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o - °THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Mauly’s Unlucky Bay!

LANG, clang! 2
The rising-bell rang out sharply on
the morning air.

In the Remove dormitory at Grey-
friars there was a great deal of.  muttering
and grumbling and lamentation.

For the morning was piercingly cold, and
it twas much more comfortable in bed than
out.

Clang, clang, clang!

“Gosling seems to take a frenzied delight
in tugging that bell-rope!” growled Harry
Wharton. “He doesn’t like turning out in
the cold himself, but he takes consolation
from the fact that we've got to turn out,
too!”

“Just hark at him!” said Nugent. “Any-
body would think the school was on fire!”

Only one fellow in the dormitory seemed
to welcome the rising-bell. That was. Bob
Cherry.

Bob was always ecarly astir, no matter
what the climatic conditions might be; and
this particular morning was no exception.
He sprang lightly out of bed. and proceeded
to dress in the half-light of the February
morning.

“Tumble out, vou lazy slackers!” he said
chidingly. “It’s a topping day!”

“@Groo i? :

“It’s perishingly cold!”
= L a good mind to advocate to the
Head.,” qaid Peter Todd, “that rising-bell
should be postponed till midday.”

“If you advecated a reform of that sort,
Toddy, the Head would advocate a jolly good
i 1g!” said Vernon-Smith.

Tavine donned most of his garments, Bob
started te perform a series of
sical jerks.” He thrust his arms for-
and outward and upward with great
and in one of the outward move-
ts he contrived, either by accident or
smite Biily Bunter on the nosc.
funior emitted a fiendish yell.
Jaroooooh ! Cherry, you beast, if it
vt so jolly eold I'd get out of bed and
ghter you!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

The idea of Billy Bunter, the fat and
flubby Owl ¢l the Remove, slaughtering Bob
Cherry was decidedly ammnsing.

“Out you get, porpoise !’ said Boh.

Rather than remain in bed
another swipe from Bob Che:
Bunter turned out.

Oue by one the juniors vacated their snug
heds, and when Wingate of the Sixth looked
into the dormitory five minutes later only
one bed was occupicd.

Lord Mauleverer, the slacker and dandy of
the Remove, had not even heard the harsh
clanging of the rising-bell. He was still fast
asleep, with a smile on his aristoeratic
features, as if he were enjoying an amusing
dream.

“Mauleverer!”
sharply.

No sound came from the schoolboy earl,
save that of measured breathing.

The captain of Greyfriars strode towards
Mauly’s bed, and shook the slumbering
junior.

It was not a gentle shaking, and in a few
seconds Lord Mauleverer opened his eyes.

“Yaw-aw-aw! Wharrer marrer?” he mur-
mured drowsily.

“Pime you were up and dressed,” sqid
gate. Put a jerk into it!” T

“Risin’-bell hasn't sounded y

“It sounded ages ago! you going to
out, or do you want me to piteh you

gt

rapped out

1t?
Lord Mauleverer blinked sleepily at the
captain of Greyfriars.

“I say, Wingate, don’t be hard on
fellow, begad! Just another forty winks——o

For answer, Wingate exerted his strength,
and the bedclothes descended to the floor in
a tumbleli heap, with Mauly on top of
them.

aving. as he thot
slacker of the Remove,
dormitoery.

No sooner had he gone than Lord Maule-
verer closed his eyes, aud calmly relapsed
into slumber—on the ﬂoor![

“My only aunt!” exclaimed Dennis Carr—
who was back again at Greyfriars after his
London adventur “Mauly's about the
slackest slacker who over slack T ican
clearly see that I shall have to reform him!”

“You’ll have a job,” said Beb Cherry. “1've
often tried to reform Mauly myself, hut it’s
N.G. He was born tired, and you'll. be a
WOnde!‘fué feliow if you can make a hustler

Are.”

g
0

fully roused the
te quitted the

t,

- hear 7 o

A MAGNIFICENT LONG

COMPLETE STORY OF

HARRY WHARTON & CO.
OF GREYFRIARS.

« By.

FRANK RIGHARDS.

Dennis Carr glanced at the slumbering form
of his study-miate; then he
washstand and procured a sp
plunged into eold water.

“This ought to do the trick,” he mur-
muraed, as he approached Maul

“Steady on!” said Bob Cherry. “You're
cribbing my pet methods of rousing slackers.
The sponge stunt was invented by me, and
it's copyright in the United States of America
and throughout the civilised world.”

“Ha, hag hat!”
1er 1. Fish bristled up at this.

Are yvou trying to make out that we're
not civilised in the States?” he demanded.

“Well, if you're a fair sampls of an
American citizen, T should say that the
people in the States were a set of bloated
barbarians !” said Bob Cherry.

“Ha, ha, hal”

Fortunately for the United States, Fisher
Tarleton Fish was not a fair sample of
Ameriean youth. True, there were feilows
just like him on the other side of the herring-
pond, but, happily, they were in the minority.

Before Fish could think out a suitable
retort, a sudden yell rang through the Remove
dormitory. +

Dennis Carr was engaged in squeezing the

nge, which he

sponge over the noble features of Lord
Mauie , with dire results to that youth.

Mauly was swamped, his bedclothes were
swamped, and the conditions were far too
uncomfortable fon him to remain where he
was. He staggered to his feet, and shook
himself like a drenched terrier.

“Ow! You hialf-drowned me, hegad!®
he spluttered.

“Serve you joliy well righ said Dernig
Carr. “I may not be captain of the Remove
any longer, but I still share your study, and
I mean to bring you up in the way you
should go. 1'm not going to have people
pointing to our study and saying that it's
a Home for Born-tired Slackers. You've got
to buck up, Mauly, and I'm going to help
you do it. You'll probably have a rough
passage; but I must be cruel, only to bhe

B

Shivering and reiuctant, Lord Mauleverer

started to dress.

“ knew somethin® like this would happen,”
he d. “It’s Friday, an' Friday's my un-
tucky day.”

(Copyright in the Unied States of Americw.)

pped to the -
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“How s0?” asked Squiff.

“Well, I was born on a Friday; I came
to CGreyfriars on a Friday; I had my first
tickin’ on a Friday—likewise my first impot—
an’ I expect I shalt shufflie off this mortal
coil on a Friday, too.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Harry Wharton & Co. rapidly performed
thieic ablutions, conscious of the fact that
the breakfast-bell might ring at any moment.

Mr. Quelch, who presided at the Remove
breakfast-table, was the soul of punctuality,
and late arrivals in Hall received short
shrift. Realising this, the juniors hurriedly
washed, and donned their garments.

Mauly, however, was tortoise-like in his
movements. Besides being a slacker, he was
a dandy.

Some fellows were content to go down-
stairs with towsled hair and with neckties
askew. But not so Mauly. He was an ardent
disciple of Beau Brummel, and he liked
always to appear spick-and-span.

When the breakfast-bell actually sounded
Bauly was barely half-way through his ablu-
tions.

“You'll have to buck up, old chap!” said
Bob Cherry. “Can’t you finish your toilet
as you go down?”

“No, dear hoy. I can’'t do anythin' with-
out a lookin'-glass. I couldn’t bear to turn
up in Hall with my necktie round my left
ear, f'rinstance.”

‘1\,4,‘1“" Wharton & Co. quitted the dor-
mitory, leaving the schoolboy earl to com-
plete his toilet at his leisure.

Breakfast had been in progress nearly a
quarter of an hour when Lord Mauleverer
drifted into the Hall.

Mauly advanced very cautiousiy along the
gangway between the rows of tables, hopmfr
to drop into his seat without being “spottec
by Mr. Quelch. |

But, alas, for Mauly’s hopes! The Re-
move- Inaster's l\Pcn eyes singled him out.

dare you put in- such a belated
apsarance! W here hme you bheen?”
“In the dorm, sir.’
“You have only }Lht finished dressing?”
“TFhat's all—ssiy, My —ny hair  was

obstinate, and my tie was a bibt refractory

rI ow

“Mauly’s been swallowing dictionaries!”
murmured Peter Todd. ;
“gilence, Todd!” rapped out Mr. Queléh.
“L regret to say that I cannot accept your
excuse, Mauleverer. You will write five

hundred lines!”
“QOh crumbs!” >
Tord Mauleverer sighed, and seated him-
self at the table with an air of resignation.
This was his unlucky day, he reﬂected and
he must expect these calamities.
Mauly's breakfast was cold, and he could
make no progress with it. anv Bunter very
obligingly consumed it for him.

in the course of morning lessons Lord
Mauleverer yawned several times. And,
finally. bored - stiff by Rorflan History i he

rodded over his desk and dropped into a
doze.

Bolsover major, who sat next to him, dug
him in the ribs; but he was too late. Mr.
Qaelch had already observed the slumbering
janior.

“Mauleverer!”

The ¥orm-master’s
rumble of thunder.

Spore!

‘Ble s my soul! ,The boy is actually snor-
ing!" gasped Mr. Quelch. “He has had the
brazen effrontery to go to sleep in the middle
of the lesson! I will endeavour to restore
him to an animated condition!”

8o saying, Mr. Queleh picked up the pointer
and advanced towards the schoolboy earl. A
couple of sharp raps on the knuckles caused
Mauly to awake with a start.

“Boy!" thundered Mr. Quelch.  “This is
the sécond time this morning that I have
had occasion to correct wu' Did you not
get your full quota of sleep last mght‘/”

“No, begad—I mean, no, sir!

“How long did you sleep?”

“Nine hours, sir!”

“1 regard that as quite adequate for a
hwlthy boy !”

My pater believes in twelve hours’ sleep
for a growin' boy, sir.”

“Then I am sorry I cannot endorse your
father’s views!” said Mr. Quelch drily. “Your
imposition of five hundred lines is doubled!”

“(roo!”

“Cease making absurd articulations, Maul-
everer, and apply your mental povsers-:f any
—to the lesson now.in progress.”

Lord Mauleverer was careful not to trans-

voice resembled the

gress again. He- continued to be bored stiff
by the exploits of the Roman emperors; but
by a tremendous effort of will he managed to
keep his eyes open.

And no one was morc relicved than Mauly
when the word of dismissal came.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Taken in Hand.

ORD MAULEVERER was having tea
with his two study-mates, Dennis Carr
and Sir Jimmy Vivian, when there
was a knock on the door of the study.

“Come in, fathead’” sang oubt Dennis Carr.

The “fathead ” proved to be Fisher T. Fish,
who strolled into the luxuriously- furnished
study as if the place belonged to him.

Ignoring Dennis Carr and Sir Jimmy V ivian,
ﬂli‘ Yankee junior turned to Lmd Mauleverer.

“8ay, Mauly,” he exclaimed, thf: about
that impot that Quelchy gave you

“Well, dear boy, what abouf it?”

“Are you going to tackle it?”

“Not till 1 feel in the mood for work.”

Fisher T. Fish chuckled.

“I guess you ‘Il never feel like that,” he said.
“Anything in the nature of work would bring
you out in a rash. I've come here with a
sporting proposition.”

“You can take yourself and your sporting
proposition outside, Fishy!” said Dennis Carr.
Fisher T. Fish did not budge. :

“It’s like this, Mauly,” he said. “You've
zot a thousand lines te do, haven't you?”

Mauly nodded.

“Well, supposing 1 do them for you?”

The schoolboy earl looked doubtful.

“Quelchy would twig that it wasn't
handwritin’,” he said.

“Shucks! 1 can imitate your fist«like a
first-class forger. And I shall be pleased fo
kle the job——"
Good!” said Mauly,

“Tor a consideration,”

“A what, dear boy?”

“A consideration—a cash payment, if that
suits you better. I'll write the whole thou-
sand for a dollar. Is it a deal?”

“No, it isn't!" said Dennis Carr sharply.
“I knew this was one of your money-making
stunts, Fishy, but there's nothing doing!”

“1 guess

“In the first place, it’s rank dishonesty to
write another fellow'’s lines. And, sccondly, it
would be encouraging Mauly in laziness. As
Mauly's guardian and protector, I refuse to
sanction anythinr,\r of the sort!”

“Look hyer-

“71 shall insist upon Mauly writing his own
lines !’ said Dennis.

Mauly groaned.

“Wish you wouldn't interfere im matters
that don’t concern you, Carr!” he said
peevishly.

“But it does concern me!

my

brighteving up.
concluded Fish,

Didn't T say that

1 was your guardian and protector? That
heing s0, you've got to do my bidding. Buzz
off, Fish!”

Fisher T. Fish glared indignantly at the

speaker.
“] guess ” he began wrathfully.
“You can do your guesswerk in the passage.
Travell*
8ir Jimmy Vivian poised a cushion threat-
eningly in his hand, and Fisher T. Fish
deemed it prudent to depart. When he was
zone, Dennis Carr turned to Maul)
“You've got to understand,” he said,
there's to be no slacking in future.
the makings of a jolly fine fellow, Mauly, if
only you choose to buck up. I'm going to
t you in hand, and Jimmy’s going to help
me if necessary—aren’t you, Jimmy?”
“What-ho!” answered Jimmy Vivian, with
nthusiasm.
“Instead of

“that
You've

getting Fishy to write that
mmot for you,” continued Dennis Carr,

“you're to write it yourself. Understand?”

“But, my dear fetlow, it will be a frightful
fag!” protested Mauly.

“Rats! You've got to get out of the habit
of regardmﬂ e\,exythmg as too much fag!l”

8o saying, Dennis produced a sheet of puper
and a fountain-pen.

“What's the little game?” asked Mauly, in
alarm.

“I'm going to draw up some rules for your
,rzmdance And if you break any of them, look
out for squalls.”

It took Lord Mauleverer quite a long time
to decide whether Dennis Carr was jesting,
or whether he was in earnest.

Finally, Mauly came to the conclusion that
Dennis was in earnest-——more zo even than
Bob Cherry had been when he tried to reform
the schoolboy earl.

Whilst his two study-mates ﬂmshed tea

| I don't want to be a
| to be a fightin’-man.

4. more naps,

Friday. : 3

Dennis seribbled away industriously. Sir
Jimmy Vivian watched him with amusement,
Mauly  with apprehension.

“Here we are!” said Dennis at fength.
“¢ Rules fo be obscrved by Lord Mauleverer.
Rule 1. His lordship will turn out promptiy
ialclh morning at the first note of the rising-
hell. ”

“But supposin® 1 don’t hear it, dear boy?”

“You musb train yourself to hear it.”

“But

“‘Rule 2,’” continued Dennis imperturh-
ably “< Hig lordship will indulge in a sharp
sprint round the Close each morning before
brealkfast.’ ”

Lord Mauleverer groaned. ~ He was averse
to physical exertion in any shape or form, and
the prospect of early-morning sprints was gall
and wormwood to him.

“*Rule 3. His lordship is forbidden, under
penalty of a severe bumping, to make use of
the study sofa.’”

“I say, that’s a bit too thick, begad!” said
21;}11]3‘. “Surely a fellow can rest if he wants
0?2

“You can rest at the proper time and place
—at night, in the dorm."

“Oh erumbs!”

“‘Rule 4. At the conclusion of afternoon
lessons each day his lordship will take an
actwelp?r’c in a game of footer.'”

“Help "

Mauly regarded the first three rules
tyrannical; but Rule 4 was the.limit!

Football every day, instead of a gentle nap
on the study sofa! The schoolboy earl gave
a shudder.

“My dear chap,”
inside a week!”

Dennis nodded.

“Quite likely!” he replied. “You see, I'm
working on the kill or eure principle.”

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Sir Jimmy Vi

“‘ Rule 5.——' " began Dennis.

“Cut it short!” pleaded WIauh “You seem
to be like the brook—goin’ on fqr ever!”

‘Rule 5. His lor ip will devote tw

hours each evening to strenuous swotting.'”

" But—but I'm not keen on winnin'
exams—"

“You're goin' to win 'em, all the same. By
the end of this term,” said Dennis hopefully.
“you’ll be one of the best scholars in the
Remove, and one of the best foothallers.
Under my able tuition, you'll go from strengtit
to strength. You'll be another Mark Lml("
in the scholastic line, and you'll rival Boh
Cherry as a fighting-man. You might ev
become captain of the Remove. Who know

“I don't want to bhe captain of the Remove;
schohr' an' I don't wm**

as

he said, “you’ll kil me

H.

any

“It doesn't matter what you want, or don t
want,” said Dennis. “It’s what I want that
counts.’

Lord Mauleverer squirmed in his ehair. He
was feeling very uncomfortable. He had a
wholesome horror of exertion, either physical
or mental; but he realised that there was nn
escape for him. Dennis Carr was strong-willed
and resolute; and he would make BMauly dc
his bidding.

There were several more rules which Dennis
had laid down tor the guidance of his pupil
It was laid down, amoug other things, that
Mauly should perform physxcal jerks ” threa
times a day; and another rule decreed that
he should turn up punctually at all meals.

Having declaimed the rules aloud, Dennis
Carr pinned them up in the study.

“Strikes me you're goin’ to be a hard task-
master, dear boy,” murmured Mauly.

“I am! But- it's for your own good.
You'll bless me for it in years to come.
Hi! Where are you ‘going?”

For Mauly had risen to his feet, and was
in the act of crossing over to the sofa.

“Ahem! Just a brief nap, dear boy!”

Dennis Carr seized -his study-mate by the
arm, and swung him back.

“You're going to sit down and start on
your impot!” he said. “I sha'n’t allow any
brief or -otherwise. Pile in!"

Very reluctantly, Mauly obeyed. He
seated himself at the table, and started on
}1_1!3 ¢olossal task which Mr. Queich bad given
m.

He yawned prodigiously from time to time,
but he dared not lay down his pen, for
{)enms Carr was keeping a watehful eye op
him

And when the Famsus Five dropped into
the study a few moments later, to discuss
with Dennis the fortheoming Rookwood

| mateh, they beheld the strange and unpre-

ceﬂented spectac}e of Lord ’\rIauIevercr at
work! —
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THE THIRD CHAPTER.
= In the Toils!

EXT morning, the first fellow astir
in the Remove dormitory was Lord
Mauleverer. .

- Bob Cherry, who found himself
beaten by a short neek, so to speak, was
almost overcome. 4

“ Wherefore this thusness, Mauly?” he ex-
claimed. .

Dennis Carr chuckled.

“Mauly’s going to be an early riser in
future,” he said. “It's part of my reforma-
tion scheme.”

“You'll never succeed in reforming Mauly,”
said Bob Cherry, shaking his curly bead.
“I've tried my hand at it, and it’s hardly
likely that you'll succeed where I failed.”

“We shall see,” said Dennis.

It was a bitterly eold morning.

Lord Mauleverer was shivering,
face possessed a bluish tinge.

“Groo! Wish you’d have pity on a

and his

fellow!” he murmured. “I feel like a
beastly iceberg!”
“We'll soon alter all - that!” answered

Dennis cheerfully. “Come =zleng!”

Having dressed, the two juniors went down
to the Close, and Dennis took his pupid for
a sharp sprint.

Mauly was not in the best of condition,

and he very goon had bellows to m'end.
“‘Oh, dear!” he panted. “I—I can’t go
on!”
“Yes, you can! You never know what you
can do till you try,” retorted Dennis.
“Three turns round the Close, and then you’ll
have an appetite for brekkér!”

When Hurry Wharton & Co. came down
they were surprised to see Lord Mauleverer
exerting himself.

But there were further surprises in store
for them.

It was Saturday, and therefore there were
no lessons; but Mauly had his huge impob
to tackle, and, after breakfast, he tackled
it with a will. He sat in his study, scribbling
away as if for a wager.

A constant procession of Removites
streamed along to witness the unusual sight
of Mauly working. And they couldn't
understand it.

Mauly’s aim in life had hitherto been ex-
pressed in the following verse:

“Life is mostly froth and bubble,
Two things stand like stone;

Dodging duty at the double,
Leaving work alone.”

. This being so, it was astonishing te find
dauly in harness.

Dennis Carr looked into thc study from
time to time, to inquire what progress was
being made.

The last time he lcoked in—just before
dinner—Mauly greeted him with the word:

“Finished !”

“Good man!” said Peanis.
quite a name for yourself
like this!”

Lord Mauleverer gathered up a sheaf of
impot paper, closely packed ou beth sides
with his handwriting, and teok his imposi-
tion aleng to Mr. Quelch’s study,

“My lines, sir!” he said, en entering.

Mr. Queleh stared.

“You'll make
if you go on

“This is remarkably  quick work,
Mauleverer! It was only yesterday that I
awarded you the imposition. Pray show me
the lines.” °*

Mauly handed them over.

Evidently Mr. Quelch expected to see half-
a-dozen different styles of handwriting—proof
of the fact that Mauly had received assist-
ance from his ehums.

The lines, however, had all been written
by the same hand. Moreover, they were
neat and well-displayed—very different from
the usual slipshod and slovenly lines sub-
mitted to Mr. Quelch.

“You are to be commended, Mauleverer,”
said the Remove-master, “for your prempt-*
ness and neatness, Can it be possible that
you have turned over a new leat—that you
intend to stack less and work more in the
futare?”

Mauly answered in the affirmative, and Mr.
Quelch expressed himself as' being very
pleased at Mauly's resolve. He did not guess
that the credit belonged to Dennis Carr.

Although it was ‘Saturday, the Remove had
no foothall fixture that afternocon.

