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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
The Head Wiakes an Arrangement.

€ UiL”
Mr. Quelch’s voice rapped out like
a pistol-shot.

“Sirg”
“ Will _you kindly cease wriggling like a
worm¢” -
“¥en sir
Jolnny Bull took out his bandkerchief, and
mopped his brow. Seldom had the Remove
at Greyfriars School known their Form-
master to be in such a curiously contrary

Quelehy’s got a liver this morning!”
red Bob Cherry to Hurree Singh, his
hbour and fellow member of the
Famous Five.

“The curryfulness of the sahib’s liver is
P agreed the Nabob of Bhanipur. .

su't curry, Inky; it comcs from drink-

ing so- much of that rotten coffee we get
at breakfast!”

sy

4 . I’?” 2 .
“Was it you I heard making that mumbling
noise ¢’ -

“1 hope not, sir!”

“ Well, don’t do it again!”

The surprise of the Removites at the ex-
traordinary leniency of their Form-master
was revealéd in a general lifting of heads. Bob
¢Cherry sank into his seat with the same
relief as was evidenced by Johnny
time was five minutes to noon on

ig, and he did not: want fo
avy imposition, especially as
ted the most trying hours of
h a quite extraordinary success.
2 neise which often accompanied
the juniors’ efforts to work increased slightly
until the sound of the clock-tower chimes
created a satisfied shuffiing as papers were
put away- and pens laid down.

‘o their surprise Mr. Quelch made no move
towards dismissing them. Instead, he locked
up from his desk with evident annoyance.

“Why are you ceasing work?” he demanded.
*No permission to do so has been given yet,
as far as I am aware!”

‘0ld  bear!” muttered Skinmer,

start with
he had n

with ~a

1.
ay, how long are we to vegetate here?”
Fisher T. Fish, the American junior,

arefully resting his face in his hand. “I
s I sha'n't have much time to hike down

(Copyright in the United States of Americn.)

to the post-office to get that package I got
word about.”

“Were you speaking to Skinner, Fish?”
?iSkﬁd Mr. Quelch, glaring over the top of his

esk.

“I guess T was only handing out a few
remarks about—-"

“In this room I'll do all the ‘ handing out,’
as you say im your curious tongue, Fish!”
rasped the Form-master. “Two hundred
lines !’

“@Gee, the spiteful galoot!” hissed Fisher T.
Fish, under his breath, with an expression
on his face that almost matched the scowl
that Skinner habitually wore. %

“You don't seem satisfied, Fish,” remarked
Quelch, “so I'l add another hundred
lines to your impesition.”

A few smothered sniggers broke from the
rest of the Remove, but they died away sud-
denly as the door openecd.

“The Head!”

Mr. Quelch hurriedly rose from his desk as
the headmaster strode toward bim.

“1 am a little behind time; I'm afraid I've
kept your Form waiting!”

“Hallo! What's the rumpus?”’ asked Frank
Nugent of Harry Wharton. “Has somebody
heen getting the school into trouble?”

“] don’t think so,” replied Wharton. “Dr.
Locke isn't exhibiting any of the symptoms
which usually precede a full-sized strafe.”

The Head opened a letter he held, leaned
his hand upon the Form-master’s desk, and
faced the Remove.

“I am sorry 1 have had to keep you be-
yond your routine time, boys,” he said, “but
I have been busy this morning, and I asked
your Form-master' to detain you a few
moments. The reason is that I have an
announcement to make which I am happy to
hink will afford you all great satisfaction.”

Dr. Locke paused, cleared his throat; and
readjusted his spectacles.

“ A short time ago,” he went on, “I learned
that no less a personage than Professor
Bartolomew Bomba, the well-known Portu-
guese hcnesetter, is visiting Courtfield to
give a lecture. I seized the opportunity of
extending to the professor a very cordial in-
vitation tfo visit Greyfriars, if he could
possibly spare the time, for the purpose of
giving us a demonstration and talk upon the
subject of hypnotism—a science which he
uses largely in his work. I have in my hand
Professor Bomba’s reply, in which “he very

kindly states that he can arrange to comie
next Saturday evening. Do you wish to ask
a question, Bunter?”

The Owl of the Remove, who was squirm-
ing with suppressed excitement, raised his
ponderous bulk inte something approaching 2
standing position.

“Yes, sir,” he said. “Please do vou think
there will be a chance for any of us to be
mesmerised ?”

The Head smiled tolerantly.

“1 trust that the professor will bring a
subject with Lim,” he replied; “but if Le

“does not, I have no doubt that there will be

an opportunity granted to some member of
the audience.”

“Thank you, sir!”

And Bunter sank into his secat.

“Ow—yow! Y¥Yarooh!”

Dr. Locke and the Form-master
swiftly round towards the fat junior.

“What is the matter, Bunter?” cried Mr.
Quelch, “How dare you cuall out like that?”

“I—er—1 think something stung me, sir!”
groaned Buater, tenderly feeling behind him.
“It—it must have. been a wasp, or some-

swung

thing.”
“Y1 think, Mr. Quelch,” said the Head
severely, “you will find the solution of

Bunter’s extraordinary conduct by allowing
your gaze to rest upon Skinner!

As by magic, the gloating smile of the cad
of the Remove, as he gently withdrew the
drawing-pin from behind Bunter, was erased.

“1 will interview you after the class has
been dismigsed, Skinner,” vemarked Mr.
Quelch, his face pale with anger.

“It has come to my knowledge,” said Dr.
Locke, continuing his interrupted discourse,
“that several boys in the school 'have
aequired text-hooks on bypnotism, and have
been studying the subject. It is my duty, in
loco parentis, to warn you, as I have the

other Forms this morning, that it is- a
dangerous practice to thus dabble un-

learnedly in such a subject. HMypnotism, you
must know, can he prolific of much cyil, and
it is only in the hands of such surgeons as
Professor Bartolomew RBomba that we can
glinpse its real usefulness. Although attend-
ance at the lecture will*not be compulsory, I
confidently anticipate seeing you all present,
and feel sure you will give this great scientist -
a very hearty reception for his kindness in
conting. - Thank you, Mr. Queleh!”

The Head gave a pleasant nod to the Re--
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imove, and rustled majestically from the
Form-room. %
~"Five minutes later the Removites were
mingling among the crowd in the guadrangle.
Arm-in-arm, Harry Wharton awnd ¥r rank
Nugent passed on towards the pls
v«here some energetic Third- Formers
abtimlessly punting a football,
“What on earth did that fat chump, Bun-

were

ter, want to chime in with his silly questions_

for?” -asked Nugent.

“Why, didn't you catch on after what Dr.
m

Locke said about silly asses dabbling
hypnotism?” replied Harry Wharton,
ter’s one of ‘em!”

Frank Nugent gave a low whistle.

“Oh, that's it, is it?” said hc.
how the Head came to spot it!’

“He doesn’t miss much 5 oniy recently
that Bunter’s taken to it again.  Alonzo
Todd lent him a book called the ‘Power of
the Eye.””

“1 suppose the fat chump imagines that if
he learns how to put chaps to sleen, he'll be
able to induce them to lend him advances on
the strength of that postal-order that never
arrives, or ¢lse stand him tuck while nnder
the 'ﬁucnce“’

“Ha, ha, ha! Who knows he might make
quite a decent mesmerist? The mere sight
of him makes me feel tired!”

A cheery shout from (Schind them caused
tite two chums of Study No. 1 fo swing round.
Bob Cherry, Johnny Buli, and Hurree Singh
were strolling along a short distance in the
rear.

“You two must have found a jolly interest-
ing topic,” remarked Bob Cherry; “we yelled
enough times!”

“We thought it was theose Third Form kids
over by the goal making such a row,” said
Wharton. “We were only discussing Bunter.”

“I, for one, would have been gladfully
pleased to have seen the head-teacher sahib
descend hurtfully «upen the questionable
Bunter for his interruptfulness!” murmured
ih».\ Nabob of Bhanipur.

“Bunter's getting worse!" said Bob Cherry.
“Look at him over the;e now, jeking with
that rotter, Skinner.”

At that moment Skinner made off, ana
Billy Bunter descended gleefully upon Harry
Wharton & Co.

“1 say, you fellows!” he cried.

“Buzz off, Billy!"

“Fade away!”

“Vamoose !”

“QOh, really, you chaps—-"

The Famous Five strolled on ali unheed-
ingly.

Billy Bunter blinked indignantly through his

“Funny

s

big round spectacles and ambled after the
juniors.
“1 say!” he cried. “You heard what o!d

Locke said about Bomba’s kindness'in coming
to lecture here? Well, it’s all rot! It isn't
l\mdneqs that's bringing the chap here at
allt*

“Then what's the answer?”
Nugent, turning. “The train?”
“No; there’s no catch really, you chaps!”
expostulated Bunter. “I've discovered somne-
thing !”

said Frank

“Oh, walk round the fat idiot and assist
him with your boot, Johnny!" growled
Wharton.

“Now, porpoise, out with it!” ordered Bob
Cherry.

“Ow—groogh! Take your hand off my
neck, you beast!" yelled Bunter. “If my
spectacles fall down and break they'il cost
you twelve-and-a-tanner!”

“Did I hear you say °‘ Beast '2”

“No. Yow-wow! Realiy, Cherry,. I didn't!
Lemme go, and I'll tell you somethlxw’

“All rwht now, fire away!”

“Well, in that letter from the professor
to old Locke,” began Bi!]y Bunter, straighten-
ing his collar, “the hypnotist chap said he’
‘come down here if he was paid three quids.
So “you can bet old Locke stumped up out
of his own pocket.”

“How did you learn this, Billy?” demanded
Harry Wharton.

“I guessed part of it.” replied Bunter.
“but I know for certain about the three quids
because I saw it in the letter.”

“How did you see it?”

“Why, you see, old Locke dropped the
letter outside the door of the Remove and
1 picked it up and

“Read it?

Bunter quite failed to note the dangerous
glint in the eyes of Bob Cherry who “asked
the question.

- “Of course!™ he said.

But the hands

“You sce——"
of the Famous Five were

upon the ponderoug person ¢of Billy Bunter, mu!;mured waving one fat bapd beforé him,

and he was borne to the ground.

“Now give me that letter, Billy!”

As he made the request, Harry Wharton
took a seat on the fat junior’s head.

“Gr-r-rer-rrrer!”  was  Bunter's
ligible remark. -

Bob Cherry found a place on the fat Owl’s
chest and tapped his heels against the sides
of the victim.

“What have you done with the

unintel-

letter,

“I—o0—gave it—oo—to Skinner! He's—00
~—going to give it back! Oo—grco! Now
gerroff me chest, vou rotters!” -

“William George Bunter,” sald Wharton
solemnly, “I've come to the conclusion that
you are becoming tarred with the same brush
2s Skinner. What shall we do to him, you
fellows 7" 7 auas

-“If the esteemed head-teacher sahib.knew
of the extreme dishonourableness of accused,”
murmured Hurree Singh, “the chastisement
with the worthy cang would be terrific.
Could we not painfully wield the" esteemed
stick on accused with much strokefulness?”

“It would serve the fat little rotter right,
Inky!” said Harry Wharton. “But we've no
stick!” E

The loud ringing of a. bicycle bell caused
the juniors to glance up:. Passing by on the
rocad that bordered -the playing-fields was
¥icher 1. Fish, peddling furiously. Suddeniy
all pump elattered from the quickly-
v 1g machine.

*“Hi, Fishy, you've dropped
called Frank Nugent.
As the American
Johnny Bull .ran

pump.

“An idea, my worthy
the Nabob of Bharipur. “If we cannot hurt-
fully chastise the' accused owing to the
ahsence of an esteemed cane, why not bti(’k-
m‘l) make use of thie honcurablé pump?

“0Oh, please, Hurree——"" began Bunter.

“We will, id Harry Wharton grimly. “A
cood idea of yours, Inky! William George
Bunter, you have been found guilty of the
caddish trick of reading someone else's cot-
respondence, and you are sgentenced to two
trokes with the honourable pump from each
memb-ﬁr of the Court here present!™

“1 say, Wharton, old chap- 4

“Turn him over, you fellows!” -

“Wow- 0w ! You'll break my spectacles, and
thm

“Hoid him while I have first whack!”

Harry Wharton drew up his coat sleeves
grasped the pump.

emme alone, you cads! I—— Ow!”

Again Wharton raised the bicycle pump,
and once more it descended on the unfor-
tunate Bunter with a sharp thud.

“Yow-ow! Groogh! You beasts!”

“Your tum. Inky!”

As the Nahob of Bhanipur stepped forward
with a smile on his dusky face a number of
Third-Fermers deserted their football and
came running across to enjoy the spectacle
of the squirming Bunter.

something !"

junior took mno notice
across and retrieved the

chums!” execlaimed

Whack !
“Ow! Yaroogh!”
“Ha, ha, ha! What's the matter, Bunter?”

“Oh, the beasts, the—"

Whack!

“Qoooch !”

When each of the juniors had had his fair
share in the ceremony, Billy Bunter was
released. ;

“Now then, buzz off, Billy,
a little gent in future !

Bunter needed no second bidding. He
recovered his quecta(‘.es from the rvround, and.
affectionately caressing his wounded anatomy
with one hand, hastenmg away in the direc-
tion of the school as fast as his fat legs
would carry him.

Only once at a safe distance did he halt,
and that was for the purpose of ~delivering
but one word: %

“Beasts!”

and behave like

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
The Power of ths Eys.

ILLY BUNTER was reclining gracefully
in an armchair in Study No. 7. With
one hand he kept diving into a bag
of jam-puffs supported on his knees,

with the other he held Alonzo Todd's book,
“The Power of the Eye; or, How to Subdue
and Control Others by Mental Means.”
At the table, engrossed in preparation, sat
Peter Todd and Tom Dutton, the deaf junior.
Bunter polished off "the last ]'1m puff, wiped
his mouth, and dived deeper in the book.
“¢Sleep! Sleep! Sweel, sweet sleep!’” he

‘ou are going to sleep—-to steep dedply.
Sleep,. perfect sleep!’”

Peter -Todd looked up from his
peevishly.

“Oh, dry up, you fat ass!”
the dickens do you think we
you making that mumbling row?”

_ “Do the swatting later, Toddy,”
Bunter. - “Turn your chair reund, and
you to sleep.”

Pet(r Todd rose threateningly.

“I’ll put you to sleep if you -don't stow the
cackle! The last time vou tried hypnotism
you only made a mess of it. 2o shut up. 1
want to study!”

With that Todd flopped down in his seat,
jabbed his pen in the inkwell, aud resumed
his prep.

work

bz eri

said Bunter,

“Oh, T say, Dutton,” in a
louder tone, *“stop working now. You've

done quite enough.”
Tom Dutton looked up in surpris
“Will I have a jam-puft?”’ he murmured.
“I should say so! Thank you, Bill

“I said you've worked lon'r encugh!” said
Bunter loudly.

“What stutt?”

“Oh, rats!”

The Owl of the Remove raised himselt

ponderously from his seut. He went across
to the deaf junior, and laid his hand on the
other’s shoulder.

“Come and be hypnotised, Tommy!" bhe
shouted. - “You sit in that chair, and I'll
put you to sleep.” .

Rock me to sieep?
asked Dutton.

“I'il hypnotise you!”

What for, you ass?”

velled ‘Bunter.

Dutton glamﬂd at the book in the fat
junior’s hand.
“Well, why didn't you say so?” he said.

“But we had enough of your roften hypno-
tising stunts once before.”

And Tom Dutton recommenced writing
steadily.

“Selfish beasts!™ muttered Bunter,

He ambled across the study and threw Lim-
self into the armchair again. As he did so
a step sounded in the passage outside, and
next moment the door opened to admit
Alonzo Todd, Peter’s cousin.

“Ah, Alonzo, my dear chap!”
Bunter. “What ahout practising

ypnotism this evening?”
Ty. dear Bunter,” replied Alonzo, “in
spite of an alternative desire to peruse un
ancient treatise upon the reign of Monte-
zuma, which I have borrowed from our
esteemed headmaster, Dr. Locke, I shall be
very pleased to place myself at your dispoesai
in-a few moments.”

Billy Bunter rubbed his fat hands tegether
:m.l bewmed through his round spectacles.

“T know all about it now,” he said. ‘“All
1 want is someone to put to sleep. These
other two asses won't give me a chance.”

Alonzo Todd put a heavy volume cn the
table, and drew his slippers from the cup-
board.” -

“Don’t start any of that hypnotism busi-
ness to-night, Alonzo,” said Dutton. “Wait
till we've finished prep, anyway.”

“Yes, give it a rest!” growled Peter Todd.

“My dear Peter and Dutton,” said
Alonzo, “our practice of the science of hyp-
notism does not call necessarily for a cessa-
tion of work on your part. No pandemonium
will be created, and a closer application to
your own# tasks will solve the problem
antomatically.”

“Just what I was going

greeted Billy
a little

‘to say,” said

Bunter. “You get on with your own wash-
ing, you two.”
“Well, go ahead,” snapped Peter Todd.

“Put each other to. sleep, and stay asleep.
T'il be jolly glad. Won't you, Tom?”

= Ml q\ufe agree with you, Peter,”
Dutton. “I certainly think they ar
mad.”

Alonzo Todd finished putting on his
and rose to his feet.

“The interest that Bunter has displayed
recently in the realms metaphysical see
me to call for every encouragement
said. “Therefore I shall be pleased to ‘.wet
him,in any way I can. I am ready.”

“1 was thinking, ‘Alonzo,” said Billy Bunter,
“that if I were successful in mesmerising
some of you fellows, old Locke might let
me help that bonesetter chap on Saturday.
or else give an exhibition off my own bat.”

“No doubt,” said Alenzo Todd, “were you
to attain a marked degree of proficiency you
might have opportunities of directing your
talent into many" useful channels,”

“Do you think I might make chaps less
selfish?” asked Bunter.

“I believe that hypnotic power in the hands
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of one of lofty ideals would be eonducive to
the remeval of unbecoming traits in the
. charactérs of others.”

Bunter’s eyes sparkled greedily, and with
evident satisfaetion.

“Well, you sit in that ehair, Alonzo,” he
said, “and I'll put you in a trance.”

Tem Dutton leaped up from the table, up-
setting the ink in his excitement.

“Dance?” he yelled. “We don’t want
any of your dancing here, you great por-
poise!”

Alonzo Todd turned a deaf ear to the
remarks of Dutton and his brother as they
moepped up the ink.

[ am ready, my dear Bunter, if you are.”

He took a seat in the armchair, and Billy
Bunter rapidly ran through some pages of
“The Power of the Eye.” Then he glared
at Alonzo Todd throagll his round spectaeles.

“‘ Steep! Sleep!” ” he hissed.

Tom Dutton advanced wrathfully.

“Sheep? Who are you calling a sheep?”

“It's all right, my dear Dutton,” called
out Alonzo. *“He’s calling to me!” e

“Well, why don’t you dot him one with
something. Don't you submit to being called
pames by that overfed ass.”"

al Loo}( here, Dutton,” began Bunter.
“p

“QOh, shut up!” roared Peter Todd.

“Don’t take any notice, my dear Bunter,”
gaid Alonzo. “Cemmence again.”

Billy Bunter again glared at his victim, and
suddenly extended five plump fingers.

** Sleep! Sleep !’ # he commanded.
“i Slee T
“Excuse me, my dear Bunter,” put in

Alenzo, “but 1 fear you will be totalty un-
able to exercise any soporific®influence on me
unless you modulate your vpice and follow
more eclosely the printed directions in the
textbook I lent you.”

“Why, what's up?”

Alonzo Todd picked the book from Bunter’s
hand and skimmed the leaves until he came
to page sixty-three.

“Listen to this!” he enjoined. “‘Having
placed the subject in as comfortable a posi-
tion as possible, it is important not to
disturb his mental equilibrium by any sud-
den movement of the hands or harshness of
the vocal tones. With gentle, caressing
movements encircle his forehead, and in a
calm, well-modulated key lull him into a
sense - of physical and mental tiredmcss.
Moreover, it is—'

“I know all that,” interrapted Bunter im-
patiently. “You didn't give me a chance.”

Again the fat junior poised over his victim,
and sounds resembling a kettle about to come
to a boil proceeded from his lips.

“‘Sleep! Sleep!’ ” he breathed. “You are

_going to sleep—fast, fast asleep. You are
asleep—sound asleep.”

