasped Rawson.

“Squash him!”

Bump, bump!

“Yow! Help! Yah!”

“Shut up, for good:
Jimmy Silver. “Do you
here? Shurrup!”

several

demanded Raby.

in bed while we're

and

his feet,

iled Mornington.
sake!” exclaimed
want the prefects

“Let me alone!” yelled Mornington. ~1i'll
wake the whole House!”

Jimmy set his teeth.

“Let the cad alone!” he sa e den't
want the slaeking rotter, Lo Hish
him skulk here if he wants to!

“He’s jolly well punched my nose!™ howled

’\Icwwfne.
hi

“I’'m jolly well going to punch

Shugh 1
Neweome refused to “

shush.” He was hurt,
and he was angry.

He rushed at Mornington

aoe.@¢</ez>g<>.¢@\)g<>e<>s<>3<>306<> <300 0<30<5-0<-0<-8<> 80803k

again, and in a moment they. were ﬁvhtmc

hammer and tongs. Jimmy Silver and L Lovell
dragged them apart.
“Will you be guiet?” panted Jimmy. “We

shall have Bootles here with a cane soon!”
“Let me get at him!” shrieked Morning-

on.

“Shove that cad on his bed!”

Bump !

Morunington landed on his bed,
there, gasping.

“Look here! Are those rotten
going to stay here?” demanded Newcome.

“Well, we don’t want slackers; they're no
goed in a raid!” said Jimmy. “We're better
without the rotten funks! Let ’em slack!”

Br-rrr!”

Townsend. & Co. were glad enough to be
allowed to slack. It was quite possible that
the raid on the Modern dormitory would
iead to a “row,” and that masters or pre-
fects might be awakened. "The Nuts of the
Fourth preferred to give Mr. Mandery, the
Modern master, a wide berth. Jimmy Silver
& Co. half dressed themselves, and toox their
rillows.

Townsend and Topham Gower and Peele
and Mornington, remained in bed. Morning-
ton, as a matter of fact, had plenty of
pluck, and did not shrink from the risk; but
nothing would have induced him to follow
Jimmy Silver's lead. Mornington’s idea: was
that he ought to be monarch of all Le sur-
veyed, and that his right there should he
none to dispute. He was not likely, how-
ever, to get the captain of the Fourth to
agree with that view,

Tubby Muffin remained in bed, too, snoring
loudly. His snore was so loud that it might
have heen suspected that Tubby was putting
it on. But the raiders did not want Tubhy
in their ranks. The fat Classical was nob
much use in a scrap with the Moderns.

“Kim on!” said Jimmy Silver.

He opencd the dormitory door quictly.

The raiders filed out into the passage, their
socked feet making no sound. Jimmy closed
the door, and they: hcaded for the Modern
quarters.

and lay

slackers

—_—

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
The Pillow Right!
LL was silent in the great building of
Rookwood.
The long passages were dark and
shadow.

Jlmmy Silver. led the 'wav,
pressing on behind hjm.

There was no sound in the House; the
voices in the Classical dormitory had not
been heard.

There were several passages to traverse to
reach the. Modern quarters, but the raiders
arrived at last.

Jimmy Silver turned the handle of the
door of the Modern Fourth dormitory.

All was dark and silent within, save for the
steady breathing of the Modern juniors, and
the snore of Leggett of the Fourth.

“Caught napping, by gum!”
Lovell.

As their eyes got wused to the dimness,
the Classicals could make out the beds in
the dim starlight from the high winaows.

THE PENNY POPULAR.—No. 56.

his followers

grinned
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. They crowded, grinning, info the dor-
mtpr’

J my clozed the door.

Then he jerked the bedcluthes from Tommy
Podd's bed, and Tommy sat up and rubbed
his ey

8.
“What the

thunder

:!L'. dear bnv!‘ said  Jimmy
“Ha, “ha, lm."’ : o Rt
Tommy Dodd jumvped.
“Classical cad, by gum! Wake up, you

fellow

“(ive 'em socks!” shouted Lovell.
“Ha, ha, ha!”
The Modern dormitory had awakened at

Tommy Dodd’s voice, and the Moderns wére
tarning out of bed on all sides, realising that
it was a Classical raid.

But in a few seconds the Cl
among them with swiping pillows.

Swish, swish, swish! Swipe!

Loud yells .and howls Ttose among the
Moderns-as-they were swiped right and left.

“Buck up!” yelled Tommy Dodd.

“Give 'em socks!”

“Go for the cads!”

sicals were

Swipe, swipe! Bump!
“Ha, ha, ha!”
Tommy Dodd seized his pillow and r

into. the fray. The Moderns iollo‘.ved
ex as well as they could.

ey had been taken by surprise,
the advantage was with the raiders.

The Moderns were swiped right and left.
They rolled on the floor, or retreated into
corners. Leggett dived under a bed. Tommy
bDodd and Cook and Doyie put up a great
fignht, till they were overwhelmed by Classical
pillows, and went down, yelling and gasping.

The, trmmphant Classicals paraded the
dormifory, swiding at the Moderns when they
jumped up, and pillowing them down again.

Some of them yanked the mattresses off the
beds, and hurled the bedclothes far and wide
among the sprawling Moderns.

In a few minutes the Modern dormitory
looked as if a cyclone had looked in.

Tommy Dodd struggled to his feet and
strove to rally the Moderns, but he went down
again under half a dozen Classical pillows,
with a bump that almost shook the floor.

“Better clear, I think!” gasped Lovell.
“We shall be heard if there’s mueh more of

and

this. We don’t want Manders here!”
“Ha, ha! Nei”

“Retreat!” ordered Jimmy Silver.

The chuckiing Classicals headed for the
dcor. The Moderns had been defeated, the
dormitory was a wreck, and they were
satisfied.

They swarmed -out into the passage to
retreat to their own quarters. Jimmy Silver
shut the door just in time to stop a bholster
hurled after him by Tommy Dodd

“Home!” chuckled Jimmy. “I think we've
made the Moderns sit vp this time!”

“Ha, ha!”

The victorious Classicals marched to their
own quarters.

Suddenly, there was a loud cry in the dark-
ness; it came from the direction of Mr.
HManders’ room.

Jimmy Silver halted, startled.

“What the thunder! Did you hear that?”

“QOh, help! -Good heavens!” It was the
voice of Mr. Manders, the senior master.
“Who—who is it? What-—""

“Some silly idiot japing old Manders"’
pranted Lovell.” “What thumping ass

“Cut off!” %asped Jimmy. “We shall have
to prove a jolly trong alibi-if somebedy has
been iaping Manders!”

There was a patter of soft footfalls in the
darkness of the passage frem the direction
of Mr. Manders’ room.

Romebody was fleeing.

“Who's that?” called out Jimmy Silver, in
a suppressed voice. “Who's been silly idiot
enough to—-"

“Come on!” muttered Loveil.
will be out in' a minute!”

“There's a light!” said Cswald.

“Buck up!”

The Classicals fairly ran for their dormi-
tory. Being caught by Mr. Manders, the
most severe and unpopular master at Rook-
wood, would have been an unfortunate ending
to the raid.

They bolted into the Classical dorm‘torv
like rabits into a burrow, and Jimmy Silver
closed the door.

“Manders

“Hallo!” came a drawling voice, that of
Tornington. “Had a good time?”
“We've licked the Moderns!” said Jimmy

Silver. “No thauks to yvou, you slacker!”
“ And some silly ass went for Manders and
THER PENNY POPULAR.—NO. 58.

woke him up!” gasped Rawson. “Which of
you thumping dufters was it?”

But -there was no answer to that. Not a
member of the rai ing party seemed eager
to own up to having “gone for” Manders.

“Look here, it was cne of you!” said Jimmy
Silver. “Which was it?”
“The silly iddiot had belter own up!”
growled Lovell. >
“Better turn in!” said Oswald. “0ld

Manders may come aleng here.
“By Jove, ¥

ye
The Classicals bolted into bed.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
A My stery.
R.
in dressing-gown and slip
* a lamp in his hand.
His hard, severe face was pale
The Modern master had had a most un-
pleasant shoek, and it was enough to make
a better-tempered man angry. It was no
awakened from h Ly a pmow descend-
ing upon him fr . It was, in-
deed, a dangerous might have
ders had heen tr(m.‘;{ed with a weak heart.
As a matter t, however, Mr. Manders’
heart was 'a v hard one, and no damage
temper was in a sholmug state as he swept
out of his roo,n in search of the culprit.
There were sounds in the Modern Fourth

MANDERS swept
with anger.
joke for a gentleman of middle age to be
had very serious results if Mr. DMan-
Ty
had been done save to his temper. But his
Form dormi"ory, where Tommy Dodd &. Co.

were putting their beds to rights. Mr.
Manders strode to that rcom, and hurled
cpen the door.