Harry Wharton, who had resumed his old
position as captain of the Remove and cap-
tain of feotball, decided to get up an eleven,
and challenge Dennis Carr to do fhe same,

THE PENNY POPULAR.—No. b7,

so that a friendly game might be played on
Little Side. ;
Dennis willingly responded; but he was
unable to raise such a good team as Whar-
ton. Still, he did his best. :
After dinner, the following announcement
appeared on the netice-board in the hall:
“FOOTBALL.
HARRY WHARTON'S . XI. w.
CARR’S XI.
This matech will be played on Little Side
this afternoon. Kick-off 2 o’clock.
The following teams will line up:

WHARTON’S XI.—Goal, Bulstrode; hacks,
Bull and Redwing; half-backg, Cherry, P.
Fodd, and Linley; forwards, Hurree Singh,

DEXNIS

Nugent, Wharton, Penfold, and Vernon-
Smith.

CARR’S XI.--Goal, Hazeldene; backs,
Brown and Bolsover; half-backs, Morgan,

Wibley and Ogilvy; forwards, Field, New-

land, Carr, Russell, and Rake.

Referee—Mr. Horris Koker.
Spectators are expected to preserve order
and to applaud impartially.
(Signed) H. WHARTON.”

There was a chuckle at the expense of
Coker of the Fifth; but the members of
Dennis Carr’'s team did not chuckle. They
realised that they would be up against very
formidable opposition. Their team was good,
but Harry Wharton’s was far better—on
paper, at any rate.

Shortly before two o’clock, Dennis Carr
mustered his men. He could only count ten
players, including himself.

“Whe’s missing?” he inquired.

“Hazel,” said Dick Russell.

“ Where is he?”

“He said he felt groggy, and he's gone
round to the matron,” said Ogilvy.

“Then why couldn’t the silly chump have
told me so?” said Dennis irritably. “I'm
without a goalie now.”

“Try Skinner,” advised Bolsever major.

“Thanks for the tip, but I'd prefer my
aged and decrepit grandmother to Skinner!”

“Ha: Ba,-hat>

“It’s no use cackling,” said Monty New-
land. “The position’s jolty serious. What
are we going to do about it?”

Suddenly, Dennis Carr had an inspiration.

“Rt’s all right, you fellows,” he said. “I'll
play Mauly.”

“Who?”

“Mauly—Lord Herbert Plantagenet Maule-
verer, if*you want his full title.”

The juniors stared blankly at Dennis Carr.

Bolsover major tapped his forehead signifi-
cantly.

“Mad!” he muttered.

“Mad as a hatter, or a March hare!” said

Dick Rake. :
“Mauly couldn’t keep goal to save his
life!” said Morgan, scornfully. “Why, we

should be whacked to the wide!”

“Absolutely!” said Tom Brown.

“This is a leg-pulling stunt, isn't it, Carr?”
said Dick Russell.

“Fm dead serious,” replied Dennis.
“Mauly isn't such a duffer as you fellows
think. He’s lazy, I grant. But when he
chooses to buck up and extend himself, he'’s
as good as the average fellow. That béing
so, I intend to put him in goal in place
of Hazel. He may be a hit shaky at first,
but it’'s my belief that he'll develop into
qnite a good goalie as the game goes on.”

“It’s a risky experiment,” said Squift.

“Jolly risky!” said Belsover major.

But Denni§ Carr had quite determined to
play Lord Mauleverer; and as Dennis was
captain of the team his word was law.

Mauly drifted inte view at that moment;
and he protested vehemently that he would
never make a goalkeeper, and.that he had
already had enough exercise that day to last
him for a month.

But Dennis was adamant.

“You can either turn out, or be pubticly
pulverised!” he said. “Take your ehoice!”

Mauly chose the lesser of two evils, and a
few moments later he had changed into foot-
ball garb.

His jersey was hidden by a clean white
sweater; he sperted a pair of goalkeeping
gloves; and his long black bair was brushed
back with serupiilous care.

Harry Whartop & Co. roared with laughter
when they heard that Mauly was to play for
%heir opponents; and the spectators roared,
00,

“Fapcy playing Mauly®™ gasped Bob
Cherry. “Did you ever?”

“He'll be peither use nor ornament,” said
Johnny Bull. “Very likely he'll go to sleep
stan.ding] up, like a horse !” 5

“Ha, ha, ha

Coker of the Fifth blew a ghrill blast on
his whistle.

“Line up, you kids!” he said, in his most
authoritative manmner,

The ball was set in metion, and from the
outset it was apparent that there was only
one team in it. And that team was not
Dennis Carr’s.

Harry Wharton & Co. launched a fierce
attack upon their opponents’ goal, and

| Nugent scored when the game  was bharely

five minutes old.

Nugent's shot was a feeble one, hut Lord
Mauleverer allowed the ball to trickle be-
tween his legs inte the net.

As the scheolboy earl fished the hall out
of the net, Dennis Carr whispered in his
ear:

“That was a bad blunder, Mauly. Don't
fet’s hwve a repetition of it, for goodness’
sake!”

Mauly turned a bewildered face to
study-mate.

“1 wish you'd enlighten me as tc what
I've got to do,” he said.

“You've got to keep the ball out. Whether
you keep it out with your fist, or your hoot,
or your nose doesn’t matter in the least.
You've got to keep the fort intact!”

Mauly nodded, and the game was resumed.

All through the first hal?f Harry Wharton
& Co. applied strong pressure. But they
tailed to add to their score, for a very good
reason.

After a feeble start, Lord Mauleverer had
improved out of all knowledge. He cleared
the ball time and again, ‘and some of his
saves were quite sensational.

On one occasion, when Wharton was
through, with only the goalie to beat, Mauly
dived for the ball in daring fashion, and took
it off Wharton's toes, thus saving an almost
certain goal.

Harry Wharton gasped, Dennis Carr smiled
triumphantly, and the crowd bellowed their
applause:

Mauly’s sweater was soon plastered with
mud, and the same remark applied to his
face. Indeed, he looked as if he had been
indulging in a series of mud-baths. But he
was playing a great game, and it was doubtful
if Hazeldene would have put up a better
show.

At hall-time Harry Wharton’s eleven led
by a solitary goal
“Mauly,” said Dennis Carr, “you're playing
rippingly! I knew you could rise to great
heights if you cared te exert yourself.
You've got a quick eye and plenty of
anticipation, and that’s just what a goalie
should have. Kéep it up, and u’ll give
Wharton & Co. something to think about!”

But Mauly was practically idle in the
second half. =

Dennis Carr & Co. were now the attacking
force, and Bulstrode, in the Whartonites’
goal, had his Hands full. He was for ever
fisting out shots, and once he was very
niearly beaten by a high drive from Squiff.

Only on two occasions did Harry Wharton
& Co. break away, and on each occasion they
found a stumbling-block in Lord Mauleverer.

Mauly saved valiantly from Wharton and
Vernon-Smith, and then play was transferred
to the other end once more.

With five minutes to go Dennis Carr cir-
cumvented the backs, and passed to Dick

his

Russell, who egualised the scores with a
splendid shot. 5 :
There was mno further scoring, and the

mateh, which looked an easy thing for Harry
Wharton’s eleven, had ended in a draw.

As soon as the final whistle went Lord
Mauleverer became the centre of a congratu-
latory crowd.

“Brave, Mauly!?”

“Well played, old scout!”

Mauly laughed breathlessly.

“Footer’s a fearfully exhaustin® game!” he
murmured.

Bol Cherry clapped the schoolboy earl on
the bhack. 5

“A rattling good performance, Mauly!” he
said, -“You'll find yourself in the Remove
Eleven if you're net careful!”

As for Dennis Carr, he was more
delighted with his pupil’s success.

“keep it up, Mauly!” he exclaimed.

“Yow! I feel jolly stift, dear boy!”
ﬁk sprint in the Close will soon work that
off.”

“Qh, helpt®

than
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sharp sprint, and by the time it was finished

Mauly was nearly finished, too! He had
bellows to mend, and he would have given a
great deal to be allowed to take his ease
ou the study sofa. But the sofa was oub of
bounds. .

. The word “Bed-time!” came as & welcome
relief to Mauly that evening, and he was
only too glad to drag his weary limbs up to
the Remove dormitory.

As soon as his head touched the pillow he
was asleep; and he continued to sleep like a
log until rising-bell.

THEZ FOURTH CHAPTER.
A Desperate Resolve!

TURING the next few days,
bucked enormously.
His schoolfellows hardly recognised

Mauly

in him the Mauly of old. The
Ethiopian had changed his skin, and the

feopard his spots; and Lord Mauleverer was
no longer a slacker, but was brimful of
energy.

Had Dennis Carr relaxed his vigilance for

a single moment Mauly would have relapsed
into the same old slacker.
- But Dennis was constantly keeping his
study-mate up to the mark, and Sir Jimmy
Vivian lent a hand—or a boot—when
necessary.,

Mauly never failed to turn out at rising-
bell; he was never late for breakfast, or for
any other function, for that matter; he
worked hard and diligently in the Form-
room; he continued to play football in the
afternoon, and even Wingate of the Sixth
went so far as to admit that Mauly had the
makings of a first-class goalkeeper—in short,
Mauly was wonderful. He worked hard and
played hard. But the question was, would
he keep it up?

The day of the Rookwood match dawned at

strong team to the Hampshire schook—the
strongest, in fact, that he could raise. The
forward line—consisting of Wharton, Nugent,
Dennis Carr, Hurree Singh, and Vernon-
Smith—was a really fine one.

It was a long way to Rookwood, and con-
sequently the Greyfriars team had to start
early. They tecok with them one reserve—
Dick Penfold.

“The last time we went to Roeokwood,”
said Bob Cherry, who reclined in a corner-
seat in the railway-carriage, “Jimmy Silver
& Co. trounced us to the tune of three goals
to one. That sort of thing mustn’t occur
again.” -

“Cheer up!” said Dennis Carr. “It won’t!”

Dennis Carr’s optimism was not shared by
the other members of the team.

Jimmy Silver & Co. were dour fighters on
heir native heath; and although Harry
Wharton  was hopeful of forcing a draw, he
had too high an opinion of the Rookwood
players to anticipate a victory.

Nevertheless, the Friars were in good
spirits as the train rumbled into Cecombe,
which was the station for Rookwood.

And then a calamity occurred.

Bulstrode alighted from the train before
it stopped, and he came a considerable
eropper.

A porter assisted him to his feet, but the
junior was very white, and he turned to his
schoolfellows with a rueful smile.

“ Afraid I've sprained my wrist,” he said.

“0Oh trumbs!”

“Let's have a look,” said Peter Todd.
“Yes, you've sprained it right enough. You
were a chump to get out before the train

stopped.”
“1 know. But the mischief’s done now.”
Harry Wharton looked worried and dis-

mayed.
“If it was any other member of the feam
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Wharton was through, with only the goalie to beat, whan Mauly dived for the ball in daring fashion, aad took it off
Wharton’s toes, thus saving an almcst certain goal. (See pags 4.)
i Mauleverer was compelled to put in a | length, and Harry Wharton took a very | it wouldn't matter zo much” ke gaid. “But

youre the goalie, and Penfold can’t play in
goal—can you Pen?”

Penfold shook his head.

“1'1l play,” said Bulstrode pluckily, “and
use my sound arm to clear the shots.”

“My dear chap, you'd nesver be able to
hold the Rookwood forwards at bay.”
“]What"s to be doune?” asked Nugent help-
essly.

And then Dennis Carr made an astounding
suggestion.

“Wire for Mauly,” he said.

“This is no time for joking!” said Wharton
curtly.

“I'm not joking. You know as well as [
do that Mauly's a great goalie, He's almost
up to Bulstrode's weight.,”

“That’s so.” said Bob Cherry. “But a wire
wouldn't get him in time. He'd have to come
on by train, and the next train doesn’'t land
at Coombe until five. The match wiil bhe
cver by then.”

Dennis Carr was not taken aback.

“There are more ways than one of killing -
a cat,” he said, “and there are more ways
than one of getting to Rockwood.”

“Don't talk in riddles!” snapped Wharton,
who was not in the best of temper, “Mauly
can’'t possibly come by train.  How else
would it be possible for him to come?”

“He’s rolling in riches,” said Dennis, “and
he'd cheerfully hire a car to bring him over.
He'll get here somehow, anyway.”

“1 think it would’ be well worth while to
wire him,” said Vernon-Smith.

“All right,” said Wharton. “But I'm will-
ing to wager a study feed that he doesn't
turn up.”

“PDone!” said Dennis Carr prompHy.

A wire was despatched from Coombe Posi
Office to Lord Mauleverer. It was worded as
follows:
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“ Goalkeeper epocked.
Get  here  quickest
‘W HARTON."”

Come Immediately.
avail: "z means,—

Lord Mauleverer was in his study at Grey-
friars when the telegram arrived.

Left to his own devices, the schoolboy earl
intended to have a long nap, as a reward for
all the energy he had expended of late.

Mauly’s face fell when he read the telegram.
But he realised the extreme urgency of the
situation.

His sehoolfellows wanted him.
in a tight corper, and he alone could help
them out.

‘Tl ge!” murmured Mauly.

And he dismissed the telegraph-hoy with a
wave of the hand.

'tTll]fe problem cof transport then- presented
itself.

“I eould hire a car,” Mauly reflected, “but
i 4 shou}d have to go te Courtfield to do it,
an’ that would take up a lot of time.”

He thoucht of his bieycle, but dismissed the
idea at once. It would take him the best
part of the afterneon to cycle to Rookwood.

And then a brilliant idea flashed into the
schoolboy earl’s mind.

Why not make the journey by motor-cycie?

The more he thought about it the more
convineed Mauly beeame that a motor-bike
would he his quickest means of tramsport.

But how was he to obtain a machine?

Only two people at Greyfriars were in pos-
session of motor-cycles—Mr. Prout and €oker.
Coker’s machine was under repair—it gener-
ally was—and there was nothing doing in that
quarter.

Obvieusly, then, the only thing to be domne
was to taekle Mr. Prout, the master of the
Fifth

It was a very daring and a risky thing to
do. Mr. Prout might reqard such a request
as the height of impudence, especmlly coming
from a junior.

Even a Sixth-Fermer would have hesitated
before asking Mr. Prout for the loan of his
motor-eycle.

But the situation was desperate, and Mauly

decided to take the plunge. After all, he
refleeted, Mr. Prout couldn’t eat him. He
would simply consent or refuse.

Mauly went’ along to Mr. Prout’s study. and
tapped respeetfully on the door.

There was no response.

Mauly tapped again—louder this time.
Phen, still getting no response, he opened the
door and peeped into the study. It was
empty.

“Rotten luck” murmured Mauly. “I sup-

pose Prout’s*playin’ golf, or somethin’.”

To search for Mr. Prout would take up a
good deal of ‘time, particularly as the master
of the Fifth might be miles away.

Realising this, Mauly formed a desperate
resolve.

He would borrow Mr.
without permission!

In ordinary circumstanees, Mauly would
never have dreamed of carrying out such a
desperate plan.

But these were not or(hnau circumstanees.
His schoolfellows were counting on him; and
if he failed—if he let them down—he would
be ashamed to look them in the face again.

By borrowing the motor-bike, Mauly would
et to Rookwood in good time—barring acei-
dents. But any other scheme, such as hiring
a car from Courtfield, would admit of teo
much delay.

HBaving. made up his mind to borrow the
machine and face the censequences—if any—
Lord Mauleverer made his way te the shed
in which the motor-cycle was stored.

The Close was deserted, most of the feilows
being on the foothall-field

Mauly was not unfamxlmr with motor-bikes
and Mr. Prout’s machme presented no dif
eultles

A few moments later the schoolboy earl was
speeding out of gates.

Gosling, the school-porter, shouted to him
to stop, and Mauily gritted his tecth with
annoyance.

“Shouldn’t be surprised if Gosey gives the
game away!” he muttered.

It was too late to retract, and Mauly had
no idea of retracting. He concentrated on
getting to Rookwood within the hour.

He had not changed into feotball garb, but
hie had no doubt that the Rookwooders would
iend him some togs.

Meanwhile, the match between Greyfriars
and Roekwood had commenced.

Jimmy Silver, in a sportsmanlike way, had
offered to postpone the start until the Grey-
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Prout’s motor-cycle

They were |

" Nugent netted number three for Greyfris

friars goalie arrived; but Harry Wharten had
declined.

“It’s awfully good of you,” he said. “Bul
we shall have to start the mateh now, or it
will be dark before we finish.”

Aecordiugly, the Remoye had lined up with-
out a goaltkeeper. It was a very severc handi-
cap, but they meant to do their best in the
circumstances.

The game had been in progress nearly a
quarter of an hour when' the sound of a
booter came to the ears of the players.

“€an’t be Mauly,” murmured Dennis Carr.
“He couldn t possibly have got here so
quiekly.’

But Dennis was wrong.

A motor-cyele flashed thronvh the entrance
to the ground, and Lord Maulewrcr, his taee

tanned by the wind, stowed up and dis-
mounted.
“Hurrah!” ejaculated Bob €herry. “He's

turned up!” .

“On Prout’s motor-bike!” gasped Johnny
Bull.

“It doesn’t matter how he got here, =o long
as he's here!” said Dennis Carr. *Good old
Mauly{”

Lord Mauleverer dashed breathlessly up to
thu players.

“How is it going?” he asked.

“One to nil against us,” said Wharton.

“Good !”

“Tt's pot good at all. It’s rotten!”

“I mean, it might be worse. D’you think
Jimmy Silver would lend me some clobber?

“Sure thing!” said the captain of the Looh-
wood team, overhearing the question. *Step
this way!”

The game was held up for a ecouple of
minutes, whilst Mauly donned the necessary
garh. The crowd gave him a cheer as he
came on to the fleld, and tock up his position
in front of the Greyfriars’ goal.

.Then the referee blew his whistle,
Jimmy Silver & Co. warmed to the attack.

But, they soon discovered that Lerd Maul
everer, until recently the slacker and dandy

and

of the Greyfriars Remoye. was a foree to he’

reckoned with.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Ths Reckoning.

ODEWOOD attacked Sercely for the |,
R remainder of the first half, but they

failed to add to their score.

The cause of their failure was Lord
Mauleverer. Mauly gave an exhibifion of
goalkeeping which surpassed anything seen on
the ground that season.

it must be admitted that one or two of
Mauly’s saves were lueky, but the majority of
them were smart and skilful.

Bulstrode had gone back to Greyfriars; hut
had he remained at Rookwood he would have
been the first to admit that Mauly was his
master. Active as a squirrel, and never losing
his head in an emergemcy, Mauly was the
saviour of his side.

He was beaten onee only, and that was in
the second half, as the result of a penalty-
kick.

Johmny Bull handled the ball close to goal;
a penalty was awarded, and Jimmy Silver
drove in a shot whieh beat Mauly all fhe way.
But there was no disgrace attaching to Mauly,
for the very best of custodians are often
powerless to cope with penalty-kieks.

Greyiriars were two goals to the bad, and
Harry Wharton urged his men to raily.

He did not urge them in vain.

Midway threugh the second half, Vernon-
Smith fired in a terrific shot from the wing,
and the ball crashed into the net.

“Geoal!”

“Bravo, Smithy!” said Bob Cherry. “We'll
lick the begears yel !”

Five minutes later, Dennis Carr raced
through on his own . and brought the ecores
level.

Jimmy Silver & Co, looked grim.  After
enjoying a clear lead of two goals, they -re-

sented this sort of thing. And they made
strenuous efforts to get in front again.

Lord Mauleverer, however, was safe and
sure. He was bombarded with shots by the
Roekwood forwards, who were playing a
storming game; but he kept the citadel in-
taet. Then, from a sudden breakaway, Fr

And in the last minute of the match Ix.un
Wharton clinched matters by adding a further
goal,

“Four to two!” exclaimed Peter Todd, as
the players treoped off.

“It would Have heen another story if we
hadn’t had Mauly in goal,” said Dennis Carr,

“Yeg, rather!”

“Mawly's a giddy Trojan!”

The schoolboy earl was warmly cong
lzted by his sehoolfellows. His display thad
been magnifieent.

“I must be gettin® back now, dear boys!” he
said, as coon ds he had changed into his
Etons.

“Fancy old Prout lending you his moter-
bike!” "said’ Nugent. “How jolly decent of

him !”

Mauly grinned,

“He didﬂ t lend it to me,” Le sai

“What !

“I horrowed it, on the Billy Bunter prin-
cx_ple 5

i\{—v only aunt!”

~1t was mygonly chance of * her

qmd Mauly, « ! I‘:umped at it !” gettm -
“You're a brick!” said Harry Wharten.

“But T ean't help thinking that you're hooked

for a fearful row. Prout will foam 2t tbe

mouth——"

B“](l)r have an apepleetic fit,” said Fohmny

“The sooner I get baek the hetter,” said
Mauly. “Se-long, you fellows!”

A moment later Mauly was speeding
the muddy read.

Harry Wharton & Co. gazed after him with
some concern. .

“Poor ofd Mauly!” murmured Peter Todd.

“I'm afraid he'll get it badly in the neck!”

And the others agreed,

Jimmy Silver & Co. invited their CORGUEToT
to tea, and as soon as the meal was over
Greyfriars’juniers hurried back to the

along

o

| to eatch their train.