“©h, but I'm not, my dear Bunter!” ex-
elaimed Alonzo Todd; “in fact, T am sufler
ing from acute insomnia.”

With a set look on his fat face,
Bunter made another attewpt.
“¢ Sleep! Sleep! Peaceful,

Yow!”

Bunter's last sudden remark was caused
by a weH-aimed book, which caught him
fairly on the: back of the head. Next
moment Peter Todd had the poker in his
grasp, and was advancing on the Owl.

“Seat!”

Bunter “scatted.”

In the passage outside the study Buntet
ruhbed his head and mutktered execrations.

“The beast! The selfish cad!”

Then an ‘idea struck him. For several
days he had been trying to borrow moncy,
but his only success was a loan of half-a-
crown from Alonzo Todd. The beating he
had sustained at the hands of the Famous
Five still rankled, but he determined to worm
Limself into their good graces aga for his
own ends. Accordingly he made his way
to Study No. 1, and knoeked on the door.

“Entrez, sceut!”

Billy Bunter cautiously opened the door
and beamed through his glasses into the
room. Harry Wharton and Frank Nugent
were sitting near the fire, with a chess-
board between them.

“Hallo, Billy!”

Encouraged by his reception, Bunter entered
the study and closed the door.

“Take a scat, old top!”

Beaming benevolently, Bunter crossed to
the fire and dropped into an armchair.

“Hi, go easy with the springs!” ecried
Frapk Nugent. “We can’t afford any more
sticks this term.”

Bunter changed bhis expression to one of
sadness. - 5
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Billy

peaceful '—

“Pve had a disappointment to-day,” he
remarked.

“Not  in - connection with a postal-order
by any chanee, was it?” asked Wharton.

Bunter’s eyebrows lifted.

“How 4o you know?”

“Ha, ha, ha! €ut out the old wheeze,
Billy! How goes the hypnotism?”

“Really, you know, you fellows, 1 can
mesmerise properly now. 1I'll show you, if
you kke.”

“Right-ho! Try it on Frank!?

“No; you be hypnotised, Harry!”

“Couldn’t you hypnotise us beth, Billy?”
asked Wharton. “Or is that beyond your
powers?”

Bunter turned away, and drew out two
chairs to conceal his gloating smile of satis-
faetion. k

“Oh, I think I could do it, Harry, old
¢hap!” he murmured. “At least, you might
let me try. Both of you sit together here,
and I'll put you to sleep.”

The chums of Study No. 1 did as they
were bidden, and Billy Bunter leered at them
with great satisfaction. If only he could
hypnotise them he could make them do any-
thing he wanted. He rolled up his sleeves
and swept his hand beéfore the faces of his
victims.

“You are about to sleep,” he told them.
“Sleep, sleep—sink to sleep!™

After about two minutes of endeavour
Bunter noted with a sharp thrill of joy that
the two chums were nodding wearily. He
redoubled bis efforts, and a snore from
Frank Nugent testified to the poteney of
his mesmeric influence. Only when the two
were lying like logs in their chairs did he
cease. 5

Billy Bunter rubbed his fat hands gleefully.

“I've done it! Now to get to business.
IWharton,” he said distinctly, “rise and go
to the copboard.”

With a fixed look in his eye, Harry Whar-
ton arose and crossed the study.

“Now set out all the grub yeu’ve got.”

As Wharton fumbled in the cupboard,
Bunter turned his attention to his other
victim.

“Lend me any momey you have in your
poekets, Nugent!” he commanded.

A flickering of one of Frank's
caused the hypnotist to steop down.
ﬁ“ You're asleep,” he murmured; “you are
oft.” <

A pair of lithe, sinewy arms shot out and
encireled Bunter’s neck.

“You're off—off your
fraud ™ S

“Yaroogh! Leggo! OQOuch!”

Harry Wharton sprang from the cupboard.
hearing an old cricket-bat.

“Hang on to the rotter, Frank!” he cried.

The next few moments were both exciting
and painful ones for Billy Bunter.

Whack, whaek, whack, whacek!

“You-ow! Help! OQoeoch! Yarooogh!”

“Ha, ha, ba!”

When finally Nugent released his grip,
Billy Bunter sprang up with surprising
agility, and dashed wildly out of the study.

eyelids

rocker, you fat

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
The Bonesetier Arrives.

[£] HE train’s due to arrive in five
minutes’ time. You nip out, Inky,
and meet the professor; I'll look
look after the gee.”

Thus Harry Wharton, who had been sent
by Dr. Locke with the pony and trap ou
Saturday evening to meet the lecturer.

Friardale Station seemed more. deserted
even than usual as he reined in the pony at
the entrance, and Hurree Singh, who had
volunfeered to aceompany him, ziighted.

“What is the name of the honourable
Portugoose gentleman?” asked the Nabob of
Bhanipur.

“Bomba—Professor Bartolomew Bomba.”

“Thanks, my worthy chum! I will speed-
fully depart to bring the esteemed bone-
setter sahib.”

A few minutes later the train drew into
the sieepy station. Three villagers alighted;
and just as the Indian junior began to think
that the professor must have missed the
train a middle-aged man clambered out.
His swarthy skin, lank, black hair and mous-
tache, and kid gloves proclaimed him to be
the expected visitor even before Hurree saw
the initials “B. B.” on his handbag.

“Have I the pleasurefulness of addressing
the honourable Bomba, bonesetting pro-
fessor?” asked " Hurree Singh. “B so, the
head teacher gahib’s trap and horse wait
in the chillfulness without.”

Friday.

_ Professor Bomba stared hard at the Indian
junior. - . -

“I have come to“give a leebure at Grey-
friars School,” he said. *Perhaps you have
been sent to meet me?” .

“The correctfulness of that esteemed supe
position is terrific,” murmured Hurree Singh.
“Permit me to have the pleasurefulness of
conveying your esteemed bag.”

The Nabob of Bhanipur relieved the pro-
{Iessor of his gladstone, and led the way to the
Tap. - 2 . i

“Here is the estcemed Professor Bonesetter,
my worthy chum!”

“Bomba—Professor Bomba!” corrected the
lecturer testily. “Are you one of the little
hoys from Greyfriars Sehool #*

Harry Wharton winced.

“I'm a scholar at Greyfriars,” he replied.

The professor ignored the emphasis on the
word “scholar.”

“And this little nigger bhoy is the boot-hoy
at the school, I presume?*

A dangerous glint sprang into the eyes of
Hurree Singh; and Harsry Wharton flushed

hotly. ;
“My friend is a scholar, too,” he said
shortly. “If you will kindly get into the trap,

sir, I will drive you to the school.”

“First I will pay a visit to the refreshment
buffet,” said the professor. “The parched
condition of the thorax is indicative of the
necessity for liquid refreshment—yes!”

Harry Wharton settled himself comfortably .
in the trap and pulled the rug about his
knees.

“There's this
station, sir.”

“No refreshment buffet?” snapped the pro-
fessor. “This is what is called a ‘one-horse’
town—yes!”

With the aid of the juniors, Prefessor
Bomba mounted the trap, and then Hurree
Singh fitted himself into the footman’s seat
behind. The pony was in high fettle and set
oft briskly. -

“I hope it is that you know how to drive,”
said the lecturer nervously. “It seems strange
to me that the headmaster should send little
boys out alone with his property.”

Harry Wharton made no reply, but imper-
ceptibly flicked the pony with his whip. Like
a racehorse springing into action with the
upward swing of the starting-tapes, the pony
teaped forward. The trap swung over slightly,
and the professor threw his arms round
Wharton’s neck in an affectionate embrace.
Soon the shops in the High Street were passing
in swift proecssion.

“Stop, stop!” cried Bomba. “I have got te
get out here! The mad horse, won’t he stop?
No—yes!” .

The terror of the professor was so manifesg
that Harry Wharton drew rein. Imwediately
the pony came to a standstill the professer
jumped out of the trap and stood looking in
dazed fashion about him. By chauce the
place they had stopped at was right opposite
Uncle Clegg’s shop. ¢

“Ah, that is right!” panted the profcssor,
“I have alighted for the purpose of quench-
tng my thirst. I can obtain lubricant for my

no refreshment-room at

b parched throat here—yes!”

“You can get lemonade and ginger-pop,’ if
that’s what you mean, sir,” said Harry
Wharton. *Take the professor in and intro-
duce him to some of Uncle Clegg’'s knock-outs,
Inky!” -

H)urrec Singh climbed down and led the way
into the shop, followed by the lecturer.
Ranged along the counter inside were Fisher
T. Fish, the American junior, Billy Bunter,
and Harold Skinner.

Skinner -and* ¥ncle Clegg were engaged In
a heated discussion. Apparently the subject
of it was two small black beetles which the
former held in his hand.

“It’s no good taiking,” Skinner was saying.
“I found these in those buns I beught here
yesterday. I thought they were currants at
first, but, knowing you never by any chance
put currants in your buns, I had ’em ‘care-
fully examined. Our tame naturalist, Mr.
Alonze Todd, said plainly they weren’t the
dried produets of the vine. So stump up two
currants in exchange for the beastly things,
and be more careful in future, or I'll report

you to the ncarest anti-profiteering com-
mittee.” 5 :

At that moment Uncle Clegg noticed the
newcomers. %

“What can I get you, sir?”
The Portuguese scientist qrdered some ecider,
and white he was being served Billy Bunter

edged across to Hurree Singh.

“Is that chap the hypnotist, Inky?” he mut-
tered.



THE PENNY POPULAR -Every Friday.

i B/

I // g

Alonzo took a saat in the armchair, and Billy Bunter rapidly ran through some pages of f* The Power of ths Eve.”
“Then hse glared at Alonzo through his round spectacies.

if Sleep !

Sfeep ! "’ he hissed.

(See page 4.)

Feeling it the polite thing to de, the Indian
junior introduced his learned companion.
“This is the esteemed Professor Bonesetter
Bomba sahib, my worthy chums!” he said.
The three juniors bowed. ;
“Ah, these are some of your little school-
fellows, are they not, my dusky £riend?”
smiled the professor. “I1 would buy you all
some buliseyes if I could be convinced you
would not suck them during my lecture this
evening.”
The faces of Skinner,
flushed at the insult.
“Guess we're not in the habit of sucking
bullseyes, said the American juunior.
“Ah, i 12 by your accent you masticate
ing-gu little sboy !” murmured the pro-
“A pernicious and disgusting habit—

Fish, and Bunfer

He drank off his cider and prepared fo go.

“I won’t say good night. young urchins!” he
said jocularly. *We shall meef in the lecture-
hail of your school 1 g

And, having paid for his drink

h followed by Hur

ed Skinner.
loot!” snorted Fi
4 bit about the gu
t!” piped Billy Bunter. “Ang
us ‘urchins "!”
jolly well right 1o he hi
m to-night {” said Sk
iors paid Uncle
s, and walked out i

And as they trudged bae
d earnestly a f
iil-mannered profe ;
1 Harry Wharton and
Singh brought the professor without f
incident to Greyfriars, where Dr. L
et his gucst.
irter to eight o'clock
Famous Five left Study No. { for Biz
where the lecturé was to be held.

he stalked
Singh.

passage they saw Billy Bunter surrounded
by half a dozen juniors, who were interested
in something he held in his hand.

“Hallo! What have you got there, Billy?”
asked Harry Wharton.

Bunter held up a large silver “turnip”
watch.

&1 had this sent to me to-day,” he ex-
plained., “It’s a present from iny wealthy
aunt. Worth no end, you know!”

Wharton took the huge timepie#® in his
hand.

“Looks to me like a cheap Amerigan watch,”
he remarked.. “Why, the works make a noise
like a blessed machine!”

“Really, you know, Harry,” said Bunter,
“it’s a very valuable one!”

Harry Wharton gave a snorf of derision
and hastened after the rest of the Co., who
were w g on. Little did he dream of the
conspicuous part Bunter's watch was to play
in the trouble that was brewing.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Bomba’s Busy Evening !

HEW! TI'm bered to tears!” muttered
Bob Cher =

'y as dust!” agreed Johnny

-+

fuln: terrific!”
 thel arance that none
Five was enjoying the lecture

professor.
pated for the occa-

s h the masters
r3 of Greyiriars School. The head
d the lecturer
and now the
ist oceupied the r
r he dilated upon

as an anmsthetic agent. No wonder, there-
fore, that not only Harry Wharton & Co. and
the other juniors, but also some of the
masters and prefects were bored and restl

“To further stimulate your interest,” =a
the professor, “I will explain yet another
instance to show how modern science is
diverting metaphysical phenomena for the use
of therapeutical materia medica.”

“Oh, help!” gasped Frank Nugent.

“My only aunt!” said Harry Wharton, ia an
awed whisper.

Fortunately, Dr. Locke caught the eve of
the lecturer. His glance, polite though it
was, spoke volumes. Even Professor Bomba
could not refuse to take the hint.

“®r—I think that a demonstration in
hypnotism would help to esplain my few re-
marks,” he said.

Immediately a thrill of interest passed
through the assembledl scheol.

“It is my custom, to avoid any suspicion of
collaboration, to ask a few members of v
audiences to submit themselves to hypnotic
tests. Will a few little boys consent to come
forward? Yes!”

Instead of a riot of juniors falling over each

m Lung, and
T. Fish, and of these Dutten and the C}
junior had little idea of what wag requi
havirg been persuaded by a series of

he Owl of 1 Fisher T, F
a rhinoce
t as a u

r,
h,

who wa
pushed himself
matter of habit.

sor  Bomba  eyed
¢, and drew a
r mounting at the
Having arranged
Fish, who w

Tae P

the four jur
lead peneil

end from
subjects in §
1S deit

]

a
pockeb.
he approachec
others.
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“Gaze at this silver mount steadily, hoy!”’
ae commanded, T

Fish did as he- was bidden, and the pro-
fessor slowly drew the pencil forward., As
though attached by an ‘invisible wire, the
American junior followed the movement until
he nearly fell.

“Youll,do! Sit down!”

Tish took . hxs seat on one of the chairs
provided, and the hypnotist procecded to test
Dutton.

“Look hard at the silver mount!” he said.
“Come, open your eyes, boy! Open them
wider! Wider 1l—wider !

Tom Dutten gazed round him apprehen-
sively.

“Where, sir?” he asked.

“Where’s what, boy?” demanded the
fessor testily.

“The spider.”

“ Spider ?”

f“’Yes, sir, the spider you told me fo beware
of.’

pre-

A few titters broke from the audience, but
they were quickly smothered.

Professor Bomba looked at Dutton doubt-
fully as though suspecting ill-timed humour.

“I fear you will not make a good subject,
little boy,” he said, “Return to your seat in
the audience!”

Fortunately, as he spoke in a high-pitched
irritable voice, Tom Dutton understood, and
left the dais.

“Now, my little heathen Chinee,” said
Boniba Jocularlv “let me try you!”
“Yesse, sir,” murmured Wun Lung, “you

ily me. Me makee velly good sleepy walker,
me tinkee.”

Grinning all over his yellow face, Wun Lung
was then tested, and proved acceptable. Whe
prefessor turned to his audicnce.

“ Although I have sent one boy haek to his
seat,” he c*nd “I do not admit failure. Had
1 the time fo spare I could hypnotise a
hippopotamus—yes. I eannot prove that
statement, I know, as I bave no hippe-
However, I wil {ry our young

Smiling at
proached I
silver-mmou

ioke, the professer ap-
nd held up tie

¢ drew the pencil

away Bu _“““’l to 11 forward. The
hypnotist threw > his ms to save him,
but next moment the tfat junior crashed to
the floor.

Fwo or three masters and some of the
juniors jumpe@d to their feet, hut their assist-

anece was not needed. Billy Bunter, with his
mt face wreathed in a placid smile, slowly
rose, and brushed himself.

The professor darted forward eagerly, and
ran his hands over his vietim,

“Any bones broken?” lhe asked.

“I’'m all right, sir,” said Billy Bunter. “I'm
afraid your piercing eye quite overcame me,
siv !

Bomba rubbed his hands together.

“What a splendid -subject!” he muttered.

When Bunter had taken his seat with the
othier two juniors on the chairs, the pro-
fessor approachf d and fixed his p&n’mﬂ blaelk
eyes on each in turn, making at the same
time a few passes with his hands. Soon eaeh
was lying back motionless, and Bomba turned
again to the audience.

“Before I undertake to show you anmy of
the serious tests in hypnotism,” he. said, “I
will, for your amusement, prove how I have
these little boys under contrel. This boy "—
he indicated Fish—* will try to sell his clothes
to you. Also he will believe his pockets are
full of red-hdt roasted chestnuts. The great
hig plump boy will be a sea-lion, and this
Httle Chinee will sing songs to the moon,
which he will see sb'nmg above a pagoda in
his own heathen land.”

He made a few more
tion of h;s subjects d

3 7

e passes in the direc-
stood dep

with arms itd falsetto
note, whi et the te et‘] of thn school on
edge, escaped his throat.

“Woo-ai ah lee!” he trilled.
foo chee!”

Billy Bunter fiopped
his arms like fiappers,
¢n to the dais.

“@ror-rerr!

“Chow ling

on the ficor, and, using
raised himseif partiully

Gr-r-r-r-r!” he remarked.

¥isher P. Fish sprang up, and.occupied the

centre of the raised dais.

“Say, youtguys!” he eried. “Does anyone
wanter get possessed of a bradd-new ‘coat
and bags the real goods, jewelled in every

button-hole, and going dirty eheap for forty-.

five dollars? What’s that?
thirty?” No, sirree!”
Fish lookcd so reprovingly at Mr. Quelch
who had not said a word, that the school
THE PERNY POPULAR.~No. 58,

You'll hand me

broke into peals of laughter. Then he thrust
his hand ko his coat-pocket.

“Wow!” he yelled. “Hot chestnuts!”

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared the school.

"Hnntm vaised his head and gave a blood-
curdling grunt. Then, as though startled, he
dived from the raised dais into the” sea, oI,
rather, what he presumably took to be the

sea. Thethud as he hit the floor shook Big
Hall, v
Dr. Locke rose from his seat. He could

ioy a joke as well as anyone, but he did
not approve of the present exhibition, which
might prove detrimental to dlscmlme

“Tt is getting late, professor,” he whispered.
“We have greatly enjoyed your lecture, and
I must pow reluctantly request you to bring
the demonstration to a conclusion.”

“Qertainly, sir, if you wish it!” said the
professor shortly.

Still grunting, warbling, and shouting, Bun-
ter, Wun Lung, and Fish returned to their

seats at his command. He then tapped each.

smartly en the cheek. Wun Lung blinked
and opened his eyes, and Fisher T. Fish awoke
with a start, to find himself clutehing *his
jacket, whieh he had discarded in his efforts
to dispose of it. Billy Bunter alone remained
motionless.

“ Awake!” cried the professor. “Awake!”

But Bunter reclined very still in his chair,

“Wake him up!” piped a voice.

“Silence!” called Dr. Leocke.

Professor Bomba again tried to reuse the
Owl, but there was nothing doing. The
school grew restive. The proieseor redoubled

his efforts. He slapped the fat junior’s face
unmercifully. He shouted loudly, but all in
vain.

“Rickle his earl”

“Silenee!” roared the Head again. “If 1
diseover the boy so ill-mannered as to shout
remarks, I shall visit on him my severest
displeasure}” He turned to the uniorbunate
professor, who locked at a total less. 1
Wl'lc]i have Bunter ré¢moved to my study,” he
said.

1t took six juniors te carry
form of Billy Bunter from Big Hall, but,
staggering and -gasping, they did it. Be-
hind them followed the headmaster and Pro-
fessor Bomba.

No sooner had they disappeared than ihe
school was clectrified by a sudden commo
tion. Billy Bunter, seattering the head-
master and the bonesetier to either side of
him, burst through the door into Big Hall.

“My wateh! My watch!” he cried, tapping
his pockets. “Where’s my watch?”

With livid face, Dr. Locke strode after the
fat_junior.

“Bxplain tln: conduct, Bunter!
you saying?”

Billy Bunter felt in all his prckets

“It’s my watch, sir,” he said. “A present
ifrom a wealthy aunt. Brand-new, jewelled
in every movement, stamped on every link,
worth——"

“Be explicit, boy!” cried the Head testily.

“Well, it’s gone, sir! I had it in my pocket
before I was mesmerised!”

Dr. Locke frowned.