The lamplight streamed in upcn a dis

mayed crowd,
Every fellow thére was out
all spun round and blinke

of bed, and they
at the Modern

master in the sudc:u ligh

Mr. Manders' eyes over ‘them
clittering.

The juniors blinked at him without re-
piying. There was really no need to ex-

plain what it meant—the meaning was plain
enough. Anybody could have seen at half a
glance that the dormitory had been raided.
“So you are out of bed!” said Mr. Manders.
The juniors still blinked in silence. Really,
Mr. Manders seemed to have a perfect genius

for ankim superfluous guestions.
“Dodi

r?" gasped Tommy Dodd.
Which of you came to my room?”
Ton v Dodd started.

“To—to your reom, sir?"’

“Yes. Was it you?”

“Nunno, sir!”

“I order the boy to stand forth at once!™

“But—but we haven't, sir!” gasped Toniny
Cook. < “Nobody here has been outside the
dormitory, sir!”

“Sure, we haven't been ‘a step outside,
soor!” said Tommy Doyle. “We've had a bit
of a scrap here, scor, that's all!”

he stammered.

“Do not teli me {faisehoods!” thundered
Mr. Manders

“Oh y

“Romeonf\ entered my room, and - struck

me with a pillow!” exclaimed the Modern

master.. “I find vou all out of bed. Doubt-
less you are all in the plot!”
“Oh, by gum!” gasped Tommy Dodd.

The three Tommies blinked. at ons another
in consternation. - Evidently one -of the
Classical raiders had been guilty of the
astounding act of folly, But the Modern
heroes did not fecl inelined to say so.

“We haven't been out, -sir!” howled
Leggett. “It must have been one of the
Classiecals, sir!”

“Shut up, you
Doyle fiercely.

“I'm not going to shut up!
going to put it on us!”

A light seemed to dawn upon Mr. Manders.

“So the Classi tuniors have heen here, is
that it?” he exclaimed.

The Moderns were silent.

“I understand,” said Mr. Manders. *This
is what, I presume, you call a dermitory

sneakin' cad!” whispered

They're not

raid.”
“Ye-es, sir,” mumbled Tommy Dodd.
“You have . been pillow-fighting with
Classical boys.”
“¥e-eq, 8ir

“Then, doubtless the young reprobate who
attacked me is m)c hiere,” said Mr. Manders.
“1 was not aware that Classical boys had
been out of their beds. Dedd, you assure
me that no boy here has left the dormitory?”
“Yes, sir.”

“said Lov ell.
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“Do yvou all say the same?”
“Yes, sir.”
- “Very good! You may
shall speak
morning.

g6 to bed, and I
about this matter in the
1 look elsewhere for the
reprobate!” said Mr. Manders majesticaily.
The ma strode away to the durmimry
of the Classical Fourth. He w b
doubt as to where te look &
* He openad the door, a
in upon quiet beds
juniors. At_all events, they Xv
were sleepmﬂ peacefully.
snorted. That peaceful slumber
much impression upon him.

“Boys!” he snapped.

Silence.

“1 am quite aware that you are aw
said Mr Manders, his vol trembling

anger. 1 command
me!”
Jimmy Silver yawned and rubbed
He sat up in bed and blinked at t}
master.

-“Silver, you to a
liis eyas
Modern

“Hallo! Aliem! mean, it you, sir?”
*Xes, gl Mr. Manders.
has been an outrageous

disturbance i
Modern Fourth-Form dormitory. u
shared in it.”

“Ahem!”

“Do you deny it, Silver?”

“H'm! No, sir.”
“Some boy here red my reom, and

" said Mr. Mand

struck me with-a p 3
ighting is ('(u'xctruf)d. 13

“80 far as the yillnw

shall report the matter to your Form-n
and leave it in his hands. But I di m‘xnd to
know the name at cnee of the boy who
attacked me!”

2 ﬂont know, 2 4 Jimmy Silver

frankly.
punched 1
“1 am

t I'd known
sllly head!”
ad to see, Silve

wito® Lt was I'd have

r, that you realise

the enormity of the ofence!” said Mr. Man-
ders satirically. “It was not, then, your-
self?”

“Certainly not, sirt”

“Very well, The bhoy is here, and I must
know who it w You were all concerned

in this jawle

raid, 1 presum
+

“Not all, 1.1 Mor ton. ¢
us stayed in bed. I did, for one.”
“And I, sir!” chimed in Towny

and Peele and Gower.

“Me, too, sir!” squeaked Tubby
great alarm.

“Is that sfatemen, correet, §

“Yes, sir,” said Jimmy quietly.
was asieep, or pretending, and th“
funked it.”

“Then the culorit is
call upon bkim to giv

Silence.

“You refuse to answer?"

The Classical juniors looked at Mr. Manders,
‘md at one another, but po cne spoke.

V(r) well,” said Mr. Manders, in a grind-
ing voice, “T shall report the matter to the
Head in the morning, and there will be a
searching inquiry.”

And he left the dormitory.

“My hat! There’s a pretty kettle of fish!”
“It’'s up to the silly idiot to eown

Muffin in

others

among the rest. I
his name.”

up!”

“But who was it?” exclaimed Higgs. “I
know I wasn’t the chap.”

“Doesn’t anybody know?"
Silver.

Apparently no one did, and the eulprit
himself was discreetly silent. It was impos-
sible to guess, for in the darkness any mem-
ber of the party might have stolen away to
Mr. Manders’ room without being seen by the
others

The chap ought to be scragged, whoever
he 1s' growled Lovéll. “It was 3 silly trick.
But who the dickens was it?"”

“ Own up, you rotter, whoever you are!”

But no one owned up, and the Classical
juniors settled down to sieep at last, with
very painful anticipations of the moraing.

morning.

fT
After breakfast orders were given

for them to march into Hall, where they werc
to see the Head.

Mr. Manders had laid his complaint before
Dr. Chisholm, and the Head himself was to
inquire into the matter.

The Fourth marched into Hall at the ap
pointed time with glum faces. The matter
was a serious one, and they knew-that the
Head would take a stern view of it. To

exclaimed Jimmy

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Down on Their Luck.

HERE were gloomy faces among the
Classical Fourth on the following
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The Moderns were swiped right and left.

They rolled on the fisor, or retreated into corners.
a bed. Tommy Rocdd and Cock and Doyle put up a great fight, till they were overwhelmed by Classical pillows,

and went down, yelling and gasping. (See page 14.)

fL.eggett dived under

1y be regarded

as a Joke. i al who had
done it was v depending upon the
juct that he could not be discovered, and

bad no intention of taking the blame on his
own shoulders.,

“Blest if I see what we're called in for,”
Mornington remarked to his chums, as the

Nuts sauntere Hall. " We've
nothin’ to do
“Ahem! No 7 gaid Townsend.
“Nothin® at all,” grinned Feele.
“1 don’t see what you're grinnin’ at,”

growied Merningtor “1f the Head comes
down on the lot of us, I shall protest.”
“You!l” ejaculated Tophban
“Yes, certainly! I'm not standin’ it!”
“Qh, my hat!”
“You, by gum!
“Oh, Morny!”
Mornington gave the fat Classical a super-
cilious stare.
“What the dickens de you mean hy ealiin’
demanded. “Do you want

himed in Tubby Mufiin.

Tubby, with a fat
il the fellows that 1

tel
night when they left the

dorm.” i
Mornington starfed.
* You—you he began.
“Better keep civil—what!” grinned Muffin.
Kornington gave him & dark look, and

. into Hall with his chunis. Tubby Muffin
izned as he rolled in after them.
The Classical Fourth waited there for the
Hsad to arrive.
. Do Chisholm ¢
with Mr.
master of the Fourth.
The Head was looking
His eyes swept over the
waited uneasily for him to g
“Boys "—the Head’s voice was very deep—
“last night there was an unseemly disturb-
ance. Of the foolish scuffling hetween you
and the Modern juniors I should take no
notice, leaving it to your Form-master to
deal with. But a much mere serious thing
has oceurrcd. Mr. Manders was attacked in
his room by some reckless boy with a pillow.
That boy will be severely flogged—indeed, 1
may consider it my duty to cxpel him from

wer

in by the upper door,
Mr. Booties,” the

v stern.
lors, and they

1

Rockweod. I order that boy to come for-
ward.”