The journey baek te Greyfriars was a ted
one, and it was quite dark when th
banexs streamed in at the sehool gates,

I say, you fellows—"*

A fat ngure loomed up in the dark
the Close.

= FEJ‘}our to two, ponpoise!” said Bob Cherry.

“Weren't you going to ask us what the
score was?”’

“Blow the score!” said Billy Bunter,
: considerably excited. 1 say, you ¢
v old Mauly’s in the wars!”

“ What's hqppgmd to him?"
Carr qui

“He turned up a few minutes

()m} a few minutes ago?”

s And he was pushing Prout’s n
hme.‘ appears that he bagged it without
permission, and on his way baek to the =chool
he jiggered it up.”

My hat!” =

“Prout was in an awful stew. Fe
Mauly before the Head, and the Head
‘T will leave this boys punishment to 3C
Prout!” So Pront took Mauly along
study, and gave him a fearful licking. M
yelis could have been heard in Friardal

“ I don’t believe you{*”’ said Harry Wharton
indignantly. * Mauly’s not the sort cf fellow
to squeal when he’s licked.”

e Bl.t it wasn't a common or garden lick-
ing,” said the fat.junior. ¢ It, was awful!
Pxout usted a dozen canes—-""

“Ha, ha, ha!"”

The juniors realised that Billy Bunter was
drawing upon his imagination, which was very
fertile. At the same time, they knew that
Burnter's information was fund'xmcnmln true,
aud they hurried info the building.

As they trooped along the Remove passage
sounds of lamentation came to their ears. The
SOU(X}](JS proceeded from Lord Mauleverer's
study.

Harry Wharton & Co. erowded
apartment and into the doorway.

Mauly was lying on the study sofa; he had
broken cne of Dennis Carr’s rules at last, and
he was writhing and squirming in anguish.
Every now and then a groan cseaped him.

“ Poor old chap!” said Bob Cherry sym-
pathetically. - Had it hot?”

“* Yow-ow-ow! I think one of you had better
telephone for the ambulance!”

ness of

asked De

ago

into the

¢ Ha, .ha, ha!” .

The junicrs were sympathetic, but they
eould not help laughing.

“I've had cnough excitement this after-

to last me for the
There was the ride io
the ride

ncon,” gasped Mauly, “
rest of the term!
Rockwood, the footer match, an’
back !

Mauly shuddered at the recollection.

“ ell your uncles all about it!"” said Peter
Todd.

“ There isn't a great deal to tell, dear boy.
On the way back to Greyfriars I bl.mp“d into
a stationary steam-roller——"'

“Ha, ha, ha!”

G g

n’, although I wasn't damaged. I can'd
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say the same about Prout’s motor-bike. The
collision dented it a bit, an’ I had to push it
the rest of the way.”
“ And when you got baek?” said Nugent.
* Prout was waitin’ for me in the Cloze.
0 o told him I had bagged the motor-bike,
was pranmein’ up an’ down like a
I've got to pay for the damage done

maniac !
to the motor-bike, an’ I've had a fearful lickin’
into the bargain!’”

“ Poor old Mauly!” said Johnny Bull.
** Bunter says that Prout husted a dozen
canes

“ Well, he certaml:, busted two."”

£ ‘\T\ hat

“I'm gom to retire from active service

atter this!" said Lord Mauleverer. ** I believe
you regarded me as a promisin’ pupil,
an’ I'm sorry to dlsappomt you. But I've used
up all my ener gy, an’ DHJO\ ed the full benefit
of Prout’s, an’ I think it's time I eased up.
No more footer for me!”

“Rats! You'll be as fit as a fiddle by
to-morrow !” said Dennis Carr cheerfully.

But he was wrong.

Next morning the clang of the rising-bell
fell on deaf ears, so far as Lord Mauleverer
was concerned.

Mauly vefused to budge from his bed, and
he also refused to go for his usual early-
morning sprint in the Close.

At the -breakfast-table Mauly was con-
spicuous by his absence. Mr. Quelch had to
send 2 special messenger to the Remove
dormitory to summon the schoolboy eari, who
was awarded five hundred lines for * incor-
rigible laziness,” to quote the Form-master’s
words.

Later in the day, when Dennis Carr asked
his study-mate if he was going to play footer,
the reply was.emphatically in the negative.

“ Do you want me tu frog-march you down
to the field?” demanded Dennis.

Mauly shrugged his shoulders.

Carr, L

said, ‘ bub you'll never induce me to kick
a foothall—-never!”
And Dennis Carr gave it up.

From that time onwards Lord Mauleverer
 took no active part in the affairs of the
Remove. A few days before he had been third
from the top in class, but he now slid down-
wards so rapidly that he was soon third from
the bottom, the two fellows beneath him being
Bolsover major and Billy Bunter.

So far as football was concerned, Mauly
never went near the ground. AR his spare
time—and a great deal that was not spare--
was spent on the study sofa.

In short, Mauly’s brief spell of activity was
over.

That terrible ordeal in Prout’'s study had
knocked all the stuffing out of the schoolboy
earl, and he was not likely to be in the
limelight again for some considerable time.

But Hargy Wharton & Co. would always
remember their elegant chum’s sparkling
play of goalkeeping against Pookwood
on that account they made up

and
their minds to
be more lenient in future with the slacker of
Greyfriars.

THE END.
T R e
NEXT FRIDAY’S
Grand Long Story of
Harry Wharton & Co., at
Greyfriars Scheol, is entitled
¢« BUNTER, THE BONE=
SETTER! "
Do Not Miss It/
Order Your C:py Now!
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Laek Wumbkers, Ete., Wanted, *

C. G. Edwards, 11, Ernestville Road,

Ashpov Bristol, wants first 20 issues
of the “ Magnet,” “Gem,” and ‘ Boys’
Friend.”

Fred. H. Rickets, c.o. A. E. Duncan &
Son, 9, Mincing Lane, E.C., has for sale
“Magnets ”  Nos. 579-605, “Boys’
Friends ” 836-935, and “Penny Popu-
lars —mnew seriss—1-30; bs. the lot.
racknell, 46, Treherne Road, Brix-
7. 9, has 200 Clompanion Papers

32

ale
\Iome 51, Daln!ov Road, Graves-

end, Kent wants “Levison for St
Jim's,” 2d., and “School and Sport,” 6d.

F. \‘,alldco 2, Ifold Cottave Lee
Street, Hoxlev Surrey, wants * Mag-

nets ” Nos. 603 and 604 ; 3d. each offered.

J. W. Davies, 20, Skyeﬁeld Avenue;
Leicester, has for sale a number of Com-
panion Papels from 1-460.

G. H. Dunbar, 25, Walmer Road,
Fratton, Poer t»mouth has for sale
“Gems ” Nos. 144, 168 194, 204, 221,238,

240-1, 275, 283, 288, 290, 293,298, 303- 4_ 314
516, 318, 520, 521, 323-1, 350, 332, 335,
335-34b, 347, and 570.

1 Pall‘.er 98, Newcastle Street, Bel-
fast, would uexchanve Companion P:lpere
to the value of £1 for a good cinemato

“ You ecan take what action you like,” he S e P T e T | graph. Send stamp for list.
T

Given Free.
ing is 7§ mches by 10 inches.
picture is *

May 3lst—June Ist, 1916.

on board H.M.S. Chester.”

of this offer will be published
a week or’so.
after that date.

This is a small line drawing of the Plate to be
Actual size of Plate with engrave

‘ Boy, Ist Class, JOHN TRAVERS
CORNWELL, V.C. The Battle of Jutland,
¥rom the Plctm-e
by F. O. Salisbury, .pamced for the Admiralty
The closing date

No application will be accepted

COLOURE
TO BE

MAGNEFEQEF%’E

PICTURE

to do is to secure the
your friends who are

POPULAR.

EC. 4.

London,

The title of the addresses of regular or
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By STANTON HOPE.

Alec P, Figg, wh

Micky Denver, an orphan lad, is an acrobat in Beauman’s Gigantio
Circus. One night, in Liverpool, he is accused unjustly by Boris Beauman,
the bullying proprietor, of having stolen a gold watch. The evidence is
black against him, and Micky is arrested, but escapes to the river-front
and stows away on a tramp-steamer called the Plunger.
brings up in New York Harbour, Micky escapes through an open port and
swims ashore. In New York he meets a slim, red-headed American,

t , Who is also anxious to get out West.
‘“jumps” the ““ Chicago Flyer,” and by stages they beat their way to

THE OPENING CHAPTERS.
Kansas City.

alone.
When the ship

2 from the surf.
With him Micxy
Charlie Chaplin!
(Now read on.)

Fige, known as Smart Alee, is one of the most expert
cracksmen on the Continent, and he attempts to crack the hotel safe.
Micky frustrates him, and f
Once in the city he loses no time in trying to get taken on at the
cinema studios, but without success.
the coast, and there he rescues a cinema star named Mary

On the beach, afterwards, he is introduced to a slim,
clean-shaven stranger, who turns out to be none other than the great

makes the rest of his way to Los Angeles

One day he visits Santa Monica, on

aidstone

Micky Among the Stars!

HEN Micky heard the cinema

director address the slim young
man as Mr. Chaplin, he could
scarcely believe his ears. He gazed

spen-eyed at the -stranger, scrutinising in
turn his straw hat, handsome, clean-shaven
face, how-tie, smart grey lounge suit, and
white buckskin shoes. So comical was the
bewilderment in the face of the English lad
that the stranger and the cinema director
cxehanged glances with twinkles of merri-
ment in their eyes.

“I don’t think I introduced you two
properly,” chuckled the director. Then, turn-
in{z?to Micky, he asked: *What’s your name,
lad?”

“Micky Denver, sir.”

“Now we'll get this right,” said the
director. “Allow me to introduce Mr. Micky
Denver, Mr. Chaplin. Mr. Denver, this is
Mr. Charles Chaplin.”

The stranger showed a perfect set of white
teeth in a frank smile, and held out his
hand.

“I'm proud to make your acquainjance,
Micky,” he said sincerely, “though Romery’s
formality seems hardly necessary.”

Micky took the proffered hand, still bewii-
dered by this unexpected meeting with the
world’s greatest cinema star. i

“But—hut I don’t quite understand,” he
stammered. “You—you've—-"

Micky paused in his embarrassment, bub
the great film star gave him a friendly nod
of encouragement.

“ Well, what have I done?” he smiled.

“You've shaved your moustache, sir!”
burst out Micky. “Last time I saw you at
the Star Picture Palace in Liverpool you had
a ripping little black one, you know!”

“Waw—haw, haw!”

The cinema director let out a wild, un-
carthly . yell and doubled up to such an
extent that Micky began to fear he was
subject to fits, The good-looking young man
who had been introduced as Charlie Chaplin
drew an immaculate mauve silk handker-
ehief from his breast-pocket and blew his
nese violently several times.

“I say, sir,” caid Miecky, a dark suspicion
ereeping into his mind, “1 suppose this chap’s
trying to be funny, and has been pulling
my leg about you being Charlie Chaplin?
Why, I saw you come along the sands just
now, and you wecre walking quite decently,
you know !”

Again -the cinema director gave & mighty
sguirm and made curious noises as though
fie had a large fish-bone stuck in his throat.
The young man wiped two tears that trickled
irom his -eyes, and replaced his exquisite
ndkerchief.

“I'm sorry to disappoint you, Micky,” he
gaid, “but I'm afraid I must plead guilty
o the charge of our friend Romery here.
1 am Charlie Chaplin. I'm net really such
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an extraordinary-looking person as my film
pxct'gres would suggest, am I?”

Micky gazed in heartfelt admiration at this
well-dressed young man, who, by his skill
and humour, had climbed to the very tonmost
rung of cinéma suecess.

“You're jolly good-looking, I reckon, sir!”
he cried frankly. “I've seen you scores of
times at the picture-palaces at home, and
1 wouldn't have believed you could have
looked so different in real life.”

Micky paused as a great idea came to his
mind. Not three feet.away from him was one
of the “Big Four ” of Filmland, a man who,
by the raising of his little finger, could flick
him, Micky, into the studio job he had been
seeking in vain for the last three weary
weeks. He knew that a certain amount of

_cheek is necessary in the eomposition of any-

one anxious to better himself, and that little
is given in this world unless it is boldly
asked for. Opportunity was knocking at his
door, and he determined to grasp it with
both hands.

I say, sir,” he said, “you’ll think it awful
cheeky of me, I know, but I've always had
the ambition to work for the cinema, and
I've beat it all the way from England for
the express purpose of landing such a job
in Los Angeles. Can you find me one in
your studio, sir? I'm willing to tackle any-
thing so long as there’s the chance of my
becoming a cinema actor one day.”

The great Charlie drew a white slip of
pasteboard from his pocket.

“Call at that address, Micky,” he said, “and
we'll talk it over. Come round to the studio
at about five o’clock on Thursday, if you
can, for Mrs. Chaplin will be there as well
then, and I know she’ll want to thank you
for saving the life of her great chum, Mary
Maidstone.” .

So great had Micky's interest been in the
famous cinema star that he received quite
a shock when he saw the burly man of the
tortoiseshell spectacles, wlio had carried the
actress from the rocks, hastening towards
him. With a hasty excuse to Charlie Chaplin,
he tried to make off down the beach, but
the director, Romery, laid violent hands on
him and dragged him back.

“That’s right, Romery!” puffed the bhig
man. “Don’t let the young rascal get away!
We’ve got quite a lot to say to him before
he hits the trail again.” Then, seeing the
great film star standing by, he said jocularly:
“Why, hallo, Charlie, old son! Have you
just autied down for the day?”

Micky felt something akin to awe for this
big man with the tortoiseshell spectacies
whose personality seemed to dwarf into in-
significance all others about him, and who
could so casually address the' world-famead
Chaplin as “Charlie, old son!”

After a few moments conversation with the
star, the big man drew Micky towards the
knot of pecple whence he had emerged a
few minutes before.

“I'm to take you to Miss Maidstone, lagd,”

Lie amnounced.  “8he is beginning to feel quites
herself again, and wants to thank you pez-
sonally for the splendid act of heroism tha
was the means of saving her life.”

Micky took little notice of the eulogistie
remarks and the hearty thumps on the back
which were showered on him as he was
ushered through the group of onlookers, but
ne flushed to the roots of his hair as he
found himself face to face with the star
actress of the great Droadworth Company
for whom he had risked his life.

Mary Maidstone met Micky with ,out-
stretched hands and a sweet smile of wel-
come on her beautiful face.

“How can I thank you?” she murmured,
a tinge of pink surmounting her cheeks as
she clasped the hands of her rescuer. “(Cer-
tainly I can’t express the gratitude of my
heart in words. You’d understand what T
feel perhaps if you could imagine the
despair I experienced as I found
powerless in thai raging surf, and ti
see yon dive in from the rock. Ob, it wa
splendid !

Like most healthy English lads, Micky had
not the ecapacity. for bearing praise grace-
fully, and his eyes left the glowing face o
the cinema star, and furtively sought a loop-
hole of escape through the crowd. For-
tunately, further embarrassment was saved
him by Chappie, who, having warmed up a
hit under Micky’s coat, now poked his head
out to see what all the fuss was about. At
the sight of the little dog a cry of delight
left the lips of the girl.

“Why, it was this little dog that first
jumped into the sea after me!” she cried,
darting forward and snatching Chappie from
Micky’s arms. “You dear, brave old thing!”

She patted Chappie’s wiry, bedraggled eoat
affectionately, and the little terrier wagged
his stumpy tail with every manifestation of
delight at the notice that was being taken
of him. TUnlike his master, Chappie was not
in the very least embarrassed hy the grati-
tude of the young girl; indeed, had he heen
offered a nice big bone then and there he
would have accepted it as but a natural
part of the tribute due to him.

Hearing of the part the little mongrel
played in the rescue, all the other ladies
present flocked round, and Chappic was
thoroughly enjoying himself, when the big
man with the round tortoiseshell spectacles
intervened. -

“Now, ladies,” he said, “you must allow
me to get these drenched young pecple to a
hotel. Put that dog down, Mary, and come
at once!”

The crowd parted, and the girl allowed her-
self to be led by this domineering man along
the heach, still, however, retaining Chappie
in h2r arms,

“You look after that lad, Buddy!” called
he of the tortoiseshell specs to the plump, red-
faced man whom Micky had seen restoring

n
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f You dear, brave oid thing!?”’

¢ Why it was this litile dog that first jumped into theo sea after me !’ cried the cinema star, darting forward and
snatching Chappie from Micky’s arms.

(See page 8.)

Chappie in such an effective fashion. “Bring
him aleng to the Rockview!"”

_“T’ll keep an eye on him, never fear, sir
And the little stout man strode across a
very determined manner and slipped his arm
through the lad’s in spite of the sopping state
of Micky’s clothes.’

As they stepped out after the others a tall,
athletic figure-in a woollen surfing cestume
intercepted them. Micky rightly judged him
to be the man who had attempted the rescue
of the actress from the beach, but the swim-
mer was now a more decorative figure ocwing
to the additional embellishments of a fauli-
less panama on his head, an immaculate check
sporting coat over his shoulder, and a rimless
monocle stuck in his right eye.

“Hi, stop, Gaylord, my deah old chappie!”
he called. “I want to be intwoduced to the
hewo, you know!”

Bu' there was no need for an introduction
as far as Micky was concerned, for in spite
of the man's bizarre appearance he recognised
him at once. It was Reginald Clarence Etfon,
the nut of the Breadworth Company, and
dude in many a fine photo-play he had wit-
nessed at home. A splendid athlete and dare-
devil to boot, “Reggie ” was known and loved
by picture-goers the world over.

Buddy Gaylord obviously had his eye on
the retreating form of the big man and the
rescued actress,” but he hastily obtained
Micky’s name, and performed the formality
in the precise way he knew the nut required.

“I hope to have the pleasuah of meeting
you again latah,” said the dude to DMicky.
“I heah you are going to the Wockview, so.
I shall look in and bwing you a change of
waiment in case you wequire it.”

Micky's thanks were interrupted by a gur-
gling fit of laughter from his stout com
panion. :

“Say, Reggie,” spluttered Buddy Gaylord,
“bring the ccat and pants, if you must, but
pleasc—oh, . please, spare him the agony of
your fancy-vests!”

Reginald Clarence Eton gave the stout man
a glance of lofty disdain, and turned to
Micky.

“Take no notice of #this low fellow’s
wibaldery,” he said, “and, wemembah, if I

a shorb space of time.

can be of any assistance to you in future,
pway command mel”

By this time Buddy Gaylord was fuming
is impatience.

We'll have to get a hustle on, Micky,” he
said, dragging the lad away; “the boss isn’t
the sort o' man you might care to disobey.”

Ag they hastemed acrnss the sands in an
endeavour to catch up the two in front, Micky
took the opportunity of asking who the burly
individual wearing the tortoiseshell spectacies
might be.

“By gum, haven't you guessed?” puffed
Buddy Gaylord. “That's Kennedy N. Broad-
worth, the Big Noise, head o' the company,
and producer o' all the screen-thrills that
have ever appeared under the Broadworth
trade-mark! They call him ‘K.N.” out here
in the West, and ‘cayenne’ he is, let me
teil! The tall guy who gave you the knock-
down to Charlie Chaplin is Jefirey J. Romery,
the chief director o’ the company. Jeff is a
gouttherner from Tennessee, and one o' the
best:”

Despite Micky's protests, Mr. Broadworth
booked him a room at the Rockview Hotel,
and ordered him to take a hot bath. After
he had finished his refreshing ablutions, the
lad found a brand-new suit of American-cut
clothes laid out for him, and these he donned
wondering how on earth the cinema people
had managed to secure his exact fit in such
Had he known the
great film-preducer a little better he would
not havo been surprised at anything he did.

When he had finished dressing, andshe had
had his arm tended by a doctor sent up by
the producer, Micky went down to the foyer
of the magnificent hotel, and there he ran
into Mr. Broadworth, whoe was talking to
Reginald C. Eton.

“Al, here you are, sonny!” exclaimed ths
great producer. “I've arranged some lunch
on the terrace, and you must join us!”

The brand of courage which enabled Micky
to dive info the raging surf near the deadly
rocks without a tremor,  failed him com-
plete%.at the prospect of a lunch with these
world-famous cinema people who considered
themselves indebted to him.

“It's—it’s very kind of you, sir,” he stam-

mered. “But when my other clothes are dry
I'll be getting along!”

“You'll do nothing of the sert!” 5

The tone of finality about the great pro-
ducer’s remark brooked of no further argu-
ment, and Micky resigned himself "to his fate.

“I say, you know,” said Reginald C. Eton,
as they made their way to the terrace, “my
valet bwought you up a wipping suit in gween
and yellow stwipes, but as you are alweady
wigged out, it’s hardly worth changing.”

Mr. Broadworth smiled hugely.

“I guess the lad feels himself quite con-
spicuous enough,” he remarked, “without
being bedecked in your Armistice Day, hip-
hooray creations!”

Outside Micky gazed round for Chappie,
where he had ordered the little dog to lie
down when he had entered the hotel. Mr.
Broadworth noticed the lad pecring aboub for
his four-footed friend and hastened to reas-
sure him.

“I ordered the waiter to give him some
dinner,” he said. “No doubt Miss Maidstone
will bring him to you when she comes!”