“Do you suggest that Professor Bomba fias
stolen your watch, boy?” he demanded.

“N-no; sir, no-not at all,” stammered
Bunter. “I had if in my por'ket hefore I
was mesmeriscd, and now—-"

“Yah! Give him back his wateh!”

This and other remarks came from a g
of juniors, led by Skinner and Fish.

“Now my watch is gone!” finished Bunter
pathetically.

“I dld not steal the wateh!” shouted the
professor. “How dare you!”

“It,s {.'onc\‘ said Bunter simply.

“% tell you I did not—"

“Yah! Search him!”

“Turn him upside-down!”

“Silence!” roared the Head. “The whole
school shall suffer for this dxsgvneefm e
Bition! I must ask you, professor, to accon

pany me to my study, where we will en-
deavour to find an explanation to this—

he unwieldliz

What are

group

ahemd—unfortunate affair. Bunter, follcw
us.”
And, followed by Professor Bomba and

Billy Bunter, the Head swept from Big Hall.
Dr. Locke indicated the armchair
in his study, and seated kimself

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
“B
at his.desk.
“Now, Bunter, let, us have your stateme

Painful Interviews.
T seated, professori”
Billy Bunter interlaced his fingers uer-
vously. S
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“My Wealthy aunt sent me a valuable watch
to-day, sir,” he said, “dnd now it has gone!”
~“Perhaps you dfdnt take it into Big
Hall?” suggested Dr. Locke

“Qh, yes, I did, sir,” said the Owl. “I re-
member showiwg"Wharmn and some of ‘em
it befoge I went in to the lecture.”

' The Head pressed the button of a bell,
Trotter, the pagehoy, appeared.
| “TFell: Wharton I wish teo see bhim,” he said.
“Now, Bunter, you're ghselutely positive you
teok the \mteh into Big Hall?”

“Y-y-yes, sir.

“I did nob stcal the watch!” chimed in the
professor.

“My dear Pro;e:aor Bomba,” said. the
head soothingly, “no one fas accused you of
doing so. The wateh may have been dropped
~some\where

The ‘door opened, and Harry Wharton was
ushered in.

“You sent for me, siry”

“Yes, Wharton,” sand the headmaster. “I
understand that Bunter showed you a valu-
able watch just before the lecture to-
night?”

“I don’t know.about a
sir,” said Harry Wharton.
s‘nowed me a watch.”

“And now it's gone,”
Bunter feelingly.

1 tell you I did '‘net steal the watch!’
shrieked the professor. “I¥ will have thxe
young scamp, and you toe, Dr. Locke, in the
libel eourts yet—yes!”

“Calm yourself, my dear professor, T——

“I will not calm myself, sir—no! Tt is
scandalous! I have come here as a x’a\our,
and now—-"

“The new watch is gone,” murmured Bunter
plaintively.

The professor jumped to his feet and
stamped .on the floor.

¢ valuable * wateh,
*“He certainly

murmured Billy

“You are a falsehood-teller, boy! You are
@ scoundrel~yes! And as for you, DJ
Locke, sir, you are as bad for list
one moment to such-a tissue of fabri 18

The headmaster calmly turned to W hurt(‘n

“Drive Professor Bomba back to the
station, please!” he said.

4 ; \‘»’il! net be driven by any young rip

of yours, sir!” shrieked Bomba, I will fix 1d
my owi \Vl

He =(’curcd his hat and bag. and stamped
wildly from the study, followed by Wharion.

“You may go, Bunter,” said Dr. Loeke.
will have the matter investigated, and
I find reasen for believing that the w
has actually been stolen, I myself wiil co
pensate you suitably.”

With a broad erin on his fat face, Billy
Bunt&r then left the study.

} was shortly before morning school when
Billy Bunter again pail a visit, not without
a ecertain amount of fear, o the Head’s rcom.
Dr. Locke, in his eap and gown, stood by the
desk, and the sight of his majestie figure
seemed to deprive Bunter of ail power of
speech. Like a startled owl he stogd motion-
les$, blinking through his big spectacies.

“Well, what is it, Bunter?”

“I 1 thouq‘ht sir I'd c-come and teil ye
I’'ve found the watc‘}, ‘s!r"’

“Indeed, Bunter!” said the Head ominously,
“And where did you find it?”

“QOn the mantelpiece in m-my study

Dr. Locke gazed at the Owl plercing

“Do you know, Bunter,” he said,
incline to the belief fhat you have
trated a praetical joke and told me a
of lies of colossal mlpertmcnce

“Qh, really, sir,

“As T have not thn requisite proof,” inter-
rupted Dr. Locke, “I shall regard you as
merely having Jbeen guilty ef an l‘ﬂpdrd(m-
able lapse of memory which has n the
means of casting a slur on a gent
irreproachable reputation. You h
placed me in the humiliating pesition
having to write a letter of anology to Pro-
fessor Bomba for the unfortunate situation
in whxch your forgetfulness placed him lasg

u

5

I—"

night.

i Iurkmg gpin at the corners of Bunter's
mouth showegd that he theught he was get-
ting well out of it, but his hue changed to
& sickly green as t,he headmaster pickéd up
a lonig yellow came.

“Now, Bunter, I feel it my duty to im-
press on you the 11ecesslby for cultivating a
better memory. in future,”

Five mninufes later fhe painful interview
terminated, and Bxlly Bunter, yelling lustily,
left, the Head st tudy feeling as though he
had heen stung by a swarm of gignt bees.

v He was writhing a quarter of an hour later,

witen he met Fisher T. Fish and Skinner i
the passage outside the Remove studies.
(Continued on page 11, col. 3.}
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OUT OF THE FRYING-PAN

would be lying in wait for a junior to fag B=¥
for him. And as Mellish had to pass the end §

of the Sixth Form passage to get to his
sturdy, he had laid his plans accordingly.

“Sorry, Knox! I-—I.sheuld love to fag for
you, but—"

“Rats! Come on!”

“But I've got to take this note to Railton

from Ratty, and wait for an answer!” finished
dellish blandly.
Knox scowled.
“What rot! Let's lock at it!”
“Here you are!”
Knox muttered something as he looked at
tie enveiope addressed in Mr. Rateliff’s
hand. He dared not order Mellish to post-
pone an errand of that nature. He would 3
have to look clsewhere for a fag.

“Cut off, then, and look sharp!” he growled.
“Is there anyone else down there to fag
for me?” 3

“I saw voung Mulvaney hanging aboutf just
now,” said Mellish over - his showlder. And
}m ¢ cled as he cut along the passage,
i gave a furious howl of “Fa-ag!
£ 1~t later he heard young Mu]vaney s
ing, “Coming, Knox!” in meek tones,
\nw that Knox had secured a victim
atternoon.
vas a mean trick, but as long as
had escaped fagging for the bully- g
fect himself, he was Cuite indifferent §
fate of the unfortunate Mulvaney

'hr

rrived at Mr. Railton’s door, he Imocked

d\‘u" tly, and was bidden to enter. : s
. ¥ Mr. Railton, whoe was as popular in the T 7
PERCY MELLISH. school as Mr. Ratcliffi was unpopular, was s N
working at his desk. He laid down his pen “Are—are you going to c-cane me, sir?”
§8 OLD on, kid! What have you got | as the junior entered. ; Mr. Raiiton took a hasty step forward, and
there?” = “Ah, Mellish " he said pleasantly. “And | yreygy jumped back in atore, . But. the
Mellish, of the Fourth Form at | what can I do for you? : master checked himself with an effort.

St. Jim's,- fastened a firm grip ‘If you please, sir, here's a note from | wiorpainly I am going to canc you,
upon the arm of a fag, who had just entered ’.\Ir.ﬁl_{atqltlff, Sal]‘)i'é\lﬁllhsnkmtfé‘igé)ﬁt 5 to | Mellish!” S ‘
the School House. Tt was Mutvaney minor, “Give it me. Did Mr. Ra ell you to W on : he - te
and in his hand he was carrying a sealed wait for an answer?” mmonwnat for?” howled the uunfortunate
envelope. Ye-e-es, sir! But Mr. Railton’s patience was at an end.

sMeliist's eyes fastened upon the envelops :VU'Y well.”

pr = » e
3% chpe. Bed Hie whtied hix giuped it Riilton: searmad the fiobs; ‘whils sn Hold out your hand!® he thundered,

looking.as black as a thunder-cloud.

more’ tightly. pu}u d frown came over his face. 2 SEi ekt i 1o
“What have vou got t‘n-‘fre‘, k.x“" Mellish looked up carelessly, to find the he?éeg{’]f‘}'ug"l‘ﬁ%;“%‘g‘gzg ;‘l’g\‘f{,]_“mp“ and

Mt tvaney Housemaster’s gaze fixed upon him with a

minor., “Leggo my arm, pleas peculiar expressien. Mellish hegan to feel
“Who’s it from?” was Mell xt ques- | a little uneasy. - :

tion, while the fag w ed as the grip en Mr. Rallton was a kindly and just master,

his arm tightened. = but it was by no means safe to take

“A note te Mr. Railton,

of daze?

and his face wore an expr
amahemcm tmt was almost idiotic,

terrific yel

“Ow! Old Ratclif! He gave it to me to | lberties with him, as Mellish well knew. -y "?“" Sl = i
toke to Mr. Raillon at once. Leggo my | He wondered what was in the note to make | « (\j;;m‘ ?‘th x‘ X} l;d t\’[ 111__.,‘-
arm!” © | the Homsemaster look like that. l[rm- 1\[}(’“ id o sail. as h
M¥lish crinned. “I suppose there is no mistake, Mellish?”" { nzv; - ’\U“ Ra 01‘ l‘“of % ?"f““‘ "S‘t ‘?
“I'll take it for you, kid! Give it to |said Mr. Railton at last. “I understand that UM o ““L T ‘w"’:‘ S t(; e MMMIJ*'L{
et Mr. Ratcliff gave you this note to give to | 5.° Lruly torrific expression there ot
£l Salviies Toked alsnmed Lep” :ieudei then and there to hold oub his other
18 e “Yes, sir,” said Mellish promptly. ‘M\nd,, swish!
He Telt an inward tremor, but Mellish of | DWiS, SwWisd:

“Yow! Yarooh! Boo-hoo!”
“Noew you may go, Mellish!” said Mr,
Raiiton grimly.

And Mellish went-
inder his armpits,
away at a great rate

He arrived at his own study in the Fourth
Form passage & sadder if not a wiser youth.
He had suceceded in escaping the ordeal
of fagging for. Kunox, bub it was a case cf
out of the frying-pan into the fir

Fourth was never very particular abount
or two. After all, he thought, he must

Ow! Here you are!
"‘[«,nlisn \ooh Fhe nate, idres L 3
“Mr. Railton™ In the ¥ se hand- 7 it through now. =
writing of Mr. Ratcliff, the master of the Havo you .any idea of the contents of
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Meanwhile Mellish went on up the stairs, | taking up a stout but limberlooking cane. | joys. I meed not go inbo details concerning
whistling. Hold out your hand, Mellish! the highly disrespectful epithet which I heard
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Our Grand New Serial, dealing

Adventures of a Young Acrobat who Rose
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with the

to Fame and Fortune as a Cinema Star,

: By STANTON HOPE.

Circus.

him, and
away on a mp-steamer.
an ‘open port and swims ashore.

Micky “ jumps ” the '‘ Chicagn Flyer,”

Micky Denver, an orphan lad, is an acrcbat in Beauman’s Gi
One night, in Liverpcol, he is accused unjustly by the buily
proprietor of having stolen a gold watch. The evidence is black against
Micky is arrested, bub escapes to the river-front and stows
In New York Harbour Micky escapes through
Aghore he meets & slim, red-headed
American, Alec P. Figg, who is algo anxious to get out West.
and by stages they beat their
way te Xansas City. Figg, known as Smart Alec, is one of the most
expert cracksmen on the continent, and he attempts to crack the hotel
Micky {rusirates him, and makes the rest of his way to Los

THE OPENING OCHAPTERS.

antie

Angeles alone.
lying

surf,

pany.
With him

(New read on.)

Onee in ihe city he los
on a} the cinema studios, but without success.
Moniea, on the coast, and t.

ﬁx consequence, Micky is given a job as assistant to Buddy Gay
lord, the property-man, in the great K. N. Broadworth’s Cinema Co

One day, whilst ntoving an antigue vase between the filming o
two scenes, he sees a hideous heing, more nearly resembling a gorilla
than a man, peering through a door. i 1
past to Micky, and the vase slips from his fingers and crashes intc a
thousand pieces on the floort

es 10 time in irying to get taken
One_day he visits Santa
here he rescues Mary Maidstone from the

of

It is like some vigion from the

safe,
On the Carpet.
16 AY, that’s done it! You'll get fired for

S gure now, you clumsy galoot! And

serve you right!”

It was Floyd Unwin, the star of
the Broadworth company, who, with-a gloat-
ing smile on his face, was the first to break
the silence.

Micky went hot all over with shame. He
had set about his work as assistant to
Props so thoroughly and with such good
intentions that it scemed as though some
:ruel fate over which he had no control had
rvened. In his confusion he started to
ect the fragments of the vase, that an-
tique, Indian ornament which Unwin had teld
him: was worth eight thousand dollars if a

€

ce From ihe corner of his eye he saw
the great X, N. Broadworth and Jefl Romery,
the direetor, talking earnestly together.

Then the producer strode away.
* Denver!”
Micky looked sharply up at the sound of
s voice.
Leave that mess and report at Mr. Broad-
worth’s office.”

Micky’s heart turned to lead within him.
So this was to he the end of the studio work
he had started with so high a heart! As
hie rose to his feet he remembered for the
first time the vision which had been the
immediate cause of the accident. He glanced
towards the door in the background of the
set where ke had seen the goriila-like man,
but it was closed, and the creature had dis-
appeared.

ANl eyes were upon Micky as he made his
way from the scene, most showing looks of
aympathy, but a few, like those of Floya
Unwin’s, vevecaling nothing but satisfaction
prospect of sceing the last of the
lad who had so sudden!y become a
snality among them in the cinema studio.
Beat it quick, young Johnny Bull,”
sneercd Unwin. “They're waiting to hand you
your time in the office.”

“Hard luck, kid!” murmured Jelf Romery,
5, the d passe “It was bad joss that
d to that partic’lar vase,
as the Big Ncise was standing by,

a rueful glance at the kindly
and passed down the long studio.
round to see if any of his other

5 were present, hut Mary ¥ tone,
e Eton, and Buddy Gaylord were no-
to be s

imme-
iim to the
h hore the
The clerk

and led
wh

and
w preducer.
door, and usi
,and Mi

papers on his desk, and leancd bhac
chair. His eyes, gazing through his bizarre,
tortoiseshell spectacles, seemed to pierce the
lad through and through. BMicky. quailing
beneath that look, realised as never before
he magnetism and the personality of the
man which so dwarfed those of others with
whom. he came in contact.

At last, after what seemed an age to Micky,
K. N. broke the silence.
“By chance I was the witness, sornny,” he

58,
said evenly, “of an accident of colossal eare-
lessness in the studio just now. You had
the simple task of moving a vase from a
table ‘to a pedestal a few feet distant, and
despite the warning by Mr. Unwin of the.
value of the article, you let it slip from
your fingers. There was only one va like
hat in the world, and that was hired hy
Mr. Gaylord irom a los Angeles dealer espe-
cially for this ome film production. Apart
froma the fabulocus sum this breakage will
cost my company, I am as much displeased
at finding I cannot trust you to nerf the
simplest task of a property man’s
h thoroughness.”

Micky bung his head beneath the reproof,
and Mr. Broadworth rose from his chai

“1f you have any reason to give, sonny,
he said, not unkindly, “let me hecar it.”

Micky raised his head, and his hands
cienched and uneclenched nervously.

“I-1 saw something, Mr. Broadworth,”
e star{fmercd. “Er—that is, someone——

s,
T
For

W

He stopped short, lost in confusion.
the life of him he could not think where or
when he bad seen the iman who had appeared
tlirough - the dcor of the set, and whose
appearance had caused him to start back and
drop the vase.

“Who or what did you see, sonny?”’ de-
manded Mr. Broadworth.
It was on the tip of Micky’s tongue to fell

the producer that he had seen a creature,
half-man, half-gori as it s >d to bim,
peering at him. But he was sick and annoyed
with himself for having givens way to such
a paltry attack of nerves, and the excuse

seemed foolish to a degree. The few words
which might have saved him were Ileft
unsaid.

The filma producer waited pe 7, and
then disappeintment overshadewed the calm
of his face. It was evident he
lad had been i g to concoct some
L. - He: put. l:.' hand

drew out a wad of
“We owe you a debh
for saving

stone.”” He te N

are five hu ia

you are securing another bil
Like one in a dream, M

hand and mech
a deep flu
rightened bimse

roudly
the de

“You--you don't
worth,” be panted.

A lump scemed to rize in his throat, and
with a low groan he turned on his heel and
staggered from the office.

“Micky! Micky! What's happened, lad?”

1t was Buddy Gaylord, the genial property
man, who ha¢ come striding through the
general office and grasped the lad’s arm.
Buddy's plump, red face was agog with con-
cern, and his heavy breathing denoted he
had been harrying.

“I—I've been fired, Buddy!”

“Fired? 1 heerd you’d broken tlie vase
and heen called on the carpet, so I jest ran
aeross to see how you'd got on. So K. N.'s
handed you the frozen mitt, has he. Was he
very mad about it, kid?”

“He was quite calm, and jolly decent,”
repiied Micky. “But I was tongue-tied, and
couldn’t cxpiain things as, I suppose, I should
have done. In spite of the money he’s lost,
though, through my having smashed the
Indian vase to smithereens, he offered me a
wad of notes as thick as your arm, Buddy,
wien he told me to go.?

“See here, Micky,” said Buddy, “jest you
come across with the explanation of your
keerlessuess right here and now. What made
you do such a goldurned ridic’lous thing like
droppin’ that there vase?”

Micky had no hesitation about telling
Buddy, and he informed the property man
of his experience between the filming of the

vnderstand, Mr. Broad-

two scenes in which Unwin had been par-
ticipating.
“Great - rattlesnakes!” cried Buddy.

“Skeered hy a man what looks like a monkey,
were you? Well, by gum, unless you get the
edze rubbed off them nerves o’ yours, you'll
have as much chance o’ cver becomin’ a
cinema artist as my late departed gr 1
has o’ being Mrs. President o’ the TU-
States!”

“Anyway, Buddy,” said Micky ruefully,
“I've bheen sacked, pushed, or fired, and
there’s an cnd to it. I'll see you to-night
down home, and then perhaps you can

me . a few tips _about landing another
somewhere.” :
“Oh, f t it!” cried Buddy., “

bosity m
hit the trail,

me tired, You ain’t a
You're comin’ back wit

the lair o” the Big Noise right now.
Too astonished to protest, Micky found
shimself grasped by the plump little B

and propelled back to the saunetum of
N.

great I

Buddy tapped on the door, then opened it,
and pushed Micky unceremoniow in frong

of him into the producer’s office.

Mr. Breadworth looked up frc
and gazed sternly at the intrude
his tortoiseshell

“W ig the mning
Gaylo ded in
ton
| Buddy, cntered,
suddenly in the
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Like one in a dream, Micky extended his hand and machanieally took thz money.

Then,;a dsep flush sufusing

his cheeks, he straightened himseif up proudly and tossed the fat wad of notes on to the dask. (829 pags 8.)

overwhelming presence of the Big Noise.
‘But he remembered that he had come on
Micky’s behalf, and pulled himself together.

“I—I understand, Mr. Broadworth,” he
began, “that young Micky Denver, here, has
been fired out o’ the company.”

“I have released him from his engage-
ment, Gaglord,” replied the prolucer evenly,
“and I did it personally to save you the
einbarrassment, as you have become a sort
of father to the lad. The matter's closed.”

“No, sir!” cried Buddy. “I think, as his
immedjate boss, T've a kinder right to know
why the kid was fired!”