There was no movement.

The prospect of i
expelled, did not so
the unknown culprit.

The doctor’s brow grew stern as he waited
in vain. -

“You have heard me,” he said. “If the
boy does not come forward, 1 call upon the
others to give his name.”

The Classicals looked grim at that.

If they had known who the culprit was,
they would not have been inclined to give
his name. But, as a matter of fact, they did
not know.

Sterner and sterner grew the Head’s brow.

~8ilver, as head hoy in the Form, I ask
you—who was the boy who attacked Mr.
Manders in his room?

“1 don’t know, sir,” caid Jimmy.

“He left the dormitory with you?”

“Yes, sir, I suppose he did.”

“You did not see him leave the rest of the
party to go to Mr. Manders’ yoom?”

“No, sir. It was very dark. We had no
hight.” *

“Does anycne else know who it was?”

Silence.

+1 give the boy in question cne more oppor-
tunity to comie forward.”

No reply.

“Very well,” said the Head, ‘compressing
Lis lips. “The delinquent is somewhere in
the Classical Fourth Form. Tt is ccarcely
possible that his identity is tetally unknown
to the othere. Unless he is immediately given
up, punishment will fall vpon the whole
Form.” -

The Classical juniors were grimly silent.
They had expected as much. The pillowing
of Mr. Manders could not pessibly be passed
over unpunished.

“No one has anything to say?” rapped out
the Head.

Mornington stood forward.

“May 1 speak, sig?”

“You have information to give me?” asked
Dy. Chisholm.

“No, sir. But I protest against the whole
Form being punished.” E

“What!” thundered the Head.

“Mr. Manders knows that come of us never
ieft the dormitery at .all, sir,” said Morning-

red, and perhaps
seemn to entice

e

ton calmly. “It was one of those who went
out who pillowed Mr. Manders.”

“Indeed!” 2

“Mr. Manders will tell you so, sir.”

Dr. Chisholm glanced at the Modern master.

“That is so, sir!” said Mr. Manders. “I%
appears that half a dozen boys did not leave
the dormitory.”

“They may stand aside,” said the Head.

Mornington & Co. walked out of the ranks
of> the Classical Fourth, followed hy Tubby
Muffin.

A hiss from the rest of the fellows followed
them.

It was true that they had not taken part

in the raid, but it would have been cnly play:
ing the game to stand by the Form at- this
pinch.
_ “Bilence!” exclaimed Dr. Chisholm, frown-
ing. *“Silence, I say! Those boys who were
not concerned in this lawless affair will” nok
be punished. That is only just. The rest wiil
be severely punished, unless Mr. Manders'
assailant immediately comes forward.”

The Classicals looked at one another.

But no one came forward.

“Very well,” said the Head quietly. “All
holidays are stopped until the culprit is dis-
covered. Dismiss!”

“Oh, my hat!” ejaculated Lovell.

The Head rustied away.

With gloomy lcoks the
filed out of Hall.

They went into thes Form-room that morn-
ing in the lowest of spirits.

All holidays stopped meant havoe with the
games. It meant lines in the Form-rocm
while the rest of Rookwood enjoyed Wed-
nesday and Saturday afternoons in freedom.

It was a crushing sentence.

The juniors did not blame the Head mueh;
he was bound to take severe measures in the
case of an assault upon a master.

But they were bitterly angry with the un-
known raider who had been duffer enough to
pillow Mr. Manders, and jotter encugh to
keep silent and allow the whole Form to be
punished.

And they could not even guess who it was.

As it happened, that day was a half-
holiday, and that afternoon Jimmy Silver &
Co. sat in the Form-room and wrote out
Virgil. -

Classical Fourth
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. It was a heavy infliction. .
The Classicals jawed Jimmy Silver for ever
thinking of a pillow raid on the Moderns;

that was-one of the pleasures of being
icader. . =
But. above all things, they promised ter-

rific things to the unknown cad who refused
to own up and save the whole. FOxlﬂ from
detention.

Mornington & Co. enjoyed themselves that
afternoon. The detention of Jimmy Silver
& Co. added zest to their own freedem.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
“The Horn of Pleniy.
& Co. were coming

[$4 ORNY " ;
Mornington & Co. wi oming
3 m to tea when Tubby Muffin met

them in the passage.

Mornington gave the fat Classical a haughty
glance.

“Get aside!” he snapped.

“Roil away, sausage!” said Townsend.

“I want to speak to Morny,” said Tubby
ohstinately. ” L

“Well, the want's all on your side,” said
Moraington. “I don't want to speak to you.
Are you waiting to be kicke :

“You'd better not kick me, Morny,” gaid
Tubby significantly. “I dare say Jiminy
Silver would kick you if he knew what I could
tell him.”

Mornington gritted his teeth.

“You fat scoundrei!” he muttered.

Townsend & Co. exchanged glances, and
went on to Study No. 4; \Iornmgtou remained
with Tubby Muffin,

“Now, what do you want?’ asked the
dandy of the Fourth, between his teeth, his
eyes clittering at the fat Classical.

“Well, I'd like to come in to tea, if you
want to be fnendly said Tuhhy calmly.
“I'm quite willing to be friendly.”

“You were awake last night?”
Mornington.

Mufiin grinned and nodded.

“I thought you were sound asleep
fat rotter!”

“Well, I didn’t want to go raiding the
Moderns,” grinned Tubby. “Pain't i my
line, you know. I wasn't asleep, only snor-
ing. And after Jimmy Silver went, I saw
somebody else follow. He, he, he!”

“Suppose you did?” muttered Morningten.
“Suppose I went out to see how they were
getting on?”

“Suppose anything you like,” said Tubby
affably. SJimmy Silver might suppose some-
thing, too, if he knew you’d left the dor-
mitory after him.”

““T was there when he came back.”

“Yes, you'd been in bed about two seconds
when they came back,” chuckled Tubby. “If
they knew you’d been outside tha dorm while
they were away, they'd rather smell a mouse
—what !”

Mornington clenched his hands. He looked
as if he would hurl himself upon the fat
Classical.

Tubby backed away in alarm.

“No larks!” he said.

“Tell me what you want, you fat o,sfer"
snarled Mornington.

“Well, if you like to ask me to tea, I'll
come, Bless you, I don't bear any malice!”

“If you put your foot inside my study, I'll
throw you out on your fat neck!” said Morn-
ington :awcely

“If you're not gomg to be civil, Morny—-"

“0Oh, shut up!

“All right!” said Muffin. “I'll speak to
Jimmy Silver. He’'ll be out of the Form-room
soon. I dare say he’ll be glad to hear what
I have to say.”

“T'll give you five shillings to hold your
:meaking tongue!” mubtered Mornington at

muttered

you

Take it half-a-quid.”

“You ryree(ly little scoundrel—-"

“If you call me names, Mornington, I slmll
rafuse to have anything to do with you,
said Muffin calmly. “ As it is, 1 don't know

. whether I ought to keep your shady secret.
Jimmy Silver says a chap shouldn’t sneak,
and so I can’t give you away; but I don't
know whether I ought to tell the fellows—"

Mornington slid his hand into his pocket,
and a ten- shilling note was placed in Tubby's

fat fingers.

“Now hold your tongue, you fat brute!”
he snapped.

And the dandy of the Fourth walked away

to his study with contracted brows.
His secret was not very safe in the hands
of the chatterbox of "Rookwood, and he
" realised that very clearly
THE PENNY POPULAR.-—No, 56.
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Tubby Muffin chuckled, and ambled away,
and met the detained juniors as they came
pouring out of the Fourth-Form room.

“Had a rotten time, you chaps?”’ asked
Tubby sympathetically. L

“Oh, no; first ratel” groaned Lovell.

“Faith, we've been enjoying ourselves!”
grunted Flynn. “Sure, I wish I knew the
thate of the worruld who piliowed old
Manders! The ould baste deserved it, but
it’s nothing to what I'd give the silly
:palpeenm T could find him intoirely!” _

“Seems to be no chance of that,” said
Jimmy Silver. “But how long is this blessed
detention going on, I wonder?”