Several members of the Broadworth Com-
pany and many other fashionably-dressed
Americans were “seated af the tables along
the pleasant terrace, and all eyes were turned
on Micky as he walked @leng between the
great film-prodncer and the best-known dude
of the cinema-screens. Had he followed his
desire ‘he would have run miles from the place,
but he braced himself to undergo the ordeal,
though his face flushed scarlet under the
serutiny he received, and his fingers ner-
vously sought the lapels of his immaculate
coat. -
+ An obsequious waiter approached Mr.
Broadworth and ushered them to a fable
marked “Reserved,” which was set for four
persons.  Micky rightly guessed that Mary
Maidstone was to be the fourth guest of the
producer’s.

As they sat waiting for the arrival of the
actress, Mr. Broadworth tactfully questioned-
the, lad as to his business, inclinations, and
prospects, and Micky gave a curtailed aecount
of his life as an acrobat in England and his
adventures in the United States in search of
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2 cinema job. Apart from the high personal
regard in which the great American film-pro-
ducer held his star actress, the girl was worth
many thousands of - dotlars to him from the
husmess standpoint, and he recognised and
hoped to discover some means to repay the
great debt he owed the English lad for saving
i;ur life.

“See here, sonny!” he said, after a tho
ful pause. “That job of \oms selling
mg-gum at the Kinema de Luxe is no vfﬂo\\
to yow. Tl find you a billet in my studio
nnder Buddy Gaylord, my chief property man,
and if you make good in that you shall have
your chanee to climb higher in the tree.”
camed with delight at this definite
offer, but He suddenly remembered his ap-
pomtment at the Chaplin studies.

t’s jolly good of you, sir!” he cried. “But
\,m‘n I met Mr. Charlie Chaplin on the beach
an hour ago 1 sounded him fox a job, and he
gave me an d.npomtmmt 1o call and scc him
on Thursday.’

“I guess
ihe xolelonh

‘and that’s
the spirit
people.”

“But, weaHv you know, Mieky,” burst in
Reggie, “if you're a beastny ackwobat, you'll
ave much more opportunity with my good
fwiend, Broadwerth here, than with that
houndah Chaplin. The ffwcat Charles pwo-
duces  comedies chiefly, as you know, and you
won’t get the scope in those you would in
a company that speciolises in thwills like
ours.’

Micky clearly saw the point of this advice,
for his definite object had béen to ong day
appear in such stunts as he had seen in the
magnificent photo-plays bearing the Broad-
worth brand.

“Don’t be in such a hurry, sonny,” said the
producer; “think it well over, and let me
knew what you decide. Al, here comes Miss
Maidstone!”

Mieky turped to see the girl he had rescued
from the sea, a vision of loveliness in a
simple palc'blun dress, tripping daintily
towards them. At her heels came (hap[m
looking from right to left in search of his
young master. Direetly the little dog caught
sight of Micky he bounded fomard and,
standing on his hind- Ie;.: pawed the hd with
cvery manifestation of delight.

Tlhe men rosc from the table to greet the
gir

“Feeling all right
Prnad worth.

“I'm quite fit now,” aflirmed the star, “and
50 is my little canine friend. He's l.id the
higgest plate of bones he’s ever seen in his
life, I warrant!”

The sensation of sitting at
with silver, cut glass, a
surrounded by snch fashior
as frequented the Rockview, was decidedly a
nevel one for Micky. But, notwithstanding
the novelty of his position, the natural inbred
polish of the lad’s composition asserted itself,
and he made ap excellent impression on thé
turee cinema people by his frank ways and
gentlemanly manners.

Chappie, too, proved that, although he had
1o pedigree as long as a be.mstalk he never-
‘hekss, knew how a small dog should behave
in such exalted company, and sat patiently
by Micky’s side without a murmur, Even
wiien a tiny Pekinese—a breed for which he
had the utmost loathing—passed close to him,
led by a lady on a hroad black ribbon, he
merely gave a dignified sniff, and averted his
eves from the tempmtlon

The terrace on which the lunch was served
overlooked some of the charming hotel
grounds, in which flourished palms, orange-
irces, and. other semi-tropical vegetation,
witile between the luxurious foliage could be
obtained glimpses of the sparkling ‘“blue
Pacific beyond.

‘““ OQur young friend,

you've sure been taking time by

sonny,” smiled the producer,
the way to get on in life. "It’s
1 like to se¢ among my own

again, Mary?” asked Mr.

a table sprea
linen, and
dressed folk

Micky Denver, here,
said Mr Broadworth to the actress durmg
iunch, “is keen to become a cinema actor, so
T've offered him a chance in my studio.”

The girl clapped her hands together in
glee.

‘“How bully!”-she exclaimed. * And he
must leave that horrid old lodging-house where
iie is staying! Mrs, Gaylord, I'm sure, would
find room for him at her home.”

“ Mr. Broadworth kindly told me I could
think it over,” put in Mieky, and so I'll let
him know on Friday morning.”

“ Anyway,” said the producer “TI'll ask
Gnylord if he can fix you up at his place
for the time being. It is close to Cinema
City, and you'll ‘be hangly for all the studios.”

“ Bai Jove, Micky,” cned Regmald * you
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weally must join ‘our happy family, you know!

‘\Ir ‘Bwoadworth, I can assuah you, is a
egular father to us -all, and, like all pweo-
is particu-

\lucers in this stwange countwy
larly partial to E gilshmen for the films. I
have lived ouf; heah for several years myself,
but, though you would hardly cwedit it, TI'm
an Enghsﬁman myself.”

““Ha, ha!" roared the great producer. *“1I
cpine the only person liable to mistake you
for a nephew of Uncle Sam, Reggie, would be
a Bashiebazook from the interior of Oom-
pawoompaland!”

The famous dude looked g trifle hurt, as it
was a matter of pride with E'im that, although
he wore the e\tremes of Bond btrect fashxon,
and often sported spats and- a monocle, he
had greatly adapted his speech and manners
to the country of his adoption. Reggie’s
adaptability, unknown to him, was a source
of much humour among the native Americans
at the studio.

Excusing himself, Mr. Broadworth left his
three guests toying with their dessert, and
went off to find his chief property man and
make the necessary arrangements for Micky
to take up his abode temporarily in the home
of the Gaylords.

A few minutes later he returned with Buddy
Gaylord himself.

“TI've fixed everything up for you, sonny,
he eaid to Micky, * 'md you ean get wour
gear from the placc you're staying at and
take it along to Mr. Gaylord's as soon as you
like.””

Micky rose with the others, and as he did
so a violent twinge of pain shot through his
damaged left hand, and he turned pale, and
staggered against the table.

““ Good gracious, you're hurt, Micky!” eried
the young actress, a look of deep concern in
her big eyes. ‘‘ You never tolr] me!”

“I—I'm all right, really,” said Micky,
recovering himself a little. * It—it is nothing,
really.”

Mary Maidstone shot a look of inquiry in
the direction of the film-producer.

“ The lad hurt his arm a bit on the rocks,”
explained Mr. Broadworth, * He has had it
dressed properly already, and we’ll have the
Jdoctor to tend it again in Los Angeles.”

‘I'm going to take him back to town in
my car,” satd the actress, in the tone of
onz used to having her own way. ° Buddy
shall come, too, and must see that he tdk(,s
things easily for a day or two."

Five minutes later a beautiful, olive-green
limousine drew up to the hotel en’crance with
a soft purring sound, and Mr. Broadworth
helped Mary Maidstone and Micky into their
seats. Then Buddy Gaylord, holding Chappie
under his arm, climbed in, and the car shot
forward on its journey to Los Angeles.

Micky sank among the soft cushions., wlth
a sigh of perfect happiness. Less than a
month before he had entered that great hub of
the cinema world in a jolting freight-van in
the company of railway brakesmen; now he
was returning to his dream city in a smoothly-
gliding limousine with one of the most popular
stars in filmland!

¢ Props ¥’ for the * Pictures.’?

ICKY was only too glad to give up

his cubicle in the Pacific lodging-

house, and take up his residence in

the charming home of Buddy Gay-

lord and his exeellent spouse. He also wrote
to the manager of the Kinema de Luxe, in
QOrange Street, and gave up his job there,
and this he did joyfully enough, glad to be
free of the neccéssity of shouting the hated

ery: “ Chocolates, chiclets, and salted pea-
nuts !”
Mrs. Gaylord took the English lad to her

heart at once. This buxom, motherly woman
was a keen judge of character, and Micky’s
frank ways and modesty appealed to her tre-
mendously.

Her chief delight was in her home, but she
also acted in an official capacity at the studio.
When her only child had died a year before,
Mr. DBroadworth, a marvellous judge of

character himself, had offered her the post of

‘ gstudio mother.”

Her duties were to act as guardian to the
many girls employed by the great cinema
ccmpany, and as adviser to the hundreds of
members of her own sex who were always
to be seen waiting in queues on the lot on
the chance of obtaining work in big produe-
tiens. On many an occasion the motherly
woman had helped some poor lass back to
the distant home from which she had run
away, lured by the glamour of the * silver
sereen.”’

Nothing would suit Buddy Gaylord and bis

Friday.

genial spouse than that Micky should rest and
enjoy himself until his arm bad mended
properly, and the-English lad made the most
of those halcyon days.

The Gaylords’ house was situated close to
Cinema City on the outskirts of Los Angeles,
and commanded a perfect view of the-foothills
of the lovely San Gabriel range. The only
task Micky was allowed to’perform was the

pleasant’ cne of plucking of the oranges,
pcuchea, peralmmmm, and passion fruit, with
the morning dew sparkling upon them, for
tlhs;l luscious salads which were on the menu
aany,

At last the day of which Micky had thought
during all his waking hours, rmd dreamt of at
night, came round. “With infmite care to the
minutest details of his toilet, the lad dressed
himself in the immaculate American-cut suit
with which Mr. Broadworth had supplied him
im Santa Monica. Then he took leave of
kindly Mrs. Gaylord, and, with Chappie trot-
ting conten tedly at his heerb, he set off for
his mtcrwew with the great Charlie Chaplin,

Mmkv arrived at the Chaplin studio in
; and it was as well that he did,
t‘or, in 1 of showm? the eard he had
received irom the cinema star, he had great
difficulty in getting anybody to believe he
had been invited there to tea. However, he
was rescued finally by a smartly-dressed }‘Ou‘h
who had been sent to receive him.

“ Mr, Chaplin has been called away on bus!-
ness, }' Denver; but he’'ll be back socon, I
expect,” said the youth. ““ Mrs.
here, though, and is expecting you.’ :

Following his guide through the lot, Micky
passed a farmhouse built of wood in the
Western style and painted grey, with fenees
complete, and he wondered whether the
great  Charles was enaawd on another film
along the lines of “Sunnyside Farm.”

On a neat lawn outside a pretty bungalow,
in which were situated the dressing-rooms
the principal stars, three young ladies were
reclining in wicker chairs. One of them, a
pretty girl in a dove-grey dress, rose as Micky
approached, and extended a hand in greeting.
It was Mrs. Charlie Chaplin, better kn
to the lovers of the “movies” as M
Harris!

“How do you do, Mr. Denver?” she mur-
mured. “My husband has told me all about
you. He was called away on an urgent
matter of business with Mr. Griffith, the pro-
ducer, and left his apologies in case he was
unable to return in time to receive you
himself.” 7

Mrs. Chaplin then introduced her two
friends, and the employee of the studio who
had h)mmht Micky along_took the oppor-
tunity to s}ip away unobserved.

Micky felt awkward and nervous as he took
his seat, and_sincerely wished that Charlie
Chaplin had heéen present to level matters up
a bit{ but he was soon put quite at his ecase
by the three ladies. All threey had heard
of the lad’'s plucky rescue of Mary Maid-
stone from the surf at Santa Moniea, and
made much of him, aud, doubtless, bad
Micky not been a sensible, level-headed young
person, his head would have been quite
turned by the attention he received.

As time passed Micky looked anxiously for
the return of the great Charlie, for he was
very desirous te discuss with him the matter
of his employment at the studio.

When tea had been cleared away by deft-
fingered waiters, Mrs. Chaplin, who, with the
quick perception of her sex, had guessed
what was troubling her guest, tactfully
broached the subject.

- “Oh, by the way, Mr. Denver,” she said,
“my husband left a message with me for you
in case ‘he did not get back in time to see

Chap is

you himself. It is about the matter you
mentioned to him on the beach at Santa
Monica.”

Micky leaned forward eagerly.

“QOh, yes, Mrs. Chaplin?%”

The - pretty girl smiled winsomely, and,

knowing by \hcky s manner that she could
offer no offence by speaking openly before
her friends, launched on a delicate task.
“Perhaps you do not know,” she went on,
“that Mr. Broadworth came to see my
husband with reference to your desire to join
the ranks of us cinema folk. At any rate,
they had quite a long chat about you, and,
having heard of Mr. Broadworth's intentions,

Mr. Chaplin feels that, considering your
special quahﬁcatlons, he would only be

standing in the light of your highest interests
if he—if he—"

Micky hastened 1o bridge the awkward
pause.

“I—I undcrstand Mra. Chaplin,” he gaid
quictly,



THE PENNY POPULAR—-Every

He stopped, lost in a sense of keen dis-

appointment. He had leoked forward, per-
haps too whole-heartedly, to being associatéd
with the world’s greafest cinema star, and
to have his hopes shattered even at the bands
of this gentlewoman was a bitter pill indeed.

Mrs. Chaplin gently laid a soft white hand
on the lad’s arm,

“Irean see you are disappointed,” she said;
“but, believe me, my husband only had your
interest a$ heart, and I am sure you will thank
him one day for his present attitude. Don't
you see that you would never have the oppor-
tunity here that you will have in Mr. Broad-
wortl’s company?’

In spite of himself Micky did see. He
would have to hegin at the hottom in which-
ever studio he found employment, and,
although Mrs. €haplin put the matier so
delicately, he knew that Charlie Chaplin was.
and always.would be, the only big star in all
the films in which he tock part; whereas
a company such as Broadworth’s always had
their eyes open for fresh talent among their
personnel. Charlie Chaplin was right.

“I am sorry my husband himself was unable
to be here to explain matters,” said Mrs.
Chaplin; “but, as I said, I am sure you will
thank him one day for pointing out the
advantage of associating yourself with Broad-
worth’s. Mr. Broadworth is the head of a
big, happy family. We know many members
of his company, and better folk than Mary
Maidstone, Jeff Romery, Reggie Etor, Buddy

jaylord, and most of the others you couldn’t
find if you searched the States from California
to Maine!”

“Thank you!” said Micky. “I reckon you're
vight, Mrs. Chaplin, and I'll ask Mr. Broad-
worth to let me get to weork with his com-
pany right away.”

Micky rose, preparatory to taking his
departure.

“I'm so glad you came, Mr. Denver,” said
Mrs, Chaplin; “and when we return from the
Last—for we’'re going to Boston shortly—you
must come and see us, and next time, 1
promise you, my hushand shall be on the
scene, if I have to drag him from his work!”
With a smile she extended her hand. “Good-
bye! I'm sure your keenness will bring you
success in the end.”

The Americans could give Micky no pointe
in the matter of hustling, and once clear of
the Chaplin studio he lost no time in making
his way to the lot of the Broadworth
Cowpany.

Late though it was, the great producer
was: very busy at work in his office, but he
spared the English lad exactly two minutes,
and in that space of time it was arranged
that Micky should start his work under
Buddy Gaylord, the property-man, on the
very next morning.

Al feelings of disappointment at not being
associated with the great and only Charles
had disappeared as he hurried home and
reported his experiences to the genial couple
with whom he was staying.

Buddy Gaylord, like his buxom
taken a great liking to the lad, and he was
¢lad to know that Micky was to get his first
insight into making the movies under his
wing,

On the following morning Micky awakened
with the first song of the birds in the sway-
ing palms outside his window, and blithely
sct forth on his pleasant task of plucking
enough golden fruit from the orange-trees
for the usmal breakfast appetiser of the
bousehold.

The meal over, he set off gaily with the
jovial property-man for his first day’s duty
at the studio. At last, after years of hard-
ship at home and weeks of bitter suffering,

rials, and disappointments = since leaving
Liverpool as a stowaway, not a cloud appeared
in his sky in this paradise of the Pacific
slope: But the gods decree that no mortal
“shall have smooth sailing for-long in this
wicked world, and already, unknown to him-
the dark clouds were gathering below
¢'s horizon ready to rise and burst in
storm about his head.

Buddy Gaylord, or “Props,” as many
called him, was by way of being a marvel in
his own particular line. Did the scenario—
the complete synopsis and instructions of a
photo-play—call for a horseshoe tiepin or a
complete suit of Japanese samurai. armour
and he was asked for the requirement at
nocn, Buddy would usually supply that want
in less time than it took the director to get
served at the studio “Quick Lunch.” :

Were he asked to supply a ping-pong ball
or the complete accoutrements of a company

spouse, had

of the Prussian Guard; Buddy wounld accept
the order without batting an eyelid, and go
about his business as thiough he had merely
been asked for the loan of a hox of matches.
There is nothing you cam think of, from a
China pagoda down to~ a China egg, that
this extraordinary little man could net beg,
borrow, buy, hire, or make, if it were re-
quired as a “prop ” for the *pictures.”

Buddy let Micky down lghtly at first, and
the lad’s first few days at the Broadworth
studios were more in the nature oira delight-
ful holiday than work. Although in charge
of one of the busiest departments of the
studio, the genial property-man, nevertheless,
found time to show Micky his vast stores of
articles of all deseriptions, great and small,
which had been, or were likely to be, in
demand for the company’s productions.

It had taken Buddy a long time te make
that eollection, and he was justly proud of
it as one of the finest in Cinema City. Furni-
ture of all periods, variety of elocks, hooks,
weapons of every description, curios and wear-
ing apparel from China, the. South Seas,
Alaska, Egypt, and almest every other land,
modern Yankee inventions, and thousands of
other articles, both rare-and commen, were
in the vast stores for the use of the film
requirements, and, incidentally, for the
bewilderment of Mieky. But Buddy had
everything catalogued, and could put his
hand on most requirements at a minute’s
notice.

In addition to the stores, the property-man
showed the lad over the workshops, where a
number of his staff were engaged on the con-
struction of papier-mache articles.

“I guess papier-mache is the most wonder-
ful material ever invented,” said Buddy, as
he conducted Micky round.

He paused, and slipped a fresh wafer of
pepsin-gum in his mouth; and Micky, who
by this time had learned to regard this
action of Buddy’s as a prelude to an instruec-
tive lecture, waited expectantly.

“I dessay it's struck you sometimes,” he
recommenced, “when you've sat in your
British kinemas, that all isn’t gold that glit-
ters on the silver sereen; in other words,
that some o® the articles shown inm the films
ain’t exactly the real goods. Now, I'm not
saying that all the things that look ex-
pensive are ‘pboney, ’cause they’re not. In
this studio, for instance, ‘ K. N ’ insists on
the genuine thing, if it will photograph as
well as a fake. But there's where we get up
against it.

The camera is 2 funny animal, with curious
likes and dislik¢s, and it bas a natural dis-
like for quite a lot o things. Gold’s one
o’ them; so’s brass, so's china, so’s burnished
steel. When you photograph them, you get
what is called halation—that is, light thrown
back into the lens o’ the camera. The con-
sequence is that the film gets blurred with
light. Is that clear?”

“Quite.” =

Buddy changed the piece of gum fto his
other cheek with a deft twist of his tongue,
and continued:

“Now, that’s where papier-mache comes
in. You can make a Toby-jug or a twenty-
foot bronze statue o> Washington with it,
and it’ll look like the real goods and photo-
graph a thousand times better.”

Finding Buddy in such a communicative
mood, Micky pumped him on other subjects
connected with the cinema.

“D’yeu think the cinema school is a big help
to becoming a film actor, Buddy?” he asked.

“Cinema school! I guess you're not wise
to ‘em, kid!” said Buddy, chewing viciously.
“I opine’ the only real school is to start as
a super in a studio, keep your ears and eyes
open, and take heed of the chin goods the
director hands out to you!”

“Then I'll keep my ears open
Romerey’s directing the
pictures.””

“You couldn’t do better, kid.
the tip-top men of the game, or K. N, wouldn’t
bhe paying him ten thousand bucks a year.
He may give you a chance in ‘mob stuff * one
day. Then, remember to act slowly—the
camera don’t like quick movements. Also you
might practise Tregistering facial expressions
in front of the mirror at nights.”

“Have you ever -acted for the films,
Buddy?”’ asked Micky.

Buddy laughed, and toox the gum ifrom his
cheek,

“¢ Props ’ is in my line,” he said. “I've got
no use for covering my. face with yellow
grease-paint, and spoiling my eyes in ‘ close-
ups.” Yep, those powerful arc lights sure play
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havoe with the sensitive herves of the eyes.
It’s" a wonder to me ali cinema actors aren’t
blinded after a few months’ work.’%

And ‘' with that cheerful remark Buddy
strode off,

A few days after Micky had started work
under “Props,” the studio experienced one of
those “off » days, when everything seemed to
go wrong.