“That I intended informing you,” said Mr.
Broadworth. “I discharged him for gross
carelessness in the handling of that antigque
Indian vase you kired in Los Angeles. Now,
I'm busy, and—"

“8ec here, Mr. Broadworth,” said Buddy.

warming up, “the kid ain’t had a proper |

show. You've a reputation for treating folk
square, and you ain’t heerd all siles o’ the
cage.” $

“I gave the lad an opportunity to explain
any mitigating circumstances,” said the pro-
ducer, “but he was unable to—"

“Hear 'me, sir,” broke in Buddy.
was all shaken and overwhelmed at what
he’d . done. But I've heerd from his own
lips what made him drop that vase. D'you
remember that guy who looks more like
:a monkey than a man whom you hired as
one o' the toughs in ‘The Vase 0
Gunda Lal?” Well, that same guy suddenly
poked his ape-like chivvy in the door o’ the
set, jest after the filming o’ Scene Eight.
‘Why, I'd have dropped the vase myself, and
so would you have done, sir, if you'd never
seen the ugly phiz o’ Monkey White before!”

Monkey White! It was as though some
obstruction in Micky’s brain had burst to
release a flood of “memories. Now he under-
stood why he seemed to have some know-
ledge of the ape-like man when he had seen
him. The description which Smart Alec, the
cracksman, had given him of his accomplice
in the New York crime, whom he had called
“Ginger ¥ White, had left its impression on
his mind.

Both the film-producer and the property
man noticed thé startled look in Micky's eyes.

“The kid

“What's phasing you, kid?” asked Buddy
Gaylord. *“Have you met this guy, Monkey
White, before?”

“No,” said Micky, “I haven’t.”

Then he relapsed into silence again.

For a few moments the . great K. N. sat
back at his desk, the tips of his fingers
together, narrowly regarding Micky through
those bizarre tortoiseshell spectacles of his.
Then he turned to the property-man.

“I remember the man you mean, Gaylord,”
he said. “He was engaged specially by
Romery for ¢ The Vase of Gunda Lal,” owing
to his weird, villainous looks. However, 1
cannot consider that his sudden appearance
befere this lad constitutes a wvalid excuse
for dropping a vase worth %

“Four dollars-fifty!"”

Buddy Gaylord’s face was blazing exeitediy
as he shonted the remark.

Micky looked at him in astonishment, while
Mr. Broadworth 'sprang to his feet and re-
garded his subordinate as though under the
impression that Buddy bhad suddenly taken
leave of his senses.

“What the blazes do you mean, Gaylord?”
he demanded. “I ordered yow to obtain that
antique Indian vase from old Shriner’s junk-
store in Los Angeles if it. cost the cempany
a thousand bucks a day for its hire. Why,
I even signed a guarantee of insurance for
sixty thousand before our notary public for
you to give the curio-dealer!”

“I'm wigse to all that, sir,” said Buddy,
quailing a trifle; “but I didn’t carry out
your instructions.”

“You didn’t! Phew!”

The great film-producer drew a
bandana handkerchief from his
and mopped his brow.

He was in the habit of having his com-
mands carried ouf implicitly, and the idea
that his chief property-man could have
deliberately disobeyed him on such a matter
staggered even his relentless calm for a
momend.

Buddy took his courage in both hands,
determined to get. his say in before the
expected storm burst.

“It happened this way, Mr. Broadworth,”
he said. “You told me I was to get the
real, genuwine article for the production, aund

-

large
hip-poeket

5o [ went to see old Shriner. TUnfertunately,
he had just soid the vase, so I got the name
o' the purehaser and called on him.

“I offered this collector guy
fifteen hundred bucks for the
vase for two days, but he w
go ten yards out o’ his posses
talked to that ecollector till my throat was
g0 dry his Japanese butler had to give
me three gallons of grape-juice and water
before I could say good-bye to him!”

Buddy wetted his lips reminiseently

“Waal,” he continued, “I just couldn’t come
back here and report failure, so that very
day I went back and had another long pow-
wow with that obstinate mutt. It was
trying to get a winkle out o’ its shell witl
a walking-stick, inducing that collector to
change his mind with persupsive perorations
and making a noise like a wad o green-
backs.

“¥inally, knowing you were set on using
that partic’lar-shaped ornament for * The
Vase o’ Gunda Lal, I got his permission to
hike down there again with an assistant, and
I reproduced it in painted plaster, so's 1
guess old Shriner himself wouldn’t have told
the genuwine from the phoney onel”

Buddy threw out his chest in conscious
pride at his impromptu achievement; buf
Mr.. Breadworth frowned sternly.

“You didn't make it out of papier-mache
s0 as not to give yourself away, I suppose
—eh, Gaylord?” he said.

“Yep; that was the idea.”

“I've a good mind to fire ou for your
confounded impertinence!” thundered the
great producer. Then the crowsfeet at the
corners of his eyes rippled into a smile in
spite of himself. “Well, the company’s heen
saved a whole heap of money, so 1 musin't
be too hard. Get back to your work, Buddy,
and take that young scamp with you!”

It was with joyful steps that the two left
the producer’'s office and crossed the lot to
the studio.

Buddy had saved Micky, though at seme
loss to his own reputation in one respect.
However, the kindly little Props had been
prepared to sacrifice something for the lad
for whom he had taken so firm a liking,
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and Micky duly appreciated the way in
which he had eome forward on his behalf.

When they reached the studio they found
that the filming for the day on the pro-
duction in hand had just . finished, and
Gaylord set Micky and two more of his
assistants to work to replace in the stores
the various properties which had been used
in_the seta,

Jefirey J. Romery, the chief director, in
the act of putting on his coat, noticed
Micky and gave him a cheerful word.

“Hallo, kid!” he said. “Glad to see you
back. I opined that K. N. was going to
hand you your walking-ticket.”

Bus if looks could have killed, Micky would
have curled up on the spot when Floyd Unwin
caught sight of him.

“Say, what the smoke are you doing back
here, you young Britisher boob?” he siarled.
“Didn’t the boss tell you to hit the trail?”

Micky took no notice of the irate film-star,
but went quietly on with his work, which
was by far the best thing he could have
done.

But Buddy Gaylord had seen the look and
sverheard the churlish words, and bore them
in mind. 3

The sui, sinking in the West, was gilding
the highest points of the San Gabriel foot-
hills with a rich orange fire, and the seent
of lovely. semi-tropical flowers was heavy in
the air as Micky walked homewards with his
friend, the property-man, that evening.

In spite of the unpleasant memories which
bad been raised in his mind by the appari-
tion of Monkey White, Micky was feeling
too relieved at retaining his job at the studios
to be other than in joyful mood. He had at
times previously been rather worried by
thoughts of his short and eventful acquaint-
ance with Alec P. Figg, the cracksman, and
had more than once bven on the point of
reporting his knowledge of the man to the
police.- But on each occasion he had heen de-
terred—firstly, owing to the tact that he had
no definite charges to bring against the crook
except his own evidence of the attempt .to
erack the safe in Kansas City; secondly, be-
cause it had not been ‘desirable on his own
account to expose his method of entry into
the United States. He had kept his own
eounsel, and now, unless anything else
oceurred to induce him to change his mind,
he intended remaining silent.

Buddy Gaylord strode along chatting
merrily for a while, and then he broached
the subject which had heen worrying him
since the afternoon.

“I say, Micky,” he said, breaking a slight
pause, “how is it you have been getting up
against Floyd Unwin?”

Micky looked at Buddy’s round, earnest
face quizzically. 3

“Up against Floyd Unwin?” he echoed
“T’ve done nothing as far as I'm aware to
annoy him.”

“That be as it may, kid,” said Buddy.
“My own eyes and ears told me this after-
noon he's got his knife in you. Now let
me put you wise to that guy. He’s a durned
fine actor and a daredevil to boot, or he’d
never have got to he a star in the Broad-
worth outfit, as you kin guess. - But there’s
something in his nature I never did cotton
on to—something deep and underhand—and
I reckon you'll be safer if you keep offen his
trail as much as possible. I never did like
nor trust him—nor anyone else round the
studio, for that,matter—and the chin goods
I heerd him handing you out to-day didn’t
£o no ways to improving my opinion of him.”

“Some chaps can’t help having rotten tem-
pers,” said Micky charitably, “so I don't
take any notice.”

“Words don’t hurt people any, as a rule,”
said Buddy:; “but Unwin's a man o some
considerable importance with our outfit, and
s0 my advice to you is, ‘ Be keerful.” ”

Suddenly he slapped his knee.

“I'm next to it!” he cried.
jealous o’ you, Micky.”

“Jealous?  What the dickens
meant”’

“He's jealous o' your having saved the
life o Mary Maidstone—jealous o’ the fuss
that’s been made over you.”

“Rot!” : ;

“It's a lead-pipe cinch! TUnwin's always
tried to be the little candy kid where that
gel’s been concerned ; but Mary’s too almighty
sensible. She’s like the rest o’ us—wise to his
leisure stunts, such as ‘ hitting the pipe.’”

“1 say, Buddy!” langhed Micky. “I think
I'd better take a correspondence course in
the American language. You've got me
beaten this time!”
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Buddy, when excited, was in the habit of
relapsing deeper into the colloquialisms of
his native Iand, and often he had to explain
to the English- lad many of the ecurious ex-
pressions be used. v

“You don't know what * hitting the pipe’
is, eh, Micky?” he said gocd-humouredly.
“Well, T hope you never will know—in prac-
tice. It’s smoking opium. In mest towns,
and especially in the big cities o’ the West,
there are joints illegally run by Chinese
where a man can hire a pipe, and smoke
his senses into the dreams which the drug
induces.” 5

“So—so Unwin is an opium-smoker?”
Micky, in a strained voice.

“Yep. Since I've known the man I've
scen his face get leamer gnd his eyes more
deeply set and lifeless. He stili performs
his film stunts as well as ever he did, but
if he doesn’t cut out the opium, one day
his nerves will give out, and then—"

Buddy shook his head meaningly, and
walked the rest of the short distance home
in thoughtfnl silence.

Without further discussion the two arrived
at the property-man’s cosy little home, and
Chappie, who had te spend his time there
during the day, came rushing out, followed
slowly by Buddy’s buxom spouse.

This was the happiest time of the day for
the cinema workers, and also the supreme
moment for little Chappie, who, yapping
lustily, sprang again and again at his young
master, pawing at him and wagging his
stumpy tail, and running round and round
in a perfect frenzy of delight.

said

On ‘ Location.”

N the following morning, when the
property-man and Micky arrived at
the studios, they saw a fleet of
motor-cars outside the premises.

Buddy had informed Micky that the day
would be an interesting and a busy one,
without, however, giving details. The sight
of the cars, though, made him more com-
municative.

“Part o' the company's going out to
‘“Joeation ’ in those automobiles,” he said,
with a wave of the hand. “We're going to
film another scene in our great production,
‘The Vase o' Gunda Lal,” and the °‘loca-
tion ’ is a rough piece o’ ground about
twelve miles to the south-east o’ here. I'm
going to send you out in charge o’ .the
“props,” and you kin check ‘em as they
come out o the stores. Be mighty keerful,
or youll have Jeff Romery on your trail.
He goes off like a giant cracker on the
fourth o' July if everything ain't jest so.
I'll never forget the things he said to me
once. For five solid minutes Jeff told me
things about myself, and I guess he never
once repeated himself. It was Mary Maid-
stone, bless her, who put me to rights with
him again.” .

“What was it all about, Buddy?” asked
Micky, as they walked towards the store
sheds,

Buddy delicately took the paper from‘ a
slab of pepsin chewing-gum and inserted the
gum into his mouth before replying.

“Waal, it was like this,” he said. “I guess
you know that all scenes for a production
aren’t filmed in their proper order. They do
number four to-day, and maybe number nine
to-morrow. On this partic’lar occasion
No. 2 Scene, which was supposed to be
the interior of a mountain shanty, was
filmed in the studio, with Mary Maidstone
figuring prominently. Three weeks after-
wards No. 3 Scene was filmed in the moun-
tains, forty miles from here, and depicted
Mary running out o’ what was supposed
to >be the same shanty as in No. 2. Got
me?” =

“Yes, I think I follow.”

“ Anyway, both o’ those scenes were filmed,”
went on Buddy; “and after the pictures were
developed and projected, what d’you think
was shown in the reels?”

“Give it up, Buddy!”

“Waal, jest this! Mary Maidstone, wear-
ing a house-frock and a pair o’ low shoes
with buckles, rushing out o’ the door o’ the
shanty in Scene 2, and appearing a moment
later outside the shanty in Scene 3 wearing
the same frock, but a pair o’ high boots.
The whole o -the second reel had to be
destroyed. and that little bloomer cost the
company a couple ‘o’ thousand bucks for re-
filming the scene at the same ‘location’
again, and 1 guess it would have cost me my
job if Mary hadn’'t come forward -and. told

Friday.

K. N. it was as mueh her -favlt as mine,
she having heen given charge o’ the shoes.”

At the stores Mickys carefully checked all
the ‘ props * of which he was to have charge,
and then deposited them in the last of the
motor-cars. -

A few moments later Jeff Romery, the chief
director, arrived on the scene, and began to
hustle the'rest of the cinema folk who were to
2o on “location ” into the other cars. Among
the peopnle present Micky discerned a number
of men in the garb of sherifi’s officers, and
also about a score of the mest disreputable
rufians he had ever set eyes upon. :

“They're a tough lookin’ bunch o’ hoboes,
ain’t they, kid?’ remarked one of the camera
men in the car with Micky. *Jeff hired the
most o' them this momin’. There's always
two or three hundred guys o’ all types waitin’
around on the lot on the chance o’ bein’
taken on as supers.”

From the camera man, too, Micky learned
more about the production, “The Vase of
Gunda Lal,” the last scene of which was
about to be filmed amidst the rocks of the
San Gabriel foothills.

The story of the photo-play was an antique
vase brought from the Far East by an
Indian, Gunda Lal, and of the efforts to steal
it by a daring collector, the part enacted by
Floyd Unwin. The collector, after many dare-
devil attempts to become possessed of the
vase, hires a gang of toughs to aid him, and
succeeds in attaining his object. However,
the Oriental vase has mysterious properties,
and soon brings retribution to the unscerupu-
lous collector and his bunch of thieves. In
the last scene the gang are chased into the
mountainsg by the sheriff and his officers, and
a fierce fight takes place, in which some of
the ruffians are killed and the rest captured.

It was this final scene of “The Vase of
Gunda Lal” which was to be filmed on that
lovely day among the Californian foothills.

Micky lounged back in the comfortable
motor-car, proud of being in charge of the
knives, six-shooters, and other “props,” to be
used in this exciting scene for the pictures.

Jetf Romery strode up the long line of ears,
seeing that everyone and everything was
ready for the start. When he approached
them, the camera men and Micky reported
“All correct,” and the director was about to
move away when an idea struek him.

“Say, Micky,” he said, “I'd kinder like to
have a dog in this big fizht sceme. D’you
think Chappie would be tractable enough?”

“He'd do anything if I were near him all
the time, gir,” replied Mieky.

“Good!” said Romery. “We'll call round at
Buddy’s place on our way, and pick him up.
Now nip across to that dressing-rcom, and
get into the most disreputable clothes you
kin find. You'll have to get a move on for
we start in five minutes.  I'll give you your
instructions for -the scene when we get on
¢ location.’ ”

Bubbling over with delight at the prospect
of actually appearing in a film scene with his
littie four-footed friend, Micky lost no time
in jumping from the car and making for the
dressing-rcom which Romery had indicated.

In less than the five minutes allotted he
was back in the automobile with the camera
men, looking as disreputable a rascal as any
of those in the cars in front of him.

Micky was sorry td notice that Reggie Eton,
the dude of filmland, was not of the party;
but Mary Maidstone was in the first ear with
Floyd Unwin and two other actors. Then
Jetf _Romery, carrying his -large megaphone,
climbed, into the car, and the whole fleet of
automobiles started to move off,

As they drove from the lot a man in a car
two ahead of Micky’s halt turned his head,
and the .lad recognised the gorilla-like
features of Monkey White. The sight of the
man sent a cold shiver through Micky, for
it brought back memories of the crook, Alec
P. Figg, and associations that the lad was
only too anxious to forget.

But in a few moments the cars drew up
near the residence of Buddy Gaylord, and
Jeft Romery roared an order to Micky
through his megaplione to “get a move on
and get the dog.” :

But before even the car had stopped Miecky
had leaped out, and was darting through the
garden round to the back of the house, There
he found old Ah Mee, the Gaylords’ Chinese
servant, and of him Micky demanded the
whereabouts of Chappie. Before, however,
the Chinaman had time to reply, the little
dog came dashing out of the house, baving
heard the sound of hig master’s voice.

Micky lost no time, but rushed back to the
waiting car, with -Chappie bounding along
delightedly at his side.
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Some- of the leading ecars were already

moving as he arrived, and he hastily caught |

up the terrier in his arms and climbed into
hig seat. Then off the car darted after the
others towards the San Gabriel foothills.

Southern California is one of the most
beautiful countries in the world, and during
that grand twelVe-mile ride Micky under-
stood as never before the reason why that
land had developed into the home of the
world’s greatest cinema activities.

The climate of Southern California.is genial
all the year round, and the atmosphere is so
clear and dry 2s to be almost ideal for photo-
graphy. At one pericd the land was inhabited
by the Spaniards, and many beautiful old
cloistered monasteries and dwelling-places re-
main to this day, and have been greatly used
for filming purposes. Moreover, within easy
reach of Los Angeles almost every type of
seenery can be obtained for the camera, from
rolling desert lemd to mighty snow-clad
mountain peaks,

Only a few years ago private owners of
suitable land, beautiful mansions, or
picturesque shanties near Los Angeles were
pleased to be honoured with the presence
of the cinema folk, and were only too glad
to have their possessions filmed.

But the days of free filming on private
estates are over, and now exhorbitant prices
are usually demanded of cinema companies.

The- place chosen for the last scene of the
Broadworth production was a rugged piece
of ground dotted with rocks and large cactus-
hushes, and no sooner did the cars arrive at
ihe selected spot than Jeft Romery set about
hig preparations for filming the picture.

The cameras were set up under Jefl's per-
sional direction, while two assistant-directors
marshalled the supers. Micky then handed
cut his “props »* to the supers, working under
the supervision of one of the assistant
directors, and getting a receipt from each
man for the articles supplied. He had quite
forgotten Monkey White until that weird, ape-
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ividual appeared in his turn, to obtain
hooter and couple of dozen rounds
of blank which he had- to use during the
filming of the scene.

Each of the supérs had been selected for
his villainous-looking appearance, and Micky
could hardly credit the assertion of the
assistant-director that some of them had
been working for the filins in “two-dollar-a-
day stuft ” for two or three years.

Micky paid particular attention to the last
man in the file, for he looked the greatest
cut-throat of the lot. He was a slim in-
dividual with a bent back, a limp, and a
growth of rough hair over bis lips and chin,
and he wore a slouch hat pulled down over
his eyes.

He signed his name te a receipt, tock the
revolver and blank cartridges which Micky
handed him, and turned away. As he did so
he made a muttered remark about the pro-
perty six-shooter he had received to the
man in front of him.

“Say, bo, this is sure some shootin’-iron!
I guess I shouldn’t care to be heeled with
this if a real posse o’ sherifi’'s men were after
mel?

At the sound of the voice Micky swung
round with a start of surprise. Then with
trembling fingers he raised the receipt in
his hand. The nameé on the paper was the
name of Jed Tomson, but the voice he had
heard was the voice of Smart Alec, the
cracksman!

ANOTHER LONG INSTALMENT

OF THIS MAGNIFICENT SERIAL

STORY OF THE CINEMA WILL

APPEAR IN NEXT FRIDAY’S
“ PENNY POPULAR.?
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| BUNTER AND THE BONESETTER !
(Contiuueq from page 6.}

i
|
|

i

“Hallo, porpoise!” said Skinner. *“Hugging
yourself with delight?”

“You rotters!” groaned Bunter. “Next

time you think of a wheeze you can joliy
well play it yourselves!”

“Why, you have played your part fine,
Billy !” said Skinner. “You even deceived the
hypnotist chap himself!”

“Groogh! 1 wish I'd let him put me te
sleep like Fish and Wun Lung!”

“Say, Billy,” said Fish, *just you hand
over my new Pitfshurg watch I lent you teo
show the fellows before the lecture.”

“Sha’n't!” growled Bunter.

Fish made a great spring, and bore the fat
junior to the floor. Sore at his recent treat-
ment at the hands of the Head, Billy Bunter
used his hands and feet with great effect.

“Qooch!” gasped Skinner.

His ear had come into contact with
Bunter’s boot. A

“You thieving galoot!” yelled Fish.
“ Yow!"