Tubby Muffin trotted after the
Four as they walked away.

‘]Lume to the tuckshop, you fellows,”

F21d

“Kh! What for?”

My treat, you know.’

‘Your treati” growled Lm’ell. “Gammon!
You mean you want us to pay for a feed
for y I've had some! Go and eat

and be
ction.

Fistical

he

1 sald Tubby loftily
ten-shilling note for

hat! Been robbing a ba ex-
ned Raby.
ome and have a feed,” said Tubby.
t’s my treat.” :
“Shouldn’t wder if he's boned that note

somewhere, 1 Higgs.
The stcrht of the impecunious Tubby in
was - surprising enough. But his hos-
ffer was dcoepted Tubby was
Genoullv hard- up, and seeking loans; but
when he happened to have any money, he
spent it royally. He liked seeing ‘other
fellows eat almost as much as he liked eat-
ing himself—though not quite.

Mornington’s ten-shilling note passed over
the counter, and old Sergeant Kettle handed
out tuck to its exact valuwe; it would not

have been like Tubby to put by even a
threepenny pie for ny day.

esides, Tubby re he could gt
a furt supply.

I a had known of Tubb
game, had called him a

Tubby would have
prised and pained. Tubby
with very keen perceptions.
His - idea was that Mornington ou;\,ht to
be punished for the ftrick he had played.
And how could he punish him better than
by <ing him shell out? Tt was, as it were,
of unp(mmf* fines upon him. That
1MH\|%kM at it.
said that he wou

very

was not ble

give t‘le m]p.‘
so Tubby econsider:
who the culprit w

As for owning up, Momington was toc
much of a cad to own up, in any case, what-
ever pressure was brought to bear on him,
so as far as that went, there was no use in
acquainting the Form with the facts.

And Tubby, in the generosity of his heart,
intended to stand a series of whacking feeds
to his Form-fellews as a compensation for
detention.

Therefore, everything in the garden, realiy,
was loxcly from Tubby Muffin’s pceculiar
point of view., Tubby would have submitted
to detention cheerfuily at any time for the
sake of a feed to follow. As for the foot-
ball-matehes that had to be postponed,
Tubby did not think muech of them at all.
Games were not much in his line.

After the feed in the tuckshop, Tubby
Muﬁ“m rolled away, feeling tery satisfied with
himself and things qenerally
13

E tion suddenly.

1t was after lessons on the follow-
ing day and the Fistical Four were saunter-
ing in the quadrangle.

They were discussing the mysterious affair
of the attack on Mr. Manders, and sur-

mising whom the unknown
possibly be.

s to tell Junmv

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
©Cn the Track.
'VE _got it!”
Jimmy Silver uttered that exclama-

“Well, if you've got 1t trot it out!” said
Lovell. “It beats me hollow!”
“Blessed dufters. we all were!” exeiaimed

Jimmy. “We took it for granted that it
was one of our pariy who mizzled off and
pillowed Manders.”

“Well, so it was, wasn't it?”

“How do we know it was?' demanded
Jimmy excitedly. “The cads of the Form
were all behind in the dorm. I can’t think
of any chap in our party who'd be mean

(Coptinued on next page.)

assailant could

Friday.
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tion, Mr.
rth at St.
There was

Jack

1dy
Dzrrur
cted with

who in
ms, D’ ArL

MF conna

iny
nothing
ll“ C

athom had
ten mmme~

nwrtlcula; “to do
the study door,
well-worn armet

Fuur’t{i, W
urned the ceor
time to

sage “just in see the Form
ast\,r step into the study.
“Hallo!” he exclaimed, “What
does Lathom want ther ke & Co.

are on the foofer-fi
“Have a sq

sugszestﬁd Gore.

to the door of Study No. 6,
eye to the keyhole.

's citting in the
e reported:

what Hallot”

£

chair, wait

Gore broke

Sy
off as.the elegant figure of Arthur Augustus

wonder

D’Arey, in immaculate football-gear, hove in
sight down the passage, eudenﬂ* makm?
for his gtudy. “Buck .Ip exclaimed Gore,
with a hurried grin. “I've got a wheeze!”

i towards

ment throug
“Yaas, wathah!
“Don’t! Don’t!
Gore gasped out
veice.,
“Why —w‘unt

‘Fly!" chimed ir
And the two young raseals bol
the passage, appnmwth panie-s

But Gore and Mellish knew their D Arey,
and they did not boit far.

Arthur Augustus, a little pale,
ing very determined, screwed his
more firmly into his eye.

He paused s moment, and disappeared
into an adjacent study, to reappear u
moment later armed with a heavy poker
and with a tablecloth wrapped round
left arm. Gore and Meliish nudged one
another in high glee.

D’Arey had his hand on the door of Study
No. 6 now, and stood listening a moment.
He braced himself for the effort, and, with
a yell like a wild Indian, suddenly hurled
himself into the room, with the poker up-
lifted in his hand.

The master, tired of waiting, was just abont
to open the study door from the inside when
it flew open, and D’Arcy dashed in.

The coneussion was tr‘mﬁc Zach staggered
back and saf down ha

“Boy" ga»ned Mr. L}thom

but lo
eyegl

“What—what!

“M-mum—DMr. Lathom!”

“ Wretched ~ oy' This
Form-master—"

“Oh, s-sir, I—I thought you were the mon-
ster!” gasped D'Arey feebly.

stuttered D’Arcy.
assault: upon y

r

Gore and Mellish, unable any longer to
contain their mirth, left at this juncture,
leaving the unfortunate Gussy the hard task
of convineing little Mr. Lathom that he was
not gmltv of intentional assault and  bat-
tery. It is true that the outraged Swell of
St.  Jim’s visited them subsequently, and
thumped -them hoth soundly. But the two
japers always maintained that it was worth
a few thumps torsee Arthur Augustus, poker
in hand, tackle the monster!
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The Outsider of the Fourth!

(Continued from precious page.)

enough to let us all be detained to get off
a lcking. But there were plenty of fellows
left in the dorm who are meau enough for
that or anything else.”

“My hat!” said Raby. “I never thought

of that.”
“But they stayed in the dorm,” said
Lovell. “They couldn’t have pillowed

Manders if they stayed in the dorm, you
know.”
Jimmy Silver
miringly. ;
“Did you work that out in your head?”
be asked. “My hat! What a brains”
“Look here, you silly chump—"
“My idea is that they didn’t all stay in

looked at his chum ad-

the dorm,” said Jimmy.

“Oh, T see!”

“Time you did,” agreed Jimmy Silver.
“Suppose one of those cads smeaked out

after us, and pillowed Manders just to get
us into a row?”

“Phew!™

“They wouldn’t have had the nerve,”
said Newcome, with a shake of the head.

“Well, that’s true of most of ’‘em,” ad-
mitted Jimmy. “Towny and Toppy and
Peele and Gower wouldn’t have pillowed
Manders at any price. But that rotter
Mornington has nerve enough for anything.”

“Well, that’s so.”

“And he was wild, because we were down
on him for slacking,” said Jimmy. “It’s
just one of his dirty tricks; killing “two birds
with one stone, you know. He pillowed
Manders, and got us gll into a frightful
T0W.”

“Yes. I know he doesn't like Manders.
Ianders reported him to Bootles for smoking
the other day.”

“And he doesn’t like us!”
Silver. “I've
he doesn’t.” .

Lovell drew a deep breath.

“The cad! Very likely it was Morning-
ton. Just one of his tricks. But if he went
out of the dorm, the others must know--
Tewny and the rest.”

“They’d keep it dark, of course.”

“And Mufin—-

“0Oh, Muffin was sleeping like a fat pi
But Towny & Co. know all about it,
they're keeping it dark.”

“If—if it’s the case!” said Raby doubt-
fully.

“Let’s go and hammer ‘em 2nd make ‘em
own up,” suggested Lovell.

“But perhaps they didn’t do it.”

“Well, they're cads, anyway; hammering
will do them good.”

“Something in that,” agreed Jimmy Silver,
“Anyway, we'll go and ask them some ques-
tions. No harm in that.”

The Fistical Four proceeded in search of
Mornington.

The Nuts of the Fourth were found in
No. 4 Study. There was a haze of cigarette-
smoke in the study when the Co. went in.
Mornington & Co. were amusing -themselves

grinned Jimmy
got rather an impression that

“But your room’s preferable to your com-

pany, dear boys; absolutely, you know.”
“We've come to ask you a question,

Mornington,” said Jimmy Silver.