AEverygbody was on tenterhooks, and Romery
himself, outwardly calm, but inwardly a
se;ethin-g furnace of impatience, was having
his work cut out to get anything done at all:
The reason was that Floyd Unwin, principal
maie star of- the Broadworth eompany, wnd
performer of most of the dare-devil stunts for
their films, was in one of his most truculent
moeds. >
. Famous as the .star was,- Micky took an
instant dislike to him, and he remembered
and saw significance in the fact that Mrs.
Chaplin had left Unwin’s name out when
naming her friends of the Broadworth Com-
pany. 2
_On his part, too, Unwin quickly showed his
dislike and contempt for the English lad;
and this, perhaps, was not wholly uncon-
nected with the fact that Micky was held in
such high regard by Mary Maidstone.

Deep in his heart, Unwin was jealous of
anybody for whom the young aectress showed
a preference, and the fact that Micky had
proved himself of such inestimable service to
her was absolute gall to the man.

o the studio proper, beneath the rows of
high-power are-lamps, 'was set an interior
scene, depicting a room of a Fifth Avenue
mansion, magnificently furnished after the
Orienital style.

Romery, the director, exercised his vash
store of tact to the full with the obstreperous
star, and, finally, after twice running through
the scene, in which Unwin had to examine
a wonderful antique Indian vase, which
played an important part in the plot, he
prepared te film it. S

“ Action!” :

A score of arelights blazed forth over the
scene, and the actor teook up his position
within the six-foot focus area.

*“Shoot {” *

The camera-man began to revolve the
handle of his machine, and with slow, de-
liberate movements, the actor rose from an
armchair, tock up the vase, and turned it
over in his hands. Half-way through the
scene, at a signal from Romery, the camera-
man gently propelled his camera forward
along the brass rails under its stand for a
“close-up,” and then withdrew it to its
original position. P

“Cut!t”

At once the camera-man ceased filming,
and the dazzling arc-lights faded.

“Now,” said Romery, “I guess we'll get
ahead with scene number nine.”

Then, turning to Micky, who was standing
some distance behind him, he said:

“Shift that vase to the pedestal in the
cerner of the set, son.”

“And be careful with it, young Johnny
Bull!” growled TUnwin. “It’s absolutely
unique, and was hired from a dealer in Los
Angeles specially for this production. I guess

|it’s worth eighty thousand dollars if a cent.”

There was no need for Micky to be told
to be careful; he was mnaturally so, and,
moreover, he saw from the corner of his eye
the great K. N. Brdadworth himself coming
through the studio.

He gingerly lifted the vase, and turned
towards the pedestal. The door in the back-
ground of the scene was partly open, and
peering in was a hideous being who more
nearly resembled a gorilla than a man.

It was as though some vague, horrible
vision of the past had materialised before his
eyes, and, with a low cry, Micky staggered
back.

As he did so, the antique Indian vase
slipped from his nerveless fingers and crashed
in a thousand pieces on the floor!

ANOTHER LONG INSTALMENT
OF THIS MAGNIFICENT SERIAL
STORY OF THE CINEMA WILL
APPEAR IN NEXT FRIDAY’S
PENNY POPULAR.
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A COMPLETE SHORT

LORD BAGLEY OF BAGLEY TOWERS!

STORY OF ST. JIM’S,

113 OOKS as though we've v
blank, kids!”
Tom Merry turned and made the

remark to his chums, Manners and
Lowther. The Terrible Three were in the
old second-hand shop in Rylcombe, looking
for back volumes of the “Boys’ Friend.”

“Thought we shouldn’t have any lueck,” said
Manners. “It isn’t often old volumes of the
¢ Boys' Friend’ are put up for cale, and
when they are they go like hot cakes!”

“I say, look at that picture over there!”
exclaimed Monty Lowther suddenly. “Looks
like one of Trimble's giddy ancestors!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

The ;mture indicated was a cheap oleo-
graph of a very fat man--mot at all unlike
an elderly edition of Bagley Trimble of St.
Jim's. - He was dressed in the stock collar
and cravat of olden days.

“My hat!” cried Tom Merry. “What a
¢hance for a wheeze on old Baggy!”

“By Jove, yes!”

Monty Lowther and Manners say through
tire idea immediately. Baggy was always
bragging about his ancestors of Bagley
Towers, who, according to him, were sup-
posed to have been wonderful men of nghle
blood. Here was a chance of working a
splendid stunt against the gullible Baggy.

In a moment Tom Merry was inquiring the
price of the picture.

“One-and-sixpence, sir!” answered the old
Man, looking a little surprised that the three
schoolboys should be interested in such an
sbviously worthless work of art.

The money was quickly paid, and the pic-
ture changed hands.

“Suppose you haven’t got a frame for it?”
asked Monty Lowther.

“Well, you know, frames are very dear just
now, sir, answered th ancient shopkeeper.
2 It s the glass, you see.

“Have you got a cheap onc without glass,
‘then?” asked Monty Lowther.

“Ah, now, let me see,” reflected: the old
man. “I might be able to find out for
you, young gents.”

He knew quite well just where he had one
which would do, but he wanted to produce
it as though as a favour.

Tom Merry & Co. grinned gleefully as the
old man turned to gct the frame.

“That ought to do just right!” exciaimed
Manners, when the frame was exhibited.

“It’s certainly got the advantage of look-
ing old!” laughed Mnnty Lowther.

“Ye;. it looks about a thousand,” said
Tom Merry.
After some discussion the frame was pur

chased for two shillings, and the Shell juniors
hastened back to St. Jim’s with their pur-
chases.

When they reached Study .Ko. 10 they
locked the door and commenced opcrations
on the picture.

“What shall we write on the back of it?”
asked Lowther, with a chuckle.

“I'll write on ‘ Lord Bagley of Bagley
Towers—1793." How’s that?” responded Tom
Merry.

“The very thing!” grinned Manners. “But
you mmt «do it in waten ink, 50 that it 100:{?
as if it’s fading off with age.”

Lowther ran out and watered the ink
down, and Tom Merry soon scrawled the
words on the back of the picture: “Lord
Bagley of Bagley Towers—1793.”

Then they rubbed some fine dust from the
fircplace over it, just to disguise the fresh-
ness of it, and then the picture was placed
just inside the frame, though not fixed.
“Now we're ready for Baggy,” declared Tom
Merry. “Go and tell him the good news.”

Monty Lowther hurried out of the study

and started the search for Baggy 'Trimble. '

He was not in his study, and Monty was
about to inquire of Mellish, whom he saw
in the distance, when he thought of the
tuckshop. Of course, that was the first place
to look. -

Sure enough, Baggy Trimble was there,
just finishing off two shillings’ worth of jam-
puffs.

“I say, porpoise, we want to have # chat
with you up in the study,” said Monty. “Got
some very important news for you!”

Baggy Trimble looked a little startled. 1t
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was rarely that the Terrible Tiuree wanted
him for anything, and when they did it was
usually to administer chastisement in some
form or. other.

“Er—what's it about?” stammered Baggy
cautiously. “I-—<I haven’t done anything—
really I haven't!”

“Nohody said you had, fathead!” retorted
Monty.
to show you.”

“All right,”. replied Baggy, and he followed
Monty Lowther from the tuckshop, though
there was considerable hesitancy in his move-
ments.

Monty Lowther took him by the arm to
encourage him, and Baggy felt easier, though
he could not shake off a feeling of uncer-
tainty as to what was going to happen to
nim.

“Here he is!” exclaimed Monty,
pushed open the study door.

Baggy was obviously feeling very nervous
by this time, and he halted in the doorway
as Lowther released his arm.

“Hallo, Baggy!” cried Tom Merry. “I say,
we've made a great discovery! Come and
look at this!

Tom Merry's tone was quite friendiy, and
Tubby at once felt reassured. He advanced
towards the table, and the leader of the
Terrible Three pomted to the picture which
Idy in the frame as they had placed it, look-
ing as though it had just heen unfastened.

Bagey was quite mystified at first by this
invitation to Study No. 10. He thought that
Tom BMerry & Co. had at last realised their
duty towards him, and were about to admib
him as a friend.

Then his glance fell upon the signature at
the back of the picture. He bent down and
scrutinised it, and then gave a gasp of
wonder and amazement.

“My hat, you fellows, this is one of my
titled ancestors!” he exclaimed. "Where
di d you get hold of this?”

“We picked it up in the second-hand shop
in Rylcombe this afternoon,” replied Tom
Merry, with diffieulty suppressing a grin.

With frantic haste Baggy turned the pic-

as he

ture over and studied the portrait on the
other side.
“There's no douuf about it,” he muttered.

“Why,
ellow 1"

“We thought you'd be interested in it,”
zaid Tom Merry, “so we bought it. You can
have it for five hob.”

“Oh!” responded Baggy. “Well, as it hap-
neng, I haven’'t got fve bob just now, bub
o 1eu you have it as soon as I get another
remittance from—er—from Bagley Towers!”

A tone of haughtiness crept into his voice
as he spoke, and Tom Merry & Co. knew
that the picture was beginting to take cffect
at once.

“I'm much obliged to you fellows,” went
on Baggy, placing tnc picture and the frame
under his arm. “My pater’ll be glad to get
this portrait of Lord Bagley to shove up
in the hall of Bagley Towers with the other
ancestors.”

my pater’s the living image of this old

“I reckon he will,” said Monty Lowther
solemnly. “I say, though, you won’t forget

thc five bob, will you?”

“0h, ne,” rephed Bagey casually. “I've
no doubt my pater will send it along as
soon as he gets this. I reckon this is the old
chap who took part in the Wars of the Roscs;
there was one in it, I know. He got wounded
at the Battle of A"mcourt"’

There was a ripping sound, like the tearing
of cloth, from the opposite side of the room,
but it was only Manners trying to stifle a
laugh.

Within @ quarter of an hour every junior
in the Shell had heard -about the \\ondnrful
portrait of Trimble's ancestor, and most’ of
them had seen it—and, incidentally, seen
through the wheeze.
trouble to enlighten Baggy.
about, only in a very lofty manner condes-
cending to speak to his Form fellows.

“Let's have a look at Lord Bagley!” ex-
claimed Jack Blake, entering the Shell
passage at that moment with Arthur Augus-
tus D'Arcy, Herries, and Dighy.

“All right,” said Baggy generously.
can have a look,

“You
but don’t go messing it

“We've -got something very special’

But nobody took the:
He swaggered.
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about, because it’s got to go up in the hsell
at Bagley Towers!”

“Bai Jove!” cried Gussy, screwing his
monocle into his eye. “Twimble’s wemarkabiy
like the old johnnie, isn't he?”

Baggy swelled with pride—that is, if it were
possible for him to swell still larger.

“Of course, there's always been a w;m’nrful
family hkeness with all the Barﬂry de-
clared Trimble, trying to speak in a calm and
measured voice, though in reality he
bursting with excitement.

Eyery fellow at St. Jim’s knew well enough
that there was no such place as Bagley
Towers, and also that Trimble had no titled
relations; but there is no doubt that at that
moment Baggy kimself ~ really - belicved in
both.

“Well, you fellows, I must get this por-
trait, of Lord Bagley packed up now,” said
Baggy, “because I want to get it off to my
people by the next post. It'H create a great
sensation at Bagley Towers!”

“I’ll bet it will!” exclaimed Monty Lowther
in an undertone te his chums.

For the rest of that day Baggy . Trimble
swaggered about the school premises with
his read well in the air, occasionally deigning
to hestow a ned in passing at one or other of
the leading lights of 8t. Jim’s. To the smaller
fry he paid no heed at all. 5.

During the evening Figgins & Co. of the
New House came across to discuss the por-
trait of Lord Bagley with Trimble, but Baguy
was disinclined to say very much to them;
hs considered that he had now become muc
too important a personage to hold converse
with New House fellows.

The afterncon of the mnext day -was
a half-holiday. When he had any money
Baggy spent his half-helidays in the tuck-
shop; but to-day he was absolutely stony, a
most undignified position for a fellow with
titled ancestors; at least, so he thought.

He strutted about the quad, nodding in a
patronising way to other fellows as they
passed him. and if annoyed him that they did
not cluster round and seek his friendship, in
view of the fact that it had been proved
beyond all doubt that he was descended from
a noble line.

Then the fact that he was out of cash began
to worry him seriously. On this day of all
days he was. unable to visit the tuckshop,
for Mrs. Taggles had long since refused
credit, and he had sense enough to res
that it was very unlikely that she would |
influenced hy the proof of his noble birth

“1 say, Lowther, old man!” he ecall
Monty Lowther hove in sight. “T'd lik
word with you!”

“Say on!” cried Monty,
approached.

“I was just thinking that you'd prebably
like to come down to Bagley Tow with me
next vae,” remarked Baggy loftily. “if
like we'll fix it up. But, I say, at the mo
I'm right out of cash, y'know. I expee
remitfance this morning, but my pater must
have overlooked it, an od it happens that I'm
right out!”

“Sorry, old bean, but I've got nothing to
to lend!” answered Monty Lowther, before
Baggy could ask for a loan.

Monty Lowther swung round on his heel
and strolled off. ;

“Rotten way to treat a fellow whose ances-
tors took part in the Wars of the Roses!”
muttered Baggy. “Suppose I shall have to
tap someone else.”

“Blake !”

“Hallo!”

“Could you manage to accommodate me
with a small loan for-

Baggy gof no farther.

“‘\*othmg domrr porpoise!” exciaimed Jack
Blake. “Pity that giddy old ance :stor of yours
didn't leave you some eash!

“He did leave a lot,” replied Baggy, “bub
it hasn't come to me yet.”

“We've noticed that, ¢ld son.”

Baggy gave a sigh. He thoughi it curious
that fellows should not be anxidus to lend
money to a chap with such an ancestor as
Lord Bagley.

He tried three or four more fellows, but
on each occasion he drew blank. He f
appointed and sore. However, he endea
not to show it, and still kept up his LttltLde
of lofty indifference to all around him.

It was in_the evening of thé next day that
the crushing blow descended wupon him. He
was waiting in a prominent position at tie
head of the stairs for the letters to come up,
for by this" post he expected one from Ins
father, congratulating him upon his find, and
enclosing a remittance.

( Continued on col. 2, page 18.)

pulling up as Baggy

was -
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
War Profits.

73 UPERENCE-HA’PENNY !”
Tubby Muffin of the Fourth Form
made that remark, in tones of

sulphurous indignation, as he came
into the junior Common-room at Rookwood.

“Tuppence-ha'peuny!” he repeated. “Do
you hear?”

Jimmy Silver looked round.

A]x next door!” he suggested.

“Eho”

“Don’t you know what Shakespeare says,
you——-"

“Blow Shakespeare!”
“Shakespeare says,
Wor — 4u-—lender — bhel
severely. -“Shut up!”

“You siily ass!” hooted Tubby Muffin. “I'm
not trying teo bsrrow tuppence-ha’penny.
Ginger-pop has gone up. It's tuppence-
ha’penny at the tuckshop now.”

“Ont”

“Tuppence-ha’penny !” repeated
tones of thrilling indignation.
says it can’t be sold for less.  Fancy old
HKettie joining the profiteers! I say, some-
tiing ought to he done, you know.”

“Looks as if we shall be done,” remarked
Lovell. “0ld Kettle is going it rather strong.
though, with tarts t“opencp each, and
ginger-pop twopgcncu -hia’ penny.

“Everything’s gone up,” said Tubby lugu-
briouslty. “I dm t think they ought to lnve
had a war at all, when it makes the price
of grub go up. When it comes to paying
tuppence-ha’penny for ginger-pop, it’s really
time to call a halt, you know. 1 don’t sup-
pose Asquith foresaw that in 1914.”

*“I don’t suppose he did,” grinned Raby.
“You know what these politicians are. They
never think of the really important things.”

‘ Neither a borrower
said Jimmy Silver

Tubby, in
“0ld Kettle

“That’s all very well,” grunted the fat
Classical. “But look here, what’s going to
be done? We shall starve at this rate.”

“You look like
gympathetically.

“I'm growing thin,”*
pathos in his voice. “I'm losing flesh.
know I am. We don’t get enough to eat
here. Bootles makes faces at a chap if he
asks for a fourth helping——-"

Ha, ha, ha!”

“It isn't a laughing matter,” said Tubby
warmly. “A chap used to he able to cke
it out at the tuckshop; but with prices going
up all round, what's a chap to do? It
rotters are going to be allowed to charge
us double for our grub, it’s the limit!”
“Yes, something ought to be done,” re-
marked Jimmy Silver. “We ought to put
our foot down, you chaps.”

‘Can’'t be helped,” "said” Lovell, with a
shrug of the shoulders. “T believe profiteering
is catching, like measles. Old Kettie's caught
it.”

“Chap naturally wants to make hay while
the sun shines,” remarked Leggett of the
Founrth. “I’d do the same.”

“Yes; I've no doubt you would,” said
Jimmy th(r. with a scornful glance at the

d “But you can't call it

starving,” said Newecome

said  Tubby, with

« ‘Oh

“ot! I suppose ihere wouldn't be
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anything sold at all if somebody didn’t make
a profit out of it,” sneered Leggett.

“Qh, dry up! Look here, you chaps. Old
Kettle isn’t a bad sort; but he’s going past
the limit, and he’s got to be stopped,” said
Jimmy Silver. “I’'ve got an idea for stop-
ping him, too.”

“ Expound,” said Lovell.

“Suppose we go and tell him that if his
prices don’t come down to the level of Mrs.
Wicks’, we won’t deal with him any more.”

“Rot!” said Townsend. “We can’t go
down to the village for our tuck. Too much
fag.”

“We could keep it up for a week, and that
would give him a lesson.”

“Catch me!” said Topham. “I'm not
faggin’ down to the village every time I
want a bun to save a ha’penny.”

“The ha'pennies mount up in the long run.”

“I dare say you're shert of ha'pennies,”
said Topham loftily.

Jimmy Silver did not heed that remark.

“Hands up for boycotting the szchool shop
for a week!” he called out.

Lovell and Raby and Newcome put up their
hands. Oswald and Flynn followed suit.

But the rest of the Classical juniors only
grinned.

“Too much fag!” said Peele.

“Silly rot!” remarked Mornington.

Jimmy Silver grunted.

“Well, if you're not willing to help your-
selves, you must expect to be swindied,” he
said.

“By the way, we'd better get our supper
before the shop closes,” grinned Lovell.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Go down to the village for it,” chuckled
Townsend. “Perhaps Buikeley will give you
a pass out of gates—perhaps!”

“And perhaps it's worth a mile there and
back to save tupnence, said Peele. Gl -
suppose it is, if you're hard up for two-
pence.”

“Oh, come on,” said Jimmy Silver gruffiy.
And he left the Common-room with his chums,
leaving a general chortle hehind him.

The Fistical Four crossed the dusky quad-
rangle to the school shop. Tubby Muffin
was there, imbibing the ginger-beer, which
had cost him twopence-halfpenny.

Old Sergeant Kettle was behind the counter.

Jimmy Silver gave his orders rather grufily.

Schoolboy allowances did not go so far as
they went once upon a time, and funds had
to be laid out with eare.

“Ham’s gone up,” the sergeant remarked
casually. “It’s another tuppence.”

2 Oh is it?” grunted Jimmy.

And a pound of jam comes to a'mther
penny now.”

“What for?”

“Gone up,
Kettle affably.

“ Anything else gone up?”

“And bloater-paste is another penny—-"

“I suppose the bloaters have got a rise in
wages!” said Jimmy Silver sarcastically.

The sergeant did not seem to hear.

you know,” s=aid Sergeant

“And cheese is another ’a’penny,” he re-
marked. He set out the goods on the
counter, and made a calculation. “Two-and-

threepence for that lot, Mas er Silver.”
“QOne-and-tenpence,” said Jimmy Silver.
“Two-and-threepence, please.”
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“One-and-tenpence !” roared Jimmy Silver.

The sergeant shrugged his shoulders.

“Oh, shell out, and let’s get off, Jimmy,”
said Lovell. “I'm hungry, and it’s close on
bed-time.”

“I'm shocked at you, sergeant,” said Jimmy
Silver. “You're an old soldier, too, and so
you ought to know better.”

Pnces have gone up,
said the sergeant, unmoved.

“Buck up, Jimmy!”

Jimmy Silver shook his head.

“We're not taking any,” he sa
iot one-and-tenpence, sergeant?”

“No, it ain’t. It’s two-and-threepence.”

“Then you can keep it!”

“Look here, Jimmy, we can’t go down to
Coombe at this time of nmht"’ exclaimed
Raby. “It’s too jolly late.”

“We can go without.”

“0Oh, my hat!”

“It’'s up to us,” said Jimmy resolutely.
“If all the fellows were of my mind they
wouldn’t touch another thing here till the
prices were reasonable.”

“But what about supper?” demanded New-
come.

“Blow supper!”

“But I'm hungry.”

“My dear chap, you'll be much better if
you don’t eat a lot of supper! Nothing like
going into training.”

“Look here, T’ m jolly well not going into
aining to do without meals!” exclaimed
come, “Don’ t be a silly ass!”
Ves, don’t be a silly ass, Jimmy,”
Lovell.

“You fellows can please yourselves,” said
Jimmy. “I'm not taking any. You ought to
back me up.”

rou taking them things?” asked the
un stolidly. -

Muaster Silver,”

id. “Is thad

e

urged

“No.!
“Please yourself, Master Silver.”

“Oh, youre an ass!” growled - Lovel.
“Let's get out. I suppose we've got to back
you up, you howling duffer!”

he Fistical Four left the tuckshop. Tubby
Mufiin followed them out, and caught Jimmy
by the sleeve.