The last sudden remark was caused by

Billy Bunter’s fat fist meeting . his waist-
coat with the force of a small steam-hammer.

At last the two held the Owl securely.
Fish ran his fingers into Bunter’'s pockets
and drew out the watch.

“Now, scat!”

Not until he had reached the door of Study
No. 7 did Billy Bunter dare to reply again.

“Yah, you. beastly cads!” he yelled. “You
can do your own rotten tricks in futvre!”

THE END,
(Another grand long story next week,
entitled: *“ The Greyfriars Musiciens!” Order

your copy EARLY.)
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A COMPLETE SHORT

STORY OF ST. JIMW'S.

THE FIRST CHAPTER."
- A Birthday Present.
§6 'WE got it!”
Thus Tom Merry of the Shell at 5t.
Jim's to his chums Manners . and
Yowther, who were scribbling away
at an impet on the corners of the table "in
Study No. 10. The table was strewn with
sheets of paper, and the busy whir of pens
was the only sound that answered Tom
Merry's remark.
“I've got it !” repeated the junior captain.
Scrateh, sceratch!
Manners and Lowther paid no attention to

their leader's remark; they were far too
busy.

Tom Merry glared.

“I tell you I've got it!” he exelaimed

warmly; and he emphasised his statement by

“bringing his fist down upon the study table. .

Crash!

The inkpot danced uncertainly, and scat-
tered a choice selection of blots over the
sheets of paper Manners and Lowther had
just completed.

“You burbling ass!”

“Look at my impot!”

Tom Merry did not seem to notice the
damage he had caused, and the savage glares
Manners and Lowther bestowed upon him
were entirely iost in effect.

“Look at my biessed impot!” howled Monty
Lowther. -

“You dangerous lunatic!” roared Manners.
“I shall have to do mine all over again!”

“1 tell you I've gobt it!” murmured Tem
AMerry, whose thoughts were evidently far
away.
You'll jolly well get it in a minute, you
ass!” said Lowther darkly. »My impot’s
ruined !”

“Blow your impot!”

«Eh?” .

“What!” -

“This isn't a time to be thinking of impots,”
said Tom Merry.  “It's old Railton’s birth-
d‘ ' A

Well, what about it?" demanded Manners
warmly.

“I've heen thinking!”

“Go hon!”

“Marvellous how he-does it!”
Monty Lowther.

“And I think it's up to us,” went on the
junior captain, “to give him something—a
present of =

“My impot!” chimed in Monty Lowther.
“He’s welcome to it!”

“Never mind your blessed impot; old Knox
can_ wait!” said Tom Merry.

“Humph!” ;

Manners was responsible for ‘that grunt;
he had his doubts about the advisability of
keeping Knox waiting.

muttered

“What about giving old Railton a box of |

cigars and some cigarettes?” resumed Tom
Merry. | -

“Not a bad notion,” conceded Lowther.
“He’s been a jolly good sport to us.”

“Hear, hear!”

“What about funds?” ventured Manners.

“Oh, that’s all right! I had a remittance
from home to-day!” replied the junior cap-
tain cheerfully.

“@ood!” grunted Manners.
stony!”

“Bame here!” sald Lowther.

“You can square up with me when you're
in funds,” said Tom Merry.

= Right-ho!”

“I'll cut down to Rylcombe while you chaps
are doing your lines. I shall be back in
time for tea!” . ‘

And Tom Merry donned his cap and left
the study.

“Next time you think of a. briiant idea,
den’t be so jolly emphatic about it!” ex-
claimed Lowther, after his retreating figure.

But Tom Merry did not hear that parting
shot of his chum's; he was speeding away
down the pascage, and five minutes later
was well on the road to Rylecombe.

It was a half-holiday at St. Jim’s, and in
the ordinary course of events Tom Merry &
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“I'm ahsolutely

| shopkeeper inquired his business.

CUo. would have been playing feoter; but Knox
had come down ™ heavily on Manners and
Lowther for making too much noise in the
Shell passage, and those two cheerful juniors
were given a task of Virgil apiece for that
afternoon.

The unpopular prefect of the Sixth had
been very much in evidence of late amongst
the juniors, and as Tom Merry strode along
the road to the village he racked his brains
for a wheeze that would make Knox look
small. It was in a very thoughtful frame of
mind that the junior captain entered the to-
baceonist’s at Rylcombe, and he came out.of
his reverie, so to speak, with a start as the
Schoolboys
were not often seen in the tobacconist’s, and
Tom Merry was not known to the proprietor.

“I—I want some cigars—" he began.

“Very good, sir!”

“And some cigarettes!™

“Yes, sir!”

And the shopkeper drew out several boxes
of cigars and
Merry bent his head to select Mr. Railton's
favourite brand.

A shadow fell across the open doorway, and
Knox, the Sixth-Former, peered in. His eyes
"nearly started from their sockets when he
saw the figure of a St. Jim’s junior leaning
over the counter, and Tom -Merry at that.

Knox hastily withdrew, and a gleam of
malicious triumph came over his face. He
bad caught Tom Merry purchasing cigarettes
—caught him in the act. It seemed too good
to be true!

“The little beast!” muttered the prefect.
“I've bowled him out at last!”

And with that comforting reflection he
settied himself down to wait for the junior’s
appearance.

Tom Merry was quite unaware that Knox
of the Sixth had practically entered the

tobacconist’'s and had stealthily withdrawn

at sight ef him, and after having settled his
bill, the junior gathered wp his parcels and
left the shop.

As his foot touched the pavement outside
a heavy. hand fell upon his shoulder and
swung him round, and Tom Merry came face
to face with the bullying prefect.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Hasty Conclusions.
{3 'VE caught you!” hissed Knox between
his teeth. “Caught you in the act!”
Tom Merry flung the prefect’s de-
taining arm aside. )

“What are you burbling about?” he inquired
caimly.

“T know what you've got there!” exclaimed
the Sixth-Former.

“Go hon!”

The junior captain did not seem at all
abashed, and the prefect marvelled at his
coolness. L

“I heard you ordering those smokes!” he
growled. “I've suspected you of smoking for
a long time now, and I-knew I'd catch you
one day.” <

“Really "

Tom Merry's tone was sarcastic, and the
prefect's frown deepened as he watched his
grinping face. Tom Merry did not look like
a guilty fellow at that mement. "Knox put

{ it down to bluff; he had seen the junior in

the tobacconist’s, and that was good enough
for him.

Quite a crowd of urchins had collected
round the two St. Jim's scholars, and they
Jooked on with grinning faces.

“You're coming with me to the Head,” mut-
tered Knox, “and I'll trouble you for those
parcels—you're not going to pitch them away
over a hedge!”

“YI'm certeinly not going to pitch them
over a hedge!” exciaimed Tom Merry. “I've
bought these smokes for 2

“Silence! Follow me to -the school, Merry!”
broke in the prefect.

“Bug I teli you I got them for—"

“Enough! You can explain your hshaviour
to the Head. Follow me!” bellowed Knox.

And he strode away in the direction of St.
Jim’s, with Tom Mgrry following in his wake,

cigarettes, over which Tom |
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Caught Redhanded!

JIi Knox wouldn$ listen to reason he must
take the consequences, thought the junior
captain. His errand to the tobacconist's had
been of an innocént nature; evidently the
prefect thought otherwise, and Tom Merry
decided to let him have his head.

Kildare, the captain of the school, passed
Knox and Tom Merry at the gates, and he
noticed the frown en the face of the prefect.

“What on earth’s the matter?”’ he asked.
__“T'In taking Merry to the Head?” snapped
Knox. -

“What for2”

“Smoking !”

And Knpox and Merry entered the gates,
leaving Kildare staring after them in
bewilderment.

“Come in!” came in Dr. Holmes’ kindly
tones as Knox tapped on his study door.

Tom Merry and the prefect marched in, and
the Hcad looked up in surprise.

“Bless my soul!” he exclaimed. “Dear me!
What have you brought Merry to me for,
Knox?"

“It is my duty to report him, sir!”

“Indeed! For what?”

“8moking, sird” snapped the prefect.

“Dear me! I can hardly believe it of you,
Merry!” exclaimed Dr. Holmes.

“1 wasn't smoking, sir!” said Tom Merry
quietly.

“Where did you find Merry
Knox?” demanded the Head.

“I—1 caught him purchasing cigarettes at
the tobaceonist’s in Rylcombe, sir!™ he
replied.

“But you said smoking!” rapped out Dr.
Holmes severely. “There's a vast difference
between smoking and purchasing cigarettes!”

“Y-yes, sir; but he was going to smoke
them!” stuttered Knox. *“I've had my sus-
picions about him for some time past.”

“Indeed!” remarked the Head dryly.
“What have you to say, Merry?” -

“It’s quite true that I was in the tobacco-
nist's, sir—"" began the junior captain.

“There, sir; he admits it!” exclaimed Enox
triumphantly.

“Silence, Knox!”

“But,” went on the junior captain, “I went
with the intention of buying smokes for Rail-
ton—ahem!—I mean, Mr. Railton, sir!”

“Did Mr. Railton send you, my boy?” asked
Dr. Holmes.

“No, sir. 1It's his birthday to-dar, and we
thought we would like to give him a present
of some smokes,” said Tom Merry colouring.

“H&'s telling lies!” exclaimed Knox
heatedly.

“I'm not!” replied Tom Merry, with equal
heat. “Manners and Lowther can prove that
that was my intention.”

The Head’s glance rested on both of them,
and then he spoke.

“I will take your word, Merry; and 1 con-
sider it very thoughtful of you to give Mr,
Railton a present!”

“I can prove they are for Mr. Railton.” said
Tom Merry, eagerly unfastening one of the
packages. “You know his-favourite brand ‘is
a Havana, sir?”

Dr. Holmes smiled.

“That is so.”

Then Tom Merry held over the box of cigars
fer. his inspection.

“Your preof is quite conclusive, my boy,”
said the Head. “As you say, they ars Mr.
Railton's favourite brand.”

“Thank you, sir!”

“You may. go!”

Knox realised very clearly that he had
made a complete fool of himself, and he
would have been glad to have followed the
retreating form of Tom Merry, but he was
not to escape so soon.

“Knox!” rapped out the Head.

“¥Y-yes, sirt”

“You should not be so hasty in your con-
clusions. ~On the flimsiesty evid®nee possible
you have accused Merry of breaking a rule
of the school. “This points to a strong pre-
judice on your part, Knox, and it won't do.
You understand?”

“Ye-es, sir!”

“Then don't let it occur again! Yousinay
0"

And Knox went without a word, but with
an inward determination to “take it out of
the little beast ” at some distant date.

smoking,

o . . ° . .

Mr. Railton received his present with a
little note appropriate to the ocecasion, and
Tom Merry & Co. chuckled amongst them-
selves over the trouble Knox had let himself
in for through his usual basty method of
jumping to conclusions.

THE ENB,

b

aby
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.

Too Much Self-denial.
131 HAT do you XModern bounders
want?”
“What do you Classical

: hounders want?”

Jimmy Silver and Tommy Dodd asked one
another those questions simultaneously.

They had just arrived outside Mr. Booties’
study.

It was close on time for afternoon lessons
at Rockwood.

Jimmy Silver & Co., of the Classical
Fourth, came down the passage from one
direction ; Tommy Dodd & Co., of the Modern
side, came from the other. And they met
iust outside Mr. Bootles’ stuuy

Classicals and 3Joderns eyed one another
suspiciously.

“You cut off,” said Jimmy Silver authori-
tatively. And his chums, Lovell and Raby
and Newccome, chimed in emphatically:

“Cut off!”

To which Tommy Dodd and Tommy Cook
A‘ﬂd T;)n(]x’n, Doyle answered m chorus:

atg i

There were four of the Clas
ee Tommiies stood Lhcix "zouud They
were quite ready for a “scrap,” even just
outside their Form-master’s door.

“None of your butting in here!” ¢x
Jimmy Silver wrathfully.
guess what you're after!”

“I think T can guess what you're after,
teo!” grinned Tommy Dodd.

“We're going to ask Bootles~—-"

“E\ ctly' And © we're going to

sicals. But the

faimed
“1 can jolly well

ask

“About the new chap?”
“PBxactly! About the new che
“We're going to get off lesso
meet him!” roared Jimmy Silver.
“Ha, ha! So are we!”
“Yeu're joily well not!
feave to seven chaps!”
“You cub off, then!?
“Rats! Yeu cut off1”
VJJ"

and go to

Bootles won't give

ok here,” said Jimmy Silver darkly.
“We don't want any of your Modern rot.
You'll cut off, or we shall shift you!”
And the three Tommies replicd checrily:
“Go ahead!”
"1 give you onc minute!”
RLLLS 1
Jiminy Silver took out his silver watch with
a determined air to time them. The Fistical
Four of the Classical Form meant business.
Bub s¢ did the three Tommies.
wre was a great deal at stake.
A new fellow was coming to Rookwo
that u[xcmoo'}——a new x)oy for the Fou
Form., Whether he was going to be on t}
& n side the juniors did
hey knew he was coming.

Nob that )‘Ov.: as a rule, mattere
much. New bo H comie and g_o 11 flo
and herds; a -’t,um" ting
much 1o S

B b this pait new boy was uou}c‘thi;?g‘

F’:s name was Van Rya,
South Africe

and he came fro:
As Jimmy Silver said, it wq

By OWEN CONQUEST.

VAN

CAME 10

WOO!

JIMMY

A MAGNIFICENT
COMPLETE STORY OF
SILVER & CO., THE
CHUMS OF ROOKWOOD.

LONG
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a Ion' long way from South Africa to Rook-
wood. The uew fellow, it was understood,
had met friends in Londun and they had

put him in the train for Coombe. But,
according to Jimmy Silver, the mnew kid,
though only & new Kid, had a right to e\occt
bomebody at the station to look after him
after such a tremendous journey. Jimmy
Silver, with great self-denial, was prepared
to “cut” lessons that afternoon, and go
down to the station for that kind purpose.
His chums, equally seif-denying, were p1e~
pared to Ict ovlaphv Jhd English history

and the Fr £ all for the
sake of looking azter a perfect stranger.
Mr. Bootles, the master of the Fourth,

could not fail to be touched by such seli-
denial on the part of his pupils, Jimmy
Silver considered. He was really bound to

give them leave to carry out their generous
purpose.
An afternoon out of the fine

weather, would be quite cient reward
for the self-denying junio Imlced, it was
barely possible that the Fistical Four were
thinking more of the afternocn out than of
the comfort of the new boy, of whose exist-
ence they had only heard that morning.
Unfortunately, the same thought of self-
denial had come into Tommy Dodd’s active
mind,-and the three Moderns had arrived at

Mr. Bootles’ study with exactly the same
purpose in view.
It was really a contest of self-denial. and

neither party
way.

Jimmy Silver wa
his watch grimly.

The three Tomumies OCCuPle“ the interva
of waiting by pushing back their cuffs, rcady
for combat.

“Time's up!” announced Jimmy.

“Go hon!”

“Are you going?”

“I don’t think!”

“Then go for the Modera
shouted Jimmy.

There was a rusih of the Classicals.

Back up!” reared Tommy Dodd.

had any intention of giving

tched the big hand on

hounders!”

Tramp, tramp, tramp!
Punch! Pommel! Punch! Yeil!

The expected new bay was quite
mw. Classicals and Moderns closed

sty
“Yah'

Oh 1

“Yarooh! Take that!”

“Yoop! Classical rotter! Yow-ow!”

“Grooh! Modern Lad’ Yow!”

wp, tramp, tramp
study door opwec The juniors had

forgotten Mr. Bootles. The Fourth Form-
master was generally a ‘good- tempered little

geatleman. But there was wrath in his face
as he threw open his study door.
“Boyc"’ he thundered.
Y

1” shrieked Mr. Bootles.
“Oh, my hat!” ”Jd”‘”ldt(ﬂ Jimmy Silver.
: 1

bat cca:ed suddenly.

Dodd and Raby were sprawling oo
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the ficor. They the
Form-master.

“Rilver! Dodd! TLoveil!
fight in the passage!”

*Ahem!”

“Grooh!”

“I am ashamed of you!
two hundred lines ecach!”

EOTEIL

“And stay in an
write them out!”

hilr

sat up and blinked at

How dare you

You will take

hour after lessons to

“

i \nd now Form-room  ab
onee !”

“Oh, dear!”

“If you please, sir an Jimmy Silver,
remembering his self-denying intentions.

“Not a word!” rapped Mr. Bootles.

“If you pleage——-" began Tommy Dodd.

“Gote

“The—the new kid, sir,” stammered Jimmy
Silver, “We were going to ask leave to meet
him at the station——"

“What—what !”

“He's bound to feel a bit lonely, coming
all the way from South America—I mean
South Africa!”

go into the

“And we wanted—" began Tommy Dodd.
"Sure, we were thinking » . stuttered
DO Vie. 5

“If you please, sir——>
“Yuu see, Sir———"

“Silence ¥ thundered Xr. Bootles. “Do
not deafen me with clamour !’
“Ahem! Certainly not! BLL———J’
“But, you see, sir—"
“It’s like this, sir—
“The new chap—-"
“Silence! I had intended,” rumbled Mr,

Bootles, “to send some members of my Form
to meet the new junior and hring him to
Rookwood. But I shall certainly not send
such noisy, rowdy, and disorderly members
of the Fourth Form as yourselves. Go into
the Form-rcom ab once, or I shall cane you!”

And the rivals of Rookwood, dabbing
their nozes and sctting their collars straight,
went—dolorously. There was no self-denial
for tiie heroes of Rookwood that afterncon.

THE SECORND CHAPTER.
"The Schoclboy from South Africa.
‘E 1MMY SILVER & CO. were looking quite

“down ¥ when Mr. Bootles came
majestically into the Form-reom a
little later.

Tommy Dodd & Co. looked glum.

It had been a good ‘idea for getting an
afternoon off—a ripping idea; but, ur
tunately, the old saying, that great min
in grooves, had proved true again.
ripping idea had occurred to both Jimm
Silver and Tommy Dodd, and the result ha
heen disastrous.

Inst cf an afternoon off, the hc—rop
Rookwood had an hour’s detenticn. It
exccedingly hard-cheese.

Most of the Fourth, however, wh n
iearned of the dxsastei, seemed to see
thing comic in it, for they were grin
rcat rate when the Form-mastor came in,
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Townsend & Co., the Nuts of the Fourth,
seemed especially amused.

Mr. Bodtles glanced at the seven damaged
juniors, who showed very plain traces of the
scrap outside his study. But he did not
speak to them. There was no hope for the
v:lelmc,nent1

“Townsend! Topham!" said Mr. Bootles.

The twe Nuts of the Fourth rose in their

places.
“I am about to ask you to render me a.
service,” said Mr. Bootles.

Towny and Toppy exchanged cheery glances.
They could guess what was coming, and they
rejoiced. They were not particular]y “gone ”
on lessons, and they welcomed the prospect
of a free run for the afternoon.

“A new boy arrives at Rookwoed this after-
noon,” said Mr. Bootles. “I should like two
boys to meet him at Coombe Station and

hring him » the school. 1 have selected
you, To d and Topham, because you are
qmet a d v&di ehaved.”

“Oh,. sir!” murmured Towny.

“Thank you. nl[”" caid ’1opham

“QOh, what luck growied Jimmy Silver.

And Tommy Dodd snorted.

“The new boy,” pursued Mr. Bootles, “is
niamed Van Ryn. He comes from a great
Colony—South Africa. I wish you to ‘meet

him, Townsend and Topham, and conduch
him to R ood, and treat him with great
civility. He “will be quite a stranger to

our ways, and I am sure I can depend upon

you to refrain from any absurd jokes, such |

ag are sometimes, I believe, practised on
new boys, and to give him a very good
xmpressmu of Rookwood manners.”

“Oh, certainly, sir!” said Topham.

“You ecan rely on us, sir!” said Townsend.
¥We shali be delighted !”

“Very good! You w1ll be excused from
léssons for the purpose,” said Mr. Bootles.

“Thank you, sir!”

“Van Ryn arrives, T understand, by the
three o'clock train at Coombe. 1f he should
be later, however, you will wait for him.”

“Qertainly, sic!”

“You will take him to my study whén you
retum. Yeu may go!”