“You can save your breath. I'm not
answerin’ any of your questions.”
“Did you leave the dorm on Tuesday

night 9

“ Nice weather we're havin’, ain’t we?” said
Mornington calmly.

“I've got an idea that you sneaked out
quietly after us, and pillowed old Manders
to get us into a row,” said Jimmy Silver.

Townsend & Co. -exchanged startled
glances. But the dandy of the Fourth did
not turn a hair.

“Is that the yarn you’re goin’ to spread
in the Fourth?” he asked, with a sneer. “1I
don’t think you’ll get anybody to believe it.”

“Then you didn't leave the dorm?”

“Find out!”

“That’s what I'm trying to do,” said

Jimmy ecalmly; “and if I have any more
of your cheek, Mornington, you’ll get a
thick ear! I'm pretty well fed-up with

you as it is.- Do you deny leaving the dorm
after we went out?” =

“Yes, I do!” snarled Mornington.

“You fellows were awake,” said Jimmy,
turning to Townsend & Co. “You know
whether Mornington went out or not.”

“Can’t you take Morny‘s word?” demanded
Towngsend.

“No fear.”

* He was in the dorm when you got back,”
said Peele.

“He could easily have got back before
us,” said Jimmy. “I want to know whether
you fellows know he went out.”

" Nothin® of the sort,” said Townsend.

“He was stickin’ in bed, like the rest of
us,” said Topham.

“You'll have to make up a better yarn
than that, you know,” i red Peele.

“As a matter of faet, pretty clear
to my mind who did it,” remark Morning-
ton coolly.

*Who, then?” exclaimed Jimmy.

“You!”

The captain of the Fourth started.

“I!” he exclaimed. 3

“Yaas, you! An’ I think you ought to
own up, and get the Form off detention,”
said Mornington.

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared the Nuts
The expression on Jimmy Rilve
them immensely.

“As it happens,” said Jimmy, very quietly,
“I can prove I wasn’t the chap. Some of
the, fellows were quite close to me all the
time.”

“You mean your pals stick to whatever
yarn you tell?” sneered Mornington.

“It looks to me as if you did it,” said

=

in chorus.
wce tickled

Jimmy, “and your precious pals are lying
about it to screen you.”

“Go hon!” yawned Townsend.

“But Y11 jolly well find out somehow!”
said Jimmy savagely.

“Oh, make up a better yarn!” urged

Mornington. “Make out that it was Smythe
of the Shell, or Beaumont of the Sixth, or
any fellow you don’t like, you know.”

Jimmy clenched his hands hard. At that
moment the study door opened, and Tubby
Muffin came in.
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mered Tubby. “I-T say, will you come to
the tuckshop with me?”

“Not with Mornington’s money!” growled
Jimmy Silver; and the Fistical Four lcit the
study, Tubby Muffin following a minute later
with five shillings in his podgy hand.

The fat Classical was making for the
stairs, en route for the tuckshop, when
Jimmy Silver’s hand fell on his shoulder.

“Come into mav study, Tubby,” said Jimmy
silver grimly. “I've got something to say to

“J—I'm in rather a hurry.”
“What is Mornington giving you money
for?”

“Only—only making
becausc—because we're
stammered Tubby.

Jimmy looked at him searchingly.

“Were you awake on Tuesday
Tubby?” he asked.

*“Oh, no; sleeping like a top.”

“You don’t know whether Mornington left
the dorm after we did?”

“How could I when I was asleep, you
know!” protested Tubby, in great alarm.
The horn of plenty was in danger.

“T can’'t understand Mornington giving you
money

“It’s only a loan, you know,” said Tubby
feebly.

“You never pay, and Mornington knows
»

little
you

me @
pals,

loan,
know,”

night,

it

“Oh, I say, you know

Tubby AMMuffin twisted himself away, and
ran down the stairs. Jimmy Silver looked
at his chums.

“It looks to me as if Mornington did the
trick, and Muffin knows,” he said. “But
there’s no getting the truth out of that fat
hounder. But we’ll find out somehow.” :

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Breought to Book.

113 T HAT do you want?”
/ Mornington " of the
snapped out that

savagely.

It was the next day, and Mornington was
alone in his study after lessons, with a
wrinkled brow and a savage expression. He
was conning over a little book hich eone
tained the records of Morny's sperting trans-
actions. Luck had heen going against the
dandy of the Fourth, and, ample as his
funds were, he had been cleaned out in his
latest gpeculation.

The geegee that Morny fancied had had the
bad taste to come in seventh instead of
first, and Morny’s cash had taken unto
itself wings and flown away.

The dandy of the Fourth was in-a =avage
temper. It was not the loss of the mdney—
that meant only a couple of days’ incon-
venience till he ohtained a fresh supply. But
he had a sense of defeat and bitter irrita-
tion, and he was in no mood t¢ be worried
by Tubby Muffin and his incessaut demands.

The look he turned on the fat Classical
alarmed Tubby a little. But he stuck to
his guns.

“If you're not going to be civil, Morny
he began.

“Get out of my study!”
“Ahem! Can you lend me ten bob?”
“Noy 1 can’t 1! =

Fourth
question

in_their own peculiar fas “I say, Morny, old chap, can you lend “Well, I'll make it five,” said Tubby
Mornington gave the vis insolent | me* five bob?” he asked, before he noticed | generously. “I'l make five do until to-
look. i that the Fistical Tour, were in the study.| morrow. There!”
“I don’t remembgr askin’ you to call,” he Mornington gritted his teeth. “I'm stony!” growled Morningten, “I've
remarked. “Qh, you fat rotter!” he snapped. had bad luck. Get out!”
“You’'ll excuse me,” observed Townsend. “Oh, I—I didn’'t see you fellows!” stam- Tubby grinned.
= = S A e
[l

PART 1.
Just Qut!

The mest complete work of  reference
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“0Oh, don't be funny, you know,” he re-
marked. “I wondered how long it would
be befare you started that yarn. It won't
do for me, I can tell you.”

“If's the trath, you fat cad!”

Tubby chuckled.

“You started telling the truth?” he

grinnped. “My hat! Who was it said the
age of miracles was past?”

“Will you get out of my study?” said
Mornington, with a dangerous glitter in his
eyes,. “I tell you I've got no money for
youd"”

“Upon the whole, Mornington, 1I'm afrald
I can’t keep your shady chret any lenger,”
said Tubby. “The fellows are all going to he
detained again to-morrow afternoon, and it's
really too bad! I reih) think I'd better
speak to Jimmy Silver.”

“1 shall have some more money on Mon-
day,” muttered Mornington.

“Oh, don’t .gammon, you know! Can you
lend me ten bob, or can’'t you lend me ‘ten

bob?” said Muﬂn pemlsh\y
“And how long is this going on?” said
Mornington throurrh his set teeth. “You've

had about three nounds out of me so far.”

“If you put it like that, Momy, I sha'n't
accept another loan from you!” saud Tubby,
with an assumption of dmuty “I'm willing
to treat you as a pal, but I don’t want any
caddish remarks, I can tell you!”

“You blackmailing young hound!” hissed
Mom'un’ton “I won't give you another
penny'! But I'll tell you what I will give
you—I'll give you a thumping 111d,ngr rmd if
you say a word about me I'l give you
another!”

“Here, I say—yah!—hands off!” yelled
Tubby, In alarm.

Morningson was upon him with the spring
of & tiger.

He 'rmsped the fat Classical, and hurled

him on the rug. Then he smtcned up a
walking-cane.,

Whack, whack, whack!

The cane came down on Tubby Muffin's

plump person with all the force of Morning-
ton’s arm. Morny appeared to be under
the impression that he was beating a carpet.
Tubby Muffin roared and yelled.
Lash, lash, lash, lash!

“Yow-ow-ow!” rtoared Tubby, “Help!
Yooop! Rescue, Jimmy Bilver! Help!
Yooop !” :

Lash, lash, lash!

Mornington’s savage, uncontrolled temper
had {full rein now. He lashed at the
wriggling, writhing, fat junior with savage
energy.

A flogging by the Head would have been
mild to that terrific thrashing.

Tubby’s yells rang the length of the Fourth
Form passage as he writhed under the savage
lashes of the cane.

The door opened, and Townsend came in

hurriedly.
“What the thunder!”™ he exclaimed.
“Morny! Stop it! Are you mad?”

Lash, lash, lash!