“I say, Silver——"

“Well, fatty?”

g &oule not vomg to spend any money at

‘{0” "mwled Jimmy.

“Then T've got an idea!?

“Well9”

“Lend ib to me.”

“Eh{”

“You won’t want it, you know, as you're
going without your supper. I'd rather nst
go without mine, so you caan lend me the
tin—— Yaroooooh!”

Tubby *Muffin found himself sitting down
suddenly in the quad, and the Fistical Four

walked on and left him there.
tion suddenly at tea in the cnd study

“I
the next day.

His eyes were glistening.
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THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Cgo-operation.
'VE got it!”
Jimmy Silver uttered that exelama-
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Evidently a wheeze was working in the
tertile brain of the captain of the Fourth.

“Well, what is it?” yawned Lovell. “Pass
the jam first.”

“If you want a thlng done, it's always
best to do it yourself,” kald Jimmy. “That’s
what we're going to do =

“Eh?” said Lovell blankly.

“Old Kettle is welshing us because he’s
got the only supply of tuck in the schoeol,”
went on Jimmy. “I suppose he thinks e
can make hay while the sun shines. It suits
him, but it doesn’t suit us. It's no good
grumbling at shopkeepers who put up prices.
The only thing is to take it out of their
{rands.”

“Take what out of their hands,

“Shopkeeping.”

“Shush - shush - shush
tered Lovell,
“Exaectly.”

Jimmy Siiver’s chums stared at him.
“Are you thinking of opening a shop?” de-

fathead?”

- shopkeeping!” stut-

manded ‘Lovell at last, with crushing sar-
easm.

Jmmv Silver nodded calmly.

“Yes.”

“(jpezm a shop!” yelled Raby

“Certai

“You ho

“For es dont be so funny,
Jimmy!” urged Newcome, “If you must say
these funny things, send ’em to * Chuckles,’
end get half-a-erown for ‘em!”

“Lend me your ears, my soms,” said
Jimmy Silver cheerfully. “I'm not talking

out of my hat. D’ve been thinking it out.
@ld Kettie is bitten with the profiteering
fever, and he's beginning to welsh us. Well
all we've got to do is to open a stores.

“A—a stores?”

“0On co-eperative principles.”

“(-¢c-co- opewtne principles.”

“Just s0. We buy the things wholesale
«i only needs. money—"

“Only!” ejaculated Raby. “Only money!
Why don't you suggest that we all become
millionaires ‘and peers—it only needs money

—only that!” :

“The money having been raised, we
can——"

“But how are you going to raise the
money ?”

“Yor goodness’ sake don't waste time dis-
cussirg small details, Raby. We can settle
that afterwards. The money having been
raised, we order the goods from a wholesale
firm, and they come down in a big consign-

ment. We open the shop—say, in the box-
room.”

“The  Box-room Co-operative Stores,
Limited,” suggested Lovell sarcastieally.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“The Rookwood Co-operative  Supply
Stores,” said Jimmy Silver calmly. “Every-
body takes shares in the—"

"Tuck?”

“No, ass—the business. You come and
buy your own . goods, you know, and ali

profits are divided in the form of dividends
at the end of the financial year. My dear
children, there are co-operative stores all
over the country, and they flourish, too.
¥ou save ali the middlemen’s pro”tts—thats
why middlemen are so down on them. You
eliminate the middleman.”

“You what him?”

“Eliminate him.”

“You've been reading that in a paper o1
something,” said Lovell suspiciously.

“Ahem! I may have seen an article about
co-operative stores,” said Jimmy. “What
does a chap read for, except to learn things?
Why, if everybody joined a co-operative
stores all the middlemen who make profits
would have to work for their living. Sup-
pose we b\' a jam-tart wholesale for a
ha’penny

“You canf buy one jam-tart wholesale.
That’s retail,” said Lovell, with a shake of
the head. :
£ Jimmy Silver.glared.

“Fathead! TI'm putting that as a case.
You buy a jam-tart wholesale for a ha’penny,
or, say, threefarthings, and in your co-
opemtwe stores you sell it at a penny. The
!purchaser saves the other penny he would
give to the common or garden shopkeéper,
and there’s a farthing also to be whacked
oub in dividends.”

“That wouldn’t be much for each chap.”-

“Br-rr! The whole business won't consist
in selling one jam-tart, you mutton-headed

chump!” howled Jimmy  Silver. “We may
have a turn-over of thousands, perhaps
millions.”

“Make it billions,” suggested Raby.
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“Why not trillions?” said
heartily.

‘““Look here, it’s a jolly good idea,” roared
Jimmy Silver, “and it wiil mgan no end of
kudos for theé end study starting the Rook-
wood Co-operative Stores.”

“Somebody will have to manage the shop.”

“0f course; 1 shall be manager.”

“What about shop-assistants?”

“That’s where you come in.”

“Oh!”

“The shop will open every day for an hour
after lessons, and ‘on half-holidays. Wge can
find the time. I .don’t say we’re going to
keep it up permanently—it would  intérfere
with footer. But we shall bring old Kettle
to reason by not dealing with him for a few

wéeks. He’s got a lot of perishable stuff
that wiil go mou.dv

“Ha, ha, ha!?

“Well, I'm glad to see you can see some-

thing in it,” said Jimmy. “We'll ecall a
meeting of the Fourth, and put it teo them.
We shall have to raise five pmmds capital.”

“My hat!”

“In shares, say, of half-a-crown each. That
will ‘be foxty memberq A halt-crown won't
hurt a chap. And, mind, we shall get as
much tuck wholesale for five quid as we get
from old Kettlg for ten.”

“Something in that,” agreed Lovell, “and
it will be one m the eye for the greedy old

Hun, anyway.”

Jlmmy Silver jumped up.

“Buck up h your tea,” he said. “We
want to get this going. Strike the iron

while it’s hot, you know.”
Lovell & Co. grinned at one another. It

was a rule in the end study to back up]

Uncle James® schemes, whatever form they
took. Lovell & Co. were of opinion that
TUncle James was biting off more than he
could chew this time; but they were pre-
pared to back him up.

And immediately after tea a meeting of
the Fourth Form was called in the Common-
room to hear TUncle James  expound his
views.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
A Difference of Opinion.
11 HAT the dickens is it all about?”
yawned Mornington.
“Some rot of Jimmy
said Townsend.
“We won’t go,” remarked Peele.
Mommgton shook his head.

Silver’s,’

“Yes, we'll go and heckle him.”
“Good idea!” chorused the Nuts of the
Fourth; and Morningtor & Co. proceeded to

the junior Common-reom, where Classicals
and Moderns were gathering in force.

Tommy Dodd & Co. had come over from
the Modern side on hearing of the ¥orm
meeting. They had the impression that it
was something to do with football. All the
fellows excepting the end study were in the
dark, so far,

- The room was crowded with Classicals and
Moderns when Jimmy Silver. and his. chums
came in.

Jimmy Silwver jumped on a chair.

“(entlemen of the Fourth——" he began.

“Hear, hear!” bawled the Co. loyally.

“This meetmg has been called to deal with
an important matter, affecting Classicals and
Mogderns alike. The prices of everything are
high——"

“You don't say
Dodd, with a look of surprise;
was a chuckle.

“Shut up, you Modern bounder!
to the-state of the country, lots of retters
have been putting up prices!”

“Go hon!”

“0ld Kettle, who keeps our shop, has fol-
lowed the lead of the shipowners and other
nefarious characters—"

“Tuppenee-ha’'penny for a ginger-pop!” in-
terjested Tubby Muffin.

“And it’s time he was
senses,” said Jimmy.
people for doing these things.

so!” ejaculated Tommy
and there

brought to his
“It’s no good blaming
It’s in the

air just now, and everybody's doing it. But |

it can be stopped!”

“And how?” asked Tommy Dodd,
interest.

“By forming the Rookwood Co-operative
Stores, and huying our ownm tuck in large
quant&tles 1

“Great pip!”

“That is the business before the meeting,”
said Jimmy Silver. “Eyery chap who objects
te being swindled can join the company, put
up his share of the capital, and receive all
the advantages of the stores, and an equal
whack in the profits—if any.’

“with

Newcome'

Owing
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“My hat!”

“The capit»zd .

“If any!” said Tommy Dodd.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“The capltal will be expended in the pur-
chase of tuck at wholesale prices. I kiow
a place in Rookham where we can get the
stuff. All members of the company will sub-
seribe half-a-crown!”

“What rot!” said Mornington. 3

“Dloated millionaires needn’t apply,” said
Jimmy, with a ghnce of disdain at the
dJnd) "of the Fourth. “Fellows who aren't
reeking with money can join the company!

“Not a bad idea,” said Tommy Dodd ap-
provingly. “I suppose you want a DModern
cmp to manage the concern?”

‘No jolly fear!”

“You don’t mean to say
Classical chap could run
LOHHIH in astonishment.

“Shut up, you Modern ass!”

rou think a
exclaimed

e
o+

roared Lovell

“Order!”
“The manager mll have to have some
sense, you know,” explained Jimmy Si

“Under the Cl!’CHmSt“nCeb, no Modern need
apply for the job!”

“Rats!”

Yah!”

“Go home!”

The Moderns were in a roar at once.

Tommy Dodd jumped on a chair.

“Gentlemen, I put it to the meeting that
the management is placed entirely in Modern
hands!”

“Hear, hear!”

“3Shut up!”

“Qo -it, Tommy!”

“Get down!”

“Hooray!”

“Yah!”

Moderns and Classicals were evidently
divided upon that point. Lovell dragged
Tommy Dodd off the chair, and they rolled
on the flsor together.

Tommy Cock and Tommy Doyle rushed to
the rescue, and Jimmy Silver & Co. piled
in, and in less than a minute a terrific
combat was raging in the Common-room.

The object of the meeting had unfortu-
nately been lost sight of in the general ex-
citement,

Instead of the establishment of the Rook-
Wood Co-operative Society, the affair had be-

come a rag between Moderns and Classicals.

Mornington & Co. strolled out of tus
Common-room, grinning. Rags were not 19
their line.

But a dozen er more juniors were engaged
in deadly strife, and there was a terrific up-
roar of shouting and yelling and trampling
of feet.

In the midst of the din Mr. Bootles rustled
in.

“Cease this disturbance at once!”
Mr. Bootles.

“oht

The combat ceased.

Dusty and dishevelled youths glared at one

shouted

another, and blinked at the master of the
Fourth.

Mr. Bootles surveyed them with a grim
frown.

“Every boy present will take two hundred
lines!” he'rapped out. “Now disperse to your
studies at once, and remain there till bed
time!”

The meeting was over.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Qoing Strong.
= IMMY SILVER was not easily dis-
couraged. The next day he was as keen
ag ever on the subject of the Rookwood
Co-operative Society. The DModerns
were “out of it,” but the fact that Tommy
Dodd & Co. had ragged on the subiect made
the €lassicals all the more ready to fellow
Jimmy's lead.

The Classical Fourth agreed that they would
carry out the scheme, if only to show the
Moderns what was what, and who was who.

In the end study after lessons details were
arranged.

The Fistical Four were the first shareholders
in the new concern. - Oswald and Flynn and
Rawson and Hooker and Jopes minor and
Tubby Muffin, the last-named borrowing the
necessary cash from Jimmy Silver. Other
fellows followed suit, only Mornington & Co.
keeping out. The bftgr Morny dl clined to
follow anybody's lead but his own, and the
Nuts generally sniffed at Jimmy Silver's co-
operative society.

Jimmy Silver expounded the co-operative
principles most eloquently to his followers,
and his followers loyally agreed that it was

#H
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Jimmy Silver hurriedly unlocked the door and the Classical juniors enteréd. Tubby Muffin was stretched acroés
a trunk, with a face like chalk, his eyes staring wide, groaning from the

depthe of his heart. (Seec puge 18.)

a ripping idea, and more especially that it
wouid be one in the eye for the Moderns if it
was 4 sSuecess.

That it would be a success was a fore-
gene conclusion, according to Jimmy Silver,
on the principle that the ead study never
made mistakes.

There were fifteen

I

archolders, to begin
with, and each of them subscribed five shil-
lings, which made a sum of three pounds
fifteen shillings. This was quite a moderate
eapital for a eo-operative society, but Jimmy
Silver considered that.it was sufficient for a
beginning.

Later, when the profits rolled in, the divi-
dends could be invested in the business, and
it could be conducted on a larger scale.

Indeed, the ambitious Jimmy was already
scheming to make the Rookwood Ce-operative
Stores a permanent institution, with a man
in eharge, and tuck at reasonable prices for
the whoie school.

Out of the huge profits an attendant’s wages
could be paid, as Jimmy explained to the
somewhat sceptical end study.

Lovell & Co. had their doubts, but they
were willing to give Jimimy his head, as Lovell
expressed it. Indeed, Jimmy had to be given
his head, anyway.

Tifteen fellows had put down their names
as shareholders for a subscription of five
shillings each, and the Fistical Four had
actually handed in the monecy, with an extra
five shillings from Jimmy as Mufiin's share.

But thc rest of the subscriptions were a
jittle diffieult to collect.

Fellows who entered guite keenly into .the
scheme found that they were a little short
of tin, and several shareholders showed a

9

disposition to invest on the same lines as
Tubby Muffin.

But the energetic Jimmy dunned them with-
out mercy, and the money was gradually
shelled out, in some cases the shillings being
extracted like teeth,

It was a proud moment for Jimmy Silver
when the three pounds fifteen—an imposing
sum—Ilay on the study table.

That same day Jimmy Siiver cycled over
to Rookham to make his arrangements with

,the wholesale firm there.

He came baek in cheerful spirits. Tommy
Dodd & Co. met him as he wheeled his bike
in at the gates.

“Well, how’s the co-op socicty going on?”
Tormamy Podd asked affably.

“Ripping!”

“You don’t wanf a Modern manager?”’

“Thanks, no! We want it to be a suceess,
you know.”

“How many terms will it take you to raise
the ecapital?” Tommy Dodd wanted to know.

Jimmy Silver chuckled.

“The capital’s raised, my son, and spent,”
he said. *“I've just done the trick, and to-
morrow afternoon we get the stufl!”

*“Gammon !

“Well, youwll see,” said Jimmy. *“Three
pounds fifteen weorth of best tuck; we get
it by the carrier to-morrow afternoon, and
Smith & Co. pay for delivery. What do you
think of that?”

“You're really making it go!” said Tommy
Dodd admiringly. :

“And we sell at half tuckshop prices,” said
Jimmy. “Fifty per cent on the prices for
non-members; but you’ll save money by deal-
ing with us. You can take shares if you

like—under the best Classicabmanagement,”

“Bow-wow !”

“Ratsi™ - :

Jimmy Silver wheeled his bikc on, and the
three Tommies looked at one another.

“Looks like being a suceess, after all,” said
Tommy Dodd thoughtfully. “Those Classical
asses will be crowing over us if it turns out
all might.” =

“This is where we take a back seat,” re«
marked Tommy Cook. i

“No, we don’t!” said Dodd emphatically.
“We've offered Jimmy Silver to come into
the firm, under Modern management. We
couldn't say fairer than that. Well, it’s up
fo us to knoek it en the head.” !

“But how?” asked Doyle. “I ean tell you
the Modern chaps will ,all be dealing with
them scon. They won’t pay higher prices ab
the tuckshop if they can help it.”

“1t will be a regular corker,” said Cook.
“We ought to have thought of it, Tommy«
We're put in the shade this time.”

“It won't be a success,” said Tommy Decdé
decidedly. *Under Modern management it
might De. But those Classicals can’t manage
anything. Suppose they have to open their
giddy stores without any fuek?”

“But it’s coming to-morrow.”

“The carrier’s going to deliver it,” said
Tommy Dodd. “Suppose he delivered it ta
the wroung chaps.”

“Env?

“Us, for example!”

“Oh!”

“That’s the idea,” said Tommy Dodd,

“They ean't run a co-operative stores with-
out anything to sell.”
“Ha, ba, ha!”
“We take possession of the tuck,” pursued
THE PENNY POPULAR.—NO, 57,
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the Modern leader. “We let Jimmy Silver
fiave it baek on condition that there is a
majority of Moderns on the managing com-

mittee to—to ensure success, you know. If
he doesn't agree——"
 “Ha, ha! He won't!”
“Well, if he doesn’t, we confiscate the
t\h k &
“{lonfiscate it!” ejaculated Cook.
“Ce rhunl\ In war, you know, you scize
Lie enemy’s supplies when you can.  Well,

- at war with the Classicals, I suppose?”
“Of course we are, ” said Tommy Cook hear-
‘Why, it would make a stunning feed

£m ‘m the Modern Fourth!”
“Exactly! We'll give Silver a chance first
to go the sensible thing. If he refuses, we

confiscate the grub, as—as contraband of war,
you know!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

’Inn three Tommies chortled over the liitle
.. Needless to say, they did not mention
& in the hearing of the Classicals.

Jimmy Silver & Co. were looking forward
keenly to the delivery of the tucI\ on the
morrow afternoon, which was a haif-holid
The three Tommies were looking forw
it with equal keenness.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Contraband.
TBBY MUFFIN looked anxiously from
the school gates.

It was Wednesday afternoon, and
that afternoon the carrier from Rook-
haia was to deliver the supplies for the Rook-

Wi ond Co-operative Society. Half an honr he-
a-time the stores were to open in the
com, with the Fistical Four in charge.

carrier was not expected to arrive till

The
half-past two at the earliest; but immediately
after dinner Tubby Muffin was on the wateh,

tike Sister Anne, at the gate. The packing-
» would be impervious to Tubby’s greedy
fingers, certainly ; but, at lcast, he could feast
ais eyes upon it. He hoped, too, to be enlisted
to help set out the goods in the box-room
In that case, some of the goods wer2
certain t6 disappear before the shop opened.

While Tubby was watching the road, the
hree Tommies came out with Towle, another
odern. The four Moderns grinned at the fat
ssical, and Doyle playfullv knocked his
off, and they walked away up the road
towards Rookham.

Tubby Muffin snorted and fielded his cap,
and looked after the Moderns. They were
grinning and talking together as they walked
up the road.

Tommy Dodd's plan was already cut
d“md, it was simple and efficient, as became

he plans of a great general.

A quarter of a. mile from Rookwood the
Jour Moderns stopped in the leafy lane, and
waited.

The carrier’s cart from Rdokham came rum-
bling along at last.

Tomm3 Dodd detached himself from a
krassy bank, stepped into. the middle of the
road, and held up his hand.

Old George, the carrier, drew his ancient
horse to a halt.

“Stop!” said Tommy Dodd.
noon, George!”

“’Afternoon, Master Dodd!
matter?”

“Good-after-
What's the

“We've come to meet you, George,” said
Tommy Dodd affably. “You've .«:0‘ a case
tor ‘Rookwood in that cart, I think.”

es.” .

“Addressed to JYimmy Silver—what?”

“Yes, Master Dodd.”

“That's right! It's been decided not to

have it sent to the school,
come to take charge of it.”
0Old George blinked at the junior.

“That ain't allowed, Master Dodd,” he said,
in his slow way. “I got to deliver that there
packing-case at the porter’s lodge, and ’ave a
receipt for it.”

“I'll give you a receipt, George.”

“'Tain't the same thing, Master Dodd.”

“The fact is,” said Tommy seriously, “that

icnmg -case contains contraband of war,

reorge.

“Lcramussy!" said George, in astonishment.

“Fact, I assure you.” While Tommy D
was tml\mﬁ Cook and DovIe and Towle were
climbing into the carrier’ s cart from behind,
old (xﬂorge bemw quite ignorant of that cir-
cumstance. “You're liable to heavy penalties,
George, for running the blockade in this way,
with surmllei for the enemy.”

“Lawks!” said the astonished George.

“In fact, you're liable to be tried by a
gourt-martial of Moderns, under the Offence
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after all; we've

to Classicals Act, and severely bumped for a
period not etccedmg three months, mthout
the option of a fine.”

“Haw, haw!” said George.

“Under the circumstances, as you have
broken the blockade in ignorance, George, we
shall let you off, but the contraband goods
must-he handed over at once.”

“You gerrout of the way, Master Dodd, and
lemme drive on!” said old George, grinning.
“I got to take that there packing-case to

ookwood o

Bump!

Old (}eorge started round in astonishment.
Cook and Doyle and Towle had found the
case, and ecoolly bumped it over the tail-hoard
into the road.

“You young raskils!” roared the carrier.
“You put that there case into the cart agin!
You ’ear me?”

Tommy Dodd stepped aside.

“If -you refuse to hand over the
the voluntary principle,
will be applied,” he said.
to be bumped, I suppose?”

0ld George blinked at him. Ccrhmlv the
ancient carrier would not have been much use
in “scrapping ' with four juniors.

“Look 'ere—" he bogan.

“Here's your receipt,” said Tommy Dedd.

goods on
George, compulsion
“You don't want

The old carrier mechanically took the paper |

Tommy passed up to him. It ran:

“This is to certify
contraband goods, intended for the enemy,
has been taken possession of, according to
the laws of war, by the Modern Forces.

“(Signed) THOMA% DODD,
“Commander-in-Chief
“Modern Forces.”

‘My heye!” gasped old

H.md tl*at to Jimmy
understand,” said 'T‘omxm
“Now drive on!”

Tommy started the old horse, and the
carrier’s cart rumbled old George sitting
there in a state of de astonishment.
round the packing-

f
rer, and he will
Dodd cheertully.