And Towny and Toppy left the Form-room
in great delight. Then the afternoon lessens
began for the rest of the Fourth., Jimmy
Silver and Tommy Dodd gave one another
:nnte a dispirited look. It was really hard
uelk

And, as a matter of fact, Mr. Bootles would
have done hetter to choose Tommy Dodd or
Jimmy for that mission.
. It was quite possible that those cheery
youfhs would ‘have “pulled ” the new feliow's
leg in a humorous way, but they could have
been- depended on to freat him well. That

was not quite the case with Townsend and
Topham. But Mr. Booties did -mot know
Towny and Toppy quite so well as their Form-
fellows did.

Townsend

and Torlam grinned at. one

another.as they took their caps and went out
m‘m the quadrangic.

it of luck!” grinned
thu

“IVhat 2 littie I
smd “No bles

Towit-
afternoon !
come, 1o00.

il leasom
!

I nmd, orny,” aid  Topham.
“We're off ! Jimmy Silver and Tommy Dodd
dished one td ha! And e

: Ha,

bhagged the ida
“Ha, ‘ha, hal”

uts of the Fourth started down
in great spirits.

“We can have a bit of a run this after-

noon,” remarked Townsend. “I suppose weld
better drop in at the station, and just speak
to the n ad.”

“Oh, yes! Bcntlcw will want to know.

“I wonder what he's like,” remarked ’Iown~
send. “He's got a Dutch name, and he comes
from South Africa. Must bHe a Boer.”

“Some rough-and-ready rotter, I expect,”
said Tophnm with a sniff. “If Bootles thinks
we’'re gom to pal with him, Bootles is joHy
well mistaken! But he comes in useful to get
us off lessons. Might rag him a bit to pass
the time.”

{~“H'm! Some big, brawny ('hap. I expect,
with a fist like a leg of mutton, said Town-
send doubtfully..

“Well, we're two to one."

“Yaas, that's so. We’ll rag him!” agreed
Townsend.

If Mr. Bootles could have heard that agree-
able conversation he might have regretted

that he had aot sent Jimmy Silver or Tommy
z)odd, in spite of the fistical proclu ities of
hose young gentlemen,

Towny or Tuppv were not at ail Salical is
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- “This chap is goin’ to w

their tastes, it was true. But they were quite
ready to rag a’'newcomer who did not know
ghe ropes when it was quite safe for them to

0 50,

Thoy .arrived at the station in very good
time, fmd improved the shining hour by
extracting packets of cigarettes from an auto-
matic machine, That was one of Towny’s
and Toppy's pleasant little ways.

Then the train came in.

“Look out for some beefy bounder in a
slouch hat!” grinned Townsend.
“And number eleven boots!” chortied

Topham.

But there was no one in a slouch hat and
number eleven bcots among the passengers
who alighted from the train.

There was only one hoy among the pas-
sengers, and he was in Etons and a silk hat.

Evidently this was the new boy.

Townsend and Topham glanced at him in
surprise.

He was a lad of their own age, and some-
what, slimly built, though his limbs were solid
and strong. His face was darkly sunburnt,
and he had thick, dark curly bair. His eyes
were a deep blue, and very keen and strong
in their glance. The expression on kis face
was sunny and good-tempered. '

'I‘owny and Toppy had had a vague idea
that all Boers were big-boned, heavy, and
tumbering. But the newcomer, as he stepped
from the train, leoked as lithe and as active
as an antélope.

He gianced about the platform
fell on the two Rookwood juniors,

Mr. Bootles had told the Nuts of the Fourth
to treat the neweomer with great civility, in
order te give a good impression of Roekwood
manners. But Towny and Toppy had their
own ideas about
structions.

“That’'s the cad!” said Townsend,
enough for the new boy to hear.

“Yaas, that’s the rotter!” said Topham.

The newcomer fiushed under the tan on kis
cheeks, and looked at them harder.

“A dashed Boer!” said Townsend. “Nearly
as black as a nigger, too! 1 dare say he is a
bit of a njgger!”

“Looks like it, by gad!” a%reed Tepham.

“1 wonder whether he speaks English,” pur:
sued Townsend calmly. “I suppose he talks
some kind of broken lingo.”

“Like a Hun,” agreed Topham.

“Yaas, that is so.”

Every word,of those cheery remarks was
perfectly audible to the new boy. The Nuts
grinned as they saw his handsoms face fiush
with anger.

}-Immrr made themselves agreeable to this
extent, “Townsend and Topham widlked to-
wards the mew boy.

“New kid for Rookwood—what?”
Townsend.

“¥Van Tromp, or Van Bomp, or somethin'—
what?” asked Topham.

Van Ryn locked at them without replying.

Heé seemed puzzled what to muke of them.

“We've come here to meet you,” explained

loud

yawned

Topham. “Our Form-master sent us. As you
probably don’t speak Engiish, you want
lookin’ aft:

The new vy grinned.

His keen, clear eves had taken the measure

of Towmeud and mphm There was a
pecu‘.(.r glimmer in his undded.
‘Me speak some little & ’ he said.

Townsend and Tophain chuckled.

They had not really supposed that the new ]
that was only

boy could not speak English;
their exquisite Nutty humocur, But the sup-
position seemed to be weil founded, after all.

“Excuse me!” gasped Townsend. “What
rhd you sa

“Me spezk some Engleesh.”
“Ha, ha, hat”

“Vat. for you laff?”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Me soon learn speak him
ain't it2” pursued the new boy.
Dutchr first-chop.”

“0Oh, my hat!” gasped Topham. “That new
merchant will make ’em yel at Rookwood!
Ha, ha!” 3

“No see why Mynheer laff,” said the .new
boy, looking puzzled.

“Mpynheer!” shrieked Townsend. “Ha, ha,
ha!”

“an nheer!” Oh crumbs!

“Mynheer ! Tlnt b'ﬂl? Dutch way of saying

at Pookwood
“Me spoak

1

‘Mein Herri” Wihat language do_you talk

when you're "t home, kid? Duteh or

Hottemot P ]
“Ha, ba, hal”

“Your ho\, 'sir?” said the porter.
“Sentl it to Rookwood,” said Townsend.
k with us)”

m, and his eyes |.

carrying out those in-
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Van Ryn slipped a shilling into the old
porter’s hand, Ppicked up a small bag, and
fglltqwed the Nuts of the Tourth from the
station.

o

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Catching a Tartar,

OWNSEND and Topham were in
hilarious spirits. A new fellow who
came to Reokwood talking hroken

English was a new experience. Van
gvn was, ag Towhsend remarked, a real cough-
rop.

“You show me vay to Rookwood, ain't it?”
asked the new boy, as the Nuis paused out-
side the station.

"Not just yet,” said Townsend. *“You sce,
we've been let off lessons to fetch you. Ii
we g6 straight back we shall have to go
into the Form-room again. We're goin' te
let Beotles think you came by a later train!”

“Who Pooties?”

“Pootles!” yelled Topham. “Ha, ha, ha!”

“Mr. Booties is our Form- macfer " chuckled
Townsend. “Now we're goin’ round the town
a bit. . You wait here!”

“Vy me vait?”

“Because we don't want te bhe bothered
all the afternoon by an African savage,” said
Townsend politely.” “We're goin’ round the
town.  We'll come back for vou
you to the school in a couple of hours.

“No vant .to vait.”

“It isn’t a question of what you w
of what we want. And if Bootles
what train you came by, tell him
past four!”

“Me come by tree o'clock train.”

“Yaas, I know you did, you fathead!

and take
Sce?”

But
it Bootles knows that he'll expect us to get

back before lessons are over. You'll tell him
you -came by the half-past four, and then
if we get back to Rookwecod by five it will
be all serene!”

The new boy’s eyes gleamed for a moment.

“No tell lies,” he said. .

“You cheeky cannibal ! growled Townsend.
“You'll do as you're told!”

“No tell lies to Pootles!”

“I'll Pootles you if I have any of your
cheek!” said Townsend angrily. “Now you
stay here, and we'll come back for you at
hali-past _four. If you don’t do as you're
told, you'll get a hidin’, you silly Hottentot!
\awy?”

Townserd and Topham turned away. It
was a glorious opportunity for sneak into
the Bird-in-Hand by the back way, and en-

joying the society of their sporting irien
there. The Nuts of the Fourth did not mean
to miss that opportunity.

But as"they started off in one dmctmn the
new bay started off in another. He
apparently want te spend an hour ax
waiting outside the village station.

Townsend swung round

“Come back, you Kaffir!” he

Van Ryn looked round.

“Mse go to Rookwood,” he sai

“Haven't I told you you're

“You goes and eats coke,

“Well, my hat! You ch

“Leek here,” said Topham,
to leave you here, and if you dor t wai
us you'll get a hidin't”

“Rats!”

“Do you want the hidin’
Townsend.

The new boy gri 1

“Ne wait,” he s

“Then we'll jolly
start with! Collar
the cheeky cad!”

Townsend and Topham weve exasperated.

The afternoon off woeunld be qmtc spoiled
if they had to carry out Mr. RBootles
structions. They did not see why the n
boy could not wait at the station till they
condescended to return for him. Apparently
the new boy did.

Townsend and his chum gragped Van Eyn,
with threatening lpoks.

“Now, are you goin’ to do as you're
or are you goin’ to have a jolly
bumpin’?” demanded Townsend.

“You take dem hands off me!”

“Yes or no, you Hottentot?”

“Notl”

“Burrp him!”’ growled Townsend.

They dragged at the new boy. Van Ryn
promptly returned grasp for grasp, and, to
their surprise, Towny and Toppy were
dragged together, and their heads came in
contact with a resounding crack.

Crack!

“QOh;, by gad!”

“Yow-oh!”

shouted.

first!” grc

well give you a
him, Toppy,

told.
good
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Higgs hit out like a steam-hammer.
chorus of howls and groeans.

The yelling raggers roiled right and left from hie terrifie drives, amid a
In about a minute the Nuts were strewn about the passage. (See page 18.)

Then Towny and Toppy sat down suddenly
on the pavement.
The new boy grinned down at them good-

humouredly. ~

“I tinks tat you not- pump me,” hel
remarked.”

“Yow-ow-ow! You beastly Boer!”

“Yooop! You rotten Dutchman! Oh
dear!”

“Yeou gets up and haves some more, isn’t
grinned Van Ryn.

Townsend and Topham got up, but they did
not want any more. They regarded the new
hoy with mingled rage and alarm, but they
showed no desire to come to close quarters
again.

“What a
Topham. o8

“You puts up der hands, isa’t
Van Ryn, advancing on them.

“Keep off, you savage!” yelled Townsend, in
alarm.

“Hands off, you Dutch rotter!”

The Nuts of the Fourth backed away im
alarm,

“No want to serap, Mynheer?”

“No, you beast!”

“Keep your-distance, you rotter! I want
nothin’ to do with you!” groaned Topham,
rubbing his head.

“Den you takes me to Rookweod, I tink.”

“You rotter! We’re not goin’ back to
Rookwood yet. Lock here, you can ecome |
with us if you like,” said Townsend. “You
—you neédmn’t wait at the statien if you don’t
want to. We let you .off that.”

*Tank you for nothing, Mynheer!”

“Wel, come on!” growled Townsend un-
graciously. “We’re goin’ to have rather a
good time, and you can come.”

“But Pootdes expects us.”

low Bootles! Yeu can tell him
came by the four-thirty.”

“No tell lies!”

“Jody particular for an African savage,

rotten strong beast!” growled

it?” said

b

you

»
ain’t we?” sneered Townsgend. “Well, you
can jolly well tell Bootles what you like, but
we’re not goin’ back yet. You can come with
us if you like. Do you smoke?”

“Nein, neini”

“0Oh, what a washy waster!” snorted FTown-
send. “Do you know how to play nap?”

“Nein.”

“Fhen -we’ll teach you. You'll
keep it dark, of course. Come on!”

“No come!”

“Then go and eat eoke!
we’ll chanee it.”

Van Ryn stepped forward and grasped
Townsend’s arm with one hand and Fopham’s
with the otFer. They glared at him.

“Let go, you cad! What do you want?”
howled Topham. i

“No know vay to school.
show.”

“Catch us!”

“Me caught you,” said Van

“Leggo!”

“You gum wiz me, ain’t i4?”

“Will you let go?” said Townsend sul-
piurously. “We’M point out the way!”

“No goosd enough. You tell lies.”

“Why, you cheeky HFottentot—"

“Gum on!” said Van Ryn cheerfully.

He bad linked his arms with those of the
two Nuts, and, wriggle as they would, Town-
send and Topham could not unlink them.

They exchanged furious looks across the
Boer?

They were two to one, and Van Ryn was
no bigger than either of them. But they
were aware that he was a decidedly tough
customer—their heads were still singing from
the late concussion. Tewny and Toppy sin-
cerely repented by this time that they had
started sagging the junior from South Afriea.
They had caught a Tartar, as they realised
too late. 3

“Look here, we're not comin’!” said Topham
feebly.

have to

Come on, Towny;

You come and

Ryn cheerfully.

“I tink you gum.” )
“Will you let us go?” shricked Townsend]
“I tink not.”

“You rotten Dutchman! Yow-ow-ow!
Don’t twist my arm like that, you ruffian!®
yelled Townsend.

“You gum?¥”

Ther¢ was no help for it. Towny and Teppy
had to “gum,” as the new junior cxpressed it.

With feelings that were tco deep for mere
words, the Nuts of the Fourth started for
Rodkwood, their arms linked in those of the
new boy. s :

Van Ryn walked along cheevinlly between
them, heedless of their biack lcoks and mut-
terings of vengeance. :

And he did not let go their arma till they
arrived at the ‘school’and walked in at the
gates of Rookwood.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Not a Hun!

OWNSEND and Topham came hack
into the Fourth Form room. in time
fqr last lesson. They had left Van
Ryn in Mr. Bootles’ study, and were

glad to get rid of him there. Their arms
were still aching from his grip, and each
of thém had a bump on his head. - 3

The afternoon off had not been very enjoyd
able for the Nuts of the Fourth, after all/
and they were feeling a de: and bitter
animosity towards the new hey. AJir. Bootles
gianced at them as they came sullenly in.
They had no choiece but to turn up in thd
Form-room as they had come hack to Rook+
wood.

“You have met the new junior?”
Bootles.

“Yes, sir. Left him in yeur study.”

“Very good!” -

Townsend and Topham went' to their places,”
Some of. the juniors looked af them anxiously.
It was trouble. :
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“What's the giddy Colonial like?” whispered
Higgs to Townsend as the latter sat down:

“A rotten beast!” growled Townsend. “I
believe he's a rotten German. He talks like
one!”

“If he's a Hun, we'll jolly soon make Rook-
wood too hot to hold him,” said Higgs. “I'll
see that.merchant after lessons and talk to
him.”

.Townsend knew very well that the South
African junior was not a German, but it was
his idea to put the bully of the Fourth on
Van Ryn's track. There was only one fellow
in the Fourth who couid stand up to Higgs
and that was Jimmy Silver. If Higgs started
on Van Ryn, the new boy was likely to suffer
severely for handling Towny and Toppy in
Coombu.

“It's up to you, Higgy,” whispered Topham
encouragzingly. “You show the cad what we
think of Germans here.”

“What-ho!” said Higgs. -

Mr. Bootl anced round, frowning.

“Someocne is talking in elass!” he said.
That fact had just dawned upon Mr. Bootles.

T'he discussion ceased, but Towny and Toppy
exchanged glances of satisfaction. They felt
assured of vengeance now.

When the Fourth Form was dismissed seven
unfertunate juniors had to remain behind.
The Fistical Four and the three Tommies were
detained until half-past five. :

" The rest of the Fourth streamed out. Mr.
Bootles went at once to his study, where the
new boy was waiting for him to be at leisure.

Several feliows gathered round Townsend
and Topham to nsk them how they had got
on with the South African. Nobody at Rook-
wood had scen the new boy yet. The Nuts
of th2 Fourth did not lose the opportunity
of instilling prejudice into the juniors’ minds
against the new fellow. From their descrip-
tion of him, Van Ryn might have bee
hooligan of the deepest dye. And Tow
was convinced—or professed to be—that
was in reality-a Hun. .

“An ugly, prizefightin’ beast!” said Towny.
“Talks broken-E . German through and
thirough—spy, ve ikely !”

“OhL, draw it mild!” said Dick Oszwald.
“Beotles said he was a Colonial.”

“Wait till you hear him talk, then!”

““Wait tili he comes ouf of Bootles' studys,”
said Higgs. “I'll put him through it. I'il
make him auswer up!” : :

“ Better let Lim alone,” sai

“Ch, you go and eat coke!”

Quite 2 number of juniors-gathered in the
passage for Van Ryn to appear. Higgs de-
clared that he was to be taken into the
Common-toom, and there put through his
paces: And no one presént cared to gainsay
the heavy-handed bully of the Fourth.

Mr. Bootles’ door opened at last, and the
pew boy appearcd. Mr. Bootles signed to
Tubby Muffin.

“Muffin, Van Ryn will share your study—

3%

Oswald.

No. 8. Kindly take him there. And show
Van Ryn any Ilittle attentions you can,
Muffin.”

“Yes, sir,” said Tubby Muffin.

Mr. Bootles retired into his study and
ciosed the door. Tubby Muffin looked the
new junior over eritically, and as he looked
pretty prosperous, Tubby declded to be
iriendly. A study-mate with ready money
was just what Tubby wanted, and Tubby
would have taken the Kaiser himself as a
study-mate, with plenty of cash attached.
“Come in, kid!” said Tubby politely.

But before Tubby could proceed any farther
with his friendly attentions, Higgs, shouldered
him out of the way, and Tubby Muffin col-
lapsed -on the floor with a yelp.

Higgs strode up to the new boy with his
most bullying expression on his face.

“80 you're the Hun!” he exclaimed.

Van Ryn stepped back a pace.

“Listen to his English!” jeered Topham.
#You'll soon see whether he's a Hun or not!”

Van Ryn grinned.

“Me pot Hun!” he grinned.

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared the juniors.

“Oh, my hat!” gasped Higgs.
English! FHaven't vou ever been to

$da, jal?

“Ja, ja!” mimicked Higgs. “A Hun, right
enough. Bring him into the Common-room!”

The juniors gathered round Van Ryn. and
he was bustled down -the passage into the
junior Common-room—a quarter generally safe
trom the masters and prefects.

The new boy seemed inclined to resist at
first, but he decided to go -quictly.
juniors, Classical and Modern, streamed in
the Commo om after him.
© “Shut the door!” commanded Higgs.
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“Me Dutch!”

“What
school 27

Townsend closed the door, grinning. : The
new boy was going to pay the piper now.
Towny and Toppy rejoiced. 2 -3

“Now you're going to answer up,” said
Higgs.

Van Ryn looked at him quietly.

“My idea,” pursued Higgs, *“is that you're
a rotten Hun, sneaking in here as a Dutch-
man!”

“Nein, nein!” 3

“Nein, nein!” roared Higgs.
That’s German!”

“May be Dutch, too,”

“Oh, rats! He's a German!” said Higgs
positively. “Anyway a Boer is the next
thing to a German!”

“You lie!” said the new boy directly.

“What!”

“You are a liar!” said Van Ryn caimly.

The juniors stared at him. There was no
trace of his weird accent in his yoice now.
Townsend and Topham could scarcely believe
their ears.

-“Hallo! You can talk English when you
loike, you gossoon!” execlaimed Flynn.

Van Ryn laughed.

“Of course I can talk English!” he ex-
claimed. “I was brought up to speak both
Duteh and English at home. Those two
fellows met me at the sbation, and before
even ' gpeaking to me said that I should
speak broken English. So I spoke broken
English to pull their silly legs.”

“Oh, by gad!" ejaculated Townsend.

“Ha, ha, ha!

said Oswald.

“You spoofin’ cad!" exclaimed Topham
savagely.
There was a loud laugh. Townsend and

Topham, in their description of the new
boy, had laid particular stress on the German
accent and the broken English. It was one

of the chief counts in their indictment
againgt the new fellow. And it was not

agreeable to discover that the South African
had been *pulling their leg ” all the time.

“Well, you silly gossoons, to be taken
in by a new kid!" exclaimed Fiynn.

“F ha, hat’ -

“8o you we puliing my leg, too, just

now in the passage?” execlaimed Higgs.

Van Ryn nodded.

“Yes. As you seemed the same kind of
silly ass, 1 pulled your silly leg in the same
way,” he replied.

e b chat

“That’s one for
Jones minor.