“The cad's come
again!” hissed Mornington.
that it doesn’t pay!”

“Yaroooh! Help!
screamed Tubby.

“You brute!” roared Jimmy Silver, rushing
into the study. “What are you doing? Leb
Muftin alone—at once!”

£ Keep off !I” shouted Mornington savagely.
“You'll get some if you chip in bere, Jimmy
Silver!”* =

Jimmy rushed at hlm without replying.

Mornington lashed at him with the cane,
and Jimmy caught the blow on his left arm.

here to bla kmail me
I'll teach him

Yah! Reseue!”

The next moment Mornington was in his
© grasp.

“Now, you cad—-"

Jimmy pommelled and punched, and

pu]x;chcd and pommelled with hearty good
wi

Mornington's yells ‘were almost as loud as
Tubby’s.

“Go it,
delight.

“Give the cad beans!”

“Cave!” yelled Rawson from the passage.
“Here comes Bootles!”

“Leok out, Jimmy!”

But Jimmy Silver and Mornington were
fighting fiercely, and neither of them heeded
the warning.

Jimmy” sang out Lovell, in great

Mr. Bootles came whisking along the
passage with rustling gown and frowning
br He stared into Study No. 4 in

ic wrath. S
hat—what!” he e¢jaculated. “Bilver!?

Mornington! Cease this at once!”
THE PENNY POPULAR.—NO, 58.

The combatants

separated, flushed and
panting. :

“What does this mean?” thundercd Mr.
Booties.

“Yow-ow-ow-ow!” roared Tubby Muffin.
“Help! Ow! Yow! I'm killed! Look at
me! Yow-ow-ow-ow-ow !”

“What is the matter with you, Muffin?

Has anyone been ill-using you?”
“Yow-ow-ow ! That beast Mornington!”
wailed Tubby. “He was larruping me with

a stick, and Silver stopped him! Yow-ow!
Wooop !”
“Bless my soul!” exclaimed Mr. Bootles.

“Mornington, I have spoken to you several
times about your temper. You have been
ill-using a smaller boy. I could hear Muffin’s
cries from my study—"

“Because 1 knew he pillowed Manders!”
yelled Tubby Muffin. “I told him I'd tell
Jimmy Silver, and so I will!”
“What—what?”

“0Oh, by gad!” murmured Townsend.
Mornington locked savage and sullen. It
was but now, but the hardened young rascal
d was prepared to face the music.
! Is it possible——"
ked out of the dorm and pillowed
Manders!” yelled Tubby Muffin. “Townsend
knew. They were cackling over it when
Morny came back. Towny knows, and Top-
ham and Peele—they all knew! Yow-ow-ow-
ow!”

“Mornington, is this true?”
Mornington gritted his teeth
replying. s
“Townsend! Answer me ateonce!
you aware that Mornington was guilty of that
outrage, as Muiffin states?”

Townsend stammered.

instead of

“I—I couldn't give a chap away, sir,”
he mumbled. .

“Possibly so. But 1 demand to know the
truth now. Answer me!”

Townsend looked at Mornington.

“IHs all up Morn he muttersd. “It’s
your own fault! Why couldn't you let
‘\qufn alone. you fool?”

ington burst into a savage laugh.
true!” he said. eak-kneed

“Those w
ads would give me away now that Muffin
lnu told tales! Bah! I don't care!”

“I think you will be made to care, Morn-
ington,” said Mr. Bootles drily. “You will
follow me to the Head now! Vou also,
Townsend and Muffin.”

And DMr. Bootles marched away majes-
tically, with the three juniors at his heels.

Jimmy Silver whistlied.

“Well, the game's up now,” he remarked.
“That fat rascal knew all the time, and
he was getting money out of the other cad.”

“Rather a dangerous game to play with a
fellow like Mornirgton,” grinned Lovell.
“Tuhby doesn't seem to have made it pay,
in the long run.’

“He's rrot a little more than he bargained
for!” chuckled Raby. “Serve him jolly well
right!”

The juniors agreed that Tubby Muffin had
got very little more than he deserved. Morn-
ington was also getting what he deserved
now. The culprit having been discovered, the
Head proceeded to administer severe justice.

The flogging Mornington received in the
Head's study was a record. Even the tough
and hardened Morningten was squirming
painfully as he crawled away after it, and
that evening his temper was so savage that
his study-mates were driven from his study.

But, with the exception of Mornmgton,
the Ciassical Fourth rejoiced. The sentence
of detention was withdrawn, and on Satur-
day afternoon Rookwood Juniors played foot-
ballI once again. So all was well that ended
well.

THE END.

NEXT FRIDAY'S

Grand, Long Story of
Roockwood is entitled:

“THE ROOKWOOD
STORES.”
DO NOT MISS IT!
Order Your Copy Now!
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Looking for Trouble!

A Gomplete Tale of Arthur Augustus
D’Arcy of St. dim’s.

Lo RE’s the toff!”
That remark fell upon the ears
cf Arthur Augustus D’Arey, the

Swell of St. Jim’s, as he halted

outside the village tucn\shop at Rylcombe,
uudl

A group of urchins, with a thic set
at their head, surveyed him with
grins and loud guffaws.

“Bai Jove!” murmured Gussy.

‘Bai Jove!” mimicked the crowd.

“Don’t 'e look the part!”

“Nob ’alft”

Arthur Augustus elevated his chin a trifle
and sauntered elegantly off in the dncctm.}
of St. Jim’s.

As he did so, one youth more daring than
his fellows, swept his shining silk topper
off his head, and before Gussy could grasp
the situation, his topper—the pride of his
eye—was doing duty as a football!

“You young wascals!” he*
angrily. “TI'lL 2

Words failed the Swell of St. Jim's. It
was a time for action. And, with a rush, he
dashed into the thick of the laughing group
to rescue his topper.

“Give me my toppali! Yow-ow!”

The urchins had taken the St. Jim’s junior
at his word, and the topper, which by this
time was looking decidedly the worse for
wear, was jammed on to his head like a
cheap concertina. It had collected quite a
quantity of mud in its short life as a foot-
*hall, and that mud began to stream down
Gussy's aristocraticefeatures.

Arthur Augustus’ noble blood was up, and
when the blood of a Vere de Vere is stirred,
things begin to happen. His left fist swept
out, -and one of the urchins reeled back,
clasping his nose tenderly.

he remainder of the youthful jokers, not
liking the new aspeet of affairs, backed away
hastily, with the exception of their leader.

The bullying instinct was predominant in
Jim Bosworth, and he thought the oppor-
tunity a favourable cne for establishing him-
self in-the good graces of his following.
He was a new arrival at the village,
had announced his intention of carrying ou
an open warfare with the St. Jim's juniors.

“Look ‘ere, you guy,” he began, “I don't
allow any of you college dummies to lay
‘ands on any of my friends; so take that!”

“That” was a vicious right-hander, which,
if it had landed, would have laid Gussy
low. But Arthur Augustus stepped away to
safety, and before Bosworth could regain his
balance a straight left caught him Tull be-
tween the eyes.

The village bully, with a snort of rage,
hurled himself on the Swell of St. Jim's, and
the two, locked in a-close embrace, pummelled
each other unmercifully.

When they parted, however, it was
Bosworth’s eye that had suddenly assumed
a shady colour aproaching black, and it was
his nose that seemed flattened to his face.

“ Knock 'im out!” howled his following.

But that was easier said than done.

The St. Jim’s junior met all his wild
rushes with a coolness that was astounding,
and Bosworth was already beginning to re-
pent of his hastiness.

‘fhud!

Bosworth went down to a beautifully-placed
right, which taught him on the point of the

exclaimed

jaw.

Arthur Augustus stepped back, waiting
for his opponent to rise; and the bully,
urged on by- the jeers of the villagers,

scrambled to his feet.

Thud!

He was the redplcnt of a straight Ieft
which shook every bone in his body, and with
a grunt, he sank to the ground again.

This time even the caustic remarks of his
friends failed to bring him to his feet.

“Had emough?”’ asked Gussy.

“Groough! Yes!” muttered Bosworth.

And with a parting stare at the villagers
grouped round their fallen champion, Arthur
Augustus dusted himself down, and sauntered
back to St. Jim’s, convinced that he had
served out a severe rebuff to the bu‘!v

The lesson had the desired effect, for from
that .day the 8t. Jim’s juniors were never
molested, and some time later, news reached
the schodl that Bosworth had teft Rylcombe.