The Moderns gathert
case in great ﬁlce
“This is w o

ile!” grinned Tommy

t's jolly heavy!” remarked Towle.
“haven't got to carry it, fathead.

“We
We'll shove it among the trees and hide it
while we're making terms with Jimmy Silver.

If he doesn't agree to our terms

“Ha, hal”

“Then we'll bring the
Fourth to a picnie.

The four Moderns velled with laughter a%
the idea. They seized the big case, and by
combined efforts dragged it out of the road
into the wood, where they proceeded to con-
ceal it. And they were so busy that they
did not observe a podgy youth
watching them from a distance, with eyes
wide open with astonishment and wrath.

out all Modern

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Tommy Dodd Does MNot Score.
IMMY SILVER & CO. were at the gates

to meet the carrier when he arrived.

Jimmy Silver's feelings when Tommy

Dodd’s “receipt ” was handed to him
can be more easxh nmagmed than described.
have scoffed the tuck!” he

“0h, my hat!” said Lovell. -“You ass,
Jimmy!”

“You fathead!" said Raby and Newcome
together.

“How could I help it, you duffers?” ex-

claimed Jimmy indignantly.

“Well, you're manager, ain't you?”

“Oh, rats! Look at that!”

The Classical chums fooked at the receipt
signed by the commander-in-chief of the
Modern forces.

“The cheeky beast!™

“The Modern worm!”

“The awful rotter!”

“What on earth will the chaps say?” gasped
Lovell. “The co-operative society vnll have
something to say to you about this, Jimmy.”

“Wot about it, Master Silver?” asked old
Cteorge. “Is it orl right, or ham I to go to
the 'Ead about it?”

“0h, it's all right!” said Jimmy Silver
hastily. “This—this receipt is quite in order.
Nothing to worry about.”

“You put that down in wnbm
George cautiously.

Jxmmy Sily did so, and the carrier v.ont
on his way satisfied.

{Continued on next page.)

growled Lovell.

? said old

that a consignment of |

who was-
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THE FORTUNE-TELLER!
A Short Tale of St, Jim's.

46 ROSS my hand with silver, young

gents!”
Tem DMerry & Co, paused as
that request fell upon their ears.
A gipsy woman, with a brown and
wrinkled face, Slnl.(‘d at them genially.
“I will teli you of the future, young
gentlemen,” she added, estending her pa

’l‘om Merry grinned sheepishly.
not believe in fortune-telling, but
generous na was tcuched by the
woman's apparent pov and his !
went to his trow t, to emerge &
moment iater w ning half-crow

“Go it, Tommy! \grm’x ed Monty LO“ her.
“Let’s hear about your giddy fut:

“No fear said Tom Merry. can

ver, though.”
) ied the rYimv tl‘ half-crows

“I can this silver without l\aqnnﬂ
to my bargai said the woman.

And she clasped the 1d of her bene-
factor and clos

Tom Merry blushed a furmus crimson, and
dr‘c'dm to humour the woman.
name is Tom Mern
“And you are junior c.qu i
Jlms College.”

Oh, my hat!” murmured Lowt

The Terrible Three listened in 2
and }heir expressions changed to in

ter

at the school.

Then she talked of his future, and
ing to her, Tom Merry's life was
be a glorious success. He was
finish up on this sphere as a
the Army, and as that was the
ambition, the news was very gratifyi

“Marvellous!” exclaimed Manner
the old gi had concluded. “I’
have mine teld.”

ge

said Lo
two half - crowns
and the juniors gathered

round the old gnpss, and lis
prophetic future.

His life at the school was described
fectly, whereat the juniors’ amazer
cre“ed, and it transpired that he
the inventor of a photographie
that would make the cinema world S

Manners' face lit up with pleasure when he
heard this.

Monty Lowther’'s turn came next, and as
the old gipsy croaked away in a moncto-
nous tone, his face began to work wiin
excitement. It was very nice to be told
that he would hecome a great lawyer, and
that money would be plentiful with hxm

“I think she’s jolly good!” he exclaimed,
when the old gipsy’s voice ceased. “A
lawyer—plenty of money—suit me down to
the ground! What do you say, Tommy?”

Tom Merry ignored that question. His
gaze was riveted on the hem of the gipsy's
skirt, from which protruded a striped trousers-
leg, and the peculiar stripe in that .trouser
was well known to him.

“What’s the game?”
Lowther in one breath.

The gipsy began to slowh retreat from that
direct glance of the St. Jim's junior, and the
retreat soon broke into a run—a run which
was very fast for an old woman.

“After him!” roared Tom Merry.

ned to Mann

asked Manners and

“Who, fathead?”

“Trimble!”

Before Mauners and Lowther could grasp
the situation, their léader was runningz after
the old gipsy,- and they involuntarily foi-
lowed. =

To their amazement, the fortune-teller
disappeared round the gates of St. Jim's, with
Tom Merry hot on the track. Then BMan-
ners and Lowther saw through the fat
junior’s deception, and they pelted after

their leader.

They knew the fat figure of Baggy Trimble,
whom they could see in the distance en-
deavouring to shed his gipsy clothes, and
they vowed threats of vengeance.

It was a very miserable and forlorn Bagzy
that crawled away half an hour later. tle
was looking decidedly the worse for wear.
Tom Merry & Co. had not spared him.

Bagay's ideas of raising the wind were un-
limited, hut, needless to say, he never tried
the role of a gipsy fortune-telier again.



The Rookwoed Stores.

(Coatinued from previous page.)

“Must play the game,” said Jimmy, as his
chums glared at him. “It’s only what we
might have done to the Moderns if they'd
lmd the brains to think of starting a co-
operative stores.”

“What’s- the good of a co-operative stores
without any grub?” demanded Raby.

“I—1 say, Silver—-"

Tubby Muflin came, panting and perspiring,
down the road.

“0Oh, go and eat coke!” said Jimmy crossiy.
“Don’t you bother now, Tubby!”

“I—1 say. the Moderns—they've got it!”
gasped Tubby.

“I know that!”

“They're hiding the packing-case in the
wood!”’

Jimmy Silver jumped.

“You've seen them?” he exclaimed.

Tubby panted.

“Yes, rather. I trotted along to meet the
carrier, as he was late, and saw tHe beasts.
They're sticking the packing-case in the
wood, and covering it up with branches and

things. And I know just where they're put-
ting it!” ~ triled Tubby triumphantly.
“Yareoh! Wharrer you at?”

Tubby sat down suddenly as Jimmy Silver
gave him a tremendous thump on the
shoulder.

“Yow-ow-ow!
for?” he roared.

“That wasn’t a punch,
token of admiration!”

“Yow-wow!”’

“Call the chaps!” rapped out Jimmy.
“We'li have that packing-case before the
Moderns know where they are. -Get a dozen
chapz, and we'll mop them up!”

“ Hurrah!”

“Hurrah!” .

In a few minutes Oswald and Flynn and
Higgs and three or four more fellows were
gathered.
eco-cperators knew mno bounds when they
learned that their supplies had been seized
by the enemy as contraband of war.

Jimmy Silver led the way, and the
Classicals started up the road, with Tubby
Muflin as guide. Tubby had done the distance
once at top speed, and he grunted and gasped
as Jimmy urged him on. But Jimmy had
hold of his fat ear, and it was impossible for
Tubby to slacken down.

Jimmy Silver & Co. reached the wood, and
Tubby Muflin led them triumphantly to the
spot where he had watched the raiders con-
cealing- the packing-case.

The case was certainly well hidden, and.
but for Tubby's guidance, the Classicals
would certainly have had no chance of un-
earthing it.

As it was, however, they found it without
difficulty, and the branches and twigs were
dragged away, and the prize revealed.

“Good luck!” exclaimed Jimmy Silver.
“You're worth your weight in currency-notes,
Tubby! Jolly lucky you have such a nose
for grub!”

“I—1 say, we'd better open it!” said Tubby
eagerly. “I'm hungry——7

“Cet it up on your shoulders,” said Jimmy.
“We can carry it among us.”

“T cay,

Wharrer vou punching me

you ass—that was a
Lrrmned Jimmy Silver.

.

The indignation of the Rookwood |
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“Shurrup! I'l stand you half a dozen
tarts when the shop opens!” said Jimmy.
“Now, get under this case, 'and shut up!”

The case was big and heavy, but there
were plenty of carriers.
the Classicals bore it down theé read to Rook-
wood. :

There was a howl as they carried it in at
the gates.

Tommy Dodd and nearly all the Modern
Fourth were coming down from Mr. Manders’
House, just ready to start out for the pienie.

Tommy Dodd could scarcely believe his
eves as the Classicals marched in with the
packing-case, and dumped it down at the
porter’s lodge.

“They—they—they've found it!”
Tommy.

“How did you find it, you rotters?” roared
CooA

“Ha, h'x ha!”

“Oh, yeu can't dish the Classicals, you
knoew!” said Jimmy Silver coolly. “We
simply walked straight to the place and
picked it up.”

“Ha, ha, hal®

“Somebody must have seen us!™ stuttered
-Tommy Dodd.

“He, he, he!”

gasped

cackled Tubby. “¥ou're
done, you rotters! 1 was watching you all
the time,. He, he, he!”

The Moderns lecoked at one another in a
sickly way. The picnic was offi—very much
off. The packing-case was in the porter’s
lodge, and there it could not be raided. And
old Mack, with the assistance of Jimmy Silver
& Co., bore it away to the box-room on the
Classical side.

“Done!” growled Tommy Dodd.

“And what about the picnic?” demanded
Leggett.

“0Oh, go and eat coke!” said Tommy Dodd
crossly.

The picnic was off, and for some minutes
the disappointed Moderns were, busy in tell-
ing Tommy Dodd what they thought of him.
And the three Tommies could only hide their
diminished heads.

THE SEVENTH CHAFTER.
*‘fhe Chance of a Lifetime.
grunted

L2 UBBY MUFKFIN
tentedly.
Tubby was dissatisfied.

It could not be denied that Tubby
had been instrumental in rescuing the pro-
perty of the co-operative society from the
hands of the enemy.

Yet Tubby was hungry, and the supplies
were locked up in the box-room, and the key
was in Jimmy Silver's pocket.

It was in vain that Tubby had offered to
stay in the hox-room with the tuck and mind
it in ease of any further attempts on the
part of the enemy.

He joined Mornington & Co. when the Nuts
of the Fourth eame out to get a little fresh
air after playing bridge in the study. They
grinned heartiessly when Tubby told his tale
of woe, and replied unanimously “Rats!”
when Tubby suggested that a small loan
would tide him over till tea-time.

“And I saved the tuck from the Moderns,”
said Tubby mournfully, “and now that awful
beast Silver has locked it up. Just as if I
couldn’t be trusted with it, you know!»

discon-

“And, of course, you could!”’ grinned
Mornin;zton.
“Well, I think I'm entitled to a snack,”

In great trinmph |
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said Tubby. E§t111,Aif you like to lend me 4
hob, Morny-——-"

“Bow-wow ! -Why don’t you help vourself?”
suggested Morningten. The dandy of the
Fourth winkéd at his chums., “You're really
entitled to it.”

The Nuts grinned. If Tubby Muffin eould
be started on the tuck, there was not likely
to be much left for the co-operative stores
at tea-time.

“I ean’t get at it!” sighed Tubby.
beast has got the key in his pocket!”

“Unjust, I eall it!” said Mornington

“The

seriously. “We ought to heip Muffin some-
how, you chaps. We ought to see him
rwhtt,d 2

“Just what I think!” said Tubby eagerly.
“Suppose you lénd me a bob

“0ld Mack has*keys to all the rooms,”
said Mornington. “Juniors ain't allowed to
iock up the bhox-rooms and take away the
keys. If you mentioned to Mack that some-
body has locked the Feurth box-room he’'d
lend you a key.”

“Not untess I tipped him,” he said, “and
I'm stomy.”

“Well, I think we ought to see you through,
Tubby,” said Mornington thoughtfully. “I'll
go and speak to Mack, if you like.”

“Good egg!” said Tubby heartily.

Mornington sauntered away to the porter’s
ledge.

He came baek in a few minutes, and handed
the key to Tubby.

“It’s got to be taken baek,” he said.
“You’d better open the door, and give me
bhack the key.”

“Right-ho!”

- Tubby Muffin’s feet fairly flew on the W‘IV
to the box-room at the end of the Fourth
Form passage.

He unlocked the door, and, leaving the key
in the cutside of the loek, bolted in.

Mornington coelly locked the door altes
him, and extracted the key.

“1'H take this back to Mack,” he remarked,
“¥sn't it a pleasure te make a dear sehool!
fellow “happy, you fellows?”

a, ha, ha!” yelled the Nuts. <

Within the box-room there was a sound
of crackling wood. Tubby Muffin was already
busy on the packing-ease.

Tubby, to do him justice,
only the six jam-tarts
promised him.

But to Tubby Muffin six jam-tarts were
simply as six drops of water in the deep
ccean.

They vanished almost in a twinkling.

Then Tubby eyed the packing-case hungrily.
He decided that he would be justified in
trying the doughnuts. The co-operative
society could put them down te his account.
Surely he was, as a sharehelder, entitled to
ran an accSunt! Tubby honestly intended to
take enly three doughnuts, And he' hardly
realised that the whole supply was gone
hefore he had finished the last one.

Naturally,s Tubby was thirsty.

Ginger-pop was soon popping merrily,

The number of bottles of ginger-pop Tubby
found himself able to consume was extra-
ordinary.

: ;I‘hm a big fruity cake tempted him, and he
ell

After that he made no further eflort to
resist temptation. He was no more capable
of temperance than a pig in elover.

It was the chance of a lifetime for Tubby

intended to take
Jimmy Silver had

4 grand new series
of complete yarns,
telling in thrilling
fashion of the battle
of wits between the
famous detective,
NELSON LEE, and
JIM THE PEN-
MAN, the master-
forger. Each story
is complete in itself.
Begin these amazing
narratives this week
in the ‘‘Deteclive
Library.”

SEXTON BLAKE and TINKER
also appear in this week’s
Library.”
pictures and 28,000 words of the very
best reading matter—three hours of
solidenjoyment—in every number of the

T

“ Detective

You COLOURED

get

Ou! Tc -Day
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Muffin, and he set himself to the task of
travelling through - the packing-case with
heroic determination. And the progress he
made was really astounding.

i

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Nothing Doing !
IMMY SILVER & CO. came in warm and
ruddy from the football ground.
It was close on tea-time, and a good
many fellows were waiting for Jimmy
to come in. It was high time the Co-operative
Stores opened in the box-room.

“ Waiting for you!" growled Higgs. * I'm
ready for tea. When is that dashed shop
going to open?"”

‘“ Call this attending to business, you omad-
hauns?” asked Flynn.

_‘““Come along!" said Jimmy Silver cheerily.
““You can all lend a hand unpacking the case,
and the stores will be open in two jiffies!”

And a crowd of Classicals proceeded to the
box-room.

Jimmy Silver stopped at the door, and felt|

in his pocket for the key. He was not in
any doubts about the safety of the tuck. Old

- Mack had duplicate keys, but he would cer-
tainly not have given to any of the Moderns
a key to a room on the Classical side. And
Jimmy bhad not given a thought to Tubby
Muffin. But, as he felt for the key in his
pocket, he jumped as a weird sound came
from the box-room.

Groan! .

It was a deep, anguished groan, like that
of a person in terrible sufiering.

Jimmy jumped back a little.

‘“ What the dickens!” he exclaimed.

“ Somebody's in there!™ exclaimed Lovell,
in astonishment,

Groan!

‘“ But the door's locked!"”

Groan!

‘“ And nobody could get in at the window,”
nid Jimmy. “ My hat! If some cad has got
tae key from Mack, and—-"

Groan!

‘“ Faith, let's get in!"” exclaimed Flynn.

Groan!

Jimmy Silver hurriedly unlocked the door.
He hurled it open, and the crowd of Classical
juniors rushed in.

A heartrending sight met their gaze.

Tubby Muffin was stretched across a trunk,
with a face like chalk, his round eyes staring
wide, groaning from the depths of his heart.
Tubby was evidently in a bad way.

A few bootles of ginger-beer, and a few
fragments of cake remained.

But the bulk of the supplies of the Rook-
wood Co-operative Society had vanished!

They gazed at the raided packing-case and
at the unhappy Tubby, transfixed. Lovell
found his voice first.

““ That fat villain's scoffed the whole blessed
lIot!" he gasped.

‘“He—he can't have!” stuttered Jimmy
Silver. “ A—a boa-constrictor could hardly
have done jt!”

“ But he has!" yelled Raby.

“Tubby, you villain!”’

¢ Muffin, you fat scoundrel!”

Groan !

Jimmy Silver grasped the fat Classical by
the shoulder, and shook him. Tubby Muflin
looked at him with lack-lustre eyes, and
groaned deeply.

‘“ Tubby!"” gasped Jimmy.

“Ow, ow, ow!” moaned
Gying! Wow!"”

“ You've scoffed our grub!” yelled Oswald.
““ All the blessed lot! What are we going to
have for tea?”

“ Bump him !

“Scalp him!"

“ Squash him!”

“I—I say, call a doctor!" groaned Tubby.
¢ I haven't eaten too much, but something
doesn't agree with me! Ow, ow! Perhaps it
was the tarts, or the doughnuts, or the cake,
or the ginger-pop, or the lemonade, or the
plums, or the oranges, or the apples, or the
cundy, or the chocolate, or the ham-pies, or
the saveloys, or— Yow-ow-ow!™

The infuriated Classicals gathered round
Enb{)y Muffin, but Jimmy Silver waved them

ack.

. * Better call Bootles,” he said.
beast is ill.
to be seriously ill. Don't touch him!"

And the juniors, realising that the gor-
mandising youth was undoubtedly ill—as was
not to be wondered at—forbore to take ven-
geance. Mr. Bootles was called, and he gazed
at Tubby in horror,

“ The disgusting Loy has overcaten
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Tubby. “I'm

* The fat

him-

1 shouldn't wonder if he’s going |

self!” he exclaimed. * But how did such a

quantity of food come to be here, Silver?"”
Jimmy Silver explained, and Mr. Bootles

listened in amazement to the story of that

great scheme of a junior co-operative society.

“ Bless my soul!"” was all he said.

The groaning, moaning Tubby was taken
at once to-the schcol sanatorium, and Mr.
Bootles telephoned for the doctor. And then
the shareholders of the Rookwood Co-opera-
tive Stores grimly inquired of Jimmy Silver
where their tea was to come from—a question
which Jimmy found himself entirely unable
to answer. From words the enraged share-
tiolders proceeded to deeds, and when Jimmy
escaped to the end study, and locked himself
in, he was very dusty and dishevelled. And
even then furious shareholders bawled oppro-
brious remarks to him through the keyhole.

Tubby Muffin was missing from the Fourth-
Form-room for a fortnight; and in the sana-
torium he had ample leisure to reflect upon
his sins. The Rookwood Co-operative Society
was also, as Lovell said, on the sick-list.
When Jimmy Silver proposed to raise a fresh
subscription and carry on the ripping scheme,
the shareholders fell upon him and bumped
kim till he roared.

The Classical Fourth seemed to be fed up
with co-operation. But the matter having
come to Mr. Bootles' knowledge, the Form-
master reflected on it, and mentioned it to
the Head, who in turn had an interview with
the sergeant, and that enterprising old gentle-
man's quest of inflated profits came to a
sudden end. Prices at the school shop mled
the same as in the village, and Jimmy Silver
claimed that it was a triumph for _the end
study, in which Lovell and Raby and Newcome
heartily agreed with, if nobody else did.

THE END.

LORD BAGLEY OF BAGLEY TOWERS !

(Continued from page 12.)

The first sign of impending disaster was
when the porter ascended the stairs bearing
under his arm a flat parcel which looked very
much like a picture wrapped up.

“Hallo, Trimble! Waiting for the post?”

Baggy looked round, and saw that Tom
Merry & Co. were standing behind him with
several more Shell fellows.

“I'm expecting a cheque from Bagley
Towers!” said Baggy haughtily. - =

“My hat! Cheque!” exclaimed Tom Merry.
“Nothing so common as postal-orders now!”

~Master Trimble—parcel for you!” cried
Taggles, handing over the flat parcel which
had caused Baggy some uneasiness when he
first saw it.

“ Anything else, Taggles?” inquired Baggy.
And there was a hint of anxiety in his tone.

“No, Master Trimble, not this time!”

Taggles distributed various other communi-
cations, and while he did so Baggy untied his
parcel. He was too impatient to wait until
Lie reached his own study.

As he pulled the paper aside, the portrait
of Lord Bagley was revealed, and at the
same time a sheet of paper fluttered to the
ground.

It fell with the writing upwards, and all
the Shell fellows saw scrawled across it in
big letters, “Don’t be an idiot! Take this
back where you got it from!”

Baggy Trimble staggered back, and the por-
trait clattered to the ground.

“Ha, ha, hal”

“‘Don’t be an idiot!'” cried Jack Blake,
quoting from the paper.

Baggy Trimble collapsed like a pricked bal-
loon. Then, when he had recovered some-
what, he picked up the sheet of paper and
found that the other side was covered with
writing. There his father told him in plain
language that he had been tricked and made
a fool of; that there had never been such a
person as Lord Bagley.