Higgs flushed with rage. He was far too
important a person to have his leg pulled
—in his own estimation, at least.

Van Ryn was showing no sign of uneasi-
ness, though the burly bully of the Fourth
fairly towered over him.

Higgs’ hands were clenched and his eyes
were gleaming.

“You cheeky cad——" he began.

“Well, you have cheeked me,” said Van

you, Higgy!” chuckled

Ryn. “One good turn deserves another, you
know. 1 do not want to quarrel with
youw."

“You wen't have much choice akout that,
if you don’t mind your p’s and q's,” said
Higgs darkly. “I'm going to ask you scme

questions, and if you don’t satisfy me,
be put through it!”

“1 do not mind answering questions. . But
about being put through it, I should have
something to say about that.”

“And so should I,” said a echeery voice at
the door. And Jimmy Siiver came into the
Cominon-rocm, followed by his chums.

you'll

THE FiIFTH CHAPTER.
A Fight t0 a Finish,

IGGS scowled at Jimmy  Silver.
Jimmy's detention had given him
2 chance of bullying without being

called to account; but Mr. Bootles
had been occupied o long with the new
boy that Jimmy's detention was over before
the bully of the Fourth could carry out his
amiable intentions.

“Don’t shove your oar in here, Silver,”
growled Higgs. “This cheeky young bounder
is going to give an account of himscl”
“Right-ho!” said Jimmy. “We'll see fair
play.”
“Youwll mind your own busin
Higgs.

“This is my business,” said Jimmy calmly,
“Trust your Uncle James to keep an eye
on you, Alfred, my hoy!”

ggs snoried.
Jimmy Silver seated

o

the

roared

if on the corner
Jiemy

himse
g table, and look
iked Van Ryn’s |
(Continued on next g

even if
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Dishing the Fourth!
A Short Story of 8t. Jim's

66 HAT about raiding those Shell
bounders to-night?”
Jack Blake asked the question
4 of his chums Dighy, Herries, and
D’Arey as they were seated in Study No. 6.
“ Wathah, deah boy!” exclaimed Gussy.
“They’'ve been cwowing wathah too much
lately.”
“I'm on!” said Dighy. ;
“And me!” exclaimed Herries, ungrammati-
cally.

“Half an hour after lights out, then,” said
Jack Blake.
“By Jove! We'll make those bounders sit

up and take notice!” exelaimed Herri

“Wather, deah boy!”

Had the chums of Study No. ¢ seen Baggy
Trimble at that moment, however, they might
have been of a different opinion.

Baggy had been listening to the arrange-

8g)
ment through the keyhole, and he was now
sauntering along the passage, rubbing his fat
hands with glee.

He made his way to the Sheil passage and
knocked on the door of Study Ne. 10.

“Como in, fathead!”

Baggy opened the deor and stepped in, |

“@h, it's you, is it?" snapped Monty
Lowther. “What are you after?”

Tom Merry, Menty Lowther, and Ma
shot inquiri lances at the fat junior.

E ppose y fellows wouid be g

- ng with
n ped ‘fom Merry.

“Oh, really-—"

“Seat!”

“All  right, then,” exclaimed Bag
angrily, “I sha'n't tell you that Blake &
are geing to raid your dormitory

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“My hat! D’vou think there's any
it ed Manuners guickly

“Come in farther!”
more amiably, as Baggy 1
door.

The fat junior turned at once in respo
and accepted with alacrity Lowther's
tatien to help himself from the bag of
jam puffs upon the table.

“So that’s it!” remarked Tom Merry, when
Baggy had reported his ¢ valuable

wroung

‘ed towards the

3 1 informa-
tion."  Baggy was dissatisfied with his re-
ward, but he could 'not claim anythins

furtber, as he had given the whole busine
away.

“We shall have to make preparations for
our dear friends of the Fourth,” remarked
Monty Lowther, when Baggy had taken his
departure.

“Yes. What about this?” exclaimed Tom
Merry.
And he proceeded to unfold a ¢

“Ha, ha, hal”

“The very stunt! We'll pepper

The idea was received with appro

According to arrangement, half
after lights out that night, a large
of Fourth-Formers, led by Jack Blake &
crept noiselessly from .the Fourth dormi
and made their way to the Shell dormitory

“All ready?” whispered Blake, with his
hand upen the knob of the door wi hey
reached their destination.

“ Al serenel”

Blake turned the handle
open the door.

“@Grrrre!

tly, and pushed

wyT

Ha, |
Roars of laughter rang out in the
dormitory, while in the ‘doorway one
r of the Fourth-Formers mer
violentiy.. The tin of i
pon the leaders of the exp
tishco! A-a-a-tishoos!”
Tom Merry led an attack
when the sneezing was at its
they retreated in stumbling disos
and sneezing as they .ran.
Long after they r
tory once more, Tom
sneezing from

2
1

ey &
e vanguish

hed!” he exclaimed, with a laugh.
And at the same moment Jack Blake
ame exclamation, but with a g
Dished!”

THE EXD,
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How Van Ryn Came to Rookwood.

(Centinued from previous page.)

he bad been as bad as Towny’s description
of him, Jimmy would have seen fair play.
Jimmy locked on that as.his duty as cap-
tain of the Feurth.

“Now, young _shaver,”
“what’s your name?”

“Riehard Van Ryn.”

“Oh, you're a beastly Doer; but vou’ve
got an English front name!” sneered Higgs.

“I am a Boer,” said the new junior quietly.
“XNot beastly, that I know of. I have an
English name, because I am partly English.”

“Where do you come from?”

“€ape Colony.”

“And which “side were your people en?”
demanded Higgs. “Backing up the Huns,
I've no deubt.”

Van Ryn flushed.

“You are a cad to suggest that,” he said.
“My people fought against England in the
~“other war. But we are one people now.”

“Oh, they did, did they?” said Higgs.

“Certainly. My father was a Transvaaler,
and he was with' De Wet to the very last.
Naturally, be fought for his own country.”

“0f conrse he .did,” agrecd Jimmy Silver.
“We shouldn’t” think much of him if he
hadn’s.”

“Hear, hear!” said Lovell.

“But mow we are united, all true Boers
are standing by England,” said Van Ryn.
“We have nothing to thank the Germans
for. They promised us help in, the South
African War, and they were too cowardly
to keep their word, We should not be likely
to trust them again, even if we wanted to
break off from the British Empire. But
we do not waut to. We are free under
the British flag, and all we ever asked for
was freedom.”

growled Higgs,

“Sure, it’'s a Daniel come to judgment,”
satd Flynn. “It’s a broth av a bhoy ye
are!”

“Well, we've eonly got your word for all
that,” sneered Higgs. “I shouldn’t wonder
if your precious father was a rebel really.”

Smack!

Higgs staggered back with a roar eof pain
and amazement. Van Ryn’s open hand smote
him fairly aeross the face.

“That is my answer to that,” said the
Africander coolly. “You can have some
more if you want it!” <

“0h, by gad!” ejaculated Townsend. The
astute Towny had planned to “set” the
bully of the Fourth on Van Ryn. But the
South African seemecd quite willing to meet

* the truculent Alfred half way, or more than
half way.

Higgs was too astonished te do anything
but gasp for a moment or two. Then he
rushed at Vam Ryn like a bull.

Jimmy Silver jumped between, and Higgs
staggered back from a powerful shove.

“Not so fast!” said Jimmy.

“Do you think I'm going to let him punch
my .face?” roared Higgs.

Jimmy nodded.

“Yes, if you insult his father,” he said.
“If you say anything of the kind aguin, I'll
punch your face myself, and hard.”

“QGet aside!” .

“Bow-wow !

Van' Ryn dropped his hand on Jimmy’s
shoulder. >

“Thank you very much,” he said quietly,

| “but you need mot -protect me.

I can stand
up for myself.” :

Jimmy Silver stepped aside..

“Well, you can have your own way, of
course,” he said. “You can go ahead, Higgs.
Stng out when you've had enough, Van Ryn.”

“No good his singing ouwt,” said Higgs
savagely. “I'm going to hamsner him black
and blue, and make him beg pardon on his
knees.”

“Better have some gloves on,” said Lovell
uneasily.

“I won’t have any gloves!” roared Higf;&
“Let the cad stand up to me, and I'Hl
smash him!”

“&loves or not, as you choose,” said Van
Ryn, shrugging his broad shouldess. ''It is
all one to me.”

“Take your jacket off, at any rate,” said
Lovell. And he helped the new junior off
with his jacket.

Van Ryn rolled back his sleeves.
be seem that his arms were strong and
well developed. It occurred to Jimmy that
he was not so bad a match for Higgs after
all

But Higgs had no doubts.

He came on like a bull, with his big
fists thrashing out.

Jimmy Silver & Co. looked on anxiously.
They ecould net interfere in a fair fight;
but they had a natural repugnaunce to seeing
the Colonial knocked about om his first day
at Rookwood. ;

But their fears were seon rclieved.

Higgs’ rush did not move the young Boer.
He stood like a celumn of stone, immovable.
His hands were up, and Higgs came to
a stop against them. His weight was almeost
twice that of the South African, yet it
had no effect upon the boy from Cape Colony.
Van Ryn’s fist flashed out like lightnihg.

Crash!

The bully went over backwards.

“Right on the wicket!” chuckled Jimmy
Silver. “Bravo, yourg ‘un!”

Higgs sat up dazedly.

His nose was streaming with crimson, and
he was feeling dizzy from the shock. He
blinked stupidlys at Van Ryn.

“Oh, erumbs!” he ejaculated.

Townsend helped him to his feet.

“You're not done yet,” he said.
him! " You can lick him, Higgs!”

“Of course I can!” gasped Higas. “And
I'm -going to! Don’t be a silly idiot, or I'll
lick you, too!”

Higgs stodd panting for breath fer sowme
moments.
grinning. It struck them as comie to see
the bully of the Fourth catch a Tartar in
this unexpected manner. 7

But Higgs was not finished yet. He had
plenty of bulidog pluck, and the mere
thought of being knocked out by a new
boy made him furious. He came on again
with a savage rush.

“Qo it, Dutehy!” F

“@ive him another on the hoko!”

“Bravo!l”

Van Ryn was holding his own steadily,
without giving an ineh of ground. But.he
did not get a chance of another knock-down
blow.

TFhe lundsome, sun-tanned faee was getting
marked now.

But the South-African took his punish-
ment quietly; and all the time his fists were
hammering upon Higgs of the Fourth.

The juniors looked on almeost breathless.

¥t was evident that there was more in
Dick Van Ryn than met the eye, and that

It eould

“Go fer

The whele crowd of juniors were-

Friday" 17

the bully of the Fourth had once meore mebt

his. match. -

There were no rounds in the fight, and it
was a contest of endurance; and Higgs,
tough as he was, was the first to weaken.

His savage attack slackened off, and he
gave ground, the South African- following
him up grimly, bitting hard.

Higgs went down at last, 'with a heavy
bump.

“Somebody had better ecount,” said Lovell.

Jimmy Silver took out his watch.

He counted.

Higgs sat up. But he eould not get on
his feet. He sat-and panted, hlinking with
half-closed- eyes. Van Ryn waited quietly.

“One, two, three, four, five, six, sevem;
eight, nine—out!”

Higgs wag still sitting on the fioor.

He had been counted out, and there wasg
a ringing cheer in the Commcn-room for the

vietor.

T“ The fight had teld on him.

And the juniors remembered that
he had had a long journey that day. Yet
he had stood up to the bully of the Fourth,
and licked him in a fair fight. Jimmy Silver
clapped him om the shoulder.

“Good for you, kid!” he said,
how to put up your hands.”

Van Ryn smiled faintly.

“Is he finished?” he asked.

“He looks like it. Are you finished,
Higgs?”

Higgs groaned.

“Ow, ow, ow, ow!"”

“Well, that sounds finished,”
Flynn, and there was a laugh,

“Oh! Wow!” said Higgs. “What are you
grinning at, you rotters? I camn’t go on ab
present! Y%w! Wow! Oh, my eye! Oh, my
hat! Groogh!”

Van Ryn came over to the bully a little
uncertainly. Higgs was struggling tee his
feet, almost blindly, and the South African
reached out to him.

“@ive us your fist,” he said.
jolly good fight.
mauch as I
about it.,” -

“Brave!” said Jimmy Siiver.

Iiggs blinked oddly at the Colonial, and
then slowly his big fist came out, and he
shook hands with him.

“Well, I don’t mind,” he said.
I.could lick you. I wasn't quite ready this
time, you see. Another time——"

_“Oh, don’t let’s have another time!” said
Van Ryn .cheerily. “We're both feeling
(ggky at present, and it isn't enjoyable, is
it

“Nunno!” grinned Higgs. “I feel as if I'd
been through a threshing maehine.”

“8o do I,” said Van Ryn frankly.

“Well, you ain’t a bad sort,” said Higgs,
“But you're jolly well mot going {o crow
giver me if you have got the hest of it this

me.”

“If 1 should try to crow over. yeu, I hope
you'll hit out hard,” said Van Ryn quietly.
"You’ won't find me that kind of a cad, X

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.

Tubby Muffin is Hospitable,

AN RYN leaned on the edge of the
table, breathing deeply.

“You know

remarked

“It was a
You've damaged me as
have you, Let's forget all

“0f course,

hope.”

“Well, that’s all righs. I—fg—>
Higgs made an effort. “I—I'm sorry I spoke
as I did. It was onmly rot, you know. 1 know

your pater must be all right, or you wouldn’t
be here. I'm sorry, and I take it back. Not
because you've got the best of me, though,”

T

EDDIE POLO’S
Thrilling Adventures As
« CYCLONE SMITH.”

See the pictures at
your local cinemz—
read the stories in

the “MARVEL.”

The Great Adventure Story Paper.

Ten of the most daring and breath-
lessly exciting tales of Wild West
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famous “ CYCLONE SMITH” films,
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he added hastily.
that's all.”

“All serene,” said Van Ryn, smiiing. “ Wil
anybody tell me where 1 can bathe my eye?”

“Just because T choose,

“What-ho!” said Jimmy Silver. - “This
way!”
The Fistical Four marched Van Ryn out

of the Common-room in their midst. Higgs
followed them slowly. Townsend and Top-
ham did not offer to lend a hand. The bully
of the hoxlrth had been licked, and he was
no further use to the Nuts of the Fourth.
Town and Toppy were disgusted, in fact.
“Silly ass, to get licked by that blessed
growled- Townsend. “I suppose the
will be ridin’ rough-shod over us

Topham rubbed the bump on his head.

“He jolly well won't!” he muttered.
“Higgs can tackle him. But there’s more
ways than one of killing a cat. The beastly
savage isn't goin' to handle us as he likes.

If the rotter can’t be licked, he can be
ragged.”
Townsend’s eyes gleamed.

“Good egg! Half a dozen of us—"

“That’s the idea! We’'ll put him through
it. And after that scrap he won't be able
to put up much. of a fight, either.”

“Let's go and talk to the chaps,” said
Townsend.
And the Nuts of the Fourth gathered in

war cou in No. 4 Study, and Towny
and Toppy, and Peele and Mommgton and
{iower put their heads together, with the
idea of making matters exceedingly warm
for the junior from South Africa.
Meanwhile, Dick Van Ryn was. bathing his
damaged face in a bath-reom. Jimmy Rilver
& Co. lent him what aid they could. Van
Ryn locked the hetter for it; but there was
a dark shade about one of his eyes, and
his nose looked red and bulbous, and theére
were bruises on his face. His good looks had
been sadly marred for the present. He had

a good many aches and pains, too; but he
bore them quictly.

Tubby Muffin joined him when he had
finished. =

As you're friendly with him,

in my study.
T thought you d like to come.

“We'll come,” said Jimmy. “We'll come,
if it's only to celebrate the fuct that you re
standing a spre ad, Tubby.”

“Come on,” said Tubby.

The- Fistical Four followed him.
rather a surprise for Tubby
anything, as he was generally hard up, and
what cash he ever had generally went at
once to the tuckshop. In the passage Tubby
tugged at Siiver's sleeve. and stopped him as
the Co. went into No. 5.

“Hold on a minute, BSi
Tubby mysteriously

“Well, what's the row?

“C-c-can you [end me hnl. -a-quid:”

Jimmy stared.

“The fact is, I'm run r:ght out of tin,”
said Tubby confidentially. “Merely tempo-
rary, of course; but it comes rather awkward
just at this moment.”

“Why, you spoofing villain!” growled
Jimmy Silver. “You've asked five chaps to
tea, and you've nothing to give them. Why
couldn’t you iet Van Ryn come with us?”

“Ahem! You 5

“I see that you're a <p00ﬁn;. porker!”
growled Jimmy Siiver. “Here’s five boh, you
fat bounder! I suppose we may as well pay
for our tea in your study as in ocurs. It
comes to the same thing.”

“Look l\ere, Jimmy Silver, if you put it like

It was
to be standing

ver,” whispered

I do put it like that,” growled

Jimmy.

“All serene!
said Tubby
you put it—anything to oblige.”

I'll cut off to the tuckshop,”
cheerfully. “I don’t care how

And Tubby cut off, and Jimmy, grinning
in spite of himself, followed his chums into
the study.

Tubby Muffin returned laden with good
things, and in E"t“lt spirite. He was standing
a hospitable spread, and he was booked for
the lion's and it did not cost

share of it,
him-anything, so he had reason to be pleased.

But is was a very pleasant tea in Study
No. 5, and by the time the Tistical Four left

THE PENNY POPULAR -Every Friday.

“Hallo !
thundﬂr
O

he

e)a"!'lntcd. “What ths

* ‘panted Townszend,
ad thmuch it!”
shouted Mornington.

Comh and gnc “him one while vou've gob
the chance!

I piled in.
his “piling in” came in quite an un-
expectéd manner to the merry raggers.

He rushed at them, hitting out right aad
left. Townsend ‘& Co, had naturally expected
that the bully of the Fourth would be glad
to lend a hand, in revenge for his d
at the hands of the South African junior.
But that was not in Higgs’ mind. It was
upon Townsend & Co. that his punches fell
~ “Let.him alone!” roared Higgs. “I’ll mop
up the lot of you! Take that! That's
you,.Morny, you cad! Five to one, by g
That’s for you, Peele! You can t
Gower! And that—and tlnt——~

Higgs was hitting out like a

The vyelling raggers rolled rmlxt, zmd !ft-
from his terrific drives, amgid a chorus of
howls and groans.

Townsend and Topham were floored, M
ington rolled across them, Peele was r
headlong along the passage; and Gower f
fled, barely dodging H * heavy fist.

In about a minute the Nuts were stre
about the passage, and Higgs was glar
at them, ready to kneck them down again
soon as they rose. But they did not ri
they sprawled and blinked at Higgs in angu
and fury.

Higgs gave a snort of contempt
stooped down to hLelp Van Ryn to his fe

The South African junior ata:gered
corsiderably darzed, and more surpriz
hurt. The rescue astonished him n
it did the Nuts of the Fourth.

“Have they hurt you?" asked Higas.

“Ye-es—a bit!” gasped Van R

“Help me kick 'em along the pa

There were furious yells from Townsend
& Co. as two pairs of boots started on them.
The unhappy Nuts—no longer dreaming of

Fmsmaamasma%mlémaﬂmmsmusmanmaumn- R
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he sald.
I suppose

“You haven’t seen the study yet,
“"\o re going to have tea there.
Fyou're hunﬂr\—\\ hat?”

Van Ryn looked at the podgy junicr with
a good-humoured smile. Tubby was not
exactly the study-mate he would have chosen,
but he was prepared to be friendly.

“We shail hme the study to ourselves,”
went on Tubby. “There were two chaps with
me, but they've changed cut. They said the
grub went too fu mLh me t!)t‘l(‘ 1 hope
you're not that kind of mean beast, Van
Ryn?”

“1 hope not,

k

" gaid Van Ryn, laughing.

“Then we shall get on,” said Tubby, with
much satisfaction. *Come along to the
study. We're going to have a f{opping
spread.”

“1 say, Van Ryn's.coming to tea in the
end study,” said Jimmy Silver.

Mufﬁn #hook his head.

“Look here, Jimmy Silver, you're not going

to collar my study-mate. I'm standing him
a spread on his first day here.”

“QOh, all serens!” said Jimmy. “You'll

gne us a look rother time, Van Ryn.”
“Thank you,” i the new junior. And
he followed Tubby Muffin,

“Come cn, Dut " said Tubby Mufin.
“Here’s the study. Ripping, ain’t it? Yon
sit down in the armchair while I get the
things in for ten, We're going to have rather

a spread.”

“You're awfully good!” said Van Ry

“Not - at all! Backing up the
Empire, you know,” said Tubbs dﬂdbl)
solly glad to have a Colonial in my study!
You slt down and take a rest, and leave it
to me.

Van Ryn was glad to rest.. Tubby bustled
out of the room, and scudded along to the
end study, where the Fistical Four were
'zget‘ctng tea

Ain’t you fellows coming?”

“Eh? Where?” :

“I'm standing a spread to the mew chap

Tag PENNY Porrusr.—No. 58,

asked Tubby.

they were on eilent terms with the new
boy. Jimmy er & Co. were of opinicn
that Van Ryn was one of the best—an opinion
in which most of the Classical Fourth soon
came to concur.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
; Pails !
(13 HERE he comes!”
It was a whisper in the dark-
- ness, as Dick Van Ryn came out
of his study late in the evening.
The gas had been turned out in the
passage, and ail was dark.
Van Ryn heard the whisper, and stopped,
peering about him. »
It was close cn bed-time,
fellows had finished their
down to the on-room.
followed
“Hallo!" ex d Van Ryn.
He had no time for more.
Hands seized him on ail cides in the dark-
ness, and he was hrought to the feer with
a heavy bump.
He realised that it was a ragging, and he
struggled fiercely.
But he was down, and fellows ke could not
see were swarming over him. There were at
teast four or five, and had no chance.

and most of the
prep. and gone
A rush of feet

“ What—"

he

“You rotters!” panted Van Ryn. “Let me
up—oh!”

“Bump. bump, bump!

Tubby Muffin blml\ed out of t‘) study.

“Help!” gasped Van Ryn. =

But the fat Classical was not a fighting-

man. He only blinked. The light from the
study glimmered on the struggling mass on

the passage floor. Van Ryn was in the hands
of Townsend & Co., and they were ragging
him mereilessly.

There was a hcavy fread further down the
passage, and Higgs of the Fourth cume
along.

The FOHY‘t‘i Form bully stopped, to stare at
the peculiar scene.

3 1z anybody—squirmed out of the way
and dodvecl and fled. They did not
till they were at the hottom of the sta

“There!” panted Higgs. “That's a I
for the cads! They wen't rag you @
a hurry, young 'un.”

“I think not,” said Van Ryn, la
He looked curiously at Higgs. “I
good of you to come and hclp me like
af*er

“After our gccrap?”

said- Higgs. “ What

rot! I like a chap who ecan stand up for
himself. You can.” .

“I'm much obliged.”

“Oh, rot! Of course, you didn't e

lick me in that scrap. If I'd heen—well,
ready for you, it would have gone
differently.”

“Any old thing, » said Van Ryn, smiling.

“Still, you put up* a good fight, and I
had my hands full,” conceded Higgs d-
telnpcwdls “The fact is, I rather like you,
young ‘'un, and if you want a pal in the
Fourth, you needn’t look any further for one.
I can’t say “fairer than that.”

“Done!” said Van Ryn at once.

2

The-Classical Fourth hardly knew what to
make of it. “The next day Higgs changed into
Study No. 5—No. 4 heing quite pleased to
get rid of him, as a matter of fact. But
he was very welcome in No. 5. Jimmy Sil
& Co. could not help thinking that Dick ¥
Ryn had a queer taste in pals. But ti
agreed that a fellow who could take a li
ing as Higegs had taken his, could uct be
bad fellow in the main, and the bully of
Fourth rose in their estimation. It w
probable that difficulties wounld arise in
Study No. 5; but for the preacnt all was
peace and harmony in the guarters of the
Colonial schoolboy.
THE END.

(Another grand, long story of Jimmy Suzor
& Co. next week, eatitled: * The Joker of
Rookwood ! Order your copy of the PENNY
POPULAR early!)
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. wish I had space to give all their comments

‘that he wanted to be a journalist, but he
' had no inelination to start as an office-boy.
" But that is just how to begin. An office-boy

_reflections, please, on this useful and super-
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THE SPR|NG:

Plenty of active reminders of this season
are obtained these days. On a mild rainy
mofing the thrushes and blackbirds start
singing, and a very cheery concert they put
up on occasion; while the crocuses are pop-
ping uwp merrily in the grass, Now is the
time when the tramp becomes an object of
interest. Nothing to do with the picturesque
party met in the lanes—i.e., the gentleman
gf]the road wio basks in the sun and never
OHS.

I was thinking of those pleasant country
tramps which crowds of my chums take. I
kiow this because they write to me about
their experiences about the birds they see,
the ancient ruins passed, and so on. I only

on life; but-this is hupossible.

SHORTHAND AND LONGHAND,

There is the same old interest in journalism
as over. . Lots of correspondents write to me
concerning the calling. One friend told me

picks it all up. What he thinks to-day the
rest of us know to-morrow.
Anyhow, it is something like that. = No

intelligent member of society.

There is pretty. nearly always room for
journalists. Those who are following the
cralt write their bit and go on, and their
places have to be filed, for the world will ever |
require journalists, and the brighter the
better. %

YOUR EDITOR IS ALWAYS PLEASED TO HEAR‘!‘ROM
HIS READERS.

Address: EDITOR, THE ‘' PENNY ‘
)’ THE FLEETWAY HOUSE, FARRINGDON
STREET, LONDON, E.C. 4.

By the way, some of the young
aspirants ought to write better. Because
they are writing shorthand that is no earthly
reason why they should break up the alphabet,
smother the individual letters, and sign the
Leap of curious signs with a name that cannot
be read.

In the old days picture-writing started the
alphabet going. A man wanted bread, and he
drew a loaf, same with a mutton-cliop or a

coalscuttle. Gradually -the pictures settled
down into letters, and so forth. But treat a
letter well, and it will not dcceive you.

Don’t add baggy, shapeless ornamentations
to your words. It only puzzles the chap who
has to read your letters. It may even make
him fractious.

A downright old newspaper proprietor said
once: “The time has gone by for bad
writing.”

He hit the mark. But the fact is the time
never came. DBad writing is a crime. Better
printing letters written with a stick.

Promptitude is a big asset in journalism,
as in most things. The fellow who can sit
down and reel straight off the report of a
fire—leaving out anything about the
“devastating element "—generally gets the
job. 1 must go back to this subject some-
time.

LONDORN NEW AND OLD.

T am’ always being asked to add something
more about Lonmdon., It is principally for
readers overseas, who read about the little
obscure village on the Thames, and can't
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for the life of them form any bright con-
clusions as to what the place is like. The
subject is too big to tackle. The town
amazes anybody who has time to look at it
or think of i#t. Very few folks have time.

Take Whitehall—ro don’t take it, because
London could not possibly do without it, but
try and picture a fairly wide thoroughfare
which touches Trafalgar Square at one end
and Westminster at the other. The whole
street is crammed full of history. Some of
the buildings are the same as when thes
Stuarts reigned in Britain—oh, and some go
farther back.

Nelson, at the top of his draughty statue,
surveys the picturesque scene—the towers of
Westminster, the gleaming river with its
wharves, the silver point of the cathedrals,
and the Lambeth pile. There are glimpses of
the Parks, and down in the streets the
traffic never ceases to rumble by.

London hums and hustles. You cannot get
hold of the spirit of the city, try as you may.
Everybody comes to London. You meet
visitors from Paris arm-in-arm, talking each
other’s heads off, and saying, ‘‘ Dites done,
mon ami,” and so oun; to say nothing of
strangers from the Yellow East, and the Far
North, for Russians find sanctuary in the
old metropolis, and one cannot wonder at
that.

But no pen can manage London. The West
End has changed more than the BEast. There
are new theatres. Open spaces where ancient
houses have been pulled down get covered
with huge blocks of houses, flats, and shops.
Yes, the spacious West End, with its gigantie
marts, is attractive enough. hut I own to
taking more interest in the other quarters
where old Time has gone easy, weird little
courts, where strolling musicians tune up; un-
expected footways where markets are held;
little bits of the past seen in forgotten
gardens, and so on.

More another time. Oh, but just one word!
Don't think the East uninteresting because
it has not had a fresh coat paint. The
East End is humming with activity. 1t does
more work than any other parts. Where
London would be without the splendid toilers
in this quarter nobody knows—leastways, 1
do not!

Brooks’ Appliance is a mnew scientifig dis
covery with automatic air cushions that draws
the broken parts together, and binds them as
you would a broken limb. It absolutely holds
firmly and comfortably, and never slips. Always
light and cool, and conforms to every S
ment of the body without chafing or hurting.
‘We make it to your measure, and send it to
you on a strict guarantee of satisfaction or
money refunded, and we have put gur price so
\ jow that anybody, rich or poor, can buy it.

Remember, we make it to your order—send it
to you—you wear it—and if it doesn’t satisf
to us, and we will refund your money. ha

business—always absolutely on the square—and we have sold to thou-

sands of people this way for the past ten years,
no salves, no harness, no les, no fakes. Wo just
business deal at a reasonable price.

Don’t Wear a Truss.\

you, you
e

and make e
TRE PETI

back

is the way we do

Remember, we use
givo you a straight

it s

r Boys, be Your Own Printers 1

xtra pocket-money by using
T “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, ete., in
a variety of pretty colours. Send for cne
TO-DAY. Price 6/6 complete with all sup-
plies. Foreign orders, 1/6 extra.—

Brooks Appliance Co., Ltd." /"

or our
°Y Niustroted

(1830A) 80, Chancery Lane, London, W.C.2, ~ Bodkict.
< ;

B. PODMORE & Co., Desk P.P., Southport.
And at 67-69, Chancery Lane, London, W.C. 2.

’/N“ERVOUSNESS

CURED CONMPILETEI Y.

If you are nervous in company, { you reddsn up when spoken to by
strangers or superiors, if your bashfulness is causing you to miss
golden opportunities in social or business life, here is a messags
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 self-confidence.
It you suffer from Nervousness, Timiditly, or Heart Weakuess,
write now for full particulars of My Bystem of Private Homse
Preatment. Sent FREE privately if you mention PENNY POPULAR.

Adqdress, Specialist, 12, All Saints Boad, St. Anne’s-on-Sea.

e Port \\\\
Free.  Big Bargains D)

from 6d. AT Post, b\ 5
‘9///4. Free, Watches

Free Catalo,

(Big Reduc- Z

tions), Jewel-
Zlery, Useful 2 :
> Goods, Novelties, Toys, ete,, ete.
i 5 =2 Big  Bargains _in all Depts.
Sil 4 N Write To-Day ! Don't Miss This!

PAIN'S
PRESENTS HOUSE,
Dopt. 21, HASTINGS.

PHOTO POSTCARDS, 1/3 doz.,, 12 by 10 ENLARGEMENTS, 8d.
ALSO CHEAP PHOTO MATERIAL. CATALOGUE AND SAMPLES
FREE. HACKETTS, JULY ROAD, LIVERPOOL.

“REGO” MODEL AEROPLANES
ARE THE BEST.

Send 3/6 for Sample Model. Flies 200 yards. Fully Illus-
trated Catalogue of Aeroplanes and Parts, 1/-, Post Free.’

“RECO,” 110, Old Street, London, E.C.1.
F L ; Large selection for Sale chéap.
‘Send stamped envelope forlists.

Tyson & Marshall, 89, Castle Boulevard, Nottingham.

VENTR“.OQUISM Iearn this laughable, wonderful art. Failure impos-
s gible with our hook of easy instructions and dialogues,
Only 7d., post free. 100 Card Conjurivg Tricks, 1/2. — WONDER €O,
Publishers, 50, Arcads, Weston-super-Mare.

WHEN ANSWERING ADVERTISEMENTS g
BE SURE AND MENTION THIS PAPER,

| e
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A BEAUTY GIFT FOR Y

4600 .

5 spe a0/
s¢ Harlene Hair-Drill”’ Ensures Real Hair Health and Beauty.

1,000.000 “EXAIR-DRILI.”’ OUTEFITS EFRIE.

Ne woman in the world po as
<her natural birthright such exquisitely
_ fine hair as the British woman. With

proper care it becomes, indeed, the
very crown of her charm and beauty.
Under  the treatment of ‘' Harlene
Hair-Drill " everyone can possess this
crowning beauty, and can assure
herself of the truth of this declaration
by self-demonstration free of expense.
A Free Trial Outfit is now ready for
your acceptance. ;

No longer, therefore, is there any
necesgity or excuse for anyone not to
prove by personal experience how
“ Harlene Hair-Drill "’ causes the hair
to grow in health and beauty.

IF YOU VALUE YOUR HAIR—WRITE
: " UNOW. :

1f by the expenditure of a little time-
—just about two minutes daily—it is
possible to acquire real hair health and
beauty, surely it is folly to refuse or
even to.hesitate a single moment in

- taking the first step to secure it..

So many women are now engaged in
valuable but  hair-injurious  work—
that the proprietors. of = Edwards’
“ Harlene-for-the-Hair ” have .decided
to make yet another great 1,000,000
Gift distribution of ¢ Harlene " Outfits.
‘This is really a “ Four-in-One” Gifs,
for it .includes—

dress.”

it free for one week.
free 4-in-1 Gift Outfit.

<« 7 have been 8truggling with my
hairall thistime, and it seems to

_get more Qull and lifeless every

day.” 5
«J had the same difieully, but
a fier ¢ cour
Drall” geu

20f “Harlene Hair

see ihe result - bright

Sresh and luate
rouz end easy lo /

It is wonderful what only 2 minutes a day practice
of ** Harlene Hair-Drill ** will achieve in the cultiva-
tion and preservation of a glorious head of hair. Try
Accept one of the 1,000,000

1. A bottle of °“Harlene,’”” the irue

2. A packet of the marvellous hair
and scalp-cleansing °“ Cremex ’’> Shams
poo Powder, which prepares the head =
for ¢¢ Hair-Drill.>* e

3. A boitle of °“Uzon ** Brilliantine,
which gives a final touch of beauty toghe
hair, and is especially beneficial to those:

4, A copy of the new editien of the ~

secret °° Hair-Drill >’ Manual of in-
_ struetion.

After a Free Trial you will be able to
obtain farther supplies of * Harlene '’ ab
is, Hd., 26, 9d., and 4s. 9d. per bottle.
“Uzon ' Brilliantine at 1s. 1id." and
2s. 9d. per bottle, and * Cremex"
Shampoo Powders at 1s. 13d. per box of
seven shampoos (single packets 24, each),
from all Chemists and Stores, or direct
from Edwards' Harlene, Limited, 20, 22,
24, and 26, Lamb's Conduit Street, London,

‘' WARLENE” FREE CIFT FORM

Detach and post tc EDWARDS’ HARLENE,
Lid., 20, 22, 24, and 26, Lawb’'s Conduit §t.,
London, W.C.1. <
Dear Sirs,—Please sepd me your frea * Har-
lene** Four-Fold Hair-Growing Outfit as
described above. I enclose 4d. in stamps for
postage-and packing to my address.
PENNY POPRCLAR, 28/2/20.
NOTE TO READER. -
. Write your full name and ad 3
a plain piece of paper, pin this coupon 6 i,
snd post as directed above. (Mark envelope
s Sareple Dept.”}

(See Coupon on right.

STRE?&GTHEN YOUR NERVES Norvousness deprives you of employ-
X : s ment, pleasures. and many advantages
in life. If you wish to prosper and enjoy life, strengthen your Nerves, and
regain confidence in yourself by using the Mento-Nerve Stregthening Treat-
ment. Used by Vice-Admiral to Scaman, Colonel to Private. D.S.0.’s, M.0.’s,
M_M.'s’and D.C.M.’s. Merely send.3 penny stamps for particulars.—GODFRY
ELLIOTT-SMITH, Ltd., 527, Imperial Buildings, Ludgate Circus, Londoun, E.C.4.

%= D 3 S
Elvegt

Q9LS

Overcoats, Shoes, Suits, Raincoats, Trench Coats, Costumes, and
Winter Costs, Silver & Gold Pocket and Wrist Watches, Rings, Jew-
ellery, &c., on easy terms:” 30/~ worth 5/-monthly ; 60/- worth 10/~
monthly ; &¢. CATALOGUE FREE, Foreign applications invited,

MASTERS, Ltd., 6, Hope Stores, RYE. Estd. 1869.

Packed FREE ; Carl;ge P! = irec (om or
i LOWEST CASHPRICES. EASY PAYMENT TERMS.

1mmediate delivery, Tyresand Accessories at Half Shop
Prices  Satisfaction guaranteed or Money Refunded,
5 EAT CL A SALE

ofSecond-Hand Cycles. ' housaud- ot Government
Cycles—B S A., UMBER,” RALEIGH, ROVER,
TRIUMPH, SWIFT, etc., many as good as new—all

ready for riding,  No reasonabte offer re used. Virite
- for tf-'r.' L ist and Special Offer.

CYCLE COMPANY, Incorpd.

' 3 MEA Depnt. 130Q. BIRMINGHAM,

VENTRILOQNSM - Learn this Wonderful, Laughable Art, Failure
#s impossible with our new book of Easy Instructions
and 10 laughable Dialognes. Only 8d. * Hundreds Testimonials.” Thought-
Reading and Conjuring, 1/2.—WILKES, PUBLISHERS, STOCKTON, RUGBY.

BOXING GLOVES 86

por seob of four (with lace-up palm, 13/6), Tan Caps, Best, 16/6. Footballs,
matech size, 12/6 and 14/6. Money returned if not-satisfled. Postage 6d.
on all.—TOM CARPENTER, 89, Morecambe Street, Walworth, 8.E. 17.

CUT THIS OUT

" Penny Popular.” PEN COUPON Value 2d,

Bend this coupon with P.O. for only 5/- direct to the Fleet Pen Co.,
119, Fleet St., London, EC.4. 1n 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 /-, Say whether you want a fice, medium, or broad
nib. This great offer is made to introduce the famous Fleet Pen to the
PENNY POPULAR readers, (¥oreign postage extra.) Batisfaction guarantecd
or cash returned. Special Safety Model, 2/- extra.

) :
= s All the latest tunes can be played
5 en ths Chella-phons. The only
Pocket -ipstrument on  which
- tunes c¢an be correctly played in
apny key: Soldiers and Sailors love
it, “EKnpocks theGerman mouth
creanintoacockedbat.” Postfree,1/8 cach; bettes
quality, withSilver fittings, 2/8, from the maker,

. FIELD (Vept. 33), Hall Avenue, HUDDERSFIZLD,
GONCERTS- Cross-patfer for comic duebtists, 9d. and I/- per

item, Booklet of 8 acts, 1/2, Sketch for thres
comedians, 1/3. Comioc Songs, Duets, Acts, Ventriloguial Dialogues; stamp
for list.—JACK M FINN, Magdalen Street, Colchester.

rARE YOU SHORT?

If s0, let the Girvan System help you to increase
our height Mr. Briggs reports an increase of
inches; Driver E. F. 3 inches; Mr, Rageliffe &

inches; Miss Davies 3% Inches; Mr. Lindon 3

inches; Mr. Ketley .4 inches; Mligs Leedell &

inches. This systemm requires only ten minuftes
morning and evening. and greatly improves the
health, physique, and ecarriage. No agplfanoe
or drugs. Send 3 penny stamps for. further par-

ticulars and £100 Guarantee to Enquiry Depb.,
kA.M.P., 17, Stroud Green Road, London, N. &

o RS >
80 MAGIC TRICES, i, 55,0 mhe ot o

free, 1/-—T. W. HARRISON, 239, Pentonville Road, London, N.L

=
o

Set of Parts 6d., Post Free.

Set of parts and ingtructions to make this paper model biplane, i
which is guaranteed to perform all the evolutions of its originai,

inclnding looping,” banking, and spiral nose dive. Scientifically
strengthened with ribs and bracings as in actual practice. Complete
with machine-gun, instrument-board, windscreen, and all movabls
controls. Thousandssold. Hundreds of testimonials received. Length,
14 ins.; sran, 12 ins.~THE MODEIL AIRCRAFT SUPPLY
€O. (Dept. M.), Thornleigh Road, Newcastle-on-Tyne.
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DUR HAIR

liguid food and natural tonic for the hair. -~

whose sealp is inclined to be *“ dry.”* - =