THZ END,
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OF INTEREST TO EVERYBODY.

There is a new and very special feature in
the * Greyfriars Herald,” ¢h I hope all my
chums will duly note. This consists of the
Greyliriars Cartoons, drawn by Frank Nugent.
There will be three sketehes each week, and
among the celebrities to be dealt with are
Billy Bunter, Sammy Bunter, Dutton, Inky,
Peter and Alonzo Todd, Wun Lung, and &
crowd of Third Form fags.

I am pretty sure there will he an extra
rosh for the “ Greyfriars-Herald ” as a result
m this new attraction, so make sure of your
¥rank Nugent has donme this wark
Of course, that goes without say-
ing, for if Le had failed in this respect he
would never be allowed to introduce his
cartoons.

I expect many cartoonists would be glad
of the chance of depicting Billy Bunter. He
le himself to the business of amiable
caricature, and is really assort of plum for a
comic artist. Just see the new treatment of
the porpoise by Frank Nugent, R.A.—Regular
Artist!

——

JACK CORNWELL, V.C.

Well, if you %k we can hear too much
ol the hoy hero of the Battle of Jutland, you
are mistaken; but you could not l‘Oi\lh‘y
suggest such a thing. I want to draw the
attention of all my chums to the splendid
opportunity afforded them of obtaining the
oreat work of art which depicts the brave
action of Cornwell. The picture is one to give
pleasure for a lifetime.

1 have received one or two letters from
readers who told me they did not under-
stand the competition! I cannot eredit that!
All that is needed is to send in six names of
non-readers of the Companion Papers. It is
the simplest thing in the world, and you
receive a picture which should occupy a place
in every home. e

SHIPS, SHOES, AND SEALING-WAX.

These are just a few of the subjects which
are dealt with in my letters. There is plenty
about ships, as so many of my echums get
bitten by the thought of the rolling main.
They see the romantic side, but once aboard
the lugger the romance slips back into its
right proportions. I have heen giving advice
about going to sea for long. years past. It
is a business to be talked over with friends,

-wliy he felt angry.

YOUR EDITOR IS ALWAYS PLEASED TO HEAR FROM

HIS READERS. Address:

POPULAR,”

for there is the question cof fitness, ete., and it
isoften a pity for a fellow to down tools when
he is in a good berth, and hie for the main
just because of a sort of fancy that way, or
a quarrel, or something else triviall

There iz another point my attention is
drawn to by a disgruntled correspondent.
Please note this, He was only chagrined for
one thing. He popped his head into the
PENNY Pop.  What, no Chat? hat was

Could I have a double
a fortnight? That's what
l like the notion that he likes Chat;
cial oceasions—say, when
! so streng that he over-
will appear rtegularly. I am
much obliged to my chum in Bilston.

dose of Chat on
he asks.

KEEPING PETS.

Can we have articles in the Companion
Papers about pets? I am afraid not. There
is no room. If I once started such a feature
there would be an endless procession of pets.
Fellows who have taken up with hippo-
potami, and other cheery little animals, would
be asking for information-as to what to feed
their favoprites on. 1 mentioned the port-'
manteau-like beast because I happened upon
the neat little rhyme concerning him the
other day:

& bank clerk descend-

“He thought he saw

% % THuS:
again, and saw it was -a
hippopetamus.
“If this should stay to dine,’ he said,

‘there won't be much for us! ”

But I would like to give little items about
Nature now and then, even if regular articles
are ruled out—as they are, for lack of room.
The fellow who likes animals is kind to them,
and has selved one of the riddles of life. I
am glad my chums feel that way as regards
all tlmws great and small. They are om the
right road-there,

A CAPITAL IDEA.

A correspondent who lives up in the
Madame Tussaud region has hit on a good
notion—namely, turning the pictures in the

' Companion Papers into a jigsaw puzzle by

means of her brother’s fretsaw.

Many thanks to Miss Germaine for her
letter and the suggestion. She is advertising
the papers and providing much fun at the

THE FLEETWAY HOUSE,
STREET; LONDON, E.C. 4.

THE ‘“PENNY

EDITOR,
FARRINGDON

same time., You know how s
speak of jigsaws—th hate them, ete.,
then next moment ti lean forward, mnk
restions, and get rossed in the busin
e arc far worse thin il
: a first-rate amusement,

some cynical folks

nd

THE PORTSMOUTH TOUCH.

—\n gnthusmst at Pon.pm asks me what I
mouth. W cli i
ain fact i

smouth team is w it
pected from the great town w hic
quarters of the British Navy. My corres-
pondent will forgive me if i say no more.
Comparisons are bad, but we all know what
the men of Portsmouth can do.

“For Portsmouth always played the gar
And every footballer will tell you the

GOGCD NEWS FRONM KENTISH TOWN,

A Joyal and valued correspondent in North
Tondon speaks of the grand stories in the
PEXNY Pop. I am much obliged to her,

“The flowers that bloom in the spring, tra la!
May have nothing to do with the case;
But each week the yarns in the ‘ Popular’

Most certainly win in the race!l”

FRENCH, GERMAN, AND RUSSIAN

SPOKEN.
Mr. John W. Fergusson writes from 26,
Bank Street, Cambuslang, Scotland, to say
that he has a working acquaintance with

French, German, and Russian, and will be
pleased to give lessons in same, the money to
go to the funds of the Discharged and
Demobilised Soldiers’ Association.

Mr. Fergusson is a valued correspondent of
mine, and I wish him all success.

L

MOUTH ORGANS BEATEN

All the Iatest tunes can bs played
cn ths Chella-phone,
Poeket
{unes ean be correctly played in

The only match size, 12/6 and

instrument on  which

BOXING GLOVES 7/6

per set of four (with I?Eeﬁup palm, 12/6). Tan. Caps, Best, 16/6. Footbalis,
/
on all.—TOM CARPENTER, 69, Morecambe Street, Walworth, S.E. 17.

Money returned if not satisﬂsd Postage Ed

any key. Soldiers and 8ailors lova
it, "Knocks the German mouth
organintc acockedhat.” Postires, /6 each; better
quality, withBilver fittings, 2/8, ‘fyom the maker,

R. FIELD (Dept. 33), Hall Avenue, HUDDERSFIELD,
NERVOUSNESS is the greatest drawback in life to any man or woman, If

you are nervous, timid, low-spirited, lack self-confidence,
will-power, mind concentration. blush, or feel awkward in the presence of others,
gend 3 penny stamps for particulars ‘of the Mento-Nerve Strengthening Treat-
ment, used in the Navy, fro}rr{x Vice-Admiral to Seaman, and in the Army from

_ Qolonel to Private, D.S.0.’ C.’s, M.M.'s, and D.0.M.’s.—GODFREY ELLIOTT
SMITH, Ltd., 527, Imper ial Buildings, Ludgate Olrcus London, B.0. &

*: SMOKE-PAINTING ! ”

simple. Something New, Someﬂnng Dxﬂerencl Instruction Book onl
SHILLING.—~HAROLD W. FISHER, Publisher, 24, Crossley Terrace,

Latesf, Novelty. Provides endless enjoy-

ent., Instructive, unique, fascinating,
ONE
falifax.

Send $/6 for Bample Model.

“RECO” MODEL AEROPLANES
ARE THE BEST.

Flies 200 yards. FullyIllus«
trated Catalogue of Aeroplanes and Parts, 1/-, Posb Free,

“RECO,” 110, Old Street, London, E.C.1.
VENTRILOQUISM. fé%%‘és&?é“w‘i’e‘ﬁ“‘é‘%’r’“ﬁo‘?ﬁ‘dﬂ:’%‘éﬁai’é‘itfﬁmﬁ%‘%

amusing dialogues, Also 50 Magic Card Tricks {with insiructions) Lot 1/
post free—IDEAL PUBLISHING COMPANY, Olevedon.

80 MAGIC TRICKS, [iysors iz s

free, 1/-—T. W HARRISON, 239, Pentonville Road, London, N.1,

PHOTO POSTCARDS, 1/3 doz., 12 by 0 ENLARGEMENTS, 8d.
4180 CHEAP PHOTO MATERIAL. CATALOGUE AND SAMPLES
FREE. HACKETTS, JULY ROAD, LIVDRPOOL
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TAKE CARE OF YOUR HAIR.

Lk)\il

03

Adopt the Popular and Beneﬁc:ai “Harlene Hair-Driil.”