“0Oh, my only aunt!” laughed Monty Low-
ther. Tom Merry and Manners and the crowd
who had witnessed the scene were almost
doubled up with mirth.

“Qh, crumbs! Carry me home to die!”

“My hat!”

Baggy Trimble gave them
mingled scorn and chagrin.

“Fatheads!” he shrieked. And then he ran
away to his own study and locked himself in.

“And that's the end of Lord Bagley of
Bagley Towers!” roared Monty Lowther.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

a glance of

“HE END,
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‘dressed ‘fellow a little distance

THE DETECTIVE.

A SHORT STORY OF GECEGE
ALFRED GRUNDY.

11 AT Jove,

wallet !

Arthur Augustus D'Arcy stopped

suddenly as he was walking

through the quad with chums—Jack
Blake, Dighy, and Herries.

“Is that all?”

“All, you silly wottah!” exclaimed Gussy.
“Theah was a fivah in it!"

“Hallo! What's up?” cried George Alfred
Grundy, appearing on the scene.

“I've lost my wallet, deah boys!” repeated
Gussy. “I'm afwaid it’s been stolen.”

The great George Alired pricked up his
ears. He considered himself a great detec-
tive, and was always looking for an oppor-
tunity to display his gifts in that direction.

Gussy was frantically diving into each of
his pockets in turn, but the wallet containit
the “fivalh " did not appear.

“The 1ast time I saw it,” he said, “was
when we were returning fwom the village.”

“Leave it to me!” said Grundy pompously.
“I think I can undertake to return it to you
hefore gaany hours have passed! I'm great on
detective work, y’'know.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

With a glare at Gussy’'s chums George
Alfred turned on his heel and disappeared
through the gates.

He had not walked more than half a wile
along the road when he observed a shabbily
ahead.

He hurried along until ke was only a vard
or two behind the fellow, and then he saw,
with a thrill, that the man was apparently
looking through the contents of a wallet.
That was sufficient.

Grundy made a great spring forward. and
landed on the fellow’s shoulders. With a
grunt and a gasp the {wo crashed to the
ground.

“Wot's all this 'ere about?”
fellow, struggling violently.

Then Grundy realised in dismay that le
had taken on more than he could manage.

“Gerroff my chest!” he yelled.

“Not likely 1 don't:” panted the feliow.
“I'm a respectable farmer I am, and I ain't
goin’ to be busted into by a school kid!"

“1 thought you'd stolen a wallet,” panted
Grundy; “but I see it isn't the cne I'm lcok-
ing for.”

The wallet was lying in the road and its
contents were strewed about. There was nu
sign of a five-pound note, however, and
Grundy knew well enough now that the
wallet was not Gussy's property.

deah boys, I've lost my

his

roared the

“I—1 beg your pardon!” he gasped. *Let
me go!”
Chuckling gleefully, the young

tabourer got up and allowed Grundy to rise;
but the great Grundy was a sorry spectacl

“You rotter!” he exclaimed, as he turned
and ran.

As he reached the gates of St. Jim's, Wally
D'Arcy, Gussy's minor, was just going
through with Curly Gibson.

“Let’s go and have a feed at the tuck-
shop,” Wally was saying; “this is a bit of
real luck for me!”

“Rather! Wouldn't Gussy be jolly wild it
he knew!”

Then Wally drew a five-pound note from his
pocket!

In a flash George Alfred Grundy bad him
by the collat.

“What's up?”’ yelled Wally, vainly
deavouring to wrench himself -free.

“You're coming up to your major with
me!” hissed Grundy.

“Why, you ass—"

Wally got no further, for Grundy clapped
a hand over his mouth.
Arriving at Study No. 6 Grundy threw cpen
the door and pushed Wally in before him.
“Bai Jove!” gasped Gussy, starting up.
“There’s the thief!” shouted George Alfred.
“B-b-but I found my wallet half an hour
ago, deah boy!” stammered Gussy.

“What?”

“I had my fiver from Uncle Bertram!” ex-
claimed Wally. “It came this afternoon.”

Grundy made a dash at Gussy when he had
recovered from his surprise; but Blake,
Digby, and Herries intervened, and removed
him none too gently from the study.

George Alfred Grundy decided -at that
moment that the life of a detective is not
entirely a bed of roses.
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& TEMPTING PRCOSPECT.
ere were nine pag of .a letter just
ved about Lln, sunghiny land where the
\I alays live, and where in the past tt toyed
with the kris. They still sport the sareng.
The description of life in Malacea, where the
canes come from, was alluring, and one wanted
to p’xck np ‘xnd c'et off quick m sec T.hL flowers

Tl

The gorgeous umgnn-
in for a sort of colour
scenery defies.descrip-

uﬂ the otncl ¥ S,
flies and butterfi
competition, and the
tion.

But there ig, alas! a cloud to every silver
lining. -Same here! When yo e awake in
your thatched bungalow u hear a sert of
swishing slap on ‘he roof,
is a snake trying to find ﬂx
lizards drop ‘down your ne
dinner, or drown themsely
soup; while the mosquito
have heard of the romance
Mosquitoes, and Twenty
—or am I thinking of
Musketeers 7?2

Anyway, the mosquitoes in this part of the
world are very trying. After all, the Old
Country has points. 3

and you know it
window.

Then

After”
Three
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WAITING FOR THE OTHER FELLOW.

This is pretty nearly always a mistake. It
is erally best to go in straight, and do
the job yourself. The men who come out on
top, and ‘ot whom the world speaks, are usually
those -who start out a new line, and do not
hesitate to see what may bappen, like the
two- gentlemen in the well-known old rhyme:

‘“ Lord Chatham, with his sword drawn, was
waiting for Sir Richard Strahan.

Sir. Richard, longing to be at ‘em,

swaiting for the Earl of Chatham.”

was

¥ell, they botlv waited, and it did not come
tomuch.

A friend I met the other day—a typical
young Englishman, all fire and dash—is of
mute another mould. He told me that he
Uwuﬂht of starting for the West with an eye
’rortne cmnm,x He lms not heen imspired by

Mick o’ the Moyies.” It is a long-cherished
otion. He aims at Los Angeles, and’ as he
Iendidly endowed with mnst of the quali-
which spell fame and fortune, he will
probably get thare~that is, of course, he will
get.to Los Angeles if he really decides on the
step, but he will also arrive at the terminus
of ;suceess.

Naturally,

it is only about one man in, say,

DdC]x up and trek for the Occident. There
are gencrally too many ties and responsibili-
ties at home. But it is a treat fo Ioo!\ at the
few exceptions, breaking away frrm clinging
tradition and taking the big route of romance
and adventure which leads through the world,
accepting the discomforts, and being alw;ws
ready for what turns up.

T liope in the case of ‘the plucky young chap
who contemplates the move to {he movies it
wiil be the ace of trumips which turns up all
the time.

Please note that I should not dream of
advocating anything of the sort to the chums
who write to me, and say they want to be

film-actors. In most cases they would be well
advised to stick to their present jobs like
glwe. The man I refer o is a man, one of

the all-round sort, who is likely to make gocd
wherever he chooses to pitch his tent. Like
many another fellow who is going quietly
about his business down the street to-day, he |
did magnificently in the war—the eye-opening
war whiech, like a big tempest, swept away for
ever some of the old, narrow-minded views of
the world.
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“MICK O THE MOVIES.” DELIGHTED DROYLSDEN.
correspondent | in  South-East London I-found in my postbag the following
to tell me that, while the school stories | quotation:

<

ZNNY POPULAR are really * excep-
he is dlSdpDOlHLeu in the mew serial.
He says the tale is good, but he would prefer
stories about life at school. And yet the
fp * has a myriad readers who like to
have a change, and who are following the
fascinating narrative in question with ever-
increasing zest.

I feel that my corrcspondent is taking a
one-sided view. Stories about the big life of
the world, which is a sort of continuation
school, will always attract, say what this
reader may. Resides, Mick and his- dog and
the life at Los Angeles make up a yarn which
is not in any sense ordinary. I hope all my
friends will follow this story.

“THE HOLIDAY ANNUAL.Y

This is a bit of good nun. A few copies of
the * Holiday Annual ’ ¢ still be obtained
from the p S
postage, & 1al 0t
interesting little fact. I mention it becaus
i have received a great number of dis
pointed letters—that is, the writers were dis-
appointed, and it is all the same in the end,
as the old woman said when she found she
had taken the wrong circle train, and had to
go all round London to get to her destination.

I would much rather my chums were not
ﬂs:\ppoinbed. That's why 1 drop this hint.

A SHORTHAND DIARY.

A correspondent at South Shields says he
agrees with the remarks in Chat about
the usefulness of shorthand. “ I keep my 1920
diary in it,” he says. What is more, he wrote

1 2 bit of his letter in Pitman, and it was as

easy to read as his clear, neat longhand.

My chum is a great chess player, and he
seems, in a general way, to be raking in the
kinowledge at a tremendous rate,

He adds: “ I think your Chat is a great
asset, and it deserves its name, as it is awfully
chatty, and contains items which make most
pleasant reading. Some are even educational,
which T regard as a good thing.”

Many thanks! By the way, the writer not
only checks the king in chess, but also the
consignments of fish, he bemty general clerk
on the Fish Quay at North ‘lhlelds

WHAT ABOUT THIS?

Questions about Greyfriars are many and
various. A reader asks me about the scholar-
ships at the school, also whether any great
men have sprung from Greyfriars. Likewise,
he wishes to know what Harry W harton does
to his hair!

It was rather an absurd letter, but redeemed
by its envelope. As a rule, the inner part is
what matters. Here it was different.

The envelope was a small Royal Academy
of clever sketches, showing some of the
characters in their Svnday best, and with
their hair well brilliantined. The postman had
hard work to find the address. The sketcher
is elever, but he should not puzzle the Post
Office. Tt does not like it.

THE QUEST OF THE CRIMSON STAR.

A correspendent, E. G. Lane, of Bow Read,
writes about this famous yarn. There is no
need for him to look for the star in question,
as he has a copy, and he read the tale again
the othier day, finding a thrill on every page.
“Can I have another story like it?”

I hope so—or, at least, as good! Some-
thing. say, about those wireless signals from
Mars! Much obliged to my correspondent for
his cheery way of putting things. S

“And the night shall be flled with musie,
And the cares that infest the day

Will fold their tents like the Arabs,
nd as silently stéal away.”

That is, such wili happen, thanks te the
Companion Papers which Fred Barry
ceived, md which charmed him mig
May the famous weeklies continue thei
works, and .thanks to F. B. for his
note.

CEMS FROM THE ANTIPODES.
I was not referring to the Companion
I’apex which shares so many honours with the
“P. P.,” but to the cheery remarks which
reach me week after week from the little old
istand of Australia.
“We Australians would enjoy a story aboub

Kangaroo. I suppose it is rather celfish.”
Not at all. As the French say, Point du
tout! Wherever possible I get a story deal-

ing with Australian Lellows but, naturaily,
they have to take turns. By the way, this
correspondent, - Charles Cannon of Ielcm-
hardt, says that Baggy is “over the fence.”

There it positively no for ~ Mr.
Trimble these days!

luck

EIGHTEEN MONTHS ON HIS BACK,

1 was much impressed by a letter from
Luton, written by a lad, aged eleven, who
for the past year and a half has been laid
up with spine trouble. Hard luck this, but,
with the spirit the brave fellow is showing,
one is led to hope that he will conquer the
terrible business. That is, he has already
conguered in a measure, for his philesophy
is rising superior to all the sadness of-his
life.

His letter was a model—full of light-
heartedness and self-reliance. He is a greab
reader, and, to judge from the style of his
note, he is putting up as good a fight as
ever any soldier did in a tight place. This
is the kind of thing that calls for something
equal to the V.C.

A TRUE WORD

“As for Grundy, why every decent person
likes him. e ean’t help his feet.”

I take that comment from a brainy, breezy
letter which comes from Newport, Men. It
is full of good things, and the writer has a
generous, warm-hearted way, of giving others
credit for the best—which method by the
way, is the sure way of obtaining the best.

She_yes, the writer is a girl—likes Levison
and Cardew. She asks if Cardew has a
mother and father. No; he is an orphan,
brought up by bis grandfather, Lord Reck-
ness. RSo far as I know, Racke has nc
brothers -and sisters, and my girl chum need
not waste her pity on them, as it would be
lcst, the said relatives not existing.

Levison has only one sister, Doris to wit.
Very hard some of the ecritics are, tco, on
Miss Doris.

But to return to George Alfred Grundy.

He had been misunderstood to a terrible
extent. Let's have justice done to him. He

can’t help his feet! It is a good, sound
notion that. Often enough people are pre-
judiced because of some outstanding
characteristic or oddity. Just as well to
remember that they can’t help that part
Criticise them, by all means, for wlmt they
are responsible for and can heln :
Tug PENNY POPULAR.—No. 57,
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Miss K. Inghkam, 1Eus.t'.onl Ave!éue, TD. Webb, hDonc.l via I{cvorﬁpeﬁ:,
Highgate, 8. Australia—with readers | Tasmania—with readers anywhere, ags
READERS, NOTICES. | |l 5 A

Correspondence, Etc., Wanted. t C. Parkin, 54,

fretwork.

Miss M. Holme, 35, Grove Road, Haw-
thorne, 'Victoria, Australia—with readers
anywhere, interested in the Companion
.Papers, age 14-15.

Leamington—with readers interested in

L. Wilby; 1, Nelson Place, Williams-
town, Victoria, Australia, wants members
for the Fairfield Amateur Magazine and
Correspondence Club.

Brunswick Street, A. Lewin, St. Saviour Street, Oudt:

shoorn, 8. Africa—with readers any-
where.

Gi. Fisher, 12, Station Road, Abingdon,
Berks, wants members for  the

¢ Thames” Correspondence Club.

MAKE
THIS
e % MODEL
X/ BIPLANE
@ Set of Parts 6d., Post Free,

Set of parts and instrustions to make this paper model biplane,
which is guaranteed to perform all the evolutions of its original,
including looping, banking, and spiral nose dive. . Scientifically
strergihened with ribs and bracings as in actual practice. Complets
with machine-gun, instrument-board, win ecn, and all movable
controls. Thousandssold. Hundreds of testi; ials received. Length,
14 ins.; sran, 12 ins,—THE MODEL AIRCRAFT SUPPLY
€O. (Dept. M.), Thornleigh Road, Newcastle-on-Tyne.

r Boys, be Your Own Printers

and make extra pocket-money by using
THE PETIT “PLEX"” DUPLICATOR.

Makes pleasing” 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
a variety of pretty colours. Send for ome
T0-DAY. Price 6/6 complete with all sup-
plies. Foreign orders, 1/6 extra.

B. PODMORE & Co., Desk P.P., Southport.
And at 67-60, Chancery Lane, London, W.C. 2.

£ i iderful, L blo Art, Fajlure im-
VENTRILOQUISM. o8ttt b hook of taxy inséructions, and

Taughable dialogues. Only 7d. P.0. 100 Card and Conjuring Tricks, 1/2.—
WONDER CO0., Publishers, 50, Arcade, Wegton-super-}Mare.

UTTON’S .

UTTON'S SHORTHAND has cnly @ rules and 29 characters. CUomplete thaory

learned in 24 hours. Practice guickly gives high speeds. Send 2 stamps

for illustrated bocklet conlaining specimen ns to DUTTON'S COLLEGE

(Desk 203, SKEGIESS. London Branch: 92and 3, Great Russell Street, W.C.1
Manchester Branch : 5, 8, 9, Victoria Buildings, 8t. Mary's Gata.

SHORTHAND
IF YOU SU F FER from nervous, worried feelings, lack

of energy, self-confidence, will-power,
mind concentration, or fee! awkward
in the presence of others, send at once 3 penny stamps for particulars of the Mento-
Nerve Strengtliening Treatment.—GODFRY ELLIOTIT -SMITH, Ltd., 527, Imperial
Buildings, Ludgate Circus, London, E.C.4. =
Latest Noveity.

“SMOKE-PAINTING [ ”  kutes

simple. Something New, Something Different! Instruction Book only ONE
SHILLYNG —HAROLD W FISHER Publisher. 24 Crosslev Terrare Halifax

80 MAGIC TRICKS, s, o ¥ sy oy

free, 1/-—T. W. HARRISON, 239, Pentonyille Road, London, N, 1.

oF |
BARGAINS
POSTFREE. || |

.Toys, ete,, ete, ete. Big
Bargaing in all Depts,

PAIN’S Presents
House, Dept. 218, L i
Hastings. =

“RECO” MODEL AEROPLANES
.ARE THE BEST.

Send 3/6 for Sample Model. Flies 200 yards.
trated Catalogue of Aeroplanes and Parts, 1/-, Post Free.

“RECO,” 110, Old Street, London, E.C.1.

 GUT THIS OUT

* Penny Popular,” PEN COUPON Value 2d,

Send this coupon with P.0. for only 5/- direct to the Fleet Pen Co.,
119, Fleet St., London, E.0. 4. In return you will receive (post free) a
splendid British Made 14-ct. Gold Nibbed Fleet Fountain Pen, value 10/6. If
you save 12 further coupons, each wiu count as 2d. off the price; so you may
send 13 coupons and only 3/-. Say whether you want a fire, medium, or broad
nib, This great offer is mads to introduce the famous Fleet Pon to the
PENNY PoPULAR readers. (Foreign postage extra.) BSatisfaction guaranteed
or cash returned. Special Safety BModel, 2/ extra.
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OUR

Provides endless enjoy-

GOT GET
CAT.? IT

iF Now..
NOT, \

Free Catalogue Post
8lg Bargains from 6d, All
Post Free. Watches (Big
Reductions), Jewellery,
Useful Goods, Novelties,

Free.
d.

s

Instructive, unique, fascinating, -

Fully Tilus-

ARE YOU SHORT?

If so, lef the Girvan System help you to increase
your height. My, Briggs repurls an increase of
5 inches; Driver K. F. 3 inches; Mr. Ratcliffe 4
inches; Miss Davies i 3; Mr. Lindon 3
inches; Mr. Ketley 4 Miss Leedell 4
inches. Th ystem requires only ten minutss
morning and evening, and greatly improves the
health, physique, and carriage.  No appliance
or drugs. Send 3 penny stamps for further par-
ticulars and £100 Guarantee to Engquiry Depb.,
AM.P., 17, Stroud Green Road, London, N. 4.

BOXING GLOVES 7/6

per set of four (with lace-up palm,12/6), Tan Caps, Best, 1576, Footballs
match size, 12/6 and 14/6. Money r/et,urned ifpn'nt satisfied. P(:)‘:taez 6.
on all.—TOM CARPENTEE, 69, Morecambe Street, Walworth, S.E. 17.

OY.ercoat.s, Shoqs, Suits, Rainceats, Trench Ceats, Costumes, and
Winter Coats, Silver & Gold Pocket and Wrist Watches, Rings, Jew-
ellery,‘&c‘, on easy terms. 30/-worth 5/- monthly ; 60/- worth 10/-
monthly ; &c. CATALOGUE FREE, Foreign applications invited,

MASTERS, Ltd., 6, Hope Stores, RYE. Estd. 1869,

PHUTO POSICARDS, 1/3 doz., 12 by 10 ENLARGEMENTS, 8d.
ALSO CHEAP PHOTO MATERIAL, CATALOGUE ;I\D SAMPLES
FREE. HACKETTS, JULY ROAD, LIVERPOOL.

are often ignored and looked down upon. Tail people
receive favourable consideration attention in
every walk of life. By my easy, sci¥ntific, and safe
methed you can grow severa! inches taller. Many
people have added 1lin. to 4in., to their height by
My 8 tem. Write at once for FREE particulars,
mentioning Puyny Pororaz.

i Address : Inquiry “N " Dept.,, 51, Church Strest
b South Shore, Blackpool. e

RVYOUSNESS
CURED COMPILETII. 9.

If you are nervous in company,if you redden up when spoken to by
strangers or superiors, if your bashfulness is eausin. you to miss._
golden opportunities in social or business life, iere is-a message
of hope, a guarantee of cure complete and permanent. By My System
of Treatment you can quite certainly be cured in one week and in your
own home. My System gives you perfect nerve control and seif-confidence.
If you suffer from Nervousness, Timidity, or Heart Weakness,
write now for full particulars of My System of Private Home
Treatment. Sent FREE privately if you mention Penny Popular.

Address, Specialist, 12, All Saints Road, St. Anne’s-on-Sea-

VENTR".GQlHSM Learn this wonderful and laughable art, Failurs
L o * impossible with our book of.easy instructions and
amusing dialogues. Also 50 Magie Card Tricks (with instructions). Lot
1/- P.O., post free.s-IDEAL PUBLISHING 0., CLEVEDON. -

§ The Latest Screamingly Funny Surprise Novaity,

FREE FUN @ causing Roars of Laughter, FREE to all sending

1/- for 70 Cute Conjuring Tricks, 12 Jolly Joke Tricks, 6 Catchy Coin Tricks,
5 Qunning Card Tricks, 5 Mystifying Magic Tricks, 12 Jokers’ Comical Cards,’
Sensational Venfriloquism Secret, and 1,001 Stupendous Attractions. Thou-
sands delighted! Great Fun!—O, HUGHES, 35, Southam Recad, Hall Greon,
Birmingham, Demon Moustache Grower, 1/- box, post free.
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