1,000,000 COMPLETE “HAIR-DRILL” Quifits FREE TO READERS.

IF you are worried about the condition of your hair, if it
is weak, out, or

impoverished, falling affected vﬂ;h
seurf, drynais, or over-greassiness, do
as millions of others (both raen and
women) have done, and try “ Harlene
Hair - Drill,”  the delightful toilet
exercise and unfailing remedy for

ell hair defects,

A short course of Hair-Dzill will
quickly convines you of the wonderful
benefits to be derived from its daily
practice, and the opportunity is fre(,ly
offered to you in the unique Four-
Told Gift Outfit deseribed below.

HERE IS THE 4-FOLD GIFT.

1. A Boitle of ““Harlene,”” the frue
figuid food and tonic for the hair,
which stimulates it to new growth.

2. A Packet of ° Cremex ”’ Sham-
poo-Powder, which prepares the head
for ¢ Hair-Drill.”

8. A Bottle of * Uzon *’* Brilliantins,
which gives a-final fouch of beaunty to
the hair.

4. A copy of the new edition of the
¢ Hair-Drill ** Manual of instruction,

Write in the first place for one of the 1,000,000 *“Harlene
Hair-Drill ” Outfits, and prove 1ts efficacy for yourself froe of
personal expense.

MILLIONS PRACTISE “ HAIR-DRILL.”

Millions of men and women now practize “ Harleno Hair-
Drill ”* daily. They have tested and proved that this unigue
preparation, “Harlene,” and its

tion,
defects,

Reﬂect on the condmon of your hair,
scurf, dryness, over-greasiness, and begins to fall oiit and
hecomes brittle, thin and weak, it needs the beneficial treat- Harlene, Ltd.,
ment of Harlene Hair-Driil to give new heaith and strengthto
theimpoverished hair roots. Send for a free trial outfitto-day.

agreeable method of spplica-

“ Hair-Drill,” is  the surest way to overcome all hait
and that it is also the easiest way to ensurs the
perfect growth of long silky, beau.
tiful hair in abundance, glossy and
bright.

‘ HARLENE " FOR MEN ALSO.

Men, too, find that “Harlens ™~
Prevents Secalp Irritatiop, Drynese.
and a tendency to Baldness. It is
no exaggeration to say that millions
of men and women in all walks of
lifoe practise the refreshing end
beneficial “ Hair-Drill ¥ daily, and
so preserve hair-health and beauty.

After a free trial you can alwaw*
obtain further supplies of < Harlens ”
at 13, 14d., 2s. 9d., and 4s. 9d. per
bottle; * Cremex Shampoo Pow-
ders - at ls. 13d. per box of seven
shampoos (single packets 2d. each};
¢ Uzon " Brilliantine at 1s. 13d. and
-2¢, 9d. per bottle, from all Chemists
and Stores, or direct frormn Edwe
20, 22, 24, and 2
Lamb’s Conduit Street, W.C.1.
EEARILENE” GIFT COUPrON,
Dntm; and post to EDWAlsz' HARLENE, Ltd., 20, 22, 24, sud 26, Lamb's

CGondu . London,
D i —Tlease send rne yor

When it is attacked by

| Write your

‘Y1 coupon to i ept.”
i

r Boys, be Your Own Printers 1

and make extra pocket-money by using.
THE PETIT “PLEX” DUPLICATOR.

Makes pleaging numerous copies of NOTE-
PAPER HEADINGS, BUSINESS CARDS,
SPORTS FIXTURE - CARDS SCORING
CARDS, PLANS. SCHOOL PUBLICATIONS,
DRAWINGS, MAPS, MUSIC, SHORT:
HAND, PROGRAMMES, NOTICES, etc., in
& variety of pretty colours, Send for one
T0-DAY. Price 6/6 complete with all sup-
plies. Foreign orders, 1/6 extra,—

B. PODMORE & Co., Desk P.P., Southport.
= And at 67-69, Chancery Lane, London, W.C. 2.

NERVOUSNIESS
CTURED COMPLETELY.

If you are mervous in company, if you redden up when spokan to by
gtrangers or superiors, if your bashfulness is causing you to miss
-golden  opportunities in social or business life, here iz a Mmessages
of hope, & guarantes of cure complete and permanent. By My System
of Treatment you can guite certainly be cured in one week and in your
pwn home. My System gives you perfect nerve control and self- confidence.
¥f you suffer from Nervousness, Tumdxty, or Heart Weakness,
swrite now for full particulars of By System of Private Home
Treatment. Bent FREE privately if you mention PENNY Porrran.

Address, fpecialist, 12, All Szints Road, 3t. Anno’s-on-San.

REE“’"’

b Ty T Gatalogue {
Post Free. Blg L

Bargains fro
All Watches (Big Reduc

8.

Post Free
' tiomsy), Jewollery, Useful Goods, Novelties
Big Bargains in all

Toys, etc., ete., ete,
Departments, Ton't Miss Thist

- PAIN'S

Presonts

House,

Dept. 214,

Hastings.

(Estabd. 1889,) Wi

AR Pack edFre Camag'e?a)d I‘zj‘ ot Du_‘?s Fres Trm}
A1 LOWEST GASH PRIGES. EAS\" PAYMENT TERMS.

Profits. 5anst‘xcmn

AT CLE. ARANCE SALE
of Second-hand (,5 cles. Thousands of Fovernment
Cycles—B.S.A;, HUMBER LYIGH, ROVuR,
SwWip T e*c many as good as newaall
ready for ndxrg No able offer re . Writs
for Free LM and Special O

CYCLE COMPANY, Incorpd.
Dept. 130Q, BIRMINGHAM,

sARE YOU SHORT?

1t o, let the Girvan System help you to increass
gc\u’ height. Mr. Briggs reports an increasa of
inches; Driver E. F. 3 inches; BMr. Batoliffs 4
inches; -Miss Davies 3% inches; Mr. Lindon 8
inohes; Mr. Ketley 4 finches; Miss Lecdell 4
inches. This system requires only ten minutes
morning and evening, and greatly improves thes
heaith, physique, and carriage. No appliancy
of drugs. Send 3 penny stamps for further DL
ticulars and £100 Guarantee t0 Enquiry Depﬁ
AMP 17, 8troud Green Road, London,

By~ Bools—

Q\‘. ercoats, Shoes,

MEA

Suits, Raincoats, (hom h Coats, Costumes, and
er & Gold Pocket and Wrist W, at(hcu Rings, Jow-
¢C., On easy terms. 30/- worth 5/-monthly ; 60/ wortl 10/-
monthly : &e. CATATOGUE Jﬁ'PEL Foreign applicationsinv ited,
MASTERS, Ltd., 6, Hope Stores, RYE, Estd. 1869.
7d, (success cortain); 30 Card Tricks, 7d.; 60 Con-

VENTRILOQ‘"SM juring Trick sb"d '500 Riddles, Jokess 7d. Lot 2/

carriage paid.~WONDER CO., Publishers, 50 Arcade, We\ton«supei-Male

CUT THIS OUT

" Penny Popular,” PEN COUPON Value 2d,

‘lend this coupen with P.0. for only 5/- direct to the Fleet Pen 1.
119, Fleet St., London, E.C.4. In return you will receive (post fwe) u
plenmd Brmsh Made 14-ct. Gold Nibbod Fleet Fountain Pew, value 10/, If

rihe each whi count as 2d. off the pr 1ce 80 you may

£ y
1 mpom and only 3/-- 8ay whether you want a fin nedmm or broad
1ib. This greal offer is made to introdiice .the falé Fleot Pon to ths
1 ENNY PoPULAR readers. (Foreign postage exira.) Satisfaction guaranteed
or cash returned, Special Safety Model, 2/- extra.

Printed and published every 'I‘musdaﬁ by th% Proprietors, The Amalgamated Press, Limited, The Tleetway House, Tarringdon -Street, London, E.C, 4
Gd

Advertisement offices: The Flectwoa
Abroad {except South Africa and A alasia
tole Agenls for Australia and Néw Zealand:

ouve arringdon Street,

London, E. o4
10d. per annum; 4s. 5d. for six months, - {
srg, Gordon & Goteh, LM i aud for Canada, The Imperial News ©

Sulwvnptwn rates

per Mmum fm six moenths,
th Aﬁr + Pae Cer News Agency, Lid.
Suturday, Yebruary lth, 1030,
